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Descending, we crossed the Yser practically
at its mouth. A pontoon bridge, vaunting a
placard showing it had been christened the
••Pont Gal Joffre," led between twin piers.
The bridge swayed and tossed like the deck
of a channel steamer as we picked our way
gingeriy across it. Some months later a Jack
Johnson, luckily placed by the enemy, entirely
smashed that pontoon bridge.

Gaining the northern bank we zig-zagged
through deep trenches in the sand, reinforced
here and there wtth timbers and stone. An
open crater and a pile of diiris marked what
had once been a lighthouse. Dug-outs, shelters
in miniature, lined the sides of the crater nearest
the Huns. The open bowl of sand was about
forty feet in diameter. Near its centre gaped
a shell-hole in the soft sand made by an un-
welcome visitor which had come less than a
half hour previously. Digging for a few
moments, I unearthed the still warm timing-
fuse of the los-millimetre shell that had made
the hole.

The lighthouse position was, the sergeant
of Tiraaieurs said, a mamfois place. From
morning until night ot the day before the Huns


