
Rain in the Heart

When the drilling was over, they stopped at the edge of the
field and the drill sergeant looked across the flat valley toward the
woods on Peavine Ridge. Among the shifting lights on the
treetops there in the late afternoon, the drill sergeant visualized
pointed roofs of houses that were on another, more thickly
populated ridge seven miles to the west.

Lazily the sergeant rested the butt end of his rifle in the mud
and turned to tell the squad of rookies to return to their own
barracks. But they had already gone on without him and he stood
a moment watching them drift back toward the rows of squat
buildings, some with their rifles, thrown over their shoulders,
others toting them by the leather slings in suitcase fashion.

 On the field behind the sergeant were the tracks which he
and the twelve men had made during an hour's drilling. He turned
and studied the tracks for a moment, wondering whether or not he
could have told how many men had been tramping there if that
had been necessary for telling the strength of an enemy. Then
with a shrug of his shoulders he turned his face toward Peavine
Ridge.


