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only point of interest about them is that between you 
and them run the two motionless, stagnant lines of 
men who for months have faced one another. Those 
two labourers are on the other side of the German 
trenches.

The setting sun is glinting on the little crumbling 
village two or three hundred yards ahead, and as you 
walk towards it in the still evening air your steps ring 
loud on the pavé. On each side the flat, neglected 
fields stretch away from the road ; the drains beside 
it are choked with weeds and refuse ; and here and 
there one of the gaunt trees, split in two half-way up 
by a shell, has crashed into its neighbour or fallen 
to the ground. A peaceful summer’s evening which 
seems to give the lie to our shrine-leaner. And yet, 
to one used to the peace of England, it seems almost 
too quiet, almost unnatural.

Suddenly, out of the blue there comes a sharp, 
whizzing noise, and almost before you’ve heard it 
there is a crash, and from the village in front there 
rises a cloud of dust. A shell has burst on impact 
on one of the few remaining houses ; some slates and 
tiles fall into the road, and round the hole torn out 
of the sloping roof there hangs a whitish-yellow cloud 
of smoke. In quick succession come half a dozen 
more, some bursting on the ruined cottages as they 
strike, some bursting above them in the air. More


