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Sergeant Corry’s specialty was
fighting—not writing. He'd
rather have gone out to capture
the Kaiser single-handed than
fill out one report. And that
big-bellied major wanted a
pink slip for every bullet fired.

: sentry beside the gas alarm. He went -
i down a long flight of steps, through
gas blankets, and into a well-tim-
s e B bered underground chamber. There,
e Eeememewcamme a0 impatient officer with a pasty face
: : "~ and a protruding stomach sat at a .
2 ‘%S THE fiery trail of a Minen- table and frowned. Another minnie

- werfer shot up into the dark, detonated somewhere overhead, and

<A Sergeant Tim Corry watched the officer started perceptibly” Sig-
apprehensively. The glowing arc of nalers with phones, a quartet of run-,
its flight was easily followed, but in ners, various maps, and a pile of pink
case it dropped in his direction there and yellow forms surrounded the per-
- was not much choice of escape. The turbed major. i
. trench was deep and the sides slip- “Are you the sergeant the colonel
pery; he could go only ahead or back. sent down?” The fat major’s voice
- The “minnie” fell some distance to trembled slightly. ’ i
_his left, however, and after the ex- “I am that; sir,” said Corry. He
plosion he hustled on. He was seek- looked like a gorilla man, with thick
ing a company headquarters of the shoulders and long arms, a short neck,
' London Scottish. A yawning dugout and bold, rugged features. ,
‘entrance faced him on a turn, and he “You’re just in time.” The major’s
ducked into it after questioning the voice was still shaky. “The en;my :
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hke hammerm. Do ye not want me

to kape attention to me business?”

: “Hammermg?” The major was
more agitated than ever. “You—you
said there was nothing to report. Get
back. Yes, go qmckly Fill out your
report up there”—he handed Corry

~ more pink forms—“and get them right

: back to me.”

~Back in the sunshme of the crater,

~ Corry handed the slips to Higgins.

~ “Put down what ye like,” he grunted,
“but fill thim in. That ould bird down
there should be in a billin’ office.”

- “’E should be in a blinkin’ bird
‘ouse,” said Higgins hotly. “’E’s or-
ful, strite ’e is.” Then he bent for-
ward, listening. “There’s that pound-
~ in’ again,” he whispered. “Wot are
- the perishers a-buildin’ of?”

~ Faint thudding sounds reached
them. The enemy was at work on
something near the front line, and
work in daytime had an ominous
meaning. There must be some special
urge.
~ The sergeant shifted the periscope
and looked over the left lip of the
crater. The decapitated house ruin, a

~ section of long-deserted trench, and

a maze of rusty wire met his eye. He
studied the wreckage a long time,
however, and then stepped back and
gazed at the crater rim. Finally he
picked up a spade and tested the
chalky clay. “Higgins,” he said curt-
ly, “git busy with that pick. Help me
make a hole through here.”
“A ’ole!” gasped Higgins.
for? Jerry’ll see yer.”
~ “He won’t if ye kape yer diggin’
~ down a couple av feet,” said Corry
~ sharply. “An ’tis only a small hole
I’'m wantin’, jist big enough for th’

“Wot

~two av us to crawl through.”

~ Higgins’ eyes seemed to bulge.

“Lumme, yer can’t mean it,” he fal-

~ tered. “Ye’ll be plugged if yer puts

~ yer ’ead out.”

~ The sergeant spaded in grim si-
lence. Presently they broke through

~ the crater edge, and the opening was

- made. They shed their equipment,

— crs’teel hats and gas masks, and took
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only their revolvers and Mxlls bombs.
The sergeant went through first in a
quick dive, and grunted his satlsfac- =
tion as he made a survey from where
he crouched. A bank of shell-piled
earth gave them cover from the Boche
parapet as soon as they were away
from the crater.

- He wriggled forth and wormed

his way under the rusting wire. It

was tedious work, for the long barbs
caught at his khaki and he had to be
careful not to make a noise. Hig-
gins, being small, had no difficulty in
following him. They dropped into
the bit of old trench, riveted with
French stick work and paved with
brick. Skeletons of forgotten fights,
rat-eaten and hideous, staggered Hig-
gins and turned his stomach, but
Corry calmly passed them by and
crawled on to the house ruin.

He reached it without accident and
slipped inside. Wreckage, old tins
and bottles, and a discarded French
rifle and bayonet lay on the fioor.

They wormed over to a shell-broken

corner, peered out—and looked di-
rectly into the German trench!
Higgins gulped and stiffened. The
sergeant grunted softly. They could
see the enemy. Perspiring, gray-
coated privates were carrying up coils
of wire and supplies of machine-gun
ammunition. Others carried a long
wooden frame, which they deposited
beside a fire step. Corry made out
several gaps in their wire, lanes
through which attackmg partles‘
could venture. :
Back of the trench, near their sup-
port line, were several other ruins
and some of the Germans were going
to them. Beyond that, the ground
dipped to a railway embankment.

“Higgins,” whispered the sergeant, “if

we had that bank we could hould th’
intire country hereabouts. Iverythmg
would be in our favor.” 7

“Didn’t yer think we knowed that?”
breathed Higgins. “They ’ad an at-
tack up ’ere.
bloomin’ plice, they were, but old:; ;

,]erry e knows wot’s wot, an e’s g

Tryin’ to tyke the




- brutal appearance.

that Pimple crowded with machine
guns. It were a bleedin’ murder. Our
chaps were wiped out before they

~ were proper started.”

Corry looked at the Pimple. It
was a little rise occupying a most
strategic position between the first

- and second trenches of the enemy

lines. It bristled with wire barri-
cades, and its guns could sweep the
entire area. There was much truth in
Higgins’ assertions. '

Then the sergeant stared at the
house ruins, and nudged his com-
panion. A German officer and his
Feldwebel were in plain view. The
officer was a stout man with a scar
on one cheek and medal ribbons on his
tunic. His non-com had a coarse
He carried an ax,
and under apparent directions of the

officer, proceeded to demolish a door

frame. . Thud-thud-thud! The sounds

they had heard were explained. “Wot
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- are they a-doin’ of?” whispered Hig-

gins.

“They’re after boards to make an-
other av thim contraptions ye kin see
in their trinch,” said the sergeant.
“Thim’s mats to put over our wire
whin they come over.”

“Come over?” parroted Higgins.
“Do yer think——" . -

“I do not,” snapped Corry. “I
know. Me sinses tell me. ’Tis an at-
tack they’re up to, as soon as possible
if not before. What th’ divil—"

"He backed hastily from the corner,
and picked up the rifle and bayonet as
he went. Higgins kept with him.
They had need to move. A head had
been thrust up from the parapet so
near them, and after a cautious look at
the Londoners’ lines, a German of-
ficer had clambered up and was wrig-
gling under the wire—headed for the
ruin. — .

They crouched a long time in the
cellar before they heard the officer ar-
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’post and teﬂ me all you

nd I'll show you how to write

- report in the proper way, so
hat you will know how it is done.

urely you didn’t get frightened and
Did you say you

~ leave your post?

~ saw two Germans?”

~ “I did that,” said Corry softly.
_“Wan was an officer with a scar on

‘his bugle and a pot belly and two

dicorations; and th’ other wan had a

ace like a birthmark, and th’ way he

handled an ax, ye could tell he was
v thim Junkers ye hear about.”
taff man gasped. “Don’t talk
’ he panted, as they hurried
the crater sap. “You are too mixed
“in your language.” Then he ducked.
~ “What was that?” he gulped.
~ “’Tis a low place in th’ trinch,
-~ said Corry. “Wan av thim smpers
~ took a shot at ye.”
~ “But I had no idea your trenches
- were SO shallcw,” came the somewhat
: shaky response. “No wonder you
were frightened. Is your—-—ah—-post
qmte—er—saf e?” :
“It’s as safe as any av thxm, said
Corry more softly than before. “Th’
crater jist ahead av us is not so good,
‘but if ye duck lively through the
~ hole in th’ wall, ye’ll soon reach a
~ place where ye kin make out your

so fast,

~ reports.”
- The sergeant shot ahead and yanked .

the sandbags from the hole in the
~ crater rim as he gave Higgins—who
~ was rabbit-eyed with alarm—a look
_that completely silenced the little
Cackney
~ Corry’s dive landed him well out-
~ gide the hole, and in an instant he had
~ geached the slight cover afforded
by the shell-piled débris.
~ back. The staff man had made a gal-
~ lant plunge and had sprawled his

~ length from the opening. A fusillade
of bullets barely missed him, and as

~ he wriggled to Corry, his face was as

"’»gwy as ashes and his teeth chattered.

e say,” he whxspered shrilly, “where

re we?” ‘
'alfway there,” sard the sergeant.
house rmn.

He looked:

< ’Twasj =

'a there I got fnghtened = he saxd soft. y,

and ye kin see grand from there? -3
The staff man fairly groveled in the
dirt. Rifles and machine guns were
spitting bullets in all directions, and
several ricochetted from the rusty
wire barricade beside them. Corry
wormed under it, and after a few
whimpered protests, the officer fol-
lowed him. He was none too soon.
A gun over on one flank had got the
range, and its bullets tore up earth-
where the staff man had lain.

The sergeant reached the strip of
old trench and slid into it with alac-
rity. He took pcsition in the deep-
est corner and watched the staff man
arrive. The officer had lost his hel-
met and scratched his hands and torn
his tunic under the wire. He was cov-
ered with grime, and his face was
ghastly. Plup! He dropped bes;de
one of the dead men. '

“Ugh! Ooo—ug—good heavens—-—l
——" The staff man was very sick.

Corry watched him with intereSt.
Then he kept a sharp watch around
thexr mxmedxate locahty

T WAS almost evemng. In the
short bit of trench, Corry gazed
with concern at the officer beside him.

- He had not figured on the man col-

lapsing so completely. They had not
spent a pleasant two hours, but it had
been a picnic to some the sergeant had
survived. There had been some shell-
ing just back of the front line. Every
now and then there had come great
rushing noises, followed by the roar
of an explosion; then sullen clouds of
black and yellow fumes would musl;-‘
room above the brick-strewn crater-
land. But no shells had come near 3
them—not very near.

Of course there had been hxdeo S
smells, and flies—big buzzing blue
ones—and a few red-eyed rats. B
there were always smells on forward
posts, and a man should not be so
delicate; at least a soldier shouldn—t;

~ reasoned Corry. He looked at the

of the plank on which they sat
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cotton wads, and at the end lay a dead
man, his dull unobservant eyes full on
them. The staff officer shivered every
time he looked at him. ,

The sergeant tried once more to
rouse the gilded one. “Are ye ready
to make a try for in?” he asked. “’Tis
dark enough now. Do ye want to go
first or not?”

The staff man whimpered helpless-
ly. “I—I can’t go at all,” he said.

“All right,” agreed Corry. “T’ll tell
thim where ye are, and we’ll be comin’
and gettin’ ye whin it’s rale dark.”
- “No, no.” The officer sat up. “You
can’t leave me here. I order you 2

“Whisst yersilf,” grated Corry, “or
ye’ll be nursin’ a stick bomb. Listen,
ye kin hear th’ Heinies gettin’ ready
for th’ attack., Are ye comin’, or are
ye goin’ to rist here with this gintle-
man?”

The staff man took another look and
- decided to go. He followed the ser-
- geant under the wire, and with Corry

pushing, managed to reach the hole in
the crater edge. Higgins almost bay-
oneted him as he plunged in without
giving warning. The staff man lay as
he had tumbled, and Corry snorted.
“Me pink beauty has fainted,” he said.
“Pour yer water bottle over him.”

“Lumme!” ejaculated Higgins.
“Wot ’it 'im? Where ’ave yer been?
Yer not ’arf for it. Ten blokes av
been at this blinkin’ crater awskin’ for
yer. Wot a war.” 7

“Catch hould av this duke,” snapped
Corry. “In tin minutes, thim Heinies-
’11 be over.”

He miscalculated slightly, They
had not reached the main trench be-
fore there arose a tremendous clat-
ter of machine-gun fire. Then rifles
punctuated the din, and there was the
ping of exploding bombs. The at-
tack was on. : = =
~ They flung the staff man into a hole
in the trench side and raced to firing

positions. A flurry of flares soared












