
Crumps
to snatch a good night’s sleep. In other 
words, it is merely a case of becoming ac­
climated to rackets, smells and food. I had 
always been able to sleep, but on the night 
following the bombardment of the chateau I 
just could not doze off. I thrashed about 
continuously, and while in this restless state 
harbored the notion that trouble was brew­
ing for me. Every one has had that feeling, 
the feeling that hangs in your bones and 
warns you to watch out. Well, that is how 
I felt.

At last the sun rose and with it came a 
beautiful morning, warm and sunny. I 
walked out amongst the ruins to see the ex­
tent of the damage caused by the shelling of 
the previous day. I was waiting for the stew 
which was cooking on a little fire near the 
side of the cellar. The “dixie” was resting 
on two old bayonets, and they in turn rested 
on bricks at either side. Towards noon a 
big shell came over and landed in the moat, 
covering everything around with a coat of 
evil-smelling, black mud. This shell was fol- 
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