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882 FROM BAPAUME TO PASSCHENDAELE
a tall, bearded man, very handsome and soldierly as I saw him
to-day, urged the other commanding officer, a younger, weaker-
looking man, to stay quiet and await the counter-attack. " Our
men are sure to come," he said, " and then we shall be rescued."
But hour after hour passed following the British attack at

dawn, and there was no sign of advancing Germans or of retreat-

ing Canadians. Imagine the neryous strain of those two men,
and of the soldiers who sat watching them and listening to their

conversation, as it could be heard through the crashing of shells

outside. At four o'clock neither of these battalion commanders
could endure the situation longer.

" If we stay here they will kill us when they find us," said
the tail, bearded man. " It is better to give ourselves up now,"
they decided. So they have told their own story, and at four
o'clock they went outside and crossed a few yards of ground,
until they were seen by some of the Canadians, and raised their

hands as a sign of surrender.

It may have been that the absence of the commander of thi;

support line was the reason for the poor effort made to counter-
attack yesterday after the Canadian assault had swept through
Passchendaele and on the right and on the left had fought
along the crest of the Goudberg spur, through Meetscheele and
Mosselmarkt. I think there must have been other reasons,

but whether or no it is certain that no big attack developed.
Groups of men were seen assembling yesterday at various places
to the north of Passchendaele, but these were scattered by our
gun-fire. Ot *er groups were seen to the north of Mosselmarkt
on the left, but these were also broken up and did not draw near.
One officer tried to get up with his men, but when he saw there
was no support, and that our shell-fire was heavy, he retired, and
a few of his men were taken prisoners. After fierce gun-fire

yesterday afternoon all along the cres' of the ridge, the enemy's
bombardment slackened off, and the night was quieter than
the Canadians had expected, though Passchendaele and its

neighboiu>hood could not be called a really quiet spot.

I have told already in my message yesterday the general
outline of the Canadian attack, which has won ground for which
so many thousands of our men have been fighting, up the
slopes and through the valleys along the spiu*s, and since the
beginning of the battle of Flanders, until only this crown at the
northern end of the ridge remained to be dragged from the
enemy's grasp. In Passchendaele itself the Prussian garrison


