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CHAPTER V.
. Mud, Rats and Shells.

I must havg slept for two or three
hours, not the refreshing kind that re
sults from clean sheets and soft pll-

- lows, but the sleep that comes from
eold, wet and sheer éxhaustion.

Suddenly, the earth geemed to shnke
and a fhunderclap burst In my ears. I
opened my eyes—I was splashed all
over with sticky mud, and men were
pleking themselves up from the bottom
of the trench. The parapet on my left
had toppled into the trench, completely
blocking it with a wall of tossed-up
earth. The man on my left lay still, I
rubbed the mud from my face, and an
awful sight met my gaze—his hend
was smashed to a pulp, and his steel
helmet was full ¢f brains and blood.
A German “Minnie” (trench mortar)
had exploded in the next traverse. Men
were digging Into the soft mass of mud
In a frenzy of haste. Srretcher-bear-
ers came up the trench on the double.

. After a few minutes of digging, three
still, muddy forms on stretchers were
earrled down the communication
treneh to the rear. Soon they would
be resting “somewhere in France,” with
a little wooden cross over thelr heads.
_’I‘hey had done their bit for king and
‘country, had died without firing a shot,
but their services were appreclated,
mevertheless,

Later on, T found out thelr names,

They belonged to our draft.

i I was dazed and motionless, Sud-
rdenly a shovel was pushed into my
hands, and a rough but kindly volce

gald :

tl'em_:h. but keep your head down,
E:IG look out for snipers. One of the
t2’s Is a daisy, and he'll get you if
're not eareful.” ;
! Lying on my belly on the bottom of
fthe trench, I filled sandbags with the
sticky mud, they were dragged to my
by the other men, and the work of
pebullding the parapet was on. The
harder I worked, the better I felt. Al-
though the weather was cold, I was
Boaked with sweat.

Occasionally a bullet would crack
ieverhead, and & machine gun would
kick up the mud on the bashed-In para-
pet.. At each crack I would duck and
shield my face with my arm. One of
the older men noticed this action of
mine, and whispered :

“Don't duek at the crack of a bul-
jlet, Yank; the danger has passed—yon
mever hear the one that wings you.
Always remember that If you are going
'to get It, you'll get It, 8o never worry."

This made a great impression on me
it the time, and from then on, I adopt-
ied his motto, “If you're golng to get It,
you'll get it.”
| It helped me wonderfully. T used it
8o often afterwards that some of my

it, you'll get it.”

- ;tel dubbed me, “If you're golng to
oy I

After an hour’s hard work, all my
| sness left me, and I was laugh.

', #ng and joking with the rest.

At one o'clock, dinner came up In
fibe form of a dixie of hot stew.
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another maxim or theé rront Nne, “Go
sparingly with your water.”\ The bully
beef made me thirsty, and by tea time
I was dying for a drink, but my pride
would not allow me to ask my mates
for*water. I was fast learning the
ethies of the trenches,

That night 1 was put on guard with
an older man. We stood on the fire
step with our hands over the top, peer-
Ing out into No Mon's Land. Tt was
nervous work for me, bat the other fel-
{ low seemed to take it as part of the
nlght's routine.

Then something shot past my face.
My heart stopped heating, and 1 ducked
my head below the pirapet, A soft
chuckle from my mute brought me to
my eenses, and I feebly asked, “For
heaven's sake, what was that?"

He answered. “Only a rat taking a
promenade along the sandbags.” 1
felt very sheepish,

About every twenty minutes the sen-
try In the next traverse would fire g
star shell from his flare pistol. The
“plop” would give me n start of fright.
I never got used to this nolse during
my service in the trenches,

I would wateh the are described by
the star shell, and then stare Into No
Man's Land walting for it to burst. In
fts lurld light the barbed wire and
stakes would be silhouetted agalnst its
light llke a latticed window. Then
darkness.

Once, out in front of our wire, 1
heard a nolse and saw dark forms
moving. My rifle was lylng across the
sandbagged parapet. I reached for it,
and whs taking alm to fire, when my

:l"Don't fire.”
“Here, my Ind, lend a hand clearlng

mate grasped my arm, and whispered,
_ He challenged in a low
volce. The reply came back instantly
from the dark forms: |

“Shut your blinkin' mouth, youn
bloomin® Idlot; do you want us to click'
it from the Bochea?’ !

Later we learned that the word, “No

challenging or firing, wiring party out
in front,” had been given to the sentry,
on our right, but he had failed to pass
it down the trench. An officer had over-'
heard our challenge and the reply, and,
Immediately put the offending sentry|
under arrest. The sentry clicked)
twenty-one days on the wheel, that is,
he received twenty-one dayg' fleld pun-
{shment No, 1, or “cruclfixion,” as
Tommy terms it,
, This consists of belng spread-eagled
on the wheel of a lmber two hours &
day for twenty-one days, regardless of
the weather. During this perlod, your
vatlons consist of bully beef, biscuits
and water. §

A few months later T met this sentry
and be confided to me that since belng
“crucified,” he had never falled to pass
the word down the trench when 8o or-
dered. In view of the offense, the
above punidiment was very lght, in

that falling to pass the word down a
trénch may mean the loss of many
lives, and the spoiling of some Impor-
tant enterprise In No Man’s Land.,
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" CONSTIPATION

And Sour Stomach Caused’
Lady Mauch Saffering. Blag
Draught Reieved.

Meadorsville, Ky.—Mrs
rick, of this place, writes:
very constipated. I had sour
and was so uncomfortable. I
the doctor. He gave me
They weakened me and | to
tear up my ~digestion. They awould
gripe me and afterwards it ned
I was more constipated than 5

T heard of Black-Draught amd: de
cided to try it T found it just Wit I
needed. It was an easy laxativg, and
not bad to swallow. My digestiof goon
improved. I got well of the souf stom-
ach, my bowels soon seemed al,
no mora griping, and I wculdﬁ a
doze now and then, and was in good
shape. .

I cannot say too much for Black-

Draught for it is the [inest laxmtive
one can use.” -,
Thedford’'s Black-Draught has for
many years been found of great yalue
in the treatment af stomach, 1i and
bowel troubles. Easy to take, tle
and reliable in its action, lea no
bad after-effects, it has won the pralse
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were on furlough, and was leaving be-

gble and horrible. Every recruit feels
this way after being relieved from the
trenches, K

We marched elght kilos and then

The captain gave the order to turn
out on each side of the road and wait
his return. Pretty soon he cam@ back
and told B company to occupy wlels
117, 118 and 119, Pillet 117 was an
old stable which had®previously Bbeen
occupled by cows. About four feet in
front of the entrance was a huge mu-
nure pile, and the odor from itf/was
anything but pleasant. Uslng my
flashlight I stumbled through the door.
Just before entering I observed a
white sign reading: “Sitting 50, lying
20, but, at the time, Its Blgnmgnce
did not strike me. Next morning I
asked the sergeant major whgt_ it
meant. He nonchalantly answe#:

“That's some of the work of the R.
A. M. C. (Royal Army Medical corps).
It slmply means that In case of
tack, this billet will a
fifty wounded who are able to &
and take notice, or twenty
cases.” i s I

It was not long after this that I'wes
one of the “20 lylng."

I soon hit the hay and was fast
asleep, even my friends the “cootles”
failed to disturb me.

The next morning at about six
o'clock I was awakened by the lance
corporal of our sectlon, Informing me
that I had been detalled as mess or-
derly, and to report to the cook and
give him a hand, I helped him make
the fire, carry water from an old w
and fry the bacon. Lids of dixies are
used to cook the bacon In. After
brenkfast was cooked, I carried a dixle
of hot tea and the ld full of bacon tQ
our section, and told the corporal that
breakfast was ready. He looked at me
in tempt, and then shouted, “Break-
fast up,come and get it!” I immedi-
ately got wise to the trench parlanee,
and never again Informed that “Break-
fast was seryed.”

It didn’t take long for the Tommies
to answer this call. Half dressed,
they lined up with their canteens mnd
I dished out the tea. Hach Tommy
carried In his hand-a thick slice

»

.| bread which had been Issued with

of tkousandas of people who hawd
enjoyed by me. 1t seemed -“";.11' 1

hind everything that was disggree

halted in front of a French estaminet. |

| my only remaffing shirt In the at-

‘sons, he does not care fo have a light-
ed cigarette In his moutl

! Stretcher bearers carfy fags -for
wounded Tommies. When a stretcher |
beaper arrives glongside of & 'I‘ommy'l
who has been hit the Tollowing conver-

| sation usually takes place: Stretcher
bearer—“Want a fag? Where are you
hit™ Tommy looks up and answers,

“Yes. In the leg™
| After dismissal from parade, we re-

turned to our blllets and I had to get
| busy immediately with the dinner Is-
sue., Dinner consisted of stew made
from fresh beef, & couple of spuds,
bully beef, Maconochie rations and wa-
ter—plenty of water, There Is great
competition among the men to spear-
with thelr forks the two lonely pota-
toes,

After dinner I-tried to wash out
the, dixie with cold water and & rag,
anfl learned another wmaxim of the
trenches—"It can't be dome,” 1 slyly
watched one of the older men from
another section, and was horrified to
see him throw Into his dixie four or
five double handfuls of mud. Then he
poured In some water, and with his
hands scoured the dixie Inside and out.
[ 1 thought he was taking an awful risk,
. Supposing the cook should have seen
| him! After half-an hour of unsuc-

cessful efforts I retfroed my dixie to

the cook shack, belng careful to put on
tlie cover, and returned to the billet.

Resting Back of the Lines.

Pretty soon the cook poked his head
in the door and shouted: “Hey, Yank,
come out here and clean your dixiel”
I protested that I had wasted a “half-
_hour on it already, and had used up

tempt. With a look of disdaln he ex-
claimed: “Blow me, your ghirt! Why
in —— didn’t you use mud?"

Without a word In reply I got busy
with the mud, and soon my dixie was
bright and shining.

Most of the afternoon was spent by
the men writing letters home, I used
my spare time to chop wood for the
cook and go with the quartermaster to
draw coal. I got back just in time to
Issue our third meal, which consisted
of hot tea. I rinsed out my dixle and
returned it to the cookhouse, and went
back to the billet with an exhilarated
feellng that my day’s labor was done.
I had fallen asleep on the straw when
once agaln the cook appeared in the
door of thé billet with : “Bllme me, you
Yanks are lazy, Who in —— a-goin’ to
draw the water for the mornin' tea?
Do you think I'm a-goin' to? Well,
I'm not,” and he left. T filled the dixie
with water from an old squeaking well,
und once again lay down in the straw.

(To be continued next week.)
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Six
reasons

- 1 — Steadies, nerves’
2 — @allavs thirst
3 —Aids appetite
4 — Helrs digestion
5 — Keeps teeth clean
6 — [t's ccongmical

Keep the soldiers
and sailors supzlied
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BAKED POTATO

; BIG,‘white, mealy—with
butter melting on it.
Um-m-m!  And you like
it because it is baked. Same
with Lucky Strike Cigarette

| IT'S TOASTED

Cooking makes things deli-

cious— ing the tobaceo

has made the L Strike -

Cigarette'famdus.‘ \ ' ‘~/
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