' Cnpluc Account of One of the Most Dram-

atic’ Episodes

of the Great

Battle of Verdun

DECEIVED BY STRATEGIC BRITISH RETREAT
TWO THOUSAND OF THE ENEMY WALKED
INTO TRAP AND BLOWN TO PIECES AMIDST

SHATTERED ; TREES
VERDUN.

OF FATAL WOOD AT

The following . of
ne of the most dramatic-episodes in
e great battle of Verdun was related

y & Verdunois, who himself heard it

a young Freanch officer. It is
plrmen by B. St, Lawrenceiin the Wide
‘World Magazine. ;
“Courage! We'll never:allow the
es to get through. Cheer up!
ey shall never get youritown. Vive
Werdun et les Verdunois!”
Thus, in a hundred and one differ
jent ways, did the brave poilus, march.
ng with admirable entrain towards
Verdun instil hope into our downcast
fhearts,

We were on our way, the civillans
f Verdun, to Paris and elsewhere, in
lcattle-trucks and military wagons—a
wainful journey, in bitter cold and snow
which would have been almost unbear-
yable bur for the sight of those merry-
fhearted troops, swinging along in the
wdaytime on the road bordering the
frailway, and at night sweeping past us
in trainload after trainload in the di-
Tection of the town which, shattered
by shot and shell ¢though it was, we
mtill pictured in our hearts as home.
There were long waits in the darkness
wmt wayside stations or on sidings,
"whilst the saviours of France went
forth to battle, but wherever possible
‘'we found help and encouragement, At
fthe larger gares warmth and creature-

ts were in read! to cheer

us on our way. The waiting and re-
fgreshment rooms were crowded with
way officials, charitably disposed
dies, .and military officers, all of
fthem eager to do something to ameli-
forate our lot, and at the same time to
thear the latest news from the front.

I was fortunate in making the ac
juaintance at Chalons of a young offl-

. geer, Lieutenant Marcel R——, who was

{able to tell me a good deal about the
fbattle of Verdun, or, more strictly
L:’peaklnk, a singular episode in it.

ague rumors of the “Coup of the
yCaures Wood” had already reached my
pears, but it was not until I met Lieu-
enant R—— that I heard all the dra-
/matic details, in the planning and exe.
cution of which he himself had play-
ed a part, though a minor onme.

“Eh blen! How have you been get.
fﬂn,g on at Verdun lately?” he began by
yasking me. “I was quite sorry to have
to leave the battlefleld and go, en mig.

fon, to Parfs, But I shall be back
jthere tomorrow. Shall I find a soul
flett?” :

“Only Pere Francois, the marchand
jde vin of the Rue Nationale,” I re-

lied. “He alone remains of the thres

housand inhabitants, We left him
standing at the door of his wine-shop
rwhich he said he would not abandon
tfor all the Boches'in creation.”

“He plays his part, without a doubt,”
P’eplled Lieutenant R, with a langh,
j“It was at Pere Francols's that we
{=celebrated the coup of the Caures
{"Wood, and 1 shall naver forget his
yenthusiasm when we told him the
etory.”

“I envy him the privilege,” sald I.
#Might I hope to hear you repeat it,
'41 there is time before the trals
(stants?”
© “Mals certainément! This is what
fhappened. But I must begin at the
gvery beginning. The setting for the
yepisode I have to describe is indis-
[Pensable.”

ered with bodies, However, as they
stlll came on in serried masses, it was
decided that a retreat to the defences
which had been preparsd many weeks
before was necessary. Full of confl-
dence, and knowing that this slow re.
treat would enable us to kill more and
still more Germans, we made our pre-
parations,

But first of all, let me locate the
Wood of Caures, though it may be
superfluous to do 8o in the presence
of an inhabitant—perhaps & native—
of Verdun. It is situated ¢o the north
of your town, and is one of a number
of woods and forests which are vifible
as dark masses of follage to anyone
standiug on the heights in the immedi-
ate neighborhood of Verdun, or better
still, it the observer be seated in an
aeroplane. The eyes of our gallant air.
men were constantly fixed on the Bois
de Caures, which lies between the Bois
d'Haumant and the Herbe Bois, on the
Bois des Fosses, which is due south of
where we were and on the Forrest of
Spincourt, which was to our east.
These precious collaborators kept us
oonstantly informed as to the move-
menis of the enemy. Every few hours
they brought in their reports to the
Headquarters Staff, whence came the
order that, in conjunction with the re-
mainder of the llne, we were to fall
back.

“The move 15 to be made tomarrow
—towards evening,” Captaln Peyron
told me in the afternoon. “But I under.
stand from Chief Emgineer Moreau
that we're to prepare a little surprise
for the Kalser's crack troops. We've
got to hold the wood like grim death
until everything is ready. Moreau and
his staff of engineers have been out
all day in the wood prospecting, and
the sappers must be already at work.”

At nightfall T learnt a little more
from one of Moreau's assistants, Lieu-
tenant Chabert, a former brilllant pu-
pil of the Ecole des Arts et Metiors,
who, owing to his deep knowledge of
electrical science, has on countless oc-
casions rendered invaluable service.
He is one of those men who can turn
their hands to anything in the scien.
tific line. He staggered into our dug-
out, dead-beat, after ten hours of fev-
erish and continuous work with the
sappers, and before throwing himself
down to sleep had just strength enough
to mumble, “Bee that I'm called as
early as possible, nion ami, will you?
I've got hundreds of yards of wiring
to see to yet. Dieu merci, we've still
got a day before us!”

1 promised to wake him at five sharp
and, envying him his sleep, immedi-
ately went in search of Sergeant
Fleury, to delegate him to carry out
the duty entrusted to me in case—one
never knows what the fortunes of war
may bring about—I were prevented
from doing it. By the time I had found
the sergeant the moon had risen over
the battlefleld, and if I live to be a
hundred I shall never forget the sight.
Our machine guns were still firing
two hundred rounds a minute on the
German formations. As the enemy ap-
proached through the ravines round
Flasbas and Azannes they were en-
filaded, and the deep clefts in the
hills were positively fllled up with
dead, Then, towards the early hours
of the morning, came a lull, The re-

“Bonjour, R——; see you later. All
goes well!”

The satisfled expression on his
face told me that without words.

I did not meet either him or Chabert
until after the retreat; and, to tell you
the truth, we were so busily engaged
in ing back the G until it
suited our‘purpose todet them come on
en maese that I almost forgot about
the “little surprise” which Morean,
Chaubert, et Cle, had announced to me
through my chief.

When evening came, the gradual
move back to more advantageous posi-
tions began. I shall not go into the
details of a strategic retreat with
which you yourself must be almost as
well acquainted as myself, but simply
state that we evaocuated the Caures
Wood and got away to the high ground
in the neighborhood of the Bols de
Fosses, where Peyron, Moreaun, Chab-
ert, Sergeant Fleury and myself calm-
ly awalted the impending catastrophe
which had been so skilfully and rapid-
1y prepared for the oncoming enemy.
The Bois de Caures, in the gathering
darkness of night, stood out like a
huge black mass against the sky.

“What do you estimate the strength
of the attacking force in our section
to be?” I asked Captain Peryon.

“Two thousand odd,” he replied,
“and they have all of them fallen into
the trap. As our men--ran away
through the wood, they followed in
masses, blindly and stupldly—les im-
beciles! Not one of them will escaps,
Morean?"”

“Not a soul,” replied the chief en-
gineer, Then glacing et his luminous
watch and turning to Chabert, he add-
ed, “One more minute, and we shall
see what we shall see.”

We kept our eyes fixed intently on
the dark Bols de Caures. Someone,
somewhere, was pressing a button; for
all at onoe huge tongues of flame, ac-
companied by a series of explosions
which rent the cold night air, leapt in-
to the sky. Simultaneously a mental
vislon must have occurred to every
one of us, ag it certainly did to me—a
vision of hundreds upon hundreds of
Germans, caught like rats in a trap,
blown to pieces amidst the shattered
trees of that fatal wood.

So ended the story of the “Coup
of the Caureas Wood” as related to me
by Ideutenant R——. Hardly had he
uttered the last words when the de-
parture bell rang and we hurried away
to the train which was to take us to
Paris.

SNIPER WHO SHOT
01 GEAMANS

Mr. Herbert Corey describes the
psychology of the sniper in a remark-
able despatch from France. He
writes:

"He 1s welcome to his job,” sald the
Canadian, “I don't want it.”

The talk had turned on a recent
statement of an Australian officer that
one of his men, named Singer, was per.
sonally responsible for 201 German

And Lieut t R— pr ded to
Well his story as follows:
{ We were in the early days of the
Wattle, but suffieient had already hdp-
ned to make it clear to every one of
x: that at last we were face to face
swith a big affair. The German High
§Command had decided on a step which

~'vwe welcomed most joyfully—to stake

4

E

ts all on a vain endeavor to regain

e confldence which the public in Ger-

any has fast been losing, not only in

e military party, but also in the

ohenzollerns themselves. The roar

the guns was so deafening that we
to stuff our ears with cotton-wool
any material we could find to dead:
the dreadful sound. The ground
ook under the shock of the exploding
But neither the sounds which
me to us, nor the sights which met
eyes ao we looked down upon the
er-advancing masses of men in grey.
uniforms, had the slightest ill-
ffect upon our nerves. Judging by
own feelings, we were all supreme-
uplifted. It seemed to me that we
been preparing all our lives for
Tthat one glorious day.

“Come on, come on, grey-green bat-
rtalions, and let us bite deep into your
Wesh! It matters not what cowardly
imeans you adopt; poison-gas or squirt-
jors of flaming liquid ave all one to us,
ffor you will never succeed in getting
vthrough. Come on, like animals to
vthe slaughter! Those who succeed in
jescaping the arrosage of the ‘seventy-

fMives' will find that Rosalie—~the bay-
yonet--lg waiting for them.” Such was
#the savage hymn which my men were
einging in their hearts as we defended
)no Bols de Caures,

“Rosalie” did her work well, T can
Aell you, when the Boches came to

qi The sn
in front of us, furrowed as

’M by a titanic plough, was cov-
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and Wear of
HonestWool

You men who want the real
thing in underwear —
n ments that have the weight,
"y Sy the warmth and the

gar-

longe-

wearing softness peculiar t¢

Maritime wool — ask
dealer to show you

you

Feel its quality—try its strength and elasticity--
notice its substantial weight and neat finish—an¢
think of the warmth and comfort it will mean whe,

the raw, cold weather comes!

Once you have worn

this

splendid underwear, you'll

realize why thousands put their

faith in the ATLANTIC

UNDERWEAR
Trademark,

ATLANTIC UNDERWEAR LIMITED, MONCTON, N.B. l
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' CORN FLAKES
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RUST the children to know what i
 to-e Kellogg’s is a warm’
avorite with them because they like

the delicious crispness of 'the delicately
: Mother knows that Kels
logg’s Toasted Corn Flakes are good by
the way the youngsters thrive on -them.,
They contain much of the nourishment
) need, and their extreme
digestibility makes them kind to little

food to-eat,

toasted flakes.

that little bodies

“ tummies."”

The only product made in Canada by
The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited
London, Ont.
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deaths. Singer, it appears, is a snip-
er. He had trained his eye on those
wide Australian plains where. only a
super-skiltul rifleman can guess the
range. i

He used to hunt rabbits with a light
rifle, and his theory was that a rabbit
hit anywhere except in the eye was a
disgrace to the shooter. Used to get
quite heated up about it,

“I wonder,” sald the Canadian, “if
he sleeps well nights, Two hundred
and one Germans—that's some bag
even, for an Anzac.”

In Thelr Dreams.

The talk wandered on. The Cana.
dian said that he personally had slept
well the night after he killed his first
German. Green youngsters usually
had difficulty that first night. Just
excitement. Mostly they fought it all
over again in their dreams.

Only—201! The Canadian repeated
himeelf emphatically. That was some
bag. The Canadians thought their
snipers were the best little old snipers
of the breed. But not one of them
had broken intd three figures.

“I know one of our snipers pretty
well,” sald the Canadian. “His father
is a preacher somewhere in Mani-
toba. He's a quiet sort of chap. When
he first went at the job the sniper
slept well enough, The first German
he dotted didn't bother him at all. Nor
did the next half dozen or so Ger-
mans,

“It was only lately that he had been
getting sort of screwy. Nowadays he
clamps his jaws and holds on to the
blanket when he goes to bed at night.
0dd, isn't 1t? Just nerves.

“Funny about the first German,” he
continued. “My friend had located
himself on the hill, where he could
overlook one angle of the German
trenches. He used to see this Ger
man passing by, Corporal, sort of, he
thought. Redfaced guy, with whisk-
ers, The kind of man you dislike at
sight. Of course, it was no use shoot-
ing at & man in motion, He waited
there patiently for some one to stop
in this angle of the trench. At last
this red-faced German did,

Fatal Letter.

“What do you think? He pulled a
letter out of his pocket and began to
read it, Likely he thought he could
not be seen by any one in his trench.
That letter gave just the bull's eye
the sniper wanted,

‘It's wonderful when 'you come to
think of it, hunting man and being
hunted by him. Makes this big game
stuff look like pocket billiards. There
are so many things a sniper must con.
sider.

“If the sun shines on your glasses
it helios your position to the lad on
the opposite hill, 1If your bush gets
twisted ‘a little some one will drip a
bullet through it on chance. A fellow
has to pass & good many shots because
—if ‘you hit—the angle of fire woul’
betray you. A sniper who knows his
business may not fire more than once
out of six chances. If he is the right
sort that ome should be in the black,

of course,
“That is why my friend got so keen

on the game,” the Canadian said.
“Lately he got so he can hardly sleep
at all for thinking of it. He runs over
the shots he has made and missed, and
plans the campaign for the next day.”

An elderly lady, walking through a
village, heard the church choir singing
and stopped to listen.

“What beautiful singing,” she said
ito a man who had also stopped in s

listening attitude.

But he was a naturalist, interested
in the “song"” of a cricket.

“Yes,” he replied, “they do it by
rubbing their hind legs together!”

New Prices August 1, 1916

The following prices for Ford cars will be
effective on and after August Ist, 1916

$45000

Chassis

JINIVERSAL CAR
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Touring
Coupele
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an advance in price at any time.
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