
40 THE MOTOR-GUN

opened his eyes on the morning of Saturday, April 
24th. The horses were dimly visible through the 
heavy mist, his blankets were wringing wet, and 
hazily he wondered why he had ever been born. 
Then the cook dropped the bacon in the fire, and he 
groaned with anguish ; visions of yesterday’s grilled 
kidneys and hot coffee rose before him and mocked. 
By six o’clock he had fed, and sitting on an over­
turned biscuit-box beside the road he watched three 
batteries of French 75’s pass by and disappear in the 
distance. At intervals he longed to meet the man 
who invented war. It must be remembered that, 
though I have given the situation as it really was, 
for the better understanding of the story, the facts 
at the time were not known at all clearly. The fog 
of war still wrapped in oblivion—as far as regimental 
officers w'ere concerned, at any rate—the events which 
were taking place within a few miles of them.

When, therefore, Dick O’Rourke perceived an 
unshaven and unwashed warrior, garbed as a gunner 
officer, coming down the road from Woesten, and, 
moreover, recognised him as one of his owrn term at 
the “ Shop,” known to his intimates as the Land Crab, 
he hailed him with joy.

“ All hail, oh, crustacean ! ” he cried, as the other 
came abreast of him. “ Whither dost walk so 
blithely ? ”


