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bow I looked at that tinie. "AUl same dead chien
flot killed rigbt and kep'long tixne."1

Here those who wer not so badly wounded were
marched on, but there were ten of us so hadly bit we
had to go very slowly. Perey Weiler, one of the boys
from Trail who, enlisted when I did, was with us, and
wben we began the marchl1was bebirndhimiandnro-
ticed throe holes in the back of bis coat; the middle,
one was a horrible one made by shrapnel. lle stag-
gered painfully, poor chap, and bis left eye- was gone!

We passed a dead Canadian Hlighlander, whiose kilt
had pitched forward when ha feUl, and seemed to ba
covering bis face.

In the first village we came to, they halted us, and
we saw it was a dressing-station. l'le village~ ws in
rumns - aven the town pump bad had i ts hiad blown
off 1 - and broken glass, places of brick, and plastar
littered the one narrw street. Tbe dressing was donc
li a two-room building which rnay have beeni a store.
The walla were discolored and crackadl, and the win-
dows broken.

On a streteber ini the corner tiier lay a Canadian
Hlighilander, from wbose wouinds the blood. drîpped
borribly and gatbered in a red pool on the dusty floor.
Hlis ayes were glazed and bis face was4 drawn witb pain.
Hie talkad unceasingly, but without maanîng. The.
only thing 1 ramembar hearing hlm say was, "It's no
use, mother - it's no use 1"

WelIer was attended to before I was, and marched


