THE DEAD OF NIGHT ~ by



They all will, | suppose. Wouldn’t have found me quivering in my trench otherwise, wouldn’t
have been so damned nervous that | shot at them thinking they were the enemy, come to
take more of my boys. They told command | cracked, went mad; | guess it’s as close to the
truth as they can understand. Coming back here, | hoped I'd leave that hell behind, but it
seems | took plenty of it back home. My souvenir. Something to keep me company, in the

dead of night.



