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| RUDYARD KIPLING’S STORY OF THE WAR

Thelrish Guards Found War|
At Its Worstinthe Horrors

of the First Gas Attacks
—the Days of Loos.

By RUDYARD KIPLING.

Il—~AMID THE HORRORS OF
il POISON GAS.

‘\_ It was safer to relieve by daylight

. than by night, as darkness brought
bursts of sudden rifle and machine
gun fire, despatched at a venture
from behind the five-deep line of
German chevaux de frise not seventy
yards away. (March, 1915.) Tempt -
ing openings, too, were left in the
wire to invite attack, but the bait was
not taken. Neuve Chapelle had been
a failure, except in so far as it had
shown the enemy that winter had not

‘dulled any of our arms, and it was

o/ Tecognized we must continue to sit
&till till men and material should
accumulate behind us. The docu-
pments and diaries of those weeks ad-
mit this with the unshaken cheerfuil-
ness of the race. Yet, even so0, the
nctual and potential strength of the

enemy was not realized.

Very slowly, and always with the
i thought at the back of the mind that
the deadlock might break at any
moment, the army set itself, battalion

wazing.,

fore St. Patrick’'s Day, and the day
itself, March 17, by several hours of
brisk shelling of Givenchy, timed to
catch the evening reliefs, but luckily
without casualties. Queen Alexandra
sent the battalion their shamrock:
telegrams wishing them good luck
were duly received from Lord Kitch-
ener, colonel of the battalion; Brig.-

Charles Monro, commanding the First
Army Corps. Father Gwynne held
an open-alr service in 'the early
morning, and every man was given a
hot bath at Bethune. More import-
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{in those days beer

RUDYARD KIPLING.

|the background against which their

fords of some courts-martial testify. |
But the same spirit that prompted |

ant still, every man who wanted it
had free beer with his dinner, and
was Dbeer in-
deed. ., . .

The First Planes.

It may have been no more than a
coincidence that the first planes
came over on the day that the Prince
of Wales was paying the battalion
another visit. But it was the con-
tinuous rifle fire at night that ac-
counted for most of the casualties in
the trenches and during relief. Sec-
ond Lieut. T. Nugent was wounded
in the back of the neck on the 24th
by an unaimed bullet, and almost
each day had its count of casualties.

The battalion took life with philo-
sophic calm. Food and rest are the
paramount considerations of men in
war. The former was certain and
abundant; the latter scanty anad
broken. So the commanding officer
made no comment when, one night
going around the line, he found a man
deeply asleep with his feet projecting

again England was making good
with her best flesh and blood for the
material and the training she had
deliberately refused to provide while
Yet peace held.
War At Its Worst.

The mgn who came out of that fur-

nace alive say that no after experi-

ence of all the war approached it for

sheer concentrated as well as pro-
longed terror, confusion and a grow-

ing sense of hopelessness among

growing agonies. If a world, at that

time unbroken to German methods, |
stood aghast at the limited revela- |

tions allowed by the press censorship

reports, those who had seen a man,

or worse, a - child, dying from gas,
may conceive with what emotions

men exposed to the new torment re-
garded it, what kind of reports leak-
ed out from clearing

battalions in waiting.

stations and
hospitals, and what work, therefore,
was laid upon officers to maintain
an even and unaffected temper in the

—which in no way prevented the
most direct and drastic criticism or
penalties—as impossible to describe
as it would be to omit, since it was

lives ran from day to day.
Inventive “Crime.”
The Celt's national poise and man-

ner, his gift of courtesy and sympa-
thy, and above all the curious and
incommunicable humor of his out-
look in those days made it possible
for him and his officers to consort
together upon terms perhaps de-
barred to other races. Wheh the men
practiced “crime” they were thor-

ough and inventive by the act and
1
unequaled in the defense, as the rec- |

|

the large and imaginative sin and its
unexpected excuse or justification
(as, for example, that three sinners
detected in removing a large cask of
beer were but exercising their mus-

iblood and horrors.

cles in “rowing it a piece along the
pave), bred a crop of forceful regi- !
mental charactars. Many, very many
of these have perished and left no!
record sayings passed from mouth tog
mouth through the long years, or a
blurred record of some desperately

heroic deed, light-heartedly con-
ceived and cunningly carried through
to its triumphant end and dismissed
with a jest.

of

The unpredictable incidence

death or wounds was a mystery that

gave the Irish full rein for sombre
speculation. Half an hour's furious
bombardment, with trenches blowing
in by lengths at a time, would end
in no more than extra fatigues for
the disgusted working parties that
had to repair damage. On another
day of still peace, one sudden light

shell might mangle every man in a |

bay and smear the duckboards with
A night patrol,
pinned down by a German flare
where they sprawled in the corn, and
machine gunned till their
comrades up all hope,
tumble back at
trenches unscathed, while far back
in some sheltered corner the skied
bullet, falling from a mile and a half
away, would send a man to hig ac-

gave would

count so silently that, till the body

g id off the estaminet bench, his neigh-
bors never guessed.
Before Loos.
On Sept. 18, 1915, the C. O.s of
all the battalions in the Guards

Division motored to the Bethune dis-
trict, where a reconnaissance was
made “from convenient observation
posts” of the country between
Cuinchy and Loos that they might
judge the weight of the task before
them.

It was a jagged, scarred and muti-
lated sweep of mining villages, fac-

tories, quarries, slag dumps, pit-
heads, chalk pits and railway em-

bankments—all the plant of an ela-

listoning;

i b !
last into their own

{ borate mechamical civilization econ-
inected above ground and below by
jevery means that Ingenuity and
{3abor could devise to the uses of
iwar. The ground was trenched and
tunneled with cemented and floored
works of terrifying permanency that
linrked together fortified redoubts,
| observation posts, concealed batter-
ies, rallying points and impregnable
shelters for waiting reserves. So it
ran along our front from Grenay
north of the plateau of Notre Dame
de Lorette, where two huge slag
heaps, known as the Double Cras-
sier, bristled with machine guns,
across the bare interlude of crop
land dbetween Loos and Hulluch,
where a high German redoubt
crowned the slopes to the village of

Haisnes with the low and dangerous
Hohenzollern redoudt south of it.

Triple lnes of barbed wire pro-
tected a system of ' triple trenches,
concrete-faced, holding d&ugouts 20
feet deep, with lifts for machine guns
which could appear and disappear in
emplacements of concrete over iron
rails, and the observation posts were
capped with steel cupolas. In the
background ample rallways and a
multitude of roads lay ready. to
launch fresh troops to any point that
might by any chance be forced in the
face of these obstacles.

Our armies wers brought up for
the most part on their own feet and
lay in trenches not in the least con-
creted; nor wers our roads to the
front wholly equal to the demands
on them, * © @

Opinions naturally a@iffer as ¢o
which was the least attractive period
of the war for the battalion, but
there was a general feeling that, eet-
ting aside the cruel wet of the Sal-
ient and the complicated barren mis-
eries of the Somme, the times after
Loos round the Hohenzollern Rea-
doubt and In the Laventie seétor
were the worst. i
(Copyright, 1923, by Rudyard Kipling. )
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If there be any mystery in the
training of war that specially distin-
guishes the Brigade of Guards from
their fellows it is that the officers
lie under discipline more exacting
than that of the rank and file, and.
that even more than in any other

into the fairway, and, written on a
paper on his chest, the legend:
“Sleep 1s sweet; undisturbed it is
divine;
So lift up your feet. and do not tread
o pne.”. . .
There were other preoccupations
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for those in ¢ommand. The second
Battle of Ypres, that month's mir-
acle of naked endurance against the
long-planned and coldly-thought-out
horror of gas, had begun near
Langemarck with the choking out of
the French and Canadian troops, and
had centinued day after day with the
sacrifice. of battalions and brigades,
regulars and territorials swallowed
up in the low gray-yellow gas banks
that threatened Ypres from Lange-
marck to Hill 60, or beaten to pulp
by heavy explosives and the remnant

|

riddled anew by machine guns. Once

:

branch of the service they are respor-
sible for! the comfort of their men.
Forced together as they were in tie
stark intimacy of the trenches, that
at any moment may test any soul
to the uttermost; revealed to each
other, every other day at least, in tife
long and wearisome march to billets,
where the companies and platoons
move slowly and sidevyays through
the communieation trenches, gam-
bling against death—if the Germar
heavies are busy—at each step of the!
road, officers and men . came to a
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