CHAPTER II

OVER THE TOP

HEN a man has gone over the top of a

front line trench in an attack on the

enemy, he has reached the stage in his career

as a soldier at which the title, “veteran,” may
honorably be applied to him.

For, to climb out of your burrow where you
have been living like an earthworm into God’s
clear daylight in plain view of enemy snipers,
machine-gunners, and artillerymen, and, un-
der the same conditions, to start across No
Man’s Land toward the Hun in his well-pro-
tected and fortified trenches, is indeed to earn
that distinction.

Many there are who have courted death in
this form, again and again, and “got away
with it.” But it is a good deal like trying your
luck at Rouge et Noir in the Casino at Monte
Carlo. The odds are against you, and if you
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