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- AN'AFTERNOON IN

SHELL-TORN AND BATTERED
VERDUN.

g (By R.D. B,)

The martyred city of Verdun, bat-
tered, shaken, blasted, burned, and
led, stands 1, in itg silent,

cent dignity, In deflance of the

rman projectiles which shriek In-
santly across the shell-blasted val-
ley of the Meuse. If you stand on
the eminense to the right at the end
of th&m 1did a few days ago,
Yyou elf on & level with the
battered cathedral and its surround-
ing palaces that are now merely the
crippled monuments of lesser days.
From here you look down on the
work of the German. It is a vast
acreage of demolition, yet there is no
suggé o“lv dis r or disruption.
The ¢ty of Verdun was not built for
& day, and so its houses stand up, for
the most part taking their pounding
under silent protest, showing terrible
wounds, great gaping holes, and awful
breaches. There 18 not a roof among
all the thousands of red roofs that
has not been penetrated by a shell,
yet the town seems to stand firm and
erect and proud. \It {8, perhaps, at the
moment the most wonderful sight in
the whole world!
The silence Is uncanny. The still-
ness is #ccentuated by the periodical
whistle and rumble of shells hurled
from over the grey hills to the north
and east, and the quickly-following
crack of the explosion somewhere be-
low in the town or in the flelds be-
yond, There are no inhabitants. The
city is wholly deserted save for the
presence of the soldiers, who clear the
Jew passable roads or do the neces-
sary guard work at the citadel, or
carry off their dead or wounded com-
rades, the dally victims of the bom.
bardment, For the rest, you look
upon a city that seems to be dead.

Shell of Welcome.

As I entered the great gates of Ver-
dun by the citadel, where a huge Ger-
man shell had ploughed a hole thirty
feet wide through the wall, I saw at
the entrance of the citadel, which {s
merely & burrow in a great protected
mound, a couple of dozen soldiers of
all ranks, and in front of them a lit-
tle man in a steel helmet covered in
blue ‘cloth, on which were sewn two
stars,

Thig was General Dubois, the com-
mandant of Verdun, a smiling, quiet,
simple soldier of the old school, with
grey. moustache and slight imperial,
and eye-glasses covering a pair of
twinkling eyes which belie the story
of the terrible days and nights through
which he and his soldiers have existed
for many months. Even as he spoke
his quiet words of welcome a great

hurtling shell, flinging itself through |

the air like an express train, brought
its message of death across the valley
into the town and killed-and wounded
twelve of his men. The coming of
this shell, like that of its fellows, fail-
ed to excite interest. No one paild
the slightest attention to #t. More fol-
lowed, and no notice was taken until
a messenger brought the news from
the interior of the town that twelve
men of a working party had been
struck down.

The general took me in to see them,
Our car picked its way gingerly
through the wrecked streets. In the
residences you could see the curtains
&till hanging in the frameless win-
dows, the overturned tables, the dis-
ordered beds, the household treasures
now plled up in orderly fashion and
covered with dust and debris. The
shops were all open—what was left of
them—but there was nothing to sell,
no ope to buy, and no one to offer.
Just opem, gaping doorways and great
gaps where there had been walls and
staircases and Mfe and contentment
and hope. Thus, I imagine, Pompet
must have looked before it was com-
pletely buried,

In the Hospital,

In the middle of the ruined city we
found the hospital. A huge, black
Senegalese soldier, speaking not a
word of French, and looking quite
happy and satisfied, stood at attention
as we entered. Inside was the hos
pital, as busy, as complete, and as ef-
ficlently staffed as any other on the
line. The surgeon-major in command
eagerly showed us his newly-wounded
charges; the general patted one of
them on the hand and we gave them
8 clgarette or two, and off we went,
leaving behind us the most astonish-
ing evidence of devotion to duty under
the most extraordinary conditions im-.
aginable. A minute after we had gone
a shell fell within twenty yards of the
hospital door.

Verdun was beautifully built on the
side and top of a hill overlooking the
placid Meuse, which has witnessed
the most terrible carnage that the
world has known. It must have been
& pleasant town to live In, for it had
some fine business streets, which, be-
ing more severely punished than the
others, are now for the most part
merely rubbish heaps, and its resi.
dences higher up still show evidence
of comfort, ease and happiness. A
view over the tortured mroofs today,
showing the quiet city, with its utter
absence of life, reminds one for all
thé world of those panoramas that
used to be a feature of Earl's Court
exhibitions, where you walked along

‘& elrcular gallery and looked down on

an imitation of the Battle of Water
100 or the Falls of Niagara, The only
difference here is that the silence is
brokefi every minute or two by the
crack 'of a bursting shell.

The Bishop’s Cat.
The cathedral of Verdun stands like

a8 great guardian over the stricken
city. Its roof shows pitiful gaping

{smile of confidence and fortitude.

been shattered and its treasures de-
stroyed beyond recovery, and yet
there it stands foursquare to the foe,
hammered, pounded, and defaced, but
still erect. The museum at its back
is such only in name, with one side
completely blown away; the bishop's
palace would no longer give shelter
even to a monk, for it has no roof.
Yes, it gives shelter to one living ob-
Ject, and that is apparently the bis-
hop's cat, a large tabby, which, evi-
dently wounded, limped out of a plle
of domestic debris and slunk back
again as we approached.

Across the road stood e girls’
school of the higher order. Only ts
gaping walls remain to tell the ‘ale
of patient teaching and plodding
study, of girlish confidences and joy-
ous play. The German gunners have
done their work with precision. The
next-door neighbor was M. Plerrard,
Entrepreneur, The only evidence I
have that M. Pierrard lived there is
from the enamelled plate, which I took
the liberty of prising from the door
as a souvenir, I think I can see M.
Plerrard, the respected and prosper-
ous entrepreneur, resting at night
from his work of counting up the pro-
fits of his latest contract, sitting in
{his garden with his newspaper on his
knee, and looking dreamily down upon
hig native town over the smiling val-
ley, happy in his comfortable, large
house, perhaps dreamlng of the days
when he might aspire to become may-
or, if indeed he had not already been
80. That he was, and perhaps is, a
man of substance I can have no doubt
from the location of his house, which
stands among those of the elect of
the town,

M. Pierrard may have his door
plate back with my compliments if
he will be so gbod as to let me know
his present whereabouts. Also Mille.
Lelorrain may have her book of
French etudes by following the same
prescription. I did not have the heart
to loot the door plate of “LAAbbe Ab-
rocourt” or “De Jardins, Offitier
d’Artillerie,” who lived in a fine old
Roman house under a magnificent
chestnut tree, and I now wish I had,
for the German shells will sooner or
later take them away.

In the citadel, where General Du.
bois had given luncheon to Mr. Lloyd
George two days before, and where
he entertained President Poincare and
General Joffre the day after, I was
taken to the officers’ mess, a long, low,
dark, mediaeval chamber, very much
like a brewery vault. A narrow plain
deal table fills the chamber. At one
end of the room presides the cook
!w!th his apparatus, and at the head of
Ithe table sits the general, urging you
to try the fine cakes that have come
all the way from Barle-Duc, which is
famous for this particular culinary
product: It is a strange, barely-fur-
nished apartment, and it is perhaps
the simplest abode of a general to
be found anywhere in the war zone.
There he has lived through the hell of
‘bombardment. never hurrying, always
alert,

“How do you stand it?” I asked.
“Oh, well,” replied the little hero,
“I am always busy, and I am always
a fatalist.”

‘Ag he said it we heard the great
crash of a bursting projectile near by.
The general called a sergeant.

“If there is anything of that shell
to be found,” he ordered, “please have
it brought in and give it to the gentle-

As my car drew out of the broken
portals of the citadel my last view of
Verdun was a smiling little general
in blue jacket and red breeches, wav-
ing a kindly farewell, Overhead a
white cloud of gshrapnel hing unstead-
ily in the alr; beyond, across the
hills, the Germans were sullenly vent-
ing their disappointment by wasting
their precious projectiles on the city
which is not dead, but will live again
to show the world that Verdun is the
apotheosis of German faflure.

General Dubols, the little Governor
of Verdun, faded Into the background,
but from my mind will never be eras-
ed this picture which has for its cen-
tre the personification of a France
that looks fate in the face with a
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The Trench!D:eadnought

/Mr, H, G, Wells, who has anticipat-
ed history with such frequent success,
may claim to have foretold with almost

y p i the evol of
some such war mongters as are now
helping the British victorious advance
on the Somme.

His short story, “The Land Iron-
clads,” was written eight or nine
years ago, but in offering it for publi-
cation to the St. Dunstan’s Hostel for
“The Blinded Soldiers and Sailors’
Gift Book,” Mr. Wells expressed the
hope that it might still be of interest.
His hope has been speedily realiz
ed.

The story describeg the sudden end-
ing of a long period of montonous
trench warfare. While a bored war
correspondent is conversing with an
equally bored officer and an artist, the
party are surprised by something un.
usual happening.

The war correspondent came with
bawling range, “What the deuce was
it? Shooting our men down!”

“Black,” sald the artist, “and like a
fort. Not 200 yards from the first
trench.”

He sought for comparisons in his
mind. “Something between a big
blockhouse and a glant's.dish<cover,”
'he said.

“And they were running!” said the
war correspondent.

“You'd run if a thing like that, with
a searchlight to help it, turned up
like a prowling nightmare in the mid-
dle of the night.”

In the flickering pallor it had the ef.
fect of a large and clumsy black in-
sect, an insect the size of an ironclad
cruiser, crawling obliquely to the first
line of trenches and firing shots out of
portholes in its back.

And on its carcase the bullets must
have been. battering with more than
the passionate violence ‘of hail on a
roof of tin,

Monstier’'s Advance.

The soldiers attacked by the mon-
sterg still had faith in their trenches
and big guns. The story gives
snatches of their talk:—

“We're evacuating them trenches
where we can. And chaps are coming
back by the zigzags. . . , No end of 'em
But, when we get clear our
turn’ll come. Rather! Those things
won’t be able to cross a trench or get
into it, and before they can get back
our ‘guns'll smash 'em up, .Smash ‘em
right up, See?”

The lean man with the strident voice
ceased firing to turn and reiterats his
point. “They can't possibly cross,” he
bawled. “They 2

And all the while that great bulk
was crossing. When the war corre-
spondent turned his glass on it again
it had bridged the trench and its queer
feet were rasping away at the furth-
er bank in the attempt to get a hold
there. It got its hold. It continued to
crawl until the greater bulk of it was
over the trench—until it was all over,
Then it paused for a moment, adjusted
its skirt a little nearer the ground,
gave an unnerving “Toot, toot!” and
came on abruptly at a pace of, jer-
haps, six miles an hour straight up the
gentle glope towards our observer,
The defenders rush off along
trench.

As they dropped down, the vision of
a hillside of trench being rushed by
a dozen vast cockroaches diseppeared
for a space, and instead was one of a
narrow passage crowded with men,
for the most part receding, though one
or two turned and halted. The corre-
spondent never turned back to gee the
nose of the monster creep over the
brow of the trench; he never even
troubled to keep in touch with the ar-
tist. He heard the “whit” of bullets
about him soon enough and saw a man
before him stumble and drop, and then
he was one of a furious crowd fighting
to get into a transverse zig-zag ditch
that enabled the defenders to get un-
der cover up and down the hill. It
was like a theatre panie,

Here and there were little rallies
and attempts to walt and do gome-

their

Mr. H. G. Wells’ Forecast of "

' ° 882 Bt Valler St., Montreal.
, “In 1912, I was taken suddenly il
with Acute Stomach Trouble and drop-
ped in the street. I was treated by
several physiclans for nearly two
years, and my weight dropped from
225 pounds to 160 pounds, Then sev-
eral of my friends advised me to try
“Fruita-tives.” 1 began to improve
almost with the first dose, and by us-
ing them, I recovered from the dis-
tressing Stomdach Trouble—and all
pain and Constipation were cured. Now
I welgh 208 pounds. I cannot praise
‘Fruit-a-tives’ enough.”
H. WHITMAN,

B0c. & box, 6 for $2.50, trial size,
25c. At all dealers -or sent postpald
by Fruite-tives Iimited, Ottawa,

thing vague; but the general drift was
away from any concentration. Then
on the southern side was the elabor-
ate lacework of trenches and defenses,
across which these iron turtles, four
teen of them, spread out over a line
of perhaps three miles, were now ad-
vancing as fast as a man could trot,
methodically shooting down and break-
ing up any persistent knots of resist-
ance. Here and there stood little
clumps of men, outflanked and unable
to get away, showing-the white flag,
and the invader’s cyclist infantry was
advancing now across the open in
open order, but unmolested, to com-
plete the work of the machines. So
far as the day went, the defenders al.
ready looked a beaten army.

A mechanism that was effectually
ironclad against bullets, that could
at a pinch cross a thirty-foot trench,
and that seemed able to shoot out
rifie bullets with unerring precision
was clearly an Inevitable victor
against anything but rivers, precipices
and guns.

But the guns had their own problem.

There is a natural reluctance to fire
int one’s own broken men, and many
of the guns, being intended simply to
fight in advance of the enemy’s artil-
lery, were not in position to hit any-
thing in the second line of trenches.
After that the advance of the land
ironclads was swift, The defending
general found himself suddenly call-
ed upon to invent a new sort of war-
fare in which guns were to fight alone
amid broken and retreating infantry.

As soon as a gun came into play the
monster turned itself almost end on,
so as to get the biggest chance of a
glancing hit, and made not for the
gun, but fof the nearest point on its
flank from which the gunners could
be shot down,

Crawling Death,

Just for a moment it seemed splen-
did, and then it seemed horrible. The
gunners were dropping in heaps about
their guns. To lay a hand on a gun
was death. In another moment half
a dozen surviving artillervmen were
holding up their hands amid a scatter-
ed muddle of dead and wounded men,
and the flght was done.

Mr, Wells describes his monsters in
some detail:—

They were essentially long, narrow,
and very strong steel frameworks car-
rying the engines and borne, upon eight
pairs of big pedrail wheels, each about
ten feet in diameter, each a driving
wheel and set upon long axles free
to swivel round a common axis. This
arrangement gave them the maximum
of adaptability to the contours of the
ground. They crawled level along the‘
ground with one foot high upon a hil- |
lock and another deep in a depression, |
and they could hold themselves erect
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BRANCHES IN ALL CITIES

lustable skirt of 12.nch ironpiating,
which protected the whole affair and
who could also raise or depress a con-
ning tower, set about the portholes
through the centre of the iron top-cov-
er. The rifiemen each occupied a gmall
cabin of pecullar construction, and
these cabins ‘were slung along the
sides of and before and behind the
great main framework, in a manner
suggestive of the slinging of the seats
of an Irish jaunting car,_ i

You must conceive the cabins of
hung clear above the swing of the
axles and inside the big wheels upon
which the great elephant-like feet were
hung, and behind these cabins, along
the centre of the monster, ran a cen-
tral gallery into which they opened,
and along which worked the big com-
pact engines. It was like a long pas-
sage into which this throbbing machin-
ery had been packed, and the captain
stood about the middle, close to the
ladder that led to his conning tower,
and directed the silent, alert engineers
—for the most part by signs,

The captain, of course, saw both
sides of the battle. When he raised
his head into his conning tower there
were the dewy sunrise, the amazed
and disordered trenches, the fiying and

-speed. -
circle round towards the right,” ‘or
what not, hé-was in the oil-smelling
twilight of the ill-lit engine-room,

—— e

THE CHTHIN FRENEN
O STRENURIS AT

Chatham, Oct. 9—Fire Sunday
morning completely destroyed the old
unused building known as the haul-up
mill, built by the Miramichi Sulphite
Fibre Co. and used during their oper-|
ation of the pulp mill here to haul!
logs from the river for conveyance to!
the barking mill. The fire started:
about three “o'clock. The firemen
worked until eight trying to get the;
fire out of the cribwork upon which |
the mill was built and which forms
part of the railway extension to the|
Canada dock. The firemen had to re-!
turn to the scene of the fire about|
ten o'clock p.m., the fire having got
under way again. The loss is small,
only a boiler and engine being in the
building.

|
Messrs. W. R. Dearson, C. N, Sand-|
]

ship, but was too late in reaching him,

B

A sallor jumped off an outgolng
vessel on Saturday afternoon in the.
hope of escaping passage, but was
drowned in trying to swim ashore. A
boat went to his assistance from the

The vessel proceeded to sea.

STARTED vam( AGAIN

effect—crown fenders—tapered hood—new
radiator with increased cooling surface.
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thoroughly enjoys from the lighting up to the last whiff-it’s a real
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