10 THREE TIMES AND OUT

a care or a thought in the world. I was light as a
feather, and these great strong waves of darkness car-
ried me farther and farther away.

. But they did n't carry me quite far enough, for a
cry shot through me like a knife, and I was wide awake,
looking up from the bottom of a muddy trench. And
the cry that wakened me was sounding up and down
the trench, “The Germans are coming!”

Sergeant Reid, who did not seem to realize how
desperate the situation was, was asking Major Bing-
Hall what he was going to do. But before any more
could be said, the Germans were swarming over the
trench. The officer in charge of them gave us a chance
to surrender, which we did, and then it seemed like
a hundred voices — harsh, horrible voices — called to us
to come out of the trench. “Raus” is the word they
use, pronounced “rouse.”

This was the first German word I had heard, and
I hated it. It is the word they use to a dog when they
want him to go out, or to cattle they are chasing out
of a field. It is used to mean either “Come out!” —
or “Get out!” I hated it that day, and I hated it still
more afterward.

There were about twenty of us altogether, and we
climbed out of the trench without speaking. There
was nothing to be said. It was all up with us.



