THROUGH BELGIUM 19

begged him for a drink, and pointed to my parched
tongue; but he refused, and rode ahead as if the sight
of me annoyed him!

Ahead of us I could see the smoke of a large town, and
I told myself over and over again that there would be
lots of water there, and food and clean clothes, and in
this way I kept myself alive until we reached Roulers.



