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officer rallying the men tt the corner of the

street. The firing c'-JitiiiueJ all day and

sometimes seemed to age almost vt the door

of the cottage. I gatiicied that he Germans

were attacking the village in muases, and that

it was touch-and-go whether we could hold

out. Sometimes there would be a rush of

men outside the window, and I would look to

see if the pale grey uniform was there or if

khaki still held the place. Every now and

then a shower of shrapnel struck the roof of

the cottage, and tiles went rattling to the road.

All the while a section of our artillery fired

incessantly. How gallant those guns of ours

sound—Boom-boom-boom. They were fight-

ing to their last shell. If the village went,

they went with it. No horses could be

brought up to draw them away in such an

inferno. The doctor worked on quietly. His

work extended now to houses on the left and

right. He said it was terrible to see the fear

of death on the faces of men shot through the

stomach. He found time once to have a cup

of tea with me and smoke a cigarette. Night

began to fall and the room grew dark. I wai

glad of his company for five minutes. We


