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The corporal of military police stands gloomily at a 
cross-roads, his back against a small wayside shrine. 
A passing shell unroofed it many weeks ago ; it 
stands there surrounded by débris—the image of the 
Virgin, chipped and broken. Just a little monument 
of desolation in a ruined country, but pleasant to 
lean against when it’s between you and German guns.

Let us go on, it’s some way yet before we reach 
the dug-out by the third dead horse. In front of us 
stretches a long, straight road, flanked on each side 
by poplars. In the middle there is pavé. At intervals, 
a few small holes, w'here the stones have been shat
tered and hurled away by a bursting shell and only 
the muddy grit remains hollowed out to a depth of 
two feet or so, half-fud of water. At the bottom an 
empty tin of bully, ammunition clips, numbers of 
biscuits—sodden and muddy. Altogether a good 
obstacle to take with the front wheel of a car at 
night.

A little farther on, beside the road, in a ruined, 
desolate cottage two men are resting for a while, 
smoking. The dirt and mud of the trenches is thick 
on them, and one of them is contemplatively scraping 
his boot with his knife and fork. Otherwise, not a 
soul, not a living soul in sight ; though away to the 
left front, through glasses, you can see two people, a 
man and a woman, labouring in the fields. And the 
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