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over two narrow, ill-construcced, shell-torn
trenches. In and around those trenches will
be found the earthly remains of men—
Jocks and Jimmies, and Sandies ind Andies
—clad in the uniform of almost every Scottish
rejgiment. That assemblage of mute, glorious
witnesses marks the point reached, during
the first few hours of the first day's fight-
ing, by the Scottish Division of "K (1)."
Molliter ossa cubent.

There is little more to add to the record
of those three days. For yet another night
we carried on— repelling counter - att\dcs,
securing the HohenzoUern, making sorties
out of

^
Big Willie, or manning the original

front line parapet against eventualities. As
is inevitable in a fight of these proportions,
whole brigades were mingled together, and
unexpected leaders arose to take the place
of those who had fallen. Many a stout
piece of work was done that night by mixed
bands of kilties, flat-heads, and even cyclists,

marshalled in a captured German trench and
shepherded by a junior subaltern.

Finally, about midnight, came the blessed
order that fresh troops were coming up to
continue the attack, and that we were to
be extricated from the rnSl^e and sent back
to rest. And so, aft«r a participation in
the battle of some seventy-two hours, our
battered Division came out—to sleep the
sleep of utter exhaustion in dug-outs behind
the railway line, and to receive, upon waking,
the thanks of its Corps Commander.


