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Away in front, gleaming wkte through the
gathering dusk on the side of a hiU. Ues the
front hne. Just beyond it. there is another

:

the Germans. Down m the vaUey behind
that white line a town, from which with
monotonous regularity rise great columns of
black smoke-German heavies bursting again
and agam on the crumbling red houses. And
from the village there rises a great iron con-
struction with two girdered towers, a land-
mark for miles. PeriodicaUy German crumps
sail overhead with a droning noise, woolly
bears burst on one's flank, and then a salvo
coming unpleasantly near makes one re-
member that the skyline is not recommended
by the best people as a place to stand on, and
getting mto the trench, you retire again to
the dug-out, to wait for the night to cloak
your doings.

In the hne of trench are men—men not


