
ON GUARD

"Sentry!"
Scovell opened his eyes with a

start. He had been sleeping bolt up-
right, his rifle in his hand, his head
nodding upon his breast he, Dick
Scovell of Brookline, Miss., an eter-
nity ago, and now a soldier in the
Foreign Legion of France.

He had been sleeping on sentry
duty, a crime for which the military
codes of all nations prescribe only
one penalty. It is a just penalty, for
the sentry has the lives of innumer-
able men dependent upon his vigi-

lance.
Yet there was condonation for

Scovell. A malignant sergeant, two
days and" nights spent on ceaseless
trench work, and then, without the
rest that should have been his, a post
in this advanced position among the
bush between the hostile line. Hu-

man nature could not have endured
it; it was no wonder the boy had
slept

Scovell opened his eyes with a
start. Before him stood a major
general of the French army, accom-
panied by two officers from head-
quarters.

"Disarm him!"
One of the officers took the rifle

from Scovell's hands. He placed a
revolver against his temple.

"March him to headquarters. We'll
make quick work of the fellow!"

They led him along the edge of the
brush, descended into the winding
communication trenches and pro-

ceeded in single file, the officer in
charge leading, the two of lower
rank moving with Scovell between
them.

Scovell had never been in this part
of the labyrinth of excavations be-

fore. He sensed dimly that some-
thing of importance must be im-

pending, some shift of troops, per-

haps, preparatory to an attack.
The party halted in a Utile round

excavation, where half a dozen of
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ficers, all in the uniform of the
French general staff, awaited them.
They rose and saluted. Scovell could
only just understand the tenor of
their rapid French.

They arranged themselves about a
little table, the general at the head.

"You are accused of sleeping on
sentry duty," said one of the two ju-

nior officers. "Your nationality is
English?"

"American," said Scovell drearily.
"It is useless to deny the offense.

IP
"What Is Your Company?"

Have you anything to say in exten-
uation?"

"Not much," said Scovell. "Onlj
that I should not have been selected
for sentry duty. I had been two days
and nights in the trenches. Serg't
Rigaud had a grudge against me."

"What is your company?"
"The fifth."
"Of which regiment?"
"The Ninth."
"Formerly stationed in Algeria?

Where are the Twelfth and the Fif--
iteenth regiments?"
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