
Crumps

lowed by another, arriving in the part of the 
ruins where once a cow-shed stood. I was 
talking to Hawkins, my batman, when I saw 
him dive across my front and fall flat on his 
face. At the same time I was in the center 
of an explosion, a great flame of light and 
then bricks, wood and cement flew in all 
directions. For a few seconds I thought I 
was dead, then I picked myself up and saw 
that blood was pouring down the front of my 
jacket. I followed up the stream and found 
that my right hand was smashed and hanging 
limp. My men rushed out and I told them 
it was nothing, but promptly fell in a heap. 
When I came to, my hand was wrapped up 
in an emergency bandage, and a stretcher 
was coming down from Bedford House, an 
advanced dressing-station, the next house 
back. To the delight of the men who were 
carrying it, I waved them away and told 
them I could walk. Assisted up to the dress­
ing-station by one of my men, I made it. I 
then made a discovery. A soldier is a man 
until he’s hit, then he’s a case. I first had


