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"What did t hey' care if 1 broke my blinking back?" 1pictured myself with a broken back, sticking head down in a wetsheil hole. Now the Corporal was hummiîig aggravatingly, 'Smile,boys, that's the style. S-o-o "- and a fresh hatred burned in mybreast. -If I only had him there, the creature who wrote thatsong-îf I ondv had him, I'd pack his d- old kit bag for him.Here I trippcd over a wire, and have since decided it was just atthat point niy reason deserted me. I pitied myseif profoundly.
0f course, eventually 've did arrive at what was left of our diteli-one alwavs does. I was almost sonry-I rather fancied myseif

lying i that shel liole, could feel the tears rising at sight of mypoor abused feet emerging solitary from the black mire. Perhaps
somne tender-hearted passer-by would tarry long enough to place afitile cross there :"Here lies au unknown Canadian ; he died ofFatgue" fefore 1 had time to weep over this pathetie image,however, 1 xvas sound asleep in the dug-out, relishing in longcoutented snores the graveyard air - J - 1

Hoxv it started is a trîîic hazy to nie, but 1 rernember Iirst a bigFritz with a white sling on a stick peering over the parapet and
treating us to a mnost eng.îging sînile.

"Ai ightt," lie grîned, reatssurin)glv-, " Id iss ail over."'Thle sky ? " I asked wearil\.
NO, no, idiot1, der var!
TI'le -%vhat ? " 1 gasped ;then seized him by' the hair and dragged

Iiiii into tlîc trench.
'Man ! miat ! Tell nue straight, N-on're not jokiug.

A ricîîlv (ecorate(l Cold Hat plouglhcd round the traverse. "Iright, boys,," lie shouted, cheerily, "* Clean up ; it's aIl over.''
Dizziness su-ept over lie au(l 1 lomvered xny head bet-,veen in>vknees. XVhen 1 looked up, to mv\ astonishment Fritz and the GoId
Hat wvere locked iii a hrotherly enibrace.

Ja, Ja," the Boche wvas saying, *'in vun hour, out there ? " aîîdhe pointed a muddy liniger towvrds No Mat's Laud, "in vuri hour.s I Iooked out wvarily, anci a most amazing sight met niy astounded
eve. Bob-tailed Fritzes wvere scurrying about like rabbitts at suit-
dowvn, wvîth plates and bottles, wvhite tablecloths, glittering silver,hampers and (incredible sîght !)chairs, and wvhat on eanthi could
that green conîcal affair be ?Sure enough, a Clîristnias liceWith' a roar of delight I smashed in the glass of tlc nearest
peniscope.

Up and down our trench was a splashing and wvhooping. Txvogreasy stomach-robbers came rushing past, elbowiug the good-natured GoId Hat, dîgging Fritzy' iii the ribs, waving their hieimetslike maniacs, and sing1,ing hoarsely " Only one more kit inspection,
only one more church parade."

I clasped my achîig head wearily iii my hands, and gave it upi.Pretty soon a friendîy hland slapped my shoulder. " You wouldii't
cane for a drop. old manî, eh? "


