
INTRODUCTORY 19

clouds of dust rise from the deserted street, small 
avalanches of débris cascade into the road, and, above, 
three or four thick white smoke-clouds drift slowly 
across the sky.

This is the moment at which it is well—unless 
time is urgent—to pause and reflect awhile. If you 
must go on, a détour is strongly to be recommended. 
The Germans arc shelling the empty village just in 
front with shrapnel, and who are you to interpose 
yourself between him and his chosen target ? But if 
in no particular hurry, then it were wise to dally 
gracefully against a tree, admiring the setting sun, 
until he desists ; when you may in safety resume 
your walk. But—do not forget that he may not 
stick to the village, and that whizz-bangs give no 
time. That is why I specified a tree, and not the 
middle of the road. It’s nearer the ditch.

Suddenly, without a second’s warning, they shift 
their target. Whizz-bang ! Duck, you blighter 1 
Into the ditch. Quick ! Move 1 Hang your bottle 
of w'hite wine ! Get down ! Cower 1 Emulate the 
mole ! This isn’t the village in front now—he’s 
shelling the road you’re standing on ! There’s one 
burst on impact in the middle of the pavé forty yards 
in front of you, and another in the air just over your 
head. And there are more coming—don’t make 
any mistake. That short, sharp whizz every few


