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CHAPTER ONE

RECRUITS
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T is after midnight on pay-day. Some of
| I the recruits are beginning to dribble into
the barracks bunk-room after a night’s
} carousal down the line.
- “Down the line” in Montreal is Cadieux
Street, St. Elizabeth Street, Lagauchetiere
{ Street, Vitre Street, Craig Street—a square
- mile of dilapidated, squalid red brick houses
 With red lights shining through the transoms,
} flooding the sidewalks with an inviting, warm
{ glow. The houses are known by their numbers,
1 169 or 72 or 184.
| Some of us are lying in our bunks, uncoy-
ered, showing our heavy gray woolen under-
wear—regulation Army issue.
- The heavy odor of stale booze and women
s in the air. A few jaundiced electric lights
| burn here and there in the barnlike bunk-room
| although it is long after “lights out.”
' In the bunk next to mine lies Anderson, a
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middle-aged, slightly bald man. He comes
from somewhere in the backwoods of northers:
Ontario and enlisted a few weeks ago. He wa
a Methodist lay preacher in civilian life, He.
is reading his Bible. The roistering arrivals
annoy him. The conversation is shouted across
the bunk-room: :

«“ ‘three bucks? I says. ‘What the helll:
D’yuh know there’s a war on? T don’t wantts:
buy yuh,” I says, ‘I only want yuh for aboﬂt}
twenty minutes.” ”’ :

There is a roar of laughter, :

« ‘I'm thirsty,” I says. ‘Where’s the'
water? When she’s gone I dips into hef
Pocket-book and sneaks me two bucks,”

A skeptical silence greets this. «

“—— yeah, that’s what you wish had hap”
pened.”

“Ask Brownie, he heard her bellyachin™—
dincha, Brownje?”

A singing, drunken trjo burst through th
door of the bunk-room and for a momen?
drowns out the controversy,

4
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A Young lad, not more than seventeen,

?taggers to the center of the room and retches

In

Is

the
wit

80,

to the slop-can.

Obscene roars from the bunks.

The boy sways.

“Hold it, Billy, hold it.”

“Missed it, by God!”

A howl of delight.

The boy staggers back to his bunk. His face
2 greenish-yellow under the dim lights.

N the far corner of the dormitory some of
boys begin to sing a war song. They sing
b & mock pathos.

I donsy want to die, I don’t want to die,

The bullets they whistle, the cannons they
roar,

T dony want to go up the line any more.
€ me over the sea, where Heinie he

. can’t get at me;

O, my, I'm too young to die,

want o go home.

Catealls ang hootings greet the end of the
8. Thereisa silence and then the desultory

5
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conversation is resumed. The remarks are ad- ;
dressed to no one in particular. They ar¢:
hurled into the center of the room and he who
wills may reply. ‘
« hey, lissen, fellers, don’t none of you
go down to 184 any more; they threw one of
our men out to-night.” :
“Sure, we'll bust her joint up.” :
I look at Anderson. His forehead is dravvl1 ;
into furrows. He frowns. Little beads 0f f
perspiration stand out on his red face. 'The
room is fouled with the odors of dissipation
He waits cautiously for a lull in the convers#” |
tion. With a spring he jumps into the middleé
of the room, the seat of the underwear which i
t0o big for him hanging comically in his res?
In an evangelical voice he cries: ‘

“Men, do you know you’re sinning in the
eyes of the Lord?’

A salvo of oaths greets him.
“Shut up.”

“Go to hell.”
“Take a jump in the lake.”

6
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He is undeterred. He continues:
“Some of you men would put your bodies
‘Where T wouldn’t put my swagger stick.”
“Shut up, sky-pilot.”
“Tt’s good for pimples.”
€ stands on the bare floor facing the tor-
*eht of ribaldry. His long red face is set. His
Voice sounds like an insistent piccolo above
the bl'aying of trombones.
“Wel, anyway God didn’t make your
bodies for that.”
He goes back to his bed.
he orderly sergeant crashes through the
%r and faces us menacingly.
The room is quiet.

. Our train is to leave Bonaventure Station at
“ight. At four the officers try to get the men
a Shape. More than half the battalion is

Unk, Pgils of black coffee are brought
:;Ollnd. Some of the bad ones have buckets

cold water sluiced over them.

It takeg an hour to line the men for parade

7
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outside the barracks. Men are hauled out of°
their bunks and strapped into their equipment:
They stare vacantly into the faces of those who
Jostle them.,

Outside in the streets we hear the sounds of -
celebration. 7

Fireworks are being exploded in our honor" !

The drunks are shoved into position. !

The officers take their places. ;

The band strikes up and we march a.ndi
stagger from the parade square into the street

Outside a mob cheers and roars, E

Women wave their handkerchiefs,

When we come to the corner of St. Catherin
and Windsor Streets a salve of firework?
bursts over the marching column. It letters
the night in red, white and blue characters i
The pale faces of the swaying men shine unde’
the sputtering lights. Those of us who arfi
sober steady our drunken comrades.

Flowers are tossed into the marching rank®

Sleek men standing on the broad wide step®

8
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°f the Windsor Hotel throw packages of
Cigal‘ettes at us. Drunken, spiked heels crush
T03es and cigarettes underfoot.

The city has been celebrating the departure
of the battalion. All day long the military
Police had been rounding up our men in
Saloong, i brothels. We are heroes, and the
Women gre hysterical now that we are leaving.

€Y scream at us:

“Good-by and good luck, boy-y-y-ys.”

They break our ranks and kiss the heavily-
aden boys. A befurred young woman puts

°r soft arm around my neck and kisses me.
®Smells of perfume. After the tense excite-
Went of the day it is delightful. She turns her
A€ to me and laughs. Her eyes are soft. She
% been drinking a little. Her fair hair shines
™M under g black fur toque. I feel lonely.
910t want to go to war. She marches along
My side. The battalion is no longer march-
& It straggles, disorganized, down the
Teet leading to the station.

9
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I am only eighteen and I have not had any
experiences with women like this. I kike this:
' girl’s brazenness.

“Kiss me, honey,” she commands, I obey:
I like all this confusion now. War—heroes—
music—the fireworks—this girl’s kiss, No-
body notices us. I hang on to her soft furry
arm. I cling to it as the station looms at the
bottom of the street. :

She is the last link between what T am Jeav
ing and the war. In a few minutes she will b¢
gone. I am afraid now. I forget all my fin€ |
heroic phrases. I do not want to wear thes
dreadfully heavy boots, nor carry this leade? ;
Pack. T want to fling them away and stsy
with this fair girl who smells faintly of per
fume, I grip her arm tightly. I think I
could slip away unseen with her. We could
run through the crowd, far away somewheré:
I remember the taunting song, “Oh, my, I'M
too young to die.” I am hanging on to hef }
arm,

“Hey, soldier boy, you're hurting my arm.”

10
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—_——
We are at the station. 'We are hustled in-
flide. We stagger into the trains. We drop
'nto seats, We wait, for hours, it seems. The
firain does not move. The singing and cheer-
"8 outside dies down. In a little while the
Station jg deserted. Only a few lonely baggage
Men ang Porters move here and there. At last
the trai slowly begins to move. . . .
€ boys lie like sacks of potatoes in the red
plusll-covered seats. Some of us are green
ulfder the gills, White-faced, we reel to the
toilets, The floor is slimy and wet.

11
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IN THE TRENCHES







[

* E leave the piles of rubble that was
W once a little Flemish peasant town
: and wind our way, in Indian file,
- Up through the muddy communication trench.
@ In the dark we stumble against the sides of
the trench and tear our hands and clothing on
the bits of embedded barbed wire that runs
through the earth here as though it were a
;. Beological deposit.

Fry, who is suffering with his feet, keeps
Slipping int,, holes and crawling out, all the
Way up. Y can hear him coughing and panting
behing ype,

I hear hing slither into a water-filled hole. It

35 & green scum on it. Brown and I fish him
out. ‘

“T cant g0 any farther,” he wheezes. “Let
e lie here, I'll come on later.”

€ block the narrow trench and the on-
§ °Oming men stumple on us, banging their

15
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equipment and mess tins on the sides of the:
ditch. Some trip over us. They curse undef:
their breaths.

Our captain, Clark, pushes his way through?
the mess. He is an Imperial, an Englishman»;f
and glories in his authority.

“So it’s you again,” he shouts. “Conl‘;i
on, get up. Cold feet, eh, getting near thé;
line?” |
Fry mumbles something indistinctly. I, to0:
offer an explanation. Clark ignores me.

“Get up, you're holding up the line,” he sa¥*
to Fry.

Fry does not move.

“No wonder we're losing the bloody wat |
Clark says loudly. The men standing near-bY
laugh. Encouraged by his success, the captai®
continues: :

“Here, sergeant, stick a bayonet up his b€
hind—that'll make him move.” A few of V]
help Fry 1o his feet, and somehow we manag’
to keep him going.

We proceed cautiously, heeding the war?’

16
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ings of those ahead of us. At last we reach our
POSitions,

* . . . .

_ It i midnight when we arrive at our posi-
Flons- The men we are relieving give us a few
lnstructions and leave quickly, glad to get out.

It is September and the night is warm. Not
2 sounq disturbs the quiet. Somewhere away
flr to oup right we hear the faint sound of con-

"Mous thunder. The exertion of the trip up
e line hqg made us sweaty and tired. We
Slip Most of our accouterments off and lean
gaingt the parados. We have been warned

at the enemy is but a few hundred yards

2 80 we speak in whispers. It is. perfectly
Stll, I remember nights like this in the Lau-
fentiang, The harvest moon rides overhead.
cor ur Sergeant, Johnson, appears around the

. U€T of the bay, stealthily like a ghost. He
S Us instructions:

'€ man up on sentry duty! Keep your

N lcovered with the rubber sheet! No smok-
gl”

Ve
[13
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He hurries on to the next bay. Fry mount$
the step and peers into No Man’s Land. Heg
is rested now and says that if he can only get
a good pair of boots he will be happy. He has
taken his boots off and stands in his stockingedg
feet. He shows us where his heel is cut. H¥,
boots do not fit. The sock is wet with blood"
He wants to take his turn at sentry duty ﬁr9t§
so that he can rest later on. We agree. |

Cleary and I sit on the firing-step and talk
quietly.

“So this is war.”

“Quiet.”

“Yes, just like the country back home, eb?’

We talk of the trench; how we can make it
more comfortable.

We light cigarettes against orders and c¥f
our hands around them to hide the glow. we
sit thinking, Fry stands motionless with bif
steel helmet shoved down almost over his eye*
He leans against the parapet motionles®
There is a quiet dignity about his posture.

18
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: H E TREN
& - he base about
Member what we were told at t ; e 0
alling asleep on sentry duty. I n
8. He grunts.
Asleep2 I whisper. o
“No,” he answers, “I’'m all right.
at do you see?”’
“Nothlng‘ Wire and posts.”
Tn.ed Vi
“Tm g]] right.” .
he Sergeant reappears after a while
qulnch our cigarettes. )
Everythlng O.K. here?
I hod,
an
L°°k out over there. They got the range
Watch out.”

We continue
We light another cigarette.
a'"Illess talk.

Wonder what St. Catherine Street looks
hke\n

¢

(Y3

Ame old thing, I suppose—stores, whores,
the Caters.

“lee to be there just the same—
19
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“Me too.” ‘

We sit and puff our fags for half a minut
or so.

I try to imagine what Montreal looks liké;
The images are murky. All that is unreality’
The trench, Cleary, Fry, the moon overhead~
this is real. v

In his corner of the bay Fry is beginning W
move from one foot to another. It is time ¥
relieve him. He steps down and I take s
place. I look into the wilderness of posts and
wire in front of me.

After a while my eyes begin to water. IL
see the whole army of wire posts begin to mo"}
like g silent host towards me.

I blink my eyes and they halt.

I doze a little and come to with a jerk.

So this is war, I say to myself again for 1
hundredth time. Down on the firing-step !
boys are sitting like dead men. The thund?!
to the right has died down. There is a5
lutely no sound. :

I try to imagine how an action would stﬂﬂ

20 i
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I try 1o fancy the preliminary bombardment.

Temember gl] the precautions one has to take
to Protect one’s life, Fall flat on your belly,
Ve .had been told time and time again. The
Shriek of the shell, the instructor in trench war-
8re said, was no warning because the shell

“veled faster than its sound. First, he had

%d, came the explosion of the shell—then

- CAle the shriek and then you hear the firing

°f the gun,

) oF Tom the stories I heard from veteran's and
of :“feWSpaper reports I conjure up a plct}n'e
the i‘mflginary action. I see myself gettfng
darg ®W1s gun in position. I see it spurting
of b:tOf flame into the night. I hear the roar
the 1 tle. I feel elated. Then I try to fancy-

Orrors of the battle. I see Cleary, Fry

he rown 'stretched out on the firing-step.
et is;a"e Stl'ﬂ" and their faces are white and
alive, the stillness of death. Only I remain
?:ultnaUdible movement in front of me pulls
of the dream. I look down and see

21
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‘Fry massaging his feet. Allisstill. The moo®
sets slowly and everything becomes dark.

The sergeant comes into the bay again and}
whispers to me: !

“Keep your eyes open now—they might;
come over on a raid now that it’s dark. 'Th¢
wire’s cut over there—” He points a litth
to my right. ,

I stand staring into the darkness. Every’
thing moves rapidly again as I stare. I loo¥
away for a moment and the illusion ceases.

Something leaps towards my face.

I jerk back, afraid.

Instinctively I feel for my rifle in the corn®
of the bay,

It is a rat.

It is as large as a tom-cat. It is three fed
away from my face and it looks steadily s
me with its two staring, beady eyes. It is fab
Its long tapering tail curves away from ia
padded hindquarters. There is still a itV
light from the stars and this light shines faintlf
on its sleek skin. With g darting movement "}

22
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disﬂppears. I remember with a cold feeling
that it yag fat, and why.

Cleary taps my shoulder. It is time to be
Felieveq,

Over in the German lines I hear quick, sharp
"Ports, Then the red-tailed comets of the
minenwerfer sail high in the air, making parab-
D28 of reg light as they come towards us.

°Y look pretty, like the fireworks when we
NG Montreal, The sergeant rushes into the
bay of the trench, breathless. “Minnies,” he
Shouts, and dashes on.

1 that instant there is a terrific roar directly
ind yg,

The night whistles and flashes red.

€ trench rocks and sways.

Ud and earth leap into the air, come down
°0us in heaps,

® throw ourselves upon our faces, clawing

Rails into the soft earth in the bottom of
t}le trench.

AJlO‘Cher !

p

23
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This one crashes to splinters about twentf}

feet in front of the bay.
Part of the parapet caves in,

We try to burrow into the ground lik¢

frightened rats.

The shattering explosions splinter the air i
a million fragments. I taste salty liquid o
my lips. My nose is bleedmg from the for¢

of the detonations.

SOS flares go up along our front calliIl‘S

for help from our artillery. The signals sal
into the air and explode, giving forth shower!
of red, white and blue lights held aloft by *
silken parachute.

The sky is lit by hundreds of fancy ﬁrewol'k’
like a night carnival.

The air shrieks and cat-calls.

Still they come.

I am terrified. I hug the earth, digging m)’
fingers into every crevice, every hole.

A blinding flash and an exploding howl
few feet in front of the trench,

My bowels liquefy,

24
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~ Acrid smoke bites the throat, parches the
vouth. T am beyond mere fright. I am
frozen with an insane fear that keeps me cow-
ering in the bottom of the trench. I lie flat
0 my heljy, waiting. . . .

Suddenly it stops.

e fire lifts and passes over us to the
Tenches jpn the rear.
€ lie still, unable to move. Fear has
Tobbeqd yg of the power to act. I hear Fry
whimpel'ing‘ near me. I crawl over to him with
gfeat effort, He is half covered with earth and
bris, e begin to dig him out.

TQ our right they have started to shell the
frong es. It is about half a mile away. We
® Dot care, We are safe.

ithoyt warning it starts again.
€ air screams and howls like an insane
""Oman.

We are getting it in earnest now. Again

OW ourselves face downward on the bot-
of the trench and grovel like savages be-
this demoniac frenzy.

25
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The concussion of the explosions batter]
against us.

I am knoeked breathless.

I recover and hear the roar of the bombard’j
ment,

It screams and rages and boils like an ang?y
sea. I feel a prickly sensation behind my ey®
balls.

A shell lands with a monster shriek in tb
next bay. The concussion rolls me over on DY
back. I see the stars shining serenely abo¥j
us. Another lands in the same place. Sud’
denly the stars revolve. I land on my show
der. T have been tossed into the air.

I begin to pray.

“God—God—please . . .”

I remember that I do not believe in Go¥
Insane thoughts race through my brain.
want to catch hold of something, somethit$
that will explain this mad fury, this manis¢
congealed hatred that pours down on 0%
heads. I can find nothing to console ¢
nothing to appease my terror. I know the!

26
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h‘lndreds of men are standing a mile or two
Tom e pulling gun-lanyards, blowing us
0 Smithereens. I know that and nothing
else, :
L begin to cough. The smoke is thick. It
Yolls in heavy clouds over the trench, blurring
© Stabbing lights of the explosions.
Shell bursts near the parapet.
Tagments smack the sandbags like a merci-
shower of steel hail,
Piece of mud flies into my mouth. It is
and refreshing. It tastes earthy.
Suddelﬂy it stops again.
Ury my face in the cool, damp earth. I

Want to Weep. But I am too weak and shaken
Or tea.rs.

ess

(3001

e lie still, waiting. . . .

e * . .

€ do not know what day it is. We have
it ‘ount, It makes no difference whether
d: Sunday op Mondsy. It is merely another
¥~a day on which one may die.
€ shelling g few nights ago smashed our
27
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section of the trench. We built it up agsi®
and the next night another shell demolishes it
We are now exposed to rifle fire on our left
flank. There are snipers in the woods abot’
half a mile away. All day long we have ¥;
crawl on our bellies. Brownie straightened vf}
for a moment when he was going to the latrin®
yesterday and a sniper knocked his helmet off
He came into the dugout and related his €*
perience to us:

“God, a man can’t even pump ship withoﬂt
being shot at. Some war!”

We are supposed to be resting, but rest ¥
impossible; we are being eaten alive by lic® |
We cannot sleep for them. We sit and tal¥
and dig feverishly in our chests, under o
arms, between our legs. Our rambling conve®’
sation is interrupted by sharp little cracks ¥}
we crush the vermin between our thumb-nai®
A tiny drop of blood spurts in one’s face #
they are crushed. ‘

We talk of our experiences with the mine" |

28
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et fer—the mine-throwing trench mortars—
the other night. Cleary speaks up:
1 thought I was dead a dozen times. When
3 sandbag caught me on the head I thought
Was g goner.”
Quote: “He who lives more lives than one,
More deqthg than one must die.”
“What's thatz»
A line from one of Wilde’s poems.”
e looks at me for & moment in silence.
: W, crap.”
0 is this guy, Wilde?” Fry asks.
Start to tel] him, but the words sound hol-
a0d flat here, I stress the scandalous fea-
Ol:lres of the story and repeat an epigram that
@ soungeq so sparkling in my high-school
. F Iy closes his eyes and turns his head
gy,

£ I begin to feel down the seam of my trousers
Or Jice,

i To‘morrow we are to be relieved. We keep
alkin

& about it all day.
29
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We are going insane with scratching. MY
chest is a raw wound. When I am awake 1
seratch as little as possible, but when I sleep
I scratch until I bleed and the pain wakes m¢
up. Yesterday when I crawled into the dug’
out after sentry duty, I heard Brown moaning
in his sleep and scratching under his arms.

The sapper who was helping us repair th¢
trench the other night, said that the German? |
brought the lice with them from Germany-

“They are a filthy rice; the bloody swines”
he added in a cockney accent.

I suggested that possibly the dirt and th¢
dead bodies might be the cause. He looked ot
me sharply and said: "

“I says they’re Heinie lice and I knao¥}
They got black stripes on their backs, aves”
they? In Blighty I never saw a louse with

black stripes on them. They’re bloody bosch¢®
I knaow.” '

On the way down to the latrine yesterd”’y
I noticed that a shell had torn a hole into %

30
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of the sides of the communication trench.
Some Wwire stuék out from the hole, some old
s of unopened bully beef and the toe of
a boot,

It was an officer’s boot made of soft brown
Cather, .
I tugged at it until it gave way a little and
N it came easily.
It was filled with a decaymg: fO'Ot- ;I‘he
Or was sickening. I dropped it in disgust. .
en I came back, Brown limped. towards
®latrine. He was gone quite a while; Wllllen
€ returned he had a pair of soft brown leather
88 tucked under his arm. .
‘T found them near the —-—-:——house, ' e
Saiq, “They’re dirty, but with a little cleaning
"eyll be a1l right, They're just the right size.
tl‘ied them on.” .
€ sat down beside me and took his S}.lOe
*d socl off. “Look at this,” he said, showing
© his foot. The back of his heel was as raw
& llunp of meat.

th
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OUT ON REST
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E are out on rest now for the third
time. We are in a little peasant '
village; a score or so of neglected,

I s;:"uined houses and as many barns, pig-
Qh&t’ sheds. The officers occupy a deserted
arneal-l‘ My section is quartered in a lzf.rge
: ave With g gaping roof. Successive battalions
: rested here and have used the planks of
® Y00f a5 fuel. We continue the tradition.
! % ddee Y&I:d outside is a towering. manure-p-ile,
] j‘lice n W.lth rich plant-nourishing, steaming
. ® S Which we smell even in our sleep.
1o wal:'h man has a pile of ancient gray straw
i egte‘gh he makes his bed. It is so vermin-
b iy, .9 that if one stands and listens when it
of Wet he can hear the scraping and scurrying
| e‘ Pests underneath.
It dals’ late.afternoon; we are through with
I 031;8 fatigues and are sitting about digging
our boots, shining brass buttons, clean-
35
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ing and oiling our rifles and killing lice i*
between times. ,
We have long since learned that the word
rest' is another military term meaning som¢
thing altogether different. Take artillerf
duel, for example. We are in the line—sud ;
denly the enemy artillery begins to bombafd‘i
us. We cower behind the sandbags, trembling
white-faced, tight-lipped. Our own gu}
reply. They begin to hammer the enemy’)
front line. The infantrymen on both side"
suffer, are killed, wounded. 'This is called |
artillery duel.
We are taken from the trenches and mﬂf"',l ‘
for endless hours to billets. The first day
we really rest. Then begins an mtermlnﬂb
routine of fatigues. We march, drill, shi?’
buttons, do guard duty, serve as batmen f or V'
officers, practice grenade-throwing, machi”}
gunnery, and at night we are taken by lorﬁ f
behind the lines to do wiring and trench‘dl
ging. This is called out on rest. |
Clark, our captain, does not make life ol

36
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too Pleasant for us. He is tall and blond and
akes an insufferable pride in his uniform. He
Vears very light, smart buckskin riding-
*eeches in and out of the trenches. His
“ather s brightly polished and his equipment
at_ld insignia gleam malignantly in contrast
Our seedy, mud-stained uniforms. Yes-
Yay he gave us a stern lecture on cleanli-
*8 and ordered that we must shave every
ay, It gives you greater morale, he said.
°W can you expect to kill a German when
y.o U feel like dying yourself? he asked. It is
®T cold, and when we shaved this morning in
® cold water our faces were blue for hours
f Twards,

TO‘day Brownie came under Clark’s dis-
a::slIre. Wherever there is a stray bit of
it ed‘Wire Brown is sure to be hooked on to
St 15 uniform is almost in tatters. The
iy 18 .ShOddy and comes apart easily. Before

18 morning Clark hauled him over the
for being & disgrace to the company.
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Brownie stood erect and glared.. This infur®
ated Clark and he ordered Brown’s name P
taken for “silent insolence.” ;

Brown is now sitting on his pile of stra"‘
muttering imprecations at his officer.

“I’ll kill the bastard—that’s what I'Il d%
I’'m just waiting until we get into a real scrsf'
I’ll plug the son-of-a-bitch between the show?
der blades.”

We go on with our scraping and polishiné
We are silent in the face of the torrent of ot
and complaints which stream from Brown.

After a while Broadbent, the lance-corpor
begins our favorite game. Between the crac®’
ing of lice he says:

“If you had a wish what would you W’sb
for?” I

Brown is the first wisher. '

“I wish that bloody bastard Clark W"
dead.” 1

“A lot of good that’s gonna do you,” S”Y’ ;
Fry. “That won’t put beans in your belly

a8




s OUT ON REST

“Tust the same, I'd give a month’s pay to
%e him stretched out.”
“Clean sheets,” a voice says from a dark-
e'.‘ed corner of the barn. It is Cleary. “Great
'8, white, cool sheets and no lice, and I'm
Wllling to let White Breeches live.”
We all agree,
¢ are filthy, our bodies are the color of
© earth we have been living in these past
O0ths, We are alive with vermin and sit
P.leking at ourselves like baboons. It is months
mc.e we have been out of our clothes. We
t;gln to talk of the last time we slept .be-
R “en sheets. A flood of reminiscences begins.
fown forgets his hatred for Clark for the
. ment gng rhapsodizes over his last night
& rea] bed.
.TOWn is g farmer’s son. He came from
al'lnce Edward Island. He is tall, awkward
continually stumbling into things. He
p;’:s n'o.t grasp ideas quickly, not even the sim-
Wilitary ones, and this has made him the
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butt for the ridicule of his mates and an object!
of hatred for Clark. He is about the same ag” |
as most of us—nineteen or twenty. ;

He is the only married man in the sectioﬂ'g
Two weeks before the battalion left Montret‘1
a girl whom he knew back home came to th;
barracks and they got married. He cbtairled
permission from the colonel to live outsid®
They took a furnished room somewhere and|
for two weeks Brown enjoyed complete and
absolute married bliss.

We now know every little detail of th*
honeymoon. While waiting to entrain or lyi®$
in dugouts between fatigues, Brown b¥
gradually pieced together for us the brief f¢¥ ‘
days of his married life. He starts to tell ¥{
again of his last night with Martha:

“The last night I slept between clean whil’
sheets was with my wife. Oh, man!” ‘

He smiles in contemplation. ;

We urge him to tell us more. We know ¥ ,

story in all its minute variations, but we edf |
him on.
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Ttis one of the many ways we can forget the
“ar for a few moments. The Jjoking is raw,

Pel, and we know it, but continue neverthe-
€8s,

We have heard every physical and emotional
foip of Martha’s. It seems as though we are
Married to her. We know, as well as Brown
t}(:ies’ that she has a large mole on her right
8h near her hip; he has told us of all her
*actions to his advances on the marital night.
® enjoy these confidences like the moujik
:: llll(()f When he could have no vodka, preferred
ng ahout it.
.Anderson, the ex-lay preacher, is with us.
i 8 Wish is that the war would end, but this
38ainst the rules of the game. The wish
l‘l‘st be specific. His is ruled out.

Wish I was home with Martha,” says
Bl‘own

an'-flhe wishing is resumed. It begins in
®st when some one wishes for food.
o leary speaks:
Whats the use of wishing for weeks in bed
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with a fat wench. Why, Brownie, you'd cavé
in after the first ten minutes. We haven’t had ‘
a decent meal for months. I mean a mes
I’d give everything I own for a big helping o
English roast beef, red inside and tapering 0%
to a crisp brown outside—big brown bake’
potatoes split open on top and sprinkled with
a little paprika—and a great hunk of York,
shire pudding. Top that off with a bottle of;
cool ale.”

He sucks his saliva loudly and closes bi’r
eyes. After a while he adds: “And by roa"tf
beef I mean beef and not horses’ meat—it*
gotta be soft, JUICy, and red with a little blO"d :
oozing out of it.” T.

“And to think,” says Fry, “of all the gO"d ‘
meals I turned down in my life. Many’s f‘
time I passed up a big dish of brown D¢,
steW with red carrots and yellow turnips flos” ;

ing in it, just to run out and grab a ham 58, :
wich in a restaurant. If I ever get out of ‘
T’ll never refuse a thing my mother sets b
fore me.”
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“What’s the matter with a ham sandwich?”

Toadbent asks.

“And to think that I once told the old lady

8 roast goose was too rich for me and turkey
Was too dry. I can see that goose now, stuffed
With app]es and chestnuts and little rivers of
8 Tunning down the sides.”
It i Broadbent’s turn:
“The best meal I ever had was when I got
¥ five days’ leave in London. A tart took
®10 a place in Soho. Man, I put it away
ntil thought I would bust. You know,
hink that soldiering makes your belly
shl‘ink\”

At this we lapse into silence.

¢ are hungry.
¥is four o’clock and it is a full hour before

ine wil] 8¢t our hunk of gray war bread dipped

3¢0n grease and a mess-tin full of pale un-
Ctened teg,

In

Swe

§ € have learned who our enemies are—the
e
> S0me of our officers and Death.
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Of the first two we speak continually, the
last we rarely refer to. :

Strangely, we never refer to the German$ ?
as our enemy. In the week-old newspape’
which comes up from the base we read of th¢
enemy and the Hun, but this is newspape
talk and we place no stock in it. Instead W€ !
call him Heinie and Fritz. The nearest w°:
get to unfriendliness is when we call hi® ;
“square-head.” But our persistent and ever”
present foe is the louse.

We have been sleeping in our clothes no¥
for months. It is impossible to take them off;
It is winter and the barn is cold. We hav® !
rigged up a stove of sorts made of some pipi® :
and tin which we found near by. We sif
facing the fire and talk in a rambling fashio® {
As we talk we hunt for lice. |

Fry suddenly appears at the door with ’
flat-iron in his hand.

“What’s that for?” Broadbent asks.

“The god-damned lice,” Fry grunts.

“What are you going to do? Brain rem’

44
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“You Just watch.”

He takes a board and places his tunic on
Fhe board. We watch closely. He heats the
on over the fire and then runs the hot iron

OWn the seam. There is a quick series of
Tacks. Tittle spurts of blood come in a stream
Tom the inside of the seam. Fry looks up tri-
umphantly.
i “‘That’s the way to kill ’em, by God. And
ills the eggs, t0o.”
€ all take our tunics and trousers off and
e‘g(in to iron the lice out of our clothes.

OW about the straw?’ Anderson asks.
aliVe,”

“It’s

. € see that this will be an endless game.
‘ Nyway,” says Fry, “we’ll sleep to-night
o a COouple of hours.”
“0 nison, the sergeant, appears at the door.
TOWn,” he says, “orderly room for you.”
We II'OWn buts on his tunic and puttees and
°0k him over to see that he is properly

osed for hig appearance before the colonel.
® Boes oyt,
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P

In the meantime our food comes around/é
a hunk of bread the size of a fist, a piece of
cheese, a raw onion and a mess-tin full of up’ -
sweetened tea. ‘
We are smoking after supper and BroWn

reappears.
“What d’yuh get?” we ask. (
“Two hours pack drill,” he answers and sit¥
down to eat. We have nothing to say, so we
sit by quietly as he munches his food.
In a field beyond the few houses and bar?® !
which form the village is the parade ground‘ ¢
It is nearly dark. Out of the twilight heavilf’ |
laden forms emerge. The earth is soft 87°.
soggy. Brown, like the others, is ready fof |
his pack drill. He is dressed in his greatcO“t’ f
carries full equipment and pack, rifle and on?
hundred and twenty rounds of ammuniti®® Z
in his pouches. Johnson, the sergeant, 1 »
charge. He inspects each man; there
about ten.
Fry and I stand near by and watch.
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We hear their panting and wheezing. Eve?
in the half-dark we can see the red, strained
faces, the wide-opened eyes.

We can stand it no longer: we know th e
agony of the jumping pack, the banging of th¢ ‘
entrenching tools on the buttocks, the leade?
ammunition tugging at aching shoulders. we
walk away towards the estaminet,

As we walk we hear Johnson shout: “Co* ;
on, make it snappy,” and we hear a sllgh ‘
acceleration of the clanging of the drillet’ |
equipment.

“That’s the hell of it,” says Fry. “Eigh® |
een days in the line, get the guts shelled O‘ft ‘
of yuh—and then all the thanks yuh get ¥
this—” He jerks his thumb towards the P*
rade ground. ‘

We enter the estaminet. The warm O
odor of wine fills our nostrils. Voices, cheer®
by wine, call to us. We sit down at g tabl |
The madame, red- faced, mountainous boso” :
beady eyes, serves us with a bottle of vin rovd”
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“He'1 be too damned tired to come down
Cre after he’s done,” Fry says.
The heat, the wine, goes to our heads. We
¢el that we ought to do something for poor
TWnie, but we cannot think of anything.
his ig war; there is so much misery, heart-
flchess agony and nothing can be done about
etter to sit here and drink the sour, hard
Vine ang try to forget. The blue haze of to-
%0 smoke begins to sway a little.
Ctter to forget. . . . _
W it is not easy to forget. Fry’s wine
:}akes him talkative, moody, bitter. His face

fars ap ugly expression of half sneer, half
Sow,

“They t
Oup blo od

f rest
giVe

ake everything from us: our lives,
» our hearts; even the few lousy hours
» they take those, too. Our Job is to
> And theirg is to take., . . .”

€ order another bottle.
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BACK TO THE ROUND
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IX days in reserve near the light artil-
lery, six days in supports, six days in
the front trenches—and then out to

ive or six days out on rest and then

*< 3gain; sjx days, six days, rest.
o Mdlessly in and out. Different sectors,
“Tent names of trenches, different trenches,
illfe:tways the same trenches, thfa same yellow,
ed carth, the same screaming shells, the
® COmet-tajleqd “minnies” with their splin-

8
tel-in
the;

Tegt,

8 Toar, The same rats, fat and sleek with
gi r COrpse-filled bellies, the same gleaming
withe €yes. The same lice which we can.'y
a US Wherever we go. In and out, in
lessl out, endlessly, sweating, endlessly, end-
are Voo Somewhere it is summer, but here
etOns © same trenches. 'The trees here are skel-
8 Olding stybg of stark, shell-amputated
Wagy OWards the sky. No flowers grow in this
© lang,
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This is our fifth day in the front line, on¢ !
more day and out we go back to rest. g

For the past few days it has been rainin§ .
ceaselessly. We are soaked and chilled. |

It is near dawn. ;

As the smudge of gray appears in the eash |
the odors of the trenches rise in a miasmal mist |
on all sides of us. The soaked earth here ¥ :
nothing but a thin covering for the putres |
cence which lies underneath; it smells like a citf
garbage dump in mid-August. We are sun¥
in that misery which men fall into throug’
utter hopelessness.

We are in a shallow trench and last night
the enemy trench mortars blew away part ¢ )
the parapet, so that now we are exposed ¥ |
enfilade fire from our left. g

We will have to wait until nightfall to 1¢ |
pair it,

They are sniping at us. )

About two hundred yards from us theré ¥
a little wood, and in this wood there are snip®”
hidden somewhere among the trees.
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The broken parapet does not hide us and
%e have to crawl around on our hands and
€es because the sniper can shoot down. the
"9tk of our trench.
¢ remember what the instructor in trench
“arfare told us at the base. “Enfilade fire is

' directed down the length of a line or
Tench, It is fire coming from the flanks.

®ep low,»

But the instructor is at the base, safe and
comfor’cable, and we are here in this muddy
trffnch,

Six short days in a trench!

tis nothing, it seems; less than a week but
Seems Jike an eternity as we wait for night
Vhen e shall be relieved.
he dugouts here are filled with water and
€ live jp hastily constructed funk-holes, holes
lll'I‘OWed into the side of the parapet or
Parado& We are wet to the skin.

Why do we crawl about here?

It Wwould be better, it seems, to dash into

an’s Land and chance death, or down
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the communication trench to temporary safety
—and a firing squad. But we are disciplined'
Months of training on the rolling Suss¢®
downs, at the base, in the periods of rest, ha%
stiffened us. Wemust carry on, carryon. . * '

In a thousand ways this has been dri]l‘ed ‘,
into our heads. The salute, the shining of o
brass buttons, the correct way to twist a puttee
and so on. A thousand thundering orders! ~ }
thousand trivial rules, each with a penalty for |
an infraction, has made will-less robots of v :
all. All, without exception. . . .

‘Half a mile from our partly expﬂsed
trench, hidden in the hollow of a tree, sit$ ’ ?
sniper holding an oiled, perfect rifle. !

Every night they bring him his ratios®
maybe with a little extra schnapps, for I kn?
our snipers get an extra rum ration.

Sooner or later this German sniper, sz
keeps us cowering in cold fear, will be cﬂugb
in an advance by our troops. ”

We will fall upon him and bayonet him B k,s
a hapless trench rat. He will crawl out of
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hfding'place as the first wave swarms about
"M menacingly. He will hold his trembling
ands op high and stammer the international
Yord fop compassion and mercy. He will say
2 beautiful word comrade, a word born in
uﬂ"ering and sorrow, but we will stab him
f::’ll shouting to one another, “Hey, look, we
Ourn-d 2 sniper!” And our faces will harden,
. flamed eyes will become slits and men
Istah futilely at his prostrate body.
U now they bring him his little extra
Ons,
Hig rifle is fitted with telescopic sights so
e&t We are brought quite close to him. Slowly
R “'Vates his weapon, looks through the glass
S€es his target as though it is but a few
of :'Way. Then he pulls the trigger and one
drops out of sight.
alml; tollr shattered trench we move about
d(less doubled over in two, much as a man
So Who s suffering with abdominal pains.

Qnm“times to get relief we crawl, like babies,
fours

Tagj
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The sniper’s rifle cracks and we flop dow!
groveling in the muddy bottom of the trenc
Minutes pass before we move. No one i
dead and slowly we face each other with grsy’
sheepishly smiling faces. ’

We lie cowering in the bottom of the trenct

There is nothing to do until rations co® |
up, and we talk in whispers,

It is graying in the east.

The war sleeps.

No guns.

The machine gunners are quiet.

We talk.

“You’d think a guy would like to die 11Vlrlg
a life like this,” says Fry. “But we flop J‘]st !
the same.”

“How do you know you’re gonna get kil
for sure?” says Brown.

Anderson does not speak, he lies with b
cheek glued to the ground. His lips mov® #
prayer. He gives us the creeps.

“Maybe you'd only go blind or go patty *
something.”
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“Yeah, that’s it. How do you know you’re
8oung, get killed 7

We all agree that a swift death would be a
P.leasant thing. At the crack of the distant
" we cower lower in silent fear.

It js dawn now.
%0n g carrier will bring us our rations, and
% so0n ag it is divided between us and we have
on ed oyr bellies, we will go to sleep and leave
® Man on sentry duty.
sn‘It is quiet, The guns are quiet. Even th.e
. 'Per ig quiet. It is half an hour since last his
© sent us flopping into the mud.
ang Vel.‘ the trench a few sparrows squabble
do, chirp with care-free energy. They. swoop
. ' on the sandbagged parapet and sit look-
§ at us with perky heads cocked to one side.
€look at them in amazement.
€Y startle us with their noisy merriment,
ﬁeelfie foolish birds who may live in peaceful
¢ $ and forests and who come to look for
n a barren, waste battlefield.
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They fly away suddenly towards the Ger
man lines.

“They’re lost, I guess,” Brown says.

The ration carrier crawls round the corné
of the bay of the trench and dumps a haiff
sandbag half-filled with grub on the firing" !
step. He says nothing and walks away. He¥ |
tired; he has been carrying food all night. |

We take turns in sharing the food amon$
ourselves. To-day it is Brown’s turn. ‘

He spreads his rubber sheet along the firin§’
step. He bends low and empties the food in®’
the sheet; a piece of yellow cheese, three 1ar8® ‘
Spanish onions, a paper container of AW
tralian jam labelled strawberry, but made °
figs and artificially flavored with chemic®’
Wwhich we can taste but do not mind; some ¢*
sugar, condensed milk and a great hunk °
gray war bread. k

With hungry, grimy fingers he deftly c“_ts'
slices, divides the food. We look on W |
greedy, alert eyes to see that Justice is beif
done. From time to time he looks nervou*
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Over hig shoulder in the direction of the con-
:ealled sniper in the distant woods. Our eyes

ollow his. His glance catches mine and he
Smileg faintly.
h “DOH’t want to die before breakfast, eh?”
€ saysg,
I Stile and nod and look at the food.
the 4 derson stands up to get a better view of

%od. He leans over my shoulder.
Toadbent snarls a warning.
€ are nervous.
Parthe grub is soon divided into five equ:?.l
intg % We each take our share :fnd Stlfﬂ’ it
in thOUI' haversacks. We will eat it at leisure
W funk-hole after stand-down. The sun
S00n rise and the immediate danger of an
¢k wil) be over.
by Towp, shakes the rubber sheet clean of

Crumbs and bits of onion skin.

°W he will divide the sugar. Precious
hq a: With which we will sweeten the strong,
therme: that comes up at midnight in large

S cans. Tea so bitter that it curls one’s
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tongue. Strong tea, alive with tannic acid
soothe frayed, trench-shattered nerves, tea ¥
still a thumping heart. Sugar to make
palatable. We watch him in silence,

The rusty spoon for dishing out sugar and |
such things is stuck between two sandbags ¥ |
the parapet over his head.

Glad to straighten himself up for a second
Brown stands up to reach for it.

He turns to look in the direction of th :
woods to his left.

In that instant his head snaps back vieiouslf
from the impact of the bullet.

The report of the rifle fills our ears like t°
sound of a cannon.

He sags to the bottom of the sloppy trend” |

His neck is twisted at a foolish, impOSsib]e
angle,

Between his eyes, a little over the bridge of
his nose, is a small neat hole. A thin, red
stream runs from jt.

No one moves,

On the parados to the rear of us a bit o
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shflly 8ray matter jiggles as it sticks to the
Ary sacking of the sandbag.

At the crack of the sniper’s rifle we erouched

Wer in the trench and looked with stupid

8Zement as Brown’s body fell clumsily into

OUr miggt,

w € look without resentment towards the
%ds.  We are animated only by a biting
"ger for safety. Safety . . .

€ sun is rising slowly now, it throws a

Pearly light on the parados behind us and
°Ts the motionless bit of Brown’s brains.

vf’l'ything is quiet.

18 stand-down along the whole front.

€ sun warms us a little. 'We look towards
€ast, towards the German lines from

Brznce, came the swift bullet that had thrown
an $ body awkwardly among us; we look

Slo‘:]rds the east where the rising sun now
VVy begins to climb into the heavens . . .
. € pull the heavy, limp body out of the

thy, .it Its neck is twisted in such a manner

Seems to be asking a question of us.
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We lay it on the firing-step and cover it with
a gray woolen, regulation blanket, The bla%
ket is short; it hides the head but reaches onlf
to the ankles. The muddy boots stick out |
V-formation. '

The sugar is not yet divided. Some of it ¥
spilled and dissolved in the bottom of H°|
trench. Broadbent salvages as much of it‘f’
he can. Dispensing with the spoon he uses b
hands. He scoops the remaining sugar in¥
four, instead of five parts,

Soon a stretcher-bearer will come and 1%
the body down to company headquarte®
Broadbent takes the bread and cheese out ’
Brown’s haversack and shares it with us.

“Anyway,” he explains, “he can’t eat &
more , , ,”
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‘ ON REST AGAIN







E are relieved. Down the long,
winding communication trenches
fie) and at last out on'to the open
sty It is shortly after midmght‘, and we
Si]hoggle Past belching light field-artillery and
Uetted, silent waiting tanks.
¢ Teach a road.
® are ordered to fall in.
. °rse- and tractor-drawn guns, monster
oy ty ‘ng Supply-lorries roar, chug, and clatter
P ¢ cobble-paved road.
© horses strain at their harness.
3ing clank,
T ehemy knows that here is a cross-road.
anq ® knows that the road is alive with troops

Wi *affic at this hour. He sprays the road

>verhead shrapnel.

iz-
“Zozz., Cr-r-r-ung.
% log

Viei, & drawn-out hiss and wail and then a

> Starling explosion overhead. The
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dark is stabbed with a burst of red flame. we

duck our heads and hunch our shoulders *
stinctively. ‘
Instantly there is confusion everywhefe'
The drivers yell furiously at the animals.
chauffeurs grind their gears into high sp¢®
More red stabs into the blackness over ¢ |
heads.
They come faster and faster.
The air whines.
One bursts directly over us. 'The metal balls
rattle on the cobblestones in front of us. ;
We take to the fields.
But the vehicles must stay on the road: ;
lorry gets stuck and blocks the road.
snap like revolver shots over the heads of t.
struggling beasts. The horses rear on b '
hind legs, their mouths drip white flaky foaﬂ;
Their eyes are distended like those of frig,
ened women. The drivers crack their wh
calling them foul names. We ask one an°
why we must wait here under this fire.
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No one knows.
he rain of steel continues.
horse is wounded.
© hear the beast’s shriek above the howl
> the bombardment. It is one of the four
Orseg drawing a light field-piece. The
Undeq animal whirls around, dragging his
N ® Pawing mates with him. The team ca-
s for g moment and crashes into the stalled
l°rry.
4 she)) bursts over the lorry.
1€ driver is hurled from his seat.
Rt wounded. His cries mingle with the
Begyg shrieking of the wounded horses.
tw, Wo animals are now prone and the other

an tear gt the harness and kick: wildly at the
on,

eXtriWO Stretcher-bearers appear afld tI:y to
tg 4 Me the lorry-driver, who is being kicked
“ath by the frantic horses.
® Yoad is an inferno.

¢ fire Subsides,
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We hear the explosions on another road ¥

our left . ..
We are ordered to fall in. Four men in o¥f

company are wounded. They are carried 8%*
to the field dressing-station nearby. We bes”
our trek towards billets.

We march for hours.

Down dark shell-torn roads, past ruiﬂed'é
gutted corpses of houses which once shelte’ J
peaceful peasant families here. We march®
a quick pace even though we are unutterﬁ blf
tired. Where are we going? we wonder.

We have been marching for two hours. ?
stately poplars which line the road her¢ »*
less scarred. Here and there we see & P° i
ant’s house which is not destroyed. We ¢
faint light showing from behind the tigh
drawn blinds. People live here! Our set g2 ce
relax. We look at one another and *
wanly, J

At last we come to a narrow-gauge railb? "
It is still dark. We are ordered to halt- J
heat of our exhausted bodies loosens the ’
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trench

odors which cling to us. We throw
Yrselyeg panting onto the softness of a bor-
Yering fielq,

Lt i strangely quiet. Only in the distance
® we hear the rumbling of massed artillery
ﬁre_ We never escape this ominous thunder.

I§ the link which binds us to our future.
itut On rest, miles behind the linesf we heflr
tl; Yis a reminder to us that th(? line is still
stii;e; that we must return. We lie prostrate,
eml:fear by the tiny narrow-gauge engine pu'ﬂ"s
fea:getically, giving off little clouds of white
log °T¥ steam which float slowly over us. We

about yg with hungry eyes.

Moke that is not the harbinger of death!
by, field whicn is not the hiding-place of thou-
oty S of men lurking in trenches to tear each

°F apart|
Whi ¢ dark, silent, brooding sky above us

q ¢ does ot pour shrieking, living steel

0 ouy heads . . . |
fary rolls closer to me, he talks.
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“Smell it?”

I nod.
We are lying near a field of blossomi® |

beans. The air is filled with their heavy
grance. We take deep, long inhalations. o
bodies are cooling and the foul trench odo’
cease stirring. We hear the buzzing and o |
ming of nocturnal insects. Here is life. Fr¥'
grant, peaceful life. . . . The scent of i
blossoms beats on us in waves, undulating .

I lie on my back. I look at the stars. '
talk quietly as though fearful of disturb”
this restful silence,

“What is it?”

“Beans.”

“Beans?”’ ‘

“Yes, beans; they smell like this when el
are in blossom.” 4

“Jeez, I thought beans . . .” He make’
crude joke about beans, an Army joke:

“It’s a shame about Brownie.”

“Yes.”
“Maybe , . .»
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“Yeah, I suppose so—better outeof it.”
. T¥ rolls over to where we are lying and

Olpe : .
! tns In the conversation.
14

Private?
: aw. Free for all.”
‘:Just sayin’ about Brownie.”
y Ough.”
“AW’ I don’t know. Better out of it.”
Yyou smell it, Fry?”
Yes, what js jt?”
€ang,”

1 thought beans only—"” Again the same

ke, A soldier’s joke—a joke born of bitter-

As? and suffering. A joke to dispel horror.
“30 € to make one weep.

®ah, they smell like this when they’re in
om,”

blog

thig ' a shame about Brownie. He'd love
' AlWays talking about potatoes and beans
thay °W he hoed ’em. Remember how he told
«wy °8 farmer how to dig his spuds?”
Ial Yeah’ he came from Prince Edward
anq,»
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“Prince Edward Island potatoes. Used 4

see them back home in the markets.”

“Well, now he’s pushin’ them up.”

“He sure liked to talk about farming.”

“Remember Martha?”’

“Gee, I was sorry I kidded him about hel' :

“It used to get under his skin,” e:‘

We speak respectfully of Brown now. P,
is dead. He is not the awkward, stupid W
we knew. He is a symbol. He is 2 de f}
farmer. Martha is a widow now becaus¢
his death. "

We become silent and lie on our backs ¥*
ing for the order to fall in, "

We clamber into the toy-hke open cal';
We are jammed tight. We wait for hou™
seems, until the train begins to start. "

Through wide fields, through sleeping Bt |
villages, past dark woods we go. Wwe ¥ p
against the rattling sides. We begin to nop
with the monotonous rocking of the tram'
and on! 'We know we are going for &
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"St. On and on we go, racing away from
© front, back towards peace, quiet, human
"(?ices' + « . No shells, no trenches. The rat-
thng of the wheels take up the thought. No
shells, no trenches, no shells, no trenches. . . .
€ wake up.
he train has come to a stop.
It iS daWn_
¢ stumble out of the cars and line up
€ the track. We are near a large village.
® are detailed off into sections and marched
Y8Y to billets,
€ guide for our section takes us to a large
We remove our equipment and fling
'Ves down to sleep.
'S afternoon when we wake. We begin to
for water and the toilets. We find out
ba::e the cookhouse is. We start to make the
- Tore liveable, Rumors are afloat that we
rest here for two weeks.
to alt;e Tan says that he heard a captain say
“Tgeant that we are out for a month.
Y. has been up for some time. He comes
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into the sunlit entrance of the barn full of iI¥
formation.

“It’s pay-day. You can get good cogn¥
here for five francs a bottle. We’re here f&
a month. It’s abig village. I saw three gOod' ;
looking tarts.” ‘

He utters the information breathlessly.

We pelt him with questions.

We jump up and begin to dress. ,_

We run with our mess-tins to the cookhot®® |

On the way we hear all sorts of ruso”
again. As we wait in line before the field
kitchens we talk.

“. .. two months.”

“How d’you know?”

“Sergeant told me.”

“Aw ...’

“Ask him . . .” o
“Big scrap. Gonna fatten us up. T+
months’ rest. See, they’re givin’ us real paco”

Sugar in the coffee.”

“Aw, latrine rumors!”

. . . . .
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We line up in alphabetical order before the
paﬂylna.ster. We present our little brown pay-
%0ks, he makes an entry, and gives us a few

;risp hotes. We salute and walk away glee-
ully,

‘Pay. Cognac, eggs and chips, wine, sar-
dlnes: Canned peaches, biscuits. Fry said there
e some good-looking Janes in this town.
' six o’clock,
Y meets me and we start off towards the
"‘?minet together.

™M gonna eat until my belly begins to
QrEak.»

1
Me, to0,”

OfWe nter the estaminet., 'The familiar od?r
to. T sour wine strikes us. We order six
g.gs Apiece, a mountain of browned potato
Ps, 5 bottle of wine each. The hefty
Wame Serves us silently.
%:'Ve fall to without speaking. We wolf
oq fo?d' We swallow glasses of wine. 'I.‘he
them 18 full of hungry soldiers. We w1.pe
Yellow bottoms of our plates with
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chunks of bread and sit back contented, 8
last.

The wine has warmed our insides.

Fry shouts to the madame. “Hey, madam®
encore, encore. . . .

He points to his empty bottle. Two mor® |
bottles are put before us. We drink slole
now, rolling the sharp wine under our tongues'

We get up after a while. We stags? |
slightly. In the corner of the room a crs?
game is in progress. We try our luck fof
a couple of minutes, and when we have lost e
francs each we go back to our table. We ordé
another bottle of wine.

Fry becomes moody. His voice is i |
with wine. I, too, am a little groggy. It i$
fine, forgetful feeling. The fat madame b ,
hind her counter seems more sullen. b‘j
sways a little, it seems. The room is 2 bed
lam. In the corner where the crap gar®
going on the shouts become louder and 10W%®

Fry puts his hand in his pocket and cou?
the money.

78




=~ ON REST AGAIN

“Ten francs, C’mon, let’s get another bot-
€ of rouge.”
I agree,
€ 80 to the counter and order a quart of
*d Wine and a bottle of cognac. We take the
Ottles ang stagger out into the street. Men
sa: Toaring down the street. There is.no light
8y ® from the moon. We hear the whirr of an
N Plane motoy high over our heads. Fry car-
€ wine, I the cognac.
g :;:ggest that we take the liquor to the barn
2t we drink it there. We start down the
oot towards our billets. Others are walking
ot °:1' direction, A pair of girls walk in front
P 5% Fry feels gay and shouts the few
<3¢h phrases he knows:

. ¥s mam’selle, voulez vous coucher avec
Ce 80{1‘?”

ab()ul;;e girls giggle. They are youngsters
Rip Sixteen or so, They still wear their
do oi;n Iflaits down their backs. They
Sign, Quicken - their paces. That’s a good
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Encouraged, Fry sings to them. There B
a note of bitterness in his hilarity:

Aprés la guerre finis, et les soldats parti

Mademoiselle in the family way,

Apres la guerre finis.

The girls turn a corner and run down the ;
side street. "

‘“What the hell would they be wanting Wl

us?” he says, “with all the damned one-plPs
around. C’mon, let’s finish the stuff here’

We walk on a bit until we reach an 0F
field. We draw the cork of the bottle °
cognac and take long swigs from it.

In between whiles we tell sentimental St"r
of our lives to each other.

Gradually we grow incoherent.

The houses near by begin to spin around

I lie down in the cool grass. . . . i

I feel a Jab in my back. I look up- I
an M.P.

“C’mon, ¢’mon, back to billets.”

I am still groggy. I waken Fry.

* Lieutenants,
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We struggle to our feet.
€ stares at me stupidly, blinking his eyes
ke o rooster. We start off down the road,
ack to our billets. Our unsteady heavy foot-
®Ps echo in the silent street.
Ver our shoulders we hear the faint thun-
T Of the line.

The inhabitants of the town are wretched
Qreatures. Their houses are quartered w1t.h
IS and non-coms. We sleep in their

ﬁarns' Their men are at the front and many
a@lds lie fallow. There is a shortage of food
n

Sep Most of the women and girls are thifl,
th:gg'y objects. The only fleshy person in
Wole place s madame of the estaminet.
Sty 18 after qrill in the after'noon. Cleary is
o8 beside me oiling his rifle.

et an ?
“What?’? yet

¢

arts ?»

‘.SeraggY-looking crew,” I reply.
Any Port in a storm.”
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He leans over towards me and tells me t°
important secret of the town.

“, .. so I’'m walking down past battalio® |
headquarters and there’s a little French tar ! |
little thin but a bit of all right, just the sa®®
Kind of lively eyes, big like. Voulez v
coucher, I says, and she oui-oui’s me. Sbe
takes me down to her mother’s place and W
go into a shed. ‘Combien,’ I says to her
we goin. ‘Bully bif,’ she says. Can you imagli ,
ine that—for a tin of bully beef. Man,
bet there’ll be a run on the quartermast
stores.”

Anderson has been listening in. He
Cleary a withering look.

“Godless swine, these frogs. No m"ﬂl,s'
Small wonder that their country is 1aid ¥
ruins,” ,

“ .. aw, shut up, Anderson. Well, avf
way, I gives her the soldier’s farewell.”

!,

g

’ ip
The afternoons are pleasant. We walk
twos and threes out into the woods. Som¢
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s lie beneath trees smoking, soaking in every
Peacety] minute. The food is good and there
* lotg of it. We have been here ten days now.
V-day i long since past and we have recov-
*d from our riotous pay-night. There is no
Ofley among us and we smoke the biting
3tion cigarettes.
. Tumor hag it that we are to go in the line
o few days. A motor-car from divisional
N Quarters was parked in front of battalion
eadqual'ters all morning. That is bad.
Iy he €njoy the last few days v‘fith all our
an§ % Soon we will go back in the Pne
Sy, ¢ are persistent rumors of an offen-
e

e

T

. * thep

f 'l-‘0 the north the cannonading has been
llrl()u

W) § the last few nights. Last night the
of ts °f the barn shook slightly with the force
€ distan bombardment.
oy ;. Sistent rumble woke me and I walked
g Ity e open. Up towards Belgium the
by 8shed Like the aurora borealis. Our food
% {gq good,
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We are being fattened for the slaughte”

It is warm and Fry has discovered a pitt*
stream about three kilometers from the villag®
We decide to go swimming. About ten 0f v
set off across the fields. It is late afternoo g
and the sun slants down upon us as we shov .
and laugh.

We have nearly lost that aged, harﬁssed |
look which we wear when we are in the g
We are youngsters again. Most of us o
under twenty. Anderson is the only mat?®
man among us. He is forty. "

We reach the little river., It is lined o
tall bushes and here we tear off our unl'forms‘
Broadbent is the first to undress and Plun;ge i
into the water with a loud splash, the kmi,
known to boys as a bellywopper, His b
fair and lithe.

During the long winter months in the 1111
bodies did not exist for us. We were m* 0
uniform; clumsy, bundled, heavy uniform J
is amazing now to see that we have slim
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8racefy bodies. Qur faces are tanned and
weathe"‘bﬁ‘a’cen and that aged look which the
"ench gives us still lingers a bit, but our bodies
€ the bodies of boys.
€ plunge naked into the clear water,
sp]ashing about and shouting to each other.
Only Anderson does not undress fully. He
38 hig heavy gray regulation underwear.
© tease him, He walks gingerly to the
Watep edge and pokes a toe into the stream.
! Creeps up behind him and shoves him
Plagy into the water. We shout and yell
“Olne to his rescue, dragging him to the

) BI‘O:B.dbent starts to undo his under-
Wear.

A1

W Come on, Anderson, let’s see your body.
¢ kn

fagr: W Youre a boy,” he says in baby
hiop,
‘A'lders()n fumes, sputters and strikes out.
VV: lace I8 red and he shouts deadly threats.
Mgh and leap into the water.
© duck one another and throw water into
Other’s faces. A few lads from the village
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stand on the bank and look at us in silen®
They have the faces of little old men.
motion to them to join us but they shake thel |
heads gravely.

Who can describe the few moments of Pe
and sunshine in a soldier’s life? The anlmﬂ]
pleasure in feeling the sun on a naked bod’
The cool, caressing, lapping water. The f€ ‘
ing of security, of deep inward happiness. ,'

In the distance the rumble of the gllns
faint but persistent like the subdued throbb®
of violins in a symphony. I am still hel"a’1
says. You may sleep quietly at night in swee )
smelling hay, you may lie sweating undef
tree after drill and marvel at the fine trac”
on a trembling leaf over your head, but I
here and you must come back to my how! ioé
madness, to my senseless volcanie fury.
the link that binds you to your futw®
mutters, ¢

But the water is cool and inviting and o
afternoon grows older. The stream gurgl
and swishes against the bank on whicl
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Sta,nd. I
Y ming, .
About a hundred yards up towards the line
**€ IS & bend in the stream. “Let’s race to
the bend ang back,” Fry shouts. “The last
" back buys the wine to-night.”
€ dive into the water and start upstream.
¢ *ary comes to the surface last but turns and
e ly swims towards the bank again.
€ stands on the bank and calls us .out of
e Water in a strange voice. He points to
® Watey nearby.
€ clamber Zut and crowd near him. We
fol](,w his pointing finger with our eyes.
:‘ tere is Something dark in the water near the
2nk,

shake the thought of the guns from

b Tt s & dead body. It is wearing the field-

e Tench uniform. We see the thin red

;tri ® Wriggling up the trouser-leg. An un-

f: ater growth has caught a bit of the uni-

br nd the body sways to and fro, moved

azdthe CUrrent, In the water it looks bloated
Ormoys,
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Our day is spoiled by this lonely dead sof
dier, carried to us from the front by the sp¥
kling, sunlit water of the Somme.

We do not say anything to each other. w
dry ourselves on our underwear and start ¥
dress.

He is different, this Frenchman, from tf
hundreds of corpses we have seen in the i
We thought we were safe. We thought .we
could forget the horrors of the line for a b* ‘
few weeks—and here this swollen remi?
drifts from the battlefield to spoil a sud”?
afternoon for us. . . .
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E are back in the line.
This is a noisy front. It is in
ESi T constant turmoil. There is no
Upoy, he enemy rains an endless storm of fire
the arll At night the wire is hammered by
Taig, illery and we live in perpetual fear of
There is talk of an offensive.
her "t on rest we behaved like human beings;
0] dl " € are merely soldiers. We know what
sk, 8 Means. It means saving your own
., a'nd getting a bellyful as often as poss1ble
3t and nothing else.
shi m‘“'aderze~esprzt de corps—good fellow-
lot ¢ :}fse are words for journalists to use,
S- Here in the line they do not exist.
The © fight among ourselves.
Iy br Inormng rations come up. The food
ty dl Out on the rubber sheet and we start
€ it among ourselves. Bread, the most
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coveted of all the food, is the bone of conte?
tion to-day. Cleary is sharing it out.

Broadbent suspects that his piece is sma
than the rest.

An oath is spat out.

Cleary replies.

In a moment they are at each other’s thros?
like hungry, snarling animals.

They strike at each other with their ﬁsts:
they kick with their heavy boots. We in'tﬂfo ‘
vene, tear them apart and push them i
separate corners of the dugout. Blood stre?’
from Cleary’s cheek. Broadbent is alive ¥
hate, white with passion.

“You bloody rat.” "

“Aw, shut up, Broadbent. Leave him be

“Who’s a rat?”

e |

“You.”

“Come on, come on, cut it out.” mﬂ’,s

“Any man that’ll steal another \
bread . . .” ‘

They rush at each other again. Ags?
pull them apart.
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ins to gnaw
imal. Then slowly he beg

®an animal,

at jt,

e‘

. h
with eac
increases our
r for us 1 st ease R
o Its terr?r he days out on Te  back in
Sing day, we are b
hal'l‘ieg ner)\rres, but as SOOI;‘ a;Sl-ful and J umpz;
e ‘s an.
the 1 . e are as st hiss a
y e agaltn wruit With the fir tricken as
e rec * "ror-s
Togy ofl'1 e: :;ell we become terro
* olq,

ious, fright-
look at each other with anxious
€ look at e

aces,

ur lips tighten.
dur €yes open wide.
€ do not talk,
What is there to say?

I 'a 1] . . .

® 8uns rage all night.
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We “stand-to” long before dawn and wil
at the parapets expecting an attack until Joo#
after sunrise.

The fatigues are innumerable,

Every night there are wiring parties, sof
ping parties, carrying parties. We come ba¢ 1
exhausted from these trips. We throw oo
selves down in the dugouts for an hour’s sleef’

But we do not rest.

There is no time for rest. We stags’
around like drunken, forsaken men. Lif€
become an insane dream.

Sleep, sleep—if only we could sleep- .,

Our faces become gray. Each faceis?® ",
ferent shade of gray. Some are chalk-coloreu
some with a greenish tint, some yellow. put?
of us are pallid with fear and fatigue.

It is three in the morning. g

Our section is just back from a wiring P

The guns are quiet.

Dawn is a short while off. . . .

We sit on the damp floor of the dugout
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th.vv € have one candle between us and around
S we sit chewing at the remains of the day’s
Tationg,
Sudden]y the bombardment begins.
he shel]s begin to hammer the trench above,
be candle-light flickers.
® look at each other apprehensively. We
i nto talk as though the thing we dread most
ot ha'Ppening.
he Sergeant stumbles down the steps and
S S to keep our battle equipment on.
'y, © dugout is an old German one; it is
raceq by stout wooden beams. We look
Sit, *Usly at the ceiling of the hole in which we

T .
Q,.asll::nwﬂlls of the dugout tremble with each

8 explosion.

O e.air outside whistles with the rush of the
0 shells,

e .
g Germay gunners are “feeling” for our
nt line.

¢ Qrashing of the shells comes closer and
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closer. Our ears are attuned to the nuances o
a bombardment. We have learned to identl’!
each sound.

They are landing on the parapet and it 4
trench itself now.

We do not think of the poor sentry, & pe"
arrival, whom we have left on lookout dutf®

We crowd closer to the flickering cand!®’, p

Upstairs the trench rings with a glg”‘n p
crack as each shell lands. An insane &
pounding it with Cyclopean fists, madly» inee”
santly. p

We sit like prehistoric men within the rinf .
flickering light which the candle casts:
look at each other silently.

A shell shatters itself to fragments neal'
entrance of the dugout. o
The candle is snuffed out by the concus’

We are in complete darkness.

Another shell noses its shrieking wa)’ o
the trench near the entrance and €XP PM
The dugout is lit by a blinding red flash-
of the earthen stairway caves in.
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Sh@ll-ﬁre!

U the blackness the rigging and thudding

® our heads sounds more malignant, more
terribe,

We do not speak.

Ach of us feels an icy fear gripping at the
he&rt.

Wit a shaking hand Cleary strikes a match
'ght the candle. The small flame begins to
Shl‘ead its yellow light. Grotesque, fluttering
“ows Creep up the trembling walls.
Uother cragh directly over our heads!
I8 dark again.
oY Speaks querulously: .
ligs > You can’t even keep the damned thing

gt last the flame sputters and flares up.
Toadben; face is green.
© bombardment swells, howls, roars.
of ¢ © force of the detonations cause'the.light
A le andle to become a steady, rapid flicker.
Ty 0ok ‘like men seen in an ancient, unsteady
plcture.
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The fury of the bombardment makes mé i
at the stomach.

Broadbent gets up and staggers into co®
ner of our underground room.

He retches.

Fry starts a conversation.

We each say a few words trying to keeP
game alive. But we speak in broken sentenc' '
We leave thoughts unfinished. We can th
of only one thing—will the beams in the o |
out hold?

We lapse into fearful silences.

We clench our teeth.

It seems as though the fire cannot b
more intense. But it becomes a little w’ .
rapid—then more rapid. The pounding ]ﬂe
creases in tempo like a noise in the head of® |

e

ec®

who is going under an anasthetic. Fastel”
The explosions seem as though they ”1;0
taking place in the dugout itself. The 0
of the explosives fills the room.
Fry breaks the tension.

98




~ BOMBARDMENT

g e}:l‘he lousy swine,” he says. “Why don’t
Ome on over, if they’re coming ?”
Y ¢ ’:111 Speak at once. We punctuate our
. itswlth vile epithets belittling the sexual
.8 of the enemy. We seem to get relief in
$ fashion,
% that instant a shell hurtles near the open-
S over oy heads and explodes with a snarl-
wﬁ Toar.  Clods of earth and pieces of the
Sty 0 supports come slithering down the
Tway.
bis dark again. In the darkness we hear
eprSOn Speak in his sing-song voice:
With aOW do you expect to live through this
. Your swearing and taking the Lord’s
©In vajp g
o h?: otice we do not heap abuse and ribaldry
ad. We do not answer.
the : It in the darkness, afraid even to light
&rtiueryme- It seems as though the enemy
v in:n have taken a dislike to our candle
ént on blowing it out.
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I look up the shattered stairway and see*
few stars shining in the sky.

At least we are not buried alive!

The metallic roar continues.

Fry speaks: “If I ever live through this
never swear again, so help me God.” J

We do not speak, but we feel that We v
promise anything to be spared the horror of
ing buried alive under tons of earth and be“ﬂﬁ
which shiver over our heads with each exp”
sion. Bits of earth from the ceiling begi®
fall. . . . g !

Suddenly, as quickly as it began, the W f
bardment stops. " %

We start to clear up the débris from th w i
tom of the stairs. g(,d

To think we could propitiate a senseles?
by abstaining from cursing! fa

What god is there as mighty as the fury ! o
bombardment? More terrible than ligh 1r

more cruel, more calculating than an ©
quake!

1y

(
i
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Hoy, will we ever be able to go back to
Acetul ways again and hear pallid preachers
tol.unpel‘ of their puny little gods who can only
Ment sinners with sulphur, we, who have
: " @ hell that no god, however cruel, would
1on for his most deadly enemies?
re %, all of us have prayed during the maniac
"2y of 4 bombardment.
Uteg 0 cap live through the terror-laden m?n-
b Of_ drum-fire and not feel his reason slip-
Sge'lhls manhood dissolving?
gy fish, fear-stricken prayers—praye}'s for
y_’ Prayers for life, prayers for air, for

8&1 : :
ali\‘:atlon from the death of being buried
eu

Pe

fop a.c k home they are praying, too——praying
llere “tory—and that means that we must lie
rot and tremble for ever. . . .
of th: Clear away the débris and go to the top
- OToken stairs,
" quiet anq cool.
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All night long the artillery to our left of
north booms and roars.

A ration carrier comes in with a rumor th¥
the Germans have broken through up in B¢
gium. We are unmoved by this piece of ne?”
We only speculate how it will affect ° p
futures. The enemy victory does not fil¥
with either fear or hatred. We are tired-

We lie in the dugout talking. Cleary sa}"
that the break-through will cause our wi
drawal from this sector and that we Wi
sent to fill the gap up north.

“, . . we’re bloody shock-troops, that’s Wt
we are.”

“Yeah.” o

“Whenever the imperials * cave in, W |
g9o. nless
“The lousy bastards won’t fight V. 4
there’s a row of Canadian bayonets peh”

> »

cm. IlV

. lookit all the glory yuh get-
dians saved the day.”

134
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«It,

s beer we want. To hell with the glory

We talk of when the war w111 end :())g
Nghts Wwhen there is little doing this is a g
plc of conversation.
TN Jagt for at least twenty years.”
€y’re making sure about re1n1‘.'01'cem(<13111::c:;l
%Y give the Waacs * ten days’ leave an
g for every kid they get.”
ar babies,”
¥l all be over by Christmas.” _
Like hell. First they said three m ami
hy SIX, then a year. It’s two years now
1t
« Il]y Started ”»

M N Wont be over until every officer has an

¢

113

& “W'hy the hell should they wan’f the wa}:‘ 'flfi
g hey got lots of damn fools like us w o,
L > 8nd when they stop enlisting they’ll

drag ‘em iy
i i is rifle
iy dersop speaks up. He is cleaning his ri
the Corner of the dugout:

henty Army Auxiliary Corps.
103



GENERALS DIE IN BED /|

“The war will end on August the first, pin?
teen seventeen.”

“Got it all figured out, eh?”

“No. But the Lord has figured it oub fo
me. ‘And the beast which I saw was like W2
a leopard, and his feet were as the feet ©
bear, and his mouth as the mouth of a 110
Now what does that mean?”

“Well, what does it mean?”

“Tt’s all in the Book of Revelation.”

“But what does it mean? It soundS
Greek to me.’

“The leopard is France, the bear is Bu
and the lion is England.”

“Where’s Canada in this deal?”’

A sleepy voice from the corner of the d“go
answers:

“Canada is under the lion’s tail.”

Anderson continues: ed )

“‘And I saw one of his heads wound
death; and his deadly wound was heﬂled
all the world wondered after the beast wgr
was the first year of the war. ‘And ¥’
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% given unto him to continue forty and two
mOnths.’ Now forty-two months is three and
:half Years and that means that the war ends
n“ ® first of August next year.”

Whay €ah, but do the generals know it, that’s

. Wanna know.”

g €Uer write ’em a letter about it. They

&ht forget the date.”

e , Tson lapses into a martyr-ed silence as

bibli Yays does when we jolly him about his

g ol 'evelations. There is no shell-fire now
® is not taken seriously.

oy ¢ .COHVersation drifts, lags anq rambles

trenc tl jt reaches the ultimate point of all

o CBVersations—the discussion of women.
doy a ell, one night I was with a tart in Lon-

she says—"

l‘aid.here I8 & call for volunteers for a brigade
% oy h}’ndl'ed men are to go over. Some
The::?tlon offer themselves, I among tchem.
Seive o 'S & rumor that the volunteers will re-
U days Jegve either in Paris or London.
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We stand in the dugout which is pattali?’
headquarters. We feel quite important. T
colonel is giving us last instructions.

We are to destroy the enemy’s trenches o
we are to bring back prisoners. We are t0 h“ v
a two-minute preliminary bombardment
order to smash the enemy wire and to keep
sentries’ heads down. We are to rush
trenches as soon as the fire lifts and drop dep .
charges into dugouts. At the end of ﬁ !
minutes red flares will be lit on our pal'ap
This will be the signal that it is time to ret?
and will show us the direction. &

The raid is to take place shortly after w

e

night. J
We are each given a sizeable shot of rut
sent back to company headquarters. tbg

At midnight we start on the way up t
front line. We each carry a pocketful of A
munition, a few Mills grenades and 0ur g o

All our letters, paybooks and other e
of identification are left behind.

I have left my papers with Cleary-
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r o

The air hisses, whistles, screams ove
heads. ‘
They are firing right into the tremchesl

front of us.

Clouds of earth leap into the air.

The barrage lasts a minute and then llfts ‘
cut off the enemy’s front line from his sU
ports.

In that moment we spring up.

We fire as we run.

The enemy has not had time to get back
his firing-steps. There is no reply to oWf

o
7

We race on.

Fifty yards—forty yards—thirty yafdsl "

My brain is unnaturally cool. I thin®
myself: This is a raid, you ought to be exc
and nervous. But I am calm.

Twenty yards! i

I can see the neatly-piled sandbags on
enemy parapets.

Our guns are still thundering behind lg’wa

Suddenly yellow, blinding bursts of
shoot up from the ground in front of u%
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. Above the howl of the artillery I hear a man
*€am a5 he is hit,

nd grenades!
€ race on,

€ fire our rifles from the hip as we run.

© 8renades cease to bark.
°N yards|
an(‘;V.lth a yell we plunge towards the parapets
'l‘;]vumP’ bayonets first, into the trench.
R, © Mmen are in the bay into which we leap.
Sta), ta dozen of our men fall upon them and
“m down into a corner.
th Y lights soar over the trench, lighting
Cene for .

Oty ® Separate, looking for prisoners and dug-
De
gr()unlgch'chal‘ges are dropped into the under-
t’ench dwellings and hiding-places. 'The
Ong s Shakes with hollow, subterranean det-
Ltions,

., omy,

ligg an *Where nearby a machine-gun comes to
Land SWeeps over our heads into No Man’s
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The enemy artillery has sacrificed the frofft
line and is hammering the terrain between the

lines and ours.

Green rockets sail into the black sky:.
the German call for help.

The whole front wakes up.

Guns bark, yelp, snarl, roar on all sides

1t ¥

us.
I run down the trench looking for prisoncrs'
Fach man is for himself.
T am alone. 4
I turn the corner of a bay. My bay”
points forward—on guard.
I proceed cautiously. g
Something moves in the corner of the bﬁed
It is 2 German. I recognize the pOt‘Sh&bcg
helmet. In that second he twists and re#®
for his revolver. it
I lunge forward, aiming at his stom’“"h'
is a lightning, instinctive movement. .
The thrust jerks my body. Someth
heavy collides with the point of my wesp®”
I become insane.
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Qain:tant to strike again and again. But I
hul) t. My bayonet does not come clear. I
> *ug, jerk. It does not come out.
hong. 2" Caught him between his ribs. The
0¢ 8Tip my blade. I cannot withdraw.
farm; Sudden I hear him shriek. It sounds
Waly, as though heard in the moment of
& from a dream.
Sy toa:le 4 man at the end of my bayonet, I
; yself,
'S shrieks become louder and louder.

e .
Sep are facmg each other—four feet of space
ateg us,

18 . .
g €Yes are distended; they seem all whites,

0
Socket:k as though they will leap out of their

Thepe :
hic oe 18 froth in the corners of his mouth
water Pens ang shuts like that of a fish out of

N, h
he j°ins &nd's grasp the barrel of my rifle and
kn()w e in the effort to withdraw. I do not
e .

%ks at me piteously.
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I put my foot up against his body and tr¥ ¥
kick him off. He shrieks into my face.

He will not come off.

I kick him again and again. No use.

His howling unnerves me. I feel I will g
insane if I stay in this hole much longer- *° ‘

It is too much for me. Suddenly I droe
the butt of my rifle. He collapses int0 t
corner of the bay. His hands still griP t
barrel. I start to run down the bay.

A few steps and I turn the corner.

I am in the next bay. Iamglad I cannot?
him. I am bewildered. tblf‘k

Out of the roar of the bombardment 1 S
I hear voices. In a flash T remember tP° ¢
am unarmed. My rifle—it stands betwee? Py
and death—and it is in the body of hi®®
lies there trying to pull it out.

I am terrified. @ |

1] 8
If they come here and find me they wll,l n
me just as T stabbed him—and maybe "

ribs, too. riﬂ" '

I run back a few paces but I cannob b
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Inyself to turn the corner of the bay in which

. T hear his calls for help. The other
VO]QeS $0

und nearer.
M back in the bay.
N ?is Propped up against his parados. The
H-e '81n such a position that he cannot move.
chls teck i limp and he rolls his head over his
St un] pe sees me.
n hing our lines the guns light the sky with
liOHSter dull red flashes. In this flickering
o s German and I enact our tragedy.
g BOve to seize the butt of my rifle. Once
o e are face to face. He grabs the barrel
You ® childish movement whif:h seems to sa}f:
handsmay not take it, it is mine. I push his
Way. Y pull again. .
big J t J8ging ang pulling works the blade in
lnsldes.

Y20 those horrible shricks!
g 4 e the butt of the rifle under my arm
It Wi‘ll‘n aWay, trying to drag the blade out.
14 ot eome,
Nk I can get it out if I unfasten the
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bayonet from the rifle. But I cannot go

through with the plan, for the blade is in up¥
the hilt and the wound which T have
clumsily mauling is now a gaping hole. I o |
not put my hand there.

Suddenly I remember what I must do- ¥

I turn around and pull my breech-lock b2
The click sounds sharp and clear.

He stops his screaming. He looks 8f o)
silently now.

He knows what I am going to do. 5

A white Very light soars over our ¢ i
His helmet has fallen from his head. 15
boyish face. He looks like a Saxon; he ¥,
and under the light I see white down 28"
green cheeks. o

I pull my trigger. There is a loud rEI;w
The blade at the end of my rifle snaps ’nr g
He falls into the corner of the bay 8%
over. He lies still.

I am free, q B

But I am only free to continue the roid fof
seems as though I have been in this tr ent
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tog, Where are the red flares? . I l?ok
Qrasrds our lines and see only the flickering
8¢ gun-flashes leaping into the black sky.
siveshe 3ir is full of the smoke of high explo-
ing ' Through the murk I see two heads com-
u out of the ground. It is an entrance to a
fangl(i)ll.lt' The heads are covered with the
v far Pot-shaped helmets—we use a more
\vasg % term to degcribe them. Apparently this
Ugout our men had overlooked.
y siock My breech-lock and raise the rifle to
hig L Oulder. The first one sees me and throws
o s high into the air.
i:marad\Kamarad,” he shouts.
Sy d:;l&te does likewise. o
Oup ), eily the sky over in the direction of
18 becomes smudged with a red glow.
“Q;ﬁaref! The signal to return!
Sart © With me,” T shout into their ears. I
h°ld b;)e](:rag them with me. They resist and
T .
of tl}::i Stand with their backs glued to the side
*ench and look at me with big fright-
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eetr

ened eyes. They are boys of about sevent€®
Their uniforms are too big for them and the’
thin necks poke up out of enormous collars-

“Nicht schiessen!—Dbitte—nicht schz'esW”'l_
the nearest one shouts, stupidly shaking
head.

T reassure him. I search them for wea
and then sling my rifle over my shoulder 85
evidence of good faith. We start off dov”
the trench towards a sap which leads out int?
No Man’s Land.

We are back in the bay where he with
bayonet in his ribs lies in the corner. 1P
him quickly as though I do not know i

The one nearest to me throws himself on®
dead soldier.

I spring upon him. . g

The red flares color the sky. It is the Slgne g
to return, and here this maniac tries to K¢
me in this trench for ever. I grab him by
slack of his collar and start to tear him awd ;)

He looks up at me with the eyes of &
and says:

po™’

mf
a$"

the
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“Mein Bruder—eine minute—mein Bru-
er.”
The red flares grow brighter in the sky over
By shoulder.
] The other prisoner looks at me with sad
¥ is and repeats:
. Ja, Ja, das ist sein Bruder.”
rScknell,” I shout into the kneeling one’s
8- He nods and takes a few letters and
papf’l's from his brother’s pockets and follows
® Into the sap.
he earth leaps into the air on all sides of us.
Point towards our lines and we begin to run.
€ field g being swept by machine-gun fire.
do not gee any of our men. We are alone.
bedde run and stumble over stray bits of em-
ed barbed wire. We pick ourselves up
live Tun again, It is miraculous how we can
exp’lo‘;"ell for a moment, in this fire. A shell
brothe €s about twenty yards from us. The
lugg al' ffﬂls. We pick him up and carry him
'%s N discarded communication trench that
Om the German lines to ours.
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The fire grows fiercer. We can distingus!
shells of every caliber. 'The air begins to sp&*
and bark over our heads. They are using over
head shrapnel.

We stop and feel in the darkness for a f“nk
hole or a dugout. We find a hole in the sid¢
of the trench and wait there while the storm°
living steel rages about us.

It is black inside. 'The unhurt prisoner P HI
a stub of a candle out of his tunic pocket:
light it it flickers with the force of the nes™”
detonations.

The brother hugs his wounded leg and roc¥
to and frq with pain. We examine him- We
has been hit in the calf of his right leg: o5
take the emergency dressings from our g
and pour iodine into the open hole ©
flesh. He winces and then shrieks 8%
stuff eats into his tissue. I apply 2 g b
and his mate starts to bind the woull :
bandages

By signs and with my meager Ger™® md?
make them understand that we will wait ber
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"l the force of the barrage abates. I pull
out g package of cigarettes and offer them one
fch. e light up from the candle and sit
smoking.

Upoint to the wounded one’s leg and ask him
O he feels. e shakes his head and moans:

“deh, ach, mein Bruder.” He points back
Wards the German lines.
saHe begins to weep and talk rapidly at t?xe
e time, T cannot understand. I can dis-
"guish only two words—"“Bruder” and “Mut-
" 'The other prisoner nods his head sol-
nff‘ly, affirming what his comrade says:

X e, ja, das ist wahr—das ist sein Bruder,
arl »

Lsit looking at them silently.
€re is nothing to say.

Ookow can I say to this boy that something
U - s both, his brother and me, and dumped
to 4 lonely, shrieking hole at night—it
.ed us with deadly weapons and threw us
an.lst each other.

Mmagined that I see the happy face of the
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mother when she heard that her two boys wer
to be together. She must have written 10 the
older one, the one that died at the end of ™/
bayonet, to look after his young brother. Take
care of each other and comfort one anothe”
she wrote, I am sure.

Who can comfort whom in war? Who
care for us, we who are set loose at each ot
and tear at each other’s entrails with sil¢

cap

gleaming bayonets?

I want to tell these boys what I think ot
the gulf of language separates us. J

We sit silently, waiting for the storm of ste°
to die down.

The wounded one’s cigarette goes out:
move the candle towards his mouth. He? utf
his thin hand to mine to steady it. The cig® ot
rette is lit. He looks into my eyes with t
same doggish look and pats my hand in gr
tude.

“Du bist ein guter Soldat,” he says, h
filling with tears. I pat his shoulder.

With his hand he describes a circle:

120
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Motion takes in his trenches and ours, the thun-
tring artillery, the funk-hole, everything. In
h little-boy voice he says:
“dech, g ist schrecklich—schrecklich. . . .
The explosions die down.
e decide to move.
I motion to them that we are to go forward.
€ crawl out of the dugout.
€ support Karl’s brother, one on each side
m,
There is no shell-fire here. To the rear they
fe shelling our artillery batteries, but here
fre is only a steady sweep of machine-gun
& Ag we are in the discarded trench we are
10 danger,
t last we reach the sap that leads to our
Tencheg,

The sentry challenges us and we are allowed
Pass,

ofh

Clark i waiting, checking off the names of
g %€ Who return. He looks with approval at
®two prisoners.
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I am ordered to take the prisoners down 0
battalion headquarters.

In the headquarters’ dugout there are abou?
fifty men congregated. I am greeted wit
shouts of approval by the officers. It seet?”
that mine are the only prisoners brought ir-

The colonel slaps me on the back.

I ask that the prisoners be treated nicely"

“Of course—of course,” says the colonel’
a gruff voice,

They are taken into a corner and given 5
food and rum—to warm them up and ™*
them talk. 10

One of the men in our company comes UP
me and whispers:

“They’re talking of giving you an M.M- e

I watch the noisy scene quite calmly: T )
officers and men are flushed with the free.IY
flowing rum. 'The colonel honors me by €2 1 .
me to his table and offering me his bottle
whisky. I take a drink. ¥t

I am amazed that I do not tremble and sb

after the experiences of the night.
* Military Medal.

me

» ¥

«
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MTheY are talking of the casualties of the raid.
inthLeOd was killed by a grenade as we leaped
of ththe trenches. Forty men are missing out
€ hundred who went over.
d over there—?
takene of the captains in anothfer company
S the little red and black striped fatigue
“‘p from the head of the wounded prisoner and
Ve it to me.
« Tefuse to take it.
it _<re,” he shouts boisterously, “here, take

5 *d send it home to your mother as a
QuVenir ”»

® Stuffs the cap into my pocket.

Uside an occasional shell screams over
- heads ang explodes, shaking the dug-
e terrific noise is gone.

FO:tr aid is over. .
an \];’ en—a young officer—two prisoners
sadly_ arl. I think about this calmly but
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The raiders are excused from duty for e
remainder of the term in the line. We o
sent back to the reserve dugouts. They o

spacious.

The effect of the rum begins to wear off.

I try to sleep.

I cannot.

I am proud of myself. I have been test”
and found not wanting. 4,

I lie on my blanket and think of the T”’b
I feel quietly sure of myself. I went thro®
all that without breaking dovm. s

I feel colder now that the rum no long¢* 8 o

I begin to shiver. I draw my grea’cco*"t

my head.
I begin to shake.

“Cold,” I say to myself, “cold.” o
My hands shake—my whole body- 1
trembling all over. ot
“Fool,” I say to myself, “fool; why ”resz,f

trembling? The raid is over. You 8% _
You will get an M.M.—ten days’ leave in
don or Paris.”
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I try to decide wheré I shall go, to Paris or
‘ LOndon, but the thoughts do not stick.
he image of Karl, he who died on my bayo-
* seems to stand before my eyes.
he shaking becomes worse. The move-
*ts are those of one who is palsied.
begin to sob.
am alone,
- am living through the excitement of the
- all ovep again; but I cannot relieve myself
action now.
4o not think things now; I feel them.
}ﬁm?ho was Karl? Why did I have to kill

whz?rty men lost—why? MacLeod killed—
atie(.lo hot want to lie here. I am frightened
k .g‘et to my feet and start up the stairs
o, € to the communication trench. An

e .
I:Ie T comes stumbling down the stairs.
eyes,‘‘recogniZE!S me. He sees my frightened
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“Here, here,” he says, “what’s the matter®”
where are you going?’

T mumble something.

He offers me his flask. Tt is filled with 7"
I take a long swig. It burns my insides.

I stumble along the trench looking foF m); '
section. It is quite dark, there are no ligh"
in the sky. No moon, no stars. ;

I reach the front line. I recognize e
My name is called. Ttis Fry. He grasp? Iﬂis
hand and shakes it heartily. His fact
serious. g

“You did fine, I hear,” he says. “They* ethg
talking about it. You’re going to get
M.M.”

“Where’s Cleary?’ I ask.

“He got it,” Fry replies.

“Where? How?’ I ask. of

“Right over here.” He points 2 ﬁnovef
“As soon as the barrage started they ser® yis
a couple of heavies. A hunk of shell &% s
helmet in. He’s down at the M.O.’ dug®””
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Ldash off down the trench. I begin to cry.

45 stream down my face.
tbeging to rain, .

. he drops fall on my tin helmet, making a
8-Pong noise. The water splashes my f ace.
trickles down the gaping collar of my tunic.

he trench becomes muddy and I slip and

ﬂoundel‘ in the dark. .

‘¢ front is quiet. Not a sound rips
%Ugh the silence.

S¢€ a lone figure looming out of the dark-
88,

It is a company runner. I a.sk where
1 s officer’s dugout is. He directs me.
S Agger on.
Yo of chemicals, Tt is the M.0.’s dugout.
b1 down the stairs.
fly, funded men are lying all over the earthen
°* The M.O. sees me. He is an elderly
min ' He smjes.
«py, Bt s it, son?”
wp Y—Cleary, ‘A’ company,” I stammer.
al»

fod y head,
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He puts his arm on my shoulder.

“I’m sorry—he won’t live.”

I stand still. I say nothing. ‘

“Do you want to see him?”’ 1

“Yes,” I say at last.

He takes me to a corner and points t;l 4
khaki blood-soaked bundle. It is Cleary-
head lies on a small pile of hairy saﬂdb”’gs
His chin rests heavily on his collar-bone
face is a yellowish green. His eyes are 0105
The eyelids flutter slightly. Over his rlght
in his forehead, there is a gaping wouﬂf tbe
of which thick red blood flows. Part ® |
jaw is ripped off. He is breathing he“vlly
half snoring. His face is twisted. 1

I turn to the doctor.

“Is he conscious?”

He shakes his head. 13“‘1 |

“No, he’s out of it. Knocked out. 1

|

fracture of the skull. He’ll soon pass out p#
As we talk Cleary gives a loud snort: o1l

legs and arms convulse and jerk spast odie
Then he lies still.
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“He's geaq.”

€Xplain to the M.O. that there are some

lny Papers in the tunic of the corpse. I ask

“Mission to take them. He nods assent.
ingg Stuff the papers in my pockets and run out

0 the slippery trench.

Walk back to the dugouts reserved for the
do VI¥ors of the raiding party. I throw myself
Q“hn on the blanket. I cannot sleep. I am

Mow. 1t is quiet. I think:

Why was I so terrified when I thought of
fro L the Prisoner’s brother? Why did I stand
dymn s the M.O. told me that Cleary was
hls gt Why did tears choke me as I looked at
wﬁs zmg' wound in his head, at his jaw which

wh Alf tory away?

for The qUeStxons press on my brain—cry aloud

‘hg “n aswer, I toss and turn in my search-
.t does not come,

“hs‘v:fisbetter» I say to myself, not to seek for

iy It is better to live like an unreason-
g &nu,n

al,
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Ask me no questions—I’l1 tell you no Le*

At the base a sergeant once told me that all
soldier needed was a strong back and & ¥¢
mind. ;
Better not to ask questions. Better o
to... ¢
Well . .. Clearyisdead. Dead with 8}’
inhis head . . . with his jaw shot away- * °,

Maybe he was better off. No more W8
him—no more fatigues—no more Clark: * 'eS

But why did you feel as though your ins
were being forced up through your thr®®
you saw him die? I say to myself.

k

No answer. o
T had seen other men die. Hundreds
sands, maybe. . . . ¢

He was a clerk in an office back ,ho/ﬂ;)e
Maybe if he hadn’t died here—like e i
would have married a stenographer in the ochil'
in which he worked. ITe would have 1% s
dren and maybe he would have been T
by a taxicab. en?

Or maybe he would have contracted & Y
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al disease in a Cadieux Street dive and died
Paregis, Maybe.
Ang Karl . .. ?
ky 8ybe he was a farmer or a mechanic. Who
i O_W s *~he could have died in a hundred ways
Wilian Jite,
at is so terrible about the death of one of
e boys—about the death of one of us?
8uess it is because we do not want to die—
&v::llse we hang on so pitifully to life as it slips
‘lnay' Our lives are stolen—taken from us
Wares,

o ¢k home our lives were more or less our
W, _More or less, there we were factors in
f . We were doing. But here we are no more
hog, ™ than was the stripling Isaac WhOI.n t.he
block’ Senile Abraham led to the sacrificial

Iut it 18 better not to think. . . .

g Pull my coat over my head. I feel warm
OWSY'

t
last sleep comes, mercifully. . . .
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ETHUNE.
A dirty, squat, coal-smudged city.

The black North of France. In the
s of peace black with the soot of coal, now
tkened with the smoke of war.
heg 1 the outskirts of the town is f.l.hflge slag-
ing P- The adjacent coal mine is 1dle—th
le %t. The city is within range of heavy .ﬂl‘tl-l-
Poekﬁre' The countryside around Fhe city is
lngy “Mmarked with shells. But the mine stands
e’t, It is a miracle.
rgnethune- A few miles behind the Car.ladian
tire ! A haven of rest for the Canadians—
- and trench-weary.
u, d:t}f‘me with its narrow, grimy streets. Its
dy "Sized mining population which walks
the streets with that peculiar stunted
°f human moles. Wine shops, stores,
Y84 chip joints!
© shells seream into the town.
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Aceroplanes fly harmlessly over it.
The mine building with its shower-baths! ‘
The tolerated brothel! |
Yes, Béthune is a haven—a soldiers’ have”

We march towards the city singing O,Uf i
smutty marching songs. Songs laden W
humor—gallows-humor, the Germans call ‘
There is something terrifying in the eagern®
with which we sing these songs. [

A song to forget the horror of the trench®

A song to forget our dead!

A song to forget the unforgettable! -

Our bellies are full. We have rested £ |
night. It is late afternoon and now W¢ .
marching towards Béthune with its wine shet ‘
gambling dives, its safe streets—its bordé?

Let the thunder of the artillery boom beh” ‘
us. We are marching away from it. ,

Seven hundred men, hard, tough, and ¥ ‘
bitten.

Our feet beat the rhythm for the song® 1
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Ok, madam, have you a daughter fine,
barley voo.
Ok, madam, have you a daughter fine,
Darley voo.
O{‘: madam, have you a daughter fine,
% for g soldier up the line,
ncky, dincky, parley voo.

Ang then the answer:

Okh, yes, I have a daughter fine,
Fit for a soldier up the line,
Hincky, dincky, parley voo.
. le after mile the verses are roared out

W, . .
Olth 8 half-terrified, half-Rabelaisian boister-
Usnegs,

Then the concluding verses.

8o the little black bastard he grew and he
grew, parley wvoo.
he little black bastard he grew and he
T, %{'ew, parley voo.
ittle black bastard he grew and he
4 grew,
H?d'he learned to love the ladies too,
ncky, dincky, parley voo.
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And a word for the generals:

Oh, the generals have a bloody good tim#
Fifty miles behind the line.
Hincky, dincky, parley voo.

Left, right, left, right, roar the dirty marc
Ing songs:

Oh, wash me in the water

That you washed your dirty daughte’
And I shall be whiter

Than the whitewash on the wall. . - -

Left, right, left—roar the dirty marchlng

songs. 1%

To-morrow we may be dead. The work
shot to pieces. Nothing matters. Theré
no ten commandments. Let ’er go!

. . . .
Anderson complains to the chaplain of ¢
battalion, »
“Suppose we were bombed or SOm“"'d,1111 p
Imagine them going to meet their God ¥
dirty marching song on their lips!”
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But we continue to sing our songs—shouting

:nd Singing down the terror that grips each
Cart

Mag

mselle from Armentiéres, parley voo.
Ok,

> mad’mselle from Armentiéres, parley
Voo.

Mad”Inselle from Armentiéres,

Hagnyy been ed for forty years.

H, incky, dincky, parley voo.

We are billeted on the outskirts of the town.
:Zg %€ to be inspected by the Chief of Staff
tOnswe are busy polishing our green brass but-

0d oiling our rifles.
fie ®March for a few kilometers out to a lz.lrge
Py South of the town. An army of 11’?t1e
Uy ch boys stand on the side-lmt.zs, watching
We are drawn up for inspection.
€ Wait for hours.
Wo 8enera]s,
® shift rom foot to foot.
Yy, . St & convoy of automobiles comes

g down the road leading to the field.
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The company commanders shout orders:
We draw ourselves up stiffly.
A car swerves on to the parade-ground-

comes to a stop.
An orderly dashes out and swings the
open. ,
A little gray-haired man steps out. g
uniform is bedecked with gold and red facio”
“Battalion—present arms!” .
Seven hundred rifles are smacked int0 ver®

oo

cal positions before our staring faces.
Behind us the band bursts into two lines
the national anthem:

Oh, Canada, oh, Canada,
Oh, Canada, we stand on guard for
thee . . . )

The general lifts a tired hand to the VisoF
his gold-braided cap. 465

Behind him stands a group of yourg 8l Y
They languidly survey us as we stand &
salute. 0

The general starts to walk down the T
He is followed by his staff.
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We are standing as rigid as though ramrods
°Te shoved up our spines.
€ are motionless.
A louse comes to life in one of my armpits.
® itch is unbearable. I want to drop my
® and scratch. I try not to think of it, but
b‘tlng of the beast is an inescapable fact.
ing Over matter does not work here. To
°'¢ would mean the orderly room and a few
V¥ losg of pay. I stand still. .
T Inspection takes but a few minutes.
° Genera) gets into his car and drives off.
€ are marched back to our billets. On the
a‘? back we talk:
w * alittle runt, ain’t he?”
ot a cushy job, too.”
leath::,},le,s got a hundred batmen to shine his

{3

's got fifty medals . . .
ll]ie eah but he’ll never die in a lousy trench
ey TOWhie and them did.”
w24, no, Generals die in bed.”
ell, tha’s g pretty good place to die.”
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Anderson speaks up:

“Where would we be without generalS/”
“Yeah—where?”’

Clark shouts an order:

“March at easel”

That means we may sing:

Oh, the generals have a bloody good timé

Fifty miles behind the line.

Hincky, dincky, parley wvoo.

We are marched over for our quarterly baﬂ:
There are shower-baths in the mine buildiugt
It is three months since we have been unde” i |
water. Now we will bathe our lousy, serat® ‘
bodies. if

But even here water is scarce. We Stred
and stand waiting for the water to be tul'ﬂtet
on. Fifteen seconds under the steaming wh of
and then out. We soap ourselves coverlds
our bodies with a thick lather. Fifteen seco”
under the water again for rinsing- o

We go naked into another room for &ﬂd
fumigated underwear. In the seams
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ier(’tches of the fresh underclothing we see lurk-
" pale lice as large as rice grains.

Tt dusk on pay day.
oun t%le center of the town, In a red-br.ick
o ;e, Is the brothel. The house has six girls
Uty all of the time—three for the privates
) three for the officers. The officers have a
‘:Vate entrance. But inside, it is said, the
tar; do not recognize this distinction of mili-
Tank,
d:‘here are no lights in the town. In the
the queye extends for two streets. Three
Ted men stand waiting.
lelltlye children of the town pass the line si-
* Women and their men pass by.
S boOys in Tine Joke:
in wa:‘l’}’ you gotta wait in line for everything
th;r h: Younger soldiers grumble impatiently at
A :;ly’ bl‘lt older ones wait stolidly.
%, g a; night grows darker the queue be-
Ong silent line of avid men who stare
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hungrily at the brightly-lit door of the house
as it opens every now and then and emits *
khaki-clad figure which hurries off into the

dark.

The line moves up one pace. . . .

There are no fatigues for a few day*
walk down the roads at night. It is g’Ood
get away from the company for a few hot” d
Sometimes I sit in a civilian estaminé? {
drink wine and listen to the natives talking'
sounds pleasant to hear words which on¢ "
not comprehend. In these native estamt »
the price of wine is cheaper than in the one$ re
quented by the soldiers. The Fr ench 1
think that every Canadian soldier is 2 mill o
aire. They do not understand why w¢
our money away so freely. e

1t is early evening. The sun has set- . i
men are sleeping after supper or sitting I g
wet canteens, drinking beer. I fill &
pouch with tobacco which has been sert toarld
from home. I stuff the bowl of my pipe
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.\\\
hg}"t up, and set off down one of the roads
¢h lead away from the town.
Lwal along puffing at my pipe. Nearby I
ie;r the sound of fowl clucking as they are
Whe“rbffd in their sleep. A pig grunts some-
T in the twilight.
Pass a peasant cottage. An old man sits
sPea}lie door., He greets me. I stop. He
S a little English. We talk.
f,rome Sniffs hungrily at the smoke which curls
.o the bowl of my pipe. Tobacco is scarce
nopothe hatives. There is a government mo-
8 ie:r’ and most of it is sent to the French
bl S at the front. The natives smoke horri-
3k stuff, expensive and hard to get.
tig Z;l(.)lds out a gnarled, brown hand. It is
«p, . 100 the pathetic begging gesture.

Wacy he asks
Ssitate,

ﬂtt

; One is not generous in war.
€ o
Yes beseech me. I give him my pouch.

Hm

Sty

Qagerl S a blackened pipe from his pocket and
¥ fills his powl.

e .
- Smoke jp, silence.
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He takes a deep inhalation of the fmgﬂ’Ilt
Virginia tobacco and exhales with deep sigh’
of satisfaction.

After a while we talk again,

He asks if I like Béthune. »

“Yes,” Isay. “They don’t shell it, do theY’o

“Do you know, m’sieu, why the Boches
not bombard the city? It is a fortified 0%
Y ou must surely know ?”

I ask why. "

“That mine there”—he points ’cowal‘d*"‘.tis
slag-heap which towers over the fields— ;
owned”—he lowers his voice for no app¥* "
reason—"it is owned by the Germans—5° t, 15
do not shell it. But my barn here”—he P O;;d
to a demolished wood barn—*it was sP P
last month. Cr-r-r-ung! and a year’s v
was done in. Their own coal-mines the¥
not destroy, but—"

He breaks off. b

“It is better not to talk of such thir{gs’ of

m’sieu? It is even better not to
them?”
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He asks me into the house.

Bside we sit and talk. He gives me a glass
White table wine and I offer him half a franc.
© takes jt.

Tesently a girl of about eighteen or so
®S into the house. Apparently she has been
g Some light chores. She smiles at me.
€ is dark, like so many of these northern-
:r‘f' “2d has olive, ruddy cheeks. Her hair is
u}hny black, As she smiles her eyes wrm}de
o) d seem o disappear behind her l'ngh
gfee Ones; at the same time the bmd.ge
Ay T nose creases, giving her a tomboyish

of

Q()m
d .

’eli Sk if they have a spare b.ed. I do' not

Iloﬂ. the idea of sleeping in billets to-night.
I " Yo pay. Her father consents.

fopy b do my puttees and make myself com-

%oa.le' I fill my pipe and sit near the door

80gg ; € and talking to the girl. Presently she

}ler flllto the corner of the room and talks with
g, o I hear them whispering.
8t

d Jook over the silhouette of the slag-
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heap in the direction of the line. The rumb¥
of the artillery fills the air and the gun-ﬂashes
color the early night sky. It is nicé to sit her?
and watch it. . . .

A hand is on my shoulder. Itis the girk

“You please give fader tabac? Cand i
have many.”

The skin on her nose creases again
eyes twinkle. She runs her hand up the
of my head. e
I cannot refuse her. I give her half

and ¥
po

contents of my pouch. She runs to her f3
with the treasure. He nods to me grat
from his corner.

I continue to sit and think, watching
flashes in the distant sky.

It grows darker and darker.

It is black.

The lights disappear altogether fro®
sky.

The rumble ceases.

The night’s bombardment is over-

I knock the ashes from my bowl
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g‘he old man is standing beside me.

Come,” he says, “I will show you where to
sleep'n

2 lit: leads me up a narrow stairway and down
.le hall.  The house is dark and quiet.
? lights are permitted.
Ny, CPeBS & door. Tt is black inside the
1]

Yoy sleep here,” he says.

Valk in, e closes the door.
startf:m ble in the dark and find a chair. I
o , © undress. I am tired and the thought
Ay Dght in s bed hastens my movements.
fop St Lam undressed, I feel in the darkness

e bed,
Inthrow myself on to it.
‘Voman,e dark my hand feels a warm, hard
ma’lllr S body. T smell peasant odors—earth,
y fa:e, Sweat. . . . Her hot breath beats into
* We do not speak. . . .

In the ) . . .
h Morning I sleep late. I dress in a
ind 8et into billets late for breakfast.
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Fry and Broadbent tell me that I am _W”‘nted
at company headquarters.

My leave has come through!

I rush back to my billets, T hastily P .
and get ready to go. I draw my pay. ¥
evening I start down the line. e

There are about twenty-five of us o
cattle-car which halts and bumps its way do p
towards the base. The train creaks and ¢
to a halt every few miles. It is night but
cannot sleep. We talk and smoke.

“I'm gonna walk into the best restaufter;
in London and I'm gonna say to the ¥
‘Bring me everything on the menu.”” W I

“Yeah, you think you can eat a lot- .
let me tell you that your belly is all shr '
Last time I was on leave T got sick that”'wa

“I’m gonna sleep the whole ten days 4

“God, another day and we’ll be sle€P -
clean sheets. . . .”

]

.

Dawn, "
We are still in the cattle-car. We P
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e::;um.ent for war prisoners. The emaci-
g 1°0¥img Germans stand looking, as silent
m (;notlonless as owls. One of them waves his
% us as we ride past. We wave back
ot ‘M. We throw them cigarettes and cans
ully beef,
ling tflast we arrive at the base. We wait in
T our soup and later are assigned to

O lorrieg which will take us to the Chan-
Port,

Q
|
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ONDON.

It is three o’clock in the morning.
of 4 We are weary with the long hours
Tavel. Y walk out of the soot-colored ugly
Merloo Station and hail a cab. I give the
e the name of a little hotel.
bat},am taken up to a room. I ask where .the
T0m is, In a few minutes I am scrubbing
Ysel.f Vigorously.

8 five o’clock when I turn in. I stretch
Qz::I £ Toyally between the cool white shet.ets.
traﬂilde I hear the rumble of early morning
'I‘hc' I listen hungrily.
beatse h0110w, echoing sound of horses’ hoof-
The " The roll of wheels on the macadam,
dow.growl of an omnibus as it passes my win-

I gy
fau ggle contentedly under the sheets and
aS eep.
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It is late afternoon when I awake.

I dress leisurely, soaking in each quiet ®°
ment. The room is peaceful. It is years sin
I have been alone like this. I polish my boot
shine my buttons and leave the hotel.

On the steps I light a cigarette and .
around me. Nobody notices me. The trof
of the city flows on all sides of me. P

It is dusk and the few lights permitted ﬂ’.‘
shaded so as not to be visible from the .
I walk to the corner. A woman passé®
and whispers:

“Hello, Canada.”

Joo

Too early for that, o
gyt
First I must get a drink and then a be
of food. »

I walk into a restaurant on Shaftés"
Avenue. I order a meal and a bottle of “;t {
After the first few mouthfuls I notice ® oo
am not very hungry. That man on the g0
train was right. I drink a glass of Wi*°
light a cigarette.

Well, I am happy, anyhow.
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The Waiter sees the insignia on my shoul-
S He i a tall, pale cockney. He hovers
“Ver Ine,
) 'Ow is it over there?”
“ do not feel like talking.
Ousy,” I reply.
4 Pretty girlpsits opposite me. She leans
%S the table and asks for a match.
8ive her 4 light.
¢ Walk out of the restaurant together.
. T name is Gladys. We walk a.along the
Qelleets ta]kjng and laughing. She is an ex-
Companion for a soldier on leave. She
°t mention the war.
« 2Fe in the Strand near Fleet Street.

«et's have 5 drink,” she says.
Sure 3
13 .

Mt say ‘sure,’” she says, “it sounds
“g‘ican. Say ‘of course.’”
o T am an American.”
“ Qo like Americans.”
Vén Tight, then I'm a Canadian.”
® Walk int, the family entrance to a pub
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and order two doubleheaders of Scotch.
sit and drink and talk,

“Where shall we go to-night?”

“Anywhere you say.” p

“Do you want to go to the Hlppodl"’n1 ‘

“Yes.”

We order another drink. I feel flushed: "

We walk out of the public-house and i»
the humming streets.

She puts her arm in mine and we walk 2.
the street. Her body is close to mine. o
its contours, its firmness. There is an odor °
perfume.

“Love me?”

She looks at me with wide-open eyes- oo

“Yes. I love all the boys.” She 84"
my arm. I do not like her answer.

I frown.

She hastens to explain:

“I have enough for you all, poor Iads”

My frown breaks a little. i1

“Now, then, let’s not talk of thing®
that,” she says.
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The Whisky is racing through my veins. I
boisterous, I swagger. The thought of
® trencheg does not intrude itself now.
buy the tickets for the theater. Inside the
“mance has started.
i 0 the stage a vulgar-faced comic is prz.mc-
ihg Up anq down the apron of the stage sm.g-
'~ Behind him about fifty girls dressed in
ey, khak; stage uniforms, who look like
. “*Male Tommies, dance to the tune of the
d% tc. Their breasts bob up and down as they
and sing:

WZ”’ s a lovely war.

What do we care for eggs and ham
" we have plum and apple jam?

ka march, right turn.

t do we do with the money 'we
€arne

Oh, oh,

Ok, it’s a lovely war.

the tr: tempo is quick, the orchestra crashes,
f%eg les slide, the comic pulls impossible
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The audience shrieks with laughter. GladP
laughs until tears roll down her face. I

The chorus marches into the wing® e
Union Jack comes down at the back of
stage. The audience applauds and chee™

I feel miserable. ot

The fat comic—the half undressed act®’ ¥
—somehow make me think of the line.
about me. There are very few men 0" "
in the theater. The place is full of sfnoow
faced civilians. I feel they have no Hig?
laugh at jokes about the war.

I hear Gladys’ voice.

“Don’t you like it, boy?”

“No, these people have no right t0

“But, silly, they are trying to forgeb: b

“They have no business to forget:
should be made to remember.” : ke

The comic on the stage has cracked ‘;ltgr'
The audience goes into spasms of Is
My voice is drowned out. 4

Gladys pats my arm. )
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A Jolly-faced rotund civilian in evening

o8 sitting near me says:

i 52y, he’s funny, isn’t he?”

Stare at him.
o Hurns to his female companion. I hear
« Whjsper:

heu‘shocked.”

) 8000t formylate my hatred of these peo-
fh: Y heaq is fuzzy but 1 feel 'that people
By, Ot be sitting laughing at Joke§ about
In ¥ and apple jam when boys are ('1y1ng 01.1t
tage "ance, They sit here in stiff s.hlrts, tl}ell‘
alldg &.lld Jowls are smooth with daily shaving
Oyt ‘nty Cosmetics, their bellies af'e full, and
Sitty, °T¢ we are being eaten by lice, we are

Ing trembling in shivering dugouts. . . .

termission_

Vo oL blue, The effect of the Scotch has
M ogp

&

Wome 0, let’s have a drink,” Gladys says.
°"dere 80 to the back of the auditorium and
two drinks, Tt is g long wait and we
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have several drinks before the curtain 8%
up again. ‘

Finally the show ends and we go out inl
the street. g

Swarms of well-dressed men and WO ,
stand about in the lobby smoking and talli®
waiting for their motor-cars. There are ® Y
uniforms but they are not uniforms of ;
line. I see the insignia of the non-comb? 4
units—Ordnance Corps, Army Service Co 48
Paymasters. I feel out of place in &
glitter.
“Come on,” I say to Gladys, “let’s g te
of here.”

She is angry with me as we walk down
street. u for

“You’re spoiling your leave. Can ty0 pefd ot
get the front for the few days you have P
you?”

We are back in the pub.

More drinks. of jife

She tells me amusing little bits of B
and T listen,
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+ 50 when he left me I decided I'd stay
Itln London. I didn’t know what to do so
N %k rooms i Baker Street and made a liv-

Rir tflat way. But I'm not like other

§o; )

ns.ide of her room a fire burns in the grate.
S Warm ang cheery.
Dare: takes off her hat and gloves, and.pre-
Wit tl:o Make tea. The room is furms.hed
4y, ¢ taste of & woman of her profession.
lillel e ‘lt is welcome after two years in the
She Slton g dainty settee facing the fire,
N r“lncomes back with tea and a small bottle

1 11(:;] Dlace jt for you?”

tea. * She pours a little rum into the hot
Raing ® Sit back and drink. She nestles up
of hey snle a0d with her free hand she takes
We ta 0¢s, then she slips off a stocking. As
“ta,nds sl.le slowly undresses. Finally she
P in only a gauzy slip.
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The rum is tingling in every nerve. T
fire throws a red glow over her white skin-

She sits on my lap and then jumps up-

“My, but your uniform is rough.”

I take a roll of pound notes out of m’;
pocket. I put them on the table clos ’
hand.

“Listen,” I say. “I like you. Let mé
here for my ten days.” o

“I was going to say that to you, but 1 Wof
afraid you might misunderstand me. Most i
my boys spend their whole leave with mé: ,
don’t like them running off in the moF il
It’s a little insulting—" She ends with B
laugh. .

The fire crackles on the hearth. Thebe,,,ts
sings in my head. The heat of the fir¢ ~ ,
on my face. Her slim white body entic®

Bang! An explosion in the street

I leap to my feet.

My heart thumps.

She laughs,

stﬁy
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“Sﬂly + That’s only a motorcycle backfiring,
You Poor thing! Your face is white.”
¢ Puts her hands on my face and looks
mkiouﬂy at me.
¥y to laugh,

thewe lie in beq. From a neighboring clock
OUr strikes. It is three o’clock,
le day gonel!
S lagy head lies in the crook of my arm,
Happy?n
Qlenter body makes a friendly, conscious move-
ey . .t IS one of the many ways that lovers
w, "ithout words.
571 say in a whisper.
She ®ar comeg to life and rolls dOWI'l my face.
DUt hep hands to my eyes and wipes them.
Il:lhen What are you crying about?”

0 not
“ answer,
Y

lhmg?,:l Won't be cross if I tell you some-

! Shake my head,
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“Promise ?”

“I promise.”

“I always feel sad when the boys cry it n?)’
bed. It makes me feel that it js my fault -
some way.”

Silence. Then: "

“You're not angry because I have ™
tioned the other ones?”

I shake my head.

Cool hands on my face,

Her silken hair brushes against my cheek

“Now, now—go to sleep, boy.” ot

The clock booms the quarter-hour-
my eyes.

. . . . . . ]

I wake with the odor of grilled b“conare
my nostrils. The curtains in the r(folﬂ i1
drawn. I do not know what time it 1% othe
am rested. Rested and famished. ID al.lng‘
room I hear the sizzling sound of cf’ok;e el

Gladys comes into the room. She s . s
in & calico house-dress. She smiles 8t %
says:
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“Tea ?”

b She brings a cup of tea to me and we talk of
® Plang for the day,
Tess and come into the other room which
& Combination dining and sitting-room and
Parlgy,
gr'T here i a glorious breakfast on the table,
6 acon, crisp and brown, two fried
%, a Pot of marmalade, 2 mound of toast,

f: lden Yellow ang brown, and tea. I fall

thisladys looks on approvingly. How wFll
O ]woman understands what a lonely soldier
ver €quires,
sf: » boy,” ghe says.
“boy» , (088 Mot call me by name but uses
w“&'s OStead, I like it. In a dozen different
“Puns € makes me happy: a pat on the arm,
Sheo. her hand through my hair. .
lllOtherls that delightful combination of wife,
dier 0 *nd courtesan—and 1, a common sol-
Iﬂli ?&ve, have her!
¥ Ito my tynie which by some mystery
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is now cleaned and pressed, -and we go out int?
the street and walk towards the Park.

The days ship by

It is a week since I have been heré W
Gladys. and

We are at table. She is a capable 0001." »
delights in showing me that her domesti® v:io'
tues are as great as her amorous ones:
not gainsay either,

We are drinking tea and discus
for the evening. 1 do not like a mo
slip by without doing something. I am *
lessly happy. t},js

“I should like to go to WhltechaPe
evening,” I say.

She looks at me with surprise.

“Why?” 10 05

“I've heard so much about it. I W%
it.”

“It’s not nice there.” fLoﬂdop

“I know, but I want to see more @
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vhan Just itg music-halls, Hyde Park and its
y Wonderful pybs.”
Ut very low people live there, criminals
Such thllflg;S~you will be robbed.”
el, I don’t mind. Tama criminal, Did
e:' T tell you that I committed murder?”
She ¢ looks up with a jerk. Her eyes look
o With suspicion,
Whepe Was some time ago. I came into a place
ing rra 1 enemy of mine was and I stabbed him

q Doff,” explain.
She T eyes are wide open. She is horrified.
N dogg not speak.
Pl&eelaUgh and relate that the murder took
Pot.shln 2 trench and that Imy enemy wore a
I‘I "Ped helmet,
er faee glows with a smile.
lllllrd " silly boy. I thought you had really
tre Some one.”
We, Ce

Br Imnstel‘ Abbey
n\musty~1 oyal sepulchre.
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I am alone.

I walk past statues of dead kings.

I yawn.

As I walk out in the bright sun-lit §
I heave a sigh of relief. 'Well, I have bee?
Westminster Abbey. It is a duty.

As I come out, an Anglican curate
listless face.

It is wartime and no introductions aré nef
sary.

“Hello.”

“Hello.”

“You look tired.”

“Yes.”

“On leave?”

“Yes. Going back to-morrow.”

“Itching to get back, I'll wager.”

“I’ll be itching after I get back.” g ghf'

He laughs. He is the type known 89 8
ing parson—very athletic and boisterou:'itﬁb'

“Ha, ha, that is a good one—you'l be p R
ing after you get back. I must remer?
one.”

reth

sees
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He asks if T will have tea with him at a
- Y tea-room. The mustiness of the Ab-
as dulleq my wits and I can think of no
Uy €Xcuse, so I accept. .
® &re seated at the table. He asks me in-
*Table questions about the war.
So "'t the spirit of the men simply splendid?
red €very one up. West End nuts tho
the Yook 4 single thing seriously leading
Wlt[: en into machine-gun fire armed only
8‘n‘nng-stlcks
d‘lre “Mark that this is bad military proce-
storyand add that it sounds like a newspaper
of AbSOIUtely authentic, dear boy; a friend
kig "€ came bacl and told me he saw it with
°‘1e, 1 eyes, Here, have a cigarette.” I take
" the Sit and smoke and listen to his views
haekt War I am ill at ease and want to get

ey

alks 011 -

'hyw but the pegt thing about the war, to
v of thmkmg, is that it has brought out
171
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the most heroic qualities in the common P

”»

ple, positively noble qualities. . . .
He goes on and on, i
I feel that it would be useless to tell huﬂ'
Brownie, of how Karl died, of the snsr o
fighting among our own men over 8 &%
bread. . . .
I offer to pay for the tea. He protest® y
“No, no, by Jove, nothing too good fo
soldier on leave—this is mine.”
We part at the corner of the street:

“Good-by.” § g
“Good-by, good luck, and God bI€s
old man.” o5t

I hurry back to Gladys. To-night is ouf
night together. '
Morning.
The last day. o I
I am to leave Waterloo station at noa gt
have slept late. Gladys and I eat br ‘;f ot
in silence. She is sad that I must 8% p e
there is no doubt. As I pack my thit
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gy Parcel to me which contains food, a

h ¢ of whisky and cigarettes. I k.iss her

mghtly 38 a gesture of thanks; she clings to
“and hides her face from me.

o) ell, these things come to an end sooner
a.ter' .

. . 2T€ at the station. The waiting-room is
OWd

ley ®d with soldiers coming to London on
Iv s 1 €nvy them.,

Ay, "y 8ood-by to Gladys. She puts her

by " 3roung e, I feel her body being jerked

theizl.)s' I kiss her passionately. She is all

iy th "85 Lhave longed for in the long months

) fenches—anq now I must go.

n‘)se?r Vs are red and wet with tears. Her
Shey .

eyes,e %0ks up to me pathetically with weepy
[ t}?\’e You beer, happy, boy?”

t(’Eet °f the beautiful hours we have spent
Qrher and Y pog.

jostl:(;v 1 miy on both sides of us. We are
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I do not know how to go. I decide t ¥
abrupt.

“Well, I think I’ll have to be gOlng
Once more we embrace. She holds ”
tightly. I feel tears springing to my eye*

lift her face to mine and kiss her wet eye®

I run through the gate.

I look back.

She waves a crumpled handkerchief at
I wave my hand.

I climb into the carriage.

The train begins to move. . . .
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\

ACK at the front.
I find the battalion a few miles be-
Jugy N dhind the reserve lines. .They have
Yoy & short rest. We are getting ready to
Whe, - Pere is intense excitement every-
e : nd of course innumerable rumors. We
fl‘ongomg to the south of France, to a quiet
By iy °F a real rest—we are going north to
We arent\there is to be a terrific offensive,
Wig .o be shock troops—and so on. The
¥ ca]] 'k with these rumors—Ilatrine rumors
ther,
“hig bat.eh of unused recruits have come up,
oy oiilves Us reason to believe that we are
axllaZe § out on rest, The recruits look with
getinoent 8t the feverish preparations, they
hllis,an i way, ask foolish questions and make
The - (.)f themselves generally.,
fall3~ lnery‘mar up front swells as night
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It is dark when the battalion is reads" o
fall in outside of our billets and march od
the little deserted, shell-torn village. , ,g;f

We march all night. Ten minute® oF
every hour. The road is jammed with & 08 |
ing artillery. There is a steady streald g
our way.

Yes, we are going into action; of that o
can be no doubt. The rumors of an ©
these past months have not been idle ones'eﬂ"

It is autumn. We are wearing O ° o
coats and the hours of marching les¥ o
with sweat. We cease talking amo? ; 115“‘
selves. Breath is valuable. The P8¢ ks ﬂ’d
our shoulders. The accouterments bané
clank against each other.

Men begin to fall out of the ranks: 11.1101‘9
The road becomes rougher- y ool
everywhere. Gaps in the mal'ching pis 001‘"

grow wider. Clark runs up and dow?
pany shouting orders.
“Close up those god-damned 85P
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#. C Tun, painfully bresking the rhythm of
e mar h

IlI: '8 dark, Up ahead of us we see white
thts | h°°tmg‘ above the horizon. Very
€ are getting nearer to the line.
Q. P25 through a charred, ruined village.
R, ®me o life on both sides of the road.
by, Vy artillery. From bekind skeletons of
o pe ftlhe Mmouths of the guns shoot tongues
Hargy, Ame into the night. The detonations
Oy, ® US With their suddenness. We march
Re "aud, ap undersized French-Canadian re-
the tra; Tarcheg by my side. He came up on
R "' With me when I returned from leave
Plajy, s attaChed himself to me. He com-
rll‘ra] b he has 4 pain in his side. It is a
load bow he can stagger along under his
d“Qt © Dot know how he ever passed the

Hxs knees s

is g 8. In the dark I see his pale

Wisted with pain.
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“It hurts me here,” he says, putting his hand
to his left side near the groin.

“If it gets worse, fall out,” I say.

It is long after midnight. We have bee?
marching for nearly six hours. We lie aloné’
side the road for our ten-minute rest.

Up ahead of us a bombardment is going or
A road is being shelled with overhead shraf”
nel. We see the red bursts in the air. W€
not speak to each other.

Renaud whimpers.

“I cannot go on. T have a pain here.”

Clark passes us as we rest.

“I will have to fall out, sir,” the recruit 3

Clark turns on him with a cold smile.

““Cold feet, eh,” he says, and he walks 0 0

It is time to fall in. Renaud cannot 8°
his feet. Clark walks over to him.

“Fall in there, you,” he orders.

ay*

a,tly
The recruit begins to cry. The ComPO .
is drawn up, waiting. Renaud does not m d

He lies by the edge of the road with his b
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Mressed to his side. Clark stands over the
Postrate recruit.

“Get up!”

The recruit does not move. The officer
t?‘kES him by the scruff of the neck and hauls
™ to his feet.
. ”YOu yellow-livered little bastard. Fall

Renaud hobbles to his place. We begin our
Narch,

VVAH night long the guns blaze and storm.
01'; Sit in the damp dugouts and wait for the
°f to move forward. The recruits are
lg'htened They sit among themselves and
in whispers.

€ have been told that we are going over
tOP in a few days. There are no fatigues.

€ Wait and sleep.
o m lying in a corner half-asleep on a pile
g “ndbags, T feel some one tugging at my
Teast-pocket. I push the intruder away
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with a sleepy movement of my hand. I doz
again. Once more he tugs. I wake up fully:

It is a rat gnawing at my pocket in Wwhi
I have some biscuits. I sit up and it retrest?
a little. I look at it and it bares its eeth”
1 reach for my rifle. It dashes into a hole.

In the front line.

It is midnight.

We are to go over at five.

It is jet-black.

The enemy is nervous to-night.

He keeps hammering at our line with hed
artillery. .

The rum comes up and our lieutenan® w
tions it out. -

We stand in the trenches receiving Jast-0”
ute orders. Zero hour is five o’clock sha?F’
We synchronize our watches.

The hours drag.

Suddenly our guns in the rear open UP* o

The German line becomes alive with *
shell-bursts,
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The fury of our cannons grows wilder and
Wilder,

Firework signals leap into the air behind the
German trenches.

The guns maul each other’s lines.

Machine-guns sweep No Man’s Land.
inwe crouch in the corner of the bay wait-

8 ...

.The bombardment swells and seethes. The
Ur overhead whistles, drones and shrieks.

We are smashing their lines and batteries.

he reply is weak. Their guns are nearly
llellced

As far as one can see to the left and right

® night flickers with gun-flashes.

naud comes to my side. His face is

ite, He asks a question:

b “When do we go over?” His voice is trem-
8.

Ulook at my watch.
X aTen minutes,” I say. I am sorry for him.
H:‘k him to stay with me during the attack.
Moves closer to me.
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Fry, Broadbent and Anderson are in the
one bay with us. We prop the jumping‘otf
ladder against the parapet.

Five minutes!

The intensity of the bombardment seems w
have reached its peak. The trench shivers with
the force of the blasting.

Fry comes to my side. He holds his pand
out.

“So long,” he says. “I won’t come out ¢
this.”

“Don’t be crazy.”

“Yes, I'm going to get it this time.’
lips are stretched tight over his teeth. “Ap
don’t care, either. I'm fed up.” it

He holds the Lewis gun ready to thro¥ ’
up over the parapet.

Suddenly No Man’s Land becomes &
tain of fire. A million shells seem to €XP
out there. Smoke curls heavenwards:
fierce flicker is blinding.

-Barrage!

, Hif
a1

cut”
Jode
The
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S
‘ We are to advance behind the sheet of seeth-
g flame.

Ilook at Renaud. His eyes are wide open.
He keeps licking his parched lips. I shout a
few Jagt warnings into his ear. “Don’t run.
eep well behind the barrage. If you run
o it youwll be torn to pieces.”

Clark comes into the bay. He looks at his
Yatch, He shouts something. We do not

®ar what he shouts but we know it is the order
% 8o over.
& ;;Ve clamber up the ladder and out on to the
S

“}11 along the line men are advancing with
®Ir rifles on guard.

OnWe walk slowly. The curtain of fire moves

» Mmethodically.

Out of the smoke behind us tanks crawl like
Ug8e beetles spitting fire. They pass us.
'om ope of the holes a hand waves to us.

On and on!

e walk behind the raging curtain of flame,
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The earth trembles and shakes as though it ¥
tortured by an earthquake. Our steps are W%
steady.

We have advanced about a hundred yi"l'ds '

There is no enemy fire.

It is nearly dawn. A blue-gray light 8
pears.
Renaud walks by my side. His face i8 red
with excitement now. To my left Anders?®
and Fry walk together.

We reach the German front line.

It is pulverized.

Legs and arms in gray rags lie here a0
there. The trenches are almost flattened.

In the smoke-murk I step on something:
is soft. I look down. It is the ripped-oP¢
stomach of a German,

We walk on. The shield of fire advancez

Through the haze of smoke we see & ¥
about a hundred yards ahead of us. The b;;
rage leaps upon it. Torn trunks of tre .
into the ajr. Large branches fall near us-
dodge them,
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We are in the wood.
We advance cautiously for fear of snipers.
There is a movement in one of the trees
“hich has remained standing. Broadbent
Nises his rifle to his shoulder and shoots into
the shattered branches.
Arifle drops—and then the man. He holds
S shoulder from whence comes & thin trickle
O‘f blood, The rifle is fitted with telescopic
mghts,
4 sniper!
WSOme of our boys rush to him and cover him
th their rifles. The wounded sniper crawls
™ hig knees towards us. He is middle-aged
has a gray walrus mustache—fatherly-
:ﬂ‘ing. His hands are folded in the gesture
}fleh pbleads for pity.
Drej Kinder—three children,” he shrieks.
€ are on top of him.
' Br()!J,dbent runs his bayonet into the kneel-
One’s throat. The body collapses.
Ome of ys kick at the prostrate body as we
Vit Tt quivers a little with each kick.
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It begins to rain.

It pours. Sheets of it.

Up in the sky we see flashes of lightnip#
but we cannot hear the thunder for the ros*
of the artillery.

The earth is pulverized from the heavy bo?”
bardment and this mixes with the rain, 5007
making a thin half-liquid mud. Tt is ankle
deep. We flounder and slip and fall as ¥
walk.

The barrage lifts.

We run through the mud slowly. It holdf
our boots. We slip and stagger. We ar€ co"t
ered with mud. We can hear the thu®
now; it is tame after the barrage.

Machine-guns hammer at us.

Men begin to fall.

Shells explode out in front, showel"ng
with slime.

We are held up.

The field has become a sea of mud- a1 g

Our light artillery is coming up beP™
The drivers are lashing at the horses:
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W 5 almost knee-deep. The wheels stick.
he rain pours down upon us ceaselessly.

Near me a driver dismounts and grabs hold
* the reins and tries to pull his horses out of
“mud. The beasts struggle and hold back.
:‘Ie Strikes the animal nearest to him with the
:“ck of his whip. He beats its face. Blood
Purts from the animal’s nose. It screams.

® heavy steel guns sink lower into the mud.

ach step is agony. The mud sucks us
"0, But we keep going nevertheless.
Grenades land in the mud and do not ex-

Blog,

eo

k We are near their trenches. With a super-

an effort we run toward them. We can
* the enemy leaving his positions and fleeing

ﬁel:jh? rear, We slide out of the mud of the
Into the half water-filled trenches.

® have gained our objective.

wwe start to bail the water out of the trench.

Yepair the parapets. Our saturated

8 hang on us like leaden garments,

%k at my watch, It is six o’clock,
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One hour to cross that field!

The rain stops. It is quiet.

We open our haversacks and start to eat-

At noon they begin to shell our line.
fire is weak. It lasts about ten minutes.

Suddenly it stops.

Counter-attack!

We put the Lewis gun on the par”’Pet'
Broadbent works it while Anderson stands
feeding him ammunition.

The Germans run slowly across the m“ddy
field toward us. There are swarms of thelﬂ:
I fire my rifle point-blank into the slow®""
ing ranks.

They keep coming.

To my right the Lewis gun leaps 80
as though it were a living thing.

When they are about fifty yards
they break and run back to their 1ines ag”
We continue to fire until we cannot 8¢
any longer.

4 wé

from us
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S
It is quiet save for the swishing sound of
€ rain which has started again.

In front of our lines we can hear their
}Youllded calling for help. They moan and
Owl,

We settle down to rest.

: Suddenly machine-gun fire opens up. We

JumP to the parapets.

hey are coming again!
hey advance in waves, in close formation.
®stand on the firing-step and shoot into the

.oseIY-packed ranks. Every shot tells. My
;‘:le is hot. On all sides of us machine-guns

Qe gt the attacking ranks.

hey are insane, it seems.

€ cannot miss them.

1 and on they come.

bove the clatter of the Lewis guns I can

N Snatches of song. They are singing.

ey are close to us. I fire carefully.
hey are close enough to throw grenades.
See their ranks waver for a moment and
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then they start to run slowly towards us. o
line is a line of flame. Every gun is in actio”

The singing is quite distinct now.

I can see faces clearly.

Each burst of Broadbent’s gun cuts a swil?
in the front ranks of the attacking troops-

They are close to our trenches. Their si
ing has become a shriek which we hear abo”
the hammering of our rifles and guns.

I am filled with a frenzied hatred for the’
men. They want to kill me but I will stay e’
and shoot at them until I am either shot °
stabbed down. I grit my teeth. We are 58"
ing, savage beasts.

Their dead and wounded are piled up ”’b
four deep.

They climb over them as they advance-

Suddenly they break and retreat. pel?

We have repulsed them again. e
wounded crawl towards our trenches:
shoot at them. {05

The shrieking and howling out in front 0
sounds like a madhouse in turmoil.
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We sink down to the bottom of our trenches

®hausted.

It is quiet once more,

Out in front the wounded men still howl.
Ne of them crawls into our trench and falls

Year us,  Half of his face is shot away.
His breath smells of ether! No wonder they
Wackeq like madmen!

Fry has a flesh wound in his right arm. We
'85s the wound. It is not serious and we ad-
% him to go back as soon as it is dark.

Out in front the cries of the wounded are
tse than ever. We look at each other with
Tawn, frightened faces.

8el3he afternoon wears on. We busy our-

de, S with repairing the trench. We dig it
<Per anq sandbag our parapets. Behind the

o ™an Jines we hear them preparing for an-
T attack. We hear voices, commands.
bis hearly dusk.

oy bey begin to shell our trench. They have

80t the correct range and the shells fall
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short in No Man’s Land. The shells 1eo?
among the bodies of the wounded and dest
The lashing of the bombardment starts the?
shrieking again. It hurls torn limbs and €%
trails into our trench.

We are lost.

Our ammunition is short. )

Fry comes into our bay. His arm is stif
he cannot move it.

We talk of retreating. We work out & P
for falling back. ¢

Anderson begins to pray in a subdv®”

Ja?

scared voice:
“0O Lord, look down upon me.
out in Thine infinite pity . . .”
Broadbent turns on him in disgust.
“For the Lord’s sake, Anderson, dOn,t.
God where you are or we’ll all get k
Stop whining.”
The shells come closer and closer. g
We decide to fall back if the coming
ter-attack threatens to be successful.
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The fire lifts.
We “stand-to.”
We place the Lewis gun on the parapet and
8l to sweep the field. Anderson is working
®gun. Broadbent supplies him with freshly
ﬁned Pans of ammunition.
Across the field we see them climbing out
thﬁr trenches. At last our artillery comes
) life, Overhead shrapnel hisses over our
s and cracks to fragments in the face of
® attacking Germans.
wsti'll they come. The field is full of them.
© see their officers out in front of them.
¢ Wets whiz past our heads and smack against

® Parados in the rear. The firing grows

be

TheY are about a hundred yards from us.
\ 3 given moment they fling themselves down,
ey that moment their artillery begins to ham-

*at our trench. They have the range now.
t nshells screamand whistle and crash into the
ey thes, on the parapets, behind us, on all
% of us,
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We cower down. We cannot face the i
The trench begins to cave in.

Sandbags are blown into the air.

The trench is nearly flattened.

The shelling lifts and passes to the rear
Out in front we hear a maddened howl.
They are coming!

We look behind us. They have laid dow??
barrage to cut us off.
We are doomed.

Anderson jumps from his gun and lies g 1
eling in the bottom of the shallow trench-
tell Renaud to keep firing his rifle fro® !
corner of the bay. Broadbent takes the gufl
and I stand by feeding him with what am®
tion we have left.

They are close to us now.

They are hurling hand grenades.

Broadbent sweeps his gun but st
come,

The field in front is smothered Wit g
smoke.

I hear a long-drawn-out hiss.
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Ssss-s-sss!

I look to my right from where the sound
®mes, A stream of flame is shooting into the
trench.

Flamenwerfer! Flame-throwers!

In the front rank of the attackers a man is
®Tying a square tank strapped to his back.

Jet of flame comes from a nozzle which he
QO:dS in his hand. There is an odor of chemi-

Alg,

Broadbent shrieks in my ear:

“Get that bastard with the flame.”

Ltake my rifle and start to fire. Broadbent
"eeps the gun in the direction of the flame-
reazv"er also. Anderson looks nervously to the

“Gl‘enades,” T shout to him.

€ starts to hurl bombs into the ranks of the
T troops. )
dor of burning flesh. It does not smell un-
I’le“sant.
Ihear a shriek to my right but I cannot turn
%e who it is.
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We continue to fire towards the flam®
thrower. Broadbent puts a fresh pan on the
gun. He pulls the trigger. The gun spllfts
flame. He sprays the flame-thrower. A pulle!
strikes the tank on his back. There is a hissi"®
explosion. The man disappears in a cloud ¢
flame and smoke.

To my right the shrieking becomes louder:

It is Renaud.

He has been hit by the flame-thrower.

Flame sputters on his clothing. Out of ort
of his eyes tongues of blue flame flicker. g
shrieks are unbearable.

He throws himself into the bottom of tgh
trench and rolls around trying to exting®
the fire. As I look at him his clothing purst?
into a sheet of flame. Out of the hissing b
of fire we still hear him screaming. pis

Broadbent looks at me and then draws
revolver and fires three shots into the flari®
head of the recruit. The

The advance is held up for a while-
attackers are lying down taking advantag®
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“hatever cover they can find. They are firing
% us with machine-guns.

We decide to retreat.

I motion to Fry to jump up over the para-
o, At that moment Clark crawls into the
%y. He motions to Fry who is about to crawl
O%r the top of the trench to come down. Fry
Boints to his arm.

“Get the hell down here,” Clark shouts.

Fry does not obey but still points to his arm.

Clark draws his revolver. Broadbent steps
U to intervene. Clark turns. Fry reaches
o hig holster with his left hand. He fires at

€ officer’s back. Clark sags to the bottom of

€ trench with a look of wonder in his face.

It ig nearly dark.

Out in front the firing increases. Broadbent
%03 to the gun and throws a last pan on it.
He Sweeps across the field. We hop up over

® Parados and start to run to the rear.

" The shells burst all around us.
€ are ankle deep in mud.
N all sides of us men are running back,
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Behind us we hear the Germans shriek #
they make the final rush for the abandon
trench.

We run slowly. The rain starts to driz?®
again. We pass the cadavers of artiller!
horses. A shower of shells explodes in gron®
of us. We are near the woods again. Thel‘
we will find shelter from the sledgtf:-hamIn
strokes of the bombardment.

Fry and Anderson run in front, BroadbeIl
and I to the rear.

Behind us the enemy is sweeping at us wit
his machine-guns. With our remaining en¢’
we make a spurt towards the stumps of ¥
behind which we will find shelter.

A shell lands in front of us.

Fry’s legs from the knees down
from under him.

He runs a few paces on his gushing
and collapses.

As I pass him he entwines my legs Wlth
hands,

§

are 107
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“Save me,” he screams into my face. “Don’t
le‘“’e me here alone.”

I shake him off and run toward the woods
¥ith Broadbent.

We run past the mutilated trees and at last
fing ourselves near our old trench again. An
“ficer calls us into a bay. Other men of our
QOmPany are there. Broadbent is detailed for

:;ntry duty. I crawl into a dugout and go to
eep.

The sector is a sea of mud. From the rear

€Y have built a “duckboard” road—strips of

90d nailed together and laid across a roadway
of Sandbags.

Down one of these roads what is left of the
Walion dribbles down towards the rear. We
w&ss corpses stuck in the mud—walking
th?“nded who became dizzy and fell into the

U black ooze and were drowned.

A last we reach a cobblestone road. It
els 80ood to have something solid under one’s
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feet. We find a refreshment dugout and Pile
in for cocoa and bread and butter. In th¢
light of the oil lamp we look haggard and wo™
Our faces are black with the mud throug®
which the stubble of beards protrude.

are a ghastly-looking crew.

Our officer, a lieutenant from Compaty
“D,” is in charge of us. He calls the rol
Broadbent and I are the only survivors of ouf
section. Anderson got lost somewhere it the
woods.

We climb into waiting lorries outside
shelter. Gears grind. We begin our ride P8¢
to rest.

of 1
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HE lorries stop. We get out. In the
dark we fall in and start to march
somewhere. We are far from the line.

b i nearly dawn.
My boots are twisted and hard after being
Vet, They cut into my feet. Every step I
ke shoots a pain up my leg. I limp as I
March, The sun comes up and still we keep
Roing'
thwe pass houses without gaping holes in
o l,  Children peep out from behind half-
Pened doors and stare at us as we straggle
;st, Finally we come to a halt in a neat vil-
88, The inhabitants rush out to look at us,
here s no shortage of billets. Broadbent
T are quartered together in a real house,
® barng or pig-sties this time.
0 he house is occupied by an old woman
¥ ut seventy, her husband and two young
ey,
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I limp into the dining-room of the cottag®
I sink into a chair. I untwist my puttees 8%
take my boots and socks off. The sock stickS
to my bloody foot. It is as raw-looking 25 ar
uncooked Hamburger steak. The old Wom’fn
kneels down by my side and takes my foot w
her hand.

“My poor one . . . my poor one,” she saf®
in French.

She gives hurried orders to her gnarled
band and to her daughters. They bring
water and a basin of olive oil. ,

She takes my bruised foot and bathes it 11,:
the hot water. I wince as she immerses it-
stings. She pours the oil over the raw Wo‘me:
Tt is soothing. She wraps my feet in 1% s
shift bandages. In between whiles she ¥
me that she has two sons in the war. She ok
two soiled photographs from a pocket- 00
and points sadly to the likenesses.

The daughters help me upstairs to & ro‘;;
which the old lady has set aside for me-
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% up the stairs Broadbent grins at me and
%ys: “You sure get all the luck.”

The mail for the battalion comes up. Most
*f the boys to whom packages are addressed
e either wounded or killed. We share them
am‘)ng ourselves. Rations are plentiful too.

here are no fatigues and wine is cheap here.

tdame with whom we are billeted is like a
Wther to us. We begin to put on flesh.

In the evening we sit listening to her telling
Us stories of her two boys. The old man sits

¥ and nods his head in agreement. We are

*toming quite domesticated.

I‘{ecruits come up from the base. The bat-
lon i being filled up. New officers are
“Signed to us. Discipline tightens.
by e are taken out every morning now for
hours’ drill. Broadbent is made a sergeant
d1 am given two chevrons. He jokes with
iabollt my promotion:
You know what a corporal is?”
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“What?”

“A batman for the privates. You get helj
from the officers and no rest from your mer

There are new faces on all sides of ¥
Broadbent and I stick together. We havé
many things in common. . . .

We have been in this village more than ®
month now. At last the order comes that ™
are to move on. The villagers stand in the
doorways and look silently at us as we 8
drawn up. One of the girls comes .out "
puts a parcel of food into my hands. ,

“Company, by the right, quick—-mal'Ch!

The old lady runs along by the side of
section for a few steps.

She puts her face up to mine and kisses we

“Remember,” she says, “take good care
your feet. ?

The glrls and women wave their hands ¥
A company of little boys—those serlolls‘fa
little boys of Northern France—escort us e
the outskirts of the village. We turn ¥
right and swing up towards the line.
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PRIL, 1918.
We are in reserves on a quiet front
up north close to the Belgian border.
R‘(’POI'ts of a German break-through reach us.
¢ hear that the enemy is close to Paris. To
€ South we hear continuous artillery thunder.

Ur officers give us talks on the need for de-
"Mination and courage. They tell us that we

;re not to become panic-stricken. There is no
Inger,

That night we are relieved and marched
"Wards the rear.

The next morning we are drawn up for
flrf‘de and addressed by the commander of the
lYlsiom He tells us that the commander-in-

shlef has chosen the Canadian corps to act as
Ock troops to break the German offensive.
. taretobea flying column, and wherever the
® Weakens we are to be rushed in to fill the

‘gap
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“I hope,” he concludes, “that you will c0%
duct yourselves to the greater glory of Can%’
dian arms.”

The term “Canadian arms” sounds stranf’
tous. Most of us are clerks, students, farme’ g
and mechanics—but staff officers have a Wﬂy'o,
speaking like that. To us this business of m_llr
tary glory and arms means carrying par?les'
wiring fatigues, wet clothes and cowering
trench under shell-fire. We stand rigid
listen to the harangue.

We are marched to a road on which an €* &
less line of motor-lorries stand. 'They ar:
enormous five-ton affairs. We pile on. W
are crowded in—twenty to a truck. We
towards the south. e

We ride all day. As far as we can 5€€ i

$
line of black lorries stretch before us. W€ ds .
far®

staft

through villages, past forests and lonely
houses without a stop. Occasionally we chat
our direction.

In the afternoon we stop while the lorr
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Yefueled. We look about for the field-kitchens.
There are none. We are hungry.
The men begin to grumble.
“Hey, when do we eat?’
“How about some grub?”
We are told we will get our rations when we
Wrive at our destination the next morning.
alk becomes mutinous.
A voice shouts:
“Are we downhearted ?”
There is a medley of replies:
“You’re god-damned right; we are.”
“I’hell with the war.”

“We want grub.”
We climb into the lorries and the tiresome

fde begins again.
Night
We are still riding. The bumping and
bOun‘ﬂng of the lorries has tired us out com-
Mletely,
The road becomes rougher. There must
e been a battle in this vicinity, for the roads
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are full of fresh, yellow shell-holes. It is I
possible to lie down to rest; there is little roo™
and the jolting of the truck is almost unbea™
able. 'We recline against the fenced sides ©
the lorry. We have not stopped for hours.

We defecate from between the bars at th
side of the bouncing truck—a difficult and V%
pleasant task.

We stand, sit or recline in attitudes of boP®
less despair. We are hungry, thirsty—we ha%°
smoked our last few cigarettes. A light dri"jzle
begins to fall; there is no tarpaulin covering
over the top of the truck.

To the left, up towards the line a mile o
two away, we see an ammunition dump blo¥
ing itself up in sporadic explosions. It muSS
have been hit by a stray shell. In the bluckrwsd
of the night it looks as though a boy ha'
thrown a match among a giant heap of £
works, We have seen these things befor i
they keep on going off for weeks—open™® .
enormous storage-places for ammunition suf
Plies, sometimes a mile square in ares.
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We crowd to the side of the truck to watch
the sight. We talk among ourselves about it.

“They say those ‘coalbox’ shells cost five
thousand dollars each.”

“Can you imagine what a little barrage costs,
then?n

We lapse into silence as we try to calculate
the possible cost of a preliminary bombard-
Rent, After a while some one says in an awed
voice:

“Millions, I guess.”

“Then what must a scrap like Passchendaele
st ? They were hammering away there for
Months, First the Belgians tried to take it,
then the Imperials, then the Anzacs and then
" did. They must've fired millions of
hells, | »

This problem in mathematics is too much for

* If one twelve-inch shell costs five thou-
g dollars, then a major battle must cost—

18 too much. . . .

“Ubet that dump going up over there must

*t 2 billion dollars.”
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“And I’ll bet somebody is making a profi
on those shells whether they are fired at th
Germans or whether they just blow up. . - J

“Sure they do.”

A surprised voice from a corner says:

“Just think of all the people that’s getting #
big hunk of swag out of it. Shoes, grub, uni*
forms, bully beef . . .”

He breaks off.

We all join in enumerating the various ™%
terials of war on which some one may be
making a profit.

“. . . and big profits, too.”

The lorry hits the side of a shell-hole and
knocks the breath out of us for a while.

We continue the conversation. ,

“Sure, and I'll bet that those people don®
want the war to end in a hurry.”

“’Course not.”

“At Etaples when I was goin’ on my le
I heard a madame in an estaminet s8Y
hoped the war never ended—with her gettl"
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five francs for a bottle of vinegar what she
talled vin blanc. Why should she?”

“All of us wish the war was over, but believe
e, there’s plenty that don’t.”

“. . . there’s those that make the shells, the
tlothes; them that sell the food, rifles, socks,
Underwear, ships, boots . .+ +”

Others break in:

“Flags, aeroplanes, artillery . . .”

“Officers with cushy jobs in blighty . . .”

“Paymasters in Millbank . . .”

_ “Society dames playing the Florence Night-
gale with wounded officers . . .”

“. . . these men who are making money on

€ war have wives and daughters and
Womep | , ,”

“. . . there must be millions of them . . . I”
. and in every country, too. In Ger-
Nany and France and America . . . 17

“ .. and they’re all praying to God to-

ight for the war to last for ever Whlle we’re
nd‘ng in this god-damned lorry .
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“ . . and God must be listening to them
Look how long it’s been going on.”

The thought of people benefiting from 0¥
misery throws us into a melancholy silence.

Broadbent has abstained from joining th¢
conversation. It is a little mutinous in toP®
and as a sergeant he did not take part. Aft€’
a while he answers the last speaker.

“Maybe they’re making money out of it, bl:t
they don’t really want it to go on. They don’
think of it the way we do. To them, I suppo®
it’s just—a war.”

But the mutinous grumbler will not be
downed.

“Yeah, that’s it. To them it’s only a wil
but we have to fight it.” )

From out of the corner of the lorry, a voic®
—we are strangers to each other since so0 m”‘.n y
recruits have come up—we do not recogni?®
each other’s voices—this voice says: i

“There’s two kinds of people in this worl
~—there’s those that like wars and those th?
fight *em, pal.”
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There is a sudden downpour of rain. We
are soaked to the skin. The lorry rumbles and
bounces on. We are tossed about like quarters
of beef on the way to market. We try to
Test. . . .

It is still raining in the morning when the
lorries come to a stop. We scramble out, eager
% stretch our legs. We are stiff with the cold
Wd the wet. We are famished. We look
thout anxiously for the cook-wagons. There
e none. The officers explain that our rations
Uid not cateh up with us and that we will eat as
%on g5 they arrive.

We are in a deserted village. There is no
f0d to pe found anywhere. We are assigned

billets and sit miserably listening to the rain

®ating down on the roof of the barn in which
e are quartered. We search under the straw
for food. We find a piece of hard, moldy
bread~we share it among ourselves and eat it.

Later in the morning we pile into the lorries

*ain, We start back up north again. We do
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not try to understand why we are going back
We are simply going.

The day passes without event. We stoP
several times but still there is no food. OW
officers are ashamed to face us and in truth they
are little better off than we are.

Night comes.

Still the line of lorries races into the nigh’
over shell-pocked roads.

We scrape the linings of our pockets for
shreds and crumbs of tobacco, and with this we
roll cigarettes in coarse paper. We pass the
soggy makeshift cigarettes around from mout
to mouth.

Up towards the front we hear the thunder of
the artillery, it rises and falls but never f‘.ﬂ
subsides. Now and then from various PO™*
it breaks out into a rapid tempo.

We stop during the night in a gutted Vﬂl’?‘ge ‘;
Straggling, haggard English troops pour in
the streets from the road leading down fr or;
the line. They are pale, like us, from the lac‘
of sleep. Many of them are walking-wou

220




ARRAS

S

“How is it up there?” we ask.
“’Orrible. ’Einie ’as come through and no
Distake.”
We try to cadge some cigarettes, but there
¥re none to be had.
Into the lorries again.
We ride all through the night.
The roads are becoming smoother. Ap-
 Parently we are going further behind the lines.
We are so exhausted that we begin to doze
dd pod g little. Feet, legs, arms, rifles and
“ipment are jumbled together in the
,Qramped quarters. Every now and then there
a shake-up as some one tries to make himself
Nore comfortable.
“Hey,” cries a drowsy voice, “‘take your foot
R Iy face.”
“AW, take your face off my foot,”” comes the
a‘“S\ver
There is a greemsh blur in the sky mn the
Wt Tt js not quite dawn.
he lorries come to a halt.
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Sleepy faces look up to see where we aré
We climb down and look about with grogsy
eyes. My tongue is almost hardened for
the want of water. If only we had cig®
rettes—

No food. Promises. We are doubtful bu®
we have no alternative but to wait.

We line up. The roll is called. The cont”
mand is given and we march up a gravel 10
towards the line. Our stomachs are flst
through hunger, and our packs tug pal.illfu¥ly
at our shoulders. Our clothes are still wet wit
the rain. :

The fields on the sides of the road on
we march are freshly plowed, but we do not 5¢°
a single inhabitant nor any sign of life froﬂ:
the houses which we pass. No smoke from b .
chimneys. Farm implements stand idle in 8
fields.

As we march, houses appear more numerou.s'
Soon they line the road. Still no sign of ﬁfel’;
any of them. It seems as though a PeStilence
had swept over this part of the country
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do not see any signs of fighting, not even a
Slitary shell-hole.

Soon we are in cobble-paved streets. We see
shops

No shopkeepers. We look at the signs over
the entrances of the stores.

We are in the city of Arras.

Tt is a large city for northern France. There
e hotels, churches, stores, wine-shops. It is
hrO&d daylight now, but there is not a single
“ul in sight other than the marching troops.

Ur heavy footsteps echo down the empty
Wreets,

There is an old-world quaintness about the

llildingrs. We pass a soft brown Gothic
Q&t}ledraad, and in a few minutes are marching
23t the enormous rococo Hotel de Ville. We
%k at the signs at the street corners. We
g, Grande Place. 'The square is flanked by

lenlISh houses which are built with their up-
T stories projecting over the footways and
Pported by columns so as to form an arcade.
% a civilian soul can be seen.
223



GENERALS DIE IN BE:D%

We halt. We are in one of the main street*
On both sides of the street are stores—grocer!
stores, tobacco shops, clothing stores, win€”
shops. In the windows we see displays of 0
and cigarettes temptingly set out—tins ¢
lobster, glass jars of caviare, tinsel-capP®
magnums of champagne. I look through ®
glass window and read: Veuve C'lz'qufot/"he
bottle looks important and inviting. In 8t
other window I read: Smoke De Reszke 9%
rettes.

We ask our captain—a fidgety, middle—ﬂge,d
man by the name of Penny—why the towr ¥
deserted. He explains that the G—ermflIls
dropped a few long-range shells into the Cit‘y y
few days ago, and the inhabitants, think)?
that Heinie was about to enter, fled leaving !
city as we now see it. )

We rest on the curb of the street, lookmg
hungrily at the food and cigarettes behind' g
thin glass partitions. Little knots of soldi”
gather and talk among themselves. "

As T stand talking to Broadbent & mal
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the company ahead of us idly kicks a cobble-
Stone loose from its bed. He picks it up and
Crashes it through a wide gleaming shop-
Window. The crash and the sound of the
Splintering, falling glass stills the hum of con-
Versation. The soldier steps through the win-
dow and comes out with a basket full of
Uigarettes. He tosses packages to his com-
Tadeg,

Another crash!

More men stream through the gaping
Windows,

Officers run here and there trying to pacify
the Inen.

As far as T can see, men are hurling stones
thl’()llgh windows and clambering in for sup-
Dligg,

The street is a mass of scurrying soldiers.

Discipline has disappeared.

I step through an open, splintered window
™4 $o0n come out laden with tins of peas,
ObstEI‘, caviare, bottles of wine. Broadbent
nd y visit many shops. In each are crowds '
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of soldiers ransacking shelves, cupboards, cel
lars. Some of them are chewing food as they
pillage.

When we have filled our bags with foods
drink and cigarettes we make off to look for b
place to rest.

We climb through a window of a prete?
tious-looking dwelling. It is deserted.
prowl through the house. In the dining’-l'oorxl
the table is set for the next meal. There is 7
sign of disorder—the inhabitants must hat®
fled without preparation of any sort.

We dump our sacks down in the cente? 0
the room and begin to prepare the food. In ’;
little while we are tackling lobster salad, sma'l
French peas, bread and butter, and washing’
down with great gulps of sauterne. Wedo noh
speak, but simply devour the food with wolf*
greed.

At last we are sated.” We search in the
and find tins of choice Turkish cigarettes: Ie
light up, putting our dirty feet on the 2
and smoke in luxury.

sack?
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We hunt through the house and find the
SWner’s room. Water is boiled and soon we are
thaved and powdered with the late owner’s
Yazor and talcum. We throw ourselves on the
Valanced beds and fall asleep.

We are wakened by the sound of crashing
Roises downstairs. We descend. A party is
&oing on in the drawing-room. Some of our
Wen have found the house. They are drunk.
Some sprawl on the old-fashioned brocaded
Rilt furniture. Some dance with each other.

More men arrive.

One of the recruits, a machine-gunner,

aws his revolver from his holster and takes
Pot-shots at a row of china plates which line a
*helf over the mantelpiece.

Hig companions upbraid him:

“Hey, cut out that bloody shooting; you're
ﬁlling the damned room with smoke.”

The conversation is boastful and rowdy.

“Some of the men bust into the church and
%k all the gold and silver ornaments. , , >

227



GENERALS DIE IN BF;I_J/.

“, .. I looked in at headquarters, the of-
ficers are havin’ a great time too. O, it’s ¢
lovely war. . . "

“ .. There’s wine cellars in this town
big as a house. They’ll never get the outfit out

2

of here. . . .
“They’ll send for the M.P.s. . . .”
“We'll give ’em what-for when they com®

don’t worry. . . .”

Broadbent and I go out into the street- It
is nearly dark. Men stagger about burden®
with bags of loot. They are tipsy. The Ofﬁcfrs
are nowhere to be seen. Up towards the Jin®
the sky is beginning to be lit with the €&’
evening’s gun flashes.

Over to the south side of the town a red glo”
colors the sky. Some of our men must hav®
set fire to some houses. As we look W€ s'ee
flames and a shower of sparks leap into the ar

We look at each other in amazement.

“Do yéu know that this is looting a tow?’
Broadbent says.

“Of course it is.”
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“There will be merry hell to pay for this.”

We turn into the Grande Place. Men lie
drunk in the gutters. Others run down the
Street howling, blind drunk.

There is nothing to do, so we walk into a
Wineshop. We find a bottle of cognac and
drink it between us, We go out again.

The streets are bedlams.

From the houses come sounds of pianos as
thollgh they were being played by madmen.

en laugh, sing, brawl.

We find an officer and ask where we are to
Yport. He is a little drunk, too. He does
%ot know and staggers on.

The flames of the fire to the south leap
highm' and higher.

Overhead we hear the whirr of motors.

lanes are reporting that the city is occupied.

hells begin to scream into the city. The
detOnatlons sound louder in the echoing streets.

Falling masonry and bricks make it danger-
%S to stay out of doors.

The shells come faster and faster,
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Bodies begin to litter the streets.

The explosions swell into the steady roar of
a bombardment.

The streets are lit with the flashes of th¢
shell-bursts.

Buildings take fire.

Men run to shelter. The revelry turns int?
nightmare.

Broadbent and I find a deep cellar. OV€
our heads the rafters shiver with the force °
the shell-bursts.

Other men come streaming down the stairs
The bombardment has sobered them.

Sacks of food and drink are piled into the
corners of the cellar.

After a while we fall asleep. . . .

In the morning we awake with champag” ¢
hang-overs. We feel groggy and thirsty-
go out into the streets. Soldiers are scurty in
about carrying sacks of looted provisions:
By noon most of the men are drunk agaln
Men stagger through the streets waving emp?
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wine bottles. Some of them have found a
French quartermaster storehouse where some
French officer uniforms were stored. They cut
ludicrous figures in the ill-fitting blue tunics.

News of the looting has spread to Army
headquarters.

A detachment of mounted English Military
Police approach the town.

The police are our traditional enemies.

We organize a volunteer defense corps.

We post ourselves on the rcofs of houses
Which overlook the road which leads into the
tity, We are armed with rifles, machine-guns,
hand-grenades.

As the police canter close to the town they
e met with a burst of rifle fire.

Two horses are hit and rear madly into
the air, The M.P.’s draw rein and about
face,

This is our first victory over the police.

he retreat is greeted with cheers.

We celebrate the event by going back into
the Main streets and drinking more wine,
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Comrades meet and relate incidents of the
day.

“. . .the officers are as drunk as W¢
are, . ..’

. . two guys got into a cellar that had
one of those big vats . . . they turned on the
faucet and started to drink out of their mes?
tins . . . got so drunk that they forgot ¥
turn it off after a while . . . when we look
through the trap-door this morning they were
ﬁoatmg in about five feet of wine. . . .”

. God, who would’ve throught ths
plam gravel-crushers like us would ever get
rich pickin’s like this. . . .”

“. . . the soldier’s dream come trué sl
right, all right. . . .”

. hey, the frogs is supposed to b

allies. . . .”

“What, with vin rouge at five franc g
bottle ?”

“Well, why the hell didn’t they bring the
grubup ... ?
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Later in the afternoon the officers appear.

Men are rounded up.

We have had our fill.

Companies are reorganized.

M.P.’s patrol the streets.

Our company is taken to a huge chalk pit on
the outskirts of the town.

We get ready to go up the line.

Night comes and we start our trek up
towards the front trenches. In our packs we
Carry tinned goods, bottles of wine, pieces of
theap jewelry. We have discarded our blan-

ets and extra pair of shoes to make way for
the Joot. We are blear-eyed and groggy. . . .

The enemy offensive stopped just outside of

ras.

The front is quiet.

We lie in the newly-built dugouts and re-
%ver from the after-effects of the looting.

any of the men have terrific pains in the
Yomach. We have eaten too many tins of
Obster and other dubious canned ware. There
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are some cases of ptomaine poisoning. W€
have no money and we play poker with cané
of food, bottles of wine, stolen trinkets 85
stakes.

There is nothing to do but lie in the dug
outs and talk. Once in a while a heavy shell
drones on its way to the rear.

“. . . it’s about time this god-damned wa'
ended.”

Grunts of approval.

“, .. first we take one of their lousy
trenches and then they take it back. It's
bloody game of see-saw. They ought to cal
the god-damned thing a draw.”

“. . . what the hell are we fightin’ for, 81Y"
how ... ?

“Search me. . . .

“Do we wanna fight . . . #*

“Quit bellyachin’. . . .”

“Well, I'm askin’ yuh.” ”

“Naw, *course not. Ast me somethin’ €25’

“. .. and Heinie don’t wanna fight eithe”
does he?”

»
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. and most of the officers don’t
either. . . .”
“Sure.”
“ .. and the frogs. . ..
“Sure.”
“Well, then what the hell do we fight for#”
One of the men begins to sing:

»

“I wanna go home, I wanna go home,
The bullets they whistle, the cannons they

L4

roar—-

“Well, what’re you gonna do about it?”

“I say the gravel-crushers on both sides
Qught to say ‘t’hell with it,” and start to walk
down the communication trenches. . . .”

Silence greets this unusual proposition. We
Sit thinking and smoking. After a while some
®he speaks up:
h“Yeah, and what would happen then,
ehy»

Another silence. A voice from one of the
“Orners is heard:

“Why, you god-damned fool, the bloody
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war would be over; that’s what would hap-
pen.”

Broadbent feels that the conversation has
gone too far. He feels the responsibility of bis
three stripes. He intervenes:

“C’mon, there—cut it out—cut it out. This
kind of talk ain’t gonna get you anywhere. It
only makes you feel lousy.”

“Listen, pal, we can’t feel any lousier thatt
we feel right now.”

“Well, it won’t do you any good.”

We lapse into another silence. Presently
the same voice from the corner says:

“God! TImagine all the gravel-crushers on
both sides walking down the line. Can yub
see the faces on the M.P.’s?”

He laughs out loud and then: _

“Fat chance. If we had any bloody prait®
we wouldn’t be here in the first place.”

Like most serious trench conversationsy' t'he
talk seems fruitless, so we speak of more tr ivi
things. . . .
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It is the night of the third day. We are
being relieved.

An American battalion comes up. This is
their first trip into the line. They talk loudly
and light cigarettes. The night is quiet. They
¢all to each other as though no enemy lay in
hiding a few hundred yards off.

“Hey, when does the war start?” they shout
towards the German lines.

“Oh, boy, wait until Fritzie hears we're
here,

We plead with them to speak quietly.

“Aw, t’hell . . .”

“Let’s get goin’.”

“Can the Kaiser.”

“For the love of God keep quiet until we
8¢t out and then make all the god-damned

»

Roise you want to. . . .
Flickering matches appear here and there.
he shouting continues. We turn our posts

%er {0 them and file down the communication

tl'enches. We walk rapidly for we know what

"Il happen if the noise continues,
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Overhead we hear the hum of *planes.

Finally we reach the road leading to the
rear.

“They’ll get all the war they want soon

”»”

enough. . . .
Suddenly we hear the roar of bombardment:
The front lines are being shelled.
We continue our trek towards the rear.
Stretcher-bearers pass us on the way up to
the line.
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VENGEANCE







IDSUMMER, 1918.
We are far behind the lines. No
threat of death reaches us here. The
Countryside blooms. We have been out on
Yest now for nearly a month. The battalion
I8 built up to battle strength. We drill every
Morning under the merciless sun.

We hear rumors of battles. The idea per-
Sists among us that the Germans will win the
War,

We are too far from the line to hear the
Yumble of the artillery fire.

We start “going over the tapes.” White
tapes are l1aid on the ground representing
trenches that we will later have to assault.

e practice the assault again and again.

We have adopted a new technique of attack.

€ no longer charge in waves, instead we
Make short rushes by sections in Indian file.

U this fashion each section of six or eight men
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offers less target to the enemy, only the ma?
in front is visible to the enemy. The sectio®
springs to its feet, rushes a few yards 8°
flings itself down while another section on the
flank makes its rush. This is called “infilt"
tion.” Itis a German tactic. Under the Inld
day sun we leap to our feet again and ag®”
and dash towards the imaginary trenches 8°
throw ourselves into the brush or on to b
stones and brambles,

The company is drawn up ready to be dis”
missed. Our captain reads an official rep?
on the American attack on Chéteau Thier™?’

“. . . all ranks are warned of the dange” 0_
‘bunching’ during an attack. At Chates"
Thierry our allies, the Americans, advan®
towards the enemy lines, and at the
show of resistance, huddled together in gro”?
which offered superb targets for the Ger?® if
artillery. 'This resulted in unnecessary 1055.115
life altogether out of proportion to the g%
made. , , ,)”
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Discipline becomes more severe. The offi-
cial automaton salute is insisted upon. After
three years in the line we are taken out and
taught to salute properly.

We go over the tapes more often.

We go on long route marches.

The food becomes poor.

We are being hardened.

.

It is the first week in August. We are
Marched over to a neighboring village occu-
Pied by brigade headquarters. It is a stifling
day. The earth is baked. As we march we
kick up clouds of fine dust. Our uniforms are
Powdered with it. It mixes with our sweat
d we streak it across our faces with our

ands, When we spit, the spittle drops like
ittle palls of mud. Some one attempts to
| Start 5 song, but we are too parched.

e rest for a few minutes before entering
he village. The usual crowd of little boys is
waiting to escort us down the main street,

We fall in and tighten our equipment. The
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battalion band strikes up and we swing dow?
the cobblestone road past the brigade head
quarters. The general stands by the side of
the road. “Eyes—right!”

We snap our heads in his direction. The
officers salute by hand. From other parts of
the village we hear more bands playing.

Finally we draw up, soaked in sweat, in th¢
parade ground on the outskirts of the villag®
Our faces are as red as the poppies of which
the war poets are writing back home, We 87
burdened down by our packs. Our hot woole?
uniforms stick to us and chafe the skin whe™”
ever they touch. We form a brigade squaré™
one battalion on each side. We stand erect 8°
though we were driven into the ground like 50
many fence posts.

The brigadier-general comes into the s
The bugles sound the general’s salute.

We present arms. Our bayonets flas
the sunlight. The general acknowledges the
salute. We stand at ease.
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An aide hands the brigadier-general a paper
and he reads to us:

“ .. and after the Llandovery Castle was
torpedoed, not a helping hand was offered to
Our wounded comrades . . . no instance of
barbarism in the world’s history can equal the
Sinking of this hospital ship . . . think of it,
More than three hundred wounded Canadians
Struggling in the choppy waters of the English
Channel. . . .”

The white morning sun shimmers on the
general’s brass and polished leather as he reads
Us the report. He speaks calmly and dispas-
sionately, which lends weight and authenticity
% his remarks.

“. .. the lifeboats were sprayed by ma-
thine-gun fire as the nurses appealed in vain
% the laughing men on the U-boat . . . the
Amputation cases went to the bottom instantly
'+ . they couldn’t swim, poor chaps . . . the
Salt water added to their dying agony. . . »

Well, we had seen the frenzy of the attack-
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ers when they came over reeking with ether
It is easy to believe this story.

The general continues:

“. . . men, we are going into action in #
few days, and we will be given an opportunity
to avenge the lives of our murdered comrade®

. an enemy like the German—no, I Wi
not call him German—an enemy like the Hu?
does not merit humane treatment in war . «
very well, if they choose to suspend the 8¢
cepted rules for conducting civilized warfar®
by God, two can play at that game. . . .”

The hard faces of the men harden still mor®
as the story continues.

Other staff officers address us:

. history will recall that the galla®®
Canadians did not allow this wanton act ©
barbarism to go unavenged. . . .”

A man shuffles uneasily here and there I
the ranks.

“.. . the battle in which we will soon P
engaged will be remembered by genera"loIls
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still unborn as the Battle of Llandovery Cas-
tle. . . .”

More men shuffle in the ranks. A non-com.
Spits out an order to stand still.

Our colonel speaks out. We like him. He
has risen from the ranks.

“ .. I'm not saying for you not to take
Prisoners. That’s against international rules.
All that I’'m saying is that if you take any
we’ll have to feed ’em out of our rations. . . .”

Some of us laugh at this. Most of us are
Silent, however.

We march back through that cloud of rolling
i dust,

We move closer to the front. We march by
Right, footsore and smelling sour of sweat, and
Slleep like dead men during the blistering
; August days.

All night long we tramp up the poplar-
Ineq roads. Every now and then we are
f°l‘ced off the gravel on to the fields to make
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way for the tanks, tractors and heavy artillery
which rolls in a metallic stream towards the
trenches.

We are now within range of heavy shell-fire.
We can see the flashes of the guns up yonder-

At dawn we take refuge in woods or iP
unused reserve trenches. As the sun rises 8l
life, it seems, is suspended. Neither man no*
beast stirs. We are utterly exhausted. 'The
tanks and heavy guns sprawl like sleeping
dinosaurs covered with camouflage tarpauli®

The month of drill and training has mad®
us nervous. We are irritable like overtrainé
prize-fighters. We squabble with each other

The area behind the lines swarms WitP
troops and artillery. What havoc the enem¥
could play, if he only knew!

We lie in a wood right behind the heaVy
artillery lines. Tt is midday. We are jump¥’
Near us a few birds chirp gayly as though
war was in progress. In our maniac fear wé
think that the birds will give our position away’
We curse them:
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“Get the hell away from here, you bloody
bastards. . . .”

We sit up bleary-eyed and angry.

We throw stones at them.

They fly away, frightened.

We go back to sleep.

Anmiens.

It is night.

We are to go into action to-morrow morn-
lng.

We are to take no prisoners. We say this
on all sides. It has become an unofficial order.
It is an understood thing.

Rumors spread. We are all to have ten
| days’ leave in Paris after the scrap. This is
to be the last battle in the war. After this—
then home! General Foch is personally taking
chfil‘ge of the advance. And so on.

We hear reports of the artillery preparation
Which is to precede our attack. There are five

ines of artillery on the twenty-mile fropt
Manding hub to hub. Shells will explode
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every second in every three-foot area within
Heinie’s lines. One man figures out that 8
louse will not be able to live through a fire of
such intensity.

We sit in the dug-out. We cannot sleep.

We talk aimlessly:

“What’s the best way of not taking pris-
oners?’ a recruit asks.

There are conflicting opinions.

One is for the use of the bayonet.

“Any one that would do what those bastards
did to the hospital ship ought to get a bayone’f:
It'd give me plenty of satisfaction, believe me-

“Grenades are good . . .”

“Yeah, that’s right. Pat him on the back
and then slip a bomb in his pocket when h¢
ain’t lookin’ and then say, ‘’Raus mit ih™
Heinie!” He runs about twenty yards and WP
he goes. I did that to a Fritz at Vimy. He
Just came apart . . .” ”

“The bayonet makes a messy job of its
Broadbent says. “The guts stick to the blade
when you withdraw. . . .”
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A recruit screws his face up, sickened.

“It’s the suction that does that,” the ser-
&eant explains.

“. . . arifle makes a neat job. The bullet
is hot when it hits. It sterilizes as it goes
through.”

One of the latest arrivals, a First Contingent
Ian, speaks up. He has been silent so far.

“Why shouldn’t we kill the bastards? Sure,
Wwe ought to kill ’em. At Ypres in 1915 I saw
one of our officers crucified to a barn
door., . . .”

We look at him with respect. He has a yel-
low, elongated face and deep hollow eyes. He
looks Iike a man who has seen terrible things.

“. . . he had a Heinie bayonet through each
hand and one through his feet. Crucified, by
Goq.”

The colonel comes into the dugout. He
Wixes freely with us and jokes:

“Well, boys, we’ll have lots of souvenirs to-
Worrow, e¢h?”’
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It is an hour before dawn. It is warm.
There is not a sound to hint that this is &
battlefield. Nocturnal insects buzz and hum-
Birds chirp and sing. We lie hidden in 8@
abandoned field of ripening wheat, We are
waiting for zero hour. Ttis unusually quiet.

From behind the German lines we hear the
indistinct, far-away voices of men calling 10
one another. Hitherto this has been a quiet
front and the enemy is unsuspecting.

Far, far behind our lines we hear the dull
boom of a twelve-inch gun. Boom!

Half a minute later we hear another holloW
report. Boom! These are the signals herald”
ing the approach of the moment of attack.

The third detonation!

Instantaneously the whole world becomes &
flickering inferno of howling steel. The 108"
of the barrage is unbearable. My ear-drum®
ache,

We spring to our feet and advance Slo“.'ly
behind the pulverizing curtain of fire which
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dances before us. A veritable whining canopy
of steel arches over our heads.

Behind us a wave of tanks advance. They
Soon pass us. We are literally advancing be-
hind a wall of steel.

The air is thick with the pale yellow smoke
of high explosives—the color of boarding-

Ouse tea.

I feel a warm trickle on the sides of my
leck, My ears are bleeding from the force
&nd fury of the detonations.

We advance slowly; sections in Indian file.
We walk at a snail-like even gait. Penny
8dvances in front of his company and directs
the pace. Sometimes we halt waiting for the

arrage to move on out of the range of danger
to us. A wave of Penny’s hand and we move
On,

We reach the front line. It is deserted.
The enemy must have anticipated the attack
| 8nd withdrawn in advance.

The second line is reached and still no re-
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sistance. We walk on calmly. The barrage
has annihilated everything in its iron-shod
march. The trenches are flattened.

The fire lifts.

Out in front we hear the tanks blazing awsy
at the enemy’s lines.

The air clears a little.

Out of the thin smoke hazy, silhouetted
figures emerge.

“Here they come . ..” we shout to each
other.

We bring our rifles to our hips, half °%
guard.

The figures run with funny jerky step*
towards us, holding their hands high abov®
their heads. )

We open rifle fire as we advance. The ?’1'
houettes begin to topple over. It is just like
target practice.

We advance.

They come closer. o
There are hundreds of them. They are ¥ g
armed. They open their mouths wide #
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though they are shouting something of great
iInportance. The rifle fire drowns out their
Wwords. Doubtless they are asking for mercy.
We do not heed. We are avenging the sinking
of the hospital ship. We continue to fire.

Everything is indistinct in the smoke and
It is not easy to pick them off.

They are nearly on top of us. There is a
look of amazement in their faces as we shoot.
We are firing point-blank now.

The gray figures continue to fall, one by one,
Unti] only a handful is left.

They realize they are doomed and they
Seream., We can hear them now even above
‘ the rifle fire, we are so close.

“Bitte—bitte (please—please).”

Their voices are shrill. They are mostly
yOungsters.

They throw themselves into the crater of a
Shell-hole. They cower there. Some of our
Men walk to the lip of the hole and shoot into
the huddled mass of Germans. Clasped handg
fre held up from out of the funnel-shaped
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grave. The hands shake eloquently asking for
pity. There is none. Our men shoot into the
crater. In a few seconds only a squirming
mass is left. As I pass the hole I see the lips
of a few moving. I turn away.

We continue to advance. Still there is 1°
resistance,

Suddenly the earth in front of us begins
shoot up little fountains of dirt. Rifle fire.

We begin to run. In front of us there is 87
incline and beyond a ridge.

We run faster.

Penny falls.

We run still faster.

The fire becomes hotter.,

Men begin to fall.

Machine guns hammer in front of us. My
section throws itself into a shell-hole. we
wait for the fire to subside. The tanks &
out in front of us. We will wait. . . .

Our colonel crawls into the hole. o
“What the hell are you doing here—8

256



VENGEANCE

S ——

out,” he shouts, pointing to the ridge ahead
of us.

We share the pans of ammunition between
Us. I carry the Lewis gun. We are dead tired
and start to run towards the ridge. On all
Sides of us men are running with slow, clumsy
Movements. The machine-gun bounces on my
shoulder. The ammunition pans clatter
3gainst the backs of those who carry them.
Rach step becomes agony.

At last we reach the foot of the hill.

We start up. It is hard to breathe. It is
hot and we drip with sweat. Behind and on
tp of the hill the machine-guns spurt and
SWeep,

The blood rushes through my head like a
thundering torrent. My body is a hammering
®uldron of sound. My ears ring, my head

Uzzes. My heart knocks like a faulty racing
Totor piston.

Overhead an occasional shell crashes into
* Tagments, but this is not what holds our eyes

8lueg ahead of us in hypnotic terror, Op the
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top of the ridge little spurts of yellow earth
leap up! They have withdrawn from the
ridge and are now sweeping it with machine
gun fire. We quicken our pace.

On and on!

Mess-tins and entrenching tools strapped t0
our backs clang and bang against our buttocks:

Half-way up the hill we slow down. W€
are weighted down by our burdens. 01.11'
movements are like those of one pursued
a nightmare.

On and up!

We are near the top. A few more step?
and we will fling ourselves down on the crest
of the ridge and get the gun into action.
few more steps!

Our lungs and throats whistle, Our faces
are reddish blue with exertion. The veins
our necks stand out like black twisted cord®

On the flanks the ridge is taken. Shells
explode everywhere. .

The little spurts of yellow earth contio¥
to leap up in front of us as though mischievo®®
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bOys were throwing stones from behind the hill.
But from behind the hill comes the noise as
though a thousand riveting machines had gone
lad.

We are on top of the ridge. A. few more
Steps to the other side!

I stumble and fall. I jump to my feet and
fun a few steps. I fall again. I try to get
on my feet but my right leg gives way.

My right foot feels numb. I look at it; it
Is spurting a ruby fountain. 'The top of the
bubbling stream glistens in the sun.

I feel empty inside, nauseous.

I am frightened.

As though speaking to a stranger, I say:

“My God, I am wounded.” I look at the
blood with surprise.

I roll into a shell-hole for safety.

Our guns are hammering into the valley
belOw. They begin to move forward. T lie
Where T am. The sound of the fighting moves
Way from me, farther, farther... . The
®hemy js falling back.
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I look at my foot. It is still spurting blood
—an artery must be cut. Something must be
done. I make my handkerchief into a tourni-
quet and tie it tightly above my ankle. I
twist it until my foot feels colds. The blood
ceases to spurt and drips now; drip, drip. . - *

I am weak. My mouth is dry and my throa

cries for water. I look into my water-bottle
—it is empty. I remember that I emptied it
coming through the biting smoke of the bar”
rage.
I lean against the side of the cone—shﬁlPed
shell-hole and watch the dark red blood 00%¢
out of the hole in my boot on to the yelloW
earth and sink in.

The noise of the battle sounds fainter and
fainter, . . .

I am alone in the hole. Near by I hear men
groaning and howling—I forgot all about the
others when I saw the blood leaping from wy
heavy, dirty boot. ‘

An hour passes. The boot is covered with
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nearly-black hardened blood. I am wearing
a boot of congealed blood, it seems.

Wounded, I say to myself again and again.
Wounded—home—no more war now-—no
Iore lice—a bed.

I am glad. I look gratefully at the torn
boot, at the blood-soaked piece of earth on
which it limply rests. I am glad—glad—soon
I will see lights coming from houses and hear
the voices of women and feel their cool hands

On my face.

Yes . . . I am happy.

I begin to cry.

A sharp pain shoots up my leg.

I feel in my pockets for a cigarette. For-
tunately I have one. I light up and fill my
lurlgs with the soothing smoke. I exhale with
% sigh of happy relief. My pain seems
less. | . .

I am thirsty. My mouth is gummy for the
lack of saliva. I crawl out of the shell-hole,
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dragging my wounded foot after me. I will
find one of the killed and take his water-bottle-

I slide into a large shell crater. A man lies
huddled at the bottom.

It is Broadbent.

One of his legs hangs by a mere strip of skin
and flesh to his thigh. He opens his eyes and
smiles weakly. His face is bathed in sweat
and pain. His lips move slightly,. He i
speaking. I put my head close to his and
listen.

“I can’t look at it—tell me is it off?” he
whispers.

I lift his head up and give him a drink of
the water I have found. It is luke-warm. He€
drinks.

At the bottom of the hole there is a wide
black pool of blood. His partly-amputated 1§
is twisted at a grotesque angle—suddenly the
strip of skin and flesh breaks. The leg moves
a little.

“Tell me is it off?”

I cannot answer him.,
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The pool of blood grows as though it were
fed by a subterranean spring. It fills the nar-
row, conical bottom of the hole. He lies with
his face twisted so that he does not see his leg.

“. . . all the time—you know, in the night
when I'd think—this is the thing I was scared
of most. . . .” He moans.

His face is a dirty white—it is turning green.
His eyes are half closed. His breathing be-
Comes heavier. The deep whistling intakes
Sound above all the other sounds of the field.

I move to alter my position. His eyes fol-
low me, beseeching me not to forsake him. I
Teassure him.

“Is it off—all of it, I mean?’ he asks.

“Rest quiet,” I say, avoiding his question.
“The stretcher-bearers will soon be here.”

He looks at my foot and smiles faintly.

“You’re lucky. A blighty. No more
fa‘tigues———”

Time passes.

The heavy blistering August sun drags itself
higher into the sky. The noise of the battle
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is a dull rumble now. Midday insects drone
sleepily. In the side of the shell-hole there is
an opening of an ant-hill. I watch the beady
insects scurrying in and out. Two of them
struggle to carry a little ball of ordure uphill
Again and again it topples them over. They
try again, others come to their aid, and finally
1t is taken into the dark little hole.

After a long while he speaks again.

“I know it isn’t off—1 can feel my toe when
I wriggle it—it can’t be off.”

But the leg lies motionless near the pool
of blood. He does not look to see, however.

His breath comes faster. He looks up t0
the globe of fire which seems to hang motion-
less in the sky. Tears roll down his dirty
green cheeks.

“I know it—I'm dying—God—and T’ n
glad. Idon’t want to go back—like this. . -
He moves his hand listlessly towards his thigh-
His face glistens in the sun. “Mother,” he
whimpers like a child, “mother. . . .”

Like the hundreds of other men I had se€?
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die, Broadbent dies like a little boy too—
weeping, calling for his mother.

Tears cease to stream down his face. He
lies perfectly still.

In the rear I hear the stretcher-bearers call-
ing to each other.

The hospital train moves slowly towards
Boulogne. Tt stops here and there to pick up
more cargo.

We come to a halt and a bright-faced cock-
ey girl comes into our car. She wears the
uniform of a Waac. In one of the berths a
man has died during the journey, but this
does not deter us from joking with the new-
tomer. We shout our greetings to the girl.

“. .. what’s the matter with you?”

“I'm sick . . . goin’ 'ome to blighty.”

“You don’t look sick.”

“But I am.”

“What are you sick of #”

“I’ve got mumps under the waistcoat,”

“Mumps under the . . . ?”
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“I'm goin’ t’ ’ave a bybie . . . ten quid and
a long leave. . . .” She smiles,

We stop at a junction near an officers’ hos-
pital. The door of the car is swung open and
a man is carried aboard. The orderlies rest
the stretcher in the aisle of the car and look for
a berth for the new-comer.

He is a young German subaltern. He is
pallid with pain. He looks at us coldly as we
greet him and does not answer. He turns 10
one of the orderlies. He speaks perfect Erg-
lish.

“If this is occupied by privates, I ask that
I be removed to another car.”

The men in the berths hoot and shout:

“Throw the bastard off.”

“We don’t want the damned swine. . . .”

“Too good for us, eh, square-head ?”

The officer maintains a frozen composure
under the barrage of oaths and taunts which
assail him. Finally he turns to one of the
orderljes,
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“Well, are you going to take me to an
officers’ van?”

The orderly hesitates and says:

“Orders were to bring you in here”—he
hesitates and adds—“sir.”

The subaltern looks beyond him as though
he were an automaton and says:

“I wish to see the commanding officer of the
train,”

The orderly leaves to find the medical officer
in charge.

There is a tense silence in the van. The sub-
altern lies on his stretcher unconcerned.

In a little while the orderly returns and the
German is carried into another van.

From one of the upper berths a voice,
choked with hatred, says:

“God—seems like only their bloody privates
is Huns—their officers is”—he spits the last
Word out with disgust—‘gentlemen.” After
8 moment he adds: “And we're—we’re—> e
annot find the word and lapses into silence,

Another voice says:
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“What the hell did you think this was—a
privates’ war? Listen, brother, all we gotta
do is fight it. That’s all.”

We are lying on our stretchers on the quay
at Boulogne, waiting to be carried on to the
hospital ship.

We wait for hours.

It is nearly evening.

A light drizzle begins to fall. Under the
lights the fine drops of rain sparkle on the
gray regulation blankets.

The wound in my foot begins to ache 83
though it were being probed.

An orderly passes. I ask him for a cigar-
ette. He stops for 2 moment to talk with me

“Is it dangerous crossing?”’ I ask. “They
say they torpedo them once in a while—like the
Llandovery Castle.”

“The Llandovery Castle?” He laughs cob”
temptuously. “That was bloody murder’
brother. Our officers oughta be shot for that:
She was carryin’ supplies and war material—
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it’s a god-damned shame, that’s what I say.”

He looks over his shoulder at the looming
black outlines of the waiting ship.

“You’re lucky,” he says, “this one is only
carryin’ wounded. . . .”

The Llandovery Castle—carrying supplies
—War material—I see the general reading us
the report of the sinking just before the battle
of Amiens—TI see the bright sun shimmering
On his brass—I hear his cold, dispassionate
Voice—“couldn’t swim, poor chaps—wanton
act—must not go unavenged. . . .”

I remember the funny jerky steps of the
Prisoners as they came running towards us
With their hands held high above their heads—I
S€e the clasped hands lifted over the lip of the
Shell-hole as we fired into it—clasped hands
silently asking for pity. . . .

The orderly’s voice breaks in:

“Well—give my regards to blighty—have
One for me.”

Lam carried up the gangplank.
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