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five hours our seventy-fives had sprin-
kled them, but, constantly reinforced,
their 1line kept up its fire, having

‘doubtless received orders to hold' the

position until dark. It would have
been' madness to try to take the brid-
ge, for a number of machine guns
were trained upon it.

“The infantry fire ceased with the
close of day. At intervals our batter-
ies, would open upon them, to keep
them busy. Under cover of the dark-
ness we were able to reach the road,
three hundred yards from the canal.
We passed there a night of naps, bro-
kem by vigils, by patrols and spas-
modic firing.

“With the dawn our skirmishers
advanced to the canal and' crept cau-
tiously across the bridge, unopposed.
They- had ‘gona during the night, ap-
parently -afraid of being taken be-
tween two fires, and were entrench-
ing themselves in the village of W—.
From the canal to W— stretched two
thousand yards of marshy ground
planted with oslers and ' brambles;
here a beet fleld, there some vines.

Advance Through Water

“The bridge cross we advance, In-
dian file, along the sides of the road,
tramping through the water and mud,
while our skirmishers slip far ahead,
dodging into the brush, halting, sear-
ching, advancing, covering every inch
of ground. A shot and a skirmisher,
uncovered om the road, falls. We halt
and the major makes his dispositions
for the attack. The village must be
taken at once before they have had
time to make its defences strong. A
patrol goes out to reconnoitre, the men
slipping through the undergrowth like
cats and disappearing from sight. The
fog melts slowly, the sky lights up
with rosy streaks, the sum peeks up
over the horizon and a slight breeze
gently stirs the leaves. It will be a
fine day.

“We wait, hidden under cover of
the woous, far from the road. A bis-
cuit, & bite of chocolate, a mouthful
of tepid water and a pipe. Our pre-
caution is good, for along the line of
the road, easy and natural target, sev-
eral shells fall, tearing up huge gouts
of earth and stone.

“One, two, three shots. They are
firing upon our patrol. Two minutes
pass, then a volley followed by a livé-
1y fusillade. Sfl for a

| B

reserves—who do not exist!

Four Germans Slain.
44 “A o is ahead of us. We cross
t,

yirds. Then the woou begin &
A scout slips back quietly—a. Germn
patrol is advancing toward us. The
der is given to let them pass,
bring them down, all hut one, with
bayonet. We open out and lle down,
making a net into which the patrol
will advance. Now they come, four
men and a sergeant, advancing ten
paces apart. Now they are on the line
—now they are in the trap! Bayonets
glimmer, a German turns, opens his
mouth to shout, but only coughs as a
sharp blade strikes home. The other
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that strikes them, The sergeant, selzed

ground, with bayonéts at his throat,
rolls eye of terror. He is told that the
slightest move or noise means instant
death. While our sergeant major, an
Alsation, questions him, his eyes never
leave the points that menace him.

“We learn that one battalon—a bat-
talion sacrificed—has been ordered to
hold W-— to the last man, while a
half company is holding the village to
the northeast. Two men take the pri-
soner to the rear, while another runs
to the major with the information. The
rest of us hurry on, for things are
warming up upon the left.

“The heavy ordnance is gradually
quieting, but a battery of seventy-sev-
ens, probably posted upon a height,
18 ceaselessly sending its shells every
ten seconds along the edges of the vil-
lage. They come, whistling like rockets
and burst with angry squalls, while
the continual fusilade fills in the inter-
val with its rattle.

“We hurry through the cover, filled
with that nervousness that one al-
ways feels at the approach of a com-
bat, and, which is concealed in a hun-
dred ways—chewing a blade of grass,
twisting one's moustache mechanical-
ly, fussing with a badly rolled cigar
ette, munching a biscuit or chewing
a plug of tobacco. Not a word now,
each one thinks of hirself, of his rifie,
his cartridges, his bayonet. Only the
irrespressible M——, the guartermas-
ter sergeant, places his finger upon his
pulse, then loudly declares that he is
not the least bit nervous.

HOTEL ARRIVALS.

Royal
De Vernet Jackson, Glenwood, N B;
W B Blshop, Montreal; Chas. B Oak,

Three shells come crashing through
through the trees and tear huge holes
in the soft earth. The patrol comes
back. It seems that the Germans
have dug trenches at the edge of the
village, to the north and south of the
road, and plerced loopholes in the gar-
den walls and houses where they are
entrenched.

Shells Meet Advance.

“On all sides but that upon which
we face, W—— is masked by curtains
of trees. It does not matter. We
could not hope to take them by sur-
prise and at least we will be able
to see our way clearly. The most
difficult task is to approach without
losing too many men. We must hur-
ry, for not knowing our position, their
heavy guns of 150 and 120 are search-
ing methodically through our wooils.
The shells announce their coming,
whistling like locomotives, crashing
through the branches, digging huge
holes and bursting with a terrifying
noige. Bits of metal are flying
throngh the trees, are plunging into
the earth. We are stretched upon the

‘ground and—do I hear snores?

“Fatigue? Fear of danger? One
becomes habituated to worse than
that. These ‘poilus’ sleep in the mud
while 200 pounds shells moving at Lhe
rate of 500 yards a second. are strik-
ing all about them, and detonations
that would shake stone walls lull

their slumbers. Is anything an im-
possibility to such as these?
“The third! Un, everybody!

ward!” someone calls. A kick wakes
ap the sleepers and the company,
our captain at its head, traversing
the road, inclines to the right through
a clump of chestnuts and bushes.
“We are going to turn the village.

‘says the quartermaster sergeant, who

has come from the commander's sta-
‘while our comrads attack in
And he rubs his hands con-

tion;
front!’
tentedly.

“He is a jolly Provencal, with an
accent steeped in garlic. And a brave
thap, too, who has been wounded
once, but refused to be taken from
the firing line. He laughs.

_ Wil Have Some Party.

‘You understand,’” he explains,
‘old man B—&- (the major) is going
to let loose a frontal attack. under
cover of the trees, with coffee mifs
(machine guns) and seventy-fives,
while. we are going to hit them so
hard on the left flank that they will

ot have time to say ‘Ouf!’ We will
ve some party!"

'

J “We have to force our way through

the tangle of brush, and the branches
sting our faces. The thorn bushes
hook themselves upon our great coats
and. our heavy. shoes go ‘flick, flack,
into. the tangle. There is not the
slightest vestige of a path. Neverthe-
less we make good progress. The
newly risen sun sends

through the foilage where the birds

. are twittering.
“All the time the great shells are

Mrs. Marie Kalachy, Hebron;
H Roy ls.arle. Toronto; H H Perry and
wife, New York; G G Bixby, Haver-
hill, Mass.; E G Morton, Windsor; J
W Harrison, Halifax; ¥ H Norris, To-
ronto; Mrs. D J Macdonrald, Sydney,
C B; H W Edgar and wife and' son,
Toronto; Andrew Grant, Demerara;
O F Wintermute, Toronto; G R Good-
day, Quebec; E Quintard, Philadel-
phia; T H Cochrane, Sackville; FF W
Ayer, Dr. W H Simmons, 8 W Wood,
Bangor; A D B Tremaine, Ottaka; J
G A Labrafky, H Abrahams, A B Cam-
eron; W A Olmstead, Montreal; A G
Ramsay, Toronto; W W Fenety, Fred-
ericton; F L Warren and wife, Mrs.
Swan and chaffeur, Stockbridge,
Mass.; W H Wilkinson, Chas. Mac-
Donald, Geo. B Jones, Toronto; E H
Broad, London; C W Smith, W J
Bloomfield, Montreal; L W Smith,
Galt, Ont.; B M Ackert, Hamlilton; J
W Brankley, Chatham; E G Evans,
Moncton; H G Keeler, J L Adams,
Haverhill, Mess.
Victoiia

8 ,C Merritt, Grand Falls; T R Tai-
sey, Boston; C E Stewart, Woodstock;
R F Baird and wife, Sussex; D Mec-
Cuaig, McAdam Jet; K E Barret,
Sherbrooke; J F Singleton, Ottawa;
E Crandlimere, Vanceboro; L A Put
nam, Moncton; L S Crowe, Hong Kong
Myrtle M Carter, Boston; Mary D Sul-
livan, Haverhill; ILeonard Parker,
Tynmouth; Miss Annie Abbis, Quebec
R L Pollock, Galt, Ont.; A A Almas,
Toronto; O J Killam, Truro; W A
Wiley, Chipman; Jas. DeWitt, Knowl-

For- | es

Is 83 Years Old
And Her Heart Does
Not Bother Her.

Thanks to MILBURN’S
Heart and Nerve Pills,

Mrs. . McLaren, Commanda, Ont.,
writes us under date of February Oth,
19.14. “Sixteen years ago I took bad

able to do anything. I tried a good many
doctors, but they ‘did me no good; i
h:tmdnm;.n-.uptodie 1
heard about Milburn's Heart and Nerve

years old,
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three men do not even see the death ||

by a dozen hands and hurled to the||
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ton; Mrs. P B Hickley, Mrs. Wm.|Arthurs,
Baird, Boston; Mrs. A A McLeod, To | Brisay,
ronto; mu u mloy. Annapolis; H B he Dufferin, real; A R MoKenzle, St Stephen; W A
Durost, Wi ; B R Hall, A Me-| ¥ 'L'Tuttle, S £ Shehan, Moncton; | Mckntouche, Woodstock; Bugene D
Donald, Fairville; Fred. Tatton, Indian | Rev and Mrs C Gordon Lawrence,| Kon, Metghan River, N 8; J W Co-
Head; Harvey McLeod, Sydney; H E| Kingston, N B. Harry MoDonald,| meaw, Miss Mary \Comeau, {Comear

rkton Mrs. A W Des-|Shediac; W J Levine, Harry W
, Bussex; H R 8t Michel, Mont-

ville; Carville Doucett, Miss Joe Dou- |Blackmer, J W Lemont, Frederioton
cett, J A Cassure, Mrs J A Caseweld, | Miss McCelland, C H Shaw, Toronto;
Belliveau; R S Kent, N Y City; B E{R W Dean, Lorneville, A C Anmand,

Dakin, Montreal; Henry C Lewis, Yar-| Toronto; F Breneau, Quebec; J T Dol-
mouth, N 8; E W Auld, Charlotte-|an, Peterboro; R J Cook, Berwick; W
‘'town; R W Hewson, Moncton; Miss' Carson, Amherst,

New Brunswick!

This World War Demands the Supreme
Effort of a United Empire

Shall Our Province Fall Behind ?

It should not be supposed that contributions of a couple of thousand mens
a few odd dollars, some barrels of potatoes and boxes of socks constitute
our rightful sacrifice. So far not more than a handful of people in all this
country have any actual realization of what the war means. These few
have given their husbands or their sons to the cause of Empire. The re-
mainder have done nothing in comparison with their abilities and their
opportunities.

Our natio@al life, our peace, our prosperity and our happiness are so de-
pendent upon the well-being of the British Empire that only by playing
our part in that Empire can we maintain our fortunate position.

Up to the present ninety-nine per cent. of us do not realize what sacnfice
means, nor what is being endured by those nearer to the firing line than we
are. We must give, not only of our material ‘wealth, but of our blood,
and not niggardly, but with a generous hand.

None of us wish to part with our husbands and our children, but it is
better that they should serve the Empire and save our homes than that
our enemies should triumph and all that we hold dear be taken from us.

“For Romans in Rome’s quarrel
Spared neither land nor gold,
Nor son nor wife, nor limb nor life,

In the brave days of old.”

"The 55th Regiment still requires five hundred men from New Brunswick.
These men must be furnished at once, and must be recruited from New
Brunswick homes. We cannot ask strangers to take our places. The
duty before us is clear, however hard the part may seem. Some will lose
their lives; others will be maimed; many will return.

MEN OF NEW BRUNSWICK — Once upon a time there was a

man who said that he would rather be a live coward than a dead hero.

What is Your Choice at the Present Time?
The Question is Up to You Today!




