
302 THE RED HORIZON
I have looked towards the horizon when the

sky was red-rimmed with the lingering sunset

of midsummer and seen the artillery rip the

heavens with spears of flame, seen the star-

shells burst into fire and drop showers of

slittering sparks to earth, seen the pale mists

of evening rise over black, mysterious villages,

woods, houses, gun-emplacements, anr^ flat

meadows, blue in the evening haze.

Aeroplanes flew in the air, Uttle brown specks,

heeling at times and catching the sheen of the

setting Sim, when they glimmered like flame.

Above, about, and beneath them were the white

and dun wreathes of smoke curling and stream-

ing across the face of heaven, the smoke of

bursting explosives sent from earth to cripple

the fliers in mid-air.

Gazing on the battle struggle with all its

empty passion and deadly hatred, I thought of

the worshipper of old who looked on the face

of God, and, seeing His face, died. And the

scene before me, hke the Countenance of the

Creator, was not good for mortal eye.

He who has known and felt the romance of

the long night marches can never forget it.

The departure from bam billets when the blue

evening sky fades into palest saffron, and the


