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UP FRONT—Yah!
the backbone of a cuttlefish!

UTTERED profanity
eddied along a shal-
low, jumping-off
trench in the Mes-
sines sector. In the
half-light of three ack
emma the waiting

men had seen the blur of a figure well out

in No-Man’s-Land.

“There he is—that’s the guy!” grated
Corporal Hurry. “New in, his first
trip, and he doesn’t listen to what you
tell him. What in hell made him think
our support trench was in front of us?”
~ ‘““He’s sure lost,”” one voice answered.
“Lookit him.”
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Why, the old boob was even
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Their oaths were deeper.

He didn't even have .
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The tall figure they watched had risen
from a shell hole and was looking around,
peering into the gloom. It was obvious
that the man was completely bewildered.

“He’ll last about two minutes more,”
snarled the corporal. “Fritz’ll put about
fifty holes through him.” 3

He looked around anxiously. His
battalion, the “Coo-ees,” pride of the
Third Australian Division, were lined at
the jump-off, waiting zero hour, ‘three
ten ack emma,”’ and it was no time for
rousing the enemy.

“Say, hullo!” It was a faint cry, but
the watching men heard it clearly.




























