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IPwas one of thos
of officecrS sat lolJ,

draughty andi bare-l(
frIendly game of " t
dim andi flickering lig
-rain stili conitinued
manner so well know
the misfortune to win
vals the odd drop fil'
unerring precision~ o

Conversation, as is
drifted to stories off
hair-raising and mirai
might well have won(
such experiences. S
passable barrages, ha
and being buried by
hours later were coni

After a particular
yarn by the "Stutter
silence, while many L
varied stag-es off the W
in vain endeavour to
curdling.

Suddenly Captain
up and ' began tpo spea
conversation up to i
worse stories; nnnv ti

Escape.
licions, pufis amongst the n ow hostile an~dience, lie
began :

"WVell," he saiti, "your experiences are mlot so bai,,
but for a plain riarrow escape f rom being mturdereti in colti
blood, 1 think I've got you all beat." The old grunt of
doubt could be heard at this point, but it didn't seem to,
worry Miiac any, and he kept going.

" it was on(- off those colti, pitch-black, rainiy nighits
last winter when we went in to relieve the -th Battalion.
It was a b ranid-new area-hadn't even had the chance to
look it üv,,r beforehanti-no mocon, and so dark you
coulti hardlv see your own hand stretched out before you.

'<Things went alright at liist. The whole colnpaiiy
strungk>lng lbehind me in sigle filec. We'd picke,,d up
our guide, andi there wasn't more than the averagé' amouint
of grousing going on in rear that would be expected o>n
such a night. Unfortunately, it wasn't long before things
took a turn for the 'bad.We entered one off those long,
winding communication trenches that seein to hanve Tn
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