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blockhouses in and around Passchendaele, from the cellars there,
and other cellars at Mosselmarkt.
The Canadians on the right were first to get to Passchendaele

Church. Wounded men say they saw the Germans running
away as they worked round the church. On the Icit the
Canadians had farther to go, but wave after wave of them
closed in and got into touch with their right wing. The
enemy's machinc-gim fire was very severe, especially from a
jong-range barrage but there was little hand-to-hand fighting
in Passchendaele, and the men who did not escape surrendered
and begged for mercy. Up to the time I write I have no
knowledge of any counter-attack, but it was reported quite
early in the morning that there were masses of Germans packed
into sheli-ho'es on the right of the village, and others have been
seen assembling on the roads to the north of Passchendaele.
The Canadians believe they will hold their gains. If they do,
their victory will be a fine climax to these long battles in
Flanders, which have virtually given us the great ridge, all but
some outlying spurs of it, and the command of the plains
beyond.

November 7
Hindenburg's command that Passchendaele must be held at
all costs, or if lost retaken at ell costs, has not so far been fulfilled
by the Eleventh Prussian Division which garrisoned the crest
of the great ridge. Passchendaele and the high groimd about
it is firmly ours, and as yet there have been only a few feeble
attempts at coimter-attacks by the enemy. Wliy there was no
strong and well-organized counter-attack is a mystery to the
German officers and men taken prisoner by us, and especially to
two battalion commanders whom I saw marching down to-day
behind our lines at the head of a small party of Prussian soldiers.
One of the German colonels was the commander of the

support battalion He had ai: arently come up to Passchen-
daele the night before to confer, with the commander of the front
line. Now from six o'clock yesterday morning until f^ur o'clock
in the afternoon he sat, with his brother-officer and four or five
men, in that little stone house which was already their prison
and might be their tomb. For some queer reason this pill-box
of theirs, or dose-box as the Canadians call it, was overlooked
by the assaulting troops. As no machine-gim fire came from it,

it was passed by, perhaps as an empty house, and the moppers-
up did not trouble about it. The commander of the support line.


