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whisper, " Ginger Weeson ; come along at

once
!

"

The man on the banquette got to his feet, put

out his cigarette and placed the fag-end in

his cartridge pouch. He would smoke this

when he returned, on the neutral ground

between the lines a lighted cigarette would

mean death to the smoker. I gave Ginger

Weeson a leg over the parapet and handed him

his spade when he got to the other side. My
hour on sentry-go was now up and I went into

my dug-out and was immediately asleep.

I was called again at one, three-quarters of

an hour later.

"What's up?" I asked the corporal who
wakened me.

" Oh, there's a party going down to the rear

for rations," I was told. " So you've got to

take up sentry-go till stand-to ; that'll be for

an hour or so. You're better out in the air

now for its beginning to stink ever3^here,

but the dug-out is the worst place of all."

So saying, the corporal entered the dug-out

and stretched himself on the floor ; he was

going to have a sleep despite his mean opinion

of the shelter.

The stench gathers itself in the early morning

,


