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564 r/« BATTLE OF THE SAND-BELT.

with a solid wall of the dead—a bulwark, a breastwork, of cprpses,

you may say. One terrible thing about this thing was the absence

of human voices; there were no cheers, no war cries: being intent

upon a surprise, these men moved as noiselessly as they could; and

always when the front rank was near enough to their goal to make it

proper for them to begin to get a shout ready, of course they struck

the fatal line and went down without testifying.

I sent a current through the third fence, now; and almost immedi-

ately through the fourth and fifth, so quickly were the gaps filled up.

I believed the time was come, now, for my climax; I believed that

that whole army was in our trap. Anyway, it was high time to find

out. So I touched a button and set fifty electric suns aflame on the top

of our precipice.

Land, what a sight! We were enclosed in three walls of dead meni

All the other fences were pretty nearly filled with the living, who were

stealthily working their way forward through the wires. The sudden

glare paralyzed this host, petrified them, you may say, with astonish-

ment; there was just one instant for me to utilize their immobility in,

and I didn't lose the chance. You see, in another instant they would

have recovered their faculties, then they'd have burst into a cheer and

made a rush, and my wires would have gone down before it; but that

lost instant lost them their opportunity forever; while even that slight

fragment of time was still unspent, I shot the current through all the

fences and struck the whole host dead in their tracks! There was a

groan you could hear! It voiced the death-pang of eleven thousand

men. It swelled out on the night with awful pathos.

A glance showed that the rest of the enemy—perhaps ten thousand

strong—were between us and the encircling ditch, and pressing for-

ward to the assault. Consequently we had them all! and had them

past help. Time for the last act of the tragedy. I fired the three ap-

pointed revolver shots—which meant:
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