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ANTWERP TO GALLIPOLI
88 we whiiled past. It seemed as if it were we who
should do the saluting.

From the fields, as we whirled into and oat of layers

of air, sharply, as one does in a motor, came now the

odcv of ripe straw, now a whiff of coffee from a "gou-

lash cannon," steaming away bdiind its troop like the

calliope in the old^ai^oned circus, and now and then,

from some thicket or across a clover field, the sharp,

dionaying smell of rotting flesh. The countrjnside lay

so tranquil under the August sun that it was only

when one saw a dead animal lying in an open fidd

that one recalled the fife that, a few days before, must
have crisseroBsed this whole country, as now, doubtless,

in coiutant cavalry fights and rearf;uard aVirmiahpa^ it

was crisscroasiBg the coimtry up ahead
Half an hour short of Brest-Iitovsk an unfinished

bridge turned us off into a potato field. The soft

ground had long since been poimded flat, as the army,

swinging round to the north, had crossed on a pon-

toon a mile or two lower down. The motor plunged,

snarled, and stopped, and again, as we shovelled in

front and pushed behind, we knew why armies bum
bridges behind them.

Fast us, as we sweated there, the slow but surer

wagon-trains ploughed forward. One, a German train,

stopped beside us to bait their horses—officers of the

landwehr or landsturm type, who looked as if they

might be, as doubtless they were, lawyers, professors,

or successful business men at home. They were from

a class who, with us, would generally be helpless in
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