
A SURGEON IN ARMS

during this great war is different from the 
warfare of the past. Here we had—and have 
at the time of writing—on the western front 
alone, a fighting line five hundred miles long, 
with millions of the soldiers of the Allies occu
pying trenches, dugouts, huts, tents, and bil
lets, on one side of the line, and the millions of 
the enemy in the same position on the other. 
For months at a time there is no move in either 
direction.

Trenches are merely long, irregular ditches, 
usually, though not always, deep enough to 
hide a man from the enemy. Occasionally 
they are so shallow that the soldier must travel 
on his stomach, during which time any part of 
his anatomy which has too prominent a curve 
may be exposed to the fire of the enemy. Of 
course this all depends on the architectural 
configuration of the traveler. Except trenches 
far in the rear, they are always zigzag, being 
no more than ten to twenty feet in a straight 
line, to prevent any shell’s doing too much 
damage. The front trench is called the firing 
line; the next one, fifty yards or so behind, but 
running parallel, is a support trench ; and other 
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