
ON THE BELGIAN BORDER

force and the picture of the enemy fleeing before these 
new engines of terror spouting fire and destruction and 
rolling over trenches and machine gun emplacements, 
while cheering Tommies followed in their wake, will 
never be forgotten. We envied the air men their view 
that day and thought of how they must have thrilled 
at the sights below them.

We had been ordered to get out of our quarters in 
the school on October the first. After some difficulty 
we decided to build a hut for laboratory quarters and 
selected a field near the British isolation hospital. The 
view from the site selected, overlooking the rolling 
fields, with the Mt. de Cats surmounted by its mon
astery to the left, and Mt. Rouge to the right, is about 
as fine as anything I have seen in Belgium.

With the aid of a carpenter from the Canadian 
casualty clearing station, we built the hut, 40 feet by 
20 feet, ourselves, and when I left for England early 
in October, it was a great satisfaction to feel that we 
were established in what a Surgeon-General subsequent
ly stated to be “an ideal field laboratory.”

On the way from what proved to be my last stay in 
France, we visited the Somme area and saw some of our 
old comrades. The Canadians had on the previous day 
suffered heavy casualties in trying to take Regina trench 
and we passed homeward through the tent covered area 
behind Albert with the knowledge that more of our 
old school friends were at that moment lying out wound
ed and dead in no man’s land.

As we drove along the moonlit road from Albert on 
the way to Boulogne we passed company after company
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