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round Ypres had been pierced. From in front of 
St. Julian, away up north towards Boesiengc, there 
was no one in front of the Germans.

It is not my intention to do more than mention 
the rushing up of the cavalry corps and the Indians 
to fill the gap ; the deathless story of the Canadians 
who, surrounded and hemmed in, fought till they 
died against overwhelming odds ; the fate of the 
Northumbrian division—fresh from home—who were 
rushed up in support, and the field behind Fortum 
where they were caught by shrapnel, and what was 
left. These things are outside the scope of my story. 
Let us go back to the gap.

Hard on the heels of the French came the Germans 
advancing. For a mile or so they pushed on, and 
why they stopped when they did is—as far as I am 
concerned—one of life’s little mysteries. Perhaps 
the utter success of their gas surprised even them ; 
perhaps they anticipated some trap ; perhaps the 
incredible heroism of the Canadians in hanging up 
the German left caused their centre to push on too 
far and lose touch ; perhaps—but, why speculate ? 
I don’t know, though possibly those in High Places 
may. The fact remains they did stop ; their advan­
tage was lost and -the situation was saved.

Such was the state of affairs when O’Rourke


