
LIFE IN THE TRENCHES

crawled over the parapet. They found them» 
selves in the enlarged end of a sap that was 
being used as a listening post. In the dark­
ness they could dimly see that they were sur­
rounded by soldiers with fixed bayonets.

“What’s yer name?” hissed the voice, for 
out there no one is anxious to attract a hand 
grenade from the enemy on the other side of 
the line.

“Lieutenant Weston.”
“An’ yours?” to the corporal.
“Corporal Easton.”
“Weston—Easton ; that’s too damn thin. 

Now you fellows march ahead of us to Head­
quarters, an’ if ye so much as turn yer head 
we’ll put so many holes through ye, ye’ll look 
like a sieve. Quick march 1” And they 
plowed through the deep mud of the trenches 
till they were well back, then they came out 
and proceeded overland to H. Q.—headquar­
ters. Here, after a few sharp questions, a lit­
tle telephoning, and some hearty laughter, they 
were given a runner to show them the shortest 
route back to their own battalion.

Trench warfare as it has been carried on 
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