
170 THE AFTERMATH

there to fight, not even in support. They
are there to clear up the battlefield ; for only
a few days ago the trench in which you are
sitting was the German front line. The bed
on which you lie has supported a stout Teu-
ton for probably ten long months or more

;

and now where is he ? My predecessor was
addicted to the use of a powerful scent of
doubtful quality, which still hangs faintly in
the air. He also believed in comfort. There
are easy chairs, and cupboards, and tables,

and, as I say, a bed. Also there are mice,
scores of them, who have a great affection
for using one's face as a racecourse during
one's periods of rest.

But my predecessor was absolutely out of
it with another fellow along the trench. His
dug-out was a veritable palace, boasting of
wall-papers and a carpet, with a decorated
dado round the part where dados live, and a
pretty design in fruits and birds painted on
the ceiling. Bookshelves filled with the latest

thing in German wit, and a very nice stove
with flue attached. I was beaten by a short
head trying to get there, which was, perhaps,
as well. Mine confined itself to mice. . . .

Gradually the night falls, and with it starts


