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directioni. The noise was deafening, and the

lead in the air was just like a hailstorm;

however, it was a stout stack, and kept me dry,

though I confess I doubted getting away alive.

After a few minutes the firing stopped, and,

throwing myself on my side, I rolled as fast as

I could for a support trench. I pitched head-

first into the trench and landed on the top of

two privates who were sheltering in the

bottom expecting more shrapnel over at any
minute. They were not expecting me, and
thought their last hour had come when I fell

on top of them. Getting our breath, we all

three cursed each other. Then, seeing I was

an officer, they became respectful. I explained

I was wounded, and they helped me off with

my puttees and bound up the wounds with

the first-aid bandage which I ripped from my
coat. In the meanwhile word was sent back

for stretcher-bearers. As the firing had stopped

these came up immediately, lifted me out of

the trench, put me on a stretcher, and started

off with me. We had to go down a road in

full view of the enemy. For some providen-

tial reason they never fired at us, though I was

about the last wounded man to be brought


