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heated. The walls were dirty and discolored. One of
the few pleasant recoilections of my life in Germany bas
been the feeling of droway content that wrapped me
about when 1 lay down on a pile of straw ini that dîrty,
rat-infested basement. 1 forgot thât 1 was a prisoner,
that 1 was badly wInged, that 1 was hungr, thirsty,
dirty, and tired. 1 forgot all tibout mny woundel(d coin-
panions and the Canadian ihaneand ail the
suffering of the world, and driftecl sweetly out into
the wide ocean of sep

Sorne Lime duiring- the night - for it was stiil dark-
1 feit some' one kickirig my feet and caUling me to get
up, and A mny trouble and misery camne back wýith a
rush. My shoulder beýgani to ache just whve it left. off,
but 1 was so) hungry that the thought of gotting borne-
thing to cat sustained mne. Suirely, 1 thouglit they
are going to feed us!I

We were herded along the narrow street, out into a
wide road, where we found an open car which ran on
liglit rails in the centre of the road. It was like the
picnic trolley car which run in our cities in the warmi
weather. There, were wounded Germian soldiers hud-
dIed together, and we sat dow-n among themn, wherever
wV cotild flnd the room, but flot a word was spoken.
1 don't know whethier they noticed who me were or
flot - they had enough to think about, flot to be
concerned wîth us, for most of them were terribly
wounded. The one 1 sat beside leaned bis head against
my good shoulder and sobbed as he breathed. 1 could


