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Sergeant Hector Macknight has Written the
Most Thrilling War Chronicle of the Day in

1 ja
A Description oiheomeOfesv

The Story is Overpowering-Unbelievably Realistic

OMEWHIERE a bu gle blew Reveille. ItSseemed as though thia were the signal f or a
hundred other bugles to show their prowesa.

lii From ait ides the dismai notes of ',Get out
IL-ilof bcd " sounded.

I lay in the closely-packed bivouacIl which we had thrown Up thse previous
1~1 night and swore under my breath.
L..............J My comnrades-in-arms were tili sleep-

ing-poor, tired, mud-encrusted chap-
their attitudes were anything but restful.

1 lit the piece of candie stuck on the bowl of my 8heli
heimet and ldr(ew on my soddcn boots. 1 thought of a
morgue and a number of bodies laid out for identification
before burial.

.squawkingly, an airtillery trompeter in the distance
rouaded off the last of thse warntings to waken.

A holidiay 1 had once spent ia a Kentish village came
back to me. The bugler' notes were like so imany of the
villa g ecocks crowing in defiance of-each other.

The reollecion h as made mie so homcesick-or is
it war-sick? tisat 1 have thrown miy greatcoat aside, and
crept out of the rcking bivvy.

Our camping grouand is only one of miany miarked off
by wooden fingerposts. This place is known as "thie
bricýkfieldis."

Ail arouind are tarpauliras pread "cottage roof " style.
Each bivv houses fromn fifteen te twenity mlen. It, is a
veritable ETrpauilin City, with an odd hell-tent hiere
and there te break the mnonotony. Thousands con
thousýanda of citizena, it holds. Tired, reeking, mutddy
bumnans. Hools ln appearance, IHeroes in
actuiality are they

The road whichl*eads to Albert is alive with ~ ar
traffic even at this early hour. lias it ever -<
been otherwise sine the Great Putsli stýirtecl?

An idecibbl edley of vehicles,
herses, and rmca,'Passes ia procession. These
are thse necessities produced by the exigencies
of modern warf are.

Most of thse trafflc is " going out," that is
to say towards thse rear.

A long string offeaspty armnaitien
limbers is followed by several loadon
motor omnibuses, those ludicrouis but
welcome freighters of Tommydom.

A giant gu-aý fifteen-incher, it
looks te bec-withi its attendlant train
poadierously grinds b>'. It is occa-
sionaly overtakenanad passed b>'
motor-lorries and other quikker-
moving vehicles.

A sadl>' battered acroplane
passes un a float, f ollowed b>'a
inilitar>' policeman on horseback.
Thse policemans preseace ihex-
plained by a handfulof Germaa
prisoners plodding along ia bis rear. Ia
therrof the prisoaers agaiais a

Týomm'y " with fixed bayent. lHeis aateig along. smokgafg, as
thoui;h h. thorosighly reihe is
position.

Even though thse Han rasble bears
the. ear-mark nof the Iell it~ has aRaedà

Cookhouse Cali blows, sumnioning us to the travelling
field kitchens-" Eat, drink, and be merry, for to-
rorrow-"'

1 sit and eat my breakfast with my chum, We have
nothing to do until noon, then there is kit to clean.
So we arrange to borrow a pair of field-glasses and take a
walk over the old French trenches that line the green of
the hillside with zigzaeging streaka of white.

Under the grass ail is chalk on this part of the Somme
Sector.

And so we take our stroil, glad of the sun and the birds
and the green of the inoor.

The trenchea are now peopled only b y rats. They have
fallen into disuse since t he adlvance. Chalk is new to us,
for w'e are fresh from the Salient. ( ay "f resh" perhaps
unwisely, for six months of Ypres can scarcely be said to
leave a man "fresh " )

We decide we wouldl rather have chalk, than soit to
dig trenches in. Chalk requires no sandI-bagging and
practically no riveting or sbioring-up of parapet and
p ara dos. The dugouts are idea;l as dugouts go. We dis-
lodge a piece of the chalk in a dugout wall, a score of other
pieces are loosenedl, rcaidy to lift away. The dugouts,
too, are comiparatively dry, though frogs are numnerous
;n the damiper places.

Up, on, and over them we%ý go, however, for we are
anxtous to gain the summilit of the siope.

We startie gamne fowl and harcs, and now and again
stoop to pick sonie of the beautiful wild flowers that
flourish in patches of colour. Hecather grows here tooý.

Th'le ground i-; literally honeycomibed with fieldl-miousc-.

VYes, 1 can sec thcm," hie says, "funnv isn't it?"e
We retra e our steps. To-morrow we shalbe "going

over" over there.
tZunny, isn't it?

Every one is dog-tired and mud to the eyebrows.
But we have arrived at Iaat, and the troops we have'
relieved are half-way back to Death Valley b this time.
My chum is resting in the Sunken Road. 'way back. Hie
got "hisa on the way in. Fritz's artillery certainly
gave uis Icelt as we passed through Death Valley.

Suitabte name, that, for the vailey is strewn with
corpacs. Sometîmes they lie ia heapa at the sides of the
road.

Who inventcd the phrase "Cannon-fodder"?
The trench we occupy was taken from the enemy lesa

than twenty-four hours ago. Our job ia to take the next
trench in which the enemy confronta us. Then we will be
relieved.

Step by tep, trench by trench, thia offensive is relent-
Iessly carricd on. 'When a trench is taken, it is consoli-
dated aga int counter at tac k. The infantry that took and
consolidated the p)osition is reticved by fresh troops.
The artilcry mioves up.

Repeat thle proces ad injlnitum, but don't dare td
couint the cost in flesh and blond or weight of metai.

1 ow the Devil miust be enjoying it ail!
liarn busy rrnaldng life livable with my new churn.

le is taisting his firstt attle and la gratef ut to be beside anl"Original." fie has been drafted from a later battalioti.
We are eating ail we have exýep)t Our emiergcncy rations.

It inay bie our last meal, for we
go" over the top" lomnewhere
around dayhreak. A tin of Pork
and beans between two, sonme
bread and marmaladle and a
Siip Of water is our menu.
But it i, a banquet after thse

tzring mardh.
1 have offered to do

thse first "relief," but
my new chum-HarrYhis naine is-ashcat

J sleep 'tilijt's overanyway.
~> So we both look over thse

parapet, talking la low
tes about various thiags

not related to war.


