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FOBEWOBD

I realize the utter futility of writing a preface,
for no one ever reads one—unless by chance ihey
be in a hospital or waiting in a dentist's office. It
is for these unfortunate few, then, that I indict the
following.

After you have been through the mill and mire
of battle, your Kfe is changed. It can never be the
same again. It seems that you must stiU continue
to fight, even though yon be physicaUy incapaci-
tated.

Therefore it is partiaUy formy own amusement,
and partially to continue my fight for ultimate vio-
tory that I write this book.
In it I have endeavored, in a meager way, to teU

America what she wants to know. You are asking
about the same questions as did Eng].nnd in 1914
and 1915. You are in approximately the same
position as was England in those early days. You
are beginning to discover that business cannot be
as usual, and that war is not aU flag waving and
hurrahing. You are learning, as did we ; and may
a just God grant that your lesson be shorter by far
than was oum.
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My efforts will be devoted to a truthful presenta-

tion of what I saw and what I know. There is

little humor in warfare. That little I will try to

preserve. My endeavor will be to loan you my
eyes for a space that you may see what I aaw, and

thus know your war—for it is yours—just a wee

bit better.

I hope, as yon turn the last page, tiiat you will

realize the true meaning of this struggle, that you

will realize why I take pride in having been a mem-

ber of the London Scottish, and that, above all else,

you will realize the true duty of your America to-

day.

In closing let me express my appreciation to C.

H. Handerson for his assistance in arranging the

multitudinous incidents of my fighting days in

some sort of sequence, and in helping me to weave

them into a connected story of my little excursion

with "The Ladies from Hell.»»

(Signed) B. D. PnrKEBTOxr.



Copy of Telegram io Colonel Malcolm from

Held Minhal Sir Jdm Wtwit, Ooaimaadw4B4lhitf

OK snniB jwQti*

I wish you and your splendid Regiment t(> accept my
warmest congratulations and thanks for the fine work
yoa did yesterday at Mesnnee. You have givoi a glo-

rious lead and example to all Territorial Troops who
are going to fight in France.

Copy of Letter to Oolonel Malcolm from

H^jor-OeiMna X. B. ADcnby, 0. 0. 0. Ovnhj Oorpi.

Dear Colonel,

T congratulate you on the accompanying message
from the Commander-in-Chief, which you and your
grand Regiment have so richly deser\-ed. I wisu to

add my sincere thanks, and those of the Cavalry Corps,

for the self-sacrificing support you gave in a great

emergency. The behaviour of oflScers and men of the

London Scottish was worthy of the best traditions of

British Begular Troops. Only their steadiness and
courage saved a situation that was as difBenIt and erit-

ieal to deal with as will ever oeenr.

Tours sincerely and gratefnily,

(Signed) E. H. ALLENBT,
MajorwQoieraL



Ooff of Ltttor to (Monel Malcolm from

Briga4itr.0tiMna 0. 1. Bingham, Oommaadiiig 4tb

Owraliy Brigado.

My dear Colonel,

I venture to ask you to convey to your Begiment my
deepest gratitude and admiration for the work they
performed on October 31st, and through the following

night. No troops in the world could have carried out

their orders better, and >vhile deploring the losses you
have incurred, I unhesitatingly afBrm that the Allied

Armies in France owe to the London Scottish a place of

high honour amongst their heroes.

(Signed) C. B. BINGHAM,
* Br.-Qen., 4 Cav. Bde.

Nov. 1, 1914.
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"LADIES FROM HELL"

CHAPTEB I

HOW THB GiUi OAMB

FROM a hospital cot in Flanders the story

came, from the tongue of a jawless, nameless

man. I and a thousand like me read it, and read

it again; then, along with the other thousand, I

went down to the drill-hall to scrawl my name on

the list of Great Britain's soldiers.

It seemed awfnlly odd to be there, for only three

months before I 'd teetered on the earb, not a bloek

away, and seen our boys of the London SoottiBh

marching off for their baptism at the front

They 'd swung along very spmce in kilt and khaki,

and in the haze of August 4 the war seemed a long

way off.

As they passed, their pipers struck up that old

favorite of mine, **The Cook of the North," and I
wished rather vaguely then that I might have been

along with them. The crowd cheered in a hearty,

s



4 "LADIES FROM HELL"
happy way, and I envied our boys, and I intended
to join them—sometime. But I delayed, because,
like the rest of us, I was asleep on August 4.

Even the boys in khaki underestimated the task
before them. They had marched away before,
they 'd been cheered and wished godspeed before,
and as old Johnny Nixon passed me he called out.

Hello, Pink, old boy, I '11 see you again at Christ-

mas"; and I and the rest bolieved it. But that
was August 4.

So they marcshed away, gay and hilarious, al-

most out for a summer stroll, and only Lord Kitch-
ener knew or suspected the trial that was to come

;

and he kept silent.

To-day it was November 1, and of the thousand
who had marched away only three months before,
a scant three hundred remained. Johnny Nixon
had gone down with the rest.

Joflfre's Frenchmen had swayed the German
line back tiiirty miles, from Paris to the banks
of the Marne, and trench warfare had begun.
Slowly we folks back home began to stop joking
about three-year enlistments as an impossible
lerm; the casualty lists were longer, and England
was waking up. And then came the story of Hal-
lowe'en night The Scottish, our Scottish, whom
we 'd seen go not three months before, had been
in action. They»d mobilized Just ontside of
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Paris ; been rushed up in the pink of evening, in

motor-lorries and afoot, to stop the onmshing
Germans.

Far off to their right they heard firing; like

breakers on the shore it sounded, dull, tireless,

meaningless. And then, as they drew nearer and
nearer, the sounds took on distinctive meaning.

Individual shell-bursts separated themselves fr .m

the vast jumble of noise, and then were lost in the

ceaseless roar to the rear.

It was half-past eight when they got there, and
night was just coming down. They halted and
stood at ease, while their colonel climbed up on a
broken cart and addressed them. Then, with his

good wishes and godspeed, they stumbled off to

their trenches, mere threads on the face of the

earth.

On their left were the Lancers, on the right the

Carabiniers, both regular regiments. Our Scot-

tish were just volunteers—^volunteers with orders

to hold their ground.

The night wore on till ten o'clock. Off in the

distance they heard the Oermans coming, flushed

with their victories. They made no attempt to

hide their approach, and **Die Wacht am Bhein"
floated down to our men in the trenehes.

On they came ; one conld almost see them now,
but the Britiidi had orders to withhold their fire
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nntil two hundred yards, and they held it. Wave
on wave the German troops came on, and wave on
wave they were mowed down; but there is an end
to physical endurance, and in time numbers will

tell. The regular troops to the right and left fell

back, and left the Scottish, our Scottish, alone,

with the cream of the Prussian Guard at their

front, on their right, and on their left. Perhaps
if our boys had known their predicament this page
would never have been written; but, being just

volunteers, they had only their orders to go by,

and they fought on and on.

There were only a thousand of them, and three

times they formed up their thinning ranks. On
their third attempt the Prussians broke and fled,

and our boys returned to their lines, leaving some
five hundred and fifty behind in the mud and mire
of old Flanders.

But that is all the story. Back with them
came a itraager, a German officer. A bit of a
scratdi on the head had knocked him out for a
time, and our stretcher-bearers earned him in,

along with our own wounded and dead.

In those days (we have learned more since) we
knew nothing of German Kulti^r. In those inno-

cent, early days a wounded man was a wounded
man, no matter what his creed or his color or his

race. So our boys took the German and treated
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him as one of their own, and turned him over to

old Doo MeNab for attention.

It was only a wee bit of a scratoh he had; but

Doc leaned over him first, while oar own wounded
and dying lay waiting, and as he finished his work
the officer asked for a drink from his bottle, which

he had thrown down on the floor.

Gad, we were innocent then I They 'd not even

bothered to remove the Hun's service revolver,

which dangled from a strap at his side
; and, as old

Doc McNab leaned over, the German's right arm
twitched, there was a flash, and a tiny thud. The
Tenton sprang to his feet, his revolver still

grasped in his hand, bat old Doo MeNab lay still

where he 'd fallen.

That was the story that oame from the hospital

cot in Flanders. It was enough for me. I awoke.
And when I got to the drill-hall there was no mis>
taking the place, for from a block away you could
see the crowd. A long, thin line of young fellows

wound in and out of that crowd, each in the grip
of that story of the night before. I took my place
at the end of the line and waited.

Hours passed.

In the meantime the line strung itself far out
into the street, for from all over the country men
had come swarming in. Tall, lanky Scots they
were mostly, fr<Bn np northward, crystallized into
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a solid fightingmass hy the story of theMame and
the tale of the London Scottish.

In that line there was little talk, though the

crowd hummed like a hive. We volnnteers were
silent. Here and there perhaps was a bnrst of

laughter, but it was rare. Most of ns were think-

ing, and thinking hard. As the hours crept slowly

. by and I shifted from one tired foot to the other,

ths enthusiasm which had filled me at the start

began slowly to ooze out and away.

"Was it worth it!" I questioned. "Belgium
outraged, treaties broken, friends gone, and I was
going; bat was it worth it, after allt"

And other men were debating, too. Bark
scowls of self-analysis donded many a face in that

line, but not a man stepped out ; for the glorious

example of the London Scottish, the thoughts of
our friends, and the empty cheer that "perhaps
we wouldn't see aotion, anyway," combined to

hold us in line.

I might as well be frank. Four hours of wait-

ing on a chill November day is likely to take the

romance out of even war itself. But there was
enough of romance there, just enough and no
more, to hold me in that line fronf four until f ght
that ni^t
At eight came my turn to be examined. A

famsk and worn oi&oer, dark «^ pouehed under
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the eyes, peered up at me in an impersonal sort of
way from under his vizor. He took down such
minor details as my name and address, and di-

rected me to step into an anteroom, where I
stripped, and then I was ushered into another
room with two or three other ehaps.
Here we were hurriedly examined for physical

defects, and a flush of primeval pride crept over
me as they fled from my ears to my eyes and from
my eyes to my feet without finding anything the
matter. Long and tediously they lingered over
my feet and knees and leg muscles. The wait be-
came painful, so thorough was their work about
these apparently unimportant parts of my anat-
omy; but at last I was officially marked as 0. K.
and fit for service.

Little attention had been paid to my peculiar
fitness, by either education or experience, for any
particolar brandi of the service. These tired and
'>'umed men in khaki seemed mnoh more inter-
' >t Mi in how soon I could report for active duty
Man in aught else concerning me. There was
nothing about my examination that would lead the
casual observer to think that Great Britain had
spent time or forethought in selecting from this
mob of men those specially skilled in this or that
branch of industry. We were men, all of us, just
men, and Great Britain wanted men, and in those
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dark days of 1914 many a man who could have

served his country better at the bench or in the

workshop was rushed trenchward and lost, with

all his potential usefulness.

Hastily I dressed and joined the silent group of

some fifty or sixty other chaps who waited in an

anteroom to the right. There we stood, staring

morbidly at one another. There was nothing to

be said; comradeship was banished by the solem-

nity of the moment. Occasionally a time-worn

joke would be passed among the groups, and the

laughter was just a trifle forced and hollow.

Some of us made brave attempts to hide our

thoughts—thoughts of home and mother, fam-
ily, and all that. What little talk there was
was rough, inclined to braggadocio, punctu-

ated by laughter that rang peculiarly out of

place, like laughter in a doctor's o£Sce or in a
morgue.

Abruptly the door opened, and we were herded

into a darkened room. At a table sat an oflScer in

uniform rumpling through a mass of blue and

yellow papers. Before him stood an ink-well and

a Bible. A hooded light cast weird shadows over

ns, and we stood about, first on one foot, then on

the other, and waited. For a time he worked fev-

erishly, meanwhile grunting out hoarse, unintel-

lis^ble orders to a pale and anemic-looking chap
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who dashed in and oat of the room like tome
automaton.

Suddenly—so suddenly that most of us jumped
—he stood up, and swung the Bible over his head
with the habitual movement of a man practising

his morning exercise.

''Baise your right hands and repeat after me,"
said he. A forest of hands shot up, and we re-

peated, word for word, the solemn oath of alleg-

iance of the British Annj.
"I hereby awear by Ahnij^ty God that I wiU

bear faithful and tme allegiance to His Majesty
King Oeorge V, his heirs and successors, and will

obey in duty bound commands of all offioers set

ove. . so help me God. '

'

"iN^/W kiss the Book," said he, and we kissed

that dog-eared volume with various degrees of

explosiveneas and enthusiasm.

I was now a soldier of the British Empire. I

had been duly accepted and sworn, and, truth-

fully, I was rather disappointed at the feeling. I

looked no different, I felt no different, unless it

was for a sense of duty done and suspense ended.
I was rather dazed, but at a pointed hint from the

recruiting officer I pUked up my hat and departed
for the quartermaster's stores. It was now ten

o'doek at night, and the order was to appear the

next morning at nine.
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The details of our preliminary training in Lon-

don would be of little interest to the average

reader. It varied little from that now being given

your boys at their respective camps.

The short days of November and December flew

by quickly enough, with marching and oouiter-

marching, bayonet-fighting, and light field work,

all intensely interesting at the tune, bat soon for-

gotten in the new duties and new excitements that

were thrust upon us.

Gradually our flabby civilian muscles took on a

more sturdy texture. The kinks crept out of our

desk-bent backs, and our sallow civilian skins be-

came bronzed with a rosy admixture of sheer

health, while the seventy-five-pound service kit

ceased to be a herculean burden of leaden weight.

As we marched and fought our mimic wars,

grim reports drifted back to us from the firing-

line in France, sometimes mere haunting rumors,

sometimes the sullen faots themselves; and our

faces grew grintuner, our practice l^s mechanical

and more intense. Something of the spirit that

had dominated the London Scottish on Hallowe'en

came to us, and all sense of dread, conscious or

ur onscious, vanished. But the gulf between us

and civilian London grew ever wider. We were

nothing to them but a passing show, interesting,

perhaps, as an incarnation of the fighting spirit
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of England, with a certain cham m examples of
the impetuosity of youth, nothing more. England
slept, though the war was already in the fifth

month of horrible reality. The people of the
London streets, the happy, care-free, busy throngs,
drifted on in a mist of unreality, while we lived,

and lived intensely. Not that they could fairly

be blamed, however. It was not their fault that
they looked so resolutely the other way while Lou-
vain and Bheims and Tpres were shattered and
bnmed. We soldiers received news, some of it

authentic, some sheer rmnor. Bnt no such news
ever reached "the man in the street" He was an
outsider.

The newspapers were hanmiering out ream on
ream concerning the brutality toward Belgium.
Dark hints occasionally burst forth, flickered on
the popular tongue, and died. An uncompromis-
ing, uneducated censorship kept the real facts
darkly closeted, and though the newspapers knew
nuch, their inky lips were shut, and the masses
devoured miles of newsless news, while the facts
crawled from lip to lip, and only empty rumor
told the trath. When some fae^ red from the
firing-line, aotnally did slip fr<»n mider the chmusy
thumb of our early censorship, enlistments
doubled a. T trebled and quadmpled instantly.
A Zeppelin raid, fortunately, could not be stowed
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away in a musty eabl^hole, and henoe did yeo-

man's aervioe for oar reomiting officers. But

while the civilian, fed on vague nothings for the

most part, dreamed on peacefully, we soldiers in

the making, who received the real news from re-

turning veterans, blazed in earnest fury to be done

with our training, and over and at the enemy in

fact.

Late in December came orders to inoculate us

for typhoid, and we rejoiced, for we knew that our

days in London were now numbered. When the

medical diaps appeared, we lined np dntifnlly and

laughingly watched their advance. No more vil-

lainous-looking array of venomous little needles

had I ever seen before.

Now, a typhoid inoculation is a simple thing.

Like marriage, one never appreciates it at its true

value until later. As fast as we were treated, we

were given forty-eight hours' leave of absence,

"on our own," s irely a silly precaution for such a

tiny pin-prick! But the omnipresent brain of

headquarters seldom eris in its directions, nor did

it err this time, for I was scarcely half-way home

when I v/as seized with a sadden and unaccount-

able clammy coldness that traversed my spine in

elephantine shudders. I chattered into the house,

a picture of frozen misery. All afternoon I

hugged the roaring fire in an agony of diills, all
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night I shook and chattered gloomily to myself
upon a bed piled high with blankets. Not till

the wee small hours of morning did I cease to

curse the idle jests that I had flung at the toy
weapon of that grinning medical officer.

Then came notice that we would start for our
intensive ard final training at Dorking, on Jan-
nary 1. With this news came the Christmas holi-

days, and some of ns who were among the forta-

nate romped homeward, bnrsting with health.

Not even all the spoiling I got at home, however,
during those few days, and the real pang I felt at
leaving, could dull my enthusiasm when I went
back to join my regiment, bound for Dorking, the
first step toward France.

Dorking is, or rather was before our arrival, a
little town of some five thousand inhabi ants ; but
by December its population had doubled, and sol-

diery swarmed its streets by day and night. The
town faded into the background like a frightened

child, and the inevitable kilt brightened an other-

wise oolorless winter landscape.

From six-thirty in the morning nntil five-thirty

at night, and often until the gray of ooming dawn,
we drilled and drilled and played at fighting.

Thousands of straw Teutons were annihilated
daily. Our rifles, at first clumsy clubs in our
hands, gradually became a part and parcel of us
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and of our daily lives; and happily so, for when

you are plowing through the mud of no-man's

land the only friend you have is your rifle. No

single piece of training stood me in better stead

than the incessant training at handling our Lee-

Enfields.

Our rifle-practice might destroy some of the

cherished delusions of the arm-chair theoriBts.

The ranges were usually from two hundred to six

hundred yards. It is within that zone that the

rifle-btilet does its sweetest work, and at two

hundred yards, when a wild mob of howling Huns

are belddng down upon you, or you on them, the

dainty rifle-sight is well-nigh forgotten. Its coy

outlines are those of a stranger dimly seen and

hardly recognized. You slap your rifle to your

shoulder; no time for fancy beads and adjust-

ments of wind-gage. It is just a case of shoot,

shoot hard and fast, and may a kind Providence

and a skilful doctor look after the poor man who

fritters away his precious seconds in pretty loga-

rithms.

At the front, unless you *r9 sniping, the rifle-

sight well-nigh loses its identity. Fine, hur-split-

ting arguments about it are forgotten, and sheer

instinot, guided by the rifle-barrel's blackened

bulk, is enough, as the notches that mi|^t decorate

any Tommy 's gun would indicate.
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Don't misunderstand me. Tbe rifle is no ap-
prentice tool. It is not \aed to baiin.ier nails or
tacks. With all his ap, ai ent non^^lialance and
carelessness, : our Toimn^ oi yonv poilu (Fritz,

too, I dare say) regards his rifle as his most cher-
ished pet. He puts in hours a week upon its

pretty mechanism, oiling, polishing, trring, always
and everywhere; fop the canny Tommy knows
from cmel experience that the day may come when
between him and the grim reaper with a German
name stands only the shadow of his rifle.

Winter settled down, and with its shortened
days the pace became faster, the training harder,
always harder. Regular hours? We had none.
It was just train, train, train, from field to rifle-

range, from rifle-range to field again. Play it

was, hard play, but news from across the channel
spurred us on, and we yearned to be over helping,
and avenging our brothers who had gone before.

But the end was nearer than we knew.
At 4:30 one morning (it was ghastly oold,

with three or four iiudies of mi<»i-like snow
swirling underfoot and rasping into the bare
flesh) we were routed out of our bunks to entrain
for Epsom Downs. Like lightning the word ran
down the line : we were to be reviewed by the Iron
Man of the British Army, Lord Kitouener him*
self.
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By 5:30 we were on our way, and in a short

half-hour we tumbled out of our refrigerated

coaches into the most blinding snow-storm of the

year. Through it we trudged, each an animated

snow-man, and then from six until eight-thirty

that morning we awaited the arrival of the great

Lord K. of K.

Bat it was worth the wait A splendid figure

he was, big upstanding, a man's man from his

boots, black against the snow, to the vizor of his

inunacnlate cap, impervious alike to man's petty

criticisms and God's storms.

Chattering with cold, we marched by in stiff

review, and then lined up before him and listened

as his big voice boomed out above us, brief, terse,

to the point, a message worth the hearing.

**Men of the London Scottish, you have a record

to uphold. Three things only would I leave with

you to-day, you soldiers of the British Empire.

First, fear Ood; second, honor your king; and

third, respect the womeiL*' His voice caught,

and he repeated with added emj^msu, ''Bespect

the women."

Then, with a brief nod of dismissal, he thanked

and congratulated oar colonel for the splendid

appearance of his men, and disappeared into the

blinding snows.

No trains were waiting to bear us back. They
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had long since gone about other and more im-

portant business, and we ' -ire left to plow home-
ward through fifteen miles of sodden sleet and
slush.

Then came the call; one hundred and fifty of us
were going to France immediately. Some kind
fate smiled on me, and I was among the first of our
battalion to be selected. There were brief, but

hearty, congratulations from the unfortunates who
remained behind, and we of the favored few were
off for forty-eight hours' leave before entraining

for Southampton.

Forty-eight hours is a niggardly enough allow-

ance for some occasions, but forty-eight hours

before departing for the battle-front is an ever-

lasting hell of torment. My first advice to any
soldier in similar cireomstances is to go to the

theater, the tavern, go to any place but the place

you want to go, home. I say this because I know
what those last forty-eight hours cost my mother,
though she showed the terrific strain but little.

It was a Sunday night; I remember we had
been to church together; my mother, my sisters

and my little dog, Rags, walked to the sta-

tion with me. I wished devoutly that they had
stayed at home, and yet I valued every minute
with them as my life, and blessed the long walk
and the belated train.
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All about us were other men and other women,
some talking excitedly, fever 3hly trying to cram
into a moment the thoughts and hopes and prayers
of a lifetime. Others stood silently, crowded
dose together, seeming to suck some modicum of

comfort from their very nearness. Porters-
there were porters then—brushed past witii pro-

fessional zeal ; trains shrieked and roared
; people

came and went, bumped us, jostled ns, but we felt

them not a bit. We and those others about ns
were living in the past and tho future, and all man-
kind might have roared by and we would not have
seen or felt their going.

Even the little children seemed awed by the

unaccustomed atmosphere about them. Women
with babies in their arms held them up for a last

fond caress of a khaki-dad father, not too prond
to show a glistening eye. One diap—he sat next

to me—was going back for the seoond time, and
he leaned far out of the quaint old English coach

to implant a last kiss upon the candy-covered

lips. of a pink little cherub.

My mother watched and chatted until the final

preliminary jerk told us that we were on our way.

Then she waved gaily to me, and flung me a last

brave kiss. I thought I saw her lips quiver for an

instant, but she bent to pick up Rags, who was
making frantic efforts to board the train, and
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when she straightened again her eyes smiled,
steady and brave, above his wriggling body.
At London we entrained for Southampton amid

the cheering strains of that ancient Scottish dirge,
"Will Ye nae Come back again," truly an in-

flpiring note to waft after a bunch of trench-bound
soldiers. At Southampton we were given the
allegorical keys to the city and more freedom than
was good for some of ns. The group to which I
attached myself made a valiant, but wholly vain,
endeavor to oonsune the entire stock of some
score or more ale-honses, and the results were not
unusual.

I must admit that I have only faint recollections
of a rather rough and toilsome journey to the
camp-grounds. There was a moment of awful
concentration as I endeavored to gather my scat-
tered wits sufficiently to pass muster as a soldier,
sober and sedate. Then came an agony of fear
as I realized that I had failed in my endeavor ; but
a kindly provost marshal shut his experienced eye,
and looked the other way, and the only punishment
that awaited me was the usual morning of repent-
ant thirst, and an awful fear of the effects of
the channel-crossing upon my addled pate and
stomach.

At dusk, the following evening, we embarked
for France, cheered on by half of Southampton.
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The dock was as black as the Styx itself, but the

ship was even blacker. There were the usual

false starts and cries of late arrivals, the usual

turmoil and bustle, and then, as the chimes istruck

out eight o'clock, the dock noises suddenly became

dimmer, as if a multitude of gauze-like curtains

had been let down between us and them.

We were off. At the Southampton bar two

powerful search-lights cut through the night and

pinned us to the darkness. Through their rays

flashed a torpedo-boat destroyer, a dashing black

shadow smothered in spray. Semaphores wig-

wagged up and down; a search-light wavered

drunkenly. The tiny destroyer dashed to star-

board and encircled us, round and round, like some

joy-crazed fox-terrier pup. Our engines increased

their steady thumping, and we were off—off for

France!



CHAPTEB U
VBAirOB

CHOPPY channel seas, proverbial the world
over, a reeling world underfoot, scudding

clouds, bully beef, hardtack, and a night of. well-
earned, but unwisely spent, revelry, mixed with
the same gladsome cordiality that distinguishes
oil and water. From eight that evening until mid-
night, I deeorated an unsteady, but extremely
popular, raa Bnt who shall iay that even the
darkest dond has not its sUver liningt Had it not
been for that ill-timed mixture of tempest and
toddy, midnight would not have brooght with it

a sight that will ding to me until my last reveille
dies away.

We were four hours out, fighting through solid
sheets of salty spray, when away off to the east
a dim glow welled up from the horizon. By in-

distinguishable degrees it grew into a ball of
yellow light, and a hospital ship rushed out from
the mist, homeward bound, with its pathetic cargo.
White as bleadied linen she was, with a huge

red cross of men^ painted on her side and illumi-



24 ''LADIES FBOM HELL"

nated to all the neighboring seas by a powerful

search-light hung from her rail. Brilliantly

lighted at her foremasthead was a tremendous

Bed Cross flag, held out stiff and tant by the

nipping breeze. At the stem a Union Jack floated,

and about her rail a band of alternate white and
green lights set this ship apart, beyond all mis-

taking, as a vessel that held nothing that she

feared to show.

As far as you can see her a hospital ship is a

hospital ship and nothing else. Out of the night,

like a torch, she spri ^'>'8, and into the night she

speeds, bound for I>li<^ ^y, for home. Such ships

it is, these white messengers of mercy, plainly

marked, that the Hon sinks ''by inadvertence.'*

She passed, and we held on pnr course through the

thick blacimess of the m fC".t

Out of the morning mist came France, and down
to the boat to meet ns pushed a great somber-

colored throng, of women mostly. There were a
few men, old fellows, and a scattering of chatter-

ing little children.

Color? There was none; it was black every-

where. Even in those early days France was a

mourning nation. The Mame had cost. Mens
had cost. They are four years past, and still, even

to-day, France fights on.

The France of the boulevardes and cafes is
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not and never has been the real France, any more
than the children of your o(nnio supplements are
the real children of America. The real France is

a nation of impenetrable depth and strength, grim
and everlasting.

As we skipped off from the boat, the cheery
faces of a few American women called to us. Be-
fore them were great piles of rolls that tasted like

home, and huge urns of steaming coffee belched

forth untold gallons of renewed life to wave-worn
Tommies.

You can have no realization of how delicious

a roll and a steaming cup of coffee can be until be-

hind yon is a night on the English Channel, and
before yon France and the fighting-line.

Up into the railroad yards we moved, after a
brief rest, and then war—the first intunation of

it—jumped out at us. Gone were th-) English
coaches, v^lth their unappredated comforts. Be-
fore us was a string of very ordinary and very
dingy box-cars, boldly labeled

:

Hommes 40

Chevanx 20

The above, which was translated by the more
worldly-wise among us, referred to the ability of

said oars to carry forty men or twenty horses.

Personally, I am convinced that some one made a
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grievonB error in figuring the earrying oapaeity

of these ears. I was one of the forty **homniei**

in one of them, and the proverbial sardine nrast

feel lonely in comparison to us. Twelve honrs of

jolting added nothing to our joy, although it served

to shake us into a more perfect fit within the car.

Never will I complain of the five o'clock rush on

your street-cars. With all its horrors, it is a

stroll in the park, compared w^ith a t vclve-hour

massage in an antiquated perambulator, labeled

by some practical joker, "Hommes 40, Chevaux
20."

Bouen, our destination, was a funny, squat little

town, amusing in the extreme to us of London's

bnsy thoroughfares. We whistled onr way along

its funny little cobbled streets jnst as church was
letting out, for it was Sunday. Lined up on each

side of ns were rows of chatterii^ French folk,

three deep. Apparently the war was forgotten

for the moment, and we in our kilts became the

chief topic of discussion. Gay jests were thrown

out at us, and were returned in kind, but the

Frenchmen had the best of it. I remember one

little gamin, with the shrill yelp of the street

urchin, nearly wrecked e regiment by loudly

calling attention in surprisingly good English to

the marvelons shapeliness of our captain's legs.

The enjoyment, however^ was not all on the
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side of the populace. \Vc of the London Scottish,

many of us bred among the rattle of trauud and

the roar of trains, found plenty that was bo^
in the oarions old town. Its flfteentk em^taj

arobiteotnre, its thatched roofs, its jifSii sky-

line, and whitewashed walls reoMaied one

strangely of the second act in one <^ Bayaond
Hitchcock's comic operas. I almost expected to

see the inevitable brewer from Milwaukee rosh

in, escorted by two wax-nmstached gendam- ^ and

followed by a weeping soubrette and a civ of

irate villagers. There were plenty of st)ubrette3

and villagers; we lacked only the German brewer.

He, and a hundred thousand like him, were forty

miles away.

Our camp, or base, was at the top of a hill over-

lookmg the town. Long STennes, cobbled with

nnthinkably cobbly eobUe-stonet and lined with

fonereal-looking poplars, stretched away before

US. Neat little hoosM, eaeli with its flaming

garden, broke up the wayside into bon^y patchoi

of color. Over it all swam the dust from our

pound] g feet.

At Uie base we were given a riotous welcome

by the older soldiers, some of whom had already

gone, to return slightly wounded, while others

had yet to s^e the whitish, cotton-like plume of

exploding shrapnel.
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Friendships were struck up immediately; word

from England was exchanged at par for word

from the fighting^line. In time, facts gave way
to mmor, rumor to gossip, and at last gossip

itself resigned to the unceasing chaffing and

friendly "strafing" that is a sign of healthy, happy

camp-life.

The days were largely our own, and the mo-

tion-picture theater and the canteen, with its

delicacies, did a land-office business. Fifteen

thousand of us boys were there. What little

routine we had was similar to that of the training-

camp back home, but there was a slight difference.

The orders were sharper, the officers looked more

tired and careworn. Everywhere there was an

atmosphere of tension and strain, a waiting for

the call that would start us flying trenehward.

And one night, at 9:30, that call oame. I

and a dozen or so of my new-found pals were

attending a moving-picture show. I remember
that Charlie Chaplin had just completed some
target practice with a large and succulent cream

pie when the alarm rang out. We dashed out

into the night without ceremony. At the alarm-

post was our officer. The Germans were breaking

through our lines. We were to be off immediately.

We stumbled away through the dark to get our

packs; and then the bugle sounded again, and it



FRANCE 29

was announced that we would move early in the

morning.

It was a real relief to know that after ftve or

six months of training we were to be rdeased

from the leash and freed to do our bit. Like

prize-fighters were we, in the pink of condition,

eager for the gong and the test. Our bodies

were rested, our spirits saperabondant. Feart

There was none. There was no room for fear in

the excitement of the moment, for to-morrow we
were to become, in deadly earnest, members of

Great Britain's fighting forces, and we longed for

sun-up, as a school-boy longs for Christmas

morning.

Sun-up finally came, red, then yellow, and a
glorious morning unrolled from the east as we
marched away to the railroad station and the train

that was to take us to the front.

The seenery was no longer a novelty, bat, in oar
intoxication, peculiar modes of dress, and odd eol-

loqoialisma gained a renewed amusement for us,

and were again held up to rude banter and ridioole.

But the French laughed with us at our jokes or

at our French ; for they had come to know Tommy,
and they knew that his bark was a hundred times

worse than his bite.

The British Tommy, you know, is not a bad
man at heart. Ue loves to chaff and chatter, and
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the French have come to love him, with all his

faults, ahnost as well as they love their own poUua.

There is something so solid and stolid about the

British Tommy that it appeals by oontrast to the

Frendmian, nsed as he is to his volatile, exdtable

countrymen. It is the Tommy's stability, his

solidity, that makes him valuable, especially when

mixed with, and cooperating with, less-experienced

troops. He steadies the line, gives stael-like

tenacity to its backbone, ard grim, unquenchable

determination to its morale. But to see your

British Tommy cavorting on the green of a rest

billet or about a railway depot, you would never

suspect him of those sterling qualities for which

he is justly famous.

While we waited for the train bedlam was let

loose. French people were bnrlesgned, French

trains were imitated, everything Frendi came in

for its share of ridicnle, and the Frenishmen stood

about us and grinned and enjoyed it with us.

They knew better than did we that despite it all

we loved France, and would love her still more

as we gave more to her great cause.

All day we waited for that train. Thanks to

the Y. M. C. A., hot coffee and rolls were forth-

coming, and, be it known, at a shamefully small

sum. We of the wise, who had held council with

veterans of similar uncertain trips, filled oar
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haversacks with chocolate, hard-boiled eggs, and

bread, as fortification against possible vicissitudes

of wartime travel, and we did welL

Ultimatelj the dilatory train, eaek as it was,

pulled in, amid jeers and dheers from the as-

sembled soldiery. It was a deddedly dilapidated-

looking little train, made np of ancient third-dass

coaches, loose-jointed box-cars, and first-class

coaches, remodeled to snit the momentary need.

Like a Smiday-school class out for a picnic "e
piled in. After an interminable argument, all

were seated, and the officers repaired io the plat-

form until a fitting moment of departure should be

granted us by a crabbed looking train-despatcher.

No sooner were the officers out of the door than a
full third of the oar left by the windows on the far

side, to return, triumphantly bearing faucorionsly

upholstered seats from scane eoipty and nti^hoT-
ing ilrtt-daM ooaohM.

I snspeot that fatore Baedekers wiB earnestly

beseech American tourists to bring their own
CQshions when traveling in France, for I am quite

sure that another year of war will totally denude
French first-class coaches of such luxury.

Evening drew on, and it was with difficulty that

the rickety coaches bore up under the strain

within; but, perhaps because he realized the im-

pending danger to his train, the despatcher finally



32 <*LADIES FBOM HELL*'

let us loose, and we were off for the front, just

as night closed down upon us.

Lnmediately the bUnds most be drawn, for

Teuton airmen have been known to spot such

speeding trains and to bestow a bomb or two upon

them, or perhaps a dose of machine-gun fire cast

in at open windows. But we were not in total

darkness ; no such hi6k. Above us, thrust through

holes in the roof, were consumptive oil-lamps that

served rather to emphasize the gloom than to dis-

pel it. Nevertheless, these aspiring, but inade-

quate, lamps were at premium, and one enter-

prising Tommy, at the risk of his own life, crawled

along the roof of the rocking train and pilfered

the light from our compartment that he might the

better mend a slight tear in- his equipment.

But gradually the practical joking ceased for

lack of farther food to feed upon; conversation

dwindled) and one by one we dropped off into

the land of nod, snrrotmded by the fumes of

the dilapidated oil-lamps and by a few wakeful

souls whose voices droned away tirelessly through-

out the night, i,elling and retelling little anecdotes

of home life, of London, and speaking of their

hopes and fears for the future.

The night wore on amid the rattle and groans

of the train, anil those half-indistinguishable

noises of the dark as it slipped by uf £ut with
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the first faint rayi of morninif came another

sonnd entirely new to ns; and yet it was not a
sonnd at all at first, Irat a feeling of omen, a sensa-

tion of vibrations too low in degree to shake onr

tiny ear-drams. Gradually it became more and
more pronoimced, and all at once, as if a door

had been opened, the clean, clear bark of an Eng-

lish field-piece burst in upon us, punctuated by the

sharp crack and crash of German high-explosive

shells.

Instantly the train was a hive of excitement.

Bark, bark, boom came back those waves of sonnd.

A window flew up, another followed, and the full

and incessant roar of distant battle surged in

with the morning son.

War!
It was in the air, and yet it was nowhere.

J ittle peasant houses, stage-like through the

mist, sent up wee columns of smoke from their

kindling fires. An old man, dressed like a page

from a nursery-book, puttered in his garden, but

straightened up and waved to us as we fied by.

A tiny little town popped past, another, and then

another, and the inhabitants toddled to their gates

dud waved and called in the high falsetto voices

of old age. An automobile, with the chauffeur

bent low over the wheel, pfamged round a eomer
and stopped in a doud of dust and eiplosive
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French expletives ; and through it all and by it all

we raced, while the tomiilt of battle became ever

more audible.

After an unforgivably long time the train

stopped, hesitated, and crept into a station. On
the platform were a group of kilted officers, repre-

sentatives of the battalion to which we were going.

Stiff and sleepy from hours of travel, we lumbered

out of the coach, amid a clutter of equipment, and

lined up, while the waiting captain briefly and hur-

riedly welcomed us to our new quarters.

Then, with two pipers at our head, we swung

eagerly out into a cross-road, turned to the left,

and stretched out, a long, party-colored line, down
one of those typical, cobbled French roads, lined

with its long, lean poplar-trees.

A staff automobile, drab-colored and mud-

spattered, flashed by, oblivious of ruts and bumps

and all other traffic. At a cross-road a seemingly

endless line of huge khaki-colored transports,

laden with food and ammunition for the front,

rumbled and rattled by. All day long this line

wound on, endless, tireless, a monument to the

tremendous appetite of war and to the efficiency

of the British War Office.

By the wayside quaint little thatched peasant

hnts crept up to meet us, and crawled away into

the dosty distance. Old folks—always old folks
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—toddled about, pursuing the humble duty of their

age—to the grim acoompaniment of distant^ bat

continuous, gun-fire.

At last we trudged into the town of Alongne,

where we were billeted. I, fortunately, was

quartered with an old French woman, a wrinkled,

bespectacled old grandmother of wondrous sweet-

ness. Her "bojrs," she called us; "Mother" we

called her. There were thirty-five of us stationed

with her, and, as I came up, some of the boys who

had just returned from the firing-line were noisily

enjoying their first bath in five weeks.

We of the new draft looked on wide-eyed, wor-

shiping the naked heroes of the trench, and later

some of a more practical turn of mind helped our

adopted mother witii her little household chores,

her garden, or her mudi-beloTed cow. One of the

dty-bred chaps of London gallantly offered to

milk her cow for her.

**Non" said Mother Lecoq, smiling broadly at

his blissful ignorance; and then, in exquisitely bad

English: **One tried to milk her las' week; he

still dans Vhopital. Ma vache no friend of

Tommy." And with that Mother Lecoq rolled

off with her milking-pail to do the task herself.

After viewing ma vache, I am inclined to believe

the tale.

By evening the old-timers were sufficiently
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washed and polished to satisfy even the most

fastidious, and we gathered aronnd our coflFee and

milk, with an appetite whetted for the tales that

were certain to come forth with the dvuik and the

reminiscent glow of lighted pipe and dgarette.

After considerable coaxing, Pete—we never did

learn his last name—grndgii^ agreed to tell of

his latest escapade in no-man's-land.

Pete was about as big as a minute and as bash-

fol as a two-year-old child. To extract a tale

from him was a task; but, once in it, he gave him-

self over to the telling with a gusto of a profes-

sional raconteur.

It seems that he had been given orders to take

a little excursion out into no-man's-land in order

to locate a German machine-gun emplacement

which had been proving needlessly annoying to

one of our communication trenches for two or

three days.

During the day he took his bearings and ar-

ranged a private code of signids with tiie listening-

post from whidi he would depart, and to which

he planned to return after the completion of his

task.

Promptly at the appointed hour he went over

the top and stumbled across the pitted surface

of no-man's-land. Everything went smoothly

enough, and he was well on his return journey
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with the desired information stowed away m his

pocket when a flare hissed up into the sky and

turned no-man's-land into a river of ealdnm Ugjat

At that moment, Pete was only about seventy

yards from the German trenehes and he pros-

trated himself with a curse and a prayer for luck.

As he fell, his eye caught a movement to his left,

and he dimly saw three helmeted figures, like him-

self groveling in the mud, German reconnoitering

patrols in no-man's-land.

Instantly he ripped his revolver out, but re-

turned it to its place with equal despatch, for

in such circumstances iudiscriminate shooting is

the height of folly. Any shot in no-manli-Iand

is likely to bring down a hail of bullets from both

the opposing troiches—^bullets that seek out friend

and foe with equal favor and equally disastrous

results.

There is an unwritten law, founded on stem

necessity, that governs no-man*s-land. While all

patrols in this forbidden territory carry revolvers,

they are seldom used, for obvious reasons. When
hostile parties meet, if they be of equal strength,

they pass each other with an erchange of horrible

threats, but little else. However, if one patrol

is stronger than the other, it may endeavor to cap-

ture the weaker party, but always without firing,

if possible. Firing a shot in this God-forsaken
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territory is like lighting a match in a powder-

magazine. It is about as certain a method of sni-

dde as has yet been discovered.

Bnt to return to Pete. The German patrol was

only about twenty or twenty-five yards from Pete

when the flare flashed up, and as darkness again

settled down they worked so close to him that

he could have touched them, had be been in a

careless mood. Discretion, however, was Pete's

middle name, and he let the Germans lead him by

thirty or forty yards until they halted squarely

between the outreaching arms of two English lis-

tening-posts.

At this psychological moment Pete, in his eager-

nessy tripped and fell full on his face with a re-

sounding splash. Instantly, the three Germans

dropped, and Pete resigned himself to what ap-

peared inevitable capture. But for once the in-

evitable failed to materialize, and the Germans

set on about their mission and moved ahead until

they were within one hundred and fifty yards of

the English trench, and still exactly between the

two outstretched listening-posts.

Then Pete took his life in one hand and his re-

volver in the other, fired into the night in the

direction of the Germans—and hopped into a lis-

tening-post. The report was not dead on the air

before no-man's-land was ablaze with flares, and
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the three Qermans were neatly trapped squarely

between the English listening-posts.

The German line, seentmg trouble, started np a

fusillade, effeotiyely preventing their own com-

rades from returning homeward in the intervals

between the flares of exaggerated daylight.

During a momentary lull in the firing, while the

English flares were withheld, a strong reconnoit-

ering party went out from the ends of our listen-

ing-posts, which were about seventy-five yards

apart, and neatly pocketed the Qermans, who
were found cursing lustily and worming slowly

Berlinward on their stomachs.

Pete's experience provoked similar tales, some

of actual experiences and some of a lurid nature

that would make Diamond Dick and his associates

as green as mint with envy.

One story I remember particularly, for at the

time it struck me as being ample proof of the

necessity for rigid discipline in trendiland.

It seems that an officer, accompanied by six

men, planned a bit of gum-«hoe work in no-man's-

land. Word of their plaiiL> was passed down the

line, and at the appointed hour they set out. On
returning, they had approached to within thirty-

five or forty yards of their own trench, when a

lance-corporal called "Tiny,** because he was six

i'eet five in his stoeking-feet, let fire at than with
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A tpeed and energy imparted by six montha' in-

cessant practice. Tiny had forgotten his orders,

and did not recall them until n familiar and acid

voice boomed out from before his rifle-sights

:

Yon damn fool, you I Want to kill your ows
ment"
Tiny collapsed on tbe firing-step and Irarriedly

computed the posaible extent of his dunage and

the probable severity of the forthcoming p iiiish-

ment. More by good fortune than design, how-

ever, his aim had been f i bad as his int( ' ions had

been good, and therefore six weeks at hard fatigue

was the punishment for his temporary lapse of

memory.

It was amid a hurricane of similar incidei.ts that

the evening wore on. The men seldom if ever

spoke of casualties, confining themselves rather

to the humorous side of treaoh life or ta tales of

rare professional skill of one sort or aiwtiM>r.

To otir avalanche of qnestions tfaey i^ve <mly

patronias^, tantaliaing answers.

<*0h| yon11 soon fiiul out, my boy," was the

Qsnal response to some query tiiat luA be«i

ering on our tongue for hours.

**How does it feel to be under fire ! Well, wr re

you ever in a bath-tub of hot water when— \^ 11,

you just wait and see. You '11 find it almost

actly as I have been telling you. 'T would b< a
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crime to spo'l the fcr^' ng yon by describing

it too minutely beto - ruau '

But out of their idle conversation I gathered

that of all war's sanifoH horrors ^ moat

dreaded is the iraiMi^ an<ter fire

—

m to go

oyer» to do anything that win ^pie'-i jomr poit-np

energies and nerroos forc^, any t will atop

your thmlring, anything that wi!i 1^ imagi-

nation from mmung riot »iid Uimki . cr ard

of you d« spite voi -sell Withm e ortni^ t I

Bounded a <md "A len*' u e complaints.

During COT f venmg they repeatedly

lamentpd tiie h f tain Tommy Thomp-
son, '^ir m ^hine-gi sergeant. Tommy, it

seems, ad n bn=iil: ngaged in scattering his

•^tcel-. ck^tec ^ifts ii ^ the Germans with

marke and in\ j uocess. But success

' nngb wiMi it its penalties, and early one

ui^mw^ ptkr to ik^^ w^ml derea o'eIo<& Hymn
late, the < &nms a Bt»ted throwing oyer some

st»€ a a ^dien of mrnroal spleen. Theae

% wet »irprismi|^ well timed, and ai^peared

to fc .aint pf 'ilously near to Tommy's
maet^ o-gun en icement. A little to the left

they dropped, anu then a little to the right ; then

one .0 the rear by five yards, and then one a bit

"^0 ^ e front, but always creeping doser, like the

fli w of a horrible tide.



42 <<LADIES FBOM HELL"

Here the story-teller paused, and spat reflec-

tively at the barn-door before continaing. The
others stared hard into the fire.

"I was out at a list«ung-post," resumed the

speaker, «when a shell went over my head with a

noise like the "Flying Scotchman" on its run from
London to Glasgow. I felt in my bones that she

was the one that was going to do the work; axkd

she did. I looked back, and saw the whole em-

placement and most of the neighboring scenery

thereabout heave up into the air in a cloud of

nasty, brownish smoke. When the wind caught it

away, there wasn't anything left of the place,

and where old Tommy had been dozing was just

a bit deei>er than the rest

went back whenmy time was up, and met one

of the maohine-gnn orew ooming back with

Tommy's identification disk in his pocket and the

remnants of the machine-gun on his shoulder.

'That,' said he, * is the sixth one they have
clicked for us in the last weel^ and I *m going back

to get another.' "

After this recital there was a prolonged silence.

Tommy Thompson had been extremely popular

among hia mates, and one by one they withdrew

into the cow st«ble, which was our boudoir for

the nonce.

This particular cow stable, I soon learned, was
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on a par with its thousand fellowB of northern

France.

It was alive with rats of an embarrassingly

friendly disposition. That was my first ezperi-

enoe with rats on sndi terms of intinuu^. To

this day a rat ronning across my face will wake

me, but that night a rat scampering across my
wrist sufficed to wake the echoes of the entire

neighborhood. I was sternly cautioned to be

scrupulously silent, else I might wake not only

the echoes, but the r emainder of the rats. This

sage advice had the desired effect until two of

the little creatures engaged in a friendly sparring

match within three feet of my head. I hastily

seized my rifle, and managed to place its batt

neatly upon the uptomed face of a chap three rows

farfhw down the line. Forthwith I was pro-

BOOBoed worse than the Bo<die himself, and was

deposited ostude of ibe shed for the balance of

the night, that my comrades mi|^t enjoy &6
silence and the rats undisturbed.

But even in the open I was not alone. At three

o'clock I woke with a feeling that was a cross be-

tween an itch and a bite. Shortly, however, the

itch disappeared completely, and gave way to a

series of unmistakable and undeniable bites. The

"crawlers" were among us. Crawlers, be it

known, is a popular and esthetic cognomen for lice,
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plain body-lice. They are particularly friendly

th the Scottish, owing to the comfortable quar-

ters afforded by the Scottish pleated kilt.

By morning we of the new draft were thor-

oughly aroused to their presence, and an aston-

ishing and horrible array of germioides appeared

in protest Most of us had come anred to the.

teeth for these mnoh advertised creatures, and we
longed to try conclusions inth them.

The conclusions, however, were all in favor

of Monsieur the Crawler. He is invincible.

Powders guaranteed to kill anything on four feet

or centipedes, are as nothing to his Satanic

Majesty. A patent grease with which you are

supposed to butter your body appears to be a

haven of refuge and a mine of nourishment for

him.

After experimenting for a few hours with all

our powders, greases, ointments, and a uiixtnre of

aU three, we retreated before the inevitable, and

joined that day's crawler party about a bonfire,

in whidi our contributions were deposited as fast

as we could locate them and convioee them of our

earnestness.

And over us always floated the tireless boom

and crackle of the battle. We wanted to be in it.

The older men, with their good-natured bantering,

had made us feel woefully out of it We longed
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to duplicate their experienceSi to be able to speak

oasnally of bombs and shell-fire, as if we lived and

thrived upon the stuff. There was no feeling of

fear or dread; bot the nervous strain of waiting,

oonpled with the nonotonons work about the bill^

had its usual effect, and soon, for laek of other

amnsoment, Tommy, new and old alike, fell back

upon his genteel and ever-handy pastime of grous-

ing.

This business of grousing is Tommy's foremost

and dearest accomplishment. He didn't invent

it, but he has perfected it to an unbelievable de-

gree. If Tommy can't grouse and grumble about

the weather or the fit of his socks, he will pick upon

his sergeant. If the sergeant, by some stroke of

Deity, is flawless, the oaumussary department will

be aired to the breeies. If the o(mimissary de-

partment has funiisbed agresaUe gmb of late,

*t wiU be tiM port-ofiee whiflh has fiOkd In its duty.

Always your Tomn^ will find something seriously

wrong if he really sets out to do so. But at the

bottom of it all is nothing but a big heart and

a desire for a little encouragement and sympathy;

which, if no^ tisfied immediately, begets the de-

sire to have tfnge on the nearest object. Grous-

ing is nothing but a poor substitute for sympathy,

and it is as harmless and as meaningless as a

lassie's smile.



46 "LADIES FROM HELL'»

For four days we rested and ranted in our billet

behind the firing-line, while the grumbling of

Tommy and the growling of the battle-front be-

came steadily more noticeable. Which of the

two rumblings brought the welcome order to be

ofif, I do not know ; I only know that it came, and

early on the fourth day of our stay we formed up

and prepared to leave.

As I ran out of the gate to join my company,

our old hostess called to me, and, flushing like a

school-girl, breathlessly handed me a wee bundle.

'*Voici, mon fils,'* she said, "you keep him, an*

do not forget moi et ma vache."

With that she turned back, waved me a pretty

good-by, and thew a kiss to all of us as gaily as a

maid of one fourth her age.

I opened her humble packet, and a worn and

battered rosary fell out into my palm. Touched

by the sentiment, I poured it into my breast pocket,

and to this day I carry it, half as a talisman of

good fortune, and half as a remmder of old

Madame Lecoq and her indomitable vache. She

calls up a vision of all France personified, that

gay old soul who had given her three sons, yet,

for all her sorrows, kept a brave spirit.

As we swung away through the village, bent old

figures waved to us, some gaily, some gravely,

from each little doorway and garden, and a horde
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of chattering children followed ns, just as I used
to follow a traveling-show, wide-eyed and wonder-
ing. Far oat to the edge of the town they trotted

beside ns, and would have continned on indefi-

nitely, I finnly believe, had not we onrselves

ordered them baek.

And how we hated to see those kiddies go!
French they were, foreign to us as foreign could
be, but kiddies still, and reminders of home. To
send them back was to snap the last tie that must
ever link man to home and fireside.

As the tail of their chattering procession dis-

appeared around a bend, we settled down to the

wearisome grind of march. Dust welled up all

about us. It was hot, desperately hot for May,
and OUT tongues soon became thick and leather-

. like. S<»ne of tilie boys sucked incessantly on
midted milk taUets, and what a godsend they
were. Aside fnon their sUgfat noorishment, they
helped woaderfnlly in alleviating thirst, the
grim specter of which dogged ns aU day long.

By noon we had covered about half our journey
to Richbourg St. Vaast, bat only a fifteoi-iBiBnte

halt was allowed before we were again up and
away, gray, dust-covered ghosts plodding through
a mist of chalky atmosphere. Toward evening
a sky-line rose up to meet us. It was the high-

water mark of the Oerman advance in that sector.
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What the name of that village wis I do not

know. It was lost with the village itself, perhaps.

Not a house was left ; as far as the eye could reach

to the left and to the right was only ruin and

then more ruin. A chimney, gaunt and unreal in

the evening light, jutted up into the sky ; a solid

wall, perhaps, or a roof, but never tiie two to-

gether. ThroBi^ mam brokoi waE or open door-

way one eonld ttOl mo the litUe homef scenes,

a bed, a efaair or tw9 beside a shattered hearth,

a taUe wi& the dishes still resting on it. In the

oenter of Uie village stood what was onoe a church,

now a rubbish-pile of blasted brick and multi-

o^red plaster. In the ditch beside the road were

occasional dead horses, loathsome objects. A lean

dog rested across the shattered threshold of one

house, and near by, in eternal truce, were the bat-

tered remains of his ancient enemy, the family

tabby; but the family were gone, unless the little

cross in th/doorway and the mound of new earth

perchance marked the last resting-place of the

owner.

Such sights were new to ns, and tiiey had their

full effect Laofl^ter and taOdng died, and corses,

munbled throng dsodied teeth, UxA their plaee.

The spirit of France sifted down upon ns and

ioek np its abode in cm hearts.

From K^Mm in miiie^ this village, a hahita-
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tion fit only for orows and scnrrying rats, turned

US into soldiers in fact; and as we stumbled

wearily on, grumbling was gone, and grim, silent

determination had taken its place—determination

to avenge those roadside crosses, those homes, and,

yes, that lifeless dog and cat, dumb, but eloquent

symbols ol homes violated, firesides wantonly

wntkudf women and children nmrdereid or oar-

rieimmj to a bondage more horrible by far than

death itadf

.

Our MUet liiat ni|^t was a war-radrad boose.

The windowi were gone, the door swimg dmnk-
enly on a broken hinge, the garden was a hole

half fiUed with brackish water, the walls were

staggering uncertainly, and the little orchard was

a mass of charred and jagged stumps. It had

been a home once, and a home it was again to a

score of dusty, kilted Tommies; for Tommy's
home is where he hangs his hat.

But scant time we had to enjoy its rude com-

forts, for ten of us were ordered out to the firing-

line. Onr exatCTmit was intense; bat it was

dsmpmed idien, instead of guns, we were hasM
shoTdSy and, ii^ead of oartridges, philHrTeii

War, yoB kiMfw, li sot all footing; ninety pet

emt of it k iiaxd, labofioos wtsiA,

AtUat being oantioned to make no noise and

to beware of aU Uglity we stole forward throng
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the night to a point about four hundred yards be-

hind the firing-line, where a communication trench

required lengthening and deepening. Here for

the first time I saw the scene for which I had been

in training these six months past.

Spread oat before me like a panorama, as far

as the eye eoQld readi, were the troidiMy out-

lined by hundreds of twinkling, flashing star-shells,

some red, some green, otiiers yellow or white.

Blot out the sounds and the unmistakable odor,

and it mig^t have been a fireworks display at some

snmmer amusemoit-park. But the sounds I Who
can describe the sounds of no-man's-land and its

environs at night t There is the nasty hollow rat-

a-tat-tat of the machine-gun, now far off and dull,

now sharp and staccato, like a snare-drum, as its

hungry mouth sweeps in your direction. Then

comes a series of echoes, hollow, sinister echoes,

that you feel as much as hear. A spent bullet

whistles past you, and dies away in the distance;

a big gun booms down from afar; and over it aU

rises the intangible sound of men moving, living

things living, or transports groaning np, and a

medley of nameless noises that arise from no-

where, yet are everywhere in no-man's-land. And

all about you is the smell of dank water, of black-

ness that is all the blacker for the distant star-

shells, of dead and living things, all bound together
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into an odor that is the property of no place bat

no-man 'a-land.

As wb began to dig^ the heavena opened np, and
In five minntea we were ankle-deep in mod and
blaspheming our way throng^ the stiekiest soil

that ever eorsed mankind. It took soporfanman

effort to get it on your shovel and equally snper-

hnman effort to get it off. The Creator made that

soil to stay put. As we straggled with our shovels

and picks, a merry company of rifle-bullets, di-

rected at no place in particular, kept up a medley

of falsetto whines above our heads. Off to our left

had been a wood,—I use the past tense advisedly

—for now there remained only a collection of

stamps and prostrate branches outlined black and
phantom-like against the sky. To our right was
an andent cabbage-field long since gone to the

great beyond. Hoar on hoar we straggled on
throagh that gnm-Hke soil, antH my knees wcbUed
and my breath oame hard; bat I, like the others,

labored on.

There is something about the firing-line that

tightens your sinews and lends a triple toughness
to your muscles. I have seen men fight for days,

uncomplaining and unfatigued ; I have seen them
fight for days and labor for nights without thought

of rest. I have seen men go through the trials of

hell, and do it smilingly and easily, apparently
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blessed with an unfailing fountain of strength;

and then I have seen these same tireless workers

go back to the billet when their labors are at an

end, and ooUapse in a heap, spent utterly.

lliere is a speeies of auto-intoxication that per-

vades trenchdom. Men are dying all abont yon,

and in the face of death, life's uttermost efforts

seem pnny and small Of coarse you never really

reason it out that way, at least I know I never

did; but the fact that others are sticking it out,

that others are hoMing and giving their all, must

have an unconscious reaction that draws upon un-

suspected wells of nen'ous and physical strength.

Perhaps no such strength buoyed us up that

night. It was probably the excitement and the

novelty of it all, for it is a ndvelty to hear bullets

whining past when the swiftest messenger of death

with which you have had experience is a London

taxicab ; it is a novelty to picture the Huns erouch-

ing over there, a few hundred yards away from

you; it is a novelty that I wish every man might

experience, and stop vnXh. the experiencing.

Just as the first hint of morning specked the

sky we stumblied back to our billet, tired as no

human was ever tired before. Not a man spoke

;

even the firing-line was passably quiet. You

could hear the German transports pounding

along faintly over the cobbled roads, and I re-
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member vaguely wondering why we did n't drop a

shell in their direction. A '* greenhorn" is likely

to be remarkably generous with ammunition.

No hot meal awaited us, just a scant pile of straw

that looked better and felt softer than fbe mat-

tress in the gaest-room at lioma. Four bout
flashed away, and the morning brdro with the eemp

fortable s<nmd of a British fidd-pieee baikkig

away angrily, lihe a little dog at a treed eat I

tested myself experimentally for symptimis of a

oold, but found not the slightest trace.

It is an interesting thing that despite the hor-

rible and all pervading dampness of the firing-

line there is little sickness. In the midst of all the

hardships and privations there seems to be no

room for the petty annoyances of civilian life.

It is seldom that a man visits a medical officer.

Blistered feet are the soldier's foremost aihnent,

yet many a man will go for days with his feet

Uood-Boaked from blisters rather than se^ a

medical officer for remedies. It is not bravado;

In the trendies yon dont plaoe moeh importanee

on snob things. After all, life is a matter of eom-

parisons. Yon are ridi in my estimation be-

cause I am poorer than yon, and I am comfortaHe

despite blistered feet, because yon have lost an

arm or perhaps a leg. So it goes. In the midst

of death there is no room for oolds or fevers.
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There are so many more expeditious methods of

making your exit from this world that the old-

fashioned maladies have quite lost caste on the

ilriug-line.

Our next billet was another empty shell of a

house, afloat on a sea of mud. All the land there-

about had seen much of shell-fire, and presented

the general appearance of a huge black lake that

had been beaten into a raging fury and then frozen

as it ran. Huge holea, great billowB of earth, with

brambles and bricks floating in ipeird, nnnatoral

p08iti(Hi8 npon its snrfaM.

For several days we worked at odd, meaning-

less jobs about the place, gathering a vast fund of

information and experience. I presrme that this

is what we were supposed to' do, to become accli-

mated to the sights and sounds, to familiarize our-

selves with the modus operandi of the front-line.

We rapidly became rather set in our ways. Like

old bachelors, we acquired little idiosyncrasies.

Experiences that would have filled a volume a

month before were now igncwed and forgotten;

and why notf Here we were, hovering about the

brink of the Hnn-made hsSL We nev^ ezpeoted

to retnm to familiar sights and somids except on
cratches or on a stretcher; so why shooM we be-

come raffled at the soond of an onrashii^ sh^f
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Fatalism T Oh, perhaps, bui not bravado; just a

stoical complacency that takes possession of you

after the first five or six shells have failed to iiiak«

you their mark.

I don*t mean to say ihak theH-fire is wdeome.

No man who gpeaki tha tfwth can aver that he haa

any haidnriaff after the heavy ituff. He may

beo(Hiie aeeaatomed to rifle-fire, to the red-hot hell

of maehi&e-irQn fire, bat shell-fire has a horror

all ita own. You never really get accustomed to

it, and it is for that reason that many men are

captured after a heavy shelling. They are un-

hurt, but the horror of '5ontinued shelling saps

their wil' to fight, and leaves thr m dumb and dazed

and void i f all will to think or C .

It was in this atmosphere v? r * shells and

rifle-fire that we acquired our i- < Isgs. Then

came the order to move up another noleh. Thii

proved to be nz himcbred yarcb from tlw front

trenches, and for the next three dayi we had box-

seats for the graad perfonaanee. Fiom Uie real

we approached what was once the unreal, and now

the unreal proved far more real and much more

full of life than^ moat important event of oor

little yesterdays.

My first night at the new billet I was detailed

off to ration fatigue, whi^ in pkin Kngtiwh is
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the job of getting the company's rations from the

cook. Our cooks were stationed at a spot known

as "Windy Comers," so named because of the

Teuton's earnest endeavors to wipe it out of ex-

istence.

The Teuton, let me say, is a wise bird, and he

has an uncanny way of knowing your movements

before you yourself become aware of them.

French civilian traitors are usaally to blame. In

fact, nothing so endeared Sir Douglas HaSg

to the men as his order relegating non-eoaa-

batan' i to the rear by fifteen miles. After this

order went into effect the Hun's remarkable guess-

work fell off markedly. Prior to that time I had

seen instance after ipstanoe where traitorous

gnidance was evident.

One peculiarly clever case comes to my mind.

Near us, at one time, on the firing-Une, was a

house. For days we called it the "charmed cha-

teau" because it alone of all its neighbors re-

mained standing. In our early innocence we mar-

veled at it, and talked vacantly of supematowl

causes, until an officer remarked a rather striking

coincidence. When any considerable eon^aay of

our men went forward throng^ one or more com-

munication trenehes, the chimney of the "charmed

ch&tean" would emit a sudden series of smoke-

puffs, and instanter the German shells would be-
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gin to ittt abont wiQi nnaikaUt mchMn In

the USagHwmm •iaii|>te enoni^ and yil no one

htA —tiood tiiia ooinddeiMe before.

There was an elderly woman living in the plaoe,

and I can tastify that she was a marvelous cook.

Her home, partly by reason of her kindness and

her cooking, aided, perhaps, by her remarkable

immunity from shell-fire, soon became a gather-

ing-place for our officers. She was always most

solicitous about our health, and showed an ap-

parently justifiable interest in our movements.

She also had a dog. Even the dog was friendly,

and, like the woman, was soon adopted as a part

of oor traoh famUy. But for the oannineM d
one <^ oor nipOTior offioan ibe and her dog mi|^t

tin be ciriiing out ioiq[> with one liand and dirap-

nel with the o^m.
When gnapid<m was at last centered upon her,

the first move was to watch the house and the dog.

Two days later the dog appeared innocently me-

andering homeward from the direction of the

trenches. Three Tommies waylaid the unaccount-

ably shy Fido and abstracted a neat bundle of

German memoranda from his tubular collar. Our

dear French friend had kept the Hun batteries

well supplied with foil dbta, nd tiie mystery of

their remaricably wsii MiiKd flze cBn^pearid

forthwith.
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Two hours after her arrest her home was vis-

ited by a Qerman high-explosive shell. Who told

them of her arrest f Ask the Hons. They havea
system all their own.

But to return to "Windy Comers** and the

cookers. The roadway ran parallel with the

trenches and within tempting rifle-range; but it

was nearly eight o'clock and dark, so that Bill

Nichols and I scampered along with little fear of

detection. We reached the cookers, we filled our

sacks, and we started hack, quite overflowing with

the joy of Uviag and a gnat oonteoqiyt for our

enemies across the diieh.

There was a fool with ns. I was that fool. I

started whistling "Tipperary.** About the first

eight notes had been confided,to the night air when
a bullet hit the road three feet in front of me, and
pi-i-i—nged away in the dark. I needed no sec-

ond invitation, but dropped "Tipperary," the bis-

cuits, and everything that would impede my rapid

progress, in a heap on the road, and made a run

for it.

The billet was all tfasve ta meet me, indnding

ti» sergeant

''Where are the raticM, Plidtf*' said he.

''Down the road, sir^^ I ni^ied between paifs.

"What the h^t mmm the roadf' he conn-

tered.
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I explaiasd that machme-gon fire had no great

aQoremeata for me, and that therefore I had de-

picted rather hastily withoot the rations. Bat

my lad tale prodnoed no sympathy^ only an order

to 90 back and get the grab.

My progress on the return trip was via a ditch,

which put twelve feet of solid roadway between

me and the Huns* rifle practice. Half-way back

I met Nichols, progressing stealthily like a child

with a stolen cooky. He, too, had discovered the

ditch and was making good use of it.

My return with the biscuits was the reverse of

what I had pictured. I had visions of being wel-

oomed as a hero of some note, perhaps of being

mentioned for bravery nncter fire ; bat I was acidly

informed that ten days' extra fatigue was my pun-

ishmmt for not obeying orders. I had been told

to bringba^ the rations, and I had retomed with-

out them.

For the benefit of the reader I will pass over the

next ten days, with their incessant round of tire-

some duties of a nature usually delegated to those

in disgrace in the army.



CHAPTEB m
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EAELY in May, 1915, I was enjoying a few
hours off duty when I met an artillery officer

who was stringing wires from the front-line ob-

servation positions to the batteries at the rear.

**Something big. coming offf" said 1.

'*Jnst that, my son,'' was the non-Gonunittal

reply.

This opening seemed interesting, if diffioolt, and
I struck up a precarious conversation with the

taciturn old fellow. Two hours of hard work on
my part netted the information that the long-

delayed battle for Lille was in the making.

For days past our artillery preparations had
been active in the extreme. The advance, I gath-

ered, was to be over a line about fifteen hundred
yards wide, and from one thousand to twelve hun-

dred artillery pieces were to be concentrated upon
that area. According to my oracle, the advance
would be simplicity itself, merely a matter of a
few hours' artillery fire, and then tbron^^ the gap
and on to LiUe.

•0
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With these hearty assiiraiioes babbling in my

heart, I ran baek to the Wllet and spread the |M
news among the boys. Immediately the optimists

and the pessimists took sides, and the battle be-

fore liUe was fooi^t out aoeor^Bng to their re-

spective views. The old-timers were particularly

pessimistic, and for good reason. They had been

through the Mame, when the Allied artillery was

noticeable principally for its absence, and hence

word of dominance in artillery-fire was consid-

ered too good to be worth the hearing.

At best, they maintained, a battle is merely a

matter of luck, and no human brain can forecast

the outcome with any degree of accuracy, no mat-

ter how elaborate the preparations may be. Fur-

thermore, we had been given to understand that

the Germans far oatnnmbered ns, and this fact,

conpled with the skepticism conoeming onr artil-

lery, held sway until the night of May 8, when

word came through that on the morrow, Sunday,

we would make the long-heralded advamse upon

Lille.

With the formal news of the impending battle,

all skepticism vanished. In its place appeared

only optimism and a great eagerness for the on-

slaught.

Saturday evening, the evening before the battle,

we gathered in a shell-proof dugout, where we
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held high carnival around a bowl of pnnoh. Each
lad told his favorite story or sang his favorite
JM>ng. The health of the Britidi Armj and Navy
was drunk a seore of times. The battle of the
coming day was fought and won nnqiiestioiiabiy.

The spinal cord of the beast was broken. We
marched on and on and on into Berlin. Glowing
faces grew gay under the mellow, congenial influ-

ence of this "Last Supper,** as we flippantiy
called it.

Evening dusk came, we fell into line, and set off
on the road which led to "Windy Comers** and to
LiUe.

At the usual plaoe th? German machine-guns
pidred us up, and for saferty*s sake we took to the
ditch for protection. Aoross fieki after field, pit-

ted like the face of the moon, we stnmbled, oftm
up to our knees in icy, sticky mud; bat about mid>
night we reached a little wood two miles behmd
the line, and here we bivonaeked for the night
And here let me offer my very sincere respects

to the commander of our platoon, Mr. Findley.
He had risen from the ranks and had been deco-
rated with the D.C.M.; and a more conscientious
officer I have never known. No matter what his
own problems or discomforts, he never forgot
"his boys." Around, among us he circulated,
now, urging us to be of good cheer, telling of the
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invincible siBUjpipori of our artillery, tucking water-

proof aheets a little tii^ter, adjusting a haTenaek

for one, a Iwad-reit for another, alwayi belinng

to make ui aa oomfortaUe aa eireomitanoei would

permit He waa lelf-forgetful, limple, imaaium-

ing; always one of us, yet at all times thoroughly

respected. And that night waa hia laat nif^t on

earth.

The front was as quiet as a sepuloher. From

far to the right, however, where the French held

the line, came the incessant rumble and crackle of

battle. We who knew the code could make out the

ebb and flow of the fight from where we lay by

the stream of star-shells and multicolored flares.

No one slept; we lay there relaxed, staring up

at the stars. €k>d aeemed rery near to ns that

night When the morning may bring yoor laat

day on eartii, God beoomea a very real and per-

sonal being and not aone far-off, intangible Mty.
No man can go into the tiaaehes and long remain

an atheiat He may, and usually does, blaspheme

magnificently in the heat of battle, but in the cool

quiet of night, when only the sky is overhead, he

knows beyond all question that there is a God.

I believe that war has converted more men to a

true Christianity than any other force of modem
times.

War's Christianity is not the sort that sings
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hTiniis on public corners. It is a better sort,

which serves and gives untiringly.

With the morning came the sUenoe tbat it pro-

yerbial before the atonn. Hard^mn wa out of

oar waterproof aheeta bafort tha a?eripraaaat

Mr. Fiadley waa among iia, paaaing ont good ehear

and alieeolate. He knew from azperiaBoe that

after aodi a night none of oa eonld atomaali tha

vanal bally beef and biscuit.

At 4:45 a red-capped observation officer ap-

peared from nowhere and dambered up into a

tree-top. After an impressive period of time he

descended with every evidence of satisfaction.

Evidently the stage was set to a nicety and only

awaited the actors. Birds were twittering; they

seemed oddly out of place. Their chirpings ac-

tually annoyed us, so tenae were onr nervea. A
larl: ahoi saddenly heavenward, and waa roundly

eoraed for ita efforta.

It was 4 :59 ; one minote more and we would be

off and away.

As the hands ofmy watch touched fi\ o the earth

Bbook, the heavens rolled back vast billows of

sound, and the air quivered like a living thing.

The quiet of a minute before was engulfed in a hell

of sound that defied all description. As if a huge

hand were manipulating the keys of a tremeud»)us

organ, the batteries, massed, some of them wheel
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to wheel, over that front of fifteen hundred yards,

sent out their challenge to the Qerman hosts.

From an invisible thing two miles away, the front

liiw bunt op btfoM us in a ttnak of nnoke,

heaped hi|^ wave on wave, and shot throni^ with

green solphnroas fomea, ciwtfllating like waves

of heat on a soorohing day.

Overhead our aeroplanes roared and hnmmed,

goring and directing onr fire. Pretty things

they were, too, oddly birdlike and out of place

amid such stem surroundings. Li numbers they

far outnumbered the Qerman fleet, and success-

fully held back the Teuton scouts throughout the

Jay.

As we stood drinking in this panorama, the or-

der to advance came through, and we started for-

ward in In^ file, three or fonr paoea apart

Across the temun we floundered, piddng omr way

aroond ahell^lM ai^ aeroM the dSbria of former

battle-fielda. There was no fear. In the midst

of such terrific noise one becomes only a shriveled

nonoitity, incapable of conscious thought.

As we passed in front of our batteries, the con-

cussion doubled, tripled, and quadrupled in inten-

sity, and the roar of a million boiler-shops ripped

up and down that line with inhuman exactness

and promptitude.

The journey forward was a difficult one, but 1^
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9:30 we were within a few hundred yards of the

front line, and German sheila were beginning to

steal into onr ranks. Across a particularly ex-

posed space we ran, but even yet the progress of

the battle was a mystery. No authentic word

came back; the trenches to the front were merely

a vortex of greenish and white smoke.

The Germans were concentrating their fire on

the communication trenche 3 and on our reserves.

In fact, at this time the men in the front line were

comparatively safe. We of the new draft were

having onr first experience in the g«itle art of

dodging shells. One learns at a rapid rate under

snoh forced schooling. Within an honr I eould

tell with a fair degree of aoeoraoy, or so I thought,

the shells that bore the message '*I want to get

you." The shells that would break at a comfort-

able distance seemed to have another and less

ominous sound about them. I was mumbling

pretty compliments to myself on my own good

judgment when a heavy howitzer-shell burst just

a little to my left. Instantly my newly acquired

confidence vanished. The fear of God entered my
heart, and, like Abraham of old, I fell fiat on my
face and remained there until the sergeant-major

delivered a well-directed kiok on a fitting portion

of my anatomy.

In addition to the shell-fire, we were now the
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recipients of the small sinff—pip-squeaks, aero

torpedoes, whiz-bangs, and madune-gun-fire.

Aside from shell-fire, it is machine-gun-fire that

is the most dangerons of all. It traverses np and

down your line like a great finger. As it kicks

up the dust at your feet your first inclination is

to flinch or dodge, and it takes some time before

you realize that it is only the harmless bullet that

you hear ; the one that gets you is as silent as the

path to which it leads you.

After two hoars of tiiis small stuff we behaved

like well-seasoned troops, for we realized foUy the

utter fotility of dodging, and the inevitable fact

that onr personal ballet woold bring no warning
spat to guide ns.

The pip-squeak, however, continued to annoy
me. In fact, I never could get really used to their

acrobatics. The father of the pip-squeak is that

whistling pinwheel of the fireworks display, which

chums upward fifty or a hundred feet, skids, and
then explodes in a thousand ill-chosen directions.

You can hear a pip-squeak coming, but its crazy

course is uncharted. Like a drunken automobile,

it careens, now here, now there, and then back

here again. The staggering figures following the

explosion of a pip-sqaeak, however, will testify to

its effectiveness as an instromott of destmetion.

After another half-hoar's delay there eame m-
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other ran for it, and we plnnged into a oonmrani-

cation trench dose to the parapeted dressing-sta-

tion.

Here the horrors of war burst in upon us in all

their awful realism. Oh, how a chap's heart goes

out to those poor wrecks, tottering, crawling,

dragging themselves as best they may to the haven

of a first-line dressing-station I You pity tiiem,

yes, and you envy them. Their duty is done, their

waiting is over, they are going back; your duty is

ahead, your fate is uncertain.

They say that the first wounded man yon see

remains with yon throughout your life, and to this

day I remember mine with an awful vividness.

He was just a kid, and was sitting propped up

against the sand-bagged parapet, by the side of

a shell-hole filled with slimy water. Off to the

left a frog croaked tirelessly, heedless of the hell

about him. The wounded man's eyes were closed,

and his breath was coming in labored gasps. His

tunic was thrown back, and his chest was as white

as a babe's; but just over his heart was an ugly

red smudge. Clean through the lung he had it,

and as we passed by he went west, quietly and

peacefully, like a little child moving in its sleep.

There was none of the i^ory of a dying hero about

his pasung over the great divide. He had merety
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done his doty, haying been shot on his retnxn

from delivering a deipateh. ISiroagfa will power
only he held consciousness long enough to crawl

back to his superior's dngont to report his duty

finished, and then he had passed on.

I was still straggling to throw this picture out

of my mind when another chap came limping

back, sweat streaming from his face and both

hands held to his groin.

"Got a fag, boysT" were his first words. The

fag was instantly forthcom'ng, but some one had

to light it for him, for he refused to take his hands

from his injured side.

''I got a pretty 'padoge' here/' said he

—

''shrapnel" That single word "shrapneP* told

the entire story, the story of a big gaping wound,

and I looked at him curiously.

"I *m getting awfully tired, lads," were his

next words ; "I guess I '11 sit down." We helped

him to a comfortable comer, where he puffed con-

tentedly for a moment upon his borrowed ciga-

rette, and then gasped and died.

Crowding by us in that narrow trench, came an

endless line of blood-soaked stretcher cases, some

writhing in awful agony, others white and still

with head wounds. And down on fbo qui<& and

the dead alike beat the heat of a noonday sun.
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The ghastly harvest streaming by us like a night-

mare blandied onr faces and made as aohe to be

over and done with our share.

The waiting^yes, the boys were rght—was

far more wearing than any fighting t I ever

afterward experienced. Perhaps ya not un-

derstand the agony of waiting nnder fire. But

have you ever paced the creosoted corridors of a

hospital -hile some one near and dear to you

lay up-stairs under a skylight, with white-robed,

masked figures all about! Do you remember how

the minutes crawled past, and how every noise

was an explosion! Do you remember pacing the

floor of your own room, waiting for the doctor to

come down and tell you, |*ont of danger'* or the

reverse t Do yon remember how the minutes

passed then, and how yon would have sold your

soul itself to have set the dock ahead, if only for

one half-hour f

Intensify your feelings of those moments a hun-

dred-fold, and you will have some idea of the

agony of waiting in a trench under fire.

By noon our artillery began its barrage fire

with renewed fury; but the Germans were still

returning shell for shell, and by one o'clock many

of our batteries were silenced.

Then the r*»port came back that the Qoorkhas,

those fierce Indian fighters, had taken the first
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line Qerm&n treneh ; bot later in the afteracxm we
were told that they had been driven out, and gtiU
we hnddled behind those onreed land-bagi, in-

active, burning to be oflF.

And while we waited, let me just say a word
about those same Goorkhas. They are peculiar
fellows, as faithful as dogs, fierce as tigers, with
a love for their superior officers that is childlike

in its simplicity. Many times, when one of their
leaders is killed, the thin veneer of civi'ization

which divides the Goorkha from the stoi q age
peels away, and withoat orders or leaders they will

go over the top, sans rifle and revolver, armed
only with a bowie-knife and a fanatical rage that
knows no fear or reasoning.

Z' - rH)wie-knife is the Ooorkha's favorite
w

. ^d his ezpertness with it is nnoanny. I
have i<njwn one to snake away across no-man's-
land at night and tap gently on the German para-
pet. Instantly a helmeted head bobs up in in-

quiry, a polished blade flashes swiftly, silently,

and a German head rolls back into the trench,
while a Goorkha snakes back across no-man's-
land with a fiendish gleam in his eye, and another
story of prowess to tell to the family circle

hunched about the meat-pots back home.
At last came the hoped-for order, and up to the

second line trenches we filed. But here again we
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were delayed. Men, lome woanded, mam ituk

mad, rushed pait um, fmita of hic^i-«]q;do^Te ihell-

ing. A yovmglieatenant plunged down the treneb.

He was the sole sorvivor of a Welsh regiment,

and the frig^tfolness of his losses had qnite un-

seated his reason. Entirely alone in our trench

he stood, waving a light cane in one hand and a

smoking revolver in the other, and screaming to

the sky:

"Where are my menf Good God, where are

theyf Gonef All gonef" Then he hurst into

tears.

A sergeant-major who had been wounded in the

arm came running up to hint

"Sir," said he, "let me rally your men while

you go back to the dretung-itation. I H get the

boys together and bring them back to yon."

A long and heated argument ensued. The lieu-

tenant was for rallying his own men, but the ser-

geant-major, a big strapping fellow, with medal

ribbons of the Indian Mutiny across his breast,

was no mean diplomat, and at last led the lieu-

tenant back and away from the scene from which

he alone survived.

We of the Scottish sat huddled together in the

trench and saw it all and did nothing. At such

times reason sits but lightly, and some of us joked

horribly, some sang popular songs in hoarse, un-
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natural voioet, oflMrt laughingly made oat their
lait Willi and teataaMnte. Friti and hit wonder-
ful war maohine eama in for thair ihar« of ocnnpli.
mentary critieiam and eoning. The older men
reoonnted many of the andent trench rapenti-
tions—how it is bad luck to light three cigarettes
with the same match. For a tLne premonitionB of
disaster held 'he floor as the topic of a heated
discussion. A veteran of the Mame swore sol-
emnly that a controlling Deity stood between us
and ultimate defeat, and he retold with fervent
earnestness how the British retreated for ten days
at the Mame, and how on the seventh day a great
white sheet interposed itself between our men
and the onmshing gray horde of Germans. On
the eighth day this sheet took form and shape,
and the Christ looked down npon onr troops.
So the minutes passed, bat still the order to ad-

vance was withheld. Another yoang Ueatenant
careened into the trench, bleeding ftreely from a
wound in his arm. Following him came the rem-
nants of his regiment, thirty or forty mud-covered,
torn, and tatteied men, some limping, others curs-
ing blindly and unceasingly. Squarely in front
of us the lieutenant formed his boys up, and then
addressed us:

"Well, Jocks, here 's what 's left of us after
half an hoar ap forward. You know what you
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ean do for in when yon go ap and over the top

this afternoon."

And individnally !Uid ooUeotiyely we. awore to

avenge his loises, the losses of all England, the

losses of Franoe and Belgium, and the losses of

humanity.

Bnt the opportunity to avenge was delayed, al-

ways delayed. By ns streamed an endless chain'

of liar's fresh horrors, constant reminders of onr

duty still undona. Blood, for ns, had become an

old story. We were old men, aged immeasurably

by six hours in hell's own kitchen, aged by six

hours of waiting.

Oh, it is the waiting that tells, my friend. You

can fight eternally, you can fight and die, but the

horror of waiting is unbearable. Tou sing, you

chatter aimlessly, you count away the seconds and

the minutes, while over you stream the Teuton

shells, and by you flows the awfulness of war, end-

less testimony to the effidenoy of forty years of

Teuton preparation for *<der Tag."

At last our major came running up.

"Come on, boys; it 's up to us now to finish the

job that was started this morning. We 're off

;

hurry up." There were no laggards, and up to

the first-line reserve trenches we ran.

It was now 2 :30. The attack, our attack, was to
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begin at three. Ahead of us the Black Watch had
gone forward. Excitement rose to fever pitch.

Onr time had oome, bat no. At 2:50 the briga-

dier 'a numer oame through, bearing a counter-
mand. If oaric'i oonld have killed a man, that
man would have gone west on the donUe-qniok.
After delivering hia order he was off to stop the
Black Watch.

But he never reached them. A cry went up
from down the trench. The Black Watch were
going over alone. Utterly regardless of machinc-
gun-fire, our heads popped up over the parapet.
Not four hundred yards away were those chaps.
We 'd been chatting with them two houis before.

They were as cool as on home parade. Ther was
no shouting or yelling, just a clean, coL ted
string of men at donble-quiok, rifles at iheir sides,

honnding across no-manVhuid.
There is something awfnl in i.eh a sigbi--eight

hundred men headed for sure destmction, and
with no chance to help them. We were fascinated
by the spectacle. Our captain took in the situa-
tion at a glance, and rushed to the brigadier's dug-
out, where he pleaded and begged to be allowed
to go over with them; but already the brigadier
had used too many men. The charge of the Black
Watch was a mistake; they had failed to receive
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the coantermand. At some place between us and

them the despatch-bearer had fallen^ and eight

hundred men went with him.

It was perhaps seven or eight hundred yards

from our trenches tci the German line, nearly half

a mile, and over this space went the "Ladies from

Hell," as the Germans call the Scottishers. Even
the Hun, with all his horrors, seemed stunned by

their advance. The shell-fire sladcened visibly,

and only the machine-gon bullets remained to re-

mind us of our personal danger.

That day, it is estimated, the Qermans had a

machine-gun for every five yards of front. A
machine-gun can pour out six hundred to six hun-

dred and fifty bullets per minute. It was into this

hail of steel that our friends, the Blaok Watch,

plunged.

A hush fell over our lines. Half-way across,

and only a scant six hundred of the original eight

hundred remained. Another hundred yards took

their toll, another, and then another. Then they

came to the dummy trench, some twenty-five or

thirty yards in front of the German first line.

This dmnmy trench was filled with barbed wire,

and a rivulet had been turned into it for the occa-

sion. Two hundred men reached that trench, two

hundred men went into it, bat only one hnndred

crossed it and dashed on over the last few yards.
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Then they were gone from sight. Sixty of the
eight hundred had reached the German trench.
It was all over; but, no! Their signaler is on
the German parapet calling for help, and he is
calling for the Scottish, for us! And we had or-
ders to stay! God, man, it was awful! During
those minutes of agony I grew old. The signaler
had barely finished his message when he was shot
down, and we sank back into our trench, dumb
with the horror of it all That stretch of no-
man's-Iand, dotted with still or writhing figures,
swam before my eyes.

Aery went up. They were coming back. Yes,
sure enough, twenty-five or thirty of them, di-
vested of aU equipment, were running back to-
ward us.

Then the heart that actuates the Teuton army
showed itself for what it was. Running across
no-man's-land came thirty brave lads who had
fought a brave fight and lost. They were entitled
to the honor of any soldier, be he friend or foe;
but do you think they got it from the Hunf
They did not
Here they came running toward us, the last of

eight hundred. Behind them you could hear the
crack of a Qerman machine-gun going into action.
Like pigeons at a pigeon shoot they were trapped,m Without half the ehasoe of Moape that we givQ
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the bird. Away over to the left I saw McDonald

stagger and collapse. On across that fleeing lino

of heroes traversed that German machine-gun.

One by one the boys dropped until not one re-

mained. KIJLTIJRI

Our men at first were dazed
;
they did n't believe

their own eyes. It was impossible barbarism.

Thirty men entitled to all the scant privileges of

war had been shot down like gutter-dogs. Then,

as the reality broke in upon us, a cry went up, and

a demand to go over and avenge that wholesale

murder. If discipline was ever put to the test it

was then. It seemed for a minute as though noth-

ing could restrain that wild rage, that thirst for

vengeance, that desire to rid ourselves of the hid-

eous sense of impotence in the face of such hor-

rors. But the months of training told, and with

a few steadying words the officers kept control of

the situation.

The day was done. Our artillery had failed to

sever the German barbed wire sufficiently, and as

our men cut away at it they had been shot down

like rats. Lille was still to be won.

The artillery of both sides still worked away

intermittently, bat the work was done, though far

from finished.

Like a continnons bad dream the wounded

drifted past us, but we did not see or hear them.
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It was out yonder, in no-man's-land, that we lived,
out there where our men lay kicking their last,

under the heat of an afternoon sun. But even
yet the day had not completed its tale of horror
for us.

A random howitzer-shell shrieked overhead.
Closer and closer it came. There was a flash, a
stunning concussion, and our Mr. Findley rolled
out of the smoke. A dozen of us rushed up to him
and tried to stop the flow of blood from the wound
in his side. He was in frightful agony. Beads
of icy sweat stood out on his forehead, and his
eyes burned like coals. Near him lay three other
boys of the London Scottish. He saw them, and
motioned to us to stop in our work.

"Don't mind me, fellows," he said; "look after
those poop chaps over there. I '11 be all right-
soon."

At this juncture Mr. Steadman, our command-
ing ofieer, rushed up and ordered a stretcher; but
poor Findley was gone. They got him back of
the Hnes all right, but somewhere on the rough
road between there and the hospital at Bethune
he went west, and as he went the British Empire
lost a man among men, a Christian of war's awful
making.

Volunteers were asked- for to go ont into no-
man's-land that ni|^t and bring in the wonnded.
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My pal Nichols and I stepped forward, as did the

vast majority of our company. We were fortu-

nate enough to be selected.

Just as we were leaving for the rear, another

shell found us, and ten of our number felt its bite.

I knew them all intimately. Eight of them never

reached the hospital. Callendar had a leg off, and

one of the others had had his head blown off.

Three fell where they stood. I thought they had
funted, but later I learned that they had been

killed by the ooncpssion.

From this scene we stretcher-bearers went back

for final instmctions * > the dressing-station
; and,

oh, the horror of that dressing-station! Long
rows of wounded, mud- and blood-bespattered

wrecks, some groaning softly, others quiet, still

others puffing cigarettes. A canvas curtain

flashed back, and three surgeons were revealed

under the oil-lamp.

Comparatively few operations are performed at

the dressing-station; only when seconds divide life

from death does the dressing-station do aught bat

tonporary bandaging. Ftom this first station yon

are sent to a station farther back, where your

wounds are minntely examined, and yon are

marked for Blighty or for a field hospital, as the

case may indicate.

At nine, as darkness fell, we went out into no-
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man's-land for the first time since we had eome
to France. Darkness after a battle iz a pleasing
thing. It hides the gruesome details that day lays
bare in horrid profusion. After the day the night
seemed quiet, and we went from form lo form
seeking those in whom the spark of life still clung.
As star-shells or flares sputte^<id upward we fell

prone, and imitated the still figures about us.
Between flares we worked feverishly.

I wiU not describe that night. It beggars all

description. In the heat of batUe yon forget the
horror of it, bnt in the stillness of ni^t it flashes
back over you in a mighty flood.

I remember, I will always remember, those end-
less trips to and from, the dressing-station—now
with a chap crying softly to himself, like a little
baby, now with one lying limp and voiceless.
Those pleading eyes that looked up at ns as we
passed will haunt rae till Berlin b ^ws.
"For God's sake, boys, take me in I I Ve got

a little wife and a kiddy at home—a kiddy with
big blue eyes; yes, fellows, blue eyes."
"Oh, boys, water! God, give me water!"
"A cigarette, men. I 'm going west soon, and

I Ve got to have a dgarette before I start"
Such arc the echoes of battle; bat it is the still

form, shapeless, somber, that raises no echoes,
that calls the kmdett to yon. How many meh



82 "LADIES FROM HELL"
forms lay out in no-man's-land that night I do not
know. I do not even want to know. It is enough
to remember that call

:

"For God's sake, boys, take me in! I 've got

a little wife and kiddy at home—a kiddy with big

blue eyes."

All night we rushed hack and forth from one
hell to the other; but as day dawned we reported
for the last time. Half of the fellows who had
gone out on that errand of mercy that night re-

mained out there among the other dead and dying,
victims of the machine-gun-fire, which sweeps up
and down no-man's-land by night and day.

Our battalion, on its return from the trenches,

had been billeted fifteen miles back of the lines,

and as the sun peered over the red rim of the
world we trudged homeward to this billet. Those
were the longest fifteen miles I ever covered. The
excitement was gone, but the horror still remained.
The reaction had set in, and Nichols and I floun-

dered along those interminable miles of road, as
silent as the grave which we had left.

We found onr company in a long shed, and we
tumbled in among them, worn to the point of
breaking. Two hours of unconsciousness, and we
were wakened for roll-call.

Roll-call after a battle I It is the saddest of aU
scenes. As each man's name is called the <x>m-
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pany listens. There is a silence—gone, another
one gone, another. God! Roll-call after a battle

is ahnost as bad as the battle itself. You re-live

it all, you see that shell strike five yards from
your dearest friend; Jim, Pete, Tonamy—all gone,
and you remember how they went.

We had but a scant eight hundred left from our
battalion of nearly four thousand! That is roll-

call after a battle. Thirty-two hundred names
were called oot with no answer.

We of the London Scottish alone had dioked
five hundred and fifty-four of our original one
thousand, and we had been mere reserves and had
seen none of the real fighting.

The horror of it all is indescribable. We were
stunned by our losses. In the heat of cction we
had hardly realized their immensity. We had
seen individual cases, but here the vast panorama
of horror was unrolled before us. The officers:

realized our sensations and set us free, and we
rambled over to an orchard, a cherry orchard, in

full bloom.

From far off came the boom of the firing line,

but thank God that was past for the time. We
read letters from h<nne, and wrote replies; we
chatted vaguely, and rested, preparatory to the
next assaolt on the German lines.



CHAPTEB IV

THE MAN IN THE BLUE JEANS

—

A TBENOH SAID

AS the afternoon wore on and onr lettera were

dniy written and censored, several of ns

wandered over to an estaminet.

An estaminet is one of those denatured cafes,

found far behind the lines, at which soft drinks

and light refreshments may be purchased from
the peasantry of the community.

This estaminet was filled to overflowing with

the fortunates who had survived the battle of the

previous day. Here we met the Guards Regiment

which had gone over the top, only to retreat in

the face of the withering Teuton machine-gun fire.

I say we met the regiment, but what we actually

met was a scant tenth of it, for the rest were

either back yonder in no-man's-land or in one or

more of the field hospitals.

For an hour or two the battle for lille was re-

fought. The reason for its failure was sought out

and found a hundred times, and at a back table

a group of Frenchmen listened in silence.

Then, during one of those lulls which sometimes
S4
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come over even the noisiest of gatherings, one of
these taciturn Frenchmen sprang to his feet. In
broken, but excited, English he denounced the Scot-
tish and all we stood for. In fact, his denuncia-
tion covered quite an extensive territory, for it

encompassed the whole of England and Ireland
and most of the colonies. He cursed us roundly
as *'8laoker8" who had failed to accomplish our
objectiTe.

Immediately the room was in an uproar. An
old lady, who was the proprietress, mshed in and
added her shridB to the general diunor.

For two or three minutes it looked like a riot

or a murder or both. But, fortunately for the
discomfited Frenchmen, saner heads took hold of
the situation. The hot-headed native who had
forgotten himself was escorted none too gently
from the estaminet, to be persuaded verbally, but
effectively, of the e*Tor of his ways in a less pub-
lic spot.

The old proprietress apologized to us in her
most elegant and eifasive English, and then the

meeting broke up. We were momentarily too
disgusted to continne to enjoy Fremcsih hoQ>itaUty.

Do not misonderstand me. We Toanmies like

the French, we thoroog^ify love them, but oeoa-

sionally one of these fiery Frenchmen, brooding
over mnltitodinons hardships, will bortt loose,
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and, although his eruption is harmless enough to

us of more stoical English stock who understand,

each such outburst leaves a temporary wound.

But in a few hours our anger wears off, and we
laugh the matter down and forget it, along with

the rest of our manifold troubles of trenohdom.

On returning to the billet that evening, word
was passed around that there was a spy in oar

midst, who had been active in obtaining informa-

tion and in forwarding it with remarkable de-

spatch to the German lines.

Suspicion had been directed to a workman in

one of the adjoining fields. Innocent enough

he seemed, to all outward appearances,—short,

stocky, dressed in blue jeans about ten sizes too

big for him. To the casual observer he was a

hard-working French peasant; and naught else.

There was, however, s(miething a little unusual

about him. It was perfectly natural that a

Fr«iohman should take some interest in our go-

ings and comings, but there is a point at which

legitimate interest stops, and this man in the blue

jeans had exceeded these bounds of decent curi-

osity. Each morning as we went out on route

marches, regardless of the hour or weather, we
observed him out there digging in the field, always

digging. Apparently this gentleman belonged to

the Night Owl fraternity, for he was up long be-
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fore the larks and retired but very little before
moon-up.

Saoh diligence, even for a French peasant, is

remarkable. Bven so, he mi^t have passed with-

oat ezdting suspicion, had he not on one occasion
been observed to pnll oat a pair of binocolars
from the d^ths of his jeans and scan the horiion
and the varied actions of oar troops.

Now, binoculars are not generally foond on
French peasants. Neither does a French peasant
habitually use chance binoculars industriously,

and then iot down notes in a little book. Yet tue
man in the blue jeans had been observed engaged
in both of these unusual pastimes.

Obviously, the case required diplomatic han-
dling. In the first place, there was danger of
hurting the peasant's feelings, should he prove to
be bat an innocent observer who by sheer chance
had come into possession of a pair of binoculars.
As yon can guess, the feelings of a Frenchman
are somewhat easily injared, especially by false
saspidons of loyalty, and, as we had informal
orders to keep on the sonny side of the French
people, both collectively and individaally, oar com-
manding officer desired that the man in the bine
jeans be given the most cordial treatment possiUe
under the circumstances.

Sergeant MoFarland, who was something of a
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lingnist and perticnlarly adept at the French lan-

guage, was appointed Sherlock Holmes of the oc-

oation. Promptly at six o'olook in the morning,
he walked leirarely down the road which ran
alongside the field in which the pMwant worked.
The sergeant's air was one of great nnoonoem.
To all outward appearances he mi|^t hare been
a gentleman out for a stroll, viewing his estate.

From the neighboring bushes we watched his
progress. Quite casually he observed the peas-
ant, and engaged him in idle conversation. The
weather was thoroughly covered. Past, present,
and future battles were discussed, all quite cas-

ually, of course, and tbon we observed the two
walking down the road together toward battalion

he?)dqnarters. Later we found that our sergeant
hao avited the peasant to have a neighborly
drink, with him at the estaminet

It had been arranged that if both of them
walked by headquarters, real snspidons had been
fastened upon the peasant and he was to be quietly

nabbed on his arrival In order to make the kid-

napping as genteel as possible, the sergeant in-

vited him to step into headt^ arters, but the peas-
ant was wise beyond his day and age, and pro-
tested vehemently.

Inomediately a couple of our boys, who had been
waiting for just such a protest, carried him in
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bodily, and he was iiomediately quizzed in regard
to his past, present, and probable fntnre.

It was found that he was a Frenchman all right,

bat for a long period had been in the employ of

the Wilhelmitrane. He wm of German-French
parentage, bom in Alsaoe of a German father and
a French mother. Of eonrte, under these dream-
stances, the German parentage predominated, and
the subtle doctrines of the kaiier had been inoal-

cated in him from his earlieit yoath, antil now,
half French though he was, he was a wilUng
worker for that great fetish of all Germans, der
Vaterland. Pending further investigation, this

Germanized native of Alsace was sent back under
escort to divisional headquarters.

The following day the field in which he haa > ^en

so industriously digging for several weeks was
thoroughly searched, and in a little straw-pile near
a stable, a complete heliograph outfit was dis-

covered. With this he had been relaying his in-

formation to a German observation balloon not
many miles away.

After observing the action taken by yonr conn-
try under somewhat similar circumstances, I am
led to believe that had this man been caught in

the same act on the parade ground of West Point,

he would have been interned as a dangerous char-

acter. But over there in France, where the bodies
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of civilized humanity are pushing the daisies up,

there is no room for dangerous characters. Over
there you are either for us, or you are against us.

There is no neutral ground. Tou cannot be dan-
gerous and live. In fact, it is wiser not to be
even suspected of dangerous inclinations.

Circumstantial though the evidence against this

spy may have been, the Flanders front had little

shrift for him, and a few mornings later his back
was against a stone wall and the firing squad
was in front.

In and about this little village we rested for
four days, and much rivalry was provoked by the

village beauty. Every village in Prance, you
know, has its "beauty." When the number of

soldiers sufficiently outweighs the number of girls,

every girl becomes a recognized village beauty.

But in this particular instance there was one
lassie who so far outshone the other? that she
was unanimously accepted as the logical Queen
of the May.

I remember her well. She was tall and dark,

with the sparkling eyes and beautiful carriage of
the typical young French peasant girl.

Hardly had we been in the village an hour be-

fore discusdion was rife as to who would be her
escort for the period of our stay. There was a
great deal of good-natured skirmishing for her
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smiles; in fact, the neighboring estaminet was

well-nigh forsaken in favor of this fair damsel's

dwelling. She was running no escaminet, but it

was remarkable how many soldiers foand her

farm-hoiige much cooler and more attractive than

the established estaminet a few rods farther

down the street. I think before the day was over

the entire platoon had called, quite informally,

of course, at her hc*me and begged for a cup of

coffee, some bread and butter, or for almost any-

thing that would give an excuse to linger in her

presence. The prices which she received for such

small favors would make your Mr. Hoover wail

with anguish.

I myself was one of the aspirants for this fair

maid's affections, and, thinking to steal a march

on the rest of the platoon, I went over there at

dusk one night, with a very definite plan worked

out for gaining her company during the balance

of the evening. By devious paths I arrived at

her farm, and was just going around the bam
when I ran into and nearly knocked over an

officer, engaged in a similar flank attadc from the

rear.

Evening is the favorite time with officers for

affairs of the heart. The reasons are obvious.

An officer is not popularly supposed to be prone

to such airy fancies. Some of them feel that it
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wonld lower them in the estimation of their men,
were they to be so much as suspected of playing
the gay Lothario. Hence, from the standpoint of
safety, as well as for the romantic glamour which
sifts down of an evening, it is in this dnsky sea-
son that the young officer of the army must do
his billing and cooing.

Knowing this full well, I required no engraved
invitation from the officer to retire. This I did in
bad order, and the officer, by force of superior
authority, became the acknowledged escort of the
lady fair throughout the balance of our stay.

From this village we went to Givenchy. You
have heard long before this, perhaps, of the fa-

mous brick-fields of Givenchy. A few days before
our arrival these brick-fields had been the scene
of a bloody battle in which three of our regiments
had been engaged.

The brick-fields, or kilns, were arranged in long
rows twenty or thirty yards apart It took our
forces an entire day to capture the first line of
kilns, and the better part of a week Mai^ consumed
in cleaning the Germans out of the vicinity. It
was in this locality that we were to stay until the
new draft arrived from England to fill our ranks,
depleted by the catastrophe before Lille.

As we marched up, the men whom we were to
relieve were just returning from the front-line
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trenches, and, during a brief halt, we had an

opportunity to exchange the time of day with

them.

I well remember talking with one young chap

who had seen his first aotion at these brick-kilns,

and I asked him how things were goi^g. He
said:

"To be trnthfol, it *s hell np there. I never

realized the awfulness of war before, and do you
know, I don't mind the fighting a bit; it is before

and after the fighting that hurts. Before the

fighting you are waiting to be shot, and after

the fighting you are waiting to bring in the fel-

lows who were shot, and you hear and see them
all about you. Give me fighting every time, but

let me skip before and after.*'

Givenchy was just a little hamlet, with few

points of interest aside from the brick-fields and

the remains of a house whidi had served both

(Jezmana and French as heai^aarters when the

battle-lines swayed bade and forth.

If along with several other curiosity-seekers,

went over to the ruins of the ch&tean. It was an
ir^ense place, the center of a vast French es-

tate. Even yet, about the courtyard and garden,

were the remains of trenches and many gruesome

relics of the hand-to-hand fighting that bad taken

place there. One-half of the house and a liberal
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portion of the adjoining territory were nothing

but a tremendous hole half-filled with greenish

water and debris,—the work of a French mine.

Mining is one of the most hazardous occupations

carried on in trenchland. England is fortunate in

having a tremendous source of supply in her

Welsh coal-miners. These men are extremely

quick, and are daring to the point of rashness.

The mines, or "saps" as they are commonly
called, are tunneled fifty to two hundred yards.

Speed is a necessary requisite in this work. The

dirt is carried away on little tramcars far enough

back so that suspicion will not be excited on the

opposing side. The saps are of varied size.

Some are only large enough to crawl into, while

others are four or five feet high. In mining the

English have very much the edge on the Ger-

mans The Welsh minera work witli almost in-

credible swiftness, smratehing ahead like dogs in

a burrow. They seeni to have an intuitive knowl-

edge of direction and the general nature of the

ground through whidi they are digging. This

last is important, because to strike a stone with

a pick may disclose the progress of operations

to a German listening, his ear to the ground, in a

fire-trench or similar sap not many yards away.

These miners work in shifts much as they do

back under the sea at the tip end of England.
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The mining of Messines Bidge bears ample tes-

timony to their expertness. When a mine is ex-

ploded, the earth belches np skyward in a great

wave. Yon have donbtless seen pictures of a na-

val battle, and yon will remember the action of

the water, when it is stmck by a shell. Under
the urge of a high-explosive mine, solid earth

and rock behave in much the same manner. Yon
can literally see the edges of the earth bend and

rush upward into the air. Then, all about the

fringe of dirt and smoke, yon see the heavier

objects dropping down.

In the mining of the chateau it was a race

against time, as both the Germans and French

were mining, the Frenchmen under the Germans.

The French got there first, and as their mine

leaped up into the air report has it that upward

of two thousand German reserves, who had just

come up trom their billets, went west

The region about Givmehy had formerly been

a mining distriet, and the fields were bare, ezeept

for the houses, wredn of whioh dnttered the bat-

tle-line for many miles on each side. To our ri|^t

was the shaft-head of a coal mine sUghtly b^ind
our lines, and the Germans shelled this constantly

to prevent our working it. It was here that I had
my first experience with the German minenwerferf

» ^hv.- ponderonsly called it Qoiok-witted
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Tommy long ago dabbed this partiealar shell,

'^Miimie.'' It is about as nasty a thing as I ever
had to deal with. The shells that whistle high
above your head are directed at the artillery be-

hind the lines, and they worry you not at all. Bat
"Minnie," which Fritz shoots from his trench-

mortar, is an exceedingly nasty lady. It is a
large shell that explodes with a tremendous noise

and concussion. I have known men to be killed

outright by the concussion alone. The shells trun-

dle through the air, and you can actually see

them coming. This gives you time to dodge down
into a dugout. But familiarity always breeds

contempt, and we boys, after a few days' acquaint-

ance with them, took to shooting at these "Min-
nies," mach as thoof^ they were clay pigeons.

Sach familiarity shoald not be taken to indi-

cate the ineffectiveness of the mmenwerfer.
When one of them lands correctly, which is not
very frequently, it means a tremendoas lot of pidc-

and-shovel work for several hours. Where a
"Minnie" hits, the landscape is badly shattered,

and a big gap in the trench and parapet must be
filled in double-quick time.

We had been at Givenchy but a few hours when
the new draft of four hundred and fifty men from
England, fresh from a training camp, came up
to fill the pitiful gaps in oar ranks. With the
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new draft came new friends, and old friends, too.

Home! How good it seemed to hear from it

again! We were like boys returning to school

after a vacation, and we swapped stories of home-

and trench-life unceasingly, just as those other

veterans, many of whom were now dead, had
swapped these same stories with ns upon our ar-

rival not many months before.

As luck would have it, a chap whom I had
known back home came with this draft. He told

me that he had almost given up hope of ever

reaching the firing-line, owing to his lack of skill

with a rifle. Three times he had been turned

down for poor musketry, and he rejoiced at his

arrival in trenchdom as though it were a long-

postponed theater party.

Under the spell of the trenches friendships were

quickly made, and such friendships bring with

them a far deeper and truer fellowship than any
friendship formed under leas trying droum-
stanoes. There is ronarfcably little discord either

in the trenches or behind the lines. Fellowship

reigns supreme. Of course we have our little

squabbles, but they are squabbles and nothing

more. There is endless bantering, but when, the

ohaffing reaches too white a heat for comfort, more

sober heads interpose and stop the gathering

storm before it beeomes immaiiagealiU.
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After a day or two of rest we advanced to the

firing line in the cool of evening. It was a short,
nphill walk. Li^^ts were ont, there was no talk-
ing, and we had strict orders to guard against
any clinking of accoutrements. Reserves coming
up are a pet bull's-eye for the Teuton artillery,

and the utmost secrecy and quiet must be main-
tained for safe-conduct. At five hundred yards,
on a quiet night, the noise of one bayonet striking

against another may mean the beginning of a bat-
lie. Under such circumstances the carelessness
of a pal, however slight, becomes a crime of tre-

mendous proportions. Tour nerves are all atin-
gle. You aknost fear to breathe.

That night I had my first spell at listening-post

duty. In this sector we had three listening-posts

about one hundred yards apart The first ex-
tended out to within seventy-five yards of the Ger-
man trench; the second reached to within fifty

yards
; and the third was separated from the hun-

gry hand of the Hun by scarcely more than thirty
yards.

It was to this third post that I was ordered.
Listening-post duty, especially in an advanced po-
sition such as mine, is no sinecure. There is some
comfort in being in a trench and knowing that
you have full permission to fire whenever the
spirit BO moves, but out in an advanced listening-
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post you have strict and absolute orders to fire

under no circumstances whatsoever.

There are two men in such a positioiL One

keeps watch, while the other stands ready to run

back with any news of an impending attack. My
partieolar listening-post was far out beyond oar

own barbed wire, and was supposed to be con-

cealed. Without exerting myself in the least, I

could hear the Germans talking in their trench.

It rather amused me that night, the way the pa-

trols came np every hour to see that we were on

the job and not asleep. I couldn't have slept if

my life had hung upon it.

It was a new sector, and in no-man *s-land there

still remained a patch of grass here and there

and a few ghostlike stalks of waving wheat. Fifty

times that night I identified one of these stalks as

the advancing German army. I had *'Boo3ie

fever,»' and I had it right. It really was n't my
fault either, because a certain fresh corporal bad

told me in great con^ence that same evening

how he had it on good authority that the Germans

were going to come over at eleven o'dodk.

Eleven o'clock was my turn to watch and the

other fellow's to run back, in case the Germans

should come. At such a time, of the two horns

of the dilemma, the chap who runs back has +he

best horn. The one who stays in the advau.c
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littening-post hai 999 ohanoet to 1 of being put

on intimate tenns idth a Q«nnan bomb or bay-

onet Ai he ii forbidden to fire, no matter what
tbe price of sflenoe, all he can do is to itand hia

ground and tnut that the Germans will oyerlook

him. The Huns, however, are very thorough, and
seldom are they guilty of such errors of omission.

With this story of impending attack churning in

my head, you can imagine my sensations as I took

my turn and watched my timepiece tick away tLe

hours from eleven o'clock on. But my promised

I
Teuton advance did not materialize, and the cold

^ sweat dried in the chill breeze of morning.

At three o'clock every one ''stands to." That
iM, at this hour every one miuit be op on the firing-

step ready for action, with rifle loaded, safety-

catch thrown back, and bayonet in place. Three
o'dock in the morning has a neok-and-neck race

with dnsk as the popular moment for German

j
attacks, and cruel experience has taught the Al-

i
lied armies to be ready at this hour.

The next day came rumors of a proposed trench

raid. Tiench raids are one means of obtaining

info'^ation in regard to opposing forces. The

; raiders sneak out from a sap-head or advance

listening-post and, if possible without being dis-

] covered, endeavor to jump into a section of the

opposite trench and drag a luckless Fritz or two
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back to their own lines. The objeel of thii game

ie to win without firing a shot So far aa I know

this objeet has never been attained. Either going

or coming or in the middle of the raid yon are

discovered and, as a result, trench raids are a

prolific sonrce of casualties.

Service in such a raid is usually a matter of

volunteering, and that evening, when volunteers

were called for, I stepped forward and was chosen,

along with fifty-two other chaps who were anxious

to experience the zeni*h of trench excitement.

It was a deucedly rotten night. A na^ty, cold

drizzle had settled down, and everythiug was

afloat. The tall, dank grass between our lines and

the German trenches was wetter than the rain it-

self. Occasionally a flare forced its way up

through the mist, but it gave little light, owing

to the vapor in the atmosi^ere. On the preced-

ing night onr patrols had been out and had out

a lane throned the German barbed wire that would

permit us to go forward about four abreast.

Since quiet in going, coming, and execution of a

raid is essential, few firearms were taken along.

Our decorations that evening consisted largely

of long, ugly trench-knives and "knuckle-dusters"

01 * brass knuckles" as they are known in the

parlance of the second-story man.

Before setting out we were stripped of all marks
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of ideiitiiloatioii» mvdi at regimental inaigiiia, ete^

80 that the capture of any ofm mij^t not diidoae
information of value to the enemy.

While the trenches at this point were within

seventy-five yards of each other, we took a diag-

onal course from one of the sap-heads and had
ahout one hundred yards to go across no-man's-

land. Our objective was a German sap-head at

which was posted a machine-gun. It was our priv-

ilege to enter this sap-head, capture the occupants,

and bring them back, along with their machine-

gon and, inddentally, onrielves. The prisoners

were to be brong^t back alive, if posaible, that

they mii^t be snbjeoted to the ''third degree" and
any and all information in regard to the opposing
forces wrung from them.

A code of signals had been arranged,, so that

our progress might be intelligently guided by the

officer in command. Such signals consist of taps

on the ground. The commanding officer is in the

center. One tap means "go forward." This is

passed down each side of the line until it reaches

the end. It is then passed back. When the offi-

cer hears the tap come back, he knows that all

are fnlly informed of the movement. Two taps

mean "halt after fifty paces," and three taps

mean "go at them."

Half way across we halted for a final adjust-
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mt&t of our line, and then prepared to mah the

trench.

The maohine-giin implaoement waa jnat behind

the Oerman barbed wire entanglement and ex-

tended ont from the Teuton line proper abont

thirty-five yards. As we reached the breach in

the barbed wire we halted, took a deep breath, and

at a given signal rushed forward as quietly as

haste would permit. Dividing to the left and

right, some of us jumped into the trench midway

between the implacement and the Oerman line.

Others jumped into the implaccment itself. Here

we found three Germans. One of them was bay-

oneted, being too unruly for convenient capture.

The other two were dragged back without eere-

mony to our own linea. Oone^mmg the action at

the maehine-gnn hnplaoemest I know little, for I

waa one of ten who jumped into the aap in order

to prevent the Oerman linea from eencUng aaaigt-

anoe to their mm at the sap-head.

Of course the raid waa overheard in the quiet

of the evening, and no sooner had the first shot

been fired than all of no-man's-land became a liv-

ing hell of bullets and almost as bright as day with

a multitude of flares from the German trenches.

I vaguely remember two Germans—the trenches

permit but two men to advance abreast—^rushing

down upon us two Scottish, who stood between the
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Oennans and their friends at the machine-gun
implacement. We did not know what was going
on behind as. It was our duty to fend off all rein-

forcements from the firing line. I braced myself
for the shock of attack. Somebody threw a bomb,
and the blackness in front of me collapsed and
sank down. Behind him came a towering mass
of onrushing, helmeted forms—^myriads of them,

apparently—and I lunged forward blindly with
my bayonet.

If I dhould describe the action of the next two
minutes, I would be lying, because I do not know
exactly what did happen. I remember lunging

repeatedly, missing sometimes and sometimes not.

There was no room or time for conscious parry-

ing, but when the signal came for us to retreat the

four of VLB who survived the action in the sap-

trench sprang over the edge and crawled back
for our trenches, like snakes bound for their holes

at the break of day.

On our return we found our objective had been

gained—two German prisoners were there, big as

life. But they proved expensive luxuries, for

of the fifty-three who went out on this trench raid,

only nine returned. Some thirty-five had been

wounded or killed, and the others had been cap-

tured. Five or six of the boys lay out in no-
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man's-land for t /<mty-four hours before our

stretcher-bearers < oald reach chem.

Yet ith all its d ipgorB a trench raid has a rare

element of excitement. The danger comes not so

much in the raid itself, as on the return journey.

In going over and in the actual attack you have

the element of surprise in your favor. Fritz in

his sap-head may be dozing. At best, he is far

outnumbered. The moments of real action are

few and short. In fact, the entire raid from

start to finish does not consume more than two

or three minutes, but it is two or three minutes

of the most intense fighting, where individual

initiative comes in for its own and just reward.

I imagine that your American troops will be

particularly successful at trench-raid work. I am
sure that they will far outshine Fritz, who is a

methodical being as a rule and little j^ven to in-

dividual thought, apparently. When he has or-

ders to guide him, he runs like scone automaton;

he is uncanny. But in trench raids, when it is

man for man and the devil take the hindmost,

Fritz is rather stunned by the suddenness of it all

and is more than likely to be captured without

much show of resistance, in which, perhaps, he is

wise.



CHAPTEB V

MB. FIKDLBT's GRAYE—TBBKOH UPB—NICHOLS GOBS

WBST

VERY shortly our battalion was ordered back
to Bethune.

We set off late one night and covered the twelve
kilometers by early dawn of the following day.
There we found the billets to which we had been
assigned were chock full of sleeping soldiery.

Our commanding oflScer and the officer in charge
of the billet exchanged numerous uncomplimen-
tary remarks as a result of the mizup. But in

war, as in peace, possession is nine points of the

law, and we had to seek other billets elsewhere.

By the best of good fortune we located one of

those old Frendi bams which are two or three

times as large as the bam with which you are

familiar. The floors are tile, and along the sides

are great beams covered with hay. These hay-

covered beams are at a premium among the boys,

and the first-comers invariably clamber up to

them and usurp them for their own.

Little time was spent in sleeping, however, for

106
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we were once more near to civilization. Accom-

panied by six or eight of my comrades, I drew

what pay was coming to me and went into Bethune

proper, where my $2.50 quickly disappeared into

the outstretched hands of the genial French popu-

lace.

After a brief but cheering hour of fellowship at

an estaminet, we started across town with the

avowed intention of finding Mr. Findley's grave.

The last we had seen of Mr. Findley had been

at the battle for Lille. We knew that he had been

buried in the military cemetery at Bethune. Fol-

lowing directions, we went through the town and

out on the far side, where in the distance we saw

the civilian cemetery stretching out before us.

The old caretaker at the gate examined us se-

verely, but after much gesticulation our mission

was explained to him, and he swung haxsk the

heavy bronze gateway as thongh it were a duty

second only in importance to lliat of the Prraaier.

This was my first sight of a French cemetery,

and I was struck with the simple, unpretentious

manner in which the French decorate the graves

of their dead. Humble little marble crosses were

everywhere. Occasionally a more pretentious

vault loomed up. Pictures of Christ were all

about. On the more humble graves were bouquets

of waxed flowers under glass cases.
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Through this depressi ig scene we strode, real-

izing fnll well how our costumes jangled with the

peaceful snrronndings. On the far side the mili-

tary cemetery adjoined the civilian cemetery.

There was no mistaking it, for, as we came to

the edge of the formal civilian plot, Ood*s mili-

tary acre stretched out before us on either side

as far as the eye could reach, mute testimony to

the offieiency of kuUur.

The military cemetery was a sharp contrast to

the civilian resting-place we had left behind us.

Row on row of plain deal crosses swept away into

the distance and over the slight rise of ground,

apparently endlessly.

To our right were a number of rows of newly-

dug graves. To the reader not familiar with
war, or unhardened to its practical side, the

method of burying even our honored dead will

come with Bomething of a shook. Very few of

them have a single grave. Instead, long trenches

are dug, the sides stepping up like mammoth
steps on the Pyramids of Egypt. In the lowest

trench rests a single rough casket; on top of it

and on each side, on the next higher step, are
other caskets ; and so on upward until the trench

is filled.

In quiet times, when there is little fighting, these

trenches are dug in preparation for the sterner
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days to come, and you will always see the ends of

a pile of rough boxes jutting out into daylight,

awaiting new arrivals before the earth is thrown

over them.

Yet in all its immeusity this cemetery repre-

sented only a fraction of our Allied dead. It Is

only those who readi the hospital to die who are

formally buried in such a cemetery. Those who
are fortunate, or unfortunate, enough to die a
sudden death out in no-man's-land, or in trench-

land, are hastily buried in a shallow scooped-out

grave hard by, and lucky, indeed, are they if so

much as a plain cross decorates their last resting-

place.

It was down row after row of these polygamous

graves that we strode, hunting for that little cross

which would mark the grave of our Mr. Findley.

We knew that we would recognize it, for we had
been told that it was set apart from its fellows

by the red Saint Andrew's Cross of Scotland.

And so at last we came upon it

At Biidi moments nothing is said and nothing

is done. Man and life and all life's petty vidssi-

tades become as little things in the face of the

grim reaper. About Mr. Findley 's grave we
stood, hatless and wordless, silent tributes to this

great Christian of war's making and to the cause

for which he fought and gave hia alL
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Then, inatinctively, we bent and each gathered

a handful of pebbles. With them we outlined

the approximate bonndaries of Mr. Findley's
grave, not knowing then whether he rested di-

rectly underneath or two or three layers down.
But it seemed only right that a man who had
given so much, both m Ufe and in death, should
have his grave set apart, if only by a little, from
those surrounding him.

We finished our work of reverence and de-
parted, walking silently through the military cem-
etery and then on through the civilian cemetery
by which we had entered. As we passed, we
met a company of French women. There were
five of them. One was evidently the mother, while
the others may have been her daughters or near
of kin. They were of the peasant class, roughly
dressed, with wooden sabots. The old mother
eried incessantly, while the younger women busied
themselves nervously in decorating one of the
graves with the simple offerings afforded by their

scanty income. An ordinary little jam-pot was
upturned. Within it was an inscription, scrib-

bled, perhaps, by the village padre, awaiting only
the time when the family's savings would be suf-

ficient to warrant a nure pretentious record of
their loved one's life and death.

And over it all, *ike the bass notes of a great
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organ, played the roar of distant gan-fire, an

inoesaant salute to those who had gone on never

to retorn.

Saddened by oar grim mission of the afternoon,

we felt in need of another visit to an estaminet

on our return jonmej. By pooling our resources

we managed to collect sufficient funds for a brief,

a very brief, stay. One of the boys, who was
more familiar with the estaminets of Bethune
than the rest of us, led the way to one where
he assured us the most beautiful woman in France
waited on table. In my estimation his judgment
was nearly correct, but, after all, when you have
been in the trenches for three or four weeks, a
feminine face takes on a charm never seen in

civilian life. Unquestionably, however, this little

waitress was of no ordinary clay. She was a
petite little thing, fully experienced in the proper

handling of British soldiery. Though we had but

little, we spent our last cent If we had had ten

UmM as mneh, she and her wil^ ways would have
won it all from us just as easily.

I am in much accord with Mark Twain, who
says that the French do not understuid their own
language. Certainly, in ordering a meal the

French have no more idea of what we Britishers

desire than have we of the proper word to de-

scribe it The usual order at a French estaminet
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is the French for "four-egg omelet.** This pref-

erence for omelets, and particularly for a "four-

egg omelet,** will be understood when I tell you
that the French phrase sounds much like "omelet

with a oat roof.*' When all else fails, by a sim-

ple process of memory omelet with a cat roof**

brings the desired results. Hence it has become
the standard meal of the British soldier seeking

a change of diet at a French estaminet

While retnming to the billet we met a com-
pany of troops coming from the living hell at

Ypres. Like all troops, they were "grousing**

and complaining about everything, from the stars

above to the earth beneath. They were leaving

the hottest part of the line for one of the more
quiet sections. This they felt to be ample cause

for complaint. I do not know, but probably their

rations had been unusually good, their officers

nnnsnally considerate, and the mail service from
home nnnsnally liberal; hence nothing ranained
worth complaining about except this very satis>

factory transfer. They made the most of it

Immediately upon oar retam to Bethnne that

afternoon our battalion was transferred to a posi-

tion nearer the firing-line. As we marched out of
the town the last bakery shop was bought out of
all supplies, and we marched on, laden down
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equally with equipment and delicacies of French
concoction.

It may seem odd to you that we could spend all

our money at a French estaminet and yet have
more for the luxtiry of a French bakery. This
is easily understood when I explain that one sol-

dier's credit on leaving a town is perfectly good
for another. Neither may ever return, and henoe
money on the way tip to the firing-line is one of
the most valueless of all possessions. When
leaving the firing-line, however, and when ap-
proaching a town, money takes on added stature

and girth. It so happened that we were leaving
the luxuries of life for the stem realities of the

trench, and those with money about them found
it valueless, since thore was nothing on which
to spend it. Therefore they much preferred to

lend it and thereby provide for a rainy day to

come,—should that day ever arrive.

Up to the extreme right of the British line we
went, replacing a number of French troops who
had been withdrawn in preparation for a drive in

the Ghampagne district a prefaide to the Battle

of ChanqMigDe and later to Yerdnn.
It was now dai^ as the proverbial coal-hole.

About a mile or a mile and a half back of the line

pnqiker we wbeni the oofrnnnnication treneh, and
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for seemingly endless hours we tramped on, turn

after turn, endlessly and always. A mile and

a half as the orow flies is likely to be three miles

or more in a oommnnioation trench.

Ooming back all the time were men laden down
with this or that, and others were going to relieve

them or to replace them, for no man can leave the

front line without another ooming to take his

place. The front line must always be filled.

As we drew nearer and nearer, occasional flares

which shot up
'

'?her than their brothers gave

us a vague hiiil . our general direction, but when
they went out the night seemed blacker than

before, and east and west and north and south

became mere figures of speech. Under a huge

chateau we went, V e New Yorkers on their way
to work. Here the trench branched out to the left

and to the right, and, owing to the darkness, part

of our battalion lost tonch with the balance and

wound its way down the left-hand trench.

We did not discover this until we were almost

at the front line, when we had to retom and find

onr lost brethren. We located them swearing

away in the left-hand trench, which, after endless

plodding, they had discovered to be a blind alley.

Fifty yards from the front line we encountered

the French regiment returning. No more foreign-

looking body of men have I ever seen. They were
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laden down with odd-shaped packs that, in the

darkness, gave them a wholly unnatural size and
shape. Their excitement over leaving the danger

zone was childlike; their impetuosity was in

marked contrast to the stolid advance of us Brit-

ishers. We were perfectly content to be hemmed
in by trench-walls ; but not so the Frenehmen. As
eaeh torn in the treneb was reached, a dozen or

more of them wonM explode with impatience and
bound np to the top of the trench, to ron across

the open coontry unimpeded on their homeward
path.

Our oflScers had been up to this trench the day
before and were thoroughly familiar with it and
its contour. Before leaving we had been informed

of our individual duties and of the general lay

of the land. Hence, on eni-ering this strange

trench, w^e were comparatively at home and
quickly settled down into the ordinary routine of

trench-life.

The line was quiet at this time. By *quiet'* I

mean that there was no particular "drive'' going

<m. Of course the Germans have a hatred for ab-

solute quiet, and so, at carefully predetermined

occasion^ they send over Uieir "coal-boxes" and
their **Jack Johnsons," wi& an occasional

werfer to punctuate the silence. At hours Mtab-
lished in their code of battle Hbey tune up their



116 "LADIES FROM HELL*'

"Hymn of Hate," but generally this is directed

more at the batteries in the rear than at the front

line. After weeks of familiarity with the German
brand of hate, it becomes nothing more than a

method of setting one's watoh, so regular is it in

its appearance.

One night, shortly after dusk, a despatoh-rider

wound his way np throngfa the treneh and oame
nmning to the dngont of the 0. C. The arrival

of a despatoh-rider is not an everyday ooonrrence,

and his appearance usually forms the basis for a

tremendous amount of discussion and Gonjectnre

as to the possible contents of his message.

So it was to-night. The O. C. took the envelope

from him, read the despatch hastily, and imme-
diately the news spread down the trench that Italy

had entered the war and had already mobilized

and taken the field.

This news was received with astonishment by

onr troops, for yon mnst understand that the man
in the trenches knows little that is going on, ex-

cept within a radios of two or three hundred
yards. National politJ<^ international intrigues,

and the events of whic : you read, are andent his-

tory before he ever hears of them. Oftentimes he
will receive papers, but always they are three to

six days old, and in these stirring times a three-

day-old newspaper is as ancient as the Book of
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Exodus. When boundaryUm elangn ovcrnifht,

when hiitory ii being writte* wiik mmj yninf

momeiit, even a '*lait ediUen** ia WkAf to be

moldy. Hence it it not to ba midefad al tb^

tbe antranoe of Italy inta Birta eaaa as a

distinet larpriae, bnt noaa Itaa a wriooaw

one.

Such an unusual event was reckoned worthy of

a fitting celel' iiion. Much discussion ensued as

to the proper method of signal! e arrival of

80 gallant an ally. By a burst of in«piration our

commanding ofiScer suggested that the Bochcs be

appraised of their newest enemy through the med-

ium of three rounds of rapid fire and three dieera,

followed by an iBUEoediate plunge for the neareat

dngont on tbe pi^ of^ cdabmta.

Tbia BUfgeBiioB faeeivad tba nnaninMoa ap-

proval of^ oitire baHalkm, and fortbwi^ tbree

ronada of lead and three rounda of cheers were

sent over witb equal eMbaaiasm and despatch.

The idea was accepted as a standard method of

celebration throughout the line, and from the far

right of the British line on across France and Bel-

gium three mighty cheers rang out as a welcome

to Italy.

Such exuberance from British troops was diag-

nosed by the Germans as a preliminary to an at-

tack, and we had hardly made tbe dqgmits when
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the roar of Oemum machine-guns echoed our

cheers to the horizon.

Perhaps at this point I might dispel one or two
illusions which apparently exist in minds not fa-

miliar with life in trenchdom. You hear a great

deal about a man being "on" for one hour and
"off" for four. "On" means that he is "on
watch," while "off" means that he is off watch
but on the job. There are no union hours in the

front line or behind it. While your mechanics are

arguing over the necessity for an eight-hour day;
while the I. W. W. are strikmg and rioting to gain
themselves a softer seat or a more comfortable
job; while Nihilists and Reds of more attractive

name, but equally traitorous, desires, are holding
long meetings and giving vent to windy speeches,

your man in the front line is working twenty-four
hours a day, and the only thing that keeps him
from working longer is the arrival of another day.

Sleep in the front line is a fictitious quantity.

There is no such thing. When there are no ra-

tions to be carried, there are bombs to be carried;

when there are no bombs required, ammunition for
the onmivorous machine-guns is urgently neces-

sary; when the machine-gun has its pantry full,

there are sand-bags to be filled or communication
trenches to be dug. The man in the front line has
neither sleep nor holiday. True, he may drop
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down in his tracks for an hour or two, but he does

not sleep. His eyes are closed, he is unconscious,

but he does not sleep. Over him always broods

the possibility of a Hun invasion. His dreams

are riotous; he fights and dies a hmidred times

daring that hour; and he rises only slightly re-

freshed, only a little more ready to do his **bit,*'

as some of yon please to call it.

As you review the incessant duties of the front

line, yon will understand why it is that night loses

its meaning, and day likewise. The stand-to or-

der at 3 A. M. does not inconvenience as it would

were you a civilian accustomed to rising at six and

retiring at ten. There is no conscious day or

night when you are in the front line. Each day

is just twenty-four indistinguishable hours of in-

terminable toil. Is it any wonder, therefore, that

the soldier returns to his rest-billet to drop down

absolutely nnconscions, blissfully at peace, to

sleep for twelve or sixteen hours at a stretch

without so mncih as moving a mnsdef

There are no favorites in the front line. It is

tnm and tarn about. The battalion roster shows

a record of each man's duties throughout a period

of time, and if a man does not volunteer for any

particular task, he is assigned whatever task may

arise. A daily chore is the ration fatigue. This

means bringing up cheese, biscuits, bread, and the
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nightly jar of rum, or the big *' dixies" smoking
with a Bonp concocted from vegetables, meat, etc.

There is also the inevitable and much-dreaded jar
of jam.

One ration fatigue in which I engaged stands
out very clearly in my mind, since it was my first
formal introduction to the German gas attack.
Gas attacks to-day have lost some of thoir initial
horror. We have learned how to deal with them.
To-day the front line listening-posts are on the
lookout for such attacks, and when that greenish
horror—as innocent in appearance as any doud,
but as deadly as the fumes of old Vesuvius—ap-
pears in the foreground, electric-horns blare out
their warning to the front line, and on back and
back to ten or fifteen miles behind the trenches.

Brassiers are also used along the trenches at a
distance of twenty or thirty yards. The upflung
current of air from these little fires causes the
gas to rise and float on and over, without harming
those underneath. But in the early days of which
I speak, a gas attack was an unknown quantity.
Gas shells were a dreaded horror, and gas masks
were the most rudimentary afifairs imaginable.
We were returning to the front line with our ra-

tions, and had almost reached our goal, when there
came the scream of a shell, a blinding flash, and
then a deafening explosion but a little way ahead
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of us. It was fifteen or twenty feet away, I should
say. Our column of ration-carriers stopped like

a man who has been hit a solar-plexus blow. I

saw a few of the fellows up front plunge forward
or topple over and sink down, as though their

legs had been made of putty. A sweet, apple-

dder-like smell wafted its way to my nostrils. At
first I did not recognize it and took a deeper
breath. Instantly I felt as though a giant hand
held my lungs. Gradually these hands tightened,

and my muscles contracted. I was not suffocat-

ing for want of air, but for w&nt of strength to

breathe it.

I flung down my load of biscuits and grabbed
my gas mask, made only of a piece of medicated
cotton and a veil. But it was too late. This
grim chlorine giant who held my lungs merely
tightened his grasp, and I bounded to the top of

the trench and sped away as fast as my legs and
a reeling earth would let me. Over to the dress-

ing-station I went, where the medical officer, be-

tween spells of violent ooiii^iing and spitting of

greenish phlegm, dosed me with a vile licorice

compound that somewhat eased my intense dis-

comfort.

All that night I spent under his care, along with

three or four other fellows who had likewise man-
aged to stumble over to the station. Shortly af-
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terward four others were brought in. They were

too far gone to travel without aid. These boys

brought word that four of the fellows had been

put out entirely by shell-shook, while six had been

thoroughly gassed and were even now hovering on

the brink of death.

After the immediate effects of the slight gassing

had worn off, I returned to the front line, but for

many days thereafter I was intensely weak, and

my eyesight was badly dimmed. As a rude warn-

ing against future attacks, we filled bully-beef

cans with stones and hung them up and down the

trench, where a watch could shake them and an-

nounce the approach of any sort of gas attack, be

it by shell or cloud.

After our spell of duty in the front line we

returned to the rest-billets, where the rumble of

cartwheels told us that the post was arriving.

The carts were piled mountain high with mail-

bags such as yon use in yonr country, each marked

for a certain platoon. Immediately there was jn-

bilatioc. The sergeant distributed the parcels

and letters, and cares and troubles vanished forth-

with. Cakes, candy, cocoa, coffee, cheese, butter,

books, magazines, and papers were all forthcom-

ing, and hc'' welcome they were! Some poor

diaps, perhaps not such good orrespondents as

the rest of ns, were forgotten by the home' folks,
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and they stole off into lonesome corners to take

what empty oheer they could from the random
bits of eake and candy given than by sympathiz-

ing comrades.

Let me beseech yon never to send a man in the

fighting line a case of jam, or even a jar of jam.

Jam and mud are synonymous terms in the minds

of fighting men. They are fed up on jam. What
they want is some of this ready-prepared cocoa or

chocolate to which one need only add hot water.

Butter is at a premium. Cheese, likewise, is a

luxury. Sweet biscuits, hard enough to stand the

rough journey, are rare and welcome delicacies.

Helmets, trench mirrors, and similar personal ac-

cessorids are always received with open arms.

The arrival of any packet from home is an event

of importance, so dont forget the boys whom yon
know, when they are on the firing line. The re-

ceipt of a letter means as mnch to them as a trip

to the theater does to yon. A package fnil of deli-

cacies—well, do yon remember what a package

from home meant to you when you were away at

school? Multiply that keen joy ten-fold, add to it

the urgent need tor all such things, and you will

have a vague conception of the good that you are

doing when you send one of your boys in khaki

a little package bearing the brief but welcome

sign, "Made in the U. S. A."
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Bad^ in the billet oar principal daty was the
digging of sundry oommnnication trendies in and
about the line. I remember that one nij^t a nnm-
bcr of us were engaged in digging through an old
German trench and enlarging it so that it might
better serve our needs. It was awfully hard
work, because the straw-thatched dogonts had
partially fallen in and matted down in a mass that

was almost shovel-proof. Hence it was no sur-

prise to me when my pick struck and stuck fast

in what appeared to be a log. I remember kicking

away at it, and finally, after loosening it a trifle,

I leaned over to remove the offending timber.

Locking my hands firmly around it, I braced my
feet, gave a giant pull, and tumbled oyer flat on
my baok.

But it was no log in which I had imbedded my
pick, neither was it a log that I held in my hand.
I had a German's boot, and then some besides.

The balance of that German was back there under
the thatched straw. The horribleness of it, plus

the rotten stench, filled me with an ague, and, to-

gether with my comrades, I ran back down the

trench, where we met the sergeant. He gruflSy

inquired the reason for our haste. We directed

him to follow his nose to the bend, where the

reason for our speed would be self-evident. He
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did as directed, and shortly returned to order us

to another part of the line where this most awful

reality of the battle-field would not obtrude itself

upon our eyes and nostrils.

Returning to the billet that night, after five

hours' steady and fatiguing work, we flung our-

selves down, tired to the very marrow of our

bones. The billet was quiet, except for the oc-

casional snore of a sleepmg fighter. Next to me

lay a man whp had been eternally and everlast-

ingly bragging of his freedom from "seam-squir-

rels," as we had come to call the crawlers. This

name was due to their great preference for the

seams of our kilts. As I lay down I noticed this

braggard twitching nervously. The twitch grew

into a vast convulsion that shook him from head

to foot. Suddenly he sat up, looked about fur-

tively, stared at me, and then, thinking that I

slept, he clandestinely removed his outer and up-

per garments and gave way to a luxurious scratch-

ing.

The "seam-squirrels-* had caught him at last,

and in my intense joy at his discomfort—for he

had boasted most gloriously of his freedom from

attack—I awakened the balance of the company to

view his discomfiture. Their joy equalled mine,

but only for a little time. There is something
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aboot the sight of a man scratching, and taking
a keen satisfaction in it, that is contagious. I had
not been watdiing the object of our mirth for more
than two minntes before I felt every "seam-
qnirrel" on my body. They wriggled, they
squirmed, they crawled, and they bit The itch
spread over the entire billet, and for the next
half hour the nig^t was given over to a revelry
of scratching.

Then back to the line we went, and Nichols
and I volunteered for advance listening-post duty.
At nine o'clock that night we went out. The ad-
vance listening-post at this section of the line was
fifty yards from the German trench. From one
o'clock until two was my time to watch, and it

was during this period that Nichols was supposed
to sleep. Along about half-past twelve, however,
during his watch, the line to oar left became
"windy,** which is trench parlance for nervous
and a trifle frightened.

The "windiness** spread from left to ri^t, un-
til the entire line was in an uproar and the Ger-
mans were being severely pelted with small-arm
fire. The * *windiness * * reached its cold finger out
into our listening-post, and when it came my turn
to watch, Nichols told me that he was going to
stand with me, since ho was too excited to rest in

the bottom of the trench. So we stood up there
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togetber, with our 9jm jwt ovtr the top of fh6

We had been itaoding there together, ehoidder

to shoulder for a seant ten minates, when Nichols

slid along the bank toward me and leaned heavily

against me. At first I thought he had gone to

sleep from exhaustion, and I turned around to

push him upright once more. As I withdrew the

support of my body, Nichols collapsed like a

straw-man and rolled down into the muddy bot-

tom of the trench.

Even then I did not realize what had happened.

I leaned over and lifted his head in my hands.

Just then a star-shell shot high up in the heavens

above our Ettle hole In the gromid, and I saw

why Niohds wm "eihanated."

Bi^t in the Umple he had it, and down hie

cheek and npon my hand flowed hit blood. I

watched it like a man ui a stupor, go slowly it

oozed out dark and warm. Nichols was going

west. He opened his eyes a trifle, the lids flut-

tered, the star-she ! ^ent out, and with it went

old friend Nichols. He had been my pal from

the battle for Lille until this cold wet night out

in the front-liue listening-post of Vermelles.

I called softly to iiim, hoping that perhaps he

would arouse, if only long enough to say good-

bye. But Nick was gone. I covered him' with
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bit wit«iproof ilieet and ttood ^ on the firing-

•tep oQee more. From balf-pait mm vntil rditf
arrived I watched there beside Nkboii in the
head, with the Teuton army QI1I7§hf jwrda tmrnj.
They carried him away on a atnlnliai, and

when I returned I went to our captain and aakad
for a decent burial tor Nick. Kaxt morning six
of us took him back on the same stretcher on
which they had carried him out from his duty.
No casket awaited Nick. Only a rough shroud of

sacking and a Union Jack. B ick to Ven uelles

we bore hiuL There we dug a little grave—God,
' but it was a shallow one I—and lifted old Nick
dawn into it We stood about with bowed heads
for a little wbSkB, and that was the only tribute

tiiat pomr l^ola had.

Then I hurried airoy, for I endd att hear to
see the earth, ooM and wet, ahreled over that

figure whieh stood for one of the beat frioiii

a man ever had, and one of the tmeat pi^ikyta that

ever breathed the breath of Loadon's streets or
fought in the battle for democracy.

As I wound my way up through the communi-
cation trench to the front line, the sport of war
was gone, and I swore a solemn oath o avenge
Nichols and to make the bullet that seni him west

take its quadrupled toll of Germans.



I immediattiy v uu ere<l for sniper's service,

for which I was haed by my record as a marks-

man at the training tjamp. I was accepted, and

9ntm9di upon my oar@«r « frf<*^or-all tnipei in

ih» ibiUk of Ilk Majeirty tte losg.



CHAPTEE VI

SNIPING—THE TBAITOB AT BETHUNE—WHAT
HAPPENED AT ULLB

ON receiving my credentials as a sniper, the

freedom of onr section of the trench was

given to me, and the sniper's insignia of crossed

rifles was emblazoned on my left coat-sleeve.

Owing to the critical and delicately nervons

work of the sniper, he is freed from the irksome

round of trench duties that are the lot of com-

mon soldiery. The day and the night are his to

do with as he pleases. His association with the

commanding officer is close, much closer than here-

tofore. He does not even live in the trench, but

back a little ways, where the intense strain of con-

stant and watchful waiting may not wear upon his

marksmanship.

I had been a sniper for about <me week, and had

the layont of onr section of the trench and of the

opposing lines well in mind, when one afternoon

our captain, Mr. MaeKemne, came to me and told

me of work definitely cat ont for us. Our task

was to locate and silence a Boche madiine-gim
uo
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which had been proving its effectiveness through-

out the previous week.

That night, soon after darkness fell, ten of us

orawled out into no-man's-land until we were

within one hundred yards of the German treudh.

Here we divided into five parties of two each, and

each party dug itself into a hole. By two o'clo<&

our work was finished, and the dirt we had dug up

was spread about over a wide area, so as not to

attract the attention of watchful eyes in the op-

posing trench. In front of our five little holes

we had transplanted some of the dank grass which

sometimes springs up in no-man's-land under the

influence of heavy rain and hot sunshine.

By two o'clock we had finished and had jumped

into our burrows, with a sniper and an observer

in each burrow. On my rifle I had a telescopic

sight and a silenoer, the latter making firing prao-

tioally inaudible. The teleseopio sight is one of

the devilish ingenuities of modem warfare. It

brings the man at the business end of the gun

to within almost reaidiing distance of you. You

can piek out any place upon his body, and be-

tween the crossed hairlines on the sight you can

almost snip the lmi.tons off his ooat, if yon so

wish.

Between our five holes we had strung a string,

so that the one who first located the offending
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machine-gun could signal its exact location to the

others. Beforehand we had agreed upon a defi-

nite code, and by snn-up we were well along to-

ward locating the object of onr endeavors.

By careful listening, combined with the trained

eye of our observers, who weni aided by their

binoculars, we located onr gon in a concrete em-

placement to the extreme right of onr sector of

the trench. The sniping officer gave an order

that only the snipers on the right of our line of

dugouts were to seek out the men behind the

Teuton gun.

This gun was very carefully concealed by an

elaborate, concrete structure, carefully draped

with moss, leaves, and debris, but in the middle

of it was a slot about a foot high and two or three

feet long. It was through this slot, at a distance

of about five hundred yards, that we were to send

onr shots. Behind it we could sec nothing. We
had to trust to the guiding instrument of justice

to seek out that madiine-gun crew.

I presume that I had fired not more than

twelve shots when the rat-a-tat-tat whidi had orig-

inally revealed it to us died away, to appear no

more that day. Perhaps some of our shots

reached their mark. Of course I cannot tell and

will never know.

Hardly had the machine-gun been silenced, how-
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ever, when the usual scream of overhead shells

changed their tune, and they began dropping woe-

fully dose to us. Perhaps we had been located, or

perhaps a Gterman observation-balloon, away off

to the left, had picked us up. In any event, we
dropped down into our dugouts and disappeared

completely from the range of vision, but not before

two of our hoya on the extreme left had been killed

by a well-directed Teuton shell. Aeroplanes, too,

had been going overhead, unimpeded by any Eng-
lish machines, and in all probability our position

had become the public property of the Qerman
gunners.

Throughout the balance of that day our lives

were a nightm^ re of expectation, for we did not

know when one of those shells would drop into

the narrow confines of our individual dugout, and,

believe me, there are much more comfortable bed-

fellowi than the Oerman Jack Johnson."
At the first opportunity after nightfall we

meaked aeross and over into our own sap-head

again, and returned to the rear. Onthewayba«k,
as we f»me to a ommer of the road, we stumbled

ovi ^
; prone figure, apparently in a dead stupor.

The inan was drunk. There was no denying it,

for you could whiff the odor of rum for many
feet about him. He had been sent back for the

usual daily rom-ration, and on the retom jonniey
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had succumbed to the wholesale temptation on

his shoulder. Of course our officer had to report

him, and as he was an old offender, he was placed

under arrest, subject to a drumhead court-martial.

Army life has many punishments, but one of the

most extreme is the first-class field punishment

which was meted out to this habitual drunk-

ard. It consists in tying a man, with his hands

held high over his head, to a convenient tree, door-

post, or artillery wheel for two hours each day

—

one hour in the morning and one hour in the after-

noon. This is what is known as the "spread

eagle," and it is usually imposed for a period of

seventy-two days, at the end of which time any

sane man will hurry back to the straight and nar-

row path of rectitude.

The attitude of the soldiery toward a man so

strung up is one of intense hatred and derision.

The trained soldier realizes that his life and the

lives of all his fellows depends primarily on strict

discipline. A man condemned to first-dass field-

punishment is generally a violator of discipline,

and as such well merits the wrath of his entire

regiment.

During this period of our stay the German lines

were about six hundred yards away, and the soil

—^t^ical of all soil in this sector—was chalky.

During the hot days of summer the heat radiated



SNIPING 135

from the ground as thoiifi^ it were a hot stoye-lid,

and this made it donbly difficult to do any aecnrate

firing, owing to mirage. It therefore became our

daily duty to fire "teat shots" from various lis-

tening-posts—shots directed at each foot and each

yard of the opposing trenches—in order to keep

our marksmanship up to the minute and to accus-

tom ourselves to the annoying mirage that is

prevalent during the summer.

Foot by foot we would sweep down the German
line, our observers meanwhile watching carefully

for the splash of chalk-like smoke that indicated

a hit The necessary oorreetions, range, and ad-

jnstment wonld be marked down upon a ^eet, and
so, after a few days of snoh experiments, we had
our entire seotor of six hundred yards thoronghly

tabulated.

Then we settled down to await the need for our
services.

Our preparations had been none too soon, for

a German sniper was reported to be giving trou-

ble. He had already hit six of our officers, and
his depredations continued unabated.

This German sniper was one of the daredevil

variety. I suspect that he must have been a cir-

cus clown or a loop-the-loop rider before his en-

tranoe into military life. Instead of hiding him-

self, as is the sniper's custom, this ehap would
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oarelesgfy aakt on ^ P«npi^ mmUms wi&
ft prdimiiiary ytQ to attract cm attortioB, ami
then would fire liia rifle witli mmfentmts
don. We eame to know him as "Jadi-»-the-

Box.'' He would bob up at odd intervals m dif-

ferent sections of the trench. In the momiair he
might be on the extreme right, in the afternoon

on the extreme left, and toward evening in the

center. His very daring seemed to be in his fa-

vor, because for over a week we worked on him
without success. In the meantime he had ac-

counted for four more of our men. He made a
specialty of officers, though, as became one of his

daring.

Gur corps of snipers quickly fell into bad re-

pute. We dared not enter a trendh, unless we
oared to take a verbal "strafing" that had the

sting of truth behind it Day after day we waited
for him, but always fmitlessly.

One night we snipers got together and agreed
upon a definite plan of campaign to wipe out this

annoying fellow—and with him the unsavory r^
utation that had fallen upon our heads.

The following morning the ten of us set out

—

each taking as his own a prearranged section of

the German trench. We watched all that day,

meanwhile revising our ranges and firing adjust-

ments until I personally felt confident that I could
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split a match, shonld it be lifted above the Tenton
parapet. During our preparations, our friend

across the way kept remarkably silent, and we
prayed sonlfnlly to ourselves that some random
ballet had reached its mark.

Bn* no. On the second afternoon, on the ez-

treme right of the line, we heard the familiar crack

of a German rifle. A German rifle makes a differ-

ent noise than does the English Lee-Enfield. The
English gun sounds like the bang of a door,

whereas the German rifle makes a noise like the

crack of a giant whip—sharp, stinging, and bale-

foL

Word was passed down the line that " Jack-in-

the-Box '
* was up to his old tricks. He had bagged

another officer, and a snarl of derision slipped

down the trench to me at the extreme left. As
the misiites passed, our German dare-devil, as per
his usual eostom, paraded down his sector <tf the

Hue and at odd intervals jumped up to taunt us or

to fling a shot across. Qoser and doter he came
to my end of the Use.

Just opposite to me was a slight bend in the

German trench. I figured that the Teuton sniper

would appear here, as it brought him a trifle closer

to our line and gave him an opportunity to prac-

tise his pet trick of enfilade, or cross-fire. "With

the assistance of my observer I sought out every
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foot of this parapet with my experimental shots.

I next adjusted my elevation so that future shots
would clear the parapet by a scant six inehes.

Then I waited.

It was a remarkably fine day for sniping. The
air was as clear as a bell and there was little mi-
rage to annoy one. Far up to the right I saw the

fellow bob up and down, and I figured that my
section of the line would be his next appearance.
At a word from my observer, I peered through
my sight and saw the top of his head moving along
the chosen sector of the Cterman parapet He was
playing into my hands for a surety. Evidently,

from the motion of his head, he was conversing
with some one jnst below, \mi hardly enough of
his anatomy showed itself as yet to warrant my
risking a shot. I had him well covered, and in

the powerful telescopic sight I could almost see

every hair on his head, for, with typical bravado,
he had not bothered to protect hiu.'^elf with the
usual gray-colored cap of a Hun sniper.

Gradually, across the hair-line of my sight, his

face appeared, and then his chest. He rested his

rifle with his usual debonair flourish, sighted it

very carefully, and then apparently the dandy's
collar hurt him, for he made a motion as though
to stretch his neck and release his Adam's apple
from uncomfortable pressure. Through my rifle-
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sight the whole action was as clear as though it

were ten feet away, and I smiled quietly as I

polled the trigger.

There was a crack, my observer shouted, and I

could see our friend, the Boohe jack-in-the-box,

flop forward across the Teuton parapet like a be-

headed chicken. The honor of the snipers' corps

had been retrieved, and my old friend Nichols had
been avenged.

Within a week we moved out of Vermelles to

within about five kilometers of Bethune. Our
billets were in a wee bit of a village, which Sot

some reason the Germans had marked for shell-

fire. Throughout our stay there we were under

constant punishment, and the business of dodging

shells became an obsession with us. I remember

that this town, despite its popularity with the

(German artillery, boasted six nntonched estam-

inets. I was in one of them one afternoon when
the steady screeching of the shells overhead

tamed to a more livid scream, and we knew that

they were coming oar way.

Two blocks away we heard one. Then came an

explosion outside that stopped oar hearts and

pulled the breath out of our lungs. We counted

heads, and the twelve of us were still drinking our

chocolate unharmed. But not so next door. The

shell had fallen in the back-yard of the adjoining
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house, and debris and splinters, flying through

the windows, had laid low two of our company.

By some stroke of misfortune the two who had

gone west through the miniBtrationB of this ran-

dom shell, directed far behind the line, had been

with ni nnharmed since the yery beginning. The
Battle of the Mame and the horrors before Lille

had left them muoatfaed. Sneh is the lack of war>
fare.

Prom here we moved back to Bethune, where
report had it that a spy was located. Through
some means he had been directing the Teat<m ar-

tillery-fire with uncanny accuracy.

The first morning that I was down in the busi-

ness district near the railroad yard, I and my com-
rades noticed what others had already noticed,

namely, an unholy number of locomotive-whistles

coming from the switohing-yard behind the depot.

We also noticed that several minutes after eadi

whistle-blast a German shell came over and sought

out some particularly vulneraUe spot, audi ai a
cross-roads or a warehouse.

We were not the only ones who mariced this

strange coincidence, and immediately a watch was
set upon the railroad yard. Persistent search

among the puffing locomotives betrayed the fact

that a certain engineer was doing far more than

his share of whistle-tooting. Once suspidona
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were aroused, it was easy to imagine that its toots

ran perilously near a code. Furthermore, regard-
less of where the shells hit, this locomotive seemed
always to be at a distant place. In war-time a
little mspicion is ample and sufficient ground for

ftotioiL One doei not have to blow up an ammuni-
tion-depot in order to be ealled before a eonrt-

martial M a ipy. The engineer (tf tlie suspeoted

loeomotive waa taken into eoato^ and inbjeeted

to the "third degree,** wbidi ia about ten degreea

hotter than the **third ctegree" of a pdiee depart-

ment.

After sufficient persuasion this engineer, who,
by the way, was a Frenchman, admitted that he
had been working under the orders of a certain

alderman or other dignitary of Bethune, who like-

wise was a Frenchman. He admitted that his

whistles had been arranged according to a prede-

termined code, this code being changed each day.

A daily change of code meant a daily and close

oonmnmieation with the Qerman lines. The
meana of ocnnmnnieation adopted by tliia traitw-

ona Frenchman waa far oloaer thiin yon mig^
imagine. He had a private telegrai^wire run-

ning underground to €lerman headqnarters. Over
this he had been conversing for some time in a
most leisurely and carefree manner.

We need not go into detail aa to what haiqmied
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to these two patriots." It is sufficient to say

that they will not bother Bethime again. I tell

this inddflBtm an indiostion of the faet that <3er-

man intrigiie doea not stop with your lowly peai-

ant working in the fields of Flanders, hat aapiret

to higher offices and more noble heads.

At this point in my career one incident stands

out with vivid clearness. This was our first hath

since coming to the firing-line. Outwardly we
were as clean and polished as any diplomat, for

such are the rules and regulations of the British

army. They say that if you peel away but a gen-

eration from a Goorkha, vou will have the original

stone-age man. I will stand sponsor for the state-

ment that if you peel away.thd clothing of a sol-

dier who has been in the trenches for six weeka,

yon will find ample proof of the old adage that

all is not gold that i^ttera. Yonr Tommy's face

win shine liks Shakespeare's schod-b^y; above

the collar he will be as sempnlonsly dean as the

kitchen floor of a Holland hausfrau; but below

that collar's dead-line—or shall I call it dirt-line

T

—the description can best be left onsiiBg. What
you do not know cannot hurt you.

You can imagine that a bath was something of

an event. It stands out much more clearly in my
mind than does many a trench raid. We bathed

in groups of one battalion every few minutes.
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There was none of yonr lazy Sunday-morning
bathing. We entered a long room where twenty-

five or thirty showers, each in a little private stall,

were spouting st* .m and profanity. At a whistle

from the end of the room the showers cast forth

twtnty-flve or thirty fairly presentable Tommies,
ad another twenty-fiw or thirty men took their

pboes. The eoatnurt ia poUn behreen those ei^

tetiag and thote leaving wm marked.
Three minutes was the time allowed for bath-

ing. The water started off hot. After abost a
minute and a half it cooled. When it became oold

you knew yon had about liiteen seconds remain-

ing* for yonr ablations.

Three minutes is mi. t ; . nt time in which
to remove the accumular ith of weeks. Coa-
stant practice in the art of bathing by order dl l

not enable me to complete my toilet in the pro^ ei

manner. I always had to finish it in the drying

room, where we were handed n towel Trhl-h. also

performed the offiees of a serab brush.

Bj iMM time in its mffitary career our regiment

had saddled its^ with a rspatatioD. We had
been partieolarly sneesssfttl ia many minor nn-

dertakings, and had beeome known ar. good men
to call upon when something had to be done and
d<me quickly. Our cScers invariably volunteered

lor aU sfHTto of uw^eome daties, and while we
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H^oried somewhat in our repatatioii, we likewise

found it very irinome. Hence it was not with

great joy that we received the call to bnild a road.

Over in >onr country I believe they sometimes

nse convicts to build roads. Certainly no self-

respecting laboring man would stoop so low. But
when you are in the army you do what you are

told and consider yourself amply rewarded if you

come out alive. Mere fatigue is nothing more
than an everyday occurrence. Hence the build-

ing of a road called forth little more than the ordi-

nary amount of gmmbling.

Four hnndred of as went out, armed with pidn
and shovds, and started digging about three kilo-

meters ontside of Bethnne, }n order to enable the

military tracks to avoid the town and the detour

and shell-fire that it meant.

We had hardly set to work when a German
aeroplane appeared away off in the distance-

about five kilometers, I should say. It was
headed in our direction. When about three kilo-

meters away, it circled up to about three thousand

feet and then swung in a wide ring above our

heads. Three men were set to watch it, for even

in those days Qerman aeroplanes were not the

most welcome visitors to an unarmed body of sol-

diers.

Beport of its arrival was our aiiial
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squadron, and two of our doughty fighters were
sent up to meet it The German saw them com-
iug and bored straight down upon theoL Faintly
we ooold hear his machine-gun ripping out its song.
He missed and shot npward again. Onr two
planes followed soit, and the battle drifted away
into the distance, where tiie nationality of the
planes was lost But we could still see them
gyrating like crazy bugs before an arc-light. Up
and down, back and forth, they went. At times
a head-on collision seemed imminent. But at

last our Teuton friend volplaned downward in a
long arc that marked him as either hit or fleeing

with all speed toward friendly quarters.

Betuming to town, we passed a house which
had already become familiar to me as the home of

Theresa. Theresa was a French girl who was
living with rdatives in Bethme. Her former
home had hem. in liUe, and she had bem there

dnrlug the time of the Oeiman ooeopaticm. I had
oome to hMfw her very and had (tftm eaUed
there to pass the time of day and to enjoy some
of her family's cooking and good cheer. In faot,

I had been taken in as almost a nmnber of the
family, and, though my French was extremely
weak and their English even weaker, we got on in

jolly good fashion.

As I passed that evening^ she and her relieves
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were sitting out in front of their house enjoying

the oool of coming night, so I called oat a rather

broken invitation to take a walk. To this

heartily assented. It was daring this walk that

she told me some of her first-hand ezpeiieiioes dar-

ing the German occapation of Lille.

It seems that Hierese had been living with her

aged grandparents, her father and mother, and

a yoanger brother and sister. The Germans ' first

move, on entering Lille, had been to ransack the

entire town. Her grandfather, an old warrior

and a fighter still, despite his years, had come

npon one of his friends being brutally beaten by

a German officer in the street. Therese told me
that her grandfather was not familiar with the

German order concerning fire-arms, and had im-

mediately rnshed into his home aad taken a pot-

shot at ihe olBeK from ike wii^nr. The souid

of the shot broaj^t a horde of Gonnans frmn all

directions, and the oitbe hooaehdd was haided

into the street for **OTiHninati<m,*' as the oAeer

in charge was pleased to call it.

This "examination" consisted of brutally mal-

treating the womenfolk and lining the menfolk of

the household up before them for immediate de-

spatch by a firing-squad. The latter was made up

of practioally the entire company of Germans, all
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<^whom iq^Mared insanely anxious to prove their

iWfiiiiUHiliip at twenty yards.

Tb« WMoen wm% then brooi^ to headquarters.

Iherese's molhtr and gnmdmoth«r were sent in

opposite directions, tmd Thereae wm detained.

Fortunately she had not beea pat nnd«r h&Kvy
guard, and bad been able to procure a peasant
boy's outfit of clothing. This she donned and,

traveling by night, managed to pierce the Ger-

man lines and to reach our own lines in safety,

as an itinerant peddler.

This much Therese told me of her own experi-

ences. She said little of the actions of the Ger-

mans toward herself, though from that little one

could gather mucL The Teutons had ransacked

ewvty hooM in liUe, and of those who stayed, many
were shot tot Imaginary or entirely fictitious

erases. Everything in the dty had been carried

away. Pkstores fastraed to the walls were
slashed so as to utterly destroy their value.

Every bit of iron, steel, oopper, and toad had dis-

appeared. All families had been utterly separ-

ated. The men had been sent away in oas di-

rection and the women in another.

I say that the women were sent away. The
women were not all sent away. As fast as the

Germans could operate, the men of Lille were
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taken to one end of the town and all the wodmh
to the other. Here the joxmgex iwnmin ipne

separated from Hie elder, and 1i» olte- woma
were sent away to gMdness kmws wtee. The

younger womsB wen taken hefere the eommaai-

ing offieer. I need not carry tiie story furthnr.

Enough has akeac^ heen written about Qerman
methods. Let me merely add that little bits which"

I pieced together from Therese's story added a

mighty weight to all that now rin|^ in onr ears

as samples of German kuUur.

In speaking of the Germans' treatment of the

womenfolk, Therese seldom spoke of the private

German soldier. It was usually the officers. In

recording this, however, I do not feel that I hang

any laorels on the virtue of the Teuton private.

He never had a Amee at the womenfolk. Qer-

man orders are, "nfcfirs first"

!Before the war I have heard of the unspeak-

able hooriehnees ef tie German officer. I know

enoni^ et the fliiiinaii officer's attitade toward

womenfolk in peace-time to imagine what his atti-

tude would be toward hostile, defenseless women
in war-time. But my imagination has proven a

weak and effeminate thing. Therese's tale of

German tortures, reinforced by other and equally

authoritative tales that I heard, allows me to

know beyond peradventure of a doubt that the
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Gennan creed to-day reads, "Kill, but enjoy even

as you kill.''

That evening reixiforoed our friendship, and her

redtation of tiie troaUes she had nntegoiie

brooi^t Therese doaer to me. We agreed to oc-

ohange lessons in French and Eng^iiUL These

had progressed only a little way, however, when.

we were again ordered away, and, as a parting

jest, I asked her to write to my mother, saying

that I did not have the opportonity to write her

before leaving. Therese took my jest in earnest,

however, and my mother treasures to-day a four-

page letter from this little French girl who had

been thiough the horrors of Lilie, but still had

heart enough to write a British Tommy's mother

that he was well and happy, and, like all the Eng-

lish, was doing "his bit."

There is one phase of "doing your bit

'

* of which

you hear bat little. That is the **Blae Funk,'* or

"Firing Squad." In the armies of your laboring

men the man who does not do his earnest best is

discharged. The man who disobeys orders is snb-

jeet to nothing worse than a reprimand. Bat

"over there,*' as you please to call it, we get no

reprimand, and the man who does not do his earn-

est best meets nothing weaker than a court-mar*

tial.

Our own regiment never found it necessary to
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have a "Blue Funk Squad." Plainly, the duty

of such a squad is to execute those guilty of in-

subordination or cowardice. Cowardice is the

commonest of trench troubles. To feel cowardice

is no crime, but to show cowardice is punishable

by death. A good friend of mine, an officer, told

me that all the firing squads in kingdom come

could not have held him in the front line during

a heavy shelling. He said that only the fear of

losing the respect of his men kept him with them.

This statement from an officer who is now dec-

orated for bravery will give you some indication

of the fear that very naturally prevails in the

front-line trenches during an attack.

Fear of the firing squad, in all probability, keeps

few men from showing cowardice. I honestly be-

lieve that the honor of the regiment and the fear

of what other men will think holds more men to

their duty in the face of danger than does any

firing squad in Flanders. Oftentimes I will

vouch for the fact that a sudden and sure death

is far preferable to the hellish waiting. I believe

that before Lille some of us would have run back,

firing squad or no, had not the honor of the r^-

ment been at stake. It is the honor of the regi-

ment, reinforced by stem discipline, whidi hold*

you in your place.

Once more let me emphasize to all AmArican
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troops the need for rigid obedience to discipline.

You may not receive war's real discipline while
training in America, or even while training in

France, bat when yon get np into the front line

discipli$te must be observed.

It is one of the million thingi which will win
the war for democracy. It is to rigidly inforced
among English troops that a man who does not
return on time from leave in London is shot after
only a very formal court-martial. Cowardice
gives no opportunity to plead an alibi. Lateness
from leave permits you to plead extenuating cir-

cumstances. But believe me, my friend, little

short of drugging or a blackjack on the head in

a dark alley will prove sufficient alibi for a stem
military court-martial.

Therefore I say, respect your officers, respect

them not only as men, but as the representatives

of that eentral and unifying intelligence by which
alone this war will be won.



CHAPTER VII

THE FABM-HOUSB BETWEEN THE LUTES—''um) US

MOSE AMMmrmOV"—-THE SPY AT HEADQUAB-

ROM Bethnne we were again sent up to the

X firing-line twelve kilometers distant. On the

way, as we neared the front, we encountered dug-

outs filled with reserve soldiery. This was a new

system recently adopted by the British, and dia-

placed the old ciethod of quartering reserves far

behind the line. It made them more mobile and

enabled a given sector to be handled fewer

troops.

No sooner had we readied the front-line trench

than word was passed to as to be on the lookout

for a Qerman machine-gun emplacement which

had been so carefully hidden by the Germans that

it had clicked its toll of death for over ten days

without being located.

It fell to the lot of McKenzie and myself that

evening to stand watch at a listening-post about

fifty yards from the German front line. It was

a peculiarly nasty evening ; a fine rain pelted down^

TEB8
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and a oold breeie that belonged more in Ifardi

than in Juno chilled one to the marrow. Hardly
had we taken our places when word reached ns

that a bombing-party of Germans might be ex-

pected at any moment. This same bombing-party

had made itself thoroughly obnoxious for three

nights running, and it was to be expected that it

would continue its depredations until interrupted

by the sudden demise of its members.

With this reassuring news to cheer us on, we
took our places on the fire-step. At eleven o 'clock

I went on duty. As is the onstom, I came off duty

one hour later and stretched myself ont at the

bottom of the dngoat, while MeEen^e stood

watch.

At 12:30 a sergeant came nmning oat to the

sap-head. He asked us if we had heard any sus-

picious noises. Upon receiving a negative reply,

he explained that our machine-gon emplacement,

which commanded a neighboring road, had been

entirely wiped out by the German bombing-party

but three minutes before. Hardly were the words

out of his mouth when our entire line burst forth

into a blaze of flares and musketry, and, clearly

outlined in the middle of no-man's-land, we could

see the German party scurrying across, like rats

in an open field.

Immediately an enfllftding fire from our ma-



154 **LADIES FBOM HELL"
chine-guns reached oat for than. It wsfmd for
a moment to their right, and then it nrmt aeroM
them, clung to them, and tmaOm Oeman bomb-
mg-party was wiped out.

But still the obnoxious Teuton machine-gun em-
placement remained a mystery, and it became the
duty of SIX of us, under the command of an offi-

to go out the following evening and put a
qmetoa upon this obstreperous gun.
Wt wait aboat ten o'clock, armed only with

traieh-kamt and revobrera. Between us w is
stretched a rope, modi after tbe fashion of Alpine
ehmber^ The nsnal code of signals had been
ananged so that the Uentoiant in f^t eoold in-
form any or aU of us of his intentiinis. It was
our little job to locate the exact poation of the
machme-gun emplacement. It had alreac^ been
partially located, but to make doubly sure we were
to send up a flare at the precise point in the Ger-
man line where this machine-gun held forth.

It is a comparatively simple and safe matter,
barrmg accidents, to merely investigate the op-
posing fr<mt line, but to send up a flare within a
few yards of the opposing line is to beard the
lion m his dot Yet this was part and parcel of
our duty, and we wait at it moraUy certain that
few, If any, of us wonld retom to our own lines.
Three of the boys had bombs, and before leav-
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ing we all wrote letters home and made onr latt

win and testament These we left in charge of

onr comrades, for it looked like oertain death.

Out to the nearest sap-head we went. This was

ahont six hundred yards from onr approximate

objective. With final instmetions to the men in

the sap-head, we set out. No-man's-land at this

point was as bare as the top of a billiard-table,

except here and there where a shell-hole punctu-

ated the landscape or a bit of stubble remained,

cut down dose to the gronnd by the maehine-gun-

fire of the opposing lines.

What few flares there were gave bat little lif^t,

owing to the hig^ wind and the mitty, driving rain.

Half way afflross there oame a tremendous tug at

the rope, and we all fell flat on our faoM. Not

twenty yards away, against the horizon, we oonld

see the outlines of a German working-party. It

was investigating our lines, repairing barbed wire,

or doing some other dnty of a sort pecnliar to no-

man's-land.

Flat on our faces we remained for the better

part of ten minutes, until it was accurately de-

termined that the German working-party had re-

tired to its own trenohes. Then, with inflnite

pains, we worked onr way np, half-crawling, half-

standing, to the very front of the German barbed

wire. We eonld hear the TeotcBkB talldng and
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laughing, but the outlines of their machine-gan
emplacement remained hidden.

Up and down in front of the Teuton 'line we
crawled, watching for any break in the parapet
or any change of coloring which might disclose the

object of our search. At last three jerks from
our ofllcer brought us to attention, and in response
to his code directions we dimly discerned the

vague outlines of an emplaoemrat, earefully hid-

den by debris and withered stubble.

According to previously arranged plans, our
bombers took up a position about ten yards to the
right and left of the emplacement. Our oflScer

then gave a signal, and our flare shot up into the
night but a scant fifteen yards from the German
front-line trench.

You may wonder why it was necessary to set

off the flare so close to the Hun stronghold. It

was only by so doing that the lookouts in our sap-

head could obtain the angle of fire necessary to

reach the suspected machine-gun. Had we gone
back and depended only upon our sense of direc-

tion for the location of this emplacement, it would
have remained a mystery ind^nitely. But by
drawing a sight from the listening-post on the
right and left, we were enabled to accurately mark
its position and to wipe it out on the following
day.
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But to return to the moment in which the flare

hissed its way up through the driving rain. It

had hardly left the revolver of the officer in

charge, when the bomhers hurled their charges

full into the German trench and the whole line,

both Teuton and British, sprang to its feet in an

ecstasy of nerves. No-man's-land swam in a

ghostly, yellow light. Machine-guns on both sides

began to sing their lay, and over a thousand yards

along the front a miniatiire battle immediately

sprang into being.

It was through this eross-fire that we of the

observation party were expected to make our re-

turn. By taking advantage of every scratch and

sheU-hole upon the surface of the ground, five of

the six of us managed to drag ourselves back to

our sap-head. Only one remained out in no-

man's-land, and the next morning we saw him

there, still close to the Teuton front line.

During this period of my duty on the front

line there was little, if any, heavy firing, but con-

siderable scout-work was necessary as a prelimi-

nary to an offensive at a somewhat later date.

The location of the above German maehme-gun

emplacement was but a small part of the work in

the preparation for a big attack. Before any at-

iaick of importance is undertaken it is necessary

to know the opposing line as well as the Teuton
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himself does. Each machine-^n, each field-

piece, each trench-mortar and even each sap-head

must be carefully plotted and marked.

One of the many strategic points of this sector

was an old farm-house lying midwa^ between the

Oerman and the British line. The opposing

trenches were approximately eight hundred yards

apart, and between them, a mere wreck, stood

this old shambles of a boose. One hundred and
fifty yards from its doorway, in the direction of

our trenches, stood a pnmp. Here we had been

accustomed to obtain some of the most delicious

well-water that I have ever tasted, and it had

become one of the duties of the ration-party to

secure a liberal quantity from this well, even

though it was done at a considerable risk to them-

selves.

The Germans, however, early discovered our

fondness for the well, and it was not long before

they had thoroughly poisoned it and spoiled it

for several generations to come, i^'ot content with

this, however, they had a way of sneaking into

the farm-house with snipers and a portable ma>
chine-gon, and from this point would direct a
nasty fire up and down our sector of the line.

Occasionally we would return the compliment,

but as we knew nothing of the casualties caused

by our own snipers and knew only what the Ger-
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mans had done to ns from the same location, it

was determined that the next German party to

take possession of this house would get its just

deserts.

We had not long to wait. That very evening,

just at dnsk, the song of a German machine-gun

piped out from the second-story window of the

honae. A call went back to our artillery to be-

stow a few pieces of high explosive in the gen-

eral direction of the farm-house. Bnt the reply

was that they had no ammonition to waste <»i

sadh small trifles. This was early in the war,

when the Germans were easily throwing two shells

to onr one, and even at that we were carefolfy

husbanding our scant supply.

Since the artiUery refused to aid us, it became

our pleasure to do the job alone. Twelve of us

volunteered for this service. I was one of the

twelve. We waited until dark, and then set out

across the four hundred yards that separated us

from the house.

In the meantime the Germans had been ex-

tremely qniet, and we began to snspeet that they

had escaped ns. Bat they were only biding their

time.

As we reached the well they evidently sighted

ns, or sighted a suspicious movement, and the

madiine-gon spat at ns from its nsoal window
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just above the doorway. There was nothing to

do but fall flat and scuttle up to the house as best

we could. When we came within fifty yards there

was no mistaking the fact that the Germans had
spotted us. Both the machine-gun and the snipers

were doing their best to beat us in our race for

the house. Our oiBoer shouted out tb f ^mmand:
"Six to the back; and six to the frr :/' I hap-

pened to be one of the six who went to the front

We fonnd the door barrioaded, and above us
was the maohine-gun and four very aocorate ami
skilful snipers. One by one the boys about me
slipped down to their knees, victims of the fire

from the upper window. I emptied the chambers
of my revolver without any apparent effect, and
then found myself alone, sheltered only by the

scanty protection of the portal of the door. I
silently thanked a hard-working ancestry who had
made me as thin ad the proverbial rail. A fat

man would have found my position about as much
proteeticm as a dollar umbrella.

Here I stood for a minute or two, with five of

my oomrades at my feet. Every one of them
had been victims of the snip^' bullets. Then
I heard the racket of the party tiiat had gone to

the rear. Tmsting to sheer luck and to the fact

that the same noise would be heard by the Ger-

mans, who wonld then be drawn from the window,
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I made a nm for it Thus I managed to get

around the corner of the house withoat attraetiiig

the Teuton fire.

At the back I found the boys just breaking into

the house. Up the stairs the seven of us rushed

as one man. The Oermans were barricading the

door of the room, but the scanty furniture that

remained in the house afforded little material for

their purpose. Presently we burst into their quar-

tersy after only trifling work with an old chair

which served ns as an improvised, bat effective,

hattering-ram.

Instead of bemg greeted by a voUey of shota,

as we had eqseeted, we found five Ctormans on
their knees, with hands uplifted, and the words

**Ka%%erad! Keimerad! Mercy!'* spcml&agtTom

their lips like some well-rehearsed chorus.

If .
^ same old piffle that you hear from

evei^ ' iian when you have him cornered, and

it met with a cold reception at our hands. Our
officer took the floor and replied:

"Little enough mercy you showed us a few

weeks ago down by Lille! You had plenty of

time to cry for mercy when we were coming across

that last five yards. When mercy is yours to

give, yon never give it. Yon cut my pal's throat

like some porker; yon Uinctod our Hentenaatl

Ueteyl HeUI''
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With that the bayonets in our hands got busy,

and there were five leia Oermani to wear the

Iron Cross that night.

I do not believe I am telling anything amiss

when I say that since the battle for Lille we Scot-

tish have taken few, if any, prisoners. You will

remember how the Black Watch went over the top

and at the German trenches. You will remember
how some thirty of them reached the Teuton lines,

and how they returned, stripped of all accoutre-

ments, to be shot down like rats. With snoh a
piotnre ever before ns, do yon wonder that the

Scottish do not find it in their hearts to take Ger-

man prisoners f Do yon blame ns men, who saw
in those five Qermans an opportunity to demon-
strate that ktUtur can work both waysf There
are those who prate loudly of turning the other

cheek. I suspect, however, that these same
pacifists, were the Germans entrenched at Sche-

nectady or Buffalo, would find scant chance to

turn the other cheek. Give a German an inch,

and he will take a mile. The only cure for the

German atrocity is to fight fire with fire. The
man who can see his own pal and comrade shot

down in cold blood, as we had seen the Germans
shoot down onr Black Watch, is not a man, if he

can refrain and hold bade his hand from avenging

snoh slaughter.
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From this work we went bMk to Vermellee

again, to onr rest-biDeti. Vermenas at thia tiina

was known to the Oermans as one of our main
arteries, and henoe it was subject to a constant

shelling which waxed intense at apecified boors

of the day.

Banning along beside our billet was an old

trench which had seen service in the early days.

It ran ahnost without interruption to the very

door of an estaminet about half a mile distant

This trench afforded ideal protection to the hsok-

gry soldier, except for a scant CDS hnndred and
fifty yards of its length, where it erossed a meadow
and became merely a hollow depression in the iiiv>

face of the iground. The Germans had this spot

carefully marked and sighted, and to cross it was

to flirt with death with a vengeance. Neverthe-

less the lure of the estaminet drew our whole com-

pany across this one hundred and fifty yards once

or twice or even three times a day, when oppor-

tunity and the 0. C. permitted. Of course the

practice was frowned upon, although no formal

order had been given forbidding us to go.

One afternoon, while off duty, with scnne dozen

or more of my fellows I broke the unwritten law

and made a dash across the open gronnd without

fatalities. Beaching the estaminet in safety, we
sat down on its little porch. We were sipping our
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grenadine when the oiual German *'itrafing" of

Vermelles began.

The bombardment of a town is one of the most

spectaoolar sights. It is beautiful in a terrible

way, if observed from e generous distance. From
our refuge we could watch it without fear of be-

ooming active participants in the dettmotlon.

Ton would hear a German gon boom, there

would be a Mream overhead, and then, after a

pante, a terriile .explosion, jtist dose enonc^ to

make it interesting and to observe the effect ao-

enrately. As each shell hit—the Germans were

using high explosives liberally that day—a geyser

of dirt axid red brick-dust shot up into the air, like

some tremendous oil-gusher. So violent was the

shelling that afternoon that the entire town of

Vermelles seemed covered by a haze of black and

red. Interspersed with the fumes and dust, oc-

casional little cotton-puffs of shrapnel appeared.

At intervals a house wonld slide out of sight, the

victim of oonenssion. Through binoenlars we
eonld see whole dwellings lifted into the air, as

if they had been toys, to be oast down as mere

piles of smoking ruins.

The German shelling lasted for about an hour

without drawing fire from our artillery. At its

conclusion, however, our observation balloon, in

conjunction with our aeroplanes, had located and
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lighted a Oennan brewery oonsiderably behind

their lines. Ir the onpola of this brewery the

Teutons had installed a machine-gran which had

been traversing up and down oar lines for two

or three days.

No soonor did ve sight this brewery than an

argent plea went J'orth to oar artillery to direet

their efforts upon it, and partiealarly apon the

waipiih ooeopant of the eupola. Word eame bade

that they ooold afford bat five aheUa. An aero-

plane went up to eheck the obaervation and to

make doably snre of the accaracy of onr I 'lm.

The first shell fell short, the second crept np just

a trifle, and the third hit the cupola about ten

feet below its base and exploded. Cupola, Ger-

mans, and machine-gun jumped into the air, an

indiscriminate mass of dust and smoke.

To incapacitate a German machine-gun it n

insult; to incapacitate a German machiiie-guL in

a brewery is a triple insult. Imm^iately the

wrath of the Germana waa re;. :7cikened, and for

two honra VermeCea and aU the intervening ter-

ritory bore op under a tremendooa ahelling from

practically every field-gon on the Teuton front.

Onr own guna were silent, of necessity, a neces-

iity created partly from fear of being located and

partly becanae of their aeant nqtply of ammuni-

tion.
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And right here let me put in a plea for ammuni-
tion.

Yon workers in the shops and factories, how
little do yon realize the intense need of the front

line! We boys ont here work, yes, we slave, for

twenty-four hours a day, Sundays and holidays,

rain or shine. Yon in yonr comfortable homes,

with all the conveniences and luxuries of modem
city life, just remember us out here and give us

all yon Ve got.

The man who stays at home to make shells or

to make any of the munitions of war, or, for that

matter, any of the tools which go to make these

munitions, is not a "slacker." We need him; we
need hundreds and thousands of him. But the

man who stays at home to make munitions and

thffli takes every opportunity to lay off or to cut

his time is a ''slacker." He is worse than a
"slacker," for not only does he keep fr<»n us fhe

fruits of his own efforts, but he keeps from ua the

fruits of another man's efforts, a man who might

give us aU he had.

When we are up on the front line and read news-

paper accounts of munition-workers striking or

complaining, it brings a smile, a wry smile, to our

lips. We can't help comparing your position with

ours. We can't help thinking of the few cents

per day that we receive for giving everything
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w© Ve got, including onr lives, perhaps. We can 't

help comparing our offering with the security, the
peace, and the oomfort which yon receive in re-

turn for your sldll and handicraft If every mu-
nition-worker, if every worker on tools or aooes-

Bories th&t go to make up mnnitions eoold only
spend a short half-hour in a front-line trench, there
would be little cause for the cry that edioes'back
from Flanders

:

"Send us shells, and shells, and more shells I"

J remember hearing the story of a visit of mu-
nition-workers to the front-line trench. It will

tend to prove my statement.

Word was passed up the line that a deputation
from the English Munition-Workers was coming
to see if we actually needed more shells. Those
boys back home evident^ didnt care to take our
word for it They knew that they were making
hundreds, yes, thousands, of shells every day, and
it probably appeared to them as the heij^t of
waste that we oonld nse them all and still he de-
manding more.

When word reached us that their committee was
about to visit us, a gurgle of anticipation ran down
the trench, for here indeed was an opportunity to

demonstrate the horrors of war to those most in

need of a demonstration.

Our officer, although he said little, managed to
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egg US on in onr plans for deviltry, and he went
back to meet the deputation of munition-workers

with a sardonic smile on his face.

They stepped out of a staff automobile, wearing
Prince Albert coats and tall silk hats. Unques-
tionably they were a stunning spectacle, a striking

contrast, incidentally, to the grim khaki uniform
seen everywhere along the front.

Our commanding officer, instead of leading them
through the usual communication-trenches, which
were only about ankle-deep in mud, chose to lead

them through a main drain-trench. A main drain-

trench is somewhat similar to an intercepting

sewer. It is designed to carry off the mud and
water from some several hundred yards of treneh.

This particular drain-trench hapi>ened to be
waist-deep in slimy silt. Three feet of this ob-

noxious mud was the introduction of onr diplo-

mats from London to the horrors and inconven-

iences of war.

When word reached us that they were in our
miJst, our artillery, rising to the occasion, sent a
salvo of fire over into the German lines. Never
before had this failed to bring back a triple dose

of German steel, but to-day, for some unaccount-

able reason, no such reply came. The artillery

tried its Indc once more, and spent a dozen more
of its predons shells, but stiU no reply came back.
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The quiet became embarrassing. Not a ma-
ohine-gim spoke ; not a sniper's rifle cracked across
at us. Something had to be done, for the situa-

tion was growing desperate.

A non-commissioned oflloer had an inspiration,

—or perhaps it had all been planned beforehand.
In any event, dngonts were ransad[ed and every
available bomb was prepared for action. As the
munition-workers slowly plowed their way down
the drain-trench, every one took an armful of
bombs and, with rifles pointed in air and machine-
guns directed anywhere, began a little battle of
their own, a "personally conducted" battle, so to
speak.

Never was there a more realistic duplication
of the front line when a big drive is on.

Bear in mind that the mimiti<m-workers were
waist-deep in mud. Their progress was slow, and
they were hidden from our front line and onr lit-

tle comedy by a parapet
For about thirty minutes our boys staged one

of the most complete and harmless battles of the
war. As no word came to desist, it became ap-
parent that their efforts were meeting with the
appreciation of the commanding officer. They re-

doubled them. Blood-curdling yells and shrieks

combined with the noise and smoke of exploding

grenades, until hell itself seemed to have been
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turned loose in this particular sector of the trench.

All the dme the Oermans had been serenely

quiet, although a demonstration such as this on
any other day would have called forth the se-

verest reprimand in the shape of a bombardment
of an hour or more.

To our left at this time was a bridge, known
among the boys as * *London Bridge. It spanned
a little stream which ran across no-man's-land

between the German and English lines. No one,

to date, had been able to cross this bridge alive,

and you can imagine our astonishment when we
saw our officer lead the deputation of munition-

workers to the bridge-head and invite them to

cross.

This seemed to be carrying the farce a little

too far, but the officer evidently knew his busi-

ness, for very graciously and politely he invited

them to cross first, saying that he would follow

them.

To our horror, they started across, graphic il-

lustrations of the old adage that "ignorance is

bliss." We fully expected to see them wiped out

before they had gone ten feet, but not only did

they go ten feet, but half vay across, and then

loitered on the edge and viewed the scenery there-

abouts.

Not a shell or rifle-shot came over from the
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German lines. They were as quiet as a tomb.

After a brief conference in the center of the bridge,

the bedraggled, mud-soaked deputation moved on,

followed by our commanding officer on the run.

He had hardly made the crossing when a German
high-explosive shell screamed after him. By
sheer luck it alighted only a hundred yards from
the munition-workers. Three of our boys gave

up their lives to this shell, but never have lives

been given to better advantage. The munition-

workers were tremendously impressed. They
told our commanding officer that they had long

desired to see a tremendous battle, and now that

they had seen one and had tasted the horrors of

war, they were going to return and do their ut-

most to double and triple Britain's output of

shells. They also announced that, as they had a
tremendous amount to do that day, they would

like to hurry away. Baek they went, firmly con-

vinced that the front line does need "shells, and
shells, and more shells."

You may wonder why fhe Teutons were so quiet.

We wondered, too, until a few days later a Ger-

man spy, serving in the capacity of interpreter

at our headquarters, was captured and given the

usual punishment meted out to such gentry. The
coming of these ammunition-workers had been

common talk about headquarters for days, and
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their contemplated arrival had been dnly for-

warded to the Germans. With their asnal clever-

nesBy the latter had forecast the result of absolute

quiet, and so withheld their fire in the hope that

the mnnition-workers would be influenced and that

as a result our supply of shells would diminish,

rather than increase.

It may interest you to know that this same spy

had been intimately connected with the failure of

onr attack at Lille. He was the man who warned

the Germans of the impending assault. I have

since heard prisoners say that the Germans ex-

pected us three days before we struck. They ad-

mitted this very frankly, when captured. As a

matter of fact, the battle for Lille was planned for

a Thursday. You will remember that it didn't

take place until the following Sunday. It had
been postponed at the last minute.

This same spy had also been connected with our

cordial hostess who had the friendly pup who
wore a hollow collar. It was through the medium
of this dog that he forwarded despatches to the

German lines, and it was by his efforts that they

were advised of the old lady's arrest. With his

arrest and confession many peculiar "coinci-

dents" were cleared up and vanquished for all

time.

While returning from watching the bombard-
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ment of Veimenes I inadvertently allowed myself

to be observed by a German sausage-balloon, or

by some eonqmny of snipers, and beeame the re-

cipient of a cordial dose of slurapnAl and mnsketry
fire. I needed no second invitation to hasten my
pace, and bounded around the comer of my billet,

only to run head-on into my officer. He spnn

round like a top, and fell on the back of his reck

with a resounding thud.

Springing to his feet in a rage, he roundly

abused me, first as a ruffian, and then, as sober

judgment returned to him, as a man who had dis-

obeyed orders by going down the communication-

trench to the estaminet. Partly as punishment

for disobeying orders, and partly as a hanc^ vent

for his spleen, he sentuieed me to an ezti.. fatigue.

This consisted in carrying wire and other engi-

neering tools np to the front line to repair barbed-

wire fences and to aid in similar work.

My duties were to begin immediately. At night-

fall, with a company of about fifteen others who
were loaded down with tools and accessories of

all sorts, I crawled along Shrine Boad,'' so

called because of the little shrine set up at

its intersection with the communication-trench.

Shrine Boad" ran parallel to the German lines

and was often subject to heavy shell- and mus-

ketry-fire. It so happened on this evening that
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the moon wm at our l>aok. We mnst have been
neatly outlined to Qennan snipers, for we had
hardly set ont when the entire rarrbnnding terri-

tory jumped np in little pnffs of dost, eaeh mark-
ing the landing-place of a German ballet.

We immediately took to the ditch and dragged
onr heavy tools to the communication-trench.
But, even so, we were still observed and were sub-
jected to a heavy machine-gun fire, which swept
across at a nasty angle and bagged three of the
boys.

Our line at this point bent back from the Ger-
man line in a great half-circle. Thus to command
it required practically doable the number of men.
It was the work of this evening to straighten this

bend and so release the men there for service

elsewhere.

As soon as darkness fell we went over the top
from a listening-post. There were about one hun-
dred and fifty of us on the job. The German lines

were about five hundred yards away. Five hun-
dred yards is not a great distance when there is

nothing between you and the German fire. But
fortunately our occupation was not discovered,

and we spread out across no-man's-land in a
ragged line and began to scratch ourselves in with
the enthusiasm of a bull-pup seeking a long-buried
bone.
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At freqaent intervals we wonid hear across the

itiUneM of the sight the preliminary hiss of a
and, •Tom a forest of bobbing heads, no-

nma's-Iand beoame as vaeant as a osmetery, to all

outward appeanmoes, at least

We were barefy well started on oar work, when
our oatposts' screen, about thirty feet in front
of ns, reported a strong Oerman working-party
coming our way. Rifles were hurriedly secured
and loaded, and available protection was at a pre-
mium. By good fortune, however, the working-
party drifted in the opposite direction, and before
the first streaks of dawn crept up over the horizon
a neat trencL had been prepared. The dirt had
been evenly distributed over several yards, so that
even from the (German observation-balloon our
new position was not apparent
This shortening of the line and all the prelim-

inary work in plotting the maehine-gons of the
opposing forces was merely the prelnde to a local

attack. This took place one evening shortly after
dusk, when five hundred yards of our line went
over the top and at the Bavarians, who com-
manded the Teuton trench at this sector.

The Bavarians have a reputation as veritable

fire-eaters. On this occasion they did not live up
to their repute. The previous evening our scouts

had cat long lanes through the German barbed
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wire, and, preoeded our bomben, we rnihed

aeroM luh-man's-land withoat preUminanr artil-

lery preparation, depending largely on inrpriae

for fiiooeia.

The inrpriae waa not total, althoo^^ H waa

sni&nent for the purpose. We were ahnost up to

the German barbed wire before their lookonta

soented oar approach. Two minutes later five

hundred of us jumped down as one man into their

trench. Considering the suddenness of the at-

tack, the Germans were fairly well-prepared. I

remember that my leap carried me squarely upon

the back of a stalwart Teuton, who jabbed upward

at me with his bayonet as I plunged down. The

ahoek of my arrival on hia shouldera diverted hia

aim and likewise aoattered na both over several

yards of trendi. He- reoovered himself first

Wit I gattnral oath, he drew \mick his rifle—it

looker, as big aa a telegraph pole--aa a prelhn-

inary to running me through.

Up to this time I had regarded tales of one's

last moments as being largely of a mythological

nature. I had heard that in the last few seconds

of a man's existence his entire life runs through

his brain like a panorama. ^ now had good cause

to repent of my ridicule, for every little detail of

my twenty-two summers flashed upon me in inti-

mate retrospect.
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TIm Oenma'i gleuning blade, leemingly with
laflnite ilownen, erept down apoo mt. Bvt it

ntver reached xne, thanks to my eommanding ofll-

eer, who web jnit behind me. There wai the
eraok of a revolver, and the German pitched for-
ward on top of me, his rifle spinning out of hia
hand and over the top of the trench. My fear-
bound muscles relaxed, and I sprang to my feet,

recovered my rifle, and rushed for a communica-
tion-trench, which by this time was crowded with
a milling mass of Teuton and Scottish soldiers.

As I plunged around the comer I ran plump
into a six-foot specimen of a Bavarian. He
loomed np ont of the ni|^ like an ox. There is

no mistaking these chaps, even in the dark. Their
outlines are difPennt, their hefanets are shaped
different^, and their peeks are plaoed diiferentYy.
I think my arrival was as mneh a surprise to hini
as his SLTriml was to me. Our rifles, bayonet
first, went back over our heads like one, but I was
quicker on recovering. I lunged forward, forget-
ful of all the instructions of our bayonet-tutor back
in England. But perhaps I did remember them
subconsciously, for my bayonet found its mark
neatly under the chin of the Bavarian. At the
tilde I felt no special anxiety about his future con-
doot> for he ooUiqised with a grunt. I pulled
my rifle ont^it had been almost jerked from my
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hand by his weight—and rnshed on to assist my
comrades in the conmranication-trench.

By this time the Bavarians were in foil retreat

ba<^ to their second I'ne. Some of onr boys in

their eagerness had followed them across the

open ground above the trench. This was unfor-

tunate, for all of these lost their lives, owing to

the fire of our machine-guns which were directed

indiscriminately toward the fleeing Germans.

With the winning of the last yard of trench, we

each pulled from our belt three sandbags, and

the communication-trenches were barricaded and

fully covered by enfilading machine-gons. It was

only then that we had time to cool off and review

the evening's work. Probably the entire attack

and the completion of our barricade had not taken

more than half an hour at the outside, but, as we

sifted back into the Irench proper and the heat

of battle left us, some of the horror of it took pos-

session of us.

There were Germans all around, and there were

some of or.^ boys, too. One group still flashes up

before me in the night. It was a German and a

Scotty, locked in each other's arms. Each had

run the other through with his bayonet at pre-

cisely the same instant, and they had dosed in

death's embrace, to remain there until we pulled

them apart.



CHAPTER Vm
THE BBITISH AIR SERVICE BECOMES STBONGER—THE

REFUGEE FROM LILLE—WB FIND CUB WOUKDKD
SERGEANT

IN the face of the many accounts of aeroplane
fights with which we are regaled to-day, any of

the little aeroplane battles which I observed in the
beginning of the stmggle seem pnny and weak.
You must remember that in 1915 the aeroplane
was in its infancy. Indeed, at that date, even
though the Germans had few planes,—they pre-
ferred the Zeppelin—their aerial forces gener-
ally held dominance over those of the English.
Both sides used extensively what planes they had,
but the battle-plane was in its cradle, and a sin-

gle type of plane often served as observation-,
scout-, and battle-plane in one. This made the
struggle of opposing planes none the less interest-
ing, however, although considerably rarer than
to-day.

At some time in ycur experience in the front
line you are likely to be appointed to aero-scont-
duty. In this capacity you are instructed to keep
an eagle eye oat for any approaching Taubes andm



^80 "LADIES FROM HELL"

to sound two shrill blasts on a whistle as an an-

noimcement of their approach.

At such times every one had iron-dad orders to

seek cover immediately. There mnst be no de-

lay, the idea being to impress the Gennan observer

with the absolute bareness of the landscape and
to hide from him any troop movements.

Outside Vermelles I remember seeing one of

the prettiest battles between an aeroplane and
our anti-aircraft guns that it has ever been my
privilege to observe. It was one of those won-
derfully clear June days, ideally adapted to aero-

plane observation. The sun had just swung up
over the horizon, when through my binoculars I

caught the approach of a German Taube, with its

characteristic black cross on the mider wing.

I announced the fact to our anti-aircraft gun-

ners, and they immediately wheeled their guns
into position, in order to reach the German when
he was practically overhead. He swung about in

wide, cautious circles for five or ten minutes, and
then, at a word from the commander of the anti-

aircraft guns, there came the ripping crash,

thrice repeated, of a three-barreled rifle.

Perhaps you have observed a dit^play of fire-

works from across a lake or a field. You will

remember the sharp crack of the mortars, the

long wait, and then the burst of multicolored stars
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hi£^ up in the heavens, followed by the crackle

of distantly eiq>loding rockets, ^e bombard-

ment of an aeroplane affords mnch the same speo-

tacolar display. There is the sharp boom—boom
—boom of the anti-aircraft gun, and then the wait

while the shells spin their way upward. Pres-

ently there are three splashes of cotton, which

spray out in jagged lines across the heavens, and

from far off comes the ominous crackle of the

exploding shrapnel.

We had quite a force of anti-aircraft guns con-

centrated on the German, and he turned his nose

upward in order to escape the deluge. But we
got him. The gunner to our left reached up and

apparently crippled his engine or pnnotared his

gasoline-tank. In any event, either his engine

or his ocHntrd was badly shattered, for he spnn

like a top, rif^ted himself, and then staggered

first <me way and then the other, like a dru^iken

bat.

Ton could not help admiring the fellow and the

skill which he exhibited. In long, inebriated vol-

planes he slid down and down, until hfi was only

about a thousand feet above us, when he appar-

ently exerted every effort to obtain control over

his staggering craft. But it was of no avaiL

High above our heads he plunged backward, and

then shot down like a oombt to the, groond.
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Of ooorse, sinoe the early days of the war we
have heard more or less of atrodties. In your

oountry I have seen and talked with people who
hold the opinion that atrocities are a myth. That

no war has ever been fought without the occur-

rence of some atrocities is true. A thousand or a

million men cannot be gathered together without

some of them overstepping commands and de-

cency. But from all corners of the line word

kept seeping in to us of peculiarly horrible muti-

lations practiced by the German troops.

I have heard it said that such atrocities are

practiced under orders of the German High Com-

mand. I will take no issue with this fact. I

have heard the German High Command blamed

for all atrocities. Neither will I argue this point

I only know that the man who commits the atrocity

is the German private. He may be acting under

orders, but the blood is on his hands, though the

legal V\me may reach higher.

I myself place full blame upon the German

trooper, the private, for the atrocities which I

know to have been practiced. Whether he is act-

ing under orders or not does not influence my de-

cision. I only know that if our officers—or yours

—asked their men to practice the brutalities so

common among German troops, those officers

would either be accidentally ( ?) shot or openly dis-
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obeyed. The only possible alibi I can see for

the German trooper's actions and his obedience

to orders from higher up is the propaganda which

has been pumped into him from earliest child-

hood. He has been **fed up*' on the beauties of

lust and blood. He has been taught that Qod

smOes on the Qenaan murderer. Any man who

is fool enough to believe this sort of slime has no

excuse, in my eyes, for his obedience.

There has been considerable talk in your coun-

try of exag^ration, of falsification, in reporting

German atrocities. Therefore it is with great

caution that I pen my own experiences and my
own observations along this line. Some of thorn

I witnessed personally and can vouch for with

my own eyes. Others came to me directly, in a

manner which I cannot doubt in the slightest par-

ticular. I have eliminated from the following in-

cidents any and aU reports which might savor in

the least of rumor or exaggeration.

At Bethnne there was an estamlnet, kept by an

old French woman and her two daoghters. She

had ftft#«tiiig her a young French girl of about

eighteen years, who had one arm missing from

the elbow down. This girl was strangely taciturn,

and our boys dubbed her "The Silent Partner,'*

in derision of her shyness and quiet.

I had come to realize, however, that many of
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these French peasants who talk little, know much,
and I made it my business to get better acquainted

with this girL Oradnally, piece by piece and
little by little, I won her story from her.

She, too, had been at Lille during the Gennan
oocapation. Her younger brother, her father, and
her mother had lived with her in one of the middle-
cless sections of the town. Her father, it seems,
had hurried home from his shop upon the Ger-
man occupation, and had found the Germans at-

tempting to break into his home. He argued with
them and then, with bare hands, attempted to

drive them off. He had hardly lifted his arm
against them before he was overpowered, and the

entire family—mother, brother, and father—were
taken out and shot in cold blood upon their own
doorstep.

The girl was brought before the commanding
o£Scer, who pass^ her on to the officers' mess.
Here, in a drunken orgy, they maltreated her un-
til she swooned away. As she regained con-

sciousness, she tried weakly to raise herself,

and in so doing grasped hold of the door-knob.

One of the drunken wolves, who had been a leader

in the deviltry, picked up a chair and crashed it

down upon her outstretched am, splinteri g the

bone in several places. Whether or not the sub-

sequent amputation was necessary, I do not know.
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In any event, her ann was amputated, and until

her escape from Lille she was forced to lead a

harlot's life among the German troops.

This was the tale I coaxed from the Ups of a
reticent French girl who had heen through a Ger-

man oceopation. She told it not willingly or with

braggadocio, hot as a story coming trcm the heart

and one too awfnl to spread broadcast

Another case comes to my mind, the case of

one of our men who escaped from the Germans
and returned to our lines. He had been shot

through the hand. This, in itself, is an incon-

siderable wound, and on showing it to the Ger-

man surgeon he had expected nothing more than

a casual bandage. The German, however, told

him that an operation would be necessary, and
they lifted him upon the operating table without

further ado.

**You will give me an anesthetic, of course,

wont yonf" said my friend.

"What I" replied the German surgeon. "An
anesthetic for a schwmehmdf** and forthwith the

operation continned, while my friend was held

down by a groap of grinning Teuton soldiers.

What do you suppose that German surgeon did

for a simple shot through the handT In the first

place he cut all the tendons of my friend's hand.

Then he removed the bone from the middle finger
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in such a manner that the entire hand became ab-

solutely useless and might as well have been en-

tirely removed.

In one of the minor advanoes in which we en-

gaged we retnmedwithoatonr sergeant The fol-

lowing day, in a second attempt to retake the cov-

eted ground, we came upon him. He had been

oaptnred, evidently while in a dazed condition

from a shell-wound in the head. A rifle-bullet had
grazed the front of his skull above the eyebrow,

making nothing more than a flesh wound, but

probably rendering him senseless or dazed for a
considerable period.

What treatment do you think the Teutons gave

this wounded soldier? I do not know. I only

know that I, with my own eyes, found him trans-

fixed through the chest with a bayonet, the point

of which had been shoved into a barn-door.

There he hung, mute testimony to the German
treatment of wounded prisoners.

One of the boys coming down to us front a neigh-

boring sector told of an advance there in which

they captured one of the small villages whose

name now escapes me. He told me that as they

entered the village—^this was a surprise attack

—

they came upon twelve women, three of them wan-

dering about crazed beyond all recall. Eight

others were lying dead upon the public square,
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all naked as Mother Eve, victims of Qerman bru-

tality.

Another itoiy oomet to my mmd whioh for

sheer hideous iiJnunanity exceeds all imagination.
One of onr boys had been party to an attack upon

a village some fifteen or twenty miles distant.

There he came upon an old French woman living

in a little hut to the rear of her former home,

which had been burned to the ground when the

Oermans retired. She was the sole survivor of a

family of five. Her soldier sons had been con-

nected with the regiment'which defended the vil-

lage. As the Germans swept through, the French

retired, leaving their dead and wounded behind

^^em. She followed the Germans and came upon
^ boy lying beside the road, fatally wonnded

ad dying.

By this time the French troops had been rein-

forced and were sweeping the Germans back

thron^^ the town. The Germans came upon the

mother and her son by the roadside. As they re-

treated, the Germans poured oil upon the houses

and lit them, and one of these companies of incen-

diaries stumbled across the pitifnl scene of the

mother and her dying son.

It seems hardly possible that any man could not

be touched by such a sight. The mother had a

little flask of wine which she was administering
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to her Bon in the vain hope of reviving him, if

onlj for a moment Bnt the Oermani saw in thii
icene only another opportunity to denumitrate
their lack of human seniibility, and over this

wounded soldier they poured their oil. Then
with a rough jest and an oath they touched the
flaming torch to him.

I believe that the Rev. Newell Dwight Hillis

speaks of this story, and I believe that he has
photographs to demonstrate its absolute truth.

I might go on and continue to rehearse tale

after tale, all awfnl, ahnost unbelievable, W3re
yon not intimately familiar with the beast who
breeds these horrors. Perhaps yon in America
will never believe them, until they come back to
you on the lips of your own sons, but there is

gradually sifting over to you some graphic demon-
strations of the truth of the tales which you hear.

Little Belgian children are being adopted now
and then Iv philanthropic Americans, and it was
two of these children whom I met one day upon
the railroad platform at Schenectady, New York.
Their odd, half-familiar dress attracted me to

them, and I asked them, first in English and then
in Frendi, whither they were bound. They did
not answer me, but a Btati(m attendant came up
and said that they were Belgian children. I

asked him why, if this was true, they did not
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speak French, and he informed me that the chil-

dren's tongues had been oat out. Yet more. As

they pulled their little arms from their muffs, they

pulled only the stumps, for their hands had like-

wise boon oat off*

It would do mueh to awaken yon people in

America to the real nature of the beast which

knocks at yoor door if yoa ooold have moving-

pictares brought to you of that sergeant of ours,

hang^g limp and lifeless, nailed to the barn-door

with his own bayonet. It might make the word

"atrocity" mean something to you if you could

see the three crazed w«nen of whom my friend

told me, running up and down the village streets,

hopeless maniacs for the rest of their lives. Per-

haps you would be less gentle with your Qerman

propagandists, spies, and thugs, if you had seen

those two little tongueless, handless, Belgian

children on the platform at Schenectady, or if

yoa had talked with the little servant-girl at

Bethone whose arm was gone and whose life was

blasted. Then, perhaps, yoa would be a little

less ready to forgive the German people, and a

little more ready to take up arms against not only

their government, but those brutes and imbeciles

who make that govemnmt, possible.



CHAPTER IX

lAnmro a onocAir tbbvoh^a "iiam<4qu!bbil"
BETUBN8 TO ITS BOMl-HUOX TO BLIOBTT AMD
TBM HOSPITAL

IMIOHT go on teUing of Gennan atrocity after

atrodty. I mi|^t sketoh the piotore of the
old gray^headed bUudnmith in a sector of our
trench known as <'Plng Street," who was found
with his hands chained to his anvil, qnite dead.
His wrists had been pulverised, and a Imyonet
transfixed them like a skewer. On the end of the
bayonet was stuck this terse statement, in a
scrawling, Gennan hand, **Yon will never shoe
another horse."

I might tell you of retaking trenches by counter-

attack, and of finding our wounded with their

throats cut from ear to ear, disemboweled, or ter-

ribly lacerated.

£v«n in those early days there was ample and
sufficient material for an entire book about Ger-
man atrocities. As week after week goes by new
chapters are written, and, when the last chapter
on this war is finally penned, the subject of Ger-

190



BAIDINO A OERMiiN TBBKOH 191

man atrooitiei will All leveral largt and
M>me volumes.

Bat yon Amerioana are already hearing many
of them, and a mere rehearsal of their terrible

details would not bring them any closer to you.

Even a graphic word-picture is not one-millionth

as terrible as the original scene itself. It would

be absolutely futile for me to attempt to describe

the awful scenes which I myself have witnessed,

or their duplicates which are common rumor in

the trench.

Therefore I will turn to a rather hnmoroiu
inddent

It WM during the naiial eleven o'dook '*Hymn
of Hate" that one of my oomradet and myself

were standing in the trench. For soime reason or

other I stepped away from him some fifteen or

twenty feet, and I turned around to call to him
just as a shell screamed overhead. It exploded

about a foot above the parapet, and the fragments

sprayed down into the trench.

At precisely this instant my friend felt the un-

mistakable nip of a "seam-squirrel" who was
making merry about his waistband. Just as the

scream of the shell signaled its approach, he bent

over, and the rain of sbrapnel-bnllets sped by
over his head. Had he been standing in his nor-

mal position, they wonld have oao^ him fairly
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and squarely. When at last he did straighten np,
he had the "seam-squirrel" in his hand. For a
moment he held it thus and surveyed the course
of the shrapnel, as indicated by the new-bom
holes in the opposite bank. Then he addressed
himself to the bothersome rodent

:

"Feller," said he, "you 're the chap that saved
my life, and I *m just going to put you back home
and let yon have a square meal," and back into
the Imnirions folds of his kilt he deposited the
"seam-squirrel" who had imiooently been his

preserving angel.

On my last trip from our rest-billet in Bethune
we started at high noon and directed our march
toward Vermelles, where we arrived at six o'dodk
that evening.

All the way to Vermelles intense and unusual
action of both infantry and artillery was notice-

able. Heretofore Vermelles had been one of the
more quiet sections of the line. It had been re-

garded as a vacation to be sent there. Becently,

however, this same sector had become one of the
most unpopular. Owing to its proziniity to the
trenches, increased fire was being focnssed on it

by the Germans.

At this time the Frendi were preparing for a
somewbat elaborate advance, and the preliminary

trench-raids and minor attacks had a teadmesy to
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exdte the entire Oennan line in that vicinity and

to direct German wrath at French and English

indiscriminately, ka a reb'jlt, from a place of

peace and quiet, '^^ermelles hnd become a scene

of intepse and coi stant acticn, and our troops,

knowing this state of affairs, expressed them-

selves very pessimistically as we marched away
toward Vermelles.

Here I again assumed my duties as a sniper,

and immediately upon our arrival in the trench

I took up the usual round of trench warfare as the

sniper sees it.

Owing to the tensenesa prevalent np and down
the line at this point, the night was hardly less

bright than the day. Star-shells were constantly

shooting up, blinking, and going ont. As I stood

in a dugout on a little rise of ground I could see,

away off to the right, the ebb and flow of battle

as the French advanced upon the Germans or re-

treated before them, and I subconsciously won-

dered how much longer it would be before ^^ur

lines would be illuminated by a flood of similar

party-colored lights that would indicate action,

intense action.

On our left were the Goorldbas. I have already

described the ungovernable tendencies of these

chaps to revert to primeval mtsn, l^nce my days

in the front line I believe that most of than have
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been sent to the Egyptian front, where the nerv-

ous waiting of trench warfare does not wear upon

them, and where their natural inclination for

open, man-to-man fighting is given a better oppor-

tunity to display itself.

In trench warfare the Goorkhas are inclined to

be extremely nervoas and to fire npon the slight-

est provocation. The best disciplined troops

never fire without a definite object in view, bat

the Lidians have a way of letting fly at mere

myths and shadows. As a result, dose prox-

imity to them is likely to be a warm sector of

the trench, for l^ey ke^p things humming, re-

gardless of the necessity therefor.

Impelled by sheer nervousness, the Goorkhas

on our left started up a stream of machine-gun-

fire directed into the shadows of the night, and

their excitement spread down the trench until our

whole sector was in an uproar. Our own boys,

however, since we heard no firing from our alarm-

posts, held out against the nervousness of the

position until almost midnight, when our front

line listening-post suoenmbed to pressure and out

loose.

Immediately our entire line was on the firing-

step, throwing everything we had in the direction

of the German trench, whidi inunediately rq;)lied

in kind and with equal enthusiasm.



BAIDING A GERMAN TRENCH 195

By three or four o'clock, however, it became

apparent that we were all firing at a mirage, and

the line quieted dovn, bnt not until a German

raiding-party, taking advantage of the noise and

excitement, had successfully put one of our

machine-guns out of commission.

This was reported to us about six o'clock that

morning, and five of us were detailed to go down

near the machine-gun and do what sniping work

we could in retaliation for the German escapade.

All day we spent in that sector of the line,

taking pot-shots at a nest of Teuton snipers some

four hundred jaxda away, who were neatly pro-

tected by a dhunp of charred and jagged stumps.

Of oonrse I do not know whether we did them

any harm. Our object was to keep the Germans

''on edge" so far as possible; that is, to keep

them nervous. Only incidentally was it our de-

sire to do them harm in a physical way.

That night MacFarland asked for six volun-

teers to go out into no-man's-land to reconnoiter

in preparation for a trench-raid on the following

night. It was to be our duty to make a thorough

investigation of the German outer defenses, and

to find oat 88 mwth as wo oonM oonoeming the

•treiigtii of the cfppoiABg forots.

Of oonrse we took with ns tmfy the usual tools

for a trendi-raidr—our revolvers and trench-
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kinves. Before going, MacFarland indicated to
us that this was no ordinary raid on which we
were bound, and after explaining what he had in

mind he gave any or all of us a chance to back out.

But none of us withdrew, and so, toward mid-
night we set out from a sap-head that brought
us within two hundred yards of the German
barbed wire.

Across no-man's-land we snaked, dodging flares

and doing car utmost to become an intimate part

of the scenery. About twenty-five yards ahead
of us loomed the Cterman wire, when oS to our
right we saw twelve Germans advandng toward
us. Flat upon our stomachs we went, and by
gradual degrees worked ourselves into conven-

ient shell-holes in the vicinity.

By the best of good fortune, and it was only

good fortune, the Germans had not seen us, and
they passed within three feet of my head.

After giving them ample time to put distance

between us, we crawled up to the German barbed
wire at a point which we judged would be in the

vicinity of their advanced listening-post. Here
we pulled out our wire^mtters and snipped a neat
path through it to the sap-head at wMmii our
efforts were to be directed.

As we came in front of it two dose-dipped,

Uond heads bobbed leisurely about back of the
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parapet, so we knew that our attadL was as yet

nnaimoimoed. At a predetermined signal we
split up into parties of two. A pair of us went

to the right of the parapet, two went to the left,

and the officer and myself made for the sap-head

itself.

Of course we had no desire to repeat the expe-

rience of our former raiding-party, when we had

attracted the entire strength of the German

machine-gons by the firing of a flare. This raid

was to be as quiet and inconspicuous as we could

possibly make it. Therefore, instead of taking

our revolvers by the butt, we took them by the

barrel and trusted to deliver a silent dispatch to

any German who came onr way.

At a signal from the officer we plunged forwvird

and did away with the Oermans in the sap-head,

making absolutely no noise. One of them re-

ceived the butt of my revolver on the top of his

head before he even knew that we were within

fifty yards, and the other was strangled by the

officer without so much as a peep out of him.

Such luck seemed almost too good to be true,

but we made the most of it, and the six of us

dashed down the narrow sap-trench into an ad-

vanced firing-trench which, fortunately for us,

was not properly a part of the German line at

this point
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Into this firing-trench we went at full speed,

and on coming around a corner of it I ran head-on
into a German peacefully pufiang away at his pipe.

Again the butt of my revolver came down just

above his ear, and he collapsed with little more
than a grant.

While I was finishing this little job to my per-

sonal satisfaction, making sure that this particu-

lar German would not retnm to haunt us, the rest

of the fellows ran on and obtained a ratiier com-
plete mental map of the surroundings. This
finished, and our efforts still remaining undiscov-
ered, we were emboldened to try for the lookouts
in another sap-head.

Two abreast, we dashed out toward it. We
were only half way to the sap-head, when word
somehow reached the German line that there was
trouble out front. We could hear them coming
up through the conmiunication-trenches, and at

the same time the entire German line burst into

a roar of machine-gun racket that made the mgbt
sound like the interior of a boiler-shop.

This was no time to try our skill on the Germans
in the second listening-post. We hopped up over
the parapet and endeavored to dash across to our
own listening-posts as fast as our legs could carry

us. But our progress was slow. As each flare

hissed up into the sky, we had to fall flat or roll
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into a convenient shell-hole. We had made scant

progress in this way for the best part of a half

hour, when MacFarland, who was with me, ex-

claimed, "My God, they 've got mel" and grasped

his arm in an ecstasy of pain.

I managed to get him behind a little rise of

groond, where we discovered that his womid was
hardly more than a flesh-woond in the ann, al-

though eztrmely painful. I bonnd him up as

best I could, and we settled ourselves in an un-

usually luxuriant shell-hole, hoping that the line

would quiet down.

By this time the entire sector had become thor-

oughly aroused, and no-man's-land was alive with

everything from rifle-bullets to larger stuff. As
we were discussinr; the matter and the prospects

for our getting out alive, another of our fellows

rolled into our shell-hole with a nasty wound in

his chest. Later a fourth made his way into the

same cover. Those of us who were still able to

navigate volunteered to help get the wounded
back to our line, bat both of them refused all

assistance and declared that it was np to every

man to fend for himself as best he oonld.

After waiting for fully an hour, the firing

lulled a little. I stuck my head over the edge of

the shell-hole to see how things Inoked. Not
fifteen feet away I could see the outlines of the
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same working-party that had nearly found na <m
onr journey np to the German tr^eh earlier in
the evening.

By this time a driving rain had set in and the
definite outlines of the party were not distinctly

visible. Our wounded officer, however, found the
opportunity too good to miss, and, raising himself
on his elbow, he fired at the nearest German,
whose appearance seemed to indicate that he, too,

might be an officer. Evidently he got him, be-

canse the German fell with a resounding flop and
a tremendons corse. The rest of the party then
seemed to disappear entirely, and we were just

congratnlating oursehres on bagging the officer

when we found sndden oanse to regret oar impet-
uosity.

Evidently our officer's shot, flashing out from
no-man's land, had attracted the German gunners.
After a lull of a minute or two they focussed their

fire in our direction. Typewriter-fire" is what
we call it—fifty or sixty shots in one shell-hole

and then fifty or sixty more in another, and so on
until all the shell-holes in that vicinity have been
searched out. But fortunately they failed to

locate onr particular hiding-place, protectee as it

was by a meager rise of ground, and toward morn-
ing we were able to sneak badk to onr listening-

post, where we reported to onr coloneL
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Four of the boys had **got theirs" that night

None of the wonnds were serions, however, though

three of them were sufficient to send the victims

to Blighty. The fourth had received a *'ciishey*'

wonnd in tiie fleshy part of his leg, and a few

weeks in one of the neighboring hospitals would

bring him around 0. K.

For the next two or three days nothing of any

particular importance happened, and we went

about our usual round of snipers' duties, but al-

ways wifh the feeling that something was com-

ing. The entire sector was extremely nervous,

and the constant action of the neighboring French

continued -to keep us on our toes.

I remember how one morning—^it was on a

Wednesday-—about two o'clock I was aroused

by a particolarly heavy bit of shelling, and I

hastened from my quarters up to the front line

to find out what the trouble might be. The shells

were not directed at the front line, but at the bat-

teries to the rear, and they seemed to be scream-

ing overhead in a solid sheet.

As 2 :30 drew near, we could hear them coming

closer and closer. They seemed to have shifted,

and were now sweeping the communication-

trenches just to the rear of the front line.

At three o'clock came the usual ** stand-to'*

order, and every one jumped on the firing step.
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thoroughly convinced that a German attack was
sohednled for the immediate future. From three
to four o'clock we paced nervously up and down
the trench, awaiting the signal from our listening-
post. At four o'clock we heard the rattle of mus-
ketry-fire out on our front, and immediately every
one was on the alert.

I hurriedly made my way to a little rise in the
trench, while the rest of the snipers ran back to
previously prepared positions about fifty yards
to the rear, where they calculated on becoming a
nasty menace to the Germans in our trench, should
they succeed in ^f>tting into it.

^
From my oh .en vantage-point I could indis-

tinctly see about two hundred and fifty yards in
each direction, and the hori2on within this radius
gave the appearance of being alive. In the semi-
misty darkness of iriy morning I could sense the
Germans coming, although I could not see them
with any degree of exactness. But as the min-
utes passed, the horizon assumed a steadier posi-
tion, and just under it I could see the Germans
coming on at a slow trot, massed shoulder to
shoulder as far as the eye could .reach in either
direction.

Our boys held their fire until the oncoming line

was plainly visible, and then we cut loose. Mean-
while word had been telephoned to the artillery
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to give 08 all the help they cooldi but in those

days artillery help, at the most, was asually about

ten or fifteen shells, so tn<tt it fell to ua to seek

our salvation through our rifle-sights.

By this time the Germans were plainly visible,

and individuals stood out and ceased to be merely

a part and parcel of a moving, heaving line. On
they came, until they were about thirty-five yards

from our front line. By that time extra macliiue-

gnns had been brought up from the seeond-line

trendi, and we were letting them have the full

benefit of two weeks of nervous waiting.

Twenty-five yards away from ns, and the fnll

effect of our fire became apparent. There were

huge gaps in the German line, and the closer they

came, the wider grew the gaps. Another ten

yards, and the result was in the balance. The

Germans halted. At this psychological moment,

by some stroke of fortune, we seemed able to di-

rect an extra stream of fire at them, and they

fell back to their own trenches. But at least two-

thirds of them were left behind, out in no-man's-

land.

Following this, everjrthing was qniet for fifteen

or twenty minutes. But then, apparently in re-

taliation for their defeat, the Germans started a

heavy shelling of onr front Hne.

Ten of ns were congregated in the trench at the
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mouth of two dugouts. One of these ran out
under no-man's-land, while the other ran back
toward the rear. I was standing at the mouth of
the one that ran toward the rear and was dis-

cussing the attack with four or five of the fellows

who were with me. We could hear the German
shells sweeping up and down about two hundred
yards to our right. Then, little by little, they
crept up toward us. One in advance of all the
others hit about fifty yards to our left; then an-
other—this time in direct line with ns—liit some
seventy-five yards to the rear.

At this juncture my guardian angel came down
and whispered in my ear, and for no reason what-
ever I stepped over to the entrance of the dugout
just opposite to the one at which I had been stand-

ing. I had hardly reached its doorway when
there came a scream like an express-train in a
tunnel, next a terrific flash that blotted out every-

thing, and then I felt myself engulfed as by a
mighty blanket which weighed down upon me with
tons of weight There was no pain, in fact, there

was no active sensation at alL Everything
seemed simply blotted out
When I came to, a sorry sigfet met my eye.

The shell, almost grf 'ng my head in its flight,

had buried itself in Ine threshold of the dugout
that I had just left. The force of the ensuing
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explosion had catapulted the earth under my feet

into the air, and with this earth went myself and

the dugout in front of whioh I t^tood. The entire

terrain thereabouts had come down upon yours

truly," and the main beam of the dugout reste d

snugly in the small of my back- I was flat on my
stomach, and my face was buried almost up to my
eyes in mud.

But at that I 'WBsnt nearly as ba^ off m
some of the other boyi. fosr who had been

standing in the ^higoat apposite me m been en-

tirely wiped ont of exirtenoe. Withm feet

of my head Porky Pete's feet stuck out. The rest

of him was boried onder the debitt wbkk held me
down.

Even as I took this in, I became aware of ter-

rific pain. It felt as though a great knife had
ripped from the sole of my foot up to the nape of

my neck. At intervals this died away entirely,

and I became convinced that my entire body had

been shot away. I remember wondering vaguely

if a man oooid live wi^Kmt las boc^, and then aU
worry about my body ceased as I foiad that I
r as totally incapd^ of moving my arms. Imme-
diately I conjured up tonrible pictures of how I

would look without my arms.

Until daylight I lay there helpless. The Ger-

mans eontiiraed a ternfie shotting, and it would
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have been utterly impossible for any of my oom-
rades to reach me. The entire trench had been
destroyed. The parapet for several yards in
either direction was gone, and any one attempting
to rescue me would have faced certain death.
At last, however, three of the fellows managed

to dig a shallow trench, which partially covered
them and enabled them to reach the collapsed dug-
out Forhmately for me, I was in a direct line
with their trench, and by seven o'clock they had
me out; but the rest of the poor devils who had
been with me when the shell hit were not taken
out until noon, or later, of the same day. Of the
ten in that laughing group before the two dug-
outs, only three of us remained alive.

I was hurried from the dugout to a dressing-
station slightly to the rear, where the medical
officer told me that he thought I was good for
Blighty. I had no notion of what was the matter
with me. I was dazed from shell-shock, and per-
sisted in believing that my entire body had been
shot away and that only my head was being car-
ried about At intervals I found considerable
amusement in observing myself in this sad pre-
dicament

During a ludd interval I saw a chap next to
me whose condition was infinitely worse than
mine and whose fortunes were no better. He had
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come over in one of the late drafts and had been

in a front-line trench bat two hoars when a shrap-

nel, exploding near him, gave him a jagged wound
and sent him back for a period of weeks. On his

retam he had been in the trench bat a scant half-

hour when another shrapnel picked him up, and
this time he was pretty badly done up.

With this fellow and three others who had "got
theirs" during the attack or the bombardment, I
was carried back through the communication-

trench to a little Ford ambulance that chattered

by the roadside. I happened to be placed on the

bottom layer of stretchers. Just above me was a
chap with his entire shoulder and head swathed
in bandages. He must have been badly wounded,
for the blood kept dripping down and hitting my
stretcher jost alongside my ear. Try as I would,
I cooldnt move my head, and all the way to Be-
tbone I heard this poor diap eaU for water and
felt the cKmstant iap4ap4ap of his Uood beside

me.

In Bethune I was put to bed in a convent, awut-
ing further diagnosis by the physician in charge.

On my right was a pale, wide-eyed chap, who from
time to time reached under his mattress to pull

out a tiny, tin tobacco-box from whi<di he took a
pinch of something.

Believing it to be his duly prescribed medicine,
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I thoDs^t nothing of it But as he continued his

exoorsions under 'the mattress, I noticed that he
endeavored to take his little dose mthont being

observed hy the orderlies or doctor. Medicine

requires no such fnrtiveness. Immediately my
suspicions were aroused.

When the medical officer came up to him, he

said:

"Well, young fellow, what seeris to be the

trouble with yout**

"I don't know, air,** replied the pale, wide-

eyed individual, '*lMn I think I have heart-

failure.*'

Thereupon tiie medical officer felt his pulse,

listened to his heart, and passed on.

The orderlies gossiped openly about the ter-

rific pulse of this otherwise apparently normal
young fellow. Somehow I could n't help connect-

ing his tin tobacco-box with his pulse, although I

had no reason for doing so.

Toward evening the M. O. in charge came in

and made directly for this same young chap. But
this time, instead of asking him what ailed him or

bow he felt, he lifted the mattress and pulled out

the little tin box which had awakened my suspi-

cions. Then, with a muttered oath and a dis-

gusted look <m his face, he turned to the orderly

and said:
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«Another one of those cordite-eaters I Send
him along and give him two or three weeks of

rest Then back to the front for himl"
Cordite is little more than gon-ootton, or nitro-

glycerine in BOM fonn, and of coarse is easOy
obtainable near the front It is likewise a very
active heart-stimulant, and as such I beUeve it is

often given prior to or following operations.

This wide-eyed young wiseacre, knowing this fact,

had partaken liberally of the substance, and as a
result his heart pounded like a twelve-cylinder

motor. Such symptoms, however, are becoming
well known to medical officers, and as a result

"heart failure" on the front line is becoming con-

siderably less prevalent than in the early days of

the war. Cordite-eaters are given scant encour-

agement, I may add.

After' the incident of the oordlte-eater another
load of wounded was brought in, and a Goorkha
was pat down at my left Hardly had he arrived

when my nostrils quivered under the most haunt-

ingly familiar, yet unfamiliar, odor. What was
it? Where was it? I could answer neither ques-

tion. As the minutes dragged along, it became
unbearable. I turned my head and scrutinized

the Indian. Certainly he was dirty enough to

create a stench, but not such a stendi as this. At
laat I could stand it no longer.
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"What smells soT" I asked the Goorkha.

His teeth gleamed, and in reply he shot out a
mixture of English and native jargon. About all

I could understand was a word that sounded
strangely like "souvenirs." For half an hour I
pondered. Souvenirs! Odor? I could see no
connection between the two.

In a fit of anger, I at length called the orderly.

He agreed with me that no odor like that belonged

in a hospital, and, like myself, he suspected the

Indian. But in reply to his questions, only an
excited medley of impossible English was forth-

coming. At last, in sheer desperation, I said,

"Look in his pack."

The orderly opened it, and recoiled in horror.

The Goorkha sat up, reached over, and pulled out

a string of six or eig^t human ears, purloined

from dead Germans.

"Souvenirs," he oadded delightedly. "Sou-
venirs!"

I presume that his family back home would re-

quire some physical proof of his prowess, and he,

poor savage, inspired perhaps by his peep into the

ways of enlightened kuUur, thought that his

string Ox awful "souvenirs'* would be his best

and most modem answer to them.

That evening the physician in charge, a major,

and a captain came in to diagnose my case and
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to settle my future disposition. They looked me

over, but as yet I was unable to find out from

them what ailed me. I heard them discussing my
troubles, however, and gathered that they would

not operate here, but that I would be passed on

to Blighty.

Immediately thereafter I was tagged and loaded

into an ambulance whidi took me to LiUers, where

we were pushed into a hospital-train bound for

Boulogne.

All this time I had been in a semi-dazed condi-

tion from shell-shock. It was only at intervals

that I seemed to regain my full and normal fac-

ulties, but the hospital-train brought me to com-

plete consciousness with a delightful shock.

If there is anything wonderful in the world, it

is a hospital-train. Here, for the first time since

I had come to France, I rested snugly between

sheets. And the springs! They were real

springs that rode yon comfortably, withoat jolt-

ing, as the tnun bumped over frogs and eroMings.

Then there were nurses, every one of them a beau-

tiful angeL The doctors, even thoog^ gmff and

hurried, seemed like no ordinary mortals. It was

tiie first time that I had not had to shift for my-

self, and I thoroughly enjoyed the luxury of being

wounded.

The food was wonderful, too. I don't remem-
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ber what we ate or how it was served, but I zha ']

never taste food as good as I did upon that hos-

pital-train. It all seemed like a dream at the

time, and I remember wondering vagniely when I

would awaken and find myself again in the front

line.

One of the nurses told me that we were bound
for the train-head of a sector some distance out-

side of Ypres. As we approached the town I
could distinctly hear the heavy shelling which has
damned Ypres since early in the war. Here we
were switched about, and finally, after only a little

delay, we were off for Boulogne.

At Boulogne hosts of ambulances met us, and
as mine was adjudged a serious case, I was de-

spatched to the hospital at Wimereux. This
hospital, however, was full to overflowing, and
we new arrivals were placed in tents. These
were huge affairs, almost as large as your circus-

tents. Here heaven itself readied down to us
again. It was early evening, and we went
through ihe luxury of a real bath, with warm
water and soap. Immediately following the bath,
I drowsed off. My cot happened to be near fhe
door, and as the orderlies and nurses went back
and forth constantly, I found it hard to sink into
real, solid slumber.

At last, through the exercise of will power, I
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did drop aS oompletefy, and immediately I was in

the front line wreatling with a hnsky Qerman.

Through the darkness oame a woman's voice. It

was urging me to stop, and I felt strong hands

upon my shoulder. I hung on to the German for

dear life, and endeavored to plant my teeth in his

leg. But still that woman 's voice kept coming out

of the dark at me. It bothered me. It didn't

belong; it was incongruous; and I awakened to

find myself on the floor, with both arms wrapped

around the leg of an orderly and my teeth buried

in the flap of his trousers. Even in my sleep I

still fought Germans, and I believe that my jaws

would have been looked in that orderly's trousers

to this day, had not the strange vdoe of a nurse

awakoiedme.

My nurse was a veteran of the Boer War, and

when I told her that I was a member of the Lon-

don Scottish, she took an extra interest in me and

told me that she would see if she could n't get me
home to Blighty. The following morning they

held a consultation over me, and I discovered for

the first time that there was a kink or a jolt or

something the matter with my spinal cord, which

affected my right leg. It was considerable of a

comfort to know that I had something definitely

the matter with me.

After the oonferenoe an orderly brought all my
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stuff to the side of my oot and broke the news to

me that I was bonnd for Blighty. I was loaded
into an ambnlanoe and moved to the wharf, where
a white hospital-ship was bein^ rapidly loaded
with hundreds of similar inert shapes on
stretchers.

Still it all seemed like a dream to me. The
transfer from the tense excitement of fighting to

the intense, almost oppressive quiet of a hospital-

ship seemed absolutely unreal. I actually kept

pinching myself in an endeavor to prove it all,

and all at once, either a dream or a reality.

The bed witii a mattress and springs, dozens of

nurses, the smell of the water, and the inevitable

noises of a dock helped to bring me around to a
full realization that at last I was bonnd for

Blighty and for home.

I had just inhaled a bteath of true exaltation

when the grim specter, Worry, again reached out

after me. Suppose the Huns should pick this

hospital-ship as a target for one of their torpe-

does I I dreaded to think of starting at all, and
seriously contemplated a request to be returned

to some hospital in France. While I was con-

sidering the advisability of so doing, the screw

began to chum and I resigned myself to my fate.

My mind was fully made up that mine was to be a
watery grave. Almost in tears, I confided to the
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nurse that I oonld not swim. She laughingly-

assnred me that there would be no occasion for

snch an accomplishment.

That ni£^t I connted eadi revohition of the

screw. Every time that it hesitated or spui ont

of the water in one of the hnge channel-seas I was
thoroughly convinced that we were taking onr last

phmge for Davy Jones' locker. Not a dram of

sleep passed my eyes, and I refused to believe

myself safe until I heard the nurse say that South-

ampton was only ten minutes away.

Here we were again loaded on stretchers, and

as I came down the gang-plank, feet first, I saw

the most beautiful sight that ever greeted the eyes

of man. It was home ! It was the Southampton

that I knew in real life! Those spires were no

mirage ; those taxfoabs were real ; the horses were

not drawing artillery caissons.

Stretched ont before me in long rows were am-
bulances by the hundreds, apparently, and what
looked like thousands of stretcher-bearers

marched in endless trains to and from the ship.

In the background were six or eight hospital-

trains and, earnest^ lesiring to be put in a hos-

pital as near home as possible, I called to one of

the oflScers, who was in charge of the loading of

the trains. I told him a sad tale of woe, but he

neatly and curtly informed me that I ought to be
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thankful to be home ai ill, and that I should not

be so forward as to attempt to pick my own hos-

pital.

Bat perhaps his bark was worse than bit Inte,

for I was loaded on a train bonnd for the hospital

that I most desired, the one at Cardift

Three hours later we were nnl«ided frtnn the

train under the eyes of half the town. Cheer

after dieer was given, and we were packed into

ambulances which rolled with woaderfid smooth-

ness to the immense hospital.

Here my uniform was removed, a i d in its placo

I received the usual blue hospitai jniform ar : a

"nighty." I hated to see my Scottish kilts leave

me, and, although it was strictly contrary to

orders, my nurse was kind enough to rescue them

and preserve them for me nntil my rotoase.

Soon after our anival Major Brooks, who was
one of the foremost snrgeons in Eq||and, omie in,

looked me over, and told me that iM w<nild oper-

ate on the following Wednesday. I asked the

nurse to wire my mother. She arrived on Mon-
day.

As I saw her coming through the door, ' knew
for a surety that I was really at home. Then I

knew that it was all over, at least for the time.

My mother was extremely brare. I do r ot know

whether she knew the seriousness of m} injury,



M the g-ave no oatwsrd signs of worry. With
botii aims dssped aroaad me, she kiued ro-

pei^edljy and I, bal^ that I wai, teoke down and
eried like a three- s ear-^ld, while ihe did h»r

ntmo^ to comfort me.

Knyf tr my bed stood thst ot a poor chap named
Gilr< y. Afv mv >r i n lediat h nade friends

with Mrs. f'Uro^ . Th<- i er; or wives of all

^ ^ serioubi woui < d em ed to spend the

entire iny ith th m ( irdi^'s homes
have becont * oardin ^ ue ration of

the "ai I le 1 "*al aepi comp te list of

theg )oai(ir -uou> iit constantly reterred the

xelai ves c pi lei lo them.

These housea, a uiu{^ they are not in any way
imder gmtnmmi oontr^ make no attempt what-

ever I preit im the mkfortimes of Htm

htardeia. 7%e rice's are moderate, and all the

enoievls of h<^3e-Iife are ext«ided to the me&
&d women . -1 .y therein.

In c ' pa ii with Gilroy, I was the luckiest

'nei Po< fellow, he had it right. A shrap-

m: )u liad penetrated just below his eye, to

'•on ml the back of his neck, a.id he was one

t = ders of the hospital world at that

.m Bu seemed to be in the best of spirits,

althongh constantly living under the great shadow.

When I arrived he had already been operated
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upon nve times, and both his nostrils and his

throat were plugged. He fed and breathed

through silver tubes, and to langfa was tempting
death.

Although our ward was devoted to the seri-

ously wounded oases, there was considerable mer-
riment, and as we grew accustomed to the luxury
of illness, we fell back upon our old habit of

grousing. The orderlies were a fruitful field for

our criticism. They were never there when moj t

wanted. They were usually out in the courtyard

shooting craps.

I remonber how one day, when one of the boys
down the room had shouted a partioolarly laugh-

able jest at a departing orderly, a jest that seemed
to tidde Gilroy immensely, he laughed as best a
man can lan|^ who has a silver tnbe for a throat

Then he stopped suddenly and became white as a
sheet.

**It 's coming on again," he mumbled, and all

of us boys began calling at once for nurses and
orderlies, for we knew that poor Gilroy was in

the process of having a hemorrhage.

The nurses came running, and the red screens

that stood for danger-signals were drawn around

poor Gilroy 's bed. Nurses and doctors hurried

to and fro. None of ns slept that night, despite

orders to lie back and forget it all It was not
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until morning that I myself dropped off. When

I awoke, my first question was for Gilroy.

"Oh, he *s all right," the nurse told me.

«<They expected to take him to the morgue last

ni^t, but they didn't have to."

Poor Gilroy seemed to have as many lives as

the proverbial cat. I last heard from him about

a year ago. He had survived nine operations and

had lived two years, despite all the Germans had

done to wipe him ont.

Wednesday, the day set for my operation,

came around swiftly enough. I was all dressed

up like an Egyj-'ian mummy and carried down to

a big white room that was directly underneath our

ward. The smell of ether was no stranger to me.

Indeed, it floated up from the operating-Toom into

our windows and constantly made us drowsy.

The operating-room mi|^t have been a factory

in full blast, so swifUy were they rolling men in

and ont One chap came out singing, "It 's a

Hot Time in the Old Town To-night." He had

lost a leg about three minutes before. Another

one kept shouting something about "the damned

Germans," and all the way down the corridor we

could hear him cursing the Gtermans and every-

thing Teutonic.

Amid such encouraging scenes I was wheeled in,

transferred to the operating table, and strapped
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down. Then some snnlight, filtering iarongh a

window, struck a neat case of knives. The order-

lies were polishing and sterilizing them. They

glistened like no knives that I have ever seen be-

fore or since. I didn't have much time to con-

template them, however, for a chap with nothing

but eyes clapped the ether-cone over my head and

told me to do the impossible—breathe naturally.

I took three or four breaths, choked, took an-

other and a deeper breath, and once again I was

at the front, fighting the Germans in a hand-to-

hand conflict in no-man's-land.

That night about ten o'clock I regained con-

sciousness. I would have borne up bravely under

the pain, had not the nurse, in a moment of forget-

fulness, told me that I could have a nice chidcen

dinner the next day. After an anesthetic, even a

chicken dinner is not alluring. The mere thought

of food proved the straw to break my stomach's

back, and for the next two or three hours I went

through all the throes of hospital nausea.

I shall not attempt to describe the pain and

nervous exhaustion that followed my operation.

My operation would be of no interest to you, and

your operation would be of no interest to me, al-

though I am thoroughly convinced that my opera-

tion and everything that followed it was the most

interesting operati'^n in the world.
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I found, on discussing operations with other

chaps in the hospital, that no one agreed as to the

most dangerous variety or the most aggn^avating

or most painful. One chap had had three toes re-

moved on account of **trendh-foot," and he was

loud in his protestations that the removal of three

toes was a ierrifio operation and unquestionably

the most interesting amputation in the category

of medical science. Poor Gilroy, who probably

could speak with more knowledge than any one

else, merely smiled a wan, feeble smile and gur-

gled something like "Wait until you have gone

through five of them, and then you can talk I'*

For many long weeks I was forced to lie with

my leg in a little coop, much like some petted pup.

Occasionally they let me up on crutches, to wander

about like a lost soul. Whenever I went out to

get any air or sunshine, I was placed on a wheeled

table.

One of the blessings of an English hospital is

the weekly concert. I remeinber one of these par-

tienlarly well, for Phyllis Dare, the soprano, was

scheduled, and I happmed to have known her very

well in London.

All of he chaps who were able to stand it, were

whet)' i! \it on the lawn, and I rested alongside of

a pool ' -ilow whose arms and legs were both gone.

We were in the front row. He was to give her a
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bouquet, as a token of the hospital's appreciation

of her -entertainment.

A sadder sight I have never seen. Miss Dare

finished her part of the program and walked

over to the chap who was to present her with the

flowers. She took them off his ohest, bent down

and kissed him, smiled, and then, womanlike, bnrst

into a flood of tears, running away behind a dunp
of bushes to hide her confusion.

Bnt, on the whole, such concerts did much to

cheer the fellows and to make the endless weeks

of routine in the hospital a little more bearable.

That night, however, the cheering effect of the

concert was blasted by the departure of old

Shaggy'* Grimes. *' Shaggy" was a street-

urchin in his early days, and to the end he re-

mained one of the wittiest soldiers I have ever

known. He seemed possessed of an indomitable

pluck. A shell had shattered his shoulder, and

gangrene had set in. They had taken his arm off

at the elbow first, and then at the shoulder.

Finally they had given him up as hopeless. But

''Shaggy" bore up under it with remarkable for-

titude.

Day by day he grew weaker and weaker, until

he was too far gone to go out and hear the concert

of Miss Dare. When they wheeled us back into

the ward, "Shaggy" was lying half-propped up
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on pillows and vaguely whistling an indetermi-

nate tone to himself. In answer to oar oha£Bng
he replied not a word, but oontinned this endless,

toneless tune. Suddooly he stopped, braced him-
self in the bed, and called for a dgarette. It was
immediately forthcoming. S<midiow we sus-

pected that "Shaggy" was on the last lap of his

journey to the Great Be>ond. He finished the

cigarette, carefully brushed the ashes from his

fingers, and then called out

:

Fellows, I 'm going; and I 'm going fast.*'

The next morning " Shaggy»s" bed was empty.
"Shaggy" had gone west.

"Visitors' Day" was another punctuation in

the hospital sentence. Our ward was particularly

fortonate on these days, because we had a number
of "aim cases.'' "Arm oases" are dtsj^ who
have their legs ai^ so can walk. It is their duty
on "Visitors' Day" to straggle oat into the cor-

ridor, look lonesome, and corral any and all pos-

sible visitors. The richer a ward is in "arm
cases," the greater ths number of ''solicitors" it

is likely to have in corridors, and the greater the

number of visitors it is assured of having.

Our visitors were almost always complete

strangers to us, although usually there were about
fifty per cent, of them who came every "Visitors*

Day," and so became familiar to us. There were



224 ''LADIES FBOM HELL''

poor people and rich people, and tb^ all bronght

their little gifts and deUoadet for th^ wounded

sddiers.

Different ones wonld piek GtA oertam soidi«n

and thereafter foeos their atlwtiaitfl m thipi to

the exdnsion of all others. A little six-year-old

girl picked me out and oalled me her ''haao.''

She used to bring me magazines and newspapers,

and, although she could hardly spell a word, she

endeavored to * * read" to me by the hour. At first

it was excruciatingly funny, but it grew monoto-

nous as the poor child spelled out word after

word, so slowly that I entirely lost the context of

a sentence before she half-finished it.

I have often had people ask me if the battle-

front does not make God seem a nearer, more per-

sonal being. Be that as it may, I do know that

Oommnnion in a hospital is one of the most un-

pressive sights I have ever witnessed. It is not

xaaoowmon to see either a priest or a minister giv-

ing Commnnion to the wounded. The little red

screens would be drawn about the bed, and some-

how it did not seem at all out of place. Chaps,

who in their former life would rather lose a finger

than admit that they ever went to church, saw

nothing amiss in taking Communion in view of

the entire ward.

I remember how one Sunday morning the Rev-
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erend Bailey came in, and how he held Communion
for us, while my mother knelt by my bedside. I
wept as only a wounded soldier can weep when
he finds himself through it all, done and com-
pletety finished. Yes, the battle-front, though it
be near heU itself, is mighty dose to God.
I might continue on indefhutely with detailed

descriptions of hospital life, of its sad and humor-
ous sides, for it has many of both. But, at best,
hospitals are good things to forget; hence I win
pass on and over the monotonous weeks of con-
valescence, until I was transferred to li^ duties
in London.

I had read of Zeppelin attacks in the London
papers, but I hardly thought that my first visit
to London after my return from the front would
be signaKsed Herr Zeppelin and his doughty
cohorts.

I had just kft the train at the depot and had
taken the »bos. It waa aboot tm o'eiod^ at night.
Suddenly, as I was passing the War OAee» ^e
anti-aircraft gun on the nxrf eradied out into the
night, and far up in the sky I could hear tiiat

miUar, thrioe-rq^ted plop of distantly eipk>ding
shrapnel.

Simultaneously with the explosion, myriads of
search-lights shot up into the night and watered
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back and forth like long, lean, aoensing flngen.

Gradually they converged, and five of them at

once foeoaed on a great sansage-like object, whidi,

nnder the blast of light, became illmninated until

it shone like silver.

In a great cnrve the Zeppelin swung over Lon-

don. I alighted from the 'bus at the Nelson Mon-
ument, the better to observe the raid. No one

seemed particularly frightened. Perhaps we
would have been if we had known how close we
were to the danger-point. I had hardly been at

the base of the monument for more than three

minutes when there came a terrific explosion and

a rush of air from about one hundred yards to my
rig^t ^th the crash came a jet of bhie flame

that seemed to leap almost as high as the Zeppe-

lin. They had dropped an incendiary bonib;vdiioh

had set off the gas-main, and only the ready action

of the London fire-department saved the city from

a nasty conflagration at this time.

After a shivering half-hour of expectation, the

horrible failed to happen and the raid was re-

ported to be over. As usual, little or ho military

damage had been done, and London settled back

into the humdrum harness of its usual tasks.

After serving for some time in the lighter jobs

about headquarters, I was finally given my dis-
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charge, as it soon became apparent that I conld

not stand either long marches or much standing,

owing to a badly injured tendon in my foot and
calf. And so, on January 21, 1916, I embarked
for Amerioa.



CHAPTER X

WHO WILL Win THS WABr—AHD HOW

I ARRIVED in America some little time before

your country entered the war.

During^ the past year or more, as an ez-soldier,

I have been called upon to travel about consider-

ably, and have had an opportunity to talk with

many and to observe widely. With the battle-

front ever fresh in my mind, I cannot help con-

trasting militant America with war-time London.

In the course of my travels I am asked the same

old question a dozen times a day. It is always

this:

"When will the war stop, and how will it stop?"

Here are really two questions which only a fool

would pretend to answer. Anything that I may
say will be only my personal opinion, and my only

authority will be my experience on the firing-line

and my close intimacy with America and her

people.

There is not one iota of donbt in my mind as to

who will win this war. There was no donbt in my
mind as to the ultimate winner from the moment
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that the news flashed back to London of the won-

derful stand taken by onr London Scottish on
Hallowe'en Nifl^t TJltimately the AUies—and
yon are one of us—will win, and it will be no
"Peace without Victory."

Immediately the pessimists—we need pessi-

mists in order to keep our proper mratal bal-

ance—will arise and sketch a picture something
after this fashion

:

"Germany is to-day the winner. Territorially

she has gained twice, yes, thrice as much as was
originally called for by her ambitious program
of militarism. To-day Germany controls a vast

and fertile territory which is far preferable to

her and far more precious than her malaria-ridden

colonies in Africa and elsewhere."

Tes, I win agree that to-day Oermany is a win-

ner in so far as territorial aggrandisement is con-

cerned. Bnt the war has only begon. It has only

passed through the first two id its three phases.

Back when I knew the smell of smoke and powder
we were nearing the end of the first phase, the

phase of retreat, of "strategical retreat" made
famous and ludicrous by Hindenburg. During
this period England and France were gather-

ing their forces and were exercising their muscles

in preparation for the struggle to come.

Then came the second phase, when these new-
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foQud muscles tightened and the line held, and
Qermany stopped advancing. We are now in the

last stages of the second phase. We now know
that those bands of men and steel which snrronnd

Gennany can hold her indefinitely, forever, if

necessary.

The third and final stage of the war is approach-

ing, wlien the strength which wo have been build

ing up during these years will be expended in a

mighty spring that will stop little short of Berlin

itself.

This third stage may continue as long or longer

than the first two stages combined, but it is near,

and Germany knows it is near.

I have said that I knew the ultimate winner

from the beginning. I knew it far better after I

had fooj^t the €krmau and tested his spirit.

What wins a war? It is the spirit of the fighter,

reinforced by the spirit of the people bade home
and by the mechanical aids of your mmiition fac-

tories. The German fighter is lacltmg f» ihia

spirit.

Do not misunderstand me. The German is a

splendid, a tremendous fighter, but only when he

is fighting en masse. Individually, he is a coward

at heart, and has none of the righteous anger be-

hind him that inspires the Allied soldiers. He
fights because he is ordered to fight, beeanse he
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win fao0 certain desth if he does not fight. His
arm ia not iteeled 1^ the cry of hnmanity nor by
the oriea of mnrdered womin and ohiMren.

It ia beoaoae the German doea not fi^t for the
love of righteons fighting, bnt beeaoae he ia or-
dered to fight, that T know we Allies will win. It
is not in the book that the Germans shall oimie ont
victorious. It was not in the book when a mere
handful of British stood off the German hosta at
the Battle of Mens.

The i:ltimate victor in this war was forecast
when the French forced back the German hordes
at the Mame. When the Germans made their

drive on Calais and failed, the victor of this strug-
gle was again foretold. When the Belgian ports
failed to fall into Germar Jmds through Ypres,
the lAimate victor waa once /<*>^ prophei^d.
Germany *8 early drive t:noj^b Bnsaia failed;

at Verdun she failed ; in Itaiv ah© failed. Always
she falls short. And whyt
Germany to-day fights as a machine, and ma-

chines have their limitations. Germany's sol-

diers %ht as machines. Ther.. none of the
spirit in the German soldier to drive him on
against tremendous odds. Had there been this

spirit at the Mame, at the Mons, at Verdun, or
at Ci^is, Germany would have been *iie vic-

iar to-day, a^ Bngland, France, Italy, and
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America, too, would at this moment be <mt-

stretohed in prayer before the feet of WUhelm der

Qro88e,

Germany to-day is in a steel oage, and the bars

are slowly closing round her, as did the walls of

Poe 's horrid chamber. Behind those walls, push-

ing them closer and closer, stand the upraised

hands of all civilized hmnanity. These hands are

steeled by necessity, for, should the Germans win
by fluke or otherwise, the world from that day
forward would become a tool, an abased tool, of

German treachery and bribe.

The civilized world, whether or not it has for-

mally enlisted on the side of the Allies, realizes

this to-day. England most fight on, because,

should she stop and should Germany become the

ultimate victor, England's sea-power would be
taken away. With it would go England. Com-
mercially, she would be subjected to the point of

extinction. France is steeled by dire necessity,

for, should Germany win, there would be no more
France.

And you Americans! Why will you fight on
and on when your time comes, as we are now
fighting f Because, should Germany win, you
know as well as I where her greedy eyes wmild
gaze. She does not want crowded BngUind. She
would be amply wptadf were England merely
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foroed to pay tribute to her iron heel of the future.
Gtmany wants a plaoe In which she may expand,
where her people may grow and grow, until by
sheer foroe of nmnbers der DeuMtkmd oaven
the earth. She eamiot grow in iBngiati^ Tl»re
is none too nraoh spaoe in France or in any sonny
spot in Europe. But no one knows better than
you the colossal opportunities for growth and
advancement in your own America.
South America, by evasion of the Monroe Doc-

trine, has already become thoroughly Germanized
commercially and to a large extent educationally.

Germany can absorb South America without South
Amerioa becoming cognizant of the fact. Until
this war and the resultant hatred which it en-

g^wed» Germany ooold foresee in the near fu-
ture the doBunatiQn, the absorption of South
America praetieally, if not poUtifially.

The only spot remaining on this earth wwih
the seeking is your own land, and you may rest
assured that, should Germany win the war, it will

be at your fertile fields and teeming oities that the
kaiser will point his Judas 's finger.

Of course you know all this. I have merely
been rehearsing an old, old story. But you do
not realize it in its full truth and strength. Like
the descriptions of a city in your geography of
sdiod-days, it is nothing but black type. It lacks
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the life and truth which an actnal visit to tliat

city would hrl . g. Some day, pernaps, when yoiar

first casualties come aoross to you in terrifie mmi-

bersi when war readies its hand into your home

and yonr ueis^bor's h<»ne, perhaps ikm yov wiH

realize the foil truth of what I have been saying

and the p<M9sibilities that await you should Qer-

many prove the ultimate victor. Only when you

realize this wiQ America be in the war as Eng-

land is, as Franco is, as Italy is—in the war until

our soldiers address their mail, "Somewhere in

Germany.'*

Who will win the war?

Let me answer the question in this way. Place

yourselves in the grandstand of a raee-oonrse.

Before yon stretch two tra<^ one smooth and

straight, the other tprtnons, fiBed with nibbish

and debris, eross-hatohed with ditohes. On the

smooth tradL nms a sleek horse, trained to the

last minute, with a handicap of a quarter of a

mile in its favor. That horse is Germany. On
the other track runs a black horse, driven by an

amateur. At the start the dark horse is a quarter

of a mile behind its sleek antagonist, but grad-

ually, despite the disadvantages, it decreases the

distance between itself and its competitor until

at tlie half-mile post the horses are neck and neck.

Which is the better horse?
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Germany, with forty years ot preparation and

training, after tmu yean ei war iads herself

only Beds and mtk with hw asalenr antagoniit

i4o it vammg ^ raee amid the pitfalki aad

p«nla of the stma^ itself. IMer these eeo-

ditioBS whidb is tite better horse, the one with

forty years of training or the dark horse, driven

by an amatenr, who has cqaaled the record of its

antagonist at only the half-mile post? Which is

the better horse, and on which horse will you place

your money?

It is because we Allies are beating Germany at

her own game, despite untold difficulties in our

path, that I unquestionably predict the ultimate

victory of the AUied armies. This yiotory will

oome throogh no eeBapse <^ the German nati<Hi.

Ultimate victory win be won, in all probability, by

sheer force of arms.

Qermany to-day is surrounded by her armies,

concreted into trenches that stretch for miles and

miles behind her front line. We will have to Uast

them back, sometimes inch by inch.

To-day, so I am reliably informed, there is a

gun—and by this I do not mean a rifle, but a

machine-gun or one of larger caliber—every nine

feet along the Allied front. Before this war can

be won these mouths of steel must lock their

wheels and stretch fr<mi Calais almost to Con-
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stantinople, a solid line of protest against the

dream of Attila.

All this will take time. All this loH take am-

munition in abondaoee. To gnide aad dix«el ti»

fire of this 8teel4oi«aed Une mH take^ aid of

hundreds, yes, humdreda of iho ummda at a&r»-

planes. To biiild them and to train the aadalefs

will take time. To bniU op reserve stores of

ammnnition, fitted for days and weelu oi aeUd

shelling, will take time.

But in the meantime Germany is growing

weaker. Father Time is on the side of the Allies.

Meanwhile Germany is the losing winner. She

cannot advance, and she faces an ultimate defeat

as slow, but as certain, as death itself.

Her submarine, which she has held up to her

believing and gnllihle populace, will shortly gasp

out its last ffiekerii^r)H«ath of life. It may ding

to existaioe tiinaiinn^, it may Hnger <m indefi-

nitdy, bat its in the seales of victory will

beoootte ever moie sei^gilde. Germany's subma-

rine hopes were built on a false conception. At

first she thou^t that by torpedoing ships she

would frighten the seamen from their duty. In

this belief she erred. Then by sinking sperlos

versinkt, or "without leaving any trace," she

thought to reinforce the horror of her submarine

and to inspire in all seafaring men such a terror
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of her "frightfulness" that they would refuse to

man the ships. England would thus he starved,

and Amariea would be est off from all partiapa-

tioii in the war. In this belief ihe likewise erred,

bat not witboat extendbig ''frij^tfnlnem" to iti

mttcrmoflt limits.

Can you American! imngine anything more hor-

rible than sinking a peaceful, neutral ship laden

with inoffensive men and women? Germans can.

They can sink such a ship, and then the subma-

rine commander can climb out upon his little con-

ning-tower and direct the life-boats to gather to-

gether and to link themselves with rope, so that

he may the better *
' tow them nearer land. ' * Then

the German submarine commander can tie one end

of this hawser to his damnable craft and submerge

for fifty or one hundred feet, towing the entire

company down to an i^ depth below the billows

of the North Sea.

But even this hell-bom program failed, and
to-day the solnnarino is gasping out its life. It

is proving merely a tonic to recruiting in Eng-
land and in your country. It is proving a boom-
erang to Germany. It has aroused the world

against Germany as nothing else could, and it will

ultimately go the way of the Zeppelin, a proven

failure so far as military effectiveness is con-

cerned.
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There are those who would like to see the end of

this war come quickly through a Germany starved

into subjection. I, too, would like to hold out

this hope, but I cannot. Germany to-day has un-

der cultivation, with truly Teutonio effidenoy, a

tremendous acreage of land. This is being colti-

vated by her womenfolk, whom she has tnuned

through generations of hard labor to withstand

the rigors of agricultural work. Her transporta-

tion facilities, while somewhat weakened by the

enormous strain of war, are still able to carry

sufficient sustenance to keep her people breathing

and working. Germany can, and probably will,

fight on until her people realize the utter idiocy

of it all.

But will they ever realize itt That brings to

mind the eternal question, "Will Germany become

a democracy?" I believe that she will, but not

until this war is over. The force that win de-

mocratize Germany will be the flash of bayonets

in Beriin, Allied bayonets. You need not look

for an insurrection in Germany un^ that hour.

To-day the German people are doped with a

hypodermic of egotism. They have no more idea

of their losses than has a native of the Fiji Isles.

No black clothing or crape is permitted to be

worn in Germany, for the wearing thereof would

disclose the losses, and the Teuton War Office



WHO WILL WIN THE WAB 239

does not oare to have the people know how heav-

ily they are infferiiig.

Oennany does not pabUah a list of her dead
and wonnded. If yon have a relative or a friend

in the German army, yon niiut go to a "bnrean"
and inquire privately to ascertain his fate. The
aborted brain which planned this war took good
care to see that its cost should be hidden from the

people. And not its cost in men alone, but in

money, likewise, for the Gorman system of financ-

ing this war is based on a clear scheme of robbing

Peter to pay Paul, and then robbing Paul to pay
Peter bade again. Both robberies are accom-

plished with the ntmost akill and despatdh, so

that the victim never realiiea it and remains

dreaming as pleasantly as the Chinese opinm
smoker.

Yon need look for no insurrection in Germany,
because the German people do not know what is

happening to-day. My sister was governess to

the children of Count von Biilow. She was in Ger-

many until six months after the declaration of

war, and when she returned she was tremendously

surprised to see that London was not a mass of

ashes. She was also agreeably shocked to learn

that the English fleet had not been wiped out, as

she and the German people had been led to sup-

pose.
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which now sarrounds them has tightened until

their own cities are at stake, they will at the same
time awaken to the fact that they have been
drugged and misguided by a self-seeking aris-

tocracy. Then Germany, all Germany, will torn

like wolves at bay, and democracy wiU replace

autocracy, perhaps with the suddenness and en-

thusiasm that characterised the same change in

Russia.

In the meantime, with all due respect to your
President, I would like to take issue with his state-

ment that we are fighting not the German people,

but the German ruling class. Permit me to use
a homely simile and to ask a homely question. If

yon were walking down a street and a dog ran out

to bite yon, and iid Inte you, would yon vent yonr
spleen solely on the owner of the dog, or would
yon tnm yonr hatred cm. the dog itselft

The German people to-day are the dogs, and
they are playing the part of the dog. It is the

frightfuhiefis of the people that kills us. It may
have been conceived in the Wilhelmstrasse or
among the pleasant forests of the kaiser's own
preserves, but, mark you, it is the German people
who perpetrate the atrocities. It is the common,
middle-class women of Germany who delight in

holding a cup of water to the parched lips of a
woonded Ally soldier, only to dash it away and
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spit in his fnco iu derision. It is the German

people who cut our soldiers' throats from ear to

ear and who give no mercy, though they beg for

it so vehemently when comertd.

Our problem to-day may be to wipe out QuilMii

mtocracy, but the only way to do it it to march

traight through solid edsBas of MtoorMf-dmnk

teeopt, the Oermaa people, toddoi with years of

trahiii^ imder German propaganda.

My experioioe in the trenches would indicate

that we need worry little about Kaiser Wilhelm

or his sons. They are safe, far to the rear. It

is the people of Germany who gave me my wound,

and it is the people whom we must first extermi-

nate before junkerdom will fall.

Orily because the Germans have proven them-

setves such willing victims of the propaganda of

the Wilhehnstrasse can yon blame them. Even

here in America, in your own United States, you

see the wiUbgness of some Germans to lay aside

all rules of war and love in thdr mad efforts to

further the progress of aatoeraey. You hear a

great deal about pro-Germans in your country to-

day, and you worry much about them. Person-

ally, I feel sorry for any man who may rightly

be called a pro-German.

The pro-German to-day is a man without a coun-

try. In your land he is detested, and in Germany
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he is hated with a hatred that knows no bounds,

for he failed to deliver your country, bound hand
ad foot, into tht oatitretohed palms of the kaiser.

TIm pro-Oemuui failed to give Germany sufficient

ftmdt witk wlUeh to mrrjr OB the war. Not only
that, but there are other orimea laid againat him.
He failed to enliat in the German anny, as he
should have done, and he failed to aead hii aona
to enlist. Then, last and most terriUe of all, he
failed to split your United States asunder. All
this he should have done, had he been a true Ger-
man. But he proved false to his trust, and, like

Judas of old, be is hated for his falsity by every
true German.

Therefore, the man who calls himself a pro-

German ia a fooL He ia not wanted in any civil-

ised land to<lay. When thia war is over there

will be no land big enough to h<^ him. His own
country will disown him, and every other eonntry
on the face of the globe will brand him with the
mark of Cain. The pro-Qennan of to-dsy had
best get on the winning side, not only openly and
in public, but in his own chamber as well. If

for no other reason than a selfish one, he will find

it wise to align himself with the forces of de-

mocracy.

I have said that we Allies will win the war.

Let me carry that one step farther. Every build-
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bag, no matter how huge, has its foundation and

oomer-stone, and the fonndaticm and corner-stone

of an Allied victory is not your man in the trench,

your picturesque flag-bearer, nor your gilded gen-

eral. It is the unromantic, toil-stained, oil-bespat-

|[ tered laboring man back home.

In Washington to-day they say that six and

one half men are required to support each fight-

ing man. This being the case, when you get your

five million men over on the fighting-line, you will

require some thirty-two and one half million men
to support them. In other words, thirty-eight

million men will be withdrawn from normal pur-

suits.

There are in your country, I believe, only forty-

five million men between the ages of 18 and 45.

With thirty-eij^t million of them devoting their

energies to war-time inc^nstry, yon will have but

seven million to carry on the petty affairs of peace-

ful times. In short, some eighty per cent, of yoar

laboring men will be directing their energies

trenchward, and it will require all their eneigies

throughout every moment of the day.

You have no idea,—you who have tasted of war
so lightly,—of the tremendous demands of a mod-

em "drive." Only a short time ago we British-

ers, on a twenty-mile front during a four-day of-

fensive, fired more than eleven million shells.
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Compare to-day's straggle in its hngeness with

your own great battles of the CivU War. Your
Oeneral Sherman, daring his famous march from

Atlanta to the sea, carried as his total supply of

ammunition only as many rounds for each field-

piece as a modern French *' seventy-five" would

fire away in some seven minutes.

Perhaps you will glean from this some little

inkling of the enormity of the front-line's appe-

tite. And every one of these requirements come

from the hands of the unromantio laboring man.

Heisfhe one who holds the balance of victory to-

day.

The aide, irrespective of right or wraa^y whioii

ean longest keep her laboring men working at

their mightiest, will be the side to win. Germany

to-day would be much farther back than she iSi

had there been a sufficient supply of shells at our

conunand, and we will not blast her forces back-

ward until our supply of shells and artillery is

doubled, tripled, yes, quadrupled.

All this spells only one thing—labor. It is the

laboring man who must decide to-day whether or

not he pleases in the future to serve as the tool

of Qerman autocracy or as the free servant of a

free democracy. It is the laboring man, and he

alone, who will put ns in Berlin. Our air fleets,

onr ship-building programme, our everything^
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hang upon his beck and nod. Will he prove trne

to this mighty tnutt He can make his bed as he

wills—to-day.

And here I must risk your displeasure by criti-

cism. But before I do so let me say that I know

you will find the solution of the problem that now
besets you. We had the same problem in Eng-

land and throughout the British Empire at the

beginning of the war. But we solved it
;
Germany

helped us with her "Zepps." To-day you face

the selfsame problem; to-day you are only ''mud-

dling throitgfa."

InEni^d at this moment there is hardly a sonl

who is not keenly alive to the tremffindoitt impor-

tance of labor. Ton already know that over a
million women are working in our mnsitioii-fae-

tories, but do you know that these women are nol

''working women*' in the ordinary sense of the

word. They are women of the middle, yes, the

higher classes. Some work eight hours a day;

others leave their babies at kindergartens and

work for three or four hours before returning to

feed their children, and then return to work again.

In the department-stores, in all walks of life, you

find society-women working as waitresses, as

clerks, and as stenographers. There is hardly a
woman in Great Britain to-day who is ahamtieaa

enongh to say that she does not work for her liv-
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ing. I know of men hifl^ op in fhe oonunerdal

life of onr land, men who before the war hod on-

numbered automobiles and whose hoaara are pa-

latial mansions, who to-day take it as a matter of

course that their wives and daughters should

work either in their own offices or in the stores or

shops of England.

In short, every soul in England to-day is alive

to the tremendous necessity for conserving labor

and for making the utmost of every hour of the

day. Every energy in England is devoted toward

only one thing—the winning of the war.

Those fnr-olad women who go down nine in

the morning to serve as deilES in fbe departmeni-

stores of London do not do It for sweet diarity's

sake. TbiBf do not brag mdodioasly ttf the num-

ber <rf sweaters tb^ have knitted or the number

of socks they have presented to our soldiers. All

that is taken for granted ; it is only natural. They

do not even brag of the fact that they work. It

is only the natural and normal thing to do in

England to-day.

Contrast this with your country. I am a little

amused at times to hear your women—and your

men, too—tell of their mighty deeds of valor.

Can you blame me? I come from a land where

every nerve is strained to its utmost to win the

war. I come to a land where the nttamost
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bounds of patriotism seem to be the purchase of

Liberty Bonds or the knitting of socks. Wait
until you get into it, my good friends, and then

you will know why I smile a little sadl ^ to myself

as I compare England of to-day with your own
United States. It is an unfair comparison, per-

haps, and, anyway, you are not to be blamed.

You are at war only diplomatically and to a cer-

tain extent physically. You are not at war spir-

itually, and for this you are in no way at fault.

There are a number of reasons for your pres-

ent state of coma. In the first place, yon never
really went to war. Yon jnst drifted warward.
Yon jnst ooeed into the war. Yon were told be-

fore you declared war that you were ''drifting

into a world aflame.'' But so slowly did yon
progress from peace to war that the process oeear

sioned you no discomfort or mental torture en
route.

Furthermore, the war is a long \.ay off from
you. Its horrors are as yet unreal. They are a
thing apart from you, just as they were In Eng-
land a/t first. Some day war .7ill become a stem
reality to you. It will burst in on you, and then
the purchase of a Liberty Bond or the knitting

of a sweater will cease to be the apex of your
patriotism.

There is s^ another reason why your people
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are not yet fully cognizant of this war. Yon
lacked a psychological moment for its declaration.

Every war which yon have had to date has been

declared when some incident has aroused your

imagination and stung your fury. In 1898 you
had your Maine, and behind your armies, surging

Bonthward, rose the battle-cry, **Bemember the

Uamet** In 1861 yoa had your Snznter and
yocr Boll Bon, and the mob was stung the in-

snlt to thmr flag. Even your Bevolntiionary fore-

fathers had their little '*Tea-Party" down in Bos-

ton.

In short, if yon will scan tlie horizon of demo-

cratic wars, you will usually find some incident

which has set off the bombshell of popular wrath

and goaded your nation into action.

But this war had no such psychological mo-

ment, no such bombshell to fire the public pulse.

When the Lusitania sank was the one large and

thriving psychological moment. But for per-

fectly legitimate reasons you postponed action at

that time. Had yon dedared war then, I folly

believe that one hundred million raving maniaiw

would have risen np, and only a little heat, ap-

plied ai intervab, woold have kept yoa fighting

hot while yoor swoids were bdng forged trcm.

plowshares.

But yoa did not declare war then, and in the in-
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tervening time your righteous anger petered away
and left you cold and calloused to the lesser shocks

that ensued. Then, when you did declare war,

you declared it long after the psychological mo-
ment for its declaration had passed. Tou had
lost interest in the thing, and, as a result o this

day yon are at war only mentally and ; jmat-

ically. Ton are not at war spirUuaUff, jf'on are

not willing to give and give and keep on giving.

Tour emoticma still need to be aroused, for the

emotions of a people are not negligible assets;

they are not valueless. NO I

What was it stood off the Teuton hordes at

Mons, at the Mame, and at Verdun? Was it the

scanty stream of shells and shrapnel? It was
not. It was the emotions of the men in our

trenohes. It was the .emotions of the men back

home. It was the emotions of the women who
gave the men.

What America needs to-day is what England

needed during the first months of the war—some-
thing to fire the imagination, to aroose the popu-

lar fnry. What America needs above all else is

some one who will snatch a brand from the fire

across the sea and pass it on to the hands and
hearts and homes of the American nation. Sndi
a man will do more good than he who builds a
hundred ships or makes a hundred thousand shells,
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for he will make America fghting mad, from boot-,

black to banker, and resolved to do her utmost,

utterly regardless of the price.

I criticize, though I realize full well that to day

there are those who look upon the critic as close

kin to the pro-Oerman. Tour country has been

beiieged with oritioB. You have had so many of

them that they have deafened your ears to all

eritieiam, be it oonatmetiye or dettmetive. This

is not the rig^t condition. Yoor great r^uMio
was built xxpon the rook of pnblic eritidsm, and

the man who silences critieism to-day is strangii f
the very thing that gave your nation birth.

But no nation, least of all your own, in times

such as these has room for the critic who brings

no constxuctive suggestion with him. I hope to

extricatf* myself from this class, not alone for

selfisL ry
> , but because I hope to bring just

a wee a .^o to America, a message culled from

my knowledge of England and the Allied fighting-

line.

To-day I think yon will agree with me whm I

repeat that few of yon are at war in ang^t bat a
^plomatie and physioal sense. Yon are not at

war emoUonatty. In yonr saner moments yoa

frankly admit it, and you are indmed to smile

with me at yoor conceit. You have not as yet be-

gun to pool yoor selfish mterests for ih» o<nnmon
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good. Your workmen, even those eng^ed di-

rectly in war-time industries, feel free to strike.

Your silk-stockinged aristocracy—some of them—
do not blnih at profiteering. You let your irre-

sponsible rabblo tie up the production of timber
for aeroplanes and ships. Negligence or inexpe-
rience ties np the prodaetion of war materials.
There is no erime In that, perhaps. The erime
rests on you, on yon who eahnly sit and knit and
give from your surplus to liberty loans, on yon
who do nothing and then like to say that yoa are
** suffering all the privations of war."
But you are not. You know you are not The

war has not stretched its ghastly finger into your
homes. You are not really at war. What you
need is some awful shock to arouse you from your
justifiable lethargy. What you need is a bomb-
shell dropped blazing into your land. What you
need is a aalesmm to seU this war to you.

Wars have to be sold to a free and democratic
oonntry. Usually they are automatically soM on
the declaration, as was yonr Spanish-Amerioan
War, your Civil War, and yoor Bevolntion. Bot
this war, let me repeat, owing to the dronmstances
surrounding its declaration, had no such bomb-
shell connected with your declaration, and the re-

sult is that some one must go at the job of selling

this war to the hearts of the American people in
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the same thorough manner in which yon have gone

at the job of selling the war to the heads of the

American people.

America is not "sold** to-day. The educated

minority are * * sold * * to a certain extent. But how

about the man in the street, the laboring man, the

vast bulk of your population, the man upon whom
the fate of this war and the fate of America now

hangsf Oo out and talk with the man in the

streets, and then form your o|Hni<m as to ^diether

or not Ameriea is willing to ghre her aE
It will take an appeal to your emoiiona to con-

ramiuite the sale of this war. Emotions are the

factors which bring about every sale, be it for

house-paint, automobiles, or wars. Wars are

fought by men, machines, and money, but wars

are won by the emotions which actuate those men,

by the emotions which actuate those machines and

that money.

My hope and prayer to-day is that America will

not have to wait until the clouds of war bang low

over her streets. I pray that she will not have to

wait until her avenues stream with maimed and

crippled men. Before^t tee eomee I hope that

some master taleeman, some hnman engineer, wiB

nte np and toaoh the spark that will set your emo-

tional fires to barmng. Before that time oomes

I hope that Ameriea wiH awakoi to the very nttei^
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most fiber of her soul, and wiU tteel herself with
the wrath of a nation aroused to a fighting pitch.

For when your boys go over the top they H
want to know that they have behind them not just

the cold, insensate money of the American people

;

they '11 want to know that they have behind them
the heart and soul of the American people.

They 11 want to know that the American people

are going. ov«r the top with them, and that they

are flghtiiig mad and retolTed to do their ntmoti
legardleM of the oott

We—an of iia-^waiit America to be an ally with
strong, hot pnlsei, and not jntt the palshig of
shallow, shoddy sympathies, beeanse when the
history of this war is writtm we want America's
finger to reach down into every line. We want
your impress on the book of German fate.

If you are to be an ally, we want you to be an
ally fired with the emotions which fire Great Brit-

ain, the emotions which fire poor, shattered

France. We want you to be an ally at war not

with your men, not with your money, not with

yoor machines. NO I We want you to be an ally

at war with yonr emotions, at war with your
hearts, at war with yoor inmost and nttermost












