
THE FINAL VICTORY.
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the ugliness of the prospect. Man had defaced 
Nature until the charm of Nature had vanished.

Gaunt and grey and menacing, the prospect of the 
low hills swept out from the feet of the observers. 
Below were the shattered remains of Square Wood 
and Armagh Wood. Observatory Ridge, lost and 
recaptured, stood in front, its coppices full of 
the memories of hidden machine-guns. Behind 
there peeped out the higher grounds of Hills 61 and 
62, to which the remains of Sanctuary Wood still 
climbed upwards. On the right rose Mount Sorrel, 
where the grim earth and shattered trunks still met 
the clear sky. Behind, in contrast, the green fields 
of high grass stretching towards Ypres ringed this 
land of death. The uncut crops, grown wild, had 
attained an unwonted luxuriance. Here and there 
a bunch of scarlet poppies might have drawn 
their intense colour from the gallant blood which 
had soaked the earth beneath. The unkempt 
hedgerows, no longer tall and neat, ran back to the 
city behind, and the beheaded and scarred poplars 
remained as mute witnesses to the strife of man. 
Yet Nature was attempting to assert herself, and 
through this summer’s growth of verdure to cover 
the riot of battle.

Scattered beneath this innocent mantle of green 
are innumerable shell holes, old crumbling trenches 
full of the memories and odours of death, graves 
and graveyards marked by the crosses commemorat­
ing the long-forgotten captains once well loved by 
their regiments, and of humble privates perhaps still 
remembered. The torn and trampled equipment, the 
empty ammunition boxes, the remains here and there 
of shattered bodies, which human care and energy
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