
864 FROM BAPAUME TO PASSCHENDAELE
were caught in the clutch of the mud, and moving slowly

behind their barrage came under the fire of many machine-guns

worked by those 11th Bavarians from a row of blockhouses

along the road running across the crest of the ridge, and from
other strong points above and below that line. The Canadian
Brigade made most desperate attempts to get as far as those

damnable little forts, and small parties of grim, resolute

fellows did get a footing on the higher slopes, scrambling

and stumbling and falling, with the deadly swish of bullets

about them, and those Bavarians waiting for them with their

thumbs on the triggers of their weapons behind the walls.

Behind, it was difficult to get news of that heroic Canadian

Brigade. Foul mists and smoke lay low over them ; no signals

or messages came back. An airman, who flew along the line to

work in contact with the guns, could see nothing at two thousand

feet, nothing when he risked his wings at a thousand ~feet,

nothing still on another journey at half that heigh L. The
Canadian rockets were all wet, and no light answered the

airman's signals. Ten times he flew along the line, twice at

last within two hundred yards of the ground, when he did see

the infantry struggling through the enemy's lash of bullets. A
bit of shrapnel or shell casing smashed through the airman's

engine, and his wings were pierced. He flew in a staggering

way on our side of the lines and crashed down and got back

with his report.

The next news was not good. It looked like a tragedy.

Under the continued fire the Canadian Brigade had to fall back

from Bellevue almosc to their original line. It was then that

officers and men of this Canadian Brigade showed what stuff

they were made of—stuff of spirit and of body. Imagine them,

these muddy, wet men, with their ranks thinned out by losses

up those hellish slopes of Bellevue, and with all their efforts

gone to nothing as they gathered together in the mist in the

low ground again. It was enough to take the heart out of

these men. Strengthened by a small body of Canadian com-

rades they re-formed and attacked again. That was great and

splendid of them. The barrage was brought back and the lines

of its shell-fire moved slowly before them again as when they

had first started. So they began all over again the struggle

through which they had already been, and went out again into

its abomination. Even now I do not know how they gained


