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accuracy of the German gunners’ aim
or the closeness of Monsieur M ’s
connection with the enemy.

After the Armistice I was quartered
for a time at Cysoing, in a quiet old-
world monastery, where the preaching
lay-brothers lived contentedly to-
gether. They were an extremely in-
teresting lot of men and many a chat
T had with them in the old monastery
kitechen or in the garden with its
great stone walls, on which the
peaches and plums grew every year in
profusion. Brother Anselm, the de-
voted genius of the monastery garden,
a man whose appearance reminded me
of one of the monks in that fine pic-
ture “A good Joke”, asked me one day
whether we could let him have a cart-
load of straw from the stables for his
garden. If we could, he said, they
still had a few bottles of a “bon petit
vin” hidden in the garden, which the
Boche had not laid his hands on, and
they would be pleased to let us have
some. So Brother Anselm got his
straw and we drank the health of the
brothers in the “bon petit vin”, It
was by no means an uncommon exper-
ience after the Armistice to see the
inhabitants of a village digging in
their gardens for things, which they
had buried there four long years be-
fore. I remember seeing an old wo-
man digging in a church-yard for the
sacred vessels, which had been hidden
there. It was very touching to see
the tender and reverent way in which
she took up those vessels, hidden away
so long from the brutal eyes, which
could see in them nothing more than
so much metal to be melted down.

The curtain, which fell between
Germany and the Allies on the out-
break of the war, hid the German na-
tion very effectively from our sight.
The German newspapers, which came
through neutral countries, revealed
but little either of the temper and
mind of the civilian population in Ger-
many or of the widespread Bolshev-
ism in the German army, which, be-
ginning in 1917 after Vimy, ulti-

mately forced Hindenburg and Iig-
dendorff to throw in their hand. The
continual declarations in English
newspapers, such as The Daily Masl
that Cermany was at her last gasp
were merely propaganda, based opn
very slender and insufficient indieg-
tions in letters from German soldierg
in the field to their friends at home,
There were similar articles in the Gep.
man newspapers of 1917 as to t,h;
awful condition of things in Englang
as the result of German submarip,
activity. Consequently, those of 3
to whose lot it fell to enter Germ

in December, 1918, were entering o
a “terra nova et incognita”. Thn
journey by car through France am;
Belgium to Spa, near the Gel‘man

-frontier, was particularly interestj

We were following up the trail of o
great retreating army and the eno‘
mous amount of material, guns, s
munition, ambulance cars, auto::n =
biles, that lay scattered along ﬂ(:'
main roads, bore evidence to the h, =
ness of their flight. In all the villgee
and towns there were plenty of ag'eg
of the Allied nations. Tt was ext.
ordinary to see how numerous thm‘
were. We were told that ms;my‘ew
these flags had been bought in St
months preceding the Armistice
hidden until the Germans had 2o a
From the telegraph wires along e,
roads were dangling effigies, dres:l;;
in Germans uniforms, with remayy
attached more conspicuous for the;
point than their elegance. The S
thusiasm of the inhabitants wag S
mendous. They seemed to do ng '?"“
all day but watch for a Britishthn‘t
to go through and they would ehell'
like mad when one did pass. QOp

way to Spa we stayed for one the
in a French chateau, which hadmgh
the Headquarters of a wing ofbeen
German Flying Corps. It was a bea -
tiful building, and had evigemn 2=
been before the war the home (‘;fentl?
ple of money and taste. The gt CO=
salon was an exquisitely proport;gij:;&“Q
room, but had been left by the neq

Ger.
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