











THE SOUL OF THE WAR

By PHILIP GIBLS

PRESS OPINIONS

“ A living plece of literature, dignified, unhysterical and strong . . . llkely":rr ’
z‘u-vive a3 an hla?orlca.lh document among the most suggestive and significant of its

me. T Melearaph.

‘“ Mr. Gibbs has the mind of the descriptive writer, but what he has seen has got
hold of his soul, so that he writes with pass’ n, and witan a depth of feeling that sha.
off the conventions of journalism. . . . O e of the books that will outlast the w’r."
—Daily Graphsc.

““ One of the half-dogen war books that ave any real value.”—Da+#/: Ezpress.

‘“ Has brought before us with an amy :ing clarity a panors- .4 of invasion and
retreat ; he has nted for as the Soul o’ Paris, brave, sensitive, and wayward ; and
he has shown us how the horrors of war ha ¢ struck one who holds that war ir *he @ery
worst of human crimes.”’—Daily Mai’ -

“* A splendid and fascinating book of realistic adventure."—Standard.

“ A moving and sincere book of brilliant impre-sionism . . . the book iz valuable ;
it is so plainly true.””—T'imes. t

“ By far the most vivid and realistic book on war so far g:ljhmhed e e B llviltlg
book—and & book that will continue to live . , . a real live tull-blooded book, wi
a human story on every page.'’—=Sheffield Dasly Telegraph.

“ THE SOUL 0¥ THE WAR combines all the vividness of journslism written on the
8] with much of the considered judgment of a man who can collate his first impres-

ons. Mr. Gibbs, too, has written with the deep desire, ‘ the sacred duty of preventing
arother war like this." He has determineu to etch its images of cruelty into the
brains of his readers.” And he succeeds.”’—F'teld.

** Not a book fo: the faint-hearted or the empty-headed—if there be any such
*.ft. The others should read it for its truth, its sincerity and the candour of its
criticism.”—Punch. . N

‘ Just before going to bed last night I picked up Philip Gibbs’ book ‘* THR SOUL OF
THE WAR." I read on and on until three o’clock this morning. It is vivid, compelling, .
with fine splashes of raw, red truth.”’—FHuvensing N ews.

* This delightful book. . . . Poetry runs through the book and deep feeling, and
a very human sympathy with suffering. . . . admirably written, with a very clear
insight. Its style is lively and entertalning. Nothing nearly so good has yet been
written on the subject.”’—Globe.

‘“*THE SOUL OF THE WAR' is calculated better than any book I have read to
stimulate the somewhat sluggish British imagin..iion into a realization of the insanit;
and savagery of war generally, and of the special senselessness and devilishness of thi
titanic conflict.”’—Z'ruth.

* This war is sure to produce some fine books: it can scarcely produce a finer
than this one Mr. Philip Gibbs bas written. It is moviug, human, keenly seen, grav.ly
handled, and excelleutly written, and it makes an appeal to the senses that is a’ ._4t
enormous in its coge icy. . . . That story is perhaps one of the severest indictments o
war Mr. Phi¥*p Gibbs could make. It is part of his great scheme of illumination. H'a
book is cer.ainly valuable, and those who miss reading it are missing one of the most
essential and powerful documents bearing on Armageddon.”—7'.P.’s Journal.

“* One of the most readable books yet published . . . fllled with love and pity, and
is written with the natural and unforced sense of style that can never failelo appeal.”
—IUustrated London News.

‘¢ A very striking phantasmagoria . . . the present volume seems to us to mark
his greatest literary sucocess.’’—Spectator.
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THE BATTLES CF THE SOMME

INTROI'UCTION

THE COMING OF 122E NEW ARMIES

Ix this book I have put tegcther the articles which I have
written day by day for mgqre than three months, since that
first day of July 1916 when hundreds of thousands of British
troops rose out of the ditches held against the enemy for nearly
two yecars of trench warfare, advanced over open country
upon the most formidable system of defencce ever organized
by great armies, and began a serics of battles as fierce and
bloody as anything the old earth has seen on such a stretch
of ground sincc the beginning of human strife.

Before July 1 1 had an idea of writing a book about all that
I had seen for ncarly eighteen months, since I abandoned the
hazardous game of a free-lance in the war-zones of France and
Belgium (to me those were the great and wonderful days)
and became officially accredited as a correspondent with the
British armies in the*ficld. I had scen a good deal in the
tren®Mes and bchind the lines—ncarly all there was to see—
&h stationary warfare from Ypres to the Somme, and enough
to undcrstand with cvery nerve in my body not only the
abominatign of this doom which put fine sensitive men into
dirty mudholes and sinister ruins, in exile from the comforts
and bedguty and decency of life, under the continual menace
of death or imutilation, but also the valour of great numbers
of simple souls who hated it all and yet cndured it with a
queer gaicty, and laughed even while they cursed its beastliness,
and resigned themselves to its worst miseries like Chrisuvian
martyrs with a taste for beer and the pictures of the “vie

A
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parmenne » T had seen, and suffered from, the boré'dom of thig
stationary warfare—an intolerable boredom it is/ demoralizin
to men whose imaginations demand’ \somethmg brighter an
more varied than a glimpse through the sandbags at the same
old fringe of broken trece, the same old ruined house, the game .
old line of chalky trenches, from which death may come
any moment by rifle-grenade, sniper’s bullet, or whizz-bang=—
which is not ‘an exciting form of death giving men the thrill
of dramatic moments before they drop. Even in this danger
there was no cure for the deadening monotony after the first
few days of new cxperience. ‘It was just anoticr part of
the dirty business, aad, for men of nerves, a nagging appre-
hensive thought, varied by ..oments of cold, borrilfic® fear.
Behind the lines, on supply columns, at railheads, in billets,
in squalid villages of Flanders ane Picardy “with their rows
of miserablc estaminets and cvil- smellmg farmyards, Boredom,
monstrous and abominable, sat like a witch-hag on the shoulders
of many men, divorced from the interests of their old home life,
from their women-folk, from th. reasonable normal routine of
peaceful careers. Discipline and duty had taken the place of
pe.sonal ambitions and the joy of life, and they are cold virtues,
very comiortless. Artists, actors, barristers, writers, spdrtsmen,
and men who had found good fun in youth and the wide world,
or some corner of it, found themselves as officers on supply
columns, R.T.0.’s, D.A.D.O.S.’s, and in other administrative
jobs, condemned to a drudgery meclancholy in its limitations
and apparently interminable. To'many of them their arca of
activity was confined between one sqnalid village and another,
and the chance of a stray shell or of an deroplane bomb di,d not
really brighten up the scene.

They fought against this desolation of mind Vallantly—-‘cmrl
it wanted valour——forced themselves to get absorbed in the
minute details of their work, sent for the old banjo from home,

" organized cantcens, smoking concerts, boxing matches, culti-
vated cheeriness as the first law of daily life until it Lecame a
sccond nature, beneath which the first nature only obtruded
at night when thcy went back to sleep i in their billéts and before
sleeping cried out in a kind of agony, “ How long is this going
on'?—this Insanity, this waste of life, this unnatural, damned
existence ! 7’



: | : INTRODUCTION \ 8

o The fightirg men had all the danger and, on the whole,
were less dull during J'e long period of stationary warfare.
They too cultivated che:rfulness as the first law of daily llfe,
and it was a harder job, yet thcy succeeded wonderfully in
*spite of the filthy trenches, the rats and vermin, the ice-cold
weoter in which they waded up to the front line during the
long months of a Flemish winter (beginning ir: October and
ending —perhaps—in April), the trench-feet which for a time
—until rubbing-drill was adopted—drained the strength of
many battalions, and the enemy’s shell-fire and mining activities
which took a dai'y toll of life and limbs. Many of them found a
gruesome humour in all this, laughed at death as a low comedian,
guffawed if they dodged its knock-about tricks by the length
of a traverse, a1 did not go very sick if it laid out their best
pal. * You know, sir, it doésn’t do to take this war seriously.”
So said a sergeant to me as &ve stood in a trench beyond our
knees in water. It was a great saying, and I saw the philosophy
which had kept men sane. Without laughter, somehow,
anyhow, by any old joke, we should have lost the war long
ago. The only way to avoid deadly depression was to keen
smiling. And so for laughter’s sake and to ku.p ncrmal in
abnormal ways of life there was a great unconscious conspiracy
of cheerfulness among officers and men, and the most popular
man in a platoon was the fellow who could twist a joke out
of a dead German, or the subaltern who could lead a patrol
into No Man’s Land with men chuckling over some whimsieal
word about his widow, or the comie corporal who could play
ragtime tunes on a comb and tissuc-paper. Bchind the lines
there were varicty thcatres in old warchouscs ventilated by
shell-holcs, packed by muddy men just out of the trenches,
wise found 1t difficult to laugh for the first half-hour ahd then
"roared with laughter at funny fcllows dressed as Mrs. Twankey,
or Charlie Ghaplin, or the red-nosed comic turn who satirized
“ brass hats ” and the Army Safety Corps and Kaiser Bill, and
the effect ‘of a 17-inch shell in the nelghbourhood of Private
‘Spoofkins, V.G.

Discipline and hard work helped men to forget the voice
that called back to the days of individual liberty and peace.
There was always something to do up in the trenches, building
up the parapets which in the Salient slipped down after every



4 "THE BATTLES OF THE SOMME

ram-storm, wiring, ;evetturg, digging new con{mumcatwl-
‘trenches (under the cnery ’s mgchine4itin fire), keeping German
‘heads down by sniping every head tHat came up, between the
stand-to at dusk and dawn. After the relief in the trenches—
getting out was the risky job—there was not much rest int
the rest camps, what with parades, bombing schools, bayopet
drill, machine-gun courses, and practice at the rifle-range.
“T’d rather be in the blmkm trenches again,” groused the
tired Tommy. “ Oh, you’ll: soon be back again, my lad,”
said the sergeant. * Yet another week of your brlght young
life.”

It was the younﬂest men who were most chterful-—-young
officers especially, just doWn from the Universitic§”or the
Public Schools. Life was beginnipg for thep~,”and even here
in the dirty ditches they found the thrill of life, the splendour
of life, the beauty of lifc. They found it splendid to command
men, to win their trust, to *‘ make good ” with them. The
comradeship with fcllow-officers, the responsibility of their
rank, the revelation of their own manhood and of their own
gourage———thcy'hud been afraid of failing in pluck—and their
professienal interest in their jobs as gunners or sappers or
bombers, whatever they might be, were great rewards for
the dirt and the danger. I saw many of these boys in places
where death lay in wait for them, and they had shining eyes
and strode along cheerily, talking proudly of some little *“ stunt >
they had donc with their men,‘and not worrying about the
menace overhead. It wasall “topping” to them, until the strain
began to tell.  The ideals of the Public Schools, the old tradl-
tional ideals of British boyhood—“Dul"e et decorum est .
“Play the game,” * Florcat Etona,” or whatever the old school
motto uf chivalry and scrvice might be—inspired them: .- d
made a little white flame of cnthusiasm in their hearts at
which their spirit warmed itself when the body was very cold
and everything comfortless. One by one many of them were
soon picked off by German snipers or laid out by German
shells, but others cafne out, and others, in an endless procession
of splendid boyhood, still * to play the game.” With them
came ncw battalions of men, whistling and singing along the
roads of France.

I%aw the first Territorial D1v1sxons come out, and then the
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first of the * Kitchcner crowd,” and gradually, month after
rponth, the building up of the New Army. The Old Army.
that little Regular army which fought on the retreat from Mon-
to the Marne and then upon the Aisne, and then had swung
*up into Flanders to bar the way to Calais—was gone for ever
apd ‘was no more than an heroic memory. In the first Battle
of Ypres and the sccond they h~d done all that human nature
could do, and the ficlds were strewn with their dead until only
a pitiful remnant held the lines of that salient against which
the enemy had hurled himself in massed attacks supported by
tremcendous artillery. Battalions had been wiped out, divisions
had been cut to pieces. A year ago a battalion commander told
me that he was one out of only 150 officers belonging to the
original Expcitionary Force still serving in the trenches—and
a year is a long time in such a war as this. I mect men who
had passed unscathed through all of that, but there were not
many of them. The regiments remained, but they were filled up
with new drafts. The old traditions remained, fostered by the
old soldiers here and there, and by officers who know' the
value of tradition, but they were new men ané new armics who
were beginning to crowd the roads of France and to straighien
the linés of defence. They were the lads who had been called
to the colours by the shouts of the street placards: “ Your
King and Country necd you,” “ What did you do, daddy, in
the Great War ? ”” (I could not print the outrageous answers
I have heard to that little simple question !) and ““ What will
your best girl say if you don’t wear khaki ?” They had been
called by quieter and nobler voices also, spcaking to their
hearts above the clicking of typewriters in city offices and the
whir? of machinery in great workshops and in the silence of
<he fields where they followed the plough. It was an army
of amateurs hastily drilled, hastily trained, knowing very little
of the rcad business of war, but quick to learn and full of pluck.
They were led for the most part by temporary ollicers * for
the peribd of the war only,” with a few old * dug-outs ” among
them and sgme old non-commissioned efficers to stiffen them.
The Germans jeered at them—not the cnemy in the trenches
but the enemy in hostile newspaper offices. “ What can this
rabble of amateurs do ? ” they asked. The answer was kept
waiting for a little while.
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The New Armies were learning. They werg/bemng the
hardships, the cruelties, the brutalifies of war, and had
suffer and *“ stick ”’ them. Tﬁey wege learning the craft-of
modern warfare in trenches, mine-shafts, and saps, behind
field-guns and “ heavies,” and they had to pay for their lessons*
by blood and agony. I went to see the New Armies learning
their lesson in frightful places. Always the worst place was
the Ypres Salicnt, where the enemy had the advantage of ground
and obscrvation, so that he could shoot at our men from three
points of the compass and even hit them in the back. The
names of all these places in the Salient are a litany of death—
Pilkem, Potije, Hooge, Llllcbcke, Vlamertinghe, banctuary Wood
—and Hooge was the concéatration-ground of all tBaf was
devilish. Dead bodies were heaped there, burigd and unburied.
Men dug into corruption when tliey tried to dig a trench.
Men sat on dead bodies when they peered through their peri-
scopes. They ate and slept with the stench of death in their
nostrils. Below them were the enemy’s mine-shafts ; beyond
thema were our own mine-shafcs. It was a competition in
blowing up the tambled earth, and men fought like devils with
bembs and bayonets over mine-craters which had buried
another score or so of men. The story of Hooge was a serial
carried on from week to week, but the place was only one
of our little schools of war for bright young men.

Always the City of the Salient—the ghost-city of Ypres—
stood as a mecmorial of death, and of that dreadful day in
April of 1915 when the enemy first discharged his poison-gas,
flung a storm of great shells into the strects and strewed them
and the ficlds around with dead men, dead horses, and -dead
women. . I had been first into Ypres in March, when the
beauty of its Cloth Hall and of all its churches and of iéw
quaint old houses was untouched.  The Grande Place was full
of cheerful English soldiers chaffing the Flemish ginds at their
'booths and stalls, buying picture post cards and souvenirs
in the shops, and strolling into the Cloth Hall to stare at the
painted frescoes and the richness of its medisxval decorations.
I had tea with a party of officers in a bun-shop facing the
Cathedral. . . . When I went into Ypres again, a few weeks
latér, there was a great hole where the bun-shop had been
and opnly litters of stone and brickwork where the soldiers
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bad boughi their picture post cards, and the Grande Place
_Was a desert about the tragic ruins of the great Cloth Hall
~ad Cathedral, which w re buy skeletons in stone with broken
arches, broken pillars, broken walls standing gaunt above great

« pileg of masonry. The Horror had come, when suddenly on
the ,breath of the wind a poisonous cloud stole into the city,
and there was a wild stampede of people choking and gasping,
terror-stricken, black in the face with the struggle to breathe.
British soldiers and Indian soldiers joined the flight of the
people of Ypres in a wild turmbil through the strects. Many
of them fcl and died on the way. A dispatch-rider rode the
other way, towards the poison cloud. §Ie had a message to
carry .o the lines beyond. Tl gas caught him in the throat
and he fell off his motor-cycle and lay dead, whilc his machine
went on until 1 crashed imto a wall. Then the storm of shells
burst over the city, flinging down houses, tearing great holes
in them, and lighting great*bonfires which blazed high, so that
from a distance Ypres was one flaming torch. . . . Therc
were people who could not got away, poor women and children
who were caught in their ccllars. One wgman lay ill and
could not be moved. An officer of the R.AM.C. promised to
get back tc her if he could get an ambulance through the
fires and shells. Late in the evening he found her in a field
two miles away with a new-born baby by her side. A young
French officer stayed with a crowd of wounded all huddled in
an undcrground drain-pipe and tried to bandage them and
keep them alive till other help came.  For four days they could
not move out of the hole, so that it was pestilential. Two little
wounded girls lay tlere among the dead and dying. One of
thetn, with eyes strangely bright, talked continually in a voice

<Dseternaturally clear, sharp and metallic, withou*, intonation.
She was a Flemish child, but again and again she $poke three
words ¢f French: ‘ Moi, morte demain. ... Moi, morte
demain.” She died in the arms of the young Frenchmai..
*“1 anvastonished that I did not go mad,” says the young Baron
de Rosen, remembermg thesc hours.

In the *summer of 1915 I went into Ypres several
times, and always the sinister horror of the place put its
spell upon me. I spent a night there with a friend—a
strange, fantastic mght, when shells came whirring overhead,
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falling with heavy crashes into the ruins. Beyond, the line
of the Salient was outlined by the white light Of flares. In
"ubandoned dug-outs were wild cats fwho spat at me ‘wheg'X
“peered in. A lonely sentry—poor Boy !—had the jim-jams
and saw ghosts about ; and truly Ypres should be full of ghosts,
if they walk o’ nights—the ghosts of all the men who have
been buried alive here under the fallen masonry, and have
been killed here by shells which have dug enormous craters
in the roadways. One day {wo German aeroplanes flung
down bombs as I stood in the Grande Place staring at its
desolation. I was amazed to know how quickly I found a hole
under a wall which, I had not secen before. . . . Ypres was
ncver a safe place, and in th: minds of many thou‘aeﬂr."le of
British soldiers who once passed through its rulgs it is etched
as one of the ghastly plcturcs of war,

All through 1915 we had in France not an army ‘of attack
but an army of defecnce. This was not properly rcalized by
the people at home, by our Allics, or by some of our generals.
There were demands for attack before we had enough men
or enough guns or enough ammunition. It was a tr&vedy
that we had to make several attacks without a real chance of
success. . Neuve Chapelle was one of them. Loos was
another, more formidable and brilliantly carried out as far
as Ilill 70 by the 15th (Scottish) Division and the 47th
(London Territorial) Division, supported on their left by
the 9th (Scottish) Division and co-opcrating with a strong
French attack on the right along th- Vimy Ridge, but unable
to inflict as much damage upon the enemy as we suffered in
the assault and the following days when the Guards attacked
at Hulluch. .

It was the first great bombardment of ours I had scen,
though I Liad secn many small ones since an attack on Wyght-
schacte in March of 1915, and was the first time when we
showed any real strength in massed artillery, but we did not
support the first assault with strong rescrves, tactical klunders
were made, and the encmy was able to rally after some hours
of panie, when their ginners began to move away from Lens
and we had a great chance. The disappointment came very
quickly upon one’s first hopes, but to me the memory of Loos
is the revelation of the astounding courage of those men of
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the Londor, the Scottish, and the Guards Divisions who
proved the mettle of the New Armies \for even most of the

" “Guards were new men) ar d wen into battle with a high-spirited
valour which could not have been surpassed by the old Regulars.
oJhe Scots were played on by their pipers. The London men
played mouth-organs, dribbled a football—as every one knows—
all the way to Loos, and sang * Who’s Your Lady Friend ? ”
amidst the crash of shell-fire.

So now there were ocher clessrooms in the school of war—
the Hohenzollern Rcdoubt, Hiilluch, Loos, and other hot
spots in thu.t broad, flat, barren, villainous plain pimpled by
black slag-heaps—Fosse 8 and Fosse 114 bis—which one
appro...hed through miles of « mmunication-trenches under
the whirring of many shells. I went to these places when the
battle was on, aud afterwerds. Quite a long way away from
them there were spots where onc hated to linger, and through
which one had to pass to ge to the battlefields. Noyelles-les-
Vermelles was one of them, and I had some nasty hours there
‘when I went for afternoon tea with some officers and foind
the enémy searching for that house with four-inch shells, which
knocked out three gunners in the back yard just as I arrived,
and killed some horses as I walked across the ficld bevween the
bursting crumps—there was a blue sky overhead and fleecy
clouds and a golden sunshine—to a hall door where a number
of young men were expecting death—disliking it exceedingly,
but chatting about trivial things with occasional laughter
which did not ring quite true. Vermelles was another of them,
and I never went without foreboding into that village of ruins
where the French had Jought like tigers from garden to garden
and kouse to house before the capture of the chitcau—do you
remember how they fought on the ground floor with ti.e Germans
above and below them, until the first-floor ceiling gave way
and Germans came through and a young French lieutenant
swung a marble Venus round his head in the midst of a writhing
mob of emen clutching at cach other’s throats ? Shells made
smaller dust day by day of all these rubbish-heaps and bigger
holes in the standing walls. The smell of poison-gas recked
from the bricks and the litter. Other smells lurked about like
obscene spectres. At any moment of the day or night death
might come here, and did, without warning. . . . Higher up

Ry
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one felt safer in the winding ditches leading to $Me front lmes
. But it was the ostrich sense of safety. - One had only to mount
. & sandbag and glance over the side of the trench to 'see kow
the enemy’s “ crumps ” were flinging up fountains of earth in
all directions. They came whining with their high gobbling
note overhead. Dead bodies lay about. Up in the.front
trenches, by Hulluch and the Hohenzollern, men lived always
close to mine-shafts which might open the earth beneath them
at any moment and bury them or hurl them high.  There were
bombing fights on the lips of the shell-craters. In some
places a few yards only separated British soldiers and German
soldiers. They fought with each other in saps. It was another
Hooge.

I was only a looker-on and rcporter of other men’s courage
and sacrifice—a miscrablce game, 1ather wearing to the nerves
and spirit. There were many places to visit along the front,
and although they were not places where it is agreeable to pass
a few hours for amusement’s sake, therc was an immense
int-rest in these peep-shows of var where one saw the real thing
and the spirit of it all and the ugliness, and the simple heroism
of the men there.  “ Plug Street ”” was the elementary training
school for many of the new divisions, with a touch of Arcadia
in its woods in spite of the snipers’ bullets which came
“ zip-zip ” through the branches and the brushwood fringes
along the outer walks, past which one had to creep warily
lest watchful eyes should sec one and stop one dead. A
fairly safe place ** Plug Street ” was supposcd to be, but men
were killed there all right—ecach tine T went I saw a dead
body carried down one of the glades—and at Hyde Park
Corner, on the edge of it, a colleaguc of mine was hit in the
stomach Ly the nose of a shcll, and here 1 first heard the voice

of * Pucy, a high-velocity fellow who kills you before you
know he is coming.

Then there was Kemmel and its nughbourhood for an
afternoon’s adventure any time one liked to be brave or felt
inclined to look down into the German trenches from Hill 65,
which gave a very fine view of them, up above Kemmel village,
strafed into a miserable huddle of ruins and damnably sinister
about the deep shell-craters and the overthrown crosses in a
wrecked churchyard. 1 went there one day in a snowstorm,
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apd coming*hack out of its desolation—where plueky young

en lived with their guns and wondered now and then, at
“their mess-table in a bioken %am, whose number would be,
written up next—saw a man in full evening dress without an
©vereoat and with a bowler-hat upon his head, walking in a
leisurely way through the snowflakes and past the churchyard
with its opened graves. A fantastic figure to mect on a battle-
field, but not madder than many things in this mad dream
which is war.

Up in the trenches at Neuve thapelle, beyond the ruins of
Croix Barbee, there were bits of open country across which
one had to sprint between one trench and another because of
Germau machine-guns trained “zpon them day and night.
I ran across tiiem on Christmas Day to wish good luck to some
country boys who were si&ing in puddles bclow the fire-step
and chatting with grave 1rony about peace on earth, good-
will to men, and the Christmas stockings—waders, really—
which they had hung up outside their dug-outs to see how the
trick would work in war-time. It hadn’t worked, and they
groused against Santa Claus and laughed at *his little joke of
theirs to hide the sentiment in their hearts.

Festuvert #nd Givenchy, Armentiéres and Houplihes, were
other familiar places which one approached through ruins
before getting into the ditches where the British Army was
learning its lessons. Then as the armies grew the British line
was lengthened and we took over from the French, from
Hébuterne to Vaux-sur-Somme, and afterwards, in February,
when the Germans began their great attack upon Verdun, from
the Vimy Ridge to the south of Arras. There was plenty of
roont here for the new Divisions who were coming out to learn,
and plenty of practical object-lessons in the abominable business
of war, We learnt a lot of French geography, and dozens of
small villages unknown before to history are now famous among
British soldiers as places where they lived under daily shell-
five, where they escaped death by the queerest flukes, or where
they were hjt at last after a thousand gscapes.

Sailly-au-Bois was a village on the way to Hébuterne. A
charming little place it must have been once, with quaint old
cottages and & market square. When I went there first the
Germans disliked it, plugged shells into most of the houses
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and into one where a number of Sussex gentlemed were sitting

~down to lunch. It 'spoilt their meal for them and made, a
new entrance through the dmmg-&room wall. Beyond $he
village was the road to Hébuterne. It led through open ficlds
and past a belt of trees less than a thousand yards away, shert
the Germans lay watching behind their rifle-barrels. But the
French had made a friendly, little arrangement. If an open
car crawled down slowly the Germans did not snipe. If it
were a covered car, presumably a Gentral’s, or went fast, they
had the right to shoot. Qucer, though it seemed to work.
But I was always glad to get the length of that*road and to
find some cover inathe fortress-village of Hébuterne, with its
decp dug-outs, proof agains’ the lighter kind of shehs. The
Germans had been here first and had dug in with their usual
industry. Then the French had tuened them out after ferocious
ﬁghtmg—therc are many French graves there in the Orchard
and in the trenches, and a little altar still kept in good order
by British soldiers to Notre-Damec-des-Tranchées; they had
gore on digging and strengthéning the place, and when our
men took over.the ground they continued the fortifications,
so that it was a model of defensive work. But the Germans
shelled itwith method, and it was safer below ground than above.
In the Orehard young fruit of life fell before it had ripened, and
I did not like to linger there among the apple-trees.

The taking over of Arras and its neighbourhood down from
the Vimy Ridge to Souchcz, Ablain-St.-Nazaire, La Targectte,
Neuville-St.-Vaast—the very names make me feel cold—libe-
rated a complete French army for the defence of Verdun, and
it was our biggest service to France belore the battles of the
Somme. v

I went into Arras and saw the despoiled beauty of this-old
city of Artois, silent and desolate, in its ruined gardens where
white statues lay in the rank grass, except when shells opened
great craters in the Grande Place or tore off a gable from onc
of the Spanish houses in the Petite Place, or came crashing into
the wreckage of the railway station or knocked a few
more stones out of the immense walls of the Cathedral and
the Bishop’s Palace, through which I wandered, gazing up
long vistas of white ruin. In the suburbs of St.-Laurent and
St.-Nieholas the enemy was very close across the garden walls,
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and in the M~ison Rouge one had to tiptoe and talk in 'Whlspers

chinks in the wall (shere was a rosewbod piano in the front,

born ), through which onf: could look at the enemy’s sandbags
a few yards away. Wrinkled old women and wan-faced glrls
*lived still in the deep ccllars of the city, coming up for a little
sunlight when the air was quiet, and scuttling down again at
the scream of a shell. In the.dusk small boys roamed the
broken streets, searched among the litter of stones for shrapnel-
bullets for games of marbles (I once played such a game in a
night at Ypres), and cocked a snook at German shells falling
a street or two away. Our soldiers became familiar with all
these places, strode through them withthat curious matter-
of-facv way of the British Tomr ", who makes himself at home
in hell-on-easth as though it were the usual thing, and in
Souchez, Neuville-St.-Vaait, Ablain-St. -Nazaire, and on the
ridge of Notrc-Dame-de-Lorette held the lines in spite of five-
point-nines, acrial torpeddes, every kind of high-cxplosive
force which tried to blast them out. For miles the ground
was strewn with “duds ”—3%o that one had to pick gne’s
way lest one should kick a fusc—and with the litter of men’s
clothes and bodics.

The *months passed. Spring came, and nightingales sang
in the bushes of old French chiteaux and the woodpcecker laughed
in the forest glades; the fields were strewn with flowers, and
the bcauty of France sang a great song in one’s heart. The
wheat grew tall and green. And all this time the roads in the
British war-zone were becoming more erowded with the traffic
of men and horses and guns and lorries—miles of motor-lorries—
as new Divisions calne out, with belts and harness looking
very fresh, making their way slowly forward to the firing-lines
to learn their lesson like others who had gone Lefore them.
The billeting areas widened, became congested diswricts from
Boulogng to the Somme. In Picardy and Artois there was
khaki everywhere. In old markct-places of St.-Omer, Baillcuf,
Béthute, St.-Pol, Hesdin, Fruges, Doullens, our Tommies
jostled among the stalls and booths,. among the old women
and girls and blue-coated * poilus,” making friends with them,
learning a wonderful lingua franca, settling down into the
queer life, which alternated between the trenches and the
billets, as though it would last for ever.

)
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The human picture changed. New types of<‘men arrived
.and some of the old'stagers departedl The Indian mfant;y
.also went, and the flat fields ‘behina Neuve Chapelle, where
“the canals cut straight between the rushes, lost those grave,
sad-eyed, handsome men who seemed like fairy-book princed
to the French peasants, whose language they had learnt to
speak with a courtesy, and with soft, simple manners which
won the fricndship of these people. In the winter trenches
the Indians had shivered ; in the dank mists across the flats
they had wandered dolefully. They had fought gallantly
under officers who sacrificed their own lives with noble devotion,
but they hated modorn shell-fire and all the misery of trench-
warfare in a wet, cold climatct.and were, 1 think, glad to go.

The Australians came, and for the first time we saw in
France those bronzed, hatchet-faced, handsome fellows who
brought a new character of splendid manhood into the medley
of British types. The New Zealanders followed with Maoris
among them. The Canadians were adding many new bat-
taliens to their strength. The South African Scottish sent
more kilts swinging down the roads of war. There were New-
foundlanders, West Indians from Barbados. All the Empire
was sending her men. For what ? v

That was the question which we were all asking. How and
when were these men going to be used ? The months were
dragging on and there was no great attack. There had been
savage fighting on a small scale up in the Salient at St.-Eloi
and the Bluff. The Canadians lost ground under a sudden
storm of shcll-fire which flattened out their trenches, and
retook it after bloody counter-attacks. Thce Vimy Ridge had
seen heavy and costly fighting which gdmed nothing.  All
along the linc there were raids into the enemy’s trenches, but
it was Red Indian warfare and not the big thing. France,
after four months of desperate fighting at Verdun, aslted when
the English were going to strike. And British soldiers who
had been in and out of the trenches, month after ‘month,
seeing heavy losses mount up by the usual daily toll, with
nothing to show for them, began to despair a little. Was it
going on for cver like this ? This existence was intolerable.
To sit in a trench and be shelled to death—what was the
sense of it? At the mess-table there were men who found
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tl%e world al’ black, the war a monstrous horror, an outrage
to God and lite. I had.queer conversatisns with men in dug-
oks, in® wooden huts wader shell-fire, in French chateaux
inhabited by British officers, and heard the secrcts of men’s
gouls, their protests against the doom that had enchained them,
their perplexities, their strivings to find some spiritual meaning
in the devilish appearance of things, their revolt against the
brutality and sensclessness of war, their ironi¢ laughter at
the bloody contrast between Christian teaching and Christian
practice, their blind gropings for some light in all the darkness
and damnat.on. -

Then suddenly all changed. The “ Big Push ” was to come
at last. Trench warfare was to ~ud, and all this great army
of ours in Frarce was to get out of its ditches and out into the
open and strike. Enormour hope took the place of the doubts
and dolefulness that had begun to possess men of melancholy
minds. It would be a chance of ending the business. At least
we had the strength to deliver a smashing, perhaps a decisive,
blow. All our two years of erganization and training gnd
building’ up would be put to the test, and the, men were sure
of themselves, confident in the new power of our artillery,
which was tremendous, without a doubt in the spirit of attack
which would inspire all our battalions. They would fight
with the will to win.

So we came to July 1, that day so great in hope, in achieve-
ment, and in tragedy, and what happened then and for three
and a half months of fighting days is told in the articles now
printed in this book. I might have rewritten them, polished
their style, put in new facts here and there, and written a
narramive of history with a more considered judgment than
was possible day by day. But I have thought it best to let
them stand as they were written at great speed, so.netimes
in utter exhaustion of body and brain, bul always with the
emotion that comes from the hot impress of n.  and tremen-
dous sensations. They may hold some qualities that would
be lost if I wrote them with more coldness and c. ticism of
words and pPhrases. Even the repetition of inciden s and
impressions have some value, for that is true of modern wa fare
—a continual repetition of acts and sounds, sights and smells
and emotions. '
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The ‘method of attack has become a formq,[y—the intense
, preliminary bombariment almost annihilating the enemy’s
, front trenches (but not all hf§ dug-wouts), the advande ac¥bss
No Man’s Land under the enemy’s curtain-fire, the rush over
the enemy’s broken parapets in the face of machine-gug fire
the bombing-out of the dug-outs, the taking of prisoners.. One
captured “ village > destroyed utterly by shell-fire days before
the final attack upon its earth-works is exactly like another
in its rubbish-heaps of bricks, and woodwork. The pictures
repeat themselves. Hcroic' acts—the knocking-out of a
machine-gun, the bombing down a section of trench, the rescue
of wounded—repeat themselves also through all the battles.
In my chronicles these repetifions will be found, and t##® effect
of them on the rcader’s mind should be the effect in a faint,
far-off way of the real truth. o) :

Some people imagine, and some critics have written, that
the war correspondents with the armies in France have been
“ spoon-fed > with documents and facts given to them by
General Ileadquarters, from which they write up their dispatches.
They recognize,the same incident, told in different Style by
Aifferent correspondents, and say, * Ah, that is how it is donc !
They are wrong. All that we get from the General Staff are
the brief bulletins of the various army corps, a line or two
of hard ncws about the capture or loss of this or that trench
such as appears afterwards in the official communiqués. For
all the dctails of an action we have to rely upon our own efforts
in the actual theatre of operations day by day, sceing as much
of the battle as it is possible to sec (sometimes one can see
everything and somectimes nothing but smoke and bursting
shells), getting into the swirl and traffic of the battlefields,
talking to the walking woundced and the prisoners, the men
going k1 and the men coming out, going to the headquarters
of brigades, divisions, and corps for exact information as to

" the progress of the battle from the generals and officers directing
the opcrations, and getting into touch as soon as possible
with the battalions actually engaged. All this is not as easy
as it sounds. It is not done without fatigue, and mental as
well as physical strain. It takes one into unpleasant places
from which one is glad and lucky to get back. But we have
full facilitics for seeing and knowing the truth of things, and
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scc more and know more of the whole battle-line than is possible
even to Divisional Generals and other off cers in high command.
For we have a pass enabling us to go to any part of the front
at any time and get the facts and points of view from every
§#lass and rank, from the trenches to G.H.Q. DBccause the
correspondents somctimes tell the same storics it is because
we tell them to each other, not belicving in profcsmonal rivalry
in a war of this greatness. Oar only limitations in truth-
telling are those of our own vision, skill, and conscience under
the discipline of the military censorship. I have no personal
quarrel with that censorship—though all censorship is hateful.
After many alterations in method and prineiple it was exercised
throughout the battles of the Somruc (and for months before that,
when there was no conspiracy of silence but only the lack of
great events to chronicle) with a really broad-minded poliey of
allowing the British people to know the facts about their fighting
men save those which would give the enemy a chance of spoiling
our plans or hurting us. If there had been no censorship at
all it would be impossible for an honourable correspondent to
tell some things within his knowledge—our cxact losses in a
certain action, failurcs at this or that point of the line, tactical
blunders which might have been made here or there, the dis-
position or movement of troops, the positions of batteries and
obscrvation-posts.

These are things which the e¢nemy must not know. So
I do not think that during the whole of the Somme iighting
there was more than a line or two taken out of one or the
other of my dispatches, and with the exception of those words
they are printed as th.y were written.  They tell the truth.
Theresis not one word, I vow, of conscious falschood in them.
But . they do not tell all the truth. I have had to spare the
fcclmgs of men and women who have sons and husb: nds still
fighting in France. I have not told all there is to tell about
the agonics of this war, nor given in full realism the horrors
that arg inevitable in such fighting. It is perhaps bctter
not to do so, here and now, although it is a moral cowardice
which makes many people shut their eyes to the shambles,
comforting their souls with fine phrases about the beauty of
sacrifice.

One thing hurt me padly in writing my accounts and hurts

* B
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me still. For military reasons I have not been penmtted to
give the names of all ¢he troops engaggd from day to day, but
only a few names allowed by ¢ur Intelligence. The @Germghs
were counting up our divisions, reckoning how many men
we had in reserve, how many were against them in the lines
It was not for us to help them in this arithmetic. But it is
hard on thc men and on their people. They do not get that
mmediate fame and honour‘for their regiments which they
have earned by the splendour_of their courage and achieve-
ments. It is not my fault, for I would give all their names
if I could, and tire out my wrist in praising ther if it could
give them a little spark of pleasure and pride. But, after all,
each man who fought on the Somme shares the general 2onour
which belongs to all of them.

The correspondents with the srmics in the ficld do not
prophesy or criticize or sit in judgment. That is not within
our orders, and belongs to the likerty of writing-men who sit
at home with their maps and the official bulletins and our
dispatches from the front. ** There is not one of these indus-
trious men,” writes a critic of our work, “ who has had the
expericnee to form a military judgment.” Well, that is as
may be,«though we have had more expcricnce of war than
most men will have, I think, for another fifty years. In our
own mess we are critics and prophets and judges, and I fancy
we could give a point or two to the experts at home, and, with
luck, later on, may do so. Now in the war-zone we are but
chroniclers of the fighting day by day, trying to get the facts
as fully as possible and putting them down as clearly as they
appear out of the turmoil of battle. Even now in this Introduc-
tion I shall attempt no summing up of the results achieved by
these battles of the Somme, except by saying that by enormous
sacrifices, by individual courage beyond the normal laws of
human naturc as I thought I knew them once, by great cfficiency
- in organization and a resolute purpose not checked or weakened
by any obstacles, our troops broke through positiops which
the enemy belicved, and had a right to believe, impregnable,
carried by assault his first, second, and third systenis of trenches,
drew in his reserves with many guns and men from Verdun
so that the French could counter-attack with brilliant success
and inflicted upon the enemy heavy andirreparable loss which
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as we hope >rd believe, though with imperfect knowledge, he
cannot afford without vveakening his line of defence on our own
ffont and facing our Allies. These hammer-strokes were not
decisive in victory. I believe that the German strength of
fresictance and attack is still great. I do not see a quick ending
of this most horrible massacre in the fields of Europe. But
it was only the weather which stopped for a time our forward
progress when at the end of October the rain-storms made all
the battleficld a swamp and obscured the observation which
our men had won by three months and a half of uphill fighting
‘and desperate strife. Even then in the mud they took many
more prisoners in heavy fighting up by th: Stuff and Schwaben
Redoubts which the enemy hat~d us to hold because of their
dominating ground to the north of Thiépval—and then in the
fog made that great, aud.cious attack on Beaumont-Hamel,
which captured one of the stongest positions against our own
front with over 6000 prisoncrs. Of that last attack I saw
nothing, being home on sick-lcave.

I must say a word or two about the Tanks. After the first
great surprise, the exaltation of spirits caus:d by these new
motor-monsters, there followed a disappointment in the publc
mind and even among our soldiers. Some of the infantry,
poor lads, hoped that at last the enemy’s deadly machine-gun
fire would be killed by these things and that in futurc infantry
attacks would be a walk-over behind the Tanks. That was
hoping too much. It would require thousands of Tanks to
do that and we had only a few. But I have the record of
what each Tank did in action up to the wmiddle of October,
and it leaves no room for doubt that, balancing success with
failuYe, these new machines of war have justified their inventors
a Bundred-fold. They saved many casualties at ceftain points
of the line and helped to gain many important positions, as
at Thiépval and Flers, Courcelette and Martinpuich. If we had
enough of them—and it would be a big number—trench warfare
would go for ever and machine-gun redoubts would lose their
terror.

The battles of the Somme—as we call this fighting, curiously,
for on our side it is not very near the Somme—are not yet
finished. As I write these words it is only a lull which seems
to end them, and does end at least the first phase with which
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I deal in the pages that follow. They are pages written on
the cvenings of battld hastily and sometimes feverishly, after
.days of intense expecrience and‘tiring sensation. Yet theregds
in them and through them one passionate purpose. It is to
reveal to our people and the world the high valour, the self+
sacrificing discipline of soul, the supreme endurance of those
men of ours who fought and suffered great agonies and died,
and if not killed or wounded, ‘came out to rest a little while
and fight again, not liking it, you undcrstand—hating it like
the hell it is—but doing their duty, with a great and glorious
devotion, according to the light that is in them. «
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THE HISTORIC FIRST OF JULY

1
Wit ToE Britisg Armies IN THE Fierp, Jury 1, 1916

THE attack which was launched to-day against the German
lines on a 20-mile front began well. 1t is not yet a victory, for
victory comes at the cnd of a battle, and this is only a beginning.
But our troops, fighting with very splendid valour, have swept
across the cnemy’s front trenches along a great part of the line
of attack, and have captured villages and surongholds which
the Germans have long held against us. They are fighting
their way forward not easily but doggedly. Many hundreds
of the enemy are prisoners in our hands. His dead lic thick in
the track of our regiments.

And so, after the first day of battle, we may say: It is, on
balance, a good day for England and France. It is a day of
promise in this war, in which the blood of brave men is poured
out upon the sodden fields of Europe.

For ncarly a week now we have been bombarding the enemy’s
lines from the Yser to the Somnme. Those of us wao have
watched this bombardment knew the meaning of it.  We knew
that it was the preparation for this attack. All thosc raids of
the weck -which I have recorded from day to day were but
leading to a greater raid when not hundreds of men but hundreds
of thou%ands would lcave their trenches and go forward in a
great assault. -

We had to keep the secret, to close our lips tight, to write
vague words lcst the cnemy should get a hint too soon, and
the strain was great upon us and the suspense an ordeal to the
nerves, because as the hours went by they drew ncarct to the
time when great masses of our men, those splendid young men
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who have gone marching along the roags of FraXce, would bé
sent into the open, out of the ‘ditches where they go¥ cover
from the German fire.

This secret was forcshadowed by many signs. Travellmg
along the roads we saw new guns arriving—heavy guns and
field-guns, week after week. We were building up a great
weight of metal. ¢

Passmg them, men raised their eyebrows and smiled grimly.

. A tide of men flowed in' from the ports of France—new
men of new divisions. They passed to some part of the front,
disappcarcd for a while, were met again in ficlds and billets,
looking harder, having storics to tell of trench life and raids.

The Army was growing. Ti.re was a mass of men here in
France, and some day they would be ready, trained enough,
hard enough, to strike a big blow.

A week or two ago the whisper passed, “ We’re going to
attack.” But no more than that, except behind closed doors
of the mess-room. Somehow by the look on men’s faces, by
their silences and thoughtfulness, one could guess thate some-
thmg was to happen.

There was a thrill in the air, a thrill from the yulsc of men
who know the meaning of attack. Would it be in June or
July? . . . The ficlds of France were very beautiful this June.
There were roses in the gardens of old French chateaux. Poppies
put a flame of colour in the ficlds, close up to the trenches, and
there were long stretches of gold across the countryside. A
pity that all this should be spoilt by the pest of war.

So some of us thought, but not many soidiers. After the
misery of a wet winter and the expectations of the spring they
were keeh to get out of the trenches again.  All their training
led up to that. The spirit of the men was for an assault across
the open, and they were confident in the new power of our
yuns. . . .

The guns spoke one morning last week with a louder voice
than has yct been heard upon the front, and as they crashed
out we knew that it was the signal for the new attack. Their
fire increased in intensity, covering raids at many points
of the line, until at last all things were ready for the biggest
raid.
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+The scene of the battleficlds at night was of terrible beauty.
I motored out to it from a town behind the lines, where through
*their darkened windows French citizens watched the illumina-
tion* of the sky, throbbing and flashing to distant shell-fire.
Behind the lines the villages were aslecp, without the twinkle
of a lamp in any window. The shadow forms of sentrics paced
up and down outside the stonc archways of old French houses.

Herc and there on the roads a lantern waved to and fro, and
its rays gleamed upon the long bayonet and steel casque of
a French Territorial, and upon the bronz.d face of an English
soldier, who came forward to s*are closcly at a picce of paper
which allowed a man to go into the fires of hell up there. It
was an English voice that gave the first challenge, and then
called out “ Good night” with a strange and unofficial

Ariendliness as a greeting to men who were going towards the
guns.

The ficlds on the cdge of the battle of guns were very peaceful.
A faint breeze stirred the tall wheat, above which there floated
a milky light transfusing the darkness. The poppy-fields st
glowed redly, and there was a glint of gold from long stretches
of mustard flower. Bceyond, the woods stood black against the
sky above little hollows where British soldiers were encamped.

There by the light of candles which gave a rose-colour to the
painted canvas, boys were writing letters home before lying
down to sleep. Some horsemen were moving down a valley
road. Farther off a long column of black lorries passed. It
was the food of the guns going forward.

A mile or two more, a challenge or two more, and then a
hadt by the roadside. It was a road which led straight into the
central fires of one great battleficld in a battle-line of 80 miles
or more. A small corner of the front, yet in itself a broad
and far-stretching panorama of our gunfire on this night of
bombatdment.

I stood with a few officers in the centre of a crescent sweeping
round from Auchonvillers, Thiépval, La Boisselle, and Fricourt
to Bray, on the Somme, at the southern end of the curve. Here
in this bectroot-field on high ground, we stood watching one of
the greatest artillery battles in which British gunners heve been
engaged. Up to that night the greatest.
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The night sky, very,calm and moist, with low-lying clouds
not stirred by wind, was rent with incedsant flashes of light as
shells of cvery calibre burst and scattered. Out of the black
ridges and woods in front of us came explosions of whitc fire, as
though the carth had opened and let loose its inner heat.  Thcy
came up with a burst of intense brilliance, which spread along
a hundred yards of ground and then vanished abruptly behind
the black curtain of the night. It was the work of high explo-
sives and heavy trench mortars falling in the German lines.
Over Thi¢pval and La Boissclle there were rapid_flashes of
bursting shrapncl shells, and these points of flame stabbed the
sky along the whole kattle-front.

‘rom the German lines renkets were rising continually.
They rose high and their star-shells remained shispended for
half a minute with an intense br¥ightness.  While the light
lasted it cut out the black outline of the trecs and broken roofs,
and revealed heavy white smoke-clouds rolling over the enemy’s
pusitions,

They were mostly white lights, but at one place red rockets
went up.  They v.cre signals of distress, perhaps, from German
fantry calling to their guns. It was in the zone of thmc red
sx&nalb, over towards QOvillers, that our fire for a time was most
ficree, so that sheets of flame waved to and fro as though fanned
by a furious wind. All the time along the (:ermul line red
lights ran up and down like hitle red dancing devils.

I cannot tell what they were, unless they were some other
kind of signalling, or the bursting of rifle-grenades. Sometimes
for thirty scconds or so the firing cc‘astd and darkness, very
black and velvety, blotted out cvcrytlunfr and restored the
world to.pcace.  Then suddenly, at one point or another, the
earth scoméd fo open to furnace fires.  Down by Bray, south-
wards, there was one of these violent shocks of light, and then
& moment later another by Auchonvillers to the nortk.

And once again the infernal fires began, flashing, flickering,
running a]ong a ridge with a swift tongue of flame, ‘tossing
burning fcathers above, rosy ‘smoke-cloud concentrating into
one bonfire of bursting shells over Fricourt "and Thiépval, upon
which our batterics always concentrated.
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There was one curious phenomenon. It was the silence of
all the artillery. By somec atmospheric condition of moisture
or wind (though the night was calm), or by the configuration
of the ground, which made pockets into which the sound fell,
there was no great uproar, such s I have heard scores of times
in smaller bombardments than this.

It was all muffied. Even our cwn batteries did not crash out.
with any startling thlmder, though I could hear the rush of big
shells, like great birds in flight. Now and then there was a
series of loud strokes, an urgent knocking at the doors of night.
And now and again thcrc we.. a dull, heavy thunder-clap,
followed by a long rumble, which made me think that mines
were being blown farther up the line.

But for the most part it was curiously quiet and low-toned,
and somchow this muffled artillery gave onc a greater scnse
of awfulness and of deadly work.

Along all this streteh of the battle-front there was no sign of
men. It was all inhuman, the work of impersonal powers, and
man himsclf was in hiding from these great forees of dectruction.
So I thought, pecring through the darkness, over the beetroots
and the wheat.

But a little later T heard the steady tramp of many feet and
the thud of horses’ hoofs walking slowly, and the grinding of
wheels in the ruts. Shadow forms came up out of the dark
tunnel below the trees, the black figures of mounted officers,
followed by a battalion marching with their transport. I
could not sce the faces of the men, but by the shape of their
forms could sce that they wore their stecl helmets and their
fich#ing kit. They were hcavily laden with their packs, but
they werc marching at a smart, swinging pace, and as they came
along weret singing cheerily.

They were singing some music-hall tune, with a lilt in it, as
they mafched towards the lights of all the shells up there in the
places of death. Some of them were blowing mouth-organs and
others were whistling. I watched them pass—all thesc tall boys
of a North Country regiment, and something of their spirit seemed
to come out of the darx mass of their moving bodies and thrill
the air. They were going up to those places without faltering,
without a backward look and singing—dear, splendid men.
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1 saw -other men an the march, and some“of them were
whistling the “ Marseillaise,” th@ugh they were English soldiers.
*Others were gossiping quietly as they walked, and once the light
of bursting shells played all down the line of their faces—hard,
clean-shaven, bronzed English faces, with the eyes of y&uth
there staring up at the battle-fires and unafraid.

A young officer walking at the head of his platoon called out
a cheery good night to me. It was a greeting in the darkness
from one of those gallant boys‘who lead their men out of the
trenches without much thought of self in that moment of
sacrifice.

In the camps the‘lights were out and the tents were dark.
The soldiers who had been writing letters home had sent their
love and gone to sleep. But the shell-fire never ceased all night.

4

A Staff officcr had whispered, a secrct to us at midnight in a
little room, when the door was shut and the window, closed.
Even then they” were words which could be only whispered.

“8nd to men of trust.

-«

* The attack will be made this morning at 7.30.”

So all had gone well, and there was to be no hitch. The
preliminary bombardments had done their work with the
enemy’s wire and earthworks. All the organization for attack
had been done, and the men were ready in their assembly
trenches waiting for the words which would hold all their fate.

There was a silence in the room wherg a dozen officers heard
the words—men who were to be lookers-on and who would not
have to leave a trench up there on the battleficlds when the
little hand of a wrist-watch said *“ It is now.” ®

The great and solemn meaning of next day’s dawn made the
air seem oppressive, and our hearts beat jumpily«for just a
moment. There would be no sleep for all those men crowded
in the narrow trenches on the north of the Somme. God give
them courage in the morning. . . .

The dawn came with a great beauty, There was a pale blue
sky flecked with white wisps of cloud. But it was cold and
over all the fields there was a floating mist which rose up from
the noist earth and lay heavily upon the ridges, so that the
horizon was obscured. As soon as light came there was activity
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int the place where I wgs behind the linés. A body of French

engineess all blue from casque Yo puttees, and laden with their.
field packs, marched along with a steady tramp, their grave,

grim faces turned towards the front. British Staff officers

camé motoring swiftly by and dispatch-riders mountcd their

motor-cycles and scurried away through the market carts of

French peasants to the open ygroads. French sentries and

French soldiers in reservg raised their hand to the salute as our

officers passed. . .

Each mag among them guessed that it was England’s day,
and that the British Army was out for attack. It was the spirit
of France saluting their comrades in arms when the oldest
‘ poilu ” threxg raised a wrinkledshand to his helmet and said to
an English soldier, ** Bonne chance, mon camarade !

Along the roads towards the battlefields there was no move-
ment of troops. For a fcw miles there were quict fields, where
cattle grazed and where the wheat grew green and tall in the
white mist. The larks were sipging high in the first glinting
sunshine of the day above the haze. And z.mothcr kind of
bird came soaring overhead. )

It was, one of our monoplanes, which flew steadily.towards
the lines, a herald of the battle. In distant hollows there were
masses of limber, and artillery horses hobbled in lines.

The battle-line camc into view, the long sweep of country
stretching southwards to the Somme. Above the lines beyond
Bray, looking towards the German trenches, was a great cluster
of kite balloons. They were poised very high, held steady by
the air-pockcts on their ropes, and their baskets, where the
artillery observers sat, caught the rays of the sun. I counted
sevénteen of them, the largest group that has ever betn seen
along our front; but I could see no enemy balloons opposite
them. It seemed that we had more eyes than they, but to-day
theirs have%becn staring out of the vcil of the mist.

5

We went farther forward to the guns, and stood on the same
high field where we had watched the night bombardment.
The panorama of battke was spread around us, and the noise
of battle swept about us in great tornadoes. I have said that
in the night one was startled by the curious duietude of the
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guns, by that queer maffled effect of so great an “artillery. But
now on the morning battle thi¢ phenomenon, which Iedo not

“understand, no longer existed. There was one continual rour
of guns, which beat the air with great waves and shocks of
sound, prodigious and overwhelming.

The full power of our artillery was let loose at about 6 o’¢lock
this morning. Nothing like it has cven been seen or heard upon
our front before, and all the preliminary bombardment, great as
it was, scemed insignificant ie this. I do not know how many
batterics we have along this battle-line or upon the section of
the line which I could sce, but the guns seemed crowded in
vast numbers of every calibre, and the concentration of their
fire was terrific in its intensity.w

Feor a time I could see nothing through the low—lymo mist
and heavy smoke-clouds which rhingled with the mist, and
stood like a blind man, only list.ening. It was a wonderful
thing which came to my ears. Shells were rushing through
theg air as though all the trains in the world had leapt their
rails and wcre driving at express speed through endless.tunnels
in which they miet cach other with frightful collisions.

* Somc of these shells, firing from batteries not far from where
I stood, ripped the sky with a high tearing note. Other shells
whistled with that strange, gobbhng, sibilant cry which makes
one’s bowels turn cold. Through the mist and the smoke
there came sharp, loud, insistent knocks, as separate batteries
fired salvos, and great clangorous strokes, as of iron doors
banged suddenly, and the tattoo of the light ficld-guns playing
the drumis of death.

The mist was shifting and dlsqolvmg The tall tower of
Albert ‘Cathedral appearcd suddenly through the veil, and the
sun shone full for a few scconds on the golden Virgin and the
Babe, which she held head downwards above all this tumult

+ as a peacc-olfering to men. The broken roofs of the town
gleamcd white, and the two tall chimneys to the left stood
black and sharp against the pale blue of the sky, into which
dirty smoke drifted above the whiter clouds.

I could see now as well as hear. I could see our shells falling
upon the German lines by Thiépval and La Boissclleand farther
by Mametz, and southwards over Fricourt. High explosives
were “tossing up great . vomits of black smoke and earth
all along the ridges. Shrapnel was pouring upon these



THE RISTORIC FIRST OF JULY* : 29

Rla::es, and leaving curly white clouds. which clung to the
round,

Below there was the flash of many batteries like Morse code
signals by stabs of flame. The enemy was being blasted by
e hyrricanc of firc. I found it in my heart to pity the poor
devils who were there, and yet was filled by a strange and
awful exultation because this was the work of our guns, and
because it was England’s day. ?

Over my head came & flight ef six acroplancs, led by a single
monoplanc, which steered steadily towards the enemy. The
sky was ded@ply blue above them, and when the sun caught their
wings they were as beautiful and delicatesas butterflies. But
they were carrymc‘ death with thcm and wcre out to bomb the
encmy’s batteries and to drop “Their cxplosives into masses of
men bchind the German lises.

Farther away a German planc was up. Our anti-aireraft
guns were searching for him $with their shells, which dotted the
sky with snowballs.

Every five minutes or so a sifigle gun fired a round. It spdke
with a Vuice I knew, the deep, gruff voiec of old ¢ Grandmother,”
onc of our 15-inch guns, which carrics a shell large enough te
smash ar cathedral with one cnormous burst. I could follow
the journcy of the shell by listening to its rush through
spacc. Scconds later there was the distant thud of its explo-
sion.

Troops werc moving forward to the attack from behind the
lines. It was ncarly 7.30. All the officers about me kept
glancing at their wrist-watches. 'We did not speak much then,
but stared silently’at %hc smoke and mist which floated and
banked along our lines. There, hidden, were our men.. They,
too, would be looking at their wrist-watches.

'.l”he minutes were passing very quickly—as quickly as men’s
lives pass when they look back upon the years.  An officer near .
me turned away, and there was a look of sharp pain in his cyes.
We were only lookers-on. The other men, our friends, the
splendid Youth that we have passed on the roads of France,
were about to do this job. Good luck go with them! Men
were muttering such wishes in their hearts.
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It was 7.80. Our watches told us that, but nothing else.
The guns had lifted and were firing behind the enemy’s first
lines, but therc was no sudden hush for the moment of attack’.
The barrage by our guns seemed as great as the first bombard-
ment. For ten minutes or so before this time a new sound had
come into the general thunder of arfillery. It was like the
“rafale ” of the French seiXante-quinze, very rapid, with
distant and separate strokes, but louder than the noise of field-
guns. They were our trench-mortars at work along the whole
length of the line béfore me.

It was 7.80. Thc moment fer the attack had gome.  Clouds
of smoke had been liberated to form a screen for the infantry,
and hid the whole line. The only ‘men I could see were those in
reserve, winding along a road by some trees which led up to
the attacking points. They had their backs turned as they
marched very slowly and steadily forward. I could not tell
who they were, though I had passed some of them on the road
a day or two before. But, whoever they were, English, Irish,

“or Welsh, I watched them until most had disappeared from
sight behind a clump of trees. In a little whilé they would be
fighting, and would need all their courage.

At a minute after 7.80 there came through the rolling smoke-
clouds a rushing sound. It was the noise of rifle-fire and
machine-guns. The men were out of their trenches and the
attack had begun. The enemy was barraging our lines.

7

The country chosen for our main attack to-day stretches,from
the Somme for some 20 miles northwards. The French were to
operate on our immediate right. It is very different country
from Flanders, with its swamps and flats, and from the Loos
battlefields, with their dreary plain pimpled by slack-keaps.

It is a swect and plgasant country, with wooded hills and little
valleys along the river-beds of the Ancre and the Somme, and
fertile meadow-lands and stretches of woodland, where soldiers
and guns may get good cover. “A clgan country,” said one
of our Generals when he first went to it from the northern war
zone.
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It seemed vary queer to go there first, after a knowledge of
war in the Ypres salidnt, where there is seldom view of thﬁ*
enemy’S lines from any rising ground—except Kemmel Hills
and Observatory Ridge—and where certainly one cannot walk
on the skyline in full view of German earthworks 2000 yards
away,.

But at Hebuterne, which the French captured after desperate
fighting, and at Auchonvillers {opposite Beaumont), and on
the high ground by the ruincdscity of Albert, looking over to
Fricourt and Mametz, and farther south on the Somme, looking
towards the little German stronghold at Curlu, beyond the
marshes, one could see very clearly and with a strange, unreal
sense of safety. ,

I saw a Gmman sentry pacing the village street of Curlu, and
went within 20 paces of hissoutposts. Occasionaldy one could
stare through one’s glasses at German working parties just
beyond sniping range round Beaumont and Fricourt, and to the
left of Fricourt the Crucifix between its scven trees seemed very
near as onc looked at it in the German lines. '

Below this Calvary was the Tambour and the Bois Frangais,
where not a weck passed without a mine being blown on one
side or #he other, so that the ground was a great upheaval of
mingling mine-cratcrs and tumbled carth, which but half
covcred the dead bodies of men.

It was difficult ground in front of us. The enemy was strong
in his defences. In the clumps of woodland beside the ruined
villages he hid many machine-guns and trench-mortars, and
each ruined housc in cach village was part of a fortified strong-
hold difficult to captur®by direct assult. It was here, however,
and with good hopes of success that our men attacked, to-day,
working eastwards across the Ancre and northward$ up from
the Somme.

8 1

At thg end of this day’s fighting it is still too soon to give a
clear narrative of the battle. Bchind the veil of smoke which
hides our men there were many different actions taking place,
and the messages that come back at the peril of men’s lives
and by the great ggllantry of our signallers and runnérs

give but glimpses of the progress of our men and of their
hard fighting.
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I have scen the wounded who have come out of the battle,
and the prisoncrs brought down in batches, but even they can
give only confused accounts of ﬁghtmrr in some single sector -of
the line which comes within their own expericnce.

At first, it is ccrtain, there was not much difficulty in tgking
the cncmy’s first line trenches along the greater part of the
country attacked. Our bombardment had done great damage,
and had smashed down the *encmy’s wire and flattened his
parapets.  When our men left their-assembly trenches and
swept forward, cheering, they encountered no great resistance
from German soldicrs, who had been in hiding in thair dug-outs
under our storm of shells.

Many of these dug-outs were blown in and filled with dead,
but out of others which had not been flung to gifces by high
explosives crept dazed and deafened men who held their hands
up and bowed their heads.  Some of them in one part of the
line came out of their shelters as soon as our guns lifted, and
mect our soldicrs half-way with signs of surrender.

They were colleeted and sent back under guard, while the
attacking columns passed on to the second and third*lines in
the nctwork of trenches, and then if they could get through
them to the fortified ruins behind.

But the fortunes of war vary in different places, as I know
from the advance of troops, including the South Staffords, the
Manchesters, and the Gordons. In crossing the first line of
trench the South Staffordshire men had a comparatively easy
time, with hardly any casualtics, gathering up Germans who
surrendered casily. The cnemy’s artillery fire did not touch
them scriously, and both they and the Manchesters had very
great luck.

But the Gordons fared differently.  These keen fighting men
rushed forward with great enthusiasm until they reached one
end of the village of Mametz, and then quite suddenly they were
faced by rapid machine-gun fire and a storm of bombs. The
Germans held a trench ealled Danzig Avenue on the ridge where
Mametz stands, and defended it with desperate courage. The
Gordons ﬁung themsélves upon this position, and had some
difficulty in clearing it of the cnemy. At the end of the day
Mamectz remained in our hands. ;

It was these fortified villages which gave our men greatest
trouble, for the German troops defended them with real courage,
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and worked tHeir machine-guns from hidden cmplacecments
wjth skijl and dctermindtion.

Fricourt is, I belicve, still holding out (its capture has since
been officially reported), though our men have foreed their
wayen both sides of it, so that it is partly surrounded. Mont-
anban, to the north-cast of Mamctz, was captured carly in the
day, and we also gained the strong point at Serre, until the
Germans made a somewhat heavy?counter-attack, and succceded
in driving out our troops. ..

Beaumont-Hamel was not in our hands at the end of the
day, but h¥e again our men are fighting on both sides of
it,_ The woods and village of Thiépval, which I had watched
under tergific shell-fire in our preliminary bombardments, was
one point of olir first attack, andour troops swept from onc end
of the village to the other, aad out heyond to a new objective.

They were too quick to get on, it scems, for a considerable
number of Germans remained in the dug-outs, and when the
British soldicrs went past them they came out of their hidigg-
places a}ld became a fighting foree again.  Farther north our
infantry attacked both sides of the Gommeeourt salient with
the greatest possible valour. .

That & my elatest knowledge, writing at midnight on the
first day of July, which lcaves our men beyond the German
front lines in many places, and penetrating to the country
behind like arrow-heads between the enemy’s strongholds.

9

In the afternoon T saw the first batehs of prisoners brought in.
In parties of 50 to 100 they came down, gnarded by men of the
Borger Regiment, through the little French hamlets eldse behind
the fighting-lincs, where peasants stood in their doorways
watching these firstfruits of victory.

They were damaged fruit, some of these poor wretches,
woundeds and nerve-shaken in the great bombardment. Most
of them belonged to the 109th and 11Qth Regiments of the
14th Reserve Corps, and they seemed to be a mixed lot of
Prussians and Bavarians. On the whole, they were tall, strong
fellows, and there wege striking faces among them, of men
higher than the peasant type, and thoughtful. But thcys were
very haggard and worn and dirty.
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Over the barbed tiire which had been strétched across a
farmyard, in the shadow of an' old French church, I spoke to
some of them. To onc man especially, who answered all my
questions with a kind of patient sadness. He told me that
most of his comrades and himself had been without food antd
water for scveral days, as our intense fire made it impossible to
get supplics up the communication-trenches.

About the bombardment he raised his hands and eyes a
moment—cyes full of a remerbered horror—and said, “ Es war
schrecklich ” (It was horrible). Most of the offlcer's had
remained in the sccond line, but the others had been killed, he
thought. His own” brother had been killed, and in Baden his
mother and sisters would weep. when they hcar(l,‘,.-“ut he was
glad to be a prisoner, out of the war at last, which would Jast
muc-h longer. -

A new column of prisoners was being brought down, and
suddenly the man turned and uftercd an cxclamation with a
loek of surprisc and awe.

“ Ach, da 1st ¢in Hauptnmnn ! He recognized apn officer
among these néw prisoners, and it scemed clearly a surprising
thing toim that one of the great caste should be in this plight,
should suffer us he had suffered.

Some of his fellow-prisoners lay on the ground all bloody and
bandaged. Once of them scemed about to die. But the
English soldicrs gave them water, and one of our oflicers empticd
his cigarcite-case and gave them all he had to smoke.

Other men were coming back from the fields of fire, glad also
to be back behind the line. They were our wounded, who
came in very quickly after the first attack to the casualty
clearing stations closc to the lines, but beyond the reach of
shell- firc. Many of them were lightly wounded in the hands
and fect, and sometimes 50 or more were on one lorry, which
had taken up ammunition and was now bringing back the
casualtics.

They were wonderful men.  So wonderful in their gaicty and
courage that one’s hoart melted at the sight of them. They
were all grinning as though they had come from a “ jolly ”
which they had been bumped a little. There was a look of pride
in their cycs as they came driving down like wounded knights
from' a tourney.

They had gone through the job with honour, and have come
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out with their h'vcs, and, the warld was godd and beautiful again,
in, this svarm sun, in these snug French villages, where peasant
men and women waved hands to them, and in these ficlds of
.gcarlet and gold and green.

The men who were going up to the battle grinned back at
thosé who were comifhg out.  Onc could not sce the faces of the
lying-down cascs, only the soles of their boots as they passed ;
but the laughing men ogp the lofrics—some of them stripped to
the waist and bandaged roughlf/—-seemod to rob war of some of
its horror, gnd the spirit of our British soldiers shows bright
along the roads of France, so that the very sun seems to get some
ok its gold from these men’s hearts. *

To-night *Je guns arc at wogk again, and the sky (lushes as
the shells burst over there “Eaere our men arc fighting.



I
THE FIRST CHARGE

July 2
It is possible now to get \()mothmfr like a clear idea of the
fighting which began ycesterday ‘morning at 7.830, when the
furious tempest of our guns pllbb(‘d! farther over the German lines
and our infantry left their trenches for the great adventure.

Jhe battle goes on, with syecess to our arms.  Fricourt,
partly surrounded yesterday (by the 21st Division), was taken by
assault to-day, 4nd a German counter-attack upon Montauban
was repulsed with losses that tore gaps into the cncmv ranks.
Prisoners come tramping down in batches, wedary, worn men,
who have the gallantry to praisc our own infantry and remember
with a shudder the violenee of our gunfire.

Wounded men who are coming out of the fighting-lines ask
onc question, *“ Tow are we doing ? > Men suffering great pain
have a smile in their eyes when the answer comes, © We are doing
well.”  The spirit of our men is so high that it is certain we shall
gain further ground, however great the cost.

The ground we have alrcady gained was won by men who
fought to win, and who went “ all out,” as they say, wivh a
ficree enthusiasm to carry their objective, quickly and utterly
and cleanly.  This wonderful spirit of the men is praised by all
their officers as a kind of new revelation, though they saw them
in trench life and in hard times.

“ They went across toppingly,” said a wounded boy of the
West Yorkshires, who was in the first attack on Fricourt. * The
fellows were glorious,” said another young officer who could
hardly speak for the pain in his left shoulder, where a picce of
shell struck him down in Mamctz Wood.  * Wonderful chaps !
said a licutcnant of the Manchesters. “ They went cheering

L3
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through machirk-gun fire as though it wgre just the splashing
of rain. . . . They beat®verytNing for real pluck.”

"They beat everything for pluck except their own officers, who,
as usual, led their men forward without a thought of their own
risks

2

The attack on Montauban whs one of our best suecesses
yesterday.  The men wére mainly Lancashire troops (of the
Manchester Regiment) supported by men of the Home
Countics, iiftluding those of Surrey, Kent, Ksscx, Bedford,
apd Norfolk. They advavced in splendice order straight for
their objegtive, swept over the German trenches, and captured
large numbers® of prisoners, without great loss to themselves.

Their commanding olficers were anxious about a German
strong point called the Briqueterie, or brickficld, which had
been full of machine-guns an®l minenwerfers, and the original
intention was to pass this without a dircet attempt jo
take it. *

But the position was found to be utterly destroyed by our
bombardment, and a party of men (the Liverpools) were
detached® to scize it, which they did with comparative case.
The remainder of the men in those battalions went on to the
ruined village of Montauban and, in spite of spasmodic machine-
gun firc from some of the broken houses, earried it-in once great
flood of invasion.

Large numbers of Germans were taking cover in dug-outs and
cellars, but as soon as our men entered they eame up into the
open and surrendered. ® Many of them were so cowed by the
great bombardment they had suffered and by the waves of men
that, swept into their stronghold that they fell upon their knees
and begged most piteously for merey, which was granted to
them.

The loss of Mantauban was serious to the enemy, and they
preparcede a counter-attack, which was launched this morning,
at 8 o’clock, at a strength of two regiments. Our men were
expecting this and had organized their defence.  The Germans
came on in closc order, very bravely, rank after rank advancing
over the dead and woupded bodies of their comrades, who were
caught by our machinc-gun firc and rifle-fire and mown down.
Only a few men were able to enter our trenches, and these died.
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Mantauban remains in our hands, and so far tht enemy has not
attempted another attack.

3

Our line winds round the village in a sharp salient which-drops
south-castwards to Mametz, which is full of German dead and
wounded, who are being foun® in the ccllars and taken back to
our hospitals. It was in thetdking of Mametz that some of the
Gordons suffered heavily.  With English troops they advanced
across the open with sloped arms. There was very little shell-
fire and not a rifle-chot came from the enemy’s broken trenches.

“Suddenly,” says onc of their officers, “a _ppachine-gun
opened fire upon us point-blank, and caught us m the face. 1
shouted to my men to advance at the double, and we ran forward
through a perfect strecam of shattering bullets. Many of my
poor boys dropped, and then I ftll and knew nothing more for
a,while. But aftcrwards I hct'xrd that we had taken Mamctz,
and hold it still. . . . My Gordons were f{inc, but we_had bad
luck.” «

It was the fire of German machine-guns which was most
trying to our men. Again and again soldiers have told me
to-day that the hard time came when these bullets began to
play upon them.  In spite of our enormous bombardment there
remained here and there, even in a front-line trench, a machine-
gun cmplacement so strongly built with stecl girders and
concrete cover that it had defied our high explosives. And
inside were.men who were defiant also.

A young olffrer of the Northumberland Fusiliers paid a high
tribute to them.  * They are wonderful men,” he said, *“ and
work their machines until they are bombed to death.  In the
trenches by Fricourt they stayed on when all the other men had
cither been killed or wounded, and would neither siirrender nor
escape. It was the same at Loos, and it would not be sporting of
us if we did not say so, thongh they have knocked out so many
of our best.” .

The same opinion in almost the same words was given to me
to-day by many men whosc bodics bore witness to these German
Maxims, and though their words were o tribute to the encmy,
thewalso proved the fine generosity in the heart of our own men.

Whilc the attacks werce being made on Montauban and Mametz
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very hard fighting was in progress on thg left, or western, side
of our linc from Gommécourt downwards. So far I have heard
very little of the action at Gommecourt, where the German
salient was most difficult to assault owing to formidable defences.
#n that dircction our progress has not been great.

Farther south at Ovillers and La Boissclle our attacks were
rather more fortunate, and some ground was gained with great
loss in life to the cnemy, though jiot without many casualtics to
oursclves, Fortunatclys as in gll this fighting, the proportion
of lightly wounded mcn is wondertully high.

The advence upon the ridge of La Boissclle was a splendid
ay‘).d memorable thing. 'ljhc men who took_pa.rt in it'Wcrc hard,
toughdellows who fear neither man nor devil, nor engines of war.
They went 18rward cheering, #nd the Tyneside pipers played
on their men.  The Germang guns were (linging Juck Johnsons
over, but they did not inflict much damage, and the men jeered
at them. .

“Silly old five-point-nine erumps !> said a young officer
to-day who had been among@ them. “ They only madd® a
beastly stink and the devil of a noise. Tt was ghe machine-guns
which did all the work.”

The nrachine-guns were cnfilading our men from La*Boissclle,
and from the high ground sbove their bullets eame pattering
down in showers, so that when they hit men in the shoulder they
came out at the wrist. They swept No Man'’s_ Land like a
seythe.

But our troops passed on steadily with fixed bayoncts at
parade step, nob turning their heads when comrades dropped
to right and left of th@u. They took the first line of German
trenches, which were blown to dust-heaps with the bodies of
the men who had held them.  In the sceond line $here were
men still Living, and still resolute enough to defend themscelves.
They were) bombed out of this position, and our men went on
to the third line still under machine-gun fire. ‘

“ Tt seemed to me,” said a Lincolushire lad, “ as if there was
a machinc-gun to cvery five men.” Without exaggeration
therc were many of these machines fd they were served
skilfully and torribly by their gunners. Beyond La Boisselle,
which was pressed on onc side, the fire became very intenst.
High explosives, shrapnel, and trench-mortars ploughed up the
ground, b
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* They threw cverything at us owcept half-crobns,” said & man
of the Royal Scots, /

It was the Royal Scots who charged with the bayonet into
a body of German troops, and the other battalions advanced
at the double and captured batehes of men who had no mort:
stomach for the fight. .

Some of the hardest fighting at La Boissclle was donce by
men of Dorset and Manchestar, with Highland Light Infantry
and Bordeérers.  They had an casy time over the front line, but
when the sccond was reached had to cngage in a battle of
bombs with a large body of Germans. This resistance was
broken down and avhen there was a show of bdyonets the
enemry surrendered. They were haggard men, who h hag, sarfered,
like most of our prisoners, froni long hunger and thirst as our
bombardment had cut off their swpplics ‘md broken the water-
pipes.

Farther north there was a severe struggle for the posscssion
of Thicpv.ﬂ which was once in our hands but is now again in
the enemy’s grip. It is clear ffom all the evidence 1 can get
that our men passed beyond to a further objective ‘without
staying to clear out the dug-outs where Germans were in hiding
or to séarch for all the machine-gun cmplacements. The
enemy eame out of their hiding-places and served their machine-
guns upon the British troops who had gone forward.

A sergeant-major of the Manchesters, who took part in onc
of the attacks which followed cach other in waves upon the
Thiépval positions, says that he and his comrades foreed their
way across the front trenches and had to walk over the bodics
of large numbers of German dead, ‘who had fallen in the
bombagdment. With his regiment he went forward into a
wood known to the men as © Blighty,” and then fell woundgd.

Machine-gun bullets and shrapnel were slashing through it
with a storm of lead, lopping off branches and ricochgtting from
the tree-trunks.  The men stood this ordeal superbly, and those
who were not wounded fought their way through towards the
village. Somec battalions working on the left of Thiépval had
a very scvere orde al. Onc of them, wounded, told me that
they scized the first system of trenches in the face of machine-
gun firc and captured the men who gemained alive in the
dug-opts.

They were deep dug-outs, going 30 feet below ground, and in
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some cases, evén at that depth, had trap-doors leading to still
lower ghambers, so thht ourVbhombardment had not touched
them. Many of them were elaborately fitted and furnished,,
and were well stocked with wine and beer. A great deal of
torecspondence was found and sent back to our lines in sand-
bagss .

It was when our mén advanced upon the Thiépval woods
that they had their hardest hours, for the enemy's fire was
heavy, anfl they had to pass through an intense barrage.
Mcanwhile big fighting was in progress af Fricourt, and somc
of thedlorth-countrymen had a great ordeal of {irc. They have
done magniffeently, and Fricoffrt is ours.

Other troops were cngaged. for masses of men of many
British regiments advanced on both sides of the village en-
deavouring to gct possession of Shelter Wood, Lozenge Wood,
and the high ground to the north of the village from the position
known as the Crucitix. Larg®numbers of Germans were killed
and wounded, but the garrison of Fricourt gaintained a very
stout resistance, and until this morning our attacks did
not suceced m taking this stronghold, although it #as ncarly
surrounded.

Heroie acts were done by our men, as I know from the
comrades who were with them.  One boy of cighteen, to give
only one instance, was so good a captain, although a private
soldicr, that when the oftiecers of his platoon had fallen he
rallied the men and led them forward.  * Come on, my lads,”
he eried. “ We'll glt them oul ! A pipe-major of the
Royal Scots led this battalion forward to an old Secottish tunc,
angd during the attack stood out alonce in No Man’s Land playing
~till until he fell wounded.

Karly this morning a very fine flanking attack was made oy
Fricourt by the men who had held on to the ground during the
night, and Crucifix Trench was taken after the explosion of
two big mines. The attack then closed in, one body of troops
working rourd to the north and another fighting their way
round the south side in order to get the village within a pair of
tongs. . *

The operation succceded and the village was taken, but
fighting still went on to gain possession of the high ridge above.
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A whole company of German soldiers were. seen to come
suddenly across the open withy their hands up. Oth.er men
straggled singly over the shell-beaten ground to surrender to
our men.

But the enemy’s guns put up a heavy barrage of shrapnet
and high explosives when our men tried to advance along the
ridge, and from the upper cnd of the Fricourt Wood there
came the incessant clatter of, machine-gun fire. Our attack
did not falter, and as far as I cgn learn the position to-night is
good. '

Here, then, arc some scraps of facl about a great battle still
in progress and covering a wide stretch of ground, in which
many scparate actions arc taking place. It is impossitie for
an cye-witness to sce more thaw a corner of these battlefields,
and at this hour for one man to writc a clear, straight chroniele
of so great an adventure. I have been travelling to-day about
the linces, trying to gather the threads together, talking to many
of our fighting mcn, going amnong the wounded and the prisoners,
and in the intense and immediate interest of this great drama of
war which is all about me, trying to get at the latest Yacts of
our progress from hour to hour.

But what 1 have written is only the odds and wnds of a long
heroie story which must be written later with fuller knowledge
of men and dceds. Only once thing is rcally very clear and
shining in all this turmoil of two days of battle—it is the
unconguerable spirit of our men.
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As the hou®s pass we arc gffning new ground and extending
our line slowly but stcadily to straighten it out between the
German strongholds which have been captured by the great
gallantry of our mcen after heavy fighting.

To-day when I went into the heart of these battleficlds in
and around Fricourt, where We have made our most, succelsful
advance, I could see the progress we have msade since the first
day’s attacks by the clevation of the shell-fire. which traced
out the German and British lincs. To the right %f me was
Mamectz, held by our troops and our encireling loop no longer -
dipped so sleeply southwards as before, but curved gradually
westwards bleow the Bois de Mametz until it reached Fricourt
itself.

Here we arc not only in possession of the village but have
the wood on the hx,r_:h ground beyond, the Crueifix Trench on
the edge to the Ieft, and Lozenge Wood still farther to the left.
Our line then runs to La Boissclle, most of which was in our
hgnds early this morning after a fieree bombardment by our
guns, followed by the infantry advance. It seemed to me,
from my, own obscrvation to-day, that the German guns arg
retiring farther back to cscape capture or direet hits, for many
of their shrapnel shells appceared to come from an extreme
range by high angle fire. All this shows that we arc pressing
the enemy hard, and that so far he is unable to bring up supports
to securc his defence.

The scene here wais wonderful, and though I have beet in
many battlcficlds since this war began I have never watched
before such a complete and close picture of war in its_infcrnal
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grandeur. The wood,of La Boissclle was to '‘my left on the
rising slopes, up which there wouild a white road to that, ragged
~fringe of broken tree-trunks, standing like gallows-trees against
the sky-line.

Immediately facing me was Lo=cnge Wood and the CrucHix$
with two scparate trees known as the Poodles, and just aeross
the way to my right in the hollow that dips below the wood
was Fricourt. Montauban, which our troops took by assault
in the first day’s fighting, was marked only by one tall chimncy,
the rest of its ruins being hidden behind a crest of ground,
but to the right, ncar enough for me to see and count its ruined
houses, was Mametz-lying in a cup below the ridge. i

A great bombardment was raging from both sides, th- <ficmy
shelling the places we had taken trom him, and our'guns putting
a heavy barrage on to his positiops. La Boissclle was being
shelled by shrapnel with great severity, and there was one spot
at the northern end of the tree stuns where British and German
shells seemed to meet and mingle their explosions.

In what was once a village thére were dense clonds of smoke
which rosc up iw cohunns and then spread out into a thick
pall.  In the very eentre of this place, which looked like one
of Dante’s visions of hell-fire, one of our soldicrs was siznalling
with a flaming torch.

The red flame moved backwards and forwards through the
wrack of smoke, and was then tossed high, as a new burst of
shrapnel broke over the place where the signaller stood.

Our batterics were firing single ronnds and salvos in  the
direetion of Contalmaison from many places behind our lines,
so that T was in the centre of a circle of guns all concentrating
upon the enemy’s lines behind Fricourt and Mamectz Wood
and La Boissclle. Shells from our heavies came sercaming
overhead with a high rising note which ends with a sudden
;roar as the shell bursts, and our ficld-batteries were firing
rapidly and continuously so that the sharp erack of cach shot
scemed to rip the air as though it were made of calico. .

It was a tornado of shell-fire, and though one’s head ached
at it and cach big shell as it travelled over seemed in a queer
way to takc somcthing from one’s vitality by its rush of air,
there was a strange exultation in onc’s senses at the eonscious-
ness of this mass of artillery supporting our men.  Those were
our guns. Onrs!
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They had the mastgry. They were anl registecred on the
ciemy.® Our guns at last had given us a gréat chance. The
infantry had something behind them, and it was not all flesh
gnd blood against great cngines, as in the carly days it used
to Be.

9

The encmy was replying chfeflv on the ground about La
Boisselle, so that I hated to think of our men up there, for
though it gvas nothing like our bombardment it was hcavy
cnough to increasce the cost we have had to pay for progress.
¥ eoyld sce nothing of the men in that smoke and flame, but
I could ®c rgen going up towgrds it, in a quict, leisurcly way
as though strolling on a summer morning in peaceful ficlds.

It was curious to watch® our soldicrs walking about this
battleficld. They scemed  very aimless, in little  groups,
wandering aboul as though picking wild flowers—some of
those poppics which made gregt splashes of scarlet up to she
trencheg, or some of the blue cornflowers and purple scabious
and white stitchwort which weaved the colou®s of France over
these por stricken ficlds of hers, now hers again, and the
charlock which ran with a riot of gold in all this great luxuri-
ance between the tumbled carthworks where dead bodies lay.

The shells were whining and rending the air above their
heads, but they did not glanee upwards or forwards to where
the shells burst and vomited black smoke. They seemed as
carcless of war as holiday-makers on Hampstcad Heath.
Yet when I went amogg them 1 found that cach man had his
special mission, and was part of a gencral purpose guided by
higher powers.  Some of them were laying new wires for new
telephones over ground just captured from the cucm'y.

Others were runners coming down with messages through
the barrage higher up the roads.  Artillerymen and engincers
were getting on with their job, quictly, without fuss.

From' over the ridge where Crucifix Trench runs from the
Poodles into Fricourt Wood came a hody of men. I could
sce their heads above the trench. Then they seemed to rest
2 while.  After that they came into full view below the ridge,

Had they been seen by the German gunners ? Why were
they running like that down the slope ? Some shrapncleclouds
came white and curly above the sky-line; others fluffed lower,
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nearer to the men. They were jn such a bunch that one shell
would do great damage therc. . . . ¢ .
They scattered a little and I saw their figures taking cover
in the hummocky ridges. It was only later that I heard that
these men had been fighting heavily down ncar the two frees
known as the Poodles, and that they had captured a number
of German prisoners, who came towards them with uplifted
hands. The prisoners were %ving brought down in small
batches, whom I met on the rofd.

3

Up at La Boissclle the shelling was still intgnsey put our
troops had alrcady surrounded part of the position, and after
a concentration by our guns ad%anced and captured it. A
number of Germans were there in their dug-outs, the remnant
of a battalion which had sulfercll frightful things under our
gu-fire.  Some of the oflicers, it seems, from what the prisoners
told me, went away to Bush Tree Copse, Contalmaison, saying
that they were foing to bring up reserves. But they did not
come back. .

The other men—about 250 of them—stayed in the dug-outs,
without food and water, while our shells made a fury above
them and smashed up the ground. They had a German doctor
there, a giant of a man with a great hcart, who had put his
first-aid dressing-station in the second-line trench and attended
to the wounds of the men until our bombardment intensifiecd
so that no man could live there. .

He took the wounded down to a dug-out—those who had
not betn carried back—and stayced there c¢xpeeting death.
But then, as he told me to-day, at about cleven o’clock +his
morning the shells ceased to scrcam and roar above-ground,

" and after a sudden silence he heard the noise of British troops.

He went up to the entrance of his dug-out and said to some
English soldiers who camec up with fixed bayonets, “ My
friends, I surrender.”, Afterwards he hclped to tend our own
wounded, and did very good work for us under the fire of his
own guns, which had now turned upon this position.

Therc was another German to-day atr La Boisselle, but his
work «(was not that of helping wounded men. It was one
of those machine-gunners who kept up a fire of dropping bullets
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upon our troop§ when we first yiade an asshult upon this position.

And td-day he was there still in his eniplacement doing very

deadly work, and though he was wounded in nine places when’
ye found him he was still working his terrible little gun.

Our men took him prisoner, and, in the English way, berc
no grudge against him, but sang his praises. Many other
machine-guns were captured, and round one of them all the
team was laid out dead by onedf our shells.

4

~ Agabout 11.30 in the morning I walked*down into Fricourt.
which “wes c¢aptured yesterday afternoon. It was a strange
walk, not pleasant, but full of a terrible interest. Fighting
was still going on on the lfigh ground above, a few hundred
yards away, and while I had been watching the seene of war
from a ficld near by 1 had’scen heavy shells, certainly five-
point-nines, falling near the vijlage and raising clouds of black
and greenish smoke, and they were falling into Mametz some
distance to the right. -

Fricourt was not an inviting place, but other men, had been
there at’ a wofse time. And the interest of it called to one to
get into this bit of ruined ground with its broken brickwork
which for morc than a year we have stared at across barbed
wire and through holes in the ground as an evil-place beyond
our knowledge, as a place from which death came to our men
from trench-mortars and machine-guns, separated from us
by lines of trenches full of snipers who waited and watched
for any of our heads to appcar, even for a scecond, above the
parapet, and by No Man’s Land into which somc of oar brave
boys went out at night at great peril, hiding in shell-holes,
and avoiding the mine-fields of the Bois Frangais and other
ground heneycombed bclow by German galleries which, night e
after night—do you remember the line in the official com-
muniqué ?—flung up the soil and formed another crater and
buricd some more of our men. “ Thege was mining activity
near Fricourt.” Well, there will be no more of it there.

I went across the fields—Lord God ! that would have meant
death a weck or two ago, before the cnemy was busy with other
things close by—and came down to our old system of trenches.
Here were the little wooden bridges across which our men
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made their advance, ahd litters o sandbags no more to be used
for the parapets here, and the abandoned propertics of man

" who had left these old familiar places—the old rat-holes, the bays
in the trenches where they stood on guard at night, the dug-outs
where they had pinned up photographs—upon the morning o
the great adventure, which was yesterday. .

Here was a redoubt from which 1 had first looked across
to the Crucifix and the commumieation-trench up which the men
used to come at night. Now dil abandoned, for the men had
gonc forward.

The flowers were growing richly in No Man’s Land, red and
vellow and blue, extept where the carth was white and barren
above the mine-fields of the famous Tambour, and brerwh and
barrcn in the Bois Francais, where never a tree now grows.

We walked across No Man’s Lard in the full sunlight of this
July day, and though shells were rushing overhead, those
from our battceries scemied low enbugh to eut off the heads of
the flowers, and mine.  They were mostly our shells.

Lightly wounded men, just hit up there beyond the wood,
walked along unfnded. or helped by a comrade.  One of them,
a boy of 18 or so, with blue eyes under his steel helmet, stopped
me and showed me a bloody bandage round his iand, and said
with an excited laugh :

“They got me all right. 1 was serving my Lewis when a
bullet caught me smack. Now I'm off. And I’ve had 18
months of it.”

He went away grinning at his luck, beeause the bullet might
have chosen another place.

Some German prisoners followed him. Two of them were

carrying a stretcher on which an English soldier lay with his

cyes shut. A wounded German behind turned and smiled at
me—a strong, meaningful smile.  He was glad to be wounded
and out of it.

Other Germans came down under guard, and httl( groups
of English soldiers and Red Cross men. I struck across the
ficld again to the old German lines of trenches, and saw the full
and frightful horror of war. The German trenches were
smashed at some places, by our artillery-fire, into shapclessness.
Green sandbags were flung about, timbers from the trench
sides Isd been broken and tossed about like match-sticks.

1 stumbled from onc shell-crater to another, over bits of
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indescribable tHings, and the Ktter of meh’s tunies and pouches
apd hawcrsacks, and dug-outs. = Rifles lay about, and the ground
was strewn with hand-grenades, and here and there was a
éreat uncxploded shell which had nosed into the soil.  There

cft many German dead lying there in Fricourt, and some of
our own poor men. The Germans were lying thick in onc
part of the trenches.

They had been tall, fine men in life. One of them lying
with many wounds upon hin® was quite a giant. Another
poor man lay on his back with his facc turned up to the blue
sky and hls hands raised up above his body as though in
praycr. . . . »

Bt I4urned my head away from these sights, as most people
hide these things from their® imagination, too cowardly to
face the reality of war. .

I followed an officer down into a German dug-out until he
halted half-way down its steps and spoke a word of surprisc.

“ There's a eandle still burning ! >

It gaye one an uncanny foch’ng to sce that lighted candle in
the deep subterrancan room, where yesterday* German officers
were living, unless dead before yesterday. .

It could not have been burning all that time.  For a moment
we thought an cnemy might still be hiding there, and it was not
improbable, as two of them had been found in Fricourt only
a few hours before.  But in all likelihood it had been lit by an
English soldier after the eapture of the place.

The dug-out was littered with German books and papers.
I picked up onc of thgm, and saw that it was ** Advice on
Sport.” Hecre was sad sport for Germans.  There was a tragic
spirit in that little room, and we went out uickly. Iepecred
intq, other German dug-outs, and saw how splendidly built
they were, so deep and so strongly timbered that not even our
bombardmgnt had utterly destroyed them. They are great
workers, these Germans, and wonderful soldiers.

Everywhere there lay about great numbers of steel helmets,
some of them with vizors, and well dgsigned, so that they
come down to the nape of the neck and proteet all the head.
Some of our soldiers were bringing them back as souvenirs,
Onc man had ten dangling about him, like the tin pots on a
travelling tinker. 0

In the wood beyond the Crucifix our machinc-guns were

D
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firing ficrcely, and the noise was likg that of a great flame
beyond the village. Fricourt itself is just a heap of drightful
ruin, with the remains of houses which the enemy had used as
machine-gun cmplacements Every yard of it was littered with
the debris of war’s aftermath. Before our final attack yc’bter-
day many of the German troops filtered out in retreat, leaving
some of their wounded behind, and onc poor puppy—a fox-
terricr—which is now the tropky of onc of our battalions.

But a number of men—abdut 150, I should say—could not
get away owing to the intensity of our first bombardment,
and when our men stormed the place yesterday afternoon they
camc up out of tleir dug-outs with their hands up for merey.
I saw them all to-day and spoke with some of them. »~

They belonged to the 109th, 110th, and 111th Regiments of
the 141h Reserve Corps. and were mostly from Baden. It
would be absurd to talk of these fellows as being undersized
or underfed men.  They were tall, strong, stout men in the
pime of life. Only a few were wounded, and lay about in a
dazed way. The others answered me cheerfully, and expressed
their joy at hating cseaped from our gunfire, which they de-
seribed gs ““schreeklich "—terrible. They had had no food or
drink since yesterday morning until their Enghsh guards gnve
it to them.

1 spoke also with a little group of officers.  They were young
men of an atistoeratic type, and spoke very frankly and politely.
They, too, acknowledged the new power of our artillery and
the courage of our men, which was not new to them. It was
here that 1 had a talk with the German medical officer whom 1
had scen walking down between two guards close to Fricourt.
After describing his own cxperiences during the bombardment
this morning he laughed in a sad way.

*This war!” he said.  *“ We go on killing each other to no
purpose. Kurope is being bled to death. and will be im-
poverished for long years. It is a war against religion, and
against civilization, and I sce no end to it. Germany is strong
and England is strong and Francc is strong. It is impossible
for one side to erush the other, so when is the end to come ?
Because of his services to our own men he was given special
privileges, and an English soldicr had «brought down all his
persounal belongings. A little apart from all his fellow-officers
stoed a German licutcnant-colonel who was charged with
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having killed two of oyr offidgrs by bot’xbing them after his
suerenddr. A tall, gloomy, truculent man of the worst Prussian
type, he stood awaiting an inquiry, and I could only hope that
hg was not guilty of such a crime.

Fom personal obscrvation I know nothing of what has
happened clsewhere in the line to-day, but I have heard a
story of an attack on the Gommecourt salient which shows
that this action was one of the most tragic and heroic things
in British history. The enemy had concentrated a great mass
of guns here in the belief that our main attack was to be
directed against this part of the front. The existence of this
belig{has been proved by German orders wlAch have come into
our hands.

As soon as our men left thér trenches after the bombard-
ment yesterday Lhe enemy sbarraged our front and support
trenches with a most infernal fire.  Our men advanced through
this barrage absolutely as thbugh on parade, and in spite of
heavy losses some of them magle their way over 500 yards 8
No Mans Land to the enemy’s frond line.

The German soldiers also behaved with gréat courage, and
carricd their machine-guns right through our barrgge until
they faced our®men in the open and swept them with fire so
that large numbers fell.

The attack did not succced in this part of the line. But
it drew on the enemy’s reserves, and great honotir is duce to
the valour of those men of ours who fought as heroes in one
ol the most glorious acts of self-sacrifice ever made by British
troops.
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THE DEATH-SONG OF THE GERMANS

Morxing bright : morning bright— .
Light that lcads mo to the grave— -
Soon shall dawn with summons brazen
(all me to my death to hasten—
I and many a comrggle brave.
« Morgenroth” (Dr. Blackie’s translation)

“ Morgenroth,” the haunting death-sofg of the forlorn hopes of the German
a:mies, 13 the song which was sung so often in the Franco-Prussian War of
1870 and is being sung again to-day. !

The words were written by Wilhelm Haufl, a patriotic German writer of the
first half of the ninftecnth century.

1 . .

Jury 4
No sensational progress has been made by us sinee I wrote
my last dispatch, yesterday, but our guns are in a good position
to follow up our advance, and the hattle is developing, T believe,
according to the original plan, which anticipated slow and
steady fighting from one German pogition to another.  That
is being done, and another point was gained to-day by the
captute of Bernafay Wood, to the north-cast of Montauban,
from which T have just come back after seeing the shelling of
this wood from close range.

It is behind the lines on the outskirts of the batkleficlds that
one sees most of the activity of war, as I saw it to-day again
when T went up to this captured ground of Montauban. Up
there where fighting was in progress not many men were visible.
Until the advance, after the work of our guns, and the short,
«sharp rush from open ground under the cnemy’s shrapnel,
our men are hidden and the only movement to be seen is that
of the shells bursting and tossing up the carth.

But on the way up, now that the war is no longer stationary,
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o,
there is a great tarmoil of men gnd mules #nd guns and wagons,
and agayn and again toflay I ’wished that I could put on to
paper sketches rather than words to describe these scencs.
For here all along the way were historie pictures of the campaign
fufl of life and colour.

Great camps had been assembled in the dips and hollows
of the hills, with painted tents between the lines and great
masscs of horses and wagons and gun-limbers crowded together,
with thousands of men busy as ants.  Transport columns came
down or went up the hilly road$ driven by tired men who
drooped in #heir scats or saddles after three days of battle, in
ywhich they have had but little sleep.  One @f them was asleep
to-da®s  He had fallen backwards in his wagon still holding the
veins, and white he slept his howes jogged on steadily following
the l( aders of the column. On the roadside and among the
wild flowers of uncultivated ficlds batehes of iufantry, who
had been marching all night, had flung themselves down
aud slept also while they had a half-hour’s chance, with
their arms outstretched, with fheir rifles and packs for ther
pillows. * .

Other men were moving up towards the fighting-lines,
marchingewith @ steady tramp along the chalky roads, which
plastered them with white dust from steel helmet downwards,
and put a white mask upon their faces, exeept where the sweat
came down in gullies. Artillerymen were leading up reserve
horses, who put their cars back for a moment, as though to
switch off flics, when heavy guns blared forth close to them
and shells of at least 8-inch calibre went howling overhead to
the enemy’s lines. *

At wayside corners were ficld dressing-stations {lyigg the
Red Cross flag, and surrounded by little parks of ambulanees,
whete stretchermen  were busy. And every now and then,
at a cross-road or a by-path, a wooden notiee-board directed
the way in Ted Ietters and the words * Walking wounded.”

This was the Via Dolorosa of men who could hobble away
from the battlefield up there and get back on their legs to save
{ransport more badly needed by stricken ‘comrades.

Closer 1o the lines there was a seene which would make onc
weep if one had the weakness of tears after two ycars of war!
Our dead were being *buried in a newly made cemetery, and
some of their comrades were standing by the open gravch and
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sorting out the crosd>s—the litfle wooden crosses which’ grow
in such a harvest across these fields of ‘France.

They were white above the brown earth, and put mto neat
rows, and labelled with strips of tin bearing the names of thosc
who now have pcace. o ¥

French troops were mingled among our own men. A working
party of themn came along shouldering picks and shovels. They
were Territorials, past the fighting age, but tall, sturdy, hardened
men, with a likeness to their ynung sons, who, with less weight
but with the same hard bfonzed look, are fighting the new
battles of the war. '

It was the soungl of French guns away to the south which
was making most commotion in the air to-day. Big fighiting
was going on there, as though the French were making a
further advance, and the “rafalg”™ of their ficld-guns was in-
cessant and like the roll of many drums.

2

As I went over the battleficld of Montauban the cnemy’s
shells and our own were falling over Bernafay Wood, where
cach sid¢ held part of the ground. A little to my left Mamectz
was being pounded heavily by the German gunners, and they
were flinging shrapnel and ** crumps ™ into the ragged fringe
of trecs just, in front of me, which marks the place where the
village of Montauban once stood. They were also barraging
a'linc of trench just below the trees, and keeping a steady
flow of five-point-nines into onc end of the wood to the right
of Montauban, for which our men are low fighting.

Other shells came with an irregular choice of place over the
"battlefield, and therc were moments when those clouds of
black shrapncl overhead suggested an immediate dive into the
nearest dug-out.

1 passed across our old linc of trenches, from which on
Saturday morning our men went out checring to that great
attack which carricd them to the farthest point gained that
day, in spite of heavy losscs. The trenches now were filled
with litter collected from the battlefield—stacks of rifles and
kit, piles of hand-grenades, no longer,needed by those who
owned them.

This old system of trenches, in which French troops lived
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for ;ﬁany months of war before they haryded them over to our
men, was like a ruined 4nd deserted town left hurriedly because
of plague, and in great disorder. Lettcrs were lying about,
and bully-beef tins, and cartridge-clips. Our men had gone
fomvard and these old trenches are abandoned.

It js beyond the power of words to give a picture of the German
trenches over this battleficld of Montauban, where we now
hold the line through the wood beyond. Before Saturday
last it was a wide and {ar-rcaghing network of trenches, with
many communication ways, and strong traverses and redoubts
—s0 that ane would shiver at their strength to scee them marked

on a map. No mass of infantry, however great, would have
daT®d to assault such a position with bomBs and rifles.

It was a great undergroundgfortress, which any body of men
could have held against any others for all time apart from the
destructive power of hcavy’artillery. But now! ... Why
now it was the most frightfyl convulsion of carth that the cyes
of man could sce.

The bombardment by our guns had tossed all these carlh-
works 4nto vast rubbish-hcaps. We had made this ground
one vast scries of shell-eraters, so deep and so broad that it
was likoea ficld of extinel voleanocs. o

The ground rosc and fell in enormous waves of brown carth,
so that standing above one erater I saw before me these solid
billows with 30-fcet slopes stretching away like a sca frozen
after a great storm.  We had hurled thousands of shells from
our hcaviest howitzers and long-range guns into this stretch
of ficld.

8

I saw here and touched here the awful result of that great
aubfirec which I had watched from the centre of our batteries
on the morning of July 1. That bombardment had annihilated
the German position. Even many of the dug-outs, going 80°
feet deep below the carth and strongly timbcered and cemented,
had been choked with masses of carth so that many dead bodics
lay buricd there. But somc had been left in spite of the
uphcaval of earth around them, and into some of these 1 crept
down, impelled by the strong grim spcll of thosc little dark
rooms bclow where German soldiers lived only a few days ago.

They seemed haunted by the spirits of the men who had
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made their hofnes hete and had, carried into these holes the
pride of their souls, and any polttry thy had in their jhearts,
. and their hopes and terrors, and memories of love and life in
the good world of peace. I could not resist going down to such
places, though to do so gave me gooscilesh. et

I had to go warily, for-on the stairways werc uncxplpded
bombs of the ‘ hair-brush ”* style. A stumble or a kick might
send one to eternity by high-explosive foree, and it was difficult
not to stumble, for the steps gwere broken or falling into a
landslidc. !

Down inside the little squarc rooms were filled with the
relies of German officers and men.  The deal tables were strewn,
with papers, on the “wooden bedsteads lay blue-grey overeddts.
Wine bottles, photograph albuens, lurry have rs‘acl\b, boots,
belts, kit of every kind had all been tumbled together by
British soldiers who had comc here after the first rush to the
cnemy’s trenches and scarched for men in hiding.

There were men in hiding now., though harmless.  In one
of \thc dug-outs where 1 groped my way down it was pitch-
dark. T stumbled against somcthing, and fumbled for my
matches.  When I .struck a light I saw in a corner of the room
a Germane . .

He lay curled up, with his head on his arm, as though asleep.
I did not stay to look at his face, but went up quickly. And
yet I went down others and lingered in one where no corpse
lay because of the tragic spirit that dwelt there and put its
spcll on me. 1 picked up some letters.

They were all written to ““ dear brother Wilhelm ™ {rom
sisters and brothers, sending him their loting grectings, praying
that his health was good, pumnsuw to send him gifts of food.
and yearning for his hum(-( (mun" " Sinee your last Ietter and
card,” said onc of them, * we have heard nothing more from
you.

“ Every time the postman comes we hope for a fittle note
from you. . .. Decar Wilhelm, in order to be patient with
vour fate y(m mu.st thank God because you have found fortune
in misfortune.” ‘

Poor, pitiful lctters! I was ashamed to read them becausc
it 'sccmed like prying into another man’s secrets, though he
was dcad.

Therd was a little book I picked up. It is a book of soldiers’
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o,
songs, full of old German sentiinent, aboul the little mother ”
und tha old house at hdme and the pretty girl who kissed her
soldier boy before he went off to the war. And here is the sad
old ¢ Morgenlied,” which has been sung along many roads of
ﬁﬂnce

“ Red mormng sun ! Red morning sun! Do you light me to
an early death? Soon will the trumpets sound, and I must
leave this life, and many a comrade with me.

T scarccly thought nfy joy would end like this. Yesterday
I rode a proud steed; to-day I am shot through the chest ;
to-morrow °I shall be in the cold grave, O red morning
sun!”

On “the front page of this book, which I found to-day a
Montauban, there is an Army vder from Prinee von Rupprccht
of Bavaria to the soldiers of the Sixth Army.

“ We have the fortune,” it says, “ to have the English on
onr front, the troops of thase pcople whose envy for years
has made them work to surround us with a ring of enemics h
order to crush us. It is to thel that we owe this bloody and
most hotfrible war. . . . Here is the antagonistswho stunds most
in the way of the lcslomtmn of pcace. Forward !’

It scermed te me that the prdam by Prince Rupprecht of
Bavaria spoilt. the sentiment in the German folk-songs, which
were full of love rather than of hate.

4

I stood ugnm ahov ve-gr ound, in the shell-eraters.  Other
shells were coming over my hcad with their indeseribable
whooping, and the black Slndplwl was still bursting abeut the
ficlds. and the Germans were dropping five-point-nihes along
# line a hundred yards away.

“Be car¢ful about those dug-outs,” said an officer. ¢ Sonme
of them have charged mines inside, and there may be Germans
still hiding in them.”

Two G(‘l‘ln‘uh were found hiding there to-day. Some of
our men found themsclves being sniped, and after a scarch
found that the shots were coming from a certain scetion of
trench in which there yere communicating dug-outs.

After cunning trappers’ work they isolated one dug-gut in
which the snipers were concealed.

R
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“ Come out of thal,” shoute,' our men. ‘¢ Surrender" like
good boys.” ¢

But the only answer they had was a shot.

The dug-out was bombed, but the men went through an
underground passage into another onc. Then a charger 8f
ammonal was put down and the dug-out blown to bits.

This afternoon. while T was still on the battleficld of Montau-
ban, a great thunder-storm broke. It was sudden and violent,
and rain fell in shepts.  The sky became black with a greenish
streak in it when the lightning forked over the high woBded
ridges towards La Boisselle and bove Fricourt Wood.

“ Heaven's artillery ! 7 said an oflicer, and his words were
not flippant. There was something awec-inspiring in  the
darkness that closed in upon these battlefields and the great
rd'ls of thunder that mingled with the noise of the guns.
Artillery obscrvation was impossible, but the guns still fired,
and their flashas were as vivid as the lightning, revealing
through the murk the dark figures of marching men, and the
black woods slashed with shell-fire just above Montavban., In
a little while the low-lying ground was fooded, so that the
guns in the valleys were in water, and the horse transport
splashed threugh ponds. seattering fountains above their axles,
and rivers ran down the broken trenches of the old German
line.

I stood in the storm watching this seene of war, and the
gloom and tcrror of it closed about me.*
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THE ATTACK°QN THE LEFT

1
JuLy 5

LasT night "and this mornif®r the cnemy made atterapts to
drive our men out of theig positions at Thiépval, but werce
repulsed  with heavy losses.  Their bombers advanced in
strong numbers upon the Leipzig Trench, south of the village
of Thiépval, and at the same time north of the cemeteryfto
St.-Pie{rc-Divion, but in ndither case did they have any
suceess. v

At other parts of the line, between La Boisselle and Montauban,
there were bbmbardments by the cneiny’s batteries and by
our own ; and by hard fighting we have eaptured Peak Trench
and the important system of trenches known as the Quadrangle,
north-cast of La Boissclle and on the way to Contalmaison.

Standing to-day on the battleficld north of Ovillers-La
Boisselle I was able to look over a wide arca of the zone of fire
and to scc our new positions.  Straight in front of me was
Thiépval Wood, marked by a ragged fringe of broken trees,
through which appeared the ruins of the village. .

Heavy shells were falling there and our shrapnel was bursting
thickly upon the high ground held by the enemy. To the
Ieft of mg was Beaumont-Ilamel, opposite Auchonvillers, ande
the village of Authuille.

It is historic ground. A hundred years hence men of our
blood will come here with reverence as to sacred soil.  For
over this stretch of country, a few miles wide, has been fought
one of the great battles of history, and here many thousands of
our men advanced upon the cnemy with a spirit of marvellous
sclf-sacrifice, beyond the ordinary courage of men.

They faced hellish fires, but without faltering. Therc was

4
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not onc man who turnL:d and fled at a time when the bravcst
of them might have quailed. They were all heroes worhy of
‘the highcest honour which may be given for valour in the field.
.Somcthmfr supcrnatural seemed to animate these battallons
of Enﬂhsh boys and these battalions of Irish and Scots, %o’
that they went forward into furnace fires at Beaumont-Hamel
and Gommecourt as though to fair fields, and when many of
them stood in the very presence of death it was to the cry of
*“No surrender ! Then they' went forward again to mect
their fate.

2

Their losses were heavy. It is tragic as well as wondérful,
this story of our advance uponthe German lines, when we
captured their trenches by an assaylt that could not be resisted
at first even by overwhelming gun-fire. I have spoken to
Brigadicrs who mourn many of their dear men.  The agony
in Yheir eyes made it diflicult to fuce them. The number of
casnaltics was high thronghout the whole length of front on
the left of our attack. and incvitable because the valour of the
men counted no cost in their assault against positions terribly
strong, as they knew. but not stronger than thuir reSolve to
carry them.

The enemy’™s losses were frightful too, and his courage great.
It was because very brave men were on both sides that the
battleficld in this region was strewn with stricken men.

They were men of the North Country who were on the left
of our attack between Ovillers-La Boisselle and a point south
of Hébuterne.  As soon as our bombardment lifted at 7.30 on
the morning of July 1 the brigade left its trenches and advanced
line by line in pe rfeet order as though on parade.

The ground in front of them was wreeked by our shell- firc.
b(\oml times during the bombardment the treneches had
heaved and changed tholr form, so that all the contours of the
carth were altered.  But there were many men still left alive
below-ground in the German dug-outs, those deep dug-outs of
theirs that go below the reach of even the heaviest shells, and
with them were many machine-guns and deadly weapons.

Behind them also was a great concentration of artillery, for
it is evident that the enemy had expected attack here, perhaps
our main altack, and had massed his heaviest guus at this
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point. His birrage was imihense in its’ effect of fire upon our
treneBes and the ground between ours and his. To reach his
line our men had to pass through a wall of bursting shells.e
Our own barrage continued intensely, but at the moment of
tBe infantry attack thc German soldiers stood up on their
parapets in the very face of this bombardment and fired upon
our advancing men with automatic rifles.

Their machine-gunncers also showed an extreme courage, and
with amazing audacity forced thcir way over the broken
parapets into No Man’s Land and swept our ranks with a seythe
of bullets. Numbers of our men dropped, but others went on,
charging the machine-guns with fixed baygnels, hurling bomb-
at the men on the parapets, and foreing their way into and
across the German trenches.* Wave after wave followed, and
those who did not fall wept on, into the cnemy’s fivst line,
into the enemy’s sccond line, then on again to his third line,
and by a kind of miracle c#en to his fourth line.  There were
men who went as far as Serre,  They never came back.

The cnemy’s guns kept up a continuous bombardment from
7.30 till midday, like an inecssant roll of drums, and the ground
over which our men continned to advanee was cratered like 2
system®of tréus-de-loup.  An orderly who tried to®come back
with a message from the men in front was buried three times
on his way, but struggled out and ddlivered his report. Human
courage could not rcach greater heights than these men showed.

3

On the right of these North-countrymen were other bodies
of troops from the West of England, the Midlands, and Eastern
Cquntics, with battalions of Irish and Secottish troops. They,
too, had to facc a great ordeal.  When they went towards the
German grenches, not at a rush, but at parade step, under a
storm of shells, the enemy came up out of their dug-outs
with nachine-guns and rifles, and fought very stubbornly
c¢ven when the Midland men and other English troops reached
them with bombs and bayoncts. Thére was a fieree corps-i-
corps in the first-line trench until most of the c¢nemy were
killed. . ’

Then our men went on to the second German lil}(' under
still ficreer fire. By this time they were in an inferno of shell-
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firc and smoke, as nothing was seel. of them by artillery obscrvers
until at 8.45 some rockets went up very far into the German
lines, showing that some of the Territorials had got as far as
their last objective. Some of the infantry (they were two of
the Essex Regiments and the King’s Own of the 4th Divisién)
went as far as Pendant Copsce south-east of Serre. Messages
camc through from them. Urgent messages calling for help.
“ For God’s sake send us bombs.”

But the enemy’s gun-firc was so violent and so deep in its
harrage that nothing could pass through it, and it was impossible
to send up relief to men who had gone too far in their keen
desire to break the (rerman lines. .

A little farther south were some Irish, Welsh, and Scottish
troops. When they left their trenches our hombardment was
still at its Mull weight, but suddenly ghe noise of it was obliterated
entirely, so that not a gun was heard, by a new and more
terrible sound. “

Ut was the sound as though great furnace fires were weeping
flames across No Man’s Land with a st cady blasl, and it came
from German machine-guns in the stronghold of Beaumont-
Hamel and from more German machine-guns in  conerete
cmplacements which had escaped our gun-fire upon the cnemy’s
trenches.

Many of our men fell. Some of the Irish troops (the Ulster®
men) lost severcly.  But other ranks marched on. not quickly,
but at a quict leisurely pace, never faltering as gaps were made
in their ranks.

Some of them did not even trouble to wear their steel easques,
but earricd them. as though for future use if need be. And
they weat across the German trenches and right ahead into
the very heart of a storm of fire, too quickly, in spite of their
calm way of going, beeause they did not clear the German
«lug-outs as they passed, and men ecame out and bomped them
from the rear. South of Beaumont-Hamel were some other
battalions, whose advance was upon Thiépval Wood, and they
fought ‘with cxtraordinary resolution and hardihood.

It was they who shouted ““ No surrender | as their battle-
cry, and these Lough, hard, gallant men forced their way forward
over ground raked by every kind of shot and shell. The
cnemy’s trenches could not resist their attack, and they stormed
their way through, killing many of the cnemy who resisted
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them. In Thiépval Wood, Where the trees were slashed by
shrapi®l, they collected their strength, formed into line, and
stood the shock of several German counter-attacks. Then they
ghm‘ged and flung down the encmy’s ranks, taking more than
200 prisoncrs.

Another counter-attack was made upon the soldiers who had
forced their way to the outskirts of Thiépval village, from
which there came an incessant chatter of machine-gun fire.
Some of them were cut off from all support, but they fonght
forward, and the shout of “ No Surrender ! eame from them
again, though they were sure of death.

This attack by our troops on the left of ghe theatre of attack
is on® of the greatest revelations of human courage ever seen
in history. 'The tragedy of iti—for the loss of many brave men
makes it tragic—is brightcped by the shining \d]()lll‘ of all
thesc spl(-ndid soldiers, to whom dcath, in those great hours,
had no kind of terror. ’

The lightly wounded men ywho came back, and there whee
large n‘umbcrs of lightly wounded men, were proud of their
adventure and hopeful of vietory.  They had no panie in their
eves or hearts. It was a weary walk for many of them down
to the Red Pouse, where their wounds were stanchéd. They
had {wo miles to go. and it was a long two miles to men weak
from the loss of blood. dizzy, tired to the point of death.  Some
of them staggered and fell at the very gate ofethe dressing-
station, but cven then they spoke brave words and said,
“We've got em on the run !”

The enemy behaveqd well, T am 1old, to our wounded men
at some parts of the line, and helped them over the parapets.
This makes us loath to tell other stories not so good. « Let us
not, think, just now, of the ugliness of battle, but rather of the
beauty of these men of ours, who were forgetful of self and
faced the grucllest fire with a high and noble courage.

-
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THE LONDON MEN AT GOMMECOURT

JuLy 19

As long ago as Loos, which scems an enormous time ago, it
was proved that London prodnees men of great fighting
qualities, not weakened by City life, and, in spite of morc
sensitive nerves than country-bred men, able to stand the
strain of battle just as well, with a quick intelligenee in a tight
corner, and with pride and 1ma<rmatwn that do not l(‘t them
surrender sclf-respeet.

* London men fight on their nerves,” said one of our Generals
the other day, “ but they make great soldiers. More stolid
men often give way to shell-shoek and strain more casily than
the Londoner, with all his sensibility.”

In our great attack of July 1 some of the London battalions
again showed a very fine courage and a most sclf-sacrificing
devotion to duty in hours of supreme ordeal.

They broke the German line at Gommecourt and when
ill-luck beset them on cither side, so that they found themselves
in utterly untenable positions, with heavy losses, they held on
stubbornly against the cnemy’s counter-attacks, and suffered
all that war can make men suffer—there is hardly a limit to
that, God knows—with Stoie endurance. .

These men belonged to old Volunteer regiments, famous in
times of peace, when onee a year young City clerks and pro-
fessional men took a fortnight’s leave at Kaster for manccuvres
on Salisbury Plain, and camc back rather stiff and rather
bronzed, with stories of sham-fights and jolly bivouacs at night,
and smoking concerts with good fcllows who lead a chorus.
It was a great adventure—in times of peace !

But c¢ven when the Volunteers changed their form into the

2
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Territorials and war tightened up in discipline, and attended
more drills and had a harder time in camp, no man guessed
that before a year or two had passed the Queen’s Westminsters
would be fighting through hell-fire in France, or that * the old
Vies ’—the Queen Victoria Rifles—wotild be smashing through
German barbed wire under machine-gun fire, or that the
Rangers and the London Rifle Brigade and the London Scottish
would be crossing ground, strewn with dead and wounded,
in n storm of high explosives.

Punch made funny pictures about this amatcur soldiering.
The ** Terriers ” were not thought to count for much by military

*crities who had secn service in South Afriea.” . . .

Well, in thjs war the Territorial infantry and the Territorial
gunners have counted for a great deal, and during these last
few days they have provea themsclves, once again, great
soldiers—great in attack and great in resistance.

2

When the four leading battalions left their trenches near
Gomincceourt at 7.30 after the great bombardment of the German
position they had a long way to go before they reached the
cenemy’s front lines.

No Man’s Land was a broad strcteh of ground, 400 yards across
in some parts, and not less than 200 yards at the narrowest point.

It was a long, long journey in the open, for 50 yards, or 20,
arc long enough to become a great graveyard if the enemy’s
machine-guns get to work.

But they advanced behind dense smoke-clouds, which rolled
steadily towards the German trenches and kept down the
machine-gunners in their dug-outs. Unlike the experience of
most of our men in other parts of the line, they escaped lightly
from machimc-gun fire, and their chief risk was from the barrage
of shell-fire which the enemy flung across No Man’s Land with
some intensity.

But the Londoners started forward to this line of high explo-
sives and went on and through at a quick pace, in open order.
On the left was the London Rifle Brigade, in the centre camc
the Rangers and “ Vics,” on the right the London Scottish, and,
behind, the Queen’s Westminsters and Kensingtons, who? were
to advance through the others.

* E
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Men fell across the open ground cgught by flying bits of
. shell or buried by the great bursts of high explosives' which
opened up the earth. But the others did not look back, afraid
to weaken themselves by the sight of their stricken comradeg,
and at a great pace, half walking and half running, reached fthe
German line. It was no longer a system of trenches.

It was a sea of earth with solid waves. Our heavy guns
had annihilated parapet and parados, smashed the timbers
into matchwood, strewn sandbags into  rubbish-heaps, and
made a great wreckage. But German mdustry below-ground
was proof against all this shell-fire, and many of the dug-outs
still stood. ‘

They were full of Germans, for the line was strongly held
and many of these men came up with their machine-guns and
bombs to resist the attack. But' the Londoners sprang upon
them, swept over them, and captured the front network of
tiznches with amazing speed. *

It was not a steady-going business, slow and deliberate.
The quick mind of the London man spurrcd him to quick
action.

He did not linger to collect souvenirs, or to chat with
English-speaking Germans. * London leads ! ” 'was the shout
of Victorias and Westminsters.

The London Scottish were racing forward on the right with
their brown kilts swinging across the broken ground. But the
officers kept their hcads and as much order as possible at such
a time.

They held back enough men to clear the dug-outs and collect
prisoners—the best kind of souvenirs.

Two huyndred of them were captured in the dug-outs and
brought up and sent back over the place that had been No
Man’s Land and now, for a time, was ours.

At Jeast 200 came back, but there were many.more who
never got back, though they started on the journey under
armed guard.

3
* The enemy’s artillery was incrcasing the density of the

barrage upon our old front-line trenches and the ground in

front ©f them,
He made a wall of high explosives through which no living



THE I.ONDON MI'N AT GCMMECOURT 67

thing -ould pass. The escorts and their prisoners tried to
pass—and failed.

At the time the London men fighting forward did not think of
that barrage behind them. They were eager to get on, to be
quick, over the first part of their business before taking breath
for the next.

And they got on with astounding speed. In less than the
time it has taken me to¢ write this narrative No Man’s Land
had been crossed, the trenches had been taken, the prisoners
collected and sent back on their way, and German strongholds
and redoubts behind the first system of trench-work had been
“seized by London regiments.

It would have taken them lo.ager to walk from Charing Cross
to St. Paul’s Churchyard with no Germans in the way. It
was the quickest bit of work that has been done by any freemen
of the city.

The Riflemen had swarmed into a strong point on the left,
knocking out the machine-guns, and on the right the London
Scots were holding a strong redoubt in a very ugly corner of
ground. Everything had been won that London had been
asked to win.

Before some hours had passed thesc London soldiers knew
that they were in a death-trap and cut off from escape.

Owing to the great strength of the enemy to the right and
left of the position, where they had concentrated masses of guns
and where the ground was more difficult to carry, the troops
on either side of the Londoners, in spite of heroic courage
and complete self-sacrifice, had advanced so far.

The London men had therefore thrust forward a salient into
the German lines, and were enclosed by the enemy.

Behind them, on the way to their own lines, the enemy’s
barrage was steadily becoming more violent. Having stopped
the other attacks to the north and south, he was now able to
concentrate the fire of his guns upon the ground in the London
area, and by the early afternoon he had smashed our trenches
and communication-trenches, while still flinging out a line of
high explosives to prevent supports coming up to the men who
were in the captured salient.

They were cut off, and had no other means of rescue but
their own courage. -

Desperate efforts were made by their comrades behind to
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«send up supplics of ammunition and other means of defence.
The carrying parties attempted again and again to cross No
Man’s Land, but suffercd heavy casualties.

One party of 60 men, with supplies of hand-grenades, sdt
out on this journey, but only three camc back. Singlc, men
went on with a few grcnades dctermined to carry some kind
of support to the men in front, but fcll dcad or wounded before
they rcached their goal. ‘

On the right the London Scottish were holding on to their
redoubt, bulldmg barricades and beating off thc German
bombers. But as the hours passed ammunition became scarce.
Our supplics of bombs were almost exhausted, here and there'
quite exhausted. The Londodf men went abdut collecting
German bombs, and for some ,time these served, but not
rnough could be found to maintain effcetive fire. The position
Bicame more ugly. '

But the men did not lose heart. In those bad hours there
were many men who showed great qualitics of courage, and
were great captains whatever their rank. One officer—to
mention only onc—was splendid when things were worst.

e had taken command of a company when diis scenior
officer was killed in the first assault, and kept his men in good
heart so that they could organize a defence against the enemy’s
countcr-attacks.

They were surrounded by German grenadiers and suffered
heavily from artillery, machine-gun, and sniping fire. The
number of the wounded increasul steadily. The bombing
party keeping the enemy back flung all their bombs, and thcn
had empty hands and wcre hclpless. Not many rounds of
amnunition were left for the riflemen.  After that there would
be no defence.  But the officer would not give way to hopcless-
ness. e rallied six or seven good men about him, and ordered
the others to retreat with the wounded and take their chance.
across No Man’s Land while he put up a last fight.

With his small band he held the barricade until the others
had gone away, and hcld on still until all but two of his men
were killed.

He was the last to leave, and by a méracle of luck came back
to his own lincs unwounded, cxcept for a few scars and scratches.
The courage of the man and his fine spirit saved the situation
at the most critical time, and saved also many good lives.
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\1 re were many men of tine valour there. Men of London,
not b cd for war, and liking life as one sees it when therc are
pretty faces in Kensington Gardens, and when there’s sunlighte
pn the windows in the Strand, and when the dome of St. Paul’s
riscs like a white cloud above the buses in Ludgate Hill.

4

One of them was a lance-cmporal who was woundced in two
places, so badly that his right arm hung uscless by his side.
But he would not give in.

“If I can’t use a weapon,” he said, “J can give a lead to
my thums.” And he gave them a lead, taking charge of a
group of men holding the I¥t flank of a position, organizing
them into bombing partigs, and directing them to build
barricades. c held on to his post until the German attack
hecame too strong, and he was the last to leave. (

A boy in the London Scoftish—I played at ball with ilim
once in an old garden when there was laughter in the world---
cscaped death by a kind of miracle.

The trench he was in, with forty men, was being shelled to
bits, and rather than fall into the hands of the Germans he
decided to attempt cscape.  With one of his scrgeants he made
his way towards our lines, but had only gone a short distance
when the sergeant was shot dead. .

~A bullet came a moment later and struck my friend. I¢
was deflected from his brandy-flask and went through his
thigh, knocking him hcad over heels into a shell-hole. Here
he lay for some hours until it was dark, when he sueeeeded in
crawling back to his lines. .

Hec was the only one saved of his forty comrades.”

Gradually the men withdrew, straggling back across No
Man’s Land, which was still under great shell-fire, so that tho
way of csecape was full of peril.

It was the turn of the stretcher-bearers, and they worked
with great courage. And here one must pay a tribute to the
enemy.

*“We had whitc men against us,” said one of the officers,

“and they let us get in our wounded without hindrance as
soon as the fight was over.”

It is only fair to say that they acted with humanity, 4nd onc
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wishes to God that they would not ufe such foul ns of
destruction as those newly invented by chemists with evxhsh
* cruelty.

The soldiers are better than their scientists, and in this case
at least they remembered the spirit of chivalry which they
have not often remembcred in all the foulness of this war. *

It was difficult enough to get in the wounded. Many of
them could not be found or brought back and staycd on the
field of battle suffering great angmsh for days and nights.
One man who was wounded early in the battle of July 1 crawled
over to threc other wounded men and stayed with them until
the night of July 6.« :

During that time he tended hir comrades, whq were worse
than he was, and went about among dead men gathcring food

. and water from their haversacks and bottles.

.But for him his friends would have died. On the night of
thy 6th he succeeded in getting buck to our lines across that
awful stretch of No Man’s Land, and then insisted upon going
back as the guide of the stretcher-bearcrs who brought, in the
others.



VII
THE MEN WHO FOUGHT AT FRICOURT

1
JuLy 6

THERE is something stran;?ely inhuman in the aspect of a
battle watched from the edge of its furnace fires, or cven as I
stood watching it within the crescent of our guns. Battalio
move forward like ants across the ficld, and one cannot see tz
light in men’s eyes nor dis{inguish between one man and
another,

In this war and in this latest battle I have seen the quality
of manhgod upllftcd to wonderful heights of courage beyond
the range of “normal laws; and these soldicrs of ours, these
fine and simple men, go forward to the highest terrors with
such singing hearts that onc can hardly keep a little moisture
from onc’s eyes when they go passing on the roads.

They picked wild flowers and put them in their belts and
caps—red poppies and blue cornflowers—and when the word
came to march again, they went forward towards the front
with a fine swinging pace and smiling faces under the sweat
and dust. Yet they know what battle means. .

I went to-day again among the men who fought at Fricourt.
Some of them had come back behind the lines, and outside
their billeds the divisional band was playing, but not to much of *
an audience, for of those who fought at Fricourt in the first
assault there are not large numbers left. The officers who came
round the village with me had a lonely look. After battle,
such a battle as this, it is difficult to keep the sadness out of
one’s eyes. So many good fellows have gone. . . . But they
were proud of their *men. They found a joy in that. The
men had done gloriously. They had won their grouttd and
held it through frightful fire. * The men were topping.’
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There were a lot of Yorkshire men afnong them who ‘%)ught
at Fricourt and it was those.I saw to-day. They wtre the
heroes, with other North-country lads, of one of the most
splendid achievements of British arms ever written down {n
history.

Some of them were still shaken. When they spoke to me
their words faltered now and then, and a queer look came into
their eyes. DBut, on the whole, they were astoundingly calm,
and had not lost their sense of humotr. Of the first advance
over No Man's Land, which was.150 yards across to the cnemy’s
front-line trench, some of these men could remember nothing.
It was just a dreadful blank.

“I was just mad at the time ” said onc of them. “““ The
first thing I know is that I fourld mysclf scrambling over the
German parapets with a bomb ip my hand. The dcad were

2

* lying all round me.”

But a sergeant there remembgred all. He kept his wits

about him, strangcly clear at such a time. He saw that his
men were being swept with maohlnc-gnn fire, so that they all
lay down to cscape its deadly seythe.  But he saw also that the
bullets were just washing the gronnd so that the prostrata men
were bcmg struck in greal numbers.

He stood up straight and called upon the others to stand,
thinking it would be better to be hit in the {ect than in the
hcad. Then be walked on and came without a scratech to the
German front line.

2

Here and in the lines behind there was a wreckage of earth
from our bombardment, bul several of the dug-outs had been
untouched' and in them during our gun-fire men were sitting
30 feet down, with machinc-guns ready, and long periscopes,
through which they could sce our lines and the first wave of
advancing men.  Before the word reached them, those German
machine-gunners had rushed upstairs and bchind the cover
of their wrecked trenches fired bursts of bullets at our men.

Each gun-tcam had with them a rifleman who was a crack
shot, and who obeyed his army orders to pick off English
officers. So they sniped our young lieutenants with cool and
cruel deliberation. Two of them wha were dressed as privates
escaped for this reason. Many of the others fell.
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“ With so n.lany offcers gone,” said one of the Yorkshire
lads, ©it was every man for himself, and wc carried on as
best we could.”

o They carricd on as far as the second and third lines, in a
desperate fight with German soldicrs who appearcd out of the
tumbled earth and flung bombs with a grim refusal of surrender.

“ Well, if you’re asking for it,” said onc of our mien—and he
hurled himself upon a great German and ran his bayonct
through the man’s body: °.

It was bloody work for boys who arc not butchers by instinct.
Passion caught hold of them and they saw red.

“T don’t know how it was,” said onc ofsthem, with a queer
thoughtfulness in his cyes aﬂhe groped back to this moment
of fierce excitement. “ Before I went over I had no rage in
me. I didn’t want this hanq-to-hand busincess. But suddenly
I found myself fighting like a demon. It was my life or theirs
and I was out to kill first.”” , 7

There was not much killing gt that spot. 'When most of our
men were within ten yards many of the Germans who had been
flinging’ bombs lifted up their hands and eried *“ Merey !” to
those whom they had tried to blow to bits. .

Tt was’rathitr late to ask for merey, but it was given to them.
There was a search into the dug-outs—doé you understand that
all this was under great shell-fire 2—and many Germans werc
found in hiding there. y

“1 surrender,” said a German officer, putting his head out
of a holc in the carth, *“ and I have a wounded man with me.”™
* All right,” said a Ygrkshire sergeant; * fetch him up, and
no monkey tricks.”

But out of the hole came not one man, but forty, i a long
file that seemed never to end, all of whom said ““ Kamerad ! ™
to the scrgeant, who answered, ** Good day to you !—and how
many moge ?

They werc a nuisance to him then. He wanted to get on
and this was wastc of timc. But he sent back 42 prisoners
with three lightly wounded fellows of his company—he could
not sparec more—and then advanced with his men beyond the
German third line. .

Bunches of men were straggling forward over the shell-
broken ground towards sthe German line at Crucifix Trench,
to the left of Fricourt.
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They knew that this trench was imﬁortant that thei# lives
were well given if they could capture it. And these Yorkshire
boys from the hills and dales thought nothing of their lives so
that they could take it. B

3

They unslung their bombs, looked to the right and left,
where German heavies were falhng‘ cursed the chatter of
machine-guns from Fricour{ Village, and said “ Come on,
lads!” to the men about them. Not one man faltered or
turned back, or lingered with the doubt that he had gone
far enough. ‘ :

They stumbled forward over,the shell-craters, over dead
bodies, over indescribable things. Crucifix Trench was reached.
It was full of Germans, who wererhurling bombs from it, from

“¢that trench and the sunken road ncar by.
\The Yorkshirc boys went thwough a barrage of bombs,
hurled their own, worried throrigh the broken parapets and
over masses of tumbled carth, and fought single fights with
big Germans, like terrier dogs hunting rats and worrying them.
Parties bqmbed their way down the sunken road.

Those who fell, struck by German bombs, shouted " Get on
to ’em, lads,” to others who came up. In bits of earthwork
German heads looked up, white German faces, bearded, and
covered with tlay like dead men risen.

They put up trembling hands and cricd their word of com-
radeship to those enemy boys.

“ Well, that’s all right,” said a Yorkshire captain. * We've
got the Crucifix. And meanwhile our guns are giving us the
devil.” *

4

* Our gunners did not know that Crucifix Trench was taken.
Some of our shells were dropping very close.

“ It’s time for a red light,” said the Yorkshire captain. He
had a bullet in his ribs, and was suffering terribly, but he still
commanded his men.

+ A red rocket went up, high through the smoke over all this
corner of the battlefield. Somewhere it tas seen by watchful
eyes, in some O.P. or by some flying fellow, Our guns lifted.
The shells went forward, crashing into Shelter Wood beyond.
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“ old g.unners l‘” said a sergeant. “ By God, they’re
playing the game to-day ! ”

But other men had seen the red rocket above Crucifix
Teench. It stood in the sky like a red eye looking down upon
the battlefield. The German gunners knew that the British
were in Crucifix Trench. They lowered their guns a point or
two, shortening their range, and German shells came crumping
the earth, on either side, reglstermg the ground.

“ And where do we go next,’ captain ? ” asked a Yorkshire
boy. Itseemed he felt restless where he was.

The captain thought Shelter Wood might be a good place

*to see. He chose ten men to see it with lsm, and they were
very willing. \

With the bullet in his ribs—t hurt him horribly—he climbed
out of Crucifix Trench, ands crawled forward with his ten
men to the wood beyond.

It was full of Germans. At the south-west corner of it ws{
a redoubt, with machine-guns gnd a bomb-store. The German
bombers were already f{linging their grenades across to the
Crucifix.

The wounded captain said that ten men were not ¢gnough to
take Shelter Wood—it would nced a thousand men, perhaps,
so he crawled back with the others.

They stayed all night in Crucifix Trench, and it was a drcad-
ful night. At ten o’clock the enemy opened an intense bom-
bardment of heavies and shrapnel, and maintained it at full
pitch until two o’clock next morning.

There were 900 men up there and in the neighbourhood.
When morning came there were not so many, but the others
were eager to get out and get on.

The Yorkshire spirit was unbcaten. The grit of the North
Country was still there in the morning after the first assault.

5

Queer adventures overtook men who played a lone hand in
this darkness and confusion of battle. One man I met to-day
—true Yorkshire, with steel in his eyes and a burr in his
speech; it was strange to hear the Saxon words he used—
rushed with some of his friends into Birch Tree Wood, which
was not captured until two days later.
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There were many Germans there, buk not visible. $ denly
the Yorkshire lad found himseclf quite alone, his comrades
having escaped from a dcath-trap, for the wood was being
shelled—as I saw myself that day—with an intensc fire frem
our guns.

The lonely boy, who was a machinc-gunner without his gun,
thought that things were * pretty thick,” as, indeed, they
were, but he decided that tho nsks of death were less if he
stayed still than if he moved.

Presently, as he crouched low, he saw a German coming.
He was erawling along on his hands and knees, and blood was
oozing from him.e As he crawled, a young Yorkshire soldicer.-
also bad]v wounded, passed him at a little distance’ in the
wood.

The German stared at him.  Then he raised himself, though

¢still on his knees, and fired at the boy with his revolver, so

hat he fell dead. The German went on his hands again to go

on with his ecrawling, but anothgr shot ripped through the trees.
and he crawled no more. ,

It was fired by the man who had been left .zlon(,——the young
man I saw to-day. ‘1 killed the brute,” he aand “and I'm
glad of it.”

Our shells were bursting very fiereely over the wood, slashing
off branches and ploughing up the earth. The loncly boy
scarched about for a dug-out and found onc. When he went
down into it he saw three dead Germans there, and he sat with
them for more than cight hours while our bombardment lasted.
There was another lad I mct who was,also a machine-gunner,
and alonc in the battle zone. He was alone when fourteen of
his cofnrades had been knocked out. But single-handed he
carricd and scrved his gun, from onc placc to another, ali
through the day, and part of ncxt day, sniping odd parties of
Germans with bursts of bullets. v

Another sturdy fellow I met eame face to face with a German,
who called out to him in perfect English :

“Don’t shoot. I was brought up in England and played
footer for Bradford City. . .. By Jove! I know your face,
old man. Weren’t you at the Victoria Hotel, Shefficld ?

It was a queer meeting on a battlefield.s One of the grimmest
things, I have hecard was told me by another Yorkshire boy.
A German surrendered, and then suddenly, as this lad
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approXxhed to make him prisoner, pulled the detonator of a
bomb and raised it to throw.

“I put my bayonet right close to him so suddenly that he
was terrified, and forgot to fling his bomb. Then a queer kind
of logk came into his eyes. He remembered that the blooming
bomb was going off. It went off, and blew him to bits.”

That is war. And the men who havc told me these things
arc young men who dq not like the things they have seen.
But, beeause it is war, they go’through to thc last goal with a
courage that does not quail.

Thc men of this division next day took Shelter Wood and
Fricourt, and capturcd many prisoners.



VIII

HOW THE PRUSSIANS FELL AT
CONTALMAISON

1
Jury 8
AFTER the first four days of battle there was something like a
\{l:lof twenty-four hours—a lull filled with the great noise of
gdns—which was broken by fresh assaults made by our troops
in the direction of Mametz Woodcand Contalmaison. For two
days now—on Thursday and Friday—thcre has been severe
fighting in that territory, and although we lost Contalmaison
last night after taking it in the morning, it is, I am sure, only a
temporary set-back, for our position is strong in its neighbour-
hood, and great loss has been inflicted upon the enemy. The
battle of Contalmaison, not yet finished, will be a distinct and
important episude in the history of this campaign.

I was able to see somcthing of the battle—all the fierce
picture of our shell-fire—but, at the time, with no accurate idea
of what was really happening beyond our guns, and with that
scnse of confusion and mystery which sll soldiers have when
they are on the battleficld, knowing very little of what is going
on to the leit or right of them, not knowing what is happening
to themselves, or why they stand where they do, or what order
v.ill next come to them, or whether our men are doing well or
badly.

2

It was early in the morning that I went out beyond many of
our batteries and watched the bombardment that was to pre-
cede the infantry attacks upon the enemy’s positions in front
of Contelmaison and, to the right, on Mametz Wood, where
somet of our men held the south-west corncr. There were
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large odies of* troops Yabout on high ground where our old
trenches are, and bunched about in groups beyond, up a slope
leading to the line from which our attack was to be made. They
segmed to have nothing in the world to do except hang about
in a casual way. Many of them were lying on the grass, or
alongToadsides, aslecp. Not all the roar of the guns made them
turn uneasily. They had been there all night, waiting to go up
in support, and now, dog-tircd, they were taking their chance
of rest. . .

It was not quite a safe spot for Sleep. Although the enemy’s

guns were busy on different places, there was no knowing

« whether they might not shift a point or two this way at any
moment. The roadway had, already tempted some of their
shells earlier “in the morrung Tall becch-trees here and there
had been cut clean in half, and a litter of branches and foliage
lay below the broken stumps There werc new shell-craters
in the field over the way, just where a company of R.A.M.C. mey'

<had sat down on their stretcherb, waiting for work. But
nobody scemed to worry.

A captain of Pionecrs spoke to me and said, “ Any ncws ? 7

He was a middle-sized, keen-looking man, with a humorous
look in his grey eycs, which were shaded by a steél helmet,
khaki covered. He was as muddy as a scarecrow, and shivered
a little after his night in the rain.

“ Dashed if I know what’s happening,” he saids *‘ one never
does. Our fellows are supposcd to be going up, but no orders
come along. There’s our adjutant, waiting for ’em.” I looked
across the road and saw the adjutant. He was lying on his
back, quite straight, af full length, with his head on his pack
and his watcrproof coat over him. He was profoundly.aslcep.

The Pioneer captain pointed towards little masses of men
below the erest of the rising ground, beyond which wcere hell-
fives.

“I thought they would go up an hour ago, but they’re still
waiting, poor lads. I expect they’ll go in it all right in less than
half an hour.”

He stared towards Mametz village. It was under a pall of
grecnish smoke, and not a minute passed without a big German
shell bursting over it and raxsmg black columns of cloud.

“Nasty kind of placg,” said the Pioneer. * Thought I
should have to spend the night therc. Glad I didn’t, though !
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And such a night! I never saw anything like it. Fxactly
like hell, only worse; a sky full of shells, and lights bursting
likc blazes. A regular Brock’s Benefit. . . . Hallo, some of
’em are going up.”

The men who were in small bunches on the low ground were
getting into a new kind of order.  They were moving up totvards
the erest in extended formation. . .

A German shell was coming our way. I heard its high
gobbling note, and shifted my stcel hat a little, and hoped it
might serve. There was a nasty crash fifty yards away below
the road, where some of the men were bunched. . . . A whistle
sounded, and the R.A.M.C. men, who had been squatting on
their stretchers, sprang up and ran, carrying their stretchers,
down a side track. They had found some work to do.

Two other shells eame closer, and we changed our position
a little. 1t was getting rather hot.

3

But not so hot as other places, compared with which our
ground was Paradise. Mamctz village, behind our lines now,
was being shelled heavily by the encmy, and was a very ugly
spot, but even that was a health resort, as soldiers say, com-
parcd with any of the German positions in the neighbourhood of
Contalmaison. Our guns were concentrating their fire along
a line north of Birch Tree Wood from [Horseshoe Trench, now
in our hands, across to Pcak Wood and Quadrangle Trench away
to Mamctz Wood on the right.  We were also putting a terrific
barrage round the village of Contalmaison and Acid Drop Copse.
Our batteries, heavy and light, secmed to be in rings round this
storm-centre.

The heavies were away behind, and I could only know their
existence by the great shells that came rushing overhead, from
invisible places at long range, with a long drone like some great
harp plucked by old god Thor, as cach shell erossed the valley
and smashed over the cnemy’s lines. They came in great
numbers and from half the points of the compass, to fall upon
that onc stretch of ground a mile or so broad. Our field-guns
were not invisible.

I could see them winking and blinking in the valleys and up
the slopes as far as the eye could range. They fired salvos or
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roun' with sharp and separa.tcd rat-tat-tats. Every kind of
gun ahd howitzer—old “ Grandmothers,” the long six-inchers,
four-point-sevens, French soixante-quinze, and our own eighteen-
pounders—played the devil over the German lines.

*I think it was about eleven that they lifted and put a dense
barrage of shells farther back. For the first time in my ex-
perience this moment was perccptible. It was a kind of hush
for just a second, as though all the guns were taking breath.
Then the tumult began sgain, yhile the infantry went forward
into and through the smoke. A little while later I saw rockets
high above the smoke in the direction of Contalmaison. Some-
thing told me, though without any certainty, that our men were
in that village. i

From a visual point of view that is all I can tell, but to-day I
have seen some of the officers who were dirccting this battle,
and what happened is now nfuch clearer, though not absolutely
clear in all its dctails. The dBy before yesterday, after heavy
fightingsin the carly stages of the battle, some of our battalions
took possession of the Horseshoe Trench to the north-west
of Birch d'reg. Wood and to thce south-west of Contalmaison.
Other battalions to the right were stretching along a line
through Birch Tree Wood to the south of Mametz Wood. A
curious alfair was happening in a trench called the Old Jaeger
Trench, running out of the Horseshoe towards a German
redoubt to the west of Pecak Wood.

Part of this trench was held by the troops on the left and part
by the troops on the right, and both reported and belicved that
they held all of it.  The truth was that a gap in the midgle was
still held by a party of Germans, who had machinesguns and
bombs with which, presently, they made themselves unpleasant.
Orders were sent to clear the trench of these ugly customers,
and it was®*donc by the troops on the left. Then orders were
given to clear forward to a triangle trench to the right of the
Old Jacger. Itwasa <tlonn‘ redoubt, and the Germans defended
themselves so tenaciously at this point that it changed hands
three times before our men held it for good.

It yielded finally when the troops on the right fought their’
way up to Peak Wood, captured it, and enfiladed the cnemy
mth machine-gun fire. Al that moment they saw their position

F
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was hopeless, and came running ou{ with their hands up.
Farther on there was a machine-gun emplacement which was
giving us a good deal of trouble, but this was bombarded and |
rushed, and on the evening of July 6 the maehme-gun, to use
the words of one of the officers, was ** done in.’

Yesterday morning the attack following the bombardment -
extended from these points south-west of Contalmaison away
to the right. Unfortunately, although the fortune of war
favoured us in another way, thz troops on the.right were unable
to make much headway. But at this time an extraordinary,
and, for the enemy, a terrible, thing happened. Somc battalions
of the Prussian Guard Rescrve, hurriedly brought up & day,
or two ago from Valenciennes, apd thrown into this battlefield
without maps or guidance or local knowledge, advanced to mect
our men on the right, and walked up, by an awful stroke of

" . chance, straight into the terrific barrage which our guns had

just started round Contalmaison. A whole battalion was cut
to picces. .

Many others suffered frightful things. I am told by some of
the prisoners that they lost three-quarters of their number in
casualties, and although this may be an exaggeration—
prisoners always have the tendency to exagger~te iheir losses
—it is certain that a mass of men were killed and wounded.
As soon as our barrage lifted our troops on the right, most of
them men of Yorkshire and northern counties, swept forward
and without great trouble entered Contalmaison and Bailiff
Wood to the north-west. It was their lights which I had seen
signalling through the smoke.

It was a maomhcent success, not £oo dearly bought. But
just when our position looked full of promisc for the morrow
disappointing news came in last night. It is here that the
details of what happened are not clear. Germans were reported
to be streaming out of Mametz Wood towards Contalmaxson,
apparently to make a counter-attack there. The encmy’s guns
were shelling the place. Rain fell heavily, and our men who
had fought so well and so long were exhausted.

Owing to the difficulty of communication and other troubles

. which happen at’ those times, the situation became confused,
and late in the evening it was reported that Contalmaison had
been evacuated as a temporary measure for defensive reasons.

At the same time it was also reported that Mametz Wood had
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been {9 heavily Shelled By our guns that much damage had been
inflicted upon the Germans inside, some of whom had escaped
to our lines. We are now holding the outskirts of Contal-
maison, in, or in the neighbourhood of, the cemetery, and, I
believe, Acid Drop Copse, so that we are in a sound position
for further attack.

5

A large number of prisoners were taken, and they came
straggling back over the battlefield in miserable little groups.
Some of them carried our. wounded on strctchers or on their
backs, and our men carried their wounded.

They were the remnants ofythe 8rd Prussian Guard Division,
which has betn so utterly broken that it no longer exists as a
fighting unit. Those who did ot fall into our hands have been
withdrawn from the line. The ¢ moral” of the men as well as
their fighting force has bcen gmashed. Even the officers admit
that they have no more stomach for the fight, and several of the
men with whom I spoke to-day were frank in saying that they
are glad®to be prisoners to be safc at last from the frightfulness
of this war.

Some or thtm told me that after leaving Valencicnnes a few
days ago, after our attack had started, they were brought to
Cambrai, and while the officers were sent on by motor-car they
marched a long distance through unknown cowuntry to the
front. They do not know the names of the villages through
‘which they passed, their officers had no maps, and they had an
ominous feeling that they were going to their doom. But the
strength of-our artillery and its dcadly accuracy of aim sur-
prised: them. .

They did net know the English had such gunners. ‘Still more

. were they surprised by the dash of our infantry when they heard
that they had against them “ men of the * New Armv.’ ” “ We
thought they were Guards,” said these Prussian prisoners, who
belonged chicfly to the Lehr, Grenadicrs, and Fusiliers—all
Guards Divisions—the 70th Jacger and the 110th, 114th, and
190th regiments of the line. Some of them I spoke to were
Poles from Silesia—* Ich kann nur ein wenig Deutsch sprechen ”,
(I can only speak a little German), said one of them. Yet
they were tall, hefty men of good physique and well fed. Some
of them wecre middle-aged fellows and fathers of families,
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corresponding to the French Territorials. Théy spoke gf their
wives and children, and their tired, dazed cyes (for they were
just down from the field of firc) lighted up at the thought of
going home again after the war. .

** God send a quick ending to the war ! *° said one of them, and
he spoke the words as a prayer with his hands upraised. -

I sat in a little dug-out, bomb-proof, pcrhaps, but not sound-
proof, because the noise of guns was appallingly close and loud,
while some of the men werc Being btought in to be examined
by a bright-cyed officer, whd spoke their dialects as well as their
language, and had an casy way with him so that thcy werc not
frightencd. ;

They answcred frankly, in a yanly way, and were gratcful
for our trcatment of them. A queer scene inside these walls of
sandbags, lighted by German candles, filled with all sorts of
litter from German pockets—great clasp-knives, leaden spoons,
cartridge-clips, compasscs, watches, pencils. One of the
investigating officers was the son of a famous musician, and.
scemed to find an intensc interest in his job, though new batches
of prisoncrs keep arriving through day and night, s that his
meals and his sleep arc interrupted.

But with his brother officers he is accumulating a storc of
information, and sces all the drama of the war, and all its
nisery for the encmy, between these sandbags, and in the dim
candlclight avhich flickers upon the worn faces of German
soldicrs taken an hour before up there where the shells arc
falling.



IX
A CAMEO ‘OF WAR

1

) JuLy 9
Sr.owvy, but quite steadily, we are drawing our lines closcr about
the enemy’s strong places along the whole extent of our attack-
ing front in order that one by one he must abandon thcm.
Last night our troops captused ncw trenches about Ovillers-
- La Boissclle, so that the pressuse upon that place is tighter, and
during the past eightecn hours we have established oursclves
in the Bois des Trones and its neighbourhood to the cast of
Montauban. .

The mea.mng of our attacking methods and of the hard
fighting at dilferent points may not be clear to people who do
not realize the position which our men have to storm. It has

. often been said that the enemy’s lines, which stréteh from the
sea to the Vosges, are one great fortress, and this is true, but
it is more essentially and cven technically true of the linc
through which we brokeson the first day of July.

The great German salicnt which curves round from Gomme-
court to Fricourt is like a chain of medizval fortresses gonnected
by carthworks and tunnels. The fortresses, or strong places
as we now call them, are the ruined villages—stronger in defenee
than any old tower becausc they are filled with machine-guns,
trench-mortars, and other deadly engines—of Gommecourt,
Beaumont-Hamel, Thiépval, Ovillers, La Boisselle, and Fricourt.

In spite of the superb courage of those British battalions
which flung themselves against those strongholds on the left
side of the German salient they did not fall, but breaches were*
made in their defences which are now being widened and
deepencd. On the southetn side, where the attack succeeded,

La Boissclle and Fricourt, and farther eastwards Mametz and
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Montauban, are ours, and the attack is pushing farthef in to
turn the strong places on the left from within the fortress walls,
as it were, while they are being weakened by assaults from
without, gradually putting the strangle-grip upon them. If eve
have luck and keep striking deeper into the salient, as we have
done during the past twenty-four hours at Contalmaison and
Ovillers, it would seem to me as if the strong places on the
left must cither be cvacuated hy the ¢gnemy or surrounded and
taken, with their imprisoned troops, by us.

I saw the scene of this struggle for the enemy’s strongholds
to-day almost as if I were looking into the mirror of the Lady of
Shalott. It scemed like that, strangely unreal, as though in an
image—and yct terribly rcal andf vivid—because.l came upon
it suddenly, by accident, arranged for me by a gap in a hedge
and by two trces on cach side of the gap, like the frame of a
plcture

1 had been up to the lines in scerch of an officer whose head-
quarters is in dug-outs beclow ke crest of a hill. Beyond this
crest and another one beyond that the fires of hate were burning
all right. I could tell that by the smoke-clouds which came
black, and whitce, and green into the flcecy sky of this July day
in France, and by thc noise of the guns all about me. But I
did not trouble to climb to the crest. There were mteresting
things to scc belowr and fine men whom I wanted to meet again
before they go nearer to those fires.

I passed two friends on the roadway riding in the centre of a
long column of troops, and when I waved my hands to them and
shouted * Good luck ! *’ they turned in ¢heir saddles and waved
back and smiled in & way that one remembers through a lifc-
time. I ¢lid not trouble to climb the crest because there were
some captured German guns below it worth sceing as the first-
fruits of victory.

They were being fastened to our own gun-carriages and taken'
off to the place where such trophies go, checred by French
townsfolk on the way. Qucer, beastly things were some of
these captured engines. There were long wooden barrels
hooped with steel, and with atouch-hole to fire the charge for a
“ plum-pudding ”’ bomb large enough to blow up ten yards of
trench—as primitive as the engines of war used in the fifteenth
century.

It was on the way back that I came upon the gap in the
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hedge. 1 passed camps of men and horses, masses of guns and
long lines of dug-outs in chalk banks, where soldiers sat in the
entries on this Sunday afternoon, smoking their pipes with an
ain of profound peace in spite of the noise of shell-fire; and
large bodies of splendid troops, English and Scottish, tramping
up thé roads, all powdered with white dust, or lying under the
shadows of wayside. trees, sleeping on their backs with the
sun full on their bronzed, sweat-begrimed faces. It was
the madding crowd of war, with a tangle of traflic on the
roads, and kicking mules making beasts of themsclves at
the sight of a motor-car, and artillery wagons with creaking
axles plunging through it all under the daring guidance of
red-facéd boys with short whips.

Turning off the road, away from all this turmoil, and presently,
through the gap in the hedge, I saw, quite unexpectedly, the
scene of war across the fields in front of me, all gold with that
weed which is ruining so many harvest fields of France. It was

‘Mametz Wood. I knew at onee the queer shape of it with a

great bite out of its western side. In spite of all our shell-fire
it is still thick with foliage, upon which the sunlight lay, casting
a great black shadow underneath. Just below it yas Peak
Wood, a row of broken trces by a sunken road, and a triangle
trench, for which our men fought desperately, so that it changed
hands three times before they won it finally, on Friday afternoon.

To the left of Mametz Wood and on a line with it was Con-
talmaison, and on the left of that Bailiff Wood, which we cap-
turcd and lost again the day before yesterday, and then farther
left Ovillers-La Boisselle, and complcting the crescent, La
Boiselle itsclf.

2

Between the gap in the hedge I saw again one of the world’s
great battleficlds, and every dctail of it was so clearly and
sharply defined in the sunlight that it was like a Pre-Raphaelite
picture painted in vivid colours. I could count the shell-holes
in the roofs of Contalmaison village, and the chéteau there,
standing to the right of a little wood, was brought so closely
forward by a stereoscopic effect that I could look into the black-»
ness of its broken windows.

Down below me were cur trenches, and I saw our men in
them. Some of them were outside the trenches, strolling about
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in the open, in little groups, or walking about on a lone track, as
though taking a quiet half-hour on this Sunday afternoon.

And yet they were in the centre of the battlcfield, and over
their heads came an incessant flight of shells, our shells, whieh
T could see falling in the German lines, and in the ficlds about
them German shells, bursting with dull crashes and with
clouds of black and greenish smoke. All the power of destrue-
tion was at work, but because of the utter calm and beauty of the
sky and the golden light over “all the scenc it scemed to me,
standing on the edge of it, less deadly, like a dream of war.

1t was no drecam. Three of our shells followed cach other in a
group and burst with one explosion against the left-hand tower
of Contalmaison chateau, smash#ag off a turret as though it
were a card-castle,

Our shells were flinging up #ountains of black earth and
smoke in the German lines beyond—at Poziéres. All round the
battlefield there were the black cleuds of shell-fire breaking and
rising and spreading over Bailiff #&¥ood, at Ovillers, and between
the broken trec-trunks of La Boisselle.  Mcn were being killed as
usual, over there. But our shells were doing most of the damage.

An cxtraordinary thing happened as I lookcd across the
chateau of Contalmaison. The carth scemed 5uddcnly to open
in the cnemy’s lines and let forth the smoke of its inner fires.
It gushed out in great round, dense masses, and rose to a vast
height, spreading like the foliage of some gigantic tree. It was
not a mine.

The cxplosion from a mine {lings up a black mass with
jagged edges like a picce of black cardboard cut into teeth.
But this was a regular uprising of -curly black clouds of great
volume, getting denser, and coming continuously. I watched it
for twenty minutcs or more, and could not make out its meaning,
but guessed that we had blown up an ammunition store.

Two great cxplosions which came quite a few scvonds after
the first vomit of smoke suggested this. So I went away from
the picture through the gap in the trces. Down in the valley
where I passed the encmy’s shells were coming rather ncar. A
heavy crump burst on a knoll close by, and some officers and
‘men were watching with that curious smile men have at times
when they know their lives depend upon a freak of chance. It
is an ironical smile, and rather grim. *



X
THE ASSAULT ON.CONTALMAISON

1
JuLy 9

I 11D an idea that there would be *“ something doing ”* to-day at
Contalmaison, and I went ovcr the ficlds towards it, past some
of our batterics, past columns of troops marching with their
bands along the roads whigh powder them with white blind-
ing dust, past great camp$ and ammunition columns, and
litters .of empty shcll-cases remaining over from the great
bombardment, and past bodies of soldiers stretched out upon
the grass,and sleeping in the warm sunlight close jJoehind the
fighting-lines, until I came to a little crest looking down to
Contalmaison village and the woods about it.

Mamectz Wood was very quiet this afternoon. As neither
side could see exactly the position of its troops inderneath the
heavy foliage—our men, who were fighting last night, hold a
linc about half-way through—the gunncrs were chary of shelling
it severely. Now and again a burst of shrapnel smoke puffed
against the dark background of the trecs, and the shell slashed
through the branches, but that was not oftcn, and the wood
seemed very peaccful. Looking at it onc’s imagination found
it difficult to realize that perhaps there were men “there who had
dug themsclves into the earth beneath the spreading roots)
and that British and German patrols were feeling their way,
perhaps, from one tree to another, through the glades, until
they came into touch and exchanged some rifle shots before
falling back to their own line. I could only guess at that, and
could see nothing but the tight foliage, yellow in the sun and
black in the shadows.

There were plenty of shells falling elsewhere, and it seemed to
me that the enemy had brought up new batteries to strengthen
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his defence. His shell-fire was certainly more intense and
. wider-spreading than during the past few days round here. He
*was bombarding our positions from La Boisselle to Montauban
very fiercely. The poor broken wood of La Boisselle, which
our men captured after desperate fighting, was being searched
by his black shrapnel, and every now and then by one of his

*“ universals,” which broke with a vivid cloud of greenish
fumes, very prolonged in density, and formmg fantastic shapes
as it dissolved. One such clqud metallic in the brilliance of
its green, was like a winged woman with a Medusa face.

High explosives were falling into Montauban village, raising
volumes of rosc-colarired clouds, beautiful in the sunlight. I
think it must have been the dust 6f red bricks flung up from
ruined houses.

2

At half-past three in the afternqon the cnemy put a very
heavy barrage in a straight line below Contalmaison. One by
one the shells burst, and so quickly down the line and back again
that they formed a wall of black smoke with only a few gaps.

Tt is so nice to get a little fresh air ! ” said a young gunner
officer who was next to me, reporting for his batfery, which
speaks from afar with a very gruff voice. ‘ During the first
few days of the ‘show’ I lived indoors ”—he pointed to the
dark entry of ‘a dug-out—‘ but now I'm getting sunburnt
again. The men enjoy this open fighting. Look at ’em !>

There were men moving about the battleficld utterly regard-
less of the trenches—the old German trenches, marked by
billows of brown earth (brown because of our gun-fire, which
ploughed® it up), and more regular lines of white earthworks,
which were ‘our own parapets before the advance. A long
column of them was winding very slowly round towards Con-
thlmaison. .

* Looks as if they were going up to support an attack,” said
an officer close to me.

Other groups of khaki-coloured men were moving over the
ground which one sees southward from the tall chimney of
Pociéres village, which we were bombarding heavily.

I thought back to the Ypres salient for a moment. Men do
not move about so freely there ! Or between Loos and Hulluch,
where over the wide barren stretch of desolation no human
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bemg is ever seen, or, if seen, killed. But—*“ It is nice to get
a little fresh air >’ after the imprisonment in the trenches, and
this open warfare is enormously better. It is better even to die
i the open, with the wind upon one’s face, standing among the
poppies, underneath the blue sky, which to-day was glorious
with white snow-mountains piled high with dazzling peaks in its
sea of blue and sunlight.

And so our men are touched with a kind of spiritual joy to be
fighting above-ground again ilistead of crouching in ditches—
though personally I like a handy hole at times.

In the very centre of the battlcfield, for which some of our men
fought and died a day or two ago, one tall felJow was signalling to
somebBody about somethingg Now and then a German shell
fell dangerously close to his position, sending up a fountain of
earth and smoke, but he kept talking with his dot-and-dash
to a far and invisible friend. It seemed an interesting mono-
logue, as though he had important things to tell. It scemed
to be addresscd to the ruirs of Contalmaison. There were
moments when its old French chatcau, sct in a little wood, was
lit up by a splash of golden light as the white clouds drifted by,
so that I could almost count its bricks, and could sec how the
shells whien I watched yesterday had opcncd its roofs. But the
left-hand tower was knocked off this morning by a direct hit
from tha% same battery whose fire was being observed by the
young gunner officer with whom I sat to-day. °It is a wonder
the shell did not smash the whole chétcau to a pitiful ruin,
but it took the tower “ en passant ” as chess-playcrs say.

At four o’clock our, guns concentrated upon Contalmaison,
Acid Drop Copse—the poor little straggly wood to the right of

ridge. Smoke belched over the battlefield, and the Song of the
shells was loud and high. It was under those shells falling
beyond them and through the smoke that a body of our men*
moved forward to the assault upon the village.

3
JuLy 10,

The village of Contalmaison is ours again. Whether we ever
held it before, by more than handfuls of men who went in and
went out, is doubtful. Certainly some men succeeded in getting
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there from Caterpillar Wood and Acid Drop Copse, because I
,met them afterwards with wounds in their bodies, but it is
difficult to know what happened.

One can only guess that Germans came up from their dug-oute
after our men had penetrated the outskirts and made use of the
darkness with their machme-guns and bombs.

What happened last night is clear cnough. I have alrcady
described in a prevmus dlspatch how we concentrated our fire
upon the positions in front of the village and then shelled the
village itself with terrific 1ntcn51ty

I saw the beginning of this bombardment, and watched our
men going up to support the attack which was to follow. It
was begun when fresh troops who Kad been brought up td help
the tired men who had been fighting in this part of the line
under heavy shell-fire for several days advanced under the
cover of our guns to the left and right of the village.

It was alrcady hemmed in on beth sides, for other British
troops were in firm possession of Bailiff Wood to the left, and
during the evening, by a series of bombing attacks, Mametz
Wood to the right had been almost cleared of Germans, who are
now only in the outer fringe of it.

The encmy in (,onta.lmalson knew that their poqltlon was
hopeless.  When our guns lifted they heard the cheers of our
infantry on both sides of the village, and many of them—at
least many of "those who wcre still alive and unwounded—
streamed out of the village in disorderly rctreat, only to be
caught behind by our extended barrages between Contalmaison,
Poziéres, and Bazentin-le-Petit. a

Our men were quickly into the village, and having learnt a
lesson by the expericnee of other troops at other places made a
thorough search of machine-gun cmplacements and dug-outs,
so that there should be no further trouble with this wasps’
fiest. .

4

The men left in Contalmaison were in a dreadful state, having
suffcred to the very limit of human endurance, and beyond.
They were surprised to find themselves living enough to be
taken prisoners.

One of these men, with whom I talked this morning, told me a
tragic tale.  He spoke a little English, having been a cabinet-
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maker in the Tottenham Court Road some years ago before
he went back to Wiirtemberg, where, when the war began, he -
was, as he said, taken and put in a uniform and told to fight,"
though it was not his trade, poor devil.

With other men of the 122nd (Bavarian) Regiment he went
inte Contalmaison five days ago. Soon the rations they had
brought with threm were finished, and owing to our ccaseless gun-
fire it was impossible to gct fresh supplies. They suffered
great agonies of thirst, and the numbers of their dead and
wounded increased steadily.

* There was a hole in the ground,” said this German cabinet-
maker, whosce head was bound with a bloody bandage and who
was dazed and troubled when I talked with him. “IL was a
dark hole which held twenty men, all lying in a heap together,
and that was the only dug-out for my company, so that there
was not room for more than a few.

It was nceessary to take turns in this shelter, while outside
the English shells werc coming and bursting everywhere. Two
or three men were dragged out to make room for two or three
others:

“Then thosc who went outside were killed or wounded.
Some of Lliem had their heads blown off, and soric of them
had both legs torn off, and some of them their arms.

“But we went on taking turns in the hole, although those
who went outside kncew that it was their turn to die very
likely. At last most of those who came into the hole were
wounded, some of them badly, so that we lay in blood.

“ There was only one doctor there, an ¢ unteroflizier > ’—he
pointed to a man who lay aslecp on the ground, facc down-
wards—* and he bandaged some of us till he had o more
bandages. :

‘ Then, last night, we knew the end was coming.  Your guns
began to fire all together—the dreadful * trommcl feuer,” an
we call Tt—and thc shells burst and smashed up the carth
about us.

“We staycd down in the hole waiting for the end. Then
we heard your soldiers shouting. Presently two of them came
down into our hole. They were two boys and they had their
pockets full of bombs.

““ They had bombs in, their hands also, and they scemed to
wonder whether they would kill us. But we were all wounded,
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nearly all, and we cried ‘ Kameraden !’ . . And now we are
prisoners—and I am thirsty.”

Other prisoners told me that the effect of our fire was terrible
in Contalmaison, and that at least half of their men holding jt
were killed or wounded, so that when our soldiers entered last
night they walked over the bodies of the dead. .

These men who had escaped were in a pitiful condition. They
lay on the ground utterly exhausted most of them, and—that
was strange—with their faces t¢ the cdrth. Perhaps it was to
blot out the vision of things séen.

I shall remember the cabinet-maker of the Tottenham Court
Road. In spite of the clay which caked his face and clothes and
the bloody rag round his head he was a handsome bearded fellow
with blue eyes, which once or twice lighted up with a tragic
smile, as when I asked him when he thought the war would
end.

*In 1915,” he said, * when I was wounded at Ypres, I thought
the war would end in a few monghs. And a little while ago T
thought so again ! ”

Then he muttered something to himself, but loudly ‘enough
for me to hecar the words—* Surcly we cannot go on much
longer ? -

I left these men, and farther down the road saw many more
prisoners. There were nearly three hundred of them marching
down a side track, between some ripening corn, under mounted
escort, their grcy-blue uniforms hardly visible until I was
closer to them against the backgrourd of the wheat.

Most of them were young, healthy-ingking men, who walked
briskly, and it was only a few behind who limped as they
walked; and looked broken and beaten men.

5

" It was a good day for us in prisoners, for about 500 have come
down from Contalmaison, Mametz Wood, and the Trénes Wood
as living proofs of our advance in all those places.

All the prisoners speak of the terror of our artillery-fire, and
documents eaptured in their dug-outs tell the same tale in words
which reveal the full horror of bombardment.

¢ We are quite shut off from the rast of the world,” wrote a

an soldxer on the day before our great attack. “ Nothing
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comes to us ; ‘no letters. The English keep such a barrage on
our approaches, it is terrible. To-morrow morning it will be
seven days since this bombardment began ; we cannot hold out
much longer. Everything is shot to pieces.” ;

* ¢ Our thirst is terrible,” wrote another man. ‘ We hunt for
water and drink it out of shell-holes.”

Many of the men speak of the torture of thirst which they
suffered during our bombardment.

‘“ Every one of us in these five days has become ycars older.
We hardly know ourselves. Bcchtel said that, in these five
days, he lost 10 Ib. Hunger and thirst have also contributed
their share to that. Hunger would be easily borne, but the
thirst makes one almost mari.

* Luckily it rained yesterday, and the water in the shell-
holes, mixed with the yellow shcll-sulphur, tasted as good as a
bottle of beer. To-day wc got something to cat. It was
impossible before to bring food up into the front line under the
violent curtain-fire of the c.emy.”

One other out of hundreds tells all in a few words :

“We came into the front line ten days ago. During those
ten days I have suffered more than any time during the last two
years. The dug-outs are damaged in places, and tne trenches
are complctely destroyed.”

We do not gloat over the sufferings of our enemy, though we
must make them suffer, and go on suffering, that they may
yield. It is the curse of war, the black horror which not even
the heights of human courage may redeem, nor all the splendour
of youth eager for self-sacrificc.

T have seen things to-day before which one’s soul swoons, and
which, God willing, my pen shall write, so that men shall
remember the meaning of war.

But now, when these things arc inevitable, we must look only
to our progress towards the end, and to-day we have made
good progdress.

Yesterday I wrote of the position we attacked on July 1 as a
great German fortress with a chain of strongholds linked by
underground works.

In ten days, by the wonderful gallantry of our men and the
great power of our guns, we have smashed several of those forts—
as strong as any on the Western front, and defended stubbornly
by masses of guns and troops—and have stormed our way in so
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deeply that the enemy is now forced to fall back upon his next
line of defence.

The cost has been great, but the enemy’s losses, and the
present position in which he finds himself prove the success of
our main attack." '

For the first time since the beginning of the war the initiative
has passed to us, and the German Headquarters Staff is hard
pushed for reserves.



XI
THE BATTLE OF THE WOODS

Jury 12

For several days now I have been giving a chronicle of hard
fighting at scveral important points on the way to the second
German line, with such scenes as one cye-witness may describe
in a great battle in which many diffcrent bodies of troops are
engaged upon a wide front. ‘o

The fortuncs of war have varicd from day to day, almost
from hour to hour, so that positions taken one evening have
been lost in the morning and again (dptur(d by the afternoon.
Writing as*cvents arc happening, onc’s narrative bicomes as
confuscd as the confusion of the battleficld itself, where troops
know nothing, or very little, of what is doing to their right
and lcft, until some general scheme of operations s completed.

By the capture of Contalmaison and ground to each side of it
a gencral scheme of progress has been achieved, aud, although
ﬁghtimr docs not ceasc, about these points, it is now possible
to give a clearer idea of the battle as it has dcvclopcd up to
the present moment.

1 think itvmay very well be called the Battle of the Woods,
for the chicf characteristic of it has been the determined cffort
of our troops to take and hold a number of copses and small
forests between the first and second German lines.

On the left of Contalmaison'is Bailiff Wood, north-castwards
of the Horseshoe Redoubt.  If we could get that and keep it
Contalmaison itsclf could be enfiladed and attacked from the
west as well as from the south. Away to the right of Con-.
talmaison is Mametz Wood, even more important both in
size and position, with Bgrnafay Wood still farther eastwards
and Trénes Wood on the right again. Other small woods or
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copses to the south of Contalmaison were strong ﬁghtmg points,
from Shelter Wood to Round Wood and Birch Wood at the
top of the Sunken Road and Peak Wood to the left of the
Quadrangle Trench. :

Some of these places are but a few shell-slashed trees scrvmg
as landmarks, but Bailiff Wood, Mametz Wood, Bernafay
Wood, and Trénes Wood are still dense thickets under heavy
foliage hiding the encmy’s troops and our own, but giving no
protection from shell-five.

It is for these woodlands on high ground that our men have
been fighting with the greatest gallantry and most stubborn
endurance, suffcring more than light Josses, mecting heavy
counter-attacks, gaining ground, losing it, retaking it, and
thrusting forward again, with a really unconquerable spirit,
because they know that these woods are the way to the second
bastion of the German stronghold.

It would be good to say somcthing about the different
battalions who have been fight'hg the Battle of the Woods,
and it is hard not to give some honour to them now by name.
But there are reasons against it—the encmy wants to know
their names for other reasons—and we must wait until some
wecks have passed.  They are men from nearly all our English
countics— {rom Northumberland, Durham, Lancashire, and
Yorkshire, from the Midlands, the Home Counties, and the
“ West Countrie.”  Welshmen were there, and Irish a.nd High-
landers and Lowlanders. It was a ﬁnhsh battle, but the
greater share of it fell to England alone, and it was English
lads fromn the North, and English lads from old county towns
like Worcester and Northampton, York and Bedford, Guildford
and Arundel, Norwich and old London Town itself, who
fought on the way to Contalmaison and took this stronghold
of the woodlands.

T passed some of them on the roads to-day. They were the
men who captured Contalmaison the day before yesterday,
and they were marching with such a steady swing that it was
hard to think they had been through such fighting and fatigues,
and that thcy had left behind them many good fellows who
will never come back along the road.

They were bringing back trophies of vietory. On their
wagons, beside their own steel hats, were German helmets.
Some of the enemy’s machine-guns were passing back with
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them, and although the men were tired they held their heads
high and there was a fine pride in their eyes. An officer who
watched them pass called out the names of their regiments
artl said, * Well done !> and one of their own officers waved
his hand and called back, “ Cheery-O ! It was the greeting
of gallant fighting men.

2

L4 [ ]

But before the taking of Contalgnaison the day before yester-
day there were other men who had done their best to take it,
and did take it for a while, in spite of bad luck and every kind
of hardship.

Their attack depended a good deal upon the progress made
by other troops who were fighting for Bailiff Wood on the left,
and by troops who were attacking up to the line of Pearl Alley
on the right.

Neither of these attempts svas succe essful at the time, and the
men who had been ordered tO take Contalmaison were not in
a happy position. The weather had been foul, and it was this
which on July 7 and 8 made all attacks difficult. When the
troops of the attacking colummns tried to get forward the
ground was bogged, their rifles and bombs and machine-guns
were covered with muddy slime, and they stumbled through
water-logged trenches. Apart from this the way, was perilous
and tragic.

The main trench Ieadmg up to Conlalmaison was the Sunken
Road which goes up between Round Wood and Birch Wood,
and this was being h&vily barraged by the encimy’s guns
sweeping down the valley from Poziéres.

Farther up and slanting right to Pearl Allcy was a shallow
trench.

Dead bodics lay there in the mud, and soon it was choked
with wounded men. How could any one pass ? How was it
possible to bring up bombs and ammunition and machine-
guns and all the stores which must follow an attack ? That
was not done, but our men, fcllows who know the chimes of
Worcester Cathedral, struggled forward over open ground and
made a dash for Contalmaison, enfiladed by machine-gun fire "
from Bailiff Wood and Mamctz Wood, which were not yet in
our hands. Round the western side of Contalmaison was a
hallow trench in which the enemy also kept his machine-guns,
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but when the remnants of the attacking force rushed forward
these were withdrawn into the village, from which the German
gunners swept the ground.

It seems to me quite an astonishing feat of arms that cur
men, in such small numbers and in such adverse conditions,
should havc penetrated a good way into the village. And
it is wonderfully to their credit that they should have taken
cighty prisoners at such a time.,

They found themsclves *“up in the air,” as soldiers say,
and they wcre being badly hurt by machine-gun fire. It was
a bad position, and after rummaging through some German
dug-outs and takirfg their prisoners they fell back to a strong
point to the south of the village, which they held for two or
three days, cstablishing a machine-gun post which did valuable
service in the next attack. ¢

They did not succeed in holding Contalmaison, and in war,
which is a hard thing, it is only success that counts. But I
see nothing to blame in the advéiture of those companics who
got through at great hazard. Luck was against them, and
against their other battalions. Luck—and the weather.

3

In the mcantime great fighting was in progress for the
woods around. A very splendid body of men, among them
true descendants of Sir Hugh Evans and other brave men
across the Marches, had fought their way up on July 5 to
Birch Tree Copse and Shelter Alley, to Quadrangle Trench on
the 6th, then to Caterpillar Wood and Marlborough Wood,
and they had placed, with a cunning that belongs to the genius
of war, a machine-gun which covered an exit from Mametz

« Wood, where the ecnemy was still in force.

At 3 o’clock on Monday afternoon last our troops advanced
to the capture of the wood—a wood whose gloom was brightened
by the frightful flash of shells, whose tree-trunks were broken
and splintered and slashed by sharp axes hurtling through the
.lcaves,' and about whose gnarled roots, in shell-holes and
burrows, German soldiers erouched with their bombs and
machine-guns. A wood of terror. Yet not dismaying to

s those men of ours who went into its twilight. Our own guns
. "were shelling it with a progressive barrage.
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Our men were to pass forward in short, sharp rushes behind
the barrage, but some of them in their eagerness went too
fast and too far, and went through the very barrage itself
uptil a signal warned a gunner officer sitting in an O.P. behind,
so that he suddenly seized a telecphone and whispered some
words into it, and made the guns * lift ”* again.

Waves of bullets were streaming like water through the trees
from German machine-guns. Many of our men fell, and the
others, checked a while; lay down in any holes they could find
or dig. All through the night *shells broke over them, and
through the glades there came always that horrible chatter of
machine-guns.

It was a night to whichsmen think back through a lifetime
with a Wonderment that it brought any dawn for them. But
when dawn came their spmt was unbroken and they made a
new attack, and went forward with bombs and bayonets to the
cncounter of other men not less brave. Not less brave, in
truth and in fairness to théw. There was a ficree fight before
the last of them surrendered, so that Mametz Wood was ours,
for a while at least.

4

Meanwhile to the left of Contalmaison—our left—other men
had worked their way up into Bailiff Wood and had established
posts therc. It was still impossible to attack Contalmaison
from the south, and, as it happenced, perhaps a lucky thing
because the cnemy had expected an attack from the south
and had most of his machinc-guns facing that way when our
troops advanced upon him from the west.

They advanced after a scries of artillery barrages from a great
numbcr of batteries working in most perfect harmohy with the
plan of the infantry attack.

At 4.50 the infantry went forward to their first stage i
four waves and in extended order. They had to cover about
1100 yards of open ground, and they travelled light, without
their packs, fighting troops, scarching partics for house-fighting,
and consolidating troops.

“They went across magnificently,” said their General, and
in spite of the encmy’s shells and machine-guns penetrated the
town. They worked across in time to the successive barrage
which preceded them, and at 7 o’clock they had the whole of
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Contalmaison. The enemy dcfended himself bravely, and there
was some fierce hand-to-hand fighting, in which 200 Germans
were killed, refusing to surrender. Many prisoners were taken
in the dug-outs.

So at last the stronghold of the Woods was ours, and there
is good hope that we shall keep it.

One other wood in this stretch of woodlands is stxll not ours.
1t is the Wood of Trénes, where also there has been desperate
fighting by the men who captuted Bernafay Wood and Cater-
pillar Wood and the grouné about Montauban, shelled and
shelled again by the enemy, who hates to have us there.

We have taken it several times, but the evening’s shell-fire
forced us from part of it. When they come, our shell-fire
slashes them to death. So much of it is No Ma.n’s Land, and
a devilish place.

But we hold a great stretch of ground after the Battle of
the Woods.



X
THE FIGHT FOR OVILLERS

JuLy 13

AT Ovillers therc has been ficree fighting to-day, which has
gainced for us several important bits of trench and ground,
linking up with other separale points alrcady won, so that this
German stronghold is closcly besicged.

The enemy to-day wagbombarding our positions round
Contalmaison and Mamecetz Wood with a most formidable
barrage, and as 1 watched this from a vantage-point looking
across a wide streteh of the battlefields it scemed to me that
the Germans might be preparing a strong counter-attack along
that linc.

Nearer to Thiépval it was strangcly quiet after the great
fighting a weck and more ago.

The village of Thiépval itsclf was deadly qumt in the German
lines of brown, bombarded carth, beyond our whiter trenches.
What was onec a wood there, about red-roofed barns and houscs
and an old church tower, is now only a number of charred stumps
sticking up from the brick-dust and ruin of thesc buildings.

Bchind Hhiépval, captured and lost by our seldiers after
heroie fighting and great sacrifice on July 1, could be seen the
placcs which the enemy is holding in his second line of defencey
the next line of village forlresscs.

They were marked by the tall chimney of Courcclette, the
woods of Grandcourt, and the church spire of Irles. And
there, standing high and clear above the ridge, was one land-
mark which has been famous before in the war and will pe
again before the war is ended. It was the clock-tower of
Bapaume, and if the sup had been shining on it we could have
read the time of day.
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On the ridge above Thiépval were little moving figures.

* Germans,” said a sergeant with one eye to his glass.

There was a lot of them, crawling about like ants, but none
of our shells fell among them. All guns were busy on otker
work farther to the right, where the smoke of great shells rose
like smouldering fires over all the ground from Ovillefs to
Montauban.

2

The fighting for Ovillers Has been hard, bloody, and close.
Many of our men have dicd to gain a yard or two of earthwork.
There have been great adventures in the capturing of some
bits of broken brick or the workifle round a ditch below the
remnants of a wall.

Under a steady drive of machinc-gun bullets sweceping all
the ground men of ours from Cheshire and another English
county in the north have crept forward at night with a few
hand-grenades and flung theme. Ives against the enemy’s
bombing-posts and barncadcs and fought ficrccly to smash
down the sandbags or brickwork and get a few more yards
of clear ground.

They have sapped their way underground and blown up the
roofs of vaults where Germans lay in hiding with machine-guns.
They have fought in small parties, gaining isolated points in
the southern part of the village, and halding on to them under
heavy fire until only a few men remained alive, still holding on.

There have been fights to the death between a handful of
English or Irish soldicrs and a dozen or more Germans, meeting
cach other in the darkness of deep cellars quarried out from the
chalk subsoil, and German gunners peering out of slits in conerete
emplacements below-ground and firing bursts of bullets down
the roadway have found themselves suddenly in the grasp of
incn covered with white clay rising out of holes in the carth,
with no weapons but their picks.

Ovillers is a place of abominable ruin.

“Do you know Neuville-St.-Vaast ? > asked an officer this
morning, and when I nodded (because I had a ncar call there)
he said, “ Ovillers beats it hollow for sheer annihilation.”

There is nothing left of it except dust. There is not a wall
standing two fcet high, or a bit of 2 wall. The guns have
swept it {lat,
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But underground there are still great cellars quarried out
by inhabitants who have long fled, and in these the Germans
are holding out against our attacks and our bombardments.

Heavy shells have opencd up some of them, and filled them
with dcad and wounded, but many still stand strong, and out
of thtm come the enemy’s machine-guns and bombers to make
counter-attacks against the ditches and debris from which our
men are working forward. The ground is pitted with enor-
mous shell-holes, in whi¢h men®lie buried. Ovillers is perhaps
more ghastly than any ruined grofind along the front.

3

It was at 8 o’clock on the morning of July 7 that the south-
castern part of the village wgs taken by assault. The North-
countrymen advanced from a line to the north of La Boisselle
after a great bombardment, and went over open ground to the
labyrinth of trenches whichedefend the village. These had
been smashed into a tumult of earth and sandbags, but, as
usual, some of the German machine-gunners had been untouched
in their dug-outs, and they came up to serve their machines
as soon as our barrage lifted.

Other Germans defended themsclves with bombs.  There
was savage fighting between the broken traverses, in shell-
craters, and in ditches. Many of our men fell, but others
came up and pushed farther forward. Onc officer and a man
or two ran straight towards a German machine-gun which was
doing deadly work, agd knocked it out with a well-aimed
bomb. But higher up on this maze of broken trenches was a
German redoubt, from which machine-gun fire came in st¥cams.

Some Irish soldiers tried to storm the place but suffered
-heavy casualties in front of the redoubt. It was decided to
fall back g little and re-form the line for the night, and all
through the night the men worked to build up barricades to
cut off the encmy from the southern end of the village.

That end was being “ cleaned out ” of Germans, who were
routed out of cellars. Many of them were glad to surrender
and grateful for the life they had expected to lose. ,

“ We took bags of ’em,” said an officer in charge of this
work. .

Next day the men worked their way forward above-ground
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and below-ground.  Some crept out of a ditch and worked up to
a bombing-post made by others on the left of the village,
Another body of troops made a sudden forward movement,
and taking the enemy by surprise marched round the left gnd
took up a line right across the south-west end of Ovillers
without loss. That was a great gain, which enabled our men
to link up from separate points. The fighting to-day has been
a further process of fitting up this jig-saw puzzle of isolated

groups who have been burrowitig into*the German stronghold.
(3

4

A great udvcntt'lre, or what the officers call a fine “.stunt,”
was carried out by some Lancashire men on the right of the
village, They were told to sc nd out a patrol overland in the
dirc tion of Poziérces.

I 1hink, to the young officers in charge, it must have seemed
rather like a pleasant suggestionfo go and discover the North
Pole or the Magnctic North. However, the idea appcealed to
them ; they would sce some new country, and there was quite
a chance of individual fighting, which is so much better than
being killed in a ditch by shell-fire.

With them went a young machine-gun officer, who is justly
proud of having gonc out with sixteen machine-guns and, as
you shall hear, of coming back with twenty.

I know thut he is pleased with himsclf, as he ought to be,
because he had a laughing light in his eyes when 1 gave him
a lift in a car on the way back to a good dinner, and having
escaped without a scrateh (and four extira guns) it is no wonder
that bre thought this adventure *“ a topping bit of work.”

It was grallant work, and as far as the first day went, without
loss. The little company of men struck north-eastwards up.

“ an old bit of communication-trench, and part of the way in

the open, in the twilight and the darkness that followed. They
were going steadily into German territory, to the high ground
which slopes down from Poziéres.

There were lots of Germans about—thousands of them not
«enormously far away—but they did not expceet a visit like this,
and were not watchful of this piece of ground.

After working forward for something like a mile they came
to a redoubt inhabited by German bombers.
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What happéned then is not very clear to me, and was
certainly not very clear to the Germans. But this place was
passed successfully, and it was farther on that my machine-gun
frignd (the fellow with the sparkle in his eycs) increased his
number of guns.

This part of his adventurc is also somewhat confused, as
most fighting is. He tells me that he “ pinched ” the guns.
Also that he made “a bag of ’em.” Anyhow, he captured
them, and has brought them back, which is a very good proof
that they were taken. J

So far all went well. The night was spent in consolidating this
extraordinary position right in the heart of German territory,
and allenext day our men st#yed there. They had a wonderful
view of the country below them, saw many things worth
noting for future use, and sent bursts of mauchine-gun fire
at the enemy’s infantry moving down to attack our troops.

But it was too good to last. The cnemy became aware
that they were being hit ffam a position where none of our
troops could possibly be, according to the logic of things.

They could hardly belicve their cyes, I imagine, when they
saw these illogical young gentlemen making thuusdvcs at
home in this extremely advanced post.

There must have been some frightful words used by German
officers before they ordered an infantry attack to clear these
Englishmen out.  The infantry came down a* trench from
Pozicres, but as they came they were met by a stream of
machinc-gun fire dirccted by the young oflicer who had
“ pinched * four more guns than he had taken out.

They suffered heavy casualtics, and the attack broke down.
But then the enemy put his guns to work, as he always does
when his infantry fa'ls, and what had been a great ddventure,
with a sporting chance, became a deadly business, with all
the odds agamst our men.

The enenmiy’s shell-fire was concentrated heavily upon this
one bit of trench away out in the open, and the ground was
ploughed up with high explosives. The machinc-guns were
taken back, but the British hcld on until at last only an officer
and six men were left. .

Those who came back unwounded numbered in the end only
one officer and one man—with the exeeption of a sergcant who
stayed behind with a wounded Irishman. He would not leave
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his comrade, and for thirty-six hours stayed out in his exposed
position, with heavy shells falling on every side of him.

The Irishman was delirious, and making such a noise that
his friend knocked him on the head to keep him quiet. Ewery
time a shcll burst near him he shouted out, * You’ve missed
me again, Fritz.” o

But the sergeant himself kept his wits. He is a Lancashire
man and with all the dogged pluck of Lancashire.

When the bombardment qfietened down he brought back
his friend, and then went out to No Man’s Land to scarch for
another one.

5

But let us not forget that our men have not the monopoly of
courage in this war. We have ggainst us a brave cnemy, and
again and again during this battle our officers and men have
paid a l,rlbllt(, to the stubborn fmhtmo' qualitics of the German
soldicrs. ~t

“For goodness’ sake,” said onc officer, *“ get rid of that
strange idea in the minds of many people at home that we arc
fighting old men and boys and cripples.

‘“ All the Germans we have met and captured have been big,
hefty fcllows, well fed until our bombardment stopped their
food, and with plenty of pluck in them.

“The courage of their machine-gunners cspecially is—worse
luck for us—quite splendid.”

As far as food goes the watchword of the German pcople is

* soldicrs first,”

That they are suffering themselves seems certain from the
letters“found in great numbers in their captured dug-outs. It
scems to me incredible that these should be fictitious.

They bear in cvery line the imprint of bitter truth, and they
read like a cry from starving people.

“ You reproach me with writing so little to you What can

I write ? If I told the truth about conditions here I should
be locked up, and as I do not wish to write lies to you I had
better say nothing.
+ *“ We have tickets for everything now—flour, meat, sausage,
butter, fat, potatocs, sugar, soup, ctc. We are really nothing
more than tickets oursclves.” .

And in another letter from Cologne :
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* Hunger is making itself felt here. During the week none
of the families received any potatoes. The allowance now is
one cgg per head per week and half a pound of bread and fifty
grafimes of butter per hecad per day.

“ England is not so wrong about starving us out. If the
war lasts threc months longer we shall be done. It is a terrible
time for Germany. God is punishing us too sevcrely.”

There is only one satisfaction in these pitiful letters. It is
the hope it gives us that the dnemy—not these poor women
and children, but the Devil at tht back of the business—will
realize soon that war does not pay, and will haul down the
flag with its skull and cross-bones. -



XIII
THROUGH THE GERMAN SECOND LINE

‘ Juiy 15

For a little while—yes, and ¢ven now—it has seemed something
rather marvellous. We have kroken through the enemy’s
second linc ; through, and beyond on a front of two and a
half miiles, and for the first time since October of 1914 cavalry
has been in action.  Men who foufght in the retreat from Mons,
the little remnant left, look back on the old days when the
enemy’s avalanche of men swept down on them and say, as
one said t» me yesterday, * Through the sccond line ? Then
we have broken the evil spell.”  So it seems to men who fought
in the first battle of Ypres, or in the second, and then for a
year morc stood in their trenches starmg through loopholes at
the zigzag of ‘German lines, barb-wired, deeply dug, fortified
with rodoubts machine-gun emplacements, and strong places
—a great system of carthworks on high ground, nearly always
on high ground, which made one grow aold to see in acroplane
photoora;>hs——-supported by masses of guns which had been
registered pn every road and trench of ours.

To smash through that could be donc at a great cost. Given
a certain number of guns on a certain length of front, with
hardened troops ready for a big dash, and there was no doubt
that we could break the cnemy’s first line, or system, as we
broke through at Neuve Chapclle and at Loos. But after-
wards ?  That was the hard thing to solve. No one on the
Western frout had found the formula to carry the offensive
beyond the first line without coming to a dead check at a river
of blood. ‘'The French troops who broke through in the
Champagne fell before they rcachéd the second line. At
Loos, Highlanders and Londoners swept through the first line
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and then, at Hill 70 and Hulluch, were faced by annihilating
fire, and could go no farther except to death. . . . But to-day
we broke the second German line.

/

2

.

I had the luck to give the news to some of our men who had
been wounded carly in the battle. It was worth a king’s
ransom to see their gladness. *“ Have we got through, sir ?
asked an English boy, bandagci ahout the head and face.
When T told him a grcat light came into his eyes, and he said,
“By Jove! . . . That’s pretty good !

A wounded officer raised*himself on a stretcher and called
out to mc as I passed, *“ Any news ? . . . How are we doing
up therc? . . . What, right, through? . . . Oh, splendid!”
Beceause 1 had come down from the battleficld and might know
somcthing, officers and men on the roads asked cager questions.
A doctor camc out of an dmurating-theatre in a ficld-hospital.
He was very busy there with men who could not answer
questions. He stood for a moment in the doorway of the tent
wiping his hands on a towel. .

“ How’s it going ? Have we broken through ?

He stared at me when I answered, as though scarching for
the truth in me, and said, “Surc ? . . . I hardly thought we
could do it.” .

The news spread quickly behind the lines, and there has been
a queer thrill in the air to-day, cxciting men with the promise
of victory. I think they, too, {cel that an evil spell has been
broken because British soldicrs have broken the second German
line.  Their hopes run ahcad of the facts. .

Their imagination has visions ol an immediate Geérman rout,
and the cnormous paticnce of the Freneh people, ineredulous,
after two ycats, of any quick ¢nding, is not shared by some of®
our young officers and men, who belicve that we have the cnemy
on the run, not remembering his third line, and fourth, and God
knows how many more.

For a day, anyhow, victory has becn in the air, and because
it was the 14th of July, France’s day, there are flags waving
everywhere, on wayside cottages and barns and across the
strcets of an old Freneh town. Women and children are
carrying the tricolour, and as our wounded come down in
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ambulances and lorries, mostly lightly wounded men straight
out of the battle, wearing German helmets on bandaged heads,
waving bandaged hands, or staring out gravely, with a pain
in their eyes, at the life of the roads which is theirs again, the
flags flutter up to them and laughing girls cry, , * Merci,
camarades ! ” and old men stand on the roadsides raising their
hats to these boys of ours who have won back a mile or two
more of the soil of France and have been touched by fire.

All that is part of the emotion which belongs to war, the
sentiment and the faith and tie hope without which men could
not fight nor women hide their tears.

But the business of war itself is different and of a grimmer
kind, not admitting sentiment to Jhose Generals of ours who
have been calculating chances based upon the position of
their guns, the quantity of their ammunition, their reserves of
men, the enemy’s dispositions, resources, and difficulties, and
all the mechanices of a great battle. They have had to study
human nature, too, as well as theanechanism of war. To how
great a test could they put these battalions of ours in the plan
to smash the German sccond line? How long, for instance,
could they * stick it ”” in Bernafay Wood and the Trones Wood ?
Was it possible to put in troops alrcady tired by hard fighting ?
How could they be replaced by fresh troops ? . . . A thousand
problems of man-power and gun-power which must be reckoned
out, without much margin of crror, if all the cost of the first
part of the battle—a tragic cost—were to be justified by success
in the sccond part.

Working night and day, snatching a little sleep and a little
food at odd hours, in constant touch with tclephones whispering
messages from headquarters, batterics, battalion commanders
in the field, receiving reports of local suceesses and local failures
of German counter-attacks, of German reinforcements in guns
and men, our Divisional Gencrals and Brigadicrs, keeping in
touch with Corps Generals and Army Generals, had to prepare
for the sccond big blow. It would have to be quick and hard.

3

There had been a whole fortnight’s fighting since the great
attack was launched on the First of July, and it had been
very desperate fighting. On the left from Hébuterne down
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to Beaumont-Hamel the heroic self-sacrifice of great numbers
of men had not been rewarded by success. That side of the
German fortress-lines had remained standing—broken in places,
big not carried nor held after the first bloody assaults.

The enemy had concentrated his defensive strength at that
part of the line, believing the main attack was to be delivered
there, and it was onc vast redoubt crammed with machine-guns
which scythed down battalions of our men as they advaneced
with incomparable valour. Farther south the stronghold of
Ovillers was not yet taken, though almost surrounded, and
penetrated by bodies of grenadiers bombing their way into the
quarries and cellars.

It was through the southern bastion of the German fortress
position that our troops had stormed their way, and in fourtcen
days of hard stubborn fighting they had struggled forward
up the high ground from the Fricourt Ridge to the Montauban
Ridge. In my dispatches I have endeavoured to rccord the
narrative of these daily bi#tles, and to give some faint idea
of the wondcrful courage and tenacity of our men, who captured
Contalmaison and lost it and captured it again under terrible
storms of fire, who went forward to the Battle of the Woods,
fighting for every yard of the way in Bailiff Wood on the, left,
and Trones Wood on the right, and Mametz Wood in the centre,
with little copses of naked tree-trunks round about, into which
the enemy hurled his high explosives. .

Wave after wave of splendid men went up. Not onc of
these places was won easily.  The spirit of our race, all the stcel
in it, all the fire in ity blood, was needed to gain the ground
swept by machine-guns and ploughed by shells. There were
hours when men of weaker stock would have despaired and
yiclded.  Bit these men of ours would not be beattn. Fresh
waves of them went to get back in the morning what had been
lost at night, or at night what had been lost by day becausc of ®
the fire which had destroyed thosc who had gone up first.
And cvery day they made a little progress, thrusting forward
an advance post here, winning a new bit of wood there, bombing
the Germans back from ground we needed for a new advance.

There was not a man among all our men who had any
misunderstanding as to the purpose of the struggle. I have
spoken to hundreds of them, and all knew that it was “ up to
them,” as they say, to push on to the second German linc so

H
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that other men could break it. I know that many of these
men, quite simple fellows, felt individually that upon his
single courage, his last bit of pushful strength, his last stumble
over a yard of earth towards that second German line, depended,
as far as one man’s strength tells, the success of the great
attack. It was this spirit which made them shout * No
surrender ! ”” when surrender would have been an easy way of
escape, and ‘“ stick it >’ in places of infernal horror. I write
the plain unvarnished truth. :

It was when Contalmaison—the Stronghold of the Woods—
was finally and sccurely taken, when Mamectz Wood and
Bailiff Wood were ,mostly ours, and when our positions were
strengthened at Montauban with sume footing in Trénes'Wood,
that the attack upon the sccond German line became possible. It
was for that moment that our Generals were now waiting and
preparing. Men were there who had fought long in the Ypres
salicnt, hardened to every phase of trench warfare, and men
who had won great honour in the Loos salient, and men, all
of them, who had the spirit of attack.

I watched them passing along the roads towards the front,
saw old fricnds in their ranks, and knew, as I looked, that in
all the world there are not more splendid soldiers. Hardened
by a long campaign, bronzed to the colour of their belts,
marching with most perfect discipline, these handsome, clean-
cut men went into the battleficld whistling as on the first day
of the battle their comrades had gone singing, though they
knew that in a few hours it would be hell for them. As I
watched them pass something broke ip my heart so that 1
could have wept silly tcars. There were other men, harder
than I, who were stirred by the same emotion, and cursed the
war.

-

4

The attack was to begin before the dawn.  Bcehind the lines,
as I went up to the front in the darkness, the little villages of
France werc asleep. It was a night of beauty, very warm and
calm, with a moon giving a milky light to the world. Clouds
trailed across it without obscuring its brightness, and there was
only one star visible—a watchful eye up thcre looking down
upon the battlefields. .

The whitewashed walls of cottages and barns appeared out
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of great gulfs of shadow, and trecs on high ground above the
fields were cut black against the moonlight. Warm scents
of hay and moist earth, and new-baked bread, and the acrid
sméil of French farmyards came upon the air. Farther for-
ward there was still great quietude along the roads, but here
and there long supply columns and ambulance convoys loomed
black under the trees. ‘

The ambulances were cmpty before the battle.  For scveral
miles only one figure stood at every cross-road. It was the
firurc of Christ on a wayside Cdlvary. Sentries gave their
challenge, as on the first night of battle, and prescntly I saw
other soldiers about in the dark entries of Feench eourtyards,
their bayonets shining like a sfreak of light, and officers standing
together with whispercd consultations, and, along side roads,
men marching. .

A long column of them came to a halt to let our car pass,
and I looked into the men’s eyes. There was a young officer
there whose face 1 should knoW if T saw him again in the world,
because it was in the rays of a lantern, and had a white light
on it. He had the look of Lancelot.

The men were verv quict.  Very quiet also were gamps of

men and horses in ficlds dipping down to hollows where a few
lanterns twinkled, and presently quiet close to the edge of the
battlcfields I passed great columns of horsc-gunners and horse
transport and cavalry with their lances up, and Indian native
cavalry, still as statues. The men were drawn up along the
side of the road, and their figures were utterly black in the
darkness between an olds mill-house dnd some other buildings.
Except for one man who was humming a tune, they were
quite silent, and they hardly stirred in their saddlgs. “They
seemed to be waiting with some grim expectation.
* The road was lined with trees which made a tunnel with
its foliage, and al onc end of the tunnel which showed a patch
of sky there were strange lights flashing, like flaming swords
cutting through the darkness. We went up towards the
lights and towards a monstrous tumult of noise, and walked
straight across country towards the centre of a circle of fire
which was all round us. Our artillery was smashing the German
linc.
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I deseribed, perhaps at too great length, the bombardment
on the night before the 1st of July. Then it secmed to me $hat
nothing could be more overwhelming to one’s soul and senses.
But this was worse—more wonderful and more terrible. As
I stumbled over broken ground and shell-holes, and got caught
in coils of wire, a cold sweat broke out upon me, and for a
little while I was horribly afraid. It was not fear for mysclf.
It was just fcar, the fear tHat an animal may have when the
sky is full of lightning—a sensuous terror. The hell of war
cuceireled us, and its waves of sound and light beat upon us.

Our batteries were firing with anintense fury. The flashes of
them were away back behind us—where the heavies have their
hiding-places—and over all the ground in front of our new line
of attack. They came out of the black carth with short, sharp
stabs of red flame whose light filled the hollows with pools of
tirc. And the sky and the ridged of ground and the earthworks
and ruins and woods across our lines werc blazing with the
flashes of bursting shells. Blinding light leapt about likc a
will-o’-the-wisp. For a sccond it lit up all the horizon over
Contalmaison, and gave a sudden picture, ghastly white, of
the broken chatcau with stumnps of trees about it. Then it
was blotted out by a great blackness, and instantly shifted to
Mamctz Wood or to Montaubrm revealing their shapes intenscly
and the shells erashing beyond them, until they, too, disappeared
with the click of a black shutter. A moment later and Fricourt
was filled with white brilliance, so that every bit of its ruin,
its hidcous rummage of carth, its old minc-craters, and its
plaguc-stricken stumps of trees were etched upon onc’s eyes.
Along the German sceond line by Bazentin-le-Grand, Bazentig-
le-Petit, and Longueval, at the back of the woods, our shells
were bursting without a sccond’s pausc and in great clusters.
They tore open the ground and let out gusts of flames.  Flame-
fountains rose and spread from the German trenches above
Pearl Wood. The dark night was reut with all these flames,
and hundreds of batteries were feeding the fires.

' Every ealibre of gun was at work. The heavy shells, 15-inch,
12-inch, 8-inch, 6-inch, 4-7, came overhcead like flocks of birds—
infernal birds with wings that beat the air into waves and
came whining with a shrill high note, and swooped to carth
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with a monstrousroar. The lighter batteries, far forward, were
bwting the devil’s tattoe, one-two-three- four, one-two-three-
four, with sharp knocks that clouted one’s ears. I sat on a

&’icn box on the top of an old dug-out in the midst of all
thns fury. There was a great gun to my left, and every time
it fired it shook the box, and all the carth underncath, with a
violent vibration.

The moon dmapmared soon after 3 o’clock, and no stars
were to be seen.  But présently a faint ghost of dawn appeared.
The white earth of the old, disusd®l trenchcs about me became
visible. A lark rosc and sang overhead. And at 8.80 there
was a sudden moment of hush. It was the lifting of the guns,
and the'time of attack. Ovér there in the darkness by Mametz

Wood and Montauban thousands of men, the men I had scen
going up, had risen to their feet and were going forward to
the sceond German line, or to the place where death was
waiting for them, before the light came.

h* ¥

G

The light came very quickly. It was strange what g diffcrence
a few minutes made. Very faintly, but stcadily, the dawn
crept through the darkness, revealing the forms of things and
a little colour in the grass. The sandbags at my feet whitened.
Over at Ovillers there were clouds of smoke,“and from its
denseness red and white rockets shot up and remained in the
sky for scveral scconds. Other rockets, red and white and
‘arcen, rosc to the righé of Contalmaison towards Bazentin-le-
Grand. Our infantry was advancing.

A new sound eame into the general din of gun-fire.  If was a
kind of swishing noisc, like that of flames in a strong wind. I

“knew what it meant.

“ Enemy machine-guns,” said an artillery observer, who had *
just come out of his hole in the ground. There must have
been many of them to make that noisc.

Our own artillery had burst out into a new uproar. I could
scc our shells bursting farther forward, or thought 1 could.

“I belicve our men are getting on,” said an officer, staring’
through his glasscs.

The gunner observer hadl one eye to a telescope.

*“ There’s too much mist about. And, anyhow, onc can't
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make out the confusion of batile. It’s always hopeless. And
what the devil is that light ?

“ Must be a signal,” said the gunner officer. *“I think I'd
better report it.” bl

He put his head into the dug-out, and spoke to a man sitting
by a tclephone.

At 8.55 the light was clear cnough for one to see German
shrapnel, very black and thick, between Mametz Wood and
Bazentin Wood. High cxploslvcs were bursting there too.
The cnemy had got his gund to work upon our infantry.

At 4 o’clock there was a humming sound overhead, and 1
looked up and sawathe first a.eropldm, {lying towards the German
lines, just as 1 had scen one on the first day of battle.” It flew
very low—no more than 500 feet high—and went very steadily
on towards the furnace—brave moth !

At 4.10 therc was a red glow to the right of Montauban.
1t rose with a pulsing light and 9pr<“ul upwards—a great torch
with sparks ddn(mg over it.

“By Jove!” said one of the men ncar me. “ That's
Longueval on fire!”

In a litfle while there was no doubt about it. I eould see the
sharp edge of broken buildings in the heart of the red glow.
The village of Longueval was in flames.

From behind the north-west corner of Mametz Wood a great
rosy light rose like a cloud in the sctting sun, but more glowing at
its base. It dicd out three times and rose again, vividly, and
then appceared no more. The gunver observer was bothered
again. Was it a signal or an explosiom? With so many lights
and flames about it was diflicult to tell.

At aboyt 4.30 1 heard another furious outburst of machine-gun
fire in the dircction of Longueval, and it seemed to spreag
westwards along Bazentin-le-Grand and Bazentin-le-Petit. I
strained my cyes to see any of our infantry, but dense clouds
of smoke were rolling over the ground past Contalmaison and
between Mametz and Bazentin Woods. It seemed as if we were
putting up a smoke-barrage there, and later a great volume
of smoke hid the ground by Montauban.

The enemy’s artillery was now firing with great violence.
Enormous shell-bursts flung up the carth along the line of our
advanee, and the black qhmpnel stnoke was hanging heavily
above. It scemed to me that some of their guns were firing
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wildly and blindly. High explosives burst down below Fri-
court, where there was nothing to hurt, and in places far
afield. The German gunners had got the wind up, as soldiers
sdy, and now that darkness had gone and daylight come our
men must have gone far shead, if luck was theirs. Had they
broken the second German line ? Men waiting for any news
of them found the strain of ignorance intolerable. . . . What
were they doing up there ?

7l

The first men to come back from the battle were the wounded.
They wcre the lightly wounded, or at least men who could
walk.* They came across® the fields in twos and threes at
first, or alone, single limping figures, at a slow pace. But
after an hour or two they cgme in a straggling procession from
the first-aid dressing-stations up in the lines—men with
bandaged hcads, men with their arms in slings, men with
wounded feet, so that they" could only hop along with an arm
round a comrade’s neck.

Some of them were all blood-stained, with blood on their
faces and hands and clothcs. Others had their uniforms torn
to tatters, and there were men who were bare almost to the
waist, with a jacket slung over one shoulder. There was
hardly a man among them who wore his steel helmet, though
some carried them slung to the rifle, and othcrs wore German
helmets and German caps. Ambulances werc waiting for them,
and the stretcher-bearers were busy with the bad cases. The
stretcher-bearers haqd done their duty as gallantly as the
fighting men, and some of their own comrades were among
the wounded. ‘ .

But they had been reinforced by men who do not belong to
the R.AM.C. Some of the stretchers were being carried by
men in grey uniforms with flat round caps, who walked stolidl¥
looking about them, at all those British soldiers, and at those
ficlds on the British side, with curious eyes as though every-
thing were strange to them. They were German prisoners
paying for the privilege of life, and glad to pay.

Later in the day there came down a long column of thesc
men, not carrying stretchers, but marching shoulder to shoulder,
under armed escort. There were over 700 of them in this
one convoy, as a living proof that the day had gone well for
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British arms. They were tall, sturdy men for the most part,
and in spite of their ordcal by fire most of them looked in goad
physical health, though haggard and hollowed-cyed and a
little dazed. There was a number of wounded among th¥m
who dragged wearily by the side of their luckier friends, but
those who were badly hurt travelled with our own wounded,
and I saw scveral of them on the lorries with their hands on
the shoulders of men who had gone out to kill them.

So the backwash of battle came down like a tide, but long
before then 1 knew that we’had broken the second German
line and that our men were fighting on the high ground beyond.
The village of Longucval was ours. Bazentin-le-Grand, both
wood and village, and Bazentin-le-'Petit werc ours. A hallant
body of men had swept through Trénes Wood, on the extreme
right of the line, and patrols werg pushing into Delville Wood
and towards the highest ridge bchind the broken German
trenches.  On the left our men had swept up and beyond
Contalmaison Villa, which stands f&r north of the village.

Every objective of the attack had been carried and our
losses were not enormously heavy. The German lines had
been captured on a front of nearly three miles—and the cavalry
was going in.

Scottish troops were amongst those who went first into
Longueval—men belonging to famous old regiments—and they
fought very grimly, according to the spirit of their race, with
their blood sect on fire by the music of the pipes that went with
them. Before the light of dawn came, and when our guns
lifted forward, they rose from the ground.just north of Montau-
ban and went forward across No Man’s Land towards the
German“trenches.  They had to make a distance of 1200 yards
over open ground and came at once under heavy shell-fire
and an enfilade fire from machine-guns.

‘ The cnemy also used smoke-bombs, and the greund was
ploughed with high explosives. A number of men fell, but the
others went forward shouting and reached the German line.
In some parts the wire had not been cut by our bombardment,
but the Highlanders hurled themselves upon it and beat their
way. Machine-guns were pattering bullets upon their ranks,
but not for long. The men poured through and surged in
waves into and across the German* trenches. Every man
amang them was a grenadier, provided with bombs and with
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supplies coming up bchind. It was with the bomb, the most
deadly weapon of this murderous war for close combat, that
the, men fought their way through. The German soldiers
deffnded themsclves with their own hand-grenades when their
machine-guns had been knocked out in the first-line trenches,
but as they sprang out of their dug-outs when the bombardment
lifted and our men were upon them they had but a poor chance
of life unless they were quick tp surrender. 1 hear that these
trenches in the second German line were not deeply dug, and
that the dug-outs themsclves werd hardly bomb-proof.

For once in a way the encmy had been lazy and over-confident,
and he paid now a bitter price for his pridc im believing that the
first line was impregnable. "I do not care to write about this
part of the fighting. It was bloody work, and would not be
good to read. Onc incident was told me by a kilted sergeant
as he lay wounded. From onc of the dug-outs came a German
officer. He had a wild light in his ¢yes, and carried a great
axe.

‘I surrender,” he said in good English.

And in broad Scotch the scrgeant told him that if he had an
idea of surrendcering it would be a good and wise thing to drop
his chopper first. But the German officer swung it high, and
it camc like a flash past the sergeant’s head. Like a flash also
a bayonet did its work.

8

While men were “ cleaning up ” the dug-outs in the first-line
trenches other men psessed on and stormed their way into
Longueval village. The great fires therc which I had scen
in the darkness had died down, and there was only the glow
and smoulder of them in the ruins. But machine-guns were
still chattering in their emplacements. )

In onc broken building there were six of them firing through
holes in the walls. It was a strong redoubt swecping the
ground, which had once been a roadway and was now a shambles.
Scottish soldiers rushed the place and flung bombs into it until
there was no more swish of bullets but only the rising of smoke-
clouds and black dust. Longueval was a heap of charre
bricks above-ground, but there was still trouble below-ground
before it was firmly taker. There were many cellars in which
Germans fought like wolves at bay. And down in the darkness
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of these places men fought savagely, seeing only the glint of
each other’s eyes, and feeling for each other’s throats, unless
there were still bombs handy to make a quicker ending, It
was primitive warfarc. The cave-men fought like thad in
such darkness, though not with bombs, which belong to our
age in this Christian era of grace and civilization.

To the right of Longucval and south of the second German
line lies the Trénes Wood, and as it was op the right flank of
our attack it could not be left in the ecnemy’s hands. We
had held most of it once, a Yew days ago, and for a few hours,
but the cnemy’s shell-fire had madc the place untenable. It
was into that fire ¢hat some of our English battalions advanced
yesterday morning from Bernafsy Wood. * They shelled us
like hell,” said a boy who camc from a quiet place in Sussex
before he knew what hell is like.,

There were machine-guns sweeping the southern end of the
woods with cross-fire, and with bursting shells overhead it was
a place of black horror in the nifint. But these English boys
kept crawling on to gain a yard or two before the next crash
came, and then another yard or two, and at last they came up
to the German line, and flung themselves suddenly upon
German machine-gunners and German riflemen  sheltered
behind ecarthworks and trunks of trees. . . . The wood was
captured again, and then a queer kind of miracle happened,
and it scemed as if those who had been dead had come to life
again. For out of holes in the ground, and from behind the
fallen timbers of shelled trees, came a number of English boys,
dirty and wild-looking, who shouted. out, “ Hallo, lads!”
and * What cheer, matey ? ** or just shouted and laughed with
a sob’in their throats and big tears down their grimy faces.
They were West Kents, who had first taken the Trénes Woods
and then had been caught in a barrage of fire. With one
officer 300 mcn had dug themselves into the roots.of trees on
the eastern edge of the wood and kept the Germans at bay
with a machine-gun.

9

Meanwhile a number of battalions, mostly English, but
with some Scots—mecen who have done as well in this war
since the early days of it as any troops who have fought in
France—were attacking the line between Longueval and the
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two Bazentins. They, too, found the wire uncut in placcs,
but they went through in a tearing hurry, hating the machine-
gn firc and resolved to end it quickly. They stormed the
rman trenches and fought down them with bombs and
bayonets. German soldiers came out of the dug-outs and
begged for merey. They came holding out their watches,
their pocket-books, their helmets, anything that they thought
would ransom their llVCb and when LhLy had been taken
prisoners they made no troublé about carrying back the English
wounded, but were glad to go! It was all in the darkness,
except when shell-bursts lit the ground, and some of our
battalions lost their sense of direction towgrds Bazentin Wood.
Prisoriers acted as guides to their own lines.  Five or six of them
unwillingly led the way back. A British officer of nincteen, a
boy who had only been in France a month or two, led one of the
companies forward because his brother-officers had fallen.

“Come on, lads!” he shouted. *I’'m only a kid, but I'll
show you the way all right.”’

They liked those words, ‘ only a kid,” and laughcd at them.

“ He’s a plucked "un, he is,” said one of the men who followed
him. They went after him into Bazentin Wood,, and others
followed on, into and through a heavy barrage of fire.

So it was on the left, where other battalions were at work
pressing forward in waves to Contalmaison Villa and the
ground beyond. The scecond German line hdd fallen before
our men, and they were over it and away.

’ 10

It was at about 6 o'clock in the evening that somé British
cavalry came into action. They were the men whom I had
scen on my way up to the battleficld, a small detachment of
the Dragoon Guards and also of the Decean Ilorse. They
worked forward with our infantry on a stretch of country
between Bazentin Wood and  Delville Wood, rising up to
Iligh Wood (Fourcaux Wood), and then rode out alone in
reconnaissance, in true cavalry formation, with the commander
intherear. Lord! Not onc in a thousand would have belicved
it possible to sce this again. When they passed, the infantry
went a little mad, and éhcered wildly and joyously, as though
these men were riding on-a road of triumph.
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So they rode on into open country, skirting Delville Wood.
Presently a machine-gun opened fire upon them. It was in a
cornficld, with German infantry, and the officer in comman
gave the word to his men to ride through the enemy. ?’l
Dragoons put their lances down and rode straight into the wheat.
They killed several men and then turned and rode back, and
charged again, among scattered groups of German infantry.
Some of them prepared to withstand the charge with fixed
bayonets. Others were panic-stricken and ran forward crying
“Pity! Pity!” and clung té the saddles and stirrup-leathers
of the Dragoon Guards. Thou«rh on a small scale, it was a
cavalry action of the old style, the first on the VV(-qtern front
since October of the first ycar of tht war.

With thirty-two prisoncrs owr men rode on slowly, still
reconnoitring the open country op the skirt of Delville Wood,
until they came again under machine-gun fire and drew back.
As they did so an acroplane came overhead, skimming very
low, at no more than 300 fcet above ground. The cavalry
turned in their saddles to stare at it for a moment or two,
believing that it was a hostile machine. But no bullets came
their way, gnd in another moment it swooped over the German
infantry conccaled in the wheat and fired at them with a
machine-gun.  Four times it circled and swooped and fired,
creating another panie among the enemy, and then it tlew off,
leaving the cavalry full of admiration for this daring feat.
They could ride no farther, owing to the nature of the ground,
and that night they dug themselves in. - German guns scarched
in vain for them, and the cavalry to-night is full of pride, be-
licving with amazing optimism that their day may come again.
[1t was ‘aftcr all only a ““ fancy stunt,” as soldicrs call it, and it
scems certain now that the cavalry is an obsolete arm of war
on the Western front.  'The Tanks have taken their place. |

The seenc all through the afternoon behind the battle-lines
and. down in little villages beyond the reach of guns will stay
in my mind as historic pictures. Numbers of wounded men—
with a very high proportion of lightly wounded among them—
arrived at the casnalty clearing-stations, and while they waited
their turn for the doctors and nurses lay about the grass,
fingering their souvenirs—watches, shell-fuses, helmets, pocket-
books, German letters, and all mannct of trophies—and telling
their adventures in that wild battle of the night.
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They scemed to have no scnse of pain, and not one man
groancd, in spite of broken arms and head wounds and bayonct-
thrusts. Every dialcet of England and Scotland and Ireland
colld be heard among them. There were men from many
battalions, and as they lay there talking or smoking or sleeping
in the sunlight, other processions came down in straggling
columns, limping and holding on to comrades, hobbling with
sticks, peering through blood-stained rags, tired and worn
and weak, but with a spirit in them that was marvellous.



X1V
THE WOODS‘OF DEATH

Jury 17

WE arc again in the difficult hours that inevitably follow a
suceessful advance, when ground gained at the extreme limit of
our progress has to be defended agafnst counter-attacks from close
quarters, when men in exposed positions have to suffer the ravag-
ing of the enemy’s artillery, and whe.. our own gunncrs have to
work cautiously because isolated patrols of men in khaki may be
mistaken in bad light for grey-clad men in the same ncighbourhood.
This period is the test of good gencralship and of good captains.

The weather was rather against us to-day. There was a
thick haze over the countryside, causing what naval men call
“loav visibility,” and making artillery observation dilficult.
It was curious to stand on high ground and see only the dim
shadow-forms of places like Mametz Wood and the other wood-
lands to its right and left, where invisible shells were bursting.

Our shells were passing overhead, and I listened to their high
whistling, but could sce nothing of their bursts, and for nearly
an hourean intense bombardment made a great thunder in the
air behind the thick veil of mist.

We were shelling High Wood, from which our men have had to
ttire for a time owing to the enemy’s heavy barragg of high
explosives, and we wcre also pounding the enemy’s lines to the
north of Bazentin-le-Grand and Longueval, where he is very
closc to our men. Hostile batteries were retaliating upon the
woodlands which we have gained and held during the past
theee days.

9

&

This woodland fighting has been as ad as anything in this
war—most frightful and bloody. Dead bodies lie strewn
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beneath the trees, and in the shell-holes arc wounded men who
have crawled therc to die. There is hardly any cover in which
men may get shelter from shell-fire.

The Germans had dug shallow trenches, but they were
churned up by our heavies, and it is difficult to dig in again
because of the roots of great trees, and the fallen timber, and
the masses of twigs and foliage which have becn brought down
by British and German guns. When our troops went into
Trénes Wood under most damnable firc of 5:9’s they grubbed
about for some kind of cover with»ut much success.

But some of them had the luck to strike upon three German
dug-outs which were exceptionally deep and good. Obviously
they had been built some tiune ago for officers who, before we
threatened their second line, may have thought Trénes Wood a
fine dwelling-place, and not too dangerous if they went under-
ground. They went down forty feet, and panclled their rooms,
and brought a piano down for musical evenings.

A young company commander found the piano -and struck
some chords upon it at a time when there was louder music over-
head—the scream of great shells and the incessant crash of high
explosives in the wood. Farther on, at the edge of the wood,
our men found a machine-gun cmplacement built solidly of
cement and proof against all shell splinters, and it was from
this placc that so many of our men were shot down beforc the
encmy’s gunners could be bombed out.

3

One of the most cxtraordinary experiences of this woodland
fighting was that of an English boy who now lies in a ficld-
hospital smiling with very bright and sparkling eyes because
.the world seems to him like Paradise after an infernal dwelling-
place. He,went with the first rush of men into Mametz Wood,
but was lcft behind in a dug-out when they retired before a
violent counter-attack.

Some German soldiers passed this hole where the boy lay
crouchcéd, and flung a bomb down on the off-chance that an
English soldier might be there. It burst on the lower steps and
wounded the loncly boy in the dark corner.

He lay there a day listening to the crash of shells through the
trees overhead—English shell-fire—not daring to come out.
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Then in the night he heard the voices of his own countrymen,
and he shouted loudly.

But as the English soldicrs passed they threw a bomb into the
dug-out, and the boy was wounded again. He lay there
another day, and the gun-fire began all aver again, and lasted
until the Germans came back. Another German soldier saw
the old hole and threw a bomb down, as a safe thing to do, and
the boy received his third wound.

He lay in the darkness one more day, not expecting to live,
but still alive, still eager to live and to sce the light again. If
only the English would come again and rescue him !

e prayed for them to come.  And when they came, captur-
ing the wood completely and finally, one of them, secing the
cntrance to the dug-out and thinking Germans might be hiding
there, threw a bomb down—and the boy was wounded for the
fourth time. This time his cries were heard, and the monoto-
nous repetition of this ill-luck ended, and the victim of it lies
in a white bed with wondcrful shiriag eyes.

4

The German prisoners have stories like this to tell, for they
suffered worst of all under the fury of our bombardment and the
coming and going of our troops in the woodland fighting. I
spoke with one of them to-day—one of a new batch of men,
whose number I reckoned as 300, just brought down from
Bazentin-le-Grand.

He was a linguist, having been an accountant in the North
German Lloyd, and gave me a choicc of conversation in French,
Ltalian, Greck, or English. T chose my own tongue, but lct
him do the talking, and standing there in a barbed-wire entangle-
ment, surrounded by hundreds of young Germans, unshaven,
dusty, haggard, and war-worn, but still strong and sturdy men,
he deseribed vividly the: horrors of the woods up by the two
Bazentins where he and these eomrades of his had lain under our
last bombardment.

They had but little cover except what they could scrape
tout beneath the roots of trees. And the trecs crashed upon
them, smashing the limbs of men, and shells burst and buried
men in deep pits, and the wounded lay groaning under great
branehes which pinned them to the ground or in the open where
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other shells were bursting. From what I can make out some
of the men here retreated across the country between Bazentin
and Delville Woods, for they were the men who were captured
by bur cavalry.

“My comrades were afraid,” said this German sergecant.
““ They cried out to me that the Indians would kill their prisoners,
and that we should die if we surrendered. But I said, ¢ That
is not true, comrades. It is oply a tale. Let us go forward
very quietly with our hands up.” So in that way we went, and
the Indian horsemen closed abo% us, and I spoke to one of
them, asking for merey for our men, and he was very kind, and a
gentleman, and we surrendered to him safelyn”

He was glad to be alive, this man who came from Wicesbaden.
He showed me the portrait of his wife and boy, and cried a little,
saying that the German peoplg did not make the war, but had
to fight for their country when told to fight, like other men.
All his people had believed, he said, that the war would be over
in August or September.

*“ Arc they hungry ? ° I asked.

“They have cnough to cat,” he said. “ They are not
starving.” .

He¢ waved his hand back to the woodlands, and remembered
the terror of the place from which he had just come.

“ Over there it was worse than death.”

5

Over there on the one small village of Bazentin-le-Grand our
heavy howitzers flung an amazing quantity of shells on Friday
morning. The place was swept almost flat, and little was left
of its church and houses but reddish heaps of bricks and dust,

-and twisted iron, and the litter of destruction.  Yet there were
many Germans living here when the men 8f some famous
regiments came through in the dawn with bayonets and bombs,
Yorkshiremen and some of the Scottish all mixed together, as
happens at such times. There was one great cellar underneath
Bazentin-le-Grand large enough to hold 1500 men, and here,,
crouching in its archways and dark passages, were numbers of
German soldiers.

They came to meet our fen and surrendered to them. And
here also lay many wounded, in their blood, and unbandaged—

* 1
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just as they had crawled down from the ground above where
our shells were smashing everything.

If any man were to draw the picture of those things or to tell
them more nakedly than I have told them, because now is “not
the time, nor this the place, no man or woman would dare to
speak again of war’s “ glory,” or of “ the splendour of war,” or
any of those old lying phrases which hide the dreadful truth.



XV
PRISONERS OF WAR

1
Jury 17

In spite of bad weather, which has hampered operations so that
no great advance has been possjble, we have made some progress
to-day in the direction of Poziéres.

Some of our troops stormed a double line of trenches from
Bazentin-le-Petit to the south-east of Poziéres, a distance of
1500 yards, strewn from one end to the other with German dead
and wounded.

High Wood, or the Bois de Foureaux, as it is properly called,
is to a great extent No Man’s Land, as lying over the crest of the
hill our men could be shelled by the direct observation of the
enemy’s artillery, over the heads of their own men in the lower
cdge of the wood.

Our line therefore has been drawn back from this salient and
straightened out from Longueval to the long trench by Poziéres,
which is now approachad on both sides.

Ovillers is ours, after a German post which had been bravely
defended surrendered with two officers and about 140men early
this morning. There is no other news of importance to-day on
the linc of attack, but it is good cnough, and the gencral position o
of our forceis improved.

2

What is the German point of view about our attack and the
prospects of the war ?

That is the question I have always had in my head during the
last fortnight, when I have seen batches of prisoners being led
down from the battlefields,’and the question I have put to some
of them in bad German or fa.ir. English.
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It is difficult to get any clear answer, or an answer of any real
valuc. The men have just come out of dreadful places, many
of them arc still dazed under the shock of shell-fire, some of
them are proud and sullen, others are ready to talk but ignorant
of the battle-front in which they have been and of the situation
outside the dug-outs in which they crouched.

Yet there is something to be learnt out of their very ignorance,
and by putting togcther answers from scparate groups of men
and individual soldicrs one does get a Kind of hint of the gencral
idea prevailing among these fzerman troops against us.

Quite a numbcer of them have told me that they and their
people were surc «that the war would be over in August or
September.  They have been prémised that, but could not
give any rcason for belief except the promise.

“ Do vou think you are winning ? ”’ I asked one man—of real
intelligence.

““ We thought so,”” he answered.

“ And now ? 7’ -

He raised his hands and shrugged his shoulders.

¢ The English arc stronger than we believed.”

There seems to me no doubt that they were perfectly confident
in the strength of their lines.  They did not believe that such
defences as those at Fricourt and Montauban could ever be
broken. )

The new powcr of our artillery has amazed them—they speak
of it always with terror—and the officcrs especially admit that
they did not imagine that * amatcur gunners,” as they call our
mecen, could achieve such results. .

For the couragc of our infantry they have always had a great
respect, remembering the two battles of Ypres, but they count
the strength of armies by the strength of guns, and until recent
days knew they had the greater power. .

The foundations of their belief are shaken, but enly to the
cxtent that they admit the possibility of their army having
10 retire to a new line of defence.

I have not found one man speak of defeat. They are still
.convineed that the German army will never-be beaten to the
point of surrender. As the German doctor whom I have
previously quoted said to me a few days ago, “ You are strong
and we arc strong. Neither side can crush the other. If the
war goes on it will be the suicide of Europe.”



PRISONERS OF WAR 188

These German soldiers do not want it to go or.. _hat idca
in their heads is clear enough. They arc weary of war, and have
a great craving for pcace. They want to see their wives and
children again. One strain of thought creeps out in their talk.
It is the suggestion that they fight not as frce men desiring to
fight, but as men compelled to ﬁght by higher powers, against
whom they eannot rebel. '

“ It is our discipline,” said one of them to-day. “ We cannot
help oursclves.” . *

I am told by one of the officerg in charge of them that they
talk of anothcr inevitable war between Germany and England
in ten years from now.

They. have been taught #o believe, he says, that we thrust
this war upon them, that all through we have been the aggressors,
and that Germany will seck hgr revenge.

e 3

Personally, I have not heard such words spoken, but rather
from scveral of these prisoners a frank hatred of war as the
causc of horrors and suffering beyond the strength of man to
bear. They talk as men under an evil spell put upon them by
unknown powers beyond their reach.

As I have said, all this docs not amount to anything of rcal
value in trying to sce into the spirit of the German people.
They arc the opinions of prisoncers, who have escaped from the
worst terrors of war, but are immediately cautious of any
interrogation, and perhgps a little tempted to say pleasing things
to their captors. Thcey cannot conceal their ignorance, which is
enormous, because all but vietories have been hidden frorh them
until their own defeat, but they conceal their knowlecrge.

I was interested, for instance, to hcar them deny any great
suffering from hunger in their own country. *

“ Our people have cnough to cat,” said several of them when I
questioned them.  When I told them of the letters captured in
their dug-outs, all full of pitiful tales about lack of food, they
stared at me with.grave cyes, and said again, stoutly :

“ They have cnough to eat. Bread enough, and meat’
enough.

Their first desire upon coming from the battlefields is water,
which they get at once, and their next is permission to write
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home to their people. All of them are anxious to be sent at
once to England, where they expect greater comforts than in the
fields with barbed-wire hedges, where they are kept on the way
down until they can be entrained. ¢

As I watched them to-day again I thought of our men who
are prisoners, and of all the great sum of human misery which
has been heapcd up in this war. Fortunately, in our treatment
of prisoners we teach our enemies a lesson in chivalry, for it is
not, I think, in our race or history, with rare exceptions, to kick
men when they are down.



XVl
THE LAST ‘STAND IN OVILLERS

1
Jury 18

In all the fighting during the past fortnight the struggle for
Ovillers stands out separately as a siege in which both attack
and defence were of a most dogged and desperate kind.

The surrender of the remnants of its garrison last night ends
an episode which will not ®e forgotten in history. These men
were of the 8rd Prussian Guard, and our Commander-in-Chief, in
his day’s dispatch, has paid a tribute to their bravery which
is echoed by officers and men who fought against them.
It is a tribute to our own troops also, who by no less
courage broke down a stubborn resistance and captured the
garrison.

I have already described the carlier phases of the siege ; the
first attack on July 1, when our men broke through the outer
network of trenches and advanced through sheets of machine-
gun fire, suffering heavy casualtics, the seizure of separated bits
of broken trench-work by little bodies of gallant men fighting
independently, gaining ground by a yard or two at a tirhc and
attacking machine-gun posts and bombmg posts by hand-to-
hand fights ; the underground struggle in great vaulted ccllars
beneath the ruined town; the surprise attack at night when a'
number of fresh troops sprang upon the defences to the western
side of the town, and then, linking up with the men in the
captured trenches and ruins, cut the place in half, took many
prisoners, and isolated the enemy still holding out in the northern
half of the position.

Many different battalions had taken a share in the fighting,
all had suffered, and then given way to new men who knew the
nature of this business, but set grimly to work to carry on the
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slow process of digging out the enemy from his lz:st strongholds.
It was almost literally a work of digging out.

2

The town of Ovillers does not exist. It was annihilated by
the bombardments and madec a rubbish-heap of bricks and dust.
When our men were separated from the enemy by only a yard or
two or by only a barricade or two the artillery on both sides
ceased fire upon Ovillers, l(est the gunners should kill their
own men. :

They barraged intenscly round about. Our shells fell
incessantly upon the cnemy’s compmunication-trenches to the
north and cast so that the beleagured garrison should not get
supplies or reinforcements.

We made a wall of death about them. But though no shells
now burst over the ground where many dead lay strewn, there
was artillery of a lighter kind, net less dcadly. It was the
artillery of machine-guns and bombs. The Prussian Guard
madec full usc of the vaulted cellars and of the ruined houses.

They had made a scries of small keeps, which they defended
almost entirely by machine-gun fire. As soon as we advanced
the machinc-guns were set to work, and played their hose of
bullets across the ground which our men had to cover. Onc by
one, by getting round about them, by working zigzag ways
through ccllars and ruins, by sudden rushes of bombing partics
led by young officers of daring spirit, we knocked out these
machine-gun emplacements and the gunners who served them,
until, yesterday, there was only the last remnant of the garrison
left in Ovillers.

These men of the 3rd Prussian Guard had long been in a hope-
less position.  They were starving because all supplics had been
cut offl by our nevcr-ccasing barrage, and they had no water-
supply, so that they suffered all the torture of great thirst.

Human naturc could make no longer resistance, and at last

the oflicers raised a signal of surrender, and came over with
ncarly 140 men, who held their hands up.
, The fighting had been savage. At close grips in the broken
earthworks and dcep cellars there had been no sentiment, but
British soldicrs and Germans had flyng themselves upon each
other with bombs and any kind of weapon.

Ll
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But now, when all was endcd, the last of the German garrison
were received with the honours of war, and none of our soldiers
denies them the respeet due to great courage.

¢ They stuck it splendidly,” was the verdict of one of them
to-day, and though there is no love lost between our army and
the enemy’s, it is good at least that we should have none of that
silly contempt for the foe which is sometimes expressed by
people—never by British soldiers—who unconsciously discredit
the valour of our mere by ufldercstimating the courage and
tenacity of those who fight us.



XVII
THE SCOTS AT LONGUEVAL

1
JuLy 20

THE present stage of our advance is causing us very hard
fighting for important positions on high ground which must be
gained and held before new progress over open country is
possible. The enemy is gathering up his rescrves and flinging
them against us to check the onwardimovement at all costs, and
it seems to me that he has brought up new batteries of heavy
guns, because his artillery-fire is increasing.

His prisoners reveal the grave anxiety that reigns behind
the German lines, where there is no attempt to minimize the
greatness of our menace. The enemy is undoubtedly straining
every nerve to organize a new and formidable resistance.

To-day, however, he has lost many men and valuable ground,
not only in fighting with British troops, but with the French, who
at Maurepas and other positions on our right have made a
successful advance.

In the early hours of this morning, aftér a long bombardment
which madc the night very drcadful with noise, and the sky
vivid withe the light of bursting shells—such a night as I
described at length a day or two ago—an attack was made by
our troops on the high ground between Delville Wood and High
Wood and to the west of these positions.

The enemy was in great strength, and maintained a strong
dcfence, but he suffered sevcrely, and was forced to retreat in
disorder upon some parts of his line.

2

A good deal of the fighting fell to.south-country boys who
once followed the plough and still have the English sky in their
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eyes. But not far from them were some of the *‘ Harry Lauder
lads,” who used to man the battlements of Edinburgh Castle
when Rouge Dragon knocked at the gate and asked admittance
for'the King.

They had a bad night—‘‘ the worst a man could dream of,”
said one of them who had known other bad nights of war.
They lay under the cross-fire of great shells, British and German,
Field-batteries werc pumping out shells in a great hurry before
breakfast-time, but these wer® as nothing compared with the
work of the heavies.

We were firing Grandmothdrs ? and * Aunties,” those
15-inch and 12-inch shells which go roaring through the air and
explode with vast earth-shaking crashes. And the enemy was
replying with his coal-scuttles.

“They were the real ¢ Jack Johnsons,” ” said a Devonshire lad
who had a picce of one of thétn in his right shoulder.  *“ These
brutes have not been scen, I'm told, since Ypres, except
in ones or twos. But thwy camc over as thick and fast as
hand-grenades. You know the kind of hole they make?
'Tis forty fect across and deep enough to bury a whole
platoon.”

“The din fairly made me quake,” said a tall lad with the
straw-coloured hair onc sees on market days in Ipswich, and he
shivered a little at the remembrance of the night though the
sun was warm upon him then.

But they did not suffer much from all this gun—ﬁrc as they
manned their trenches in the darkness. The shells passed over
them, and few wecre hurt The attack was made before the
dawn up the rising slopc of ground towards high roads which
used to go across from the Bois de Foureaux, or ngh Wood as
we call it, to Delville Wood.

Now there are no roads, for our bombardment had torn up the
earth into a series of deep craters. The Germans had a line of*
dug-outs fere, built in great haste since the 1st of July, but
well built.

As soon as our men were upon them, the German soldiers, who
had been hiding below-ground, came up like rabbits when the
ferrets are at work. Most of them ran away, as hard as they
‘could, stumbling and falling over the broken ground.

* They ran so hard,” sgid onc of our men, *“ that I couldn’t
catch up with ’em. It was a queer kind of race, us chasing ’em,
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and they running. The only Germans I came up with were
dead ’uns.’

But some of the Germans did not run. They came forward
through the half-darkness of this dawn with their hands raised.
One Cornish boy I knew took five prisoners, who crowded round
him crying * Kamerad ! ” so that he felt like the old woman in
the shoe.

Up to that point our casualties werc very slight, but later on,
up the higher ground, the enemy’s machine-gun fire swept
across the grass and the brown, bare earth of the old trenches,
and above the high rims of the shcll-craters. But our men
swept on.

Other troops were working round High Wood on the left, and
in the centre men were advancing into the wood itself, and
forcing forward over the fallen trees and branches and the
bodies of German dead. The enemy’s shells crashed above
them, but these regiments of ours were determined to get on
and to hold on, and during the day vhey have organized strong
points, and capturcd the western side and all the southern part
of this position.

3

The situation at Longucval and Deville Wood, on the north-
cast of that village, has been very full of trouble for our men ever
since these places were taken by some of our Highland regiments
on July 14. The cnemy made repeated counter-attacks from
the upper end of the village, where he still held some machine-
gun emplacements, and kept a way open through his trenches
here on the north so that he could send up supports and supplies.

Fron: the north also he concentrated hcavy artillery-fire on the
southern part of Delville Wood, which was held by some of our
South African troops, and maintained a violent barrage.

Nevertheless the Highlanders have held on for ncarly a week
with a dogged endurance that has frustrated all the cfforts of the
encmy to get back on to their old ground. The gallantry of
these men who wear the tartans of the old Scottish clans would
seem wonderful if it were not habitual with them.

Their first dash for Longucval was one of the finest exploits
of the war. They were led forward by their pipers, who went
with them not only towards the Gernuan lines but across them
and into the thick of the battle.
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It wis to the tune of *° The Campbells arc coming ” that one
regiment went forward, and that music, which I heard last up the
slopes of Stirling Castle, was heard with terror, beyond a doubt,
by the German soldiers. Then the pipes screamed out the
Charge, the most awful music to be heard by men who have the
Highlanders against them, and with fixed bayonets and hand-
grenades they stormed the German trenches.

Here there arec many concealed machine-gun emplacements,
and dug-outs so strong that no'shell could smash them.  Some
of them were great vaults and gonercted chambers of great
depth, where many Germans could find cover. But the High-
landers went down into them with great rgeklessness, two or
three men flinging themselwves into the vaults where enemies
were packed. They were scornful of all such dangers.

I am told by onc of their colonels that in bombing down the
communication-trenches they Yhrew all caution to the wind, and
while some of the men went along the trenches others ran along
on top under hcavy fire, éheering their comrades on, and then
leaping down upon the enciuy.

The Germans defended themsclves with most stubborn
courage, and cven now, or at least as late as last night, they still
serve some machine-guns at one point, from which it has becn
found difficult to dislodge them. They are down in a concrete
cmplacement, from which they can send out a continual spatter
of bullets down the ruined way of what once was & strect.

The Highlanders dug trenches across the village, and had what
they call in soldiers’ langnage “ a hell of a time,” which is a
true way of putting ity The enemy barraged the village with
progressive lines of heavy shells, yard by yard, but by the best
of Iuck his lines stopped short of where some ranks of Iligh-
landers were lying down in fours, using frightful words to kecp
their spirits up. There were hours of bad luck, too, and one was,
when somg of the transport men and horses were knocked out’
by getting into a barrage. Casualties were heavy among other
officers and men, but the Highlanders held on with a wonderful
spirit.

4

It is a spirit which I saluted to-day with reverence when I met
these men marching out of the fire-zone. They came marching
across broken ficlds, where old wire still lies tangled and old
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trenches cut up the ground, and the noise of the guns was about
them.

Some of our heavy batteries were firing with terrific shocks of
sound, which made mule-teams plunge and tremble, and struck
sharply across the thunder of masses of guns firing along the
whole line of battle. There was a thick summer haze about,
and on the ridges the black vapours of shell-bursts, and all the
air was heavy with smoke. It was out of this that the High-
landers came marching. They brought their music with them,
and the pipes of war were playing a Scottish love-song :

I 1o’e nae laddie but ane,
AL’ he lo’es nae lussiq but me.

Their kilts were caked with mud and stained with blood and
filth, but the men were beautiful, marching briskly, with a fine
pride in their eyes. Officers and men of other regiments
watched them pass and saluted them, as men who had fought
with heroic courage, so that the dirdest of them there and the
humblest of these Jocks was a fine gentleman and worthy of
knighthood.

Many of them wore German helmets and grinned beneath
them. One brawny young Scot had the cap of a German Staff
officer cocked over his car. One machine-gun section brought
down two German machines besides theirown. They were very
tired, but they held their heads up, and the pipers who had been
with them blew out their bags bravely, though hard up for wind.

And the Scottish love-song rang out across the fields. What-
ever its words, it was, I think, a lovc-song for the dcar dead
they had lcft behind them.



XVIII
THE DEVIL’S WOOD

1
. Jury 21
DerLviLLe Woob, to the right of Longueval, is a name marked
on thc war-maps, but some of our soldiers, who take liberties
with all French place- namcs, giving a familiar and homely
sound to words beyond the trick of their tongues, call this
“The Devil’s Wood.”  ®

It is a rcasonable name for it. It is a devilish place, which
has been a death-trap to both the German and British troops
who have held it in turn, or parts of it. It is, here and
in High Wood to the north-west of it that the fighting
continucs hotly. Last night and to-day thc northern end
was under the fire of our guns, the southern end under
German fire, and somewhere about the centre the opposing
infantry is entrenched as far as it is possible to dig in such
a place.

The German soldiersshave the advantage in defence. They
have placed their machine-guns bchind barricades of great
tree-trunks, hidden their sharpshooters up in thedfolidge of
trees still standing above all the litter of branches smashed
down by shrapnel and high explosives, and send a patter of o
bullets across to our men, who have dug holes for themselves
below the tough roots.

There is no need for either side to do any wood-chopping
for the building of their barricades. Great numbers of trees
have fallen, cut clean in half by heavy shells, and Jie across,
cach other in the tangle of brushwood. Branches have been'
lopped off or torn off, and are piled up as though for a bonfire.
The broken trunks stick up in a ghastly way, stripped of their
bark, and enormous roots to which the earth still clings have
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been torn out of the ground as though by a hurricane, and
stretch their tentacles out above decp pits.

The wood is strewn with dcad, and wounded men are so
caught in the jungle of fallen branches that they can hardly
crawl through it. Xven the unwounded have to crawl on their
way forward to fight, over, or underncath, the great trunks
which lie across the tracks.

The gallant South Africans, who were here could not dig
quickly cnough to get cover from the shells which the enemy’s
guns pumped into the wood,jas soon as our men had gained it,
and found it very hard to dig at all, but now, I hope, our
troops are more sceure from shell-firc and the enemy is suffering
severcely from our bombardment. His machine-guns' chatter
through the day and night from one or two strong cmplacements,
and our men, lying behind their own stockades, cffeetively
reply. In the thhght of “The Devil's Wood ” the struggle
goes on, but gradually we are enclosing the place and the
Germans in it are not there for long:

2
JuLy 27

At about ten o'clock this morning our troops again took
Delville Wood—all but a narrow strip on the north—and
perhaps it is the last time that it will be necessary to send
men to the assault of this cvil position which has carned the
nickname of *‘ Devil’s Wood *” from soldiers who have been
through it and out of it. -

As onc of our officers said to me this morning, ““ I wish to
goodness we could wipe the place off the map, or burn it off.
A good forest fire there would cleanse the ground of this filthy
, wreckage of trees which has been a dcath-trap to so many
good fellows.”

It is a queer thing that so many trees are still standlng, and
that it still looks like a wood as I saw it the other day when the
enemy was barraging this side of it. In spite of all the trees
that have been cut down by shells the foliage still looks dense
‘at a distance and hides all the horror underncath.

To-day many more trees have been slashed off and hurled
upon other fallen trunks. If the wood had been drier the
forest fire would have blazed. I am told that our concentration

»
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of guns for this morning’s bombardment secured the most
intense scrics of barrages upon onc position since the battle
of Picardy bcgan twenty-seven days ago; twice as heavy as
anw similar artillery attack.

The bombardment began carly this morning, and took linc
after line from south to north above the ground held by our
men, in progressive blocks of fire. Our battcries over an area
of several milcs, from the long-range heavies to the 18-pounders
far forward, flung cvery size of shell into this * Devil’s Wood,”
and filled it with high explosives and shrapnel so that one great
volume of smoke rose from it and covered it in a dense black
pall.

It scems impossible that any Germans #herc could still be
left alive, but it is too soon yet to know whether our men found
any of them crouching in holes or lying under the shelter of
great trunks and roots. Perhaps a few German soldiers may
come out from this place of death, having cscaped by what
seems like a miracle, exegpt that every day men do escape in
the strangest way from shells which burst above them and
under them and around them.

But there will not be many who may tell the tale of this
morning’s bombardment of the wood, for the encthy has not
had time to make an claborate system of dug-outs here, deep
enough to proteet them from 6-inch or 8-inch shells, but had
no more cover than our own men who held the wood when it
wuas the turn of the cnemy’s artillery.

3

I was talking to some of these men this morning and they
all had the same tale to tell. * Devil’'s Wood,” 8aid one of
them—a shock-headed Pcter in shorts, who had not lost his
sens¢ of humour, though a good dcal of blood, up therc—*
* this Delville Wood, as it is called politely by fcllows who don’t
know the look of it or the smell of it, is easily the worst place
on earth, as far as I can gucss.

“It’s just crowded with corpses, and to stay there is to join
that company. The only cover one can get is to crawl under
a log and hope for the best, or ecrawl into a shell-hole and expeet
the worst—which generajly arrives. I had the devil’s own
luck—a puncture of the left leg—so I can’t walk back there.”

K
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He was amazed to have come out so easily, and because he
still had life, and could sec the sun shining through the flap
of a tent, he was in high spirits, like all our men who have had
the luck to get a * cushie wound,” which in this war is ¢the
best of luck to men in such places as ¢ Devil’s Wood.”

The other men were eloquent about the German snipers
who were hiddcen in the foliage of trces with rifles and machine-
guns and waited very patiently until any of our men began to
crawl through the trce-trunks.+ That .game is finished. Qur
bombardment this morning must have swept away all such men
with whatever weapon they Had.

Devil’s Wood has become more crowded with dead, a.nd lt
is over thesc bodie$ that our men stumbled this morning when
they went forward slowly and cautiously bcehind the great
barrage of our guns, which cleared the way for them. They
advanced in waves, halting whil: anothcr barrage was main-
tained for half an hour or more ahead. They had to cross
Princes Strect, which was a sunken road made into something
like a trench by the South Africans, and afterwards by Scots
from home, striking across the glades from west to east, and
then they pushed northwards.

I have no dctails of the fighting, which is still in progress,
but it is probable that the attack has succeeded without many
casualties. It is in holding the ground that the worst time
comcs to the men who capture it.

4

Meanwhile another attack has beed made this morning,
advancing eastwards to Delville Wood from Longueval, which
is partly i and partly out of the wood, with the object of
clearing out the enemy from the northern part of the village
tand joining up with the men advancing into the wood from the
south, as I have just described. )

Here, again, not much more of the fighting is known, but
we know the difficulties of the position, and it is not surprising
that the hardest fighting has becn happening here. The
history of the fight that has gone on in this corner of ground
since July 14 is one of the most wonderful things, for sheer
stubborn courage, that has been, done in all this great
battle., &
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The Scottish troops who first took Longueval, as I have

described in a previous dispatch, held part of the village in
spife of heavy counter-attacks and incessant bombardments,
while the South Africans were in the adjoining wood of devilish
fame.
;- The home-grown Scots had a trench—a poor thing, but still
called a trench—running from cast to west at the south end
of the village, and two paralle] roads going out of this trench
northwards through the’ruins of the village.

There were barricades up these,two roads held by the Scots
with machine-guns, and on the other side of the barricade
the roads were No Man’s Land leading to the cnemy, who were,
and still remain, in bits of*copse and ruined gardens and old
orchards, with their own machine-guns protected by strong
emplacements.

The Scots had a severe tlme under almost continuous fire,

and lost heavily. Af night thcy werc attacked from the
orchard land by parties ﬁf German bombers, who advanced
with desperate courage although swept back again and again
by rifles and machine-guns and hand-grenades. Meanwhile
the South Africans were being shelled to death in Delville
Wood close by, and, as I have already told, the poor remnants
of them were withdrawn.
.« The troops in Longueval wcre rcplaced by others, who
succeeded in clearing the enemy out of part of ti:e orchard and
capturing some of his machine-guns, but not enough to * clean
up ” this position, which was still very dangerous. It was
another battalion of &cottish troops, togcether with Englibh
boys of the New Army, who capturcd VVat«rlot Farm, running
down south-castwards from Delville Wood, and made two or
three very gallant attempts to get as far as Guillemont, and
on July 22 another part of Longueval was taken a third time,
by thesc finc men, whose General has trained them to attack
and to go on attacking.

5

Delvile Wood proved the stumbling-block again. One
young officer who was wounded here yesterday told me that
he could get no kind of ecdver where he lay with his men at the
edge of Delville Wood and on the outskirts_of Longueval.
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All night long therc was the swish of machine-gun bullets
above him, varied with shrapnel and bits of high cxplosive.

Hec has only been out in France a fortnight, and two days
ago camc straight to “ The Devil’s Wood,” into the heart of
Inferno.

On his first day he was surprised to come face to face with a
German soldier.  The young officer had been given orders to
push out a patrol down a sap qr shallow trench to reconnoitre
the position of the enemy. He had® not gone many yards
before he met the cnemy—a tall fellow in a stecl helmet,
followed by forty others.

There was surprise on both sides and considerable alarm,
but the English boy was first in*with a revolver shet. He
thinks now that he made a mistake because the Germans
made no attack upon him and ran back into the wood, so
that it is likely cnough they hall come forward to surrender,
as a means of cscape from our shell-fire,

Our licutenant. came back to report,” dodging snipers who
* potted * at him from several dircctions, u.nd then lying in a
ditch until a fragment of shell caught him.

“ Longueval is the very devil,” says this subaltern with
two days’ cxperience of war—and cnough  too. * With
Delville Wood on its right it’s not a healthy ncighbourhood.
But of course Brother Boche is getting it in the neck all the
time, so he can’t be pleased with his position.”

To-day there are other men attacking the same position,
up against the same dillicultics, subjeet to the same fire.

Those who went before them have gained the nnmortzﬁlty
of history—a poor reward, perhaps, for great struggles and
great Suffering, but theirs, whatever the valuc of it, for all
time, when the scerets of the war are told.

The men who are now in arc of the same breed, and will not
Tail for lack of courage, but as I write the guns are firing with a
great tumult of noise over there, and new hlstory is in the making
so that it cannot yect be known.

6
Jury 29
I have alrcady deseribed in a privious dispatch the great
.difficulties that have confronted our men in Longueval and

- 1
e
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Delville Wood, and I left off my last narrative at a time when
our troops werc making a strong attack upon both of those
positions—the battalions on the left endeavouring to clear the
cnemy from the north of Longueval, where they had machine-
gun redoubts, and those on the right working up from the
south through Delville Wood.

The infantry advanced stage by stage behind our shell-fire
—a very simplc thing to writceor read, but not at all a simple
matter to troops walking under the hurricane of shells and
depending for their lives upoa the scientific accuracy of
gunners calculating their range and their time-fuses a long way
behind the lincs, and unable to sce the infantry advancing to
attack.® *

“It was quecer to sce the shells bursting in front of one,”
said a bright-cycd fellow, whe had just come out of “ Devil’s
Wood ” with a lucky wound. * The line of them wus just
about seventy-five yagds ahead of us, flinging up the ground
and smashing everything. It was wonderful how the gunners
kept it just ahcad of us.”

Our men did not go through Delville Wood in one of those
fine cheering rushes which are drawn sometimes by imaginative
artists, and sometimes, but not often, happen.  They went in
scattered groups, keeping touch, but in cxtended orde -nd
scrambling, stumbling, or crawling forward as bgst they cou.d,
in a place which had no clear track.

There were not two yards of ground without a shell-hole.
Fallen trces and brushwood made a tangled maze. Old
barricades smashed bye shell-fire and shallow trenches scraped
up by men who had been digging their own graves at thg same
time made obstacles and pitfalls everywhere. *Our men,
heavily loaded with their fighting kit, with bombs slung about
them, and with their bayonets fixed, could not go forward ats
a bound through this infcrnal wood.

This wood had becn taken four tiines by four waves of British
troops. It had been rctaken four times by four waves of
German troops. It had been the dumping-place of the artillery’s
most furious bombardments on both sides, so that these English
boys of ours were advancing through a great graveyard of
unburied dead.

The ghastliness of the place has lcft its mark upon the minds
of many men who are not troubled much by the sights of
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battle. I notice that some of them wince at the name of
Declville Wood, and others—the officers mostly—laugh in a
way that is not good to hear, because it is the laughter of mpen

who rcalize the great gulf of irony that lies between the decent
things of life and all this devildom.

7

When our men advanced tl:ey were surprised to see men
running away through the hroken trees, and astonished, also,
to see bits of white rag fluttering above some of the shell-holes.
These white rags, ticd to twigs, bobbed up and down or waved
to and fro as signals. It was the white flag of surrender,
held by German soldiers crouched at the bottom of the shell-
craters. From onc of them a Red Cross flag waved in a frantic
way.

Our men went forward with their bayoncts, and shouted,
“ Come out of it, there!” and frém cach shcll-hole came a
German soldicr, holding his hands up, and crying * Pity!
Pity ! which is a word they scem to have lcarnt in case of
need. .

“ Some of them were so small and young,” said a man who
was ‘ hting in this part of the wood, ¢ that their uniforms were
m- n too big for them and their tunics came down to their
knees.” )

They were exceptional in youth and size, for all the prisoners
I have seen since the beginning of our attack arc tall, strapping
fellows of the best fighting age ; but it is possible that our men
havce come up against some of the 1916 class. When the
English ppked their bayonets at them, but not into them,
they fell on their knees and cried for merey. _

It was merey asked and given at a time when our soldiers .
were angry, for the cnemy was firing a large numbper of gas-
shells.

Early in the afternoon a good deal of the ground to the
north of Longueval had been captured by very fierce fighting
, at close quartcrs in and about the orchard, where the enemy
-had machine-gun emplacements and a strong redoubt called

Machine-gun House. Here they defended themselves stub-
bornly behind barricades of broktn bricks and fallen tree-
trunks and barbed wire, scrving their guns in a deadly way.
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Several of our officers behaved with the utmost gallantry
and led forward many bombing parties to the attack of the
machine-gun emplacements, from which there came a continual
swish of bullets. Our men were quite reckless in taking all
risks, and madc repeated attacks on this position left of Delville
Wood until they captured or knocked out several of the machine-
guns which had given most trouble.

8

*

In the mecantime the troops on the right were gradually
pushing their way up to the top of the wood? past Princes Strect
(an old trench dug by the Scots, and now battered out of shape
by the morning’s bombardment), and across a line of dug-outs
made by the cnemy—and very well made in the time. They
are master diggers, the Germans, and they have the industry
of ants. It is sometimeg an industry inspircd by fear; but,
after all, fear is often the wisdom of defence, and in this case
they fought longer because by night and day they had toiled
to get shell-proof cover into which death could not enter
easily. ¢

Some men of ours who were first to go into those dug-outs
tell me that they were as deep as those they had seen in parts
of the line where Germans have had months.for their work.
They had plenty of head cover, of timber balks and sandbags
and earth, and inside them was room for twenty men or
more.

When our men edme through the trces to them there
were two officers sitting outside as though at a «cottage
doorway, and they scemed quite calm, except for their extreme
pallor.

They were both wounded, but not badly, and it is out
men’s idta that they had come to sit in the open in casc
they should be buried alive in the dug-outs by direct hits
from our hcavy shells. They rose and showed their wounds,
and surrendered.

Some of our men went into the mouths of the dug-outs, and
cautiously, with their bombs handy, down the dark steps.
There were forms huddlcd up in that narrow stairway, and they
groaned at the touch of boots. They were badly wounded men,
who had staggercd down to get shelter and medical aid. Down
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below, in rooms about ten feet square and almost dark, were
other wounded men lying about in their own blood.

A lantern hanging on a nail in one of thesc places gavt a
dim flicker of light to the scene, and showed the white, unshaven
faces of the men who, as our young soldicrs came tramping
and stumbling down, raised their heads, but had no strength
to stand up. Two or three men, unwounded, or only slightly
wounded, came forward with thiir hands held up a little, and
bowed their hcads as they muttered somcthing which meant
surrender. ‘

Early in the afternoon the enemy made a counter-attack
upon the left of thewood and to the north of Longueval village.
At the same time their artillery had reecived word somehow,
by fugitives, that the wood was full of English, and that they
could shell it without killing many of their own men.  German
““ crumps "’ now began to crash through the trees, and a counter-
bombardment of high explosives fell jnto <he eratered earth.

The attack by German infantry was made by strong parties
of grenadiers, who camc down saps above Longueval and
from a communication-trench between Delville Wood and
High Wood. They came on with great resolution, followed
by machine-gunners, but they were reecived with rifle-fire,
bombs, and machine-gun fire from our own men.

Some partics managed to work their way back into the
orchard, and through the scattercd trees about it, and there
was some close and desperate fighting. For a time our men
in onc of the battalions were short of bombs, and sent back
urgent messages for new supplies. ”

*“ Woa, had been hanging on to them,” said onc of the boys,
 beeause it’s always well to save them for a tight place, but
of course we sent them up to the chaps in front.” It was
timely help, and all the German cfforts to dislodge our men
broke down with hcavy loss, so that the ground whs strewn
with their dead and wounded.

Many Germans were secn retreating over the high ground
above Delville Wood, to the left. Parties of thcm ran along
the sky-line. and then seemed to drop into a sunken road.

So Délville Wood is ours again—and it is again under the
fire of German guns instcad of British guns, and the trouble is
to know whether it is possible for cither side to hold such a
place without too great a sacrifice, of life. It is easier to hold

2
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now that the ground to the north of Longueval and in the
western corner of the wood has been cleared of its hornets’
nests—thosce hiding-places of machine-gunners who were able
to send waves of bullets upon our advancing men.

That trouble, anyhow, is gone, and the enemy feels the loss,
because several new counter-attacks last night failed as com-
pletely as those made carlier. They were our machine-guns
which met them in their old haunts, and made them pay back
a heavy pricce for the toll they had taken before.



XIX
THE WORK OF THE GUNS

1
JuLy 24
More ground has been gained to-day at Poziéres, and the
Australians after their first greaf assault before dawn yesterday
have been pushing across the Bapaume Road, which gocs
through the town, and bombing out .the German machine-
gunners and holding partics on thc western side, so that not
many cnemies arc left among the ruins or underground in
Pozicres itsclf. There is higher ground beyond, towards the
Windmill, and farther north, for which a fight will have to
be made before the key of the position is really captured, but
the advance of English regiments on the left is a menace to
the enemy which must cause him grave anxicty. The line
has also been’ thrust forward a little by a scrics of posts and
joined up with positions in the ncighbourhood of High Wood,
where the cnemy is again bombarding heavily, so that no
further progress has been made in this direction during the day.
Onc curious incident was observed here by the troops holding

the ground on the south of High Wood. They suddenly
noticed a body of men coming out of the glades, and were -
surprised to sce that they were in kilts,

For a moment it may have occurred to them that they were
. some of the wounded Scots who had fought through High
Wood a few days previously. That could hardly be possible,
however, because the enemy is in strong numbers in the upper
Jpart of the wood. An officer staring through his glasses uttered
a word of astonishment and two of anger. The men on the
sky-line were Germans dressed up ln kilts taken from the dead.

- Our guns put some shells over thém, and they disappeared
below the ridge.



THE WORK OF THE GUNS ° 155

For the past fcw days the increasing strength of the enemy’s
artillery, cspecially of heavy guns, has been noticcable, and he
has peen firing at longer range, and rather wildly “ into the blue”
in order to make things uncomfortable behind our lines.

Owing to the great superiority of our obscrvation and the
complete failure of his own aircraft—our anti-aircraft guns
have hardly been called upon to fire a round during the last
few weeks—he is wasting a grpat deal of heavy ammunition.
This is different from ’carlicr days of the battle when the
German gunners had to concentrate their fire upon very definite
points of attack, and were comp'letely mastered in many of
their positions by the immensity of our bomhardment.

2

The work of our artillery is a wonderful achievement, and all
the success we have gained during this great battle has been
largely duc to the scicneé and daring of our gunners and to
the labour of all those thousands of men at home who have
sweated in soul and body to make the guns and the ammunition.

It is only just and fair to the munition workers jo say this
thing and to lct them know that their toil has helped enormously
to break the German lines, and that without their untiring
effort all the courage of our soldiers, all their sacrifice of blood,
would have been in vain. If they slacken off now'in the factories
and workshops thesc men of ours in places like High Wood
and Longueval and Poziéres will no longer have the support
that is most desperately needed now that the encmy is bringing
up many ncw batterics against us.

Flesh and blood cannot fight against high explosives. It
can only dic, and the whole history of the battle is not to be
written in reference to bayonets or rifles but to guns. ‘It has,
been, and is still, a battle of guns, and our heroic infantry
has only been able to get forward or to hold its ground when
the artillery preparation has been complete, and the artillery
support overwhelmingly strong. Should this fail it would
not be fighting, but massacrc.

From the early days of the battle onwards our artﬂlery
has been great, in weight of metal, in science, in the vastness
of its supplies of shells, in the superb courage and skill of its
men, who have endured a continuous strain upon them night
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and day for four weeks. Thecy broke the German spirit and
the German strength to the point when our infantry could
attack with something like a chance, almost for the first ¢ime
in this war along the British front.

By the work of aviators and artillery observation officers
we knew the positions of most of the ecnemy’s batterics and the
geography of all his communication-trenches, transport roads,
and supply depots. Our gung, which had been brought up
seeretly, were unmasked one morning when the great bombard-
ment began before the battle. and poured unceasing shells upon
all those positions, smothering them with high cxplosives and
shrapnecl, while the field-guns closer up were cutting the enemy’s
wire. ‘ .

Trenches were swept out of existence, batteries were blown
to bits—I have scen many of those broken German guns now
standing as trophies on French lawns-—and the roads were
swept by storms of dcath. The barrgge was a great wall
through which nothing could pass! The German soldiers in
their lincs could get ncither food nor water. No reinforce-
ments could be sent to them.

' 3

Three of our own soldiers who were taken prisoners on the
morning of the first attack could not be sent back into the
German lines bBecause no escort dared to go with them through
the barrage. Thcy were thrust down into a dug-out with
some of the German soldiers and saw and suffered the effect of
our fire. The enemy had no food to give them, having none
for themselves, and they were tortured by thirst.

For 'five days they endured this until nearly dead, but when
the Germans wcre too dazed to act as guards, these three
Englisn soldicrs managed to crawl out of the dug-out and by a
miracle of luck escaped back to their own lines over«No Man’s
Land.

4

. A German officer, now onc of our prisoners, bears witness
to the work of our gunners. He was sent with his battalion
from Verdun to Contalmaison and was detrained at Bapaume.
There he began a painful experienct of shcll-fire through an
accident to ope of the German 12-inch guns, which burst and
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blew up several carriages of the train, killing some of his men.
But the rest of his journey was made terrible by British gun-fire.
With his battalion he came down a road which was being flung

y our 15-inch and 12-inch guns. Some more of his men
were killed, and he came on towards Bazentin, wherc he was
under the fire of our 8-inch howitzers and nine-point-twos.
Morec of his men were killed, but he went on until near Contal-
maison he camc within the range of our 18-pounders and lost
the remainder of his men. At Coritalmaison he was immediately
taken prlsoner by our attack and was rcjoiced to come to his
journcy’s end alive.

“Your artillery,” he said, “is better than anything I had
scen before, even at Vcr(’un, and worsc ‘than anything I
had suffercd.”

All the German officers with whom I have spoken are sur-
prised that an * army of amuatcurs,” as they call us, should
produce such scicntific artillery work in so short a time, and
they also pay tribute Yo the daring of the ficld-gunners, who
go so far forward to support the infantry attacks.

* They came up,” said onc of them, speaking of the Mamectz
Wood attack, *‘like charioteers in a Roman circus, at full

gallop. Many of their horses were killed, but the men were
reckless of danger, and placed their batteries in the open as
though at manceuvres.”
5 .

The field obscrving officers are audacious almost to the point
of foolhardincss. Bcfoge the ground of attack has been cleared
of Germans they walk calm]y up with a telephonist, sit down
on a crest or a knoll commanding a ficld of obscryation, and
send back messages to a battery a mile or so bchind.

" When the territory round Contalmaison was still swarming
with Germans, one of our oflicers went forward in this way
and madc himself at home on the top of a German dug-out,
rceording flashes and getting excellent information. He went
back to his battery for an hour or two, and when he returned
to his chosen spot found it occupied by Germans. They
wanted to round him up, but he fired a few revolver shots and
retired with dignity—to choosec another place not quite so
crowded with thc enemy. Such tales scem fantastic and
impossible. But they are true.
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There is no doubt that many German batteries have been
destroyed, apart from those which have been captured. I
saw to-day s map, which told, by little colourcd dots, a great
drama of war. Each dot reprcsented a German battery
discovered by our gunners since the beginning of the battle,
and each colour the day it was discovered, and they were
arranged on the map so that one could sce the cxact distribution
of the enemy’s guns as it hag changed during the course of
the battle.

Soon after our bombardment began they began to drift
down new batteries and thére were dustu's of llttle colourcd
dots at certain sppts. But a day or two latcr they were wiped
out, or withdrawn farther back. There was one thick cluster
of green dots to the north of Bazentin-le-Graud. 1t represented
many batteries. A day later they had gone.

“ What happened ? ”’ I asked.'

The gunner officer laughed.

“ We just smothered ’em.” .

They were * smothered ” by storms of shells which burst
all over these battery positions, over every yard of ground
there, so that no gun emplacement could escape.

But other dots arc appearing on the map—other little clusters
of colour, farther away to the right. The cnemy is massing
new batteries, and it is from these positions that Delville Wood,
High Wood, and other parts of our line are being shelled night
and day with fierce and inercasing violence.

Those battevics are not so casy to rcach. To keep their
fire down, and still more to knock themn out, we must have a
continual increasing flow of guns and ammunition—ammunition
in vaft and unimaginable quantitics, for the figures I have
heard to-day of the ammunition we have used during the past
, threc* weeks arc beyond onc’s range of imagination. The
munition workers at home must not relax their efforts if we
arc to continuc our successcs, It is by their labour that the
lives of our men can be saved. All the time it is a battle of
guns.

e



XX
THE FIGHTING ROUND WATERLOT FARM

. JuLy 80

THEre was somce infantry fighting to-day in co-operation
with the French on our right wing, and as far as our own troops
were concerned some progress was made to the east of Waterlot
Farm, which is on the road going down from Longucval to
Guillemont. It was a vey hot day, with a scorching sun,
but artillery obscrvation was not easy during ccrtain hours
owing to a rather thick haze. In spite of this our guns main-
tained a hcavy bombardment upon the enemy’s line in support
of our troops, who advanced over difficult ground.

Many prisoners surrendcred at an carly stage of this progress,
onc batch of 170 men being captured first and other groups
being rounded up later, bringing the total number to something
more than 200.

It was rather more than a week ago that some of our men
pushed our line down {rom Longueval to Waterlot Farm, on
the road to Guillemont, which they held against repeated
attacks. ,

The Germans are very busy digging new trenches to the east
“of the road, and through these they are able to send up bombing
parties and ma,chme-gunners to protect the northern and
western approaches to the ruins of Guillemont itself.

2

The first forward movement from Waterlot Farm was made
by some Scots who had already been fighting hard since July
14, when they helped to brzak the second German line. These
Scots, whom I have met in many fields of war during the past
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vear or more, had done well elsewhere, and chased the enemy
out of his lines. They were grim men, and rcady for a new
*“ erack at the ould Boche ” when they took over from another
regiment at Waterlot Farm, south of Delville Wood. If was
not a farm such as Caldecott would have drawn for his coloured
picturc-book. There were no cows or sheep in the neighbour-
hood. It was a collection of ruined buildings and yards which
the cnemy scems to have used as a dumping-ground for old
iron and machinery. There were several derelict engines here,
and a stecl cupola for a heavy gun emplacement, like those
at Liége in the carly days<of the war, and a litter of wheels
and rods and wire, mostly smashed by our shellfire. As a
farm it left much'to be desired, but the Scots scttled down here
and made themselves as comfortable as possible in the circum-
stances.

In the darkness of that night and the next patrols went out
to discover the strength of the enemy.  Our young officers and
their men, crawling fonmrd over the Eroken ﬂround, satisfied
thcmsclves that “ the Boche” was there in strength. They
only had to listen to the patter of bullets which whipped the
grass to know that he had plenty of machine-guns unpleasantly
near.

Those who had not mct any of those bullcts came back
with their reports, and the artillery bombarded the enemy’s
trenches to make the work of the infantry casicr.  An advance
was made from the farm before dawn, led by bombing parties
of the Scots.

It was a quict and silent walk. Tuo cnemy’s machine-guns
were chattering a little, but there wa$ no great fire, aud the
Scotsereached a trench north of the mlwa) line with only
three men and onc officer wounded.  * That’s nothing,” said
the ofTicer, and he carried on. '

It was impossible to go farther at that time. The cnemy
were holding, very stlonrrh a trench immecdiatelyacross the
railway line, and they had dug a nest of new trenches on the
cast of the road, from which they could enfilade our men with
rifle and machine-gun fire.

The Scots got well down into a trench which was mostly a
scries of shell-craters, and looked to their rifles and bombs.
There was not much doubt as to what was coming. It came
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down the main road from Guillemont—a large force of German
soldiers with machine-guns.

As the same time, from the trench parallel with ours, the
Germans sprang on to their parapets and came over. The
Scots were hardly strong enough to resist these attacks
supported by enfilade fire. They were ordered to fall back,
and the retirement was carried out without disorder—to say

* without panic ” would be ridtculous to these men who have
fought a score of battles’since they came to France—and it was
covered by the machine-gunners, v\.ho remained as a rear-guard,
swwpmg down the advanced parties of thc enemy, so as to
gain time for our men to get back. .

3

A sccond move frgqm Waterlot Farm was made by the
same Scots, supported by ®other troops. The enemy suffered
badly.

A very strong force of German bombers made a brave counter-
attack on the Scots, but were caught by rifle and machine-gun
firc, and fell almost to a man.

‘ Practically wiped out ’ was the way in which an officer of
the Scots described it. During the afternoon a, patrol of our
snipers went out on a hunting expedition and sighted a party
of Germans carrying down ammunition-boxes. Not all of
them reached their journey’s end, for the Scottish snipers are
good shots. J

Some of the German soldiers were sick of the businessy, and
had had too much shell-firc. When dusk was cre®ping over
.the countryside a group of thcm came out of a ruined fagm—
it had rcally been a farm in the old days of pcacc—standing ®
on the lefteof the main road to Guillemont.

They came holding up their hands as a sign of surrender,
and some of the Scots went out to bring them in. But the
cnemy in the trenches beyond opened fire on their own country-

men, and some of our own were killed and woundecd. ’
-~When, later on, another party came out, they were not
received in a friendly spirit. . . . That night the Scottish

stretcher-bearers went out to bnng in their wounded, and they
L
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found among them one man of theirs who had been discovered
by a German patrol, but left behind because he gave them his
water to drink. They thanked him, and said, * Good Juck,
and a safe return to your own lines!” but when they went
away he thought he had been left to die.



XXI
THE PETER PANS OF WAR

1
JuLy 81

For two days now the sun has been blazing hot, and our fighting
men have been baked brown.s It is not good fighting weather
either for guns or men. A quecer haze is about the fields, as
thick at times as a Novengber mist and yet thrilling with heat,
so that artillery observation is not good for anything like
long-range shooting.

Mametz Wood, which is now well behind the lines, looms up
vaguely, and, beyond, Delville Wood is hardly visible except
as a low-lying smudge on the sky-line. Yet the sun is not
shaded by the haze, and strikes down glaringly upon the
white roads and the trampled ficlds, upon transport crawling
forward in clouds of dust that rise like the smoke of fires about
them, and upon soldiers trudging along with their rifles slung
and their packs slipping, their iron helmets thrust forward
over the cyes and their’faces powdered white as millers’.

It is hot and thirsty work and painful to the spirit and flesh
of men, even along roads that are not pebbled with shrapnel
bullets. Men on the march to-day were glad of freguent
halts, and flung themselves down on thc waysides panting®
and sweatIng, moistening their dusty lips with parched tongues
and fumbling for their water-bottles. They were lucky to
have water, and knew their luck. It was worse for the men
who were fighting yesterday in the same heat wave up by
Waterlot Farm and farther south by Maltzhorn Farm, not far'

“from Guillemont.

Some of them drank thejr water too soon, and there was not
a dog’s chance of getting any moge until nightfall. Thirst,
as sharp as red-hot needles thrpugh the tongue, tortured some of
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these men of ours. And yet they were lucky, too, and knew
their luck. There werc other men suffering worse than they,
the wounded lying in places beyond the quick reach of strcteher-
bearers. It was fair awfu’ to hear them erying,” said one
of their comrades. ““ It.was ‘ Water! water! For Christ’s
sake—water !’ till their voices dicd away.”

As usual the stretcher-bearers were magnificent and came
out under heavy fire to gct these men in until some of them
fell wounded themsclves. And other men crawled down to
where their comrades lay,, and in spite of their own thirst
gave the last dregs of their water to these stricken men.  There
were many Sir Philip Sidneys there, not knighted by any
accolade except that of charity, and very rough fellows in their
way of speech, but pitiful.

There was one of them who Jay wounded with some water
still in the bottle by his side. Next to him was a wounded
German, groaning feebly and saying, ,* Wasser ! Wasser ! ”
The Yorkshire lad knew cnough to understand that word of
German. He stretched out his flask and said, “ 1Ii, matcy,
tak’ a swig o’ that.” They wcere two men who had tried to
kill cach other.

24

-

On one part of the battleficlds recently were some of the
Bantam battalions, those little game-cocks for whom most of
us out here have a warm corner in our hcarts, because they are
the smallest fighting men in the British £ rmy, and the sturdiest,
pluckjest little men one can mect on a long day’s march. They
have been ‘ander fire in scveral parts of the line, where it is not
good for any men to be exeept for duty’s sake. .

It has gencrally been their fate to act in support of other
troops—troops whom it is an honour to support when they go
into action, because their regiments have won fame on all the
battlefields of Europe since the Napolconic wars.

But it is always a dangcrous honour to be in support. The

attacking troops have often an easier time than those who lie
behind them with scanty cover. It is here that the enemy’s
barrage is likely to fall, and there is not much fun in lying
under,shell-fire hour after hour, perhaps for two days, without
seeing the enemy or getting at him. The ground becomes
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strewn with dead and wounded. It is then that to “ hold on ”
means the highest heroism.

The Bantams held on in hours like this, held on gamely
and with wonderful grit. They became great diggers, and
becausc they are not very high, a shallow trench was good
cnough for cover, and they burrowed like ants. *“ They would
as soon forget their rifles as their shovels,” said one of their
officers to-day. *‘ There is no aeed to tell them to dig.  They
get to work mighty quick, being old soldiers now who have
learnt by expericnce.’

They are old soldiers in cunnin and knowledge, but there
arc young lads among them.  Old or young (and there are many
middle-aged Bantams who sstand no higher than five feet in
their socks) they are all the Peter Pans of the British Army—
the Boys-who-wouldn’t-grow-up, and, like the heroic Peter
Pan himsclf, who was surcly the first of the Bantams, they are
cagcer for single combat with the greatest encmy of England,
Home, and Beauty who *may come along. They had their
chance yesterday, and brought back a number of enormous
Bavarians as prisoners fairly captured.

A certain Bantam, c¢x-boilermaker of Leeds (““ the grandest
city in the world,” he says), and the King’s Jester of his battalion,
was cnormously amused by the incident. e said that each
Bantam looked no higher than the match-stick to the candle
with cach Bavarian. To all these little men the German
soldiers looked like giants, but like so many Hop-o’-my-Thumbs
they took charge of these Bavarian Blunderbores and brought
them back in triumph.e They went scarching for them in the
ruins of Longucval some days ago, and found some of them
suiping from the trees. They brought them down with &
.crash, and collected souvenirs.

This village was a drcadful place when some of the Bantams.
went intoeit. Only a few ruins remained, and about these
many soldiers of many different regiments went prowling in
search of Germans who were still concealed in dug-outs and
shell-craters, and who still defended the outskirts of the village
with machine-guns, which swept the streets. |
»~Therec werc Highlanders there, so “ fey ”’ after their fierce
fighting that they went about with their bayonets, prodding
imaginary Germans, and searching empty dug-outs as though
the cnemy were crowded there. The ground was strewn with
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dead, and from ruined trenches and piles of broken bricks there
came the awful cries of wounded men.

3

There were many wounded—Germans as well as British—
and onc man tended them with an heroie sclf-sacrifice which is
described with revcrence and, enthusiasm by many officers
and men. It was a chaplain attached to the South Africans
who fought so desperately and so splendidly in ** Devil’s Wood.”
This * padre ” came up to' a dressing-station established in
the one bit of ruip which could be used for shelter and applied
himsclf to the wounded with a epiritual dcvotion that was
utterly fearless.

In order to get water for them, and the means of making
tea, he went many times to a ‘well which was a danger spot
marked down by German snipers, who shot our men, agonizing
with thirst, as though they were tigers going down to drink.
They are justificd according to the laws of war, but it was a
crucl business. There was one German officer there, in a shell-
hole, not far from the well, who sat with his revolver handy
to pick off any men who ventured to the well, and he was a
dead shot.

But he did not shoot the padre. Something in the fine
figure of that chaplain, his disregard of all the bullets snapping
about him, the tireless, fearless way in which he crossed a street
of dcath in order to help the wounded, held back the trigger-
finger of the German officer, and he l¢g him pass. He passed
many times, untouched by bullets or machine-gun fire, and he
went nto its worst places, which were pits of horror, carrying
hot tea, which he had made from the well-water for men in |

. agon{ beeause of their wounds and thirst. .

They were officers of the Bantams who told me,the story,
though the padre was not theirs, and their generous praise
was finc to hear. It was good also to hear the talk of these
men who had just come out of battle with the grime and dirt
, of war upon them, about the men they love to command.

These young officers are keen, bright-eyed fcllows, and “in
spite of all they had been through—things not yet to be deseribed
—they borc but little trace of thdir endurance. 1 sat with

them under a tent propped up by stretcher-poles, with one
. A o .
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flap ticd to an old cart, while the men who had just marched
down were lying in groups on the field, mostly without shirts
and «socks, because of the heat and the long time since they
had changed their clothes.

Afterwards I went among the men—all these Peter Pans—
who came from all parts of Scotland and the North of England,
so that their speech is not easy to a man from the South. They
were talking of German snipersyand German shells, of all that
they had suffered and done, and the boiler-maker, their comie
turn, was egged on to say outrageous things which caused
roars of laughter from the Bantatn crowd. The language of
the boiler-maker on the subject of Germans and the pleasures
of war would be quite unpsintable, but the gist of it was full
of virtue and suited the philosophy of these five-foot Cacurs-
de-Lion who were grinning round him.

It is the philosophy of our ‘modern knights, who take more
risks in one day than their forbears in a lifetime, and find a
grim and sinister humour #n the worst things of war.
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THE HIGH GROUND AT POZIERES

. Avucust 5
LasT cvening, just as dusk was crecping over the battlefields,
the Australians, with English troops on their left, sprang over
the parapets of their lines at Pozitres, advanced up five hundred
yards of rising ground, stormed through the trenches of the
second German line, and captured thke cfest of the ridge which
looks down to Courcclette and Martinpuich.

It was a great and tragic surprise to the encmy. They may
have belicyed, I think they did believe, that after the series of
battles in the July fighting, the spirit of the British offensive
was broken, and that our troops were too tired to make fresh
assaults. The German Generals tried to put comfort into the
hearts of their'men by telling them that the British guns and
the British soldiers had done their worst, and that the attack
was at an end. The lull deccived them.

Becanse two or three days had passed without any infantry
action after thirty days of unccasing battle there may well
have seemeyl to the cnemy a reasonable hope that we should
content ourselves with digging i and holding the ground

aineé. Onc thing, however, must have dishcartened the
%:crman troops and prevented any kind of nervous reguperation
after the appalling strain of the month’s shell-fire. The British
guns. which should have been worn out, and the British gunners
supposed to be cxhausted, went on firing.
, They went on all yesterday, as on the day before and more
than a month of yesterdays, with their long, stcady bombaig..
ment, that bombardment which is now rumbling with its sullen
shocks of sound as I write, and as §t goes on night and day.

Long-range guns were reaching out to places far ahead of the
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German lines. Courcelctte wasaruin. Martinpuich was falling
to picces. There is no safety for Germans anywhere and up in
the dines no safety cxcept in the decpest dug-outs for officers
and lucky men.

2

As many men as could get into dug-outs to the north of
Poziéres were down thtre yesterday, listening to the crashes
of our hcavy shells, which were smashing the trenches
about them and scrcaming &verhcad on more distant
journeys. .

The Australians and English troops, including men of Kent,
Sussex, and Surrey regiments, were wailing in their own
trenches.

A crescent moon came up.® The woods darkened.  Shadows
crept down from Thiépval. Distant cornficlds in the world
beyond the war, so near®as miles are counted, so far away in
peace, became bronzed and red, and then all dark and vague in
the evening mist. Above, the sky was still blue, with stars
very bright and glistening. .

It was, [ think, about 9 o’clock-—-as the clock goesnow in France
and England--when the British troops left their trenches.
They went quietly without any great clamour across that 500
vards of ground, dusky figures, the brown of’ their khaki no
different from the colour of the carth around them, through
the gloom of coming night. The Australians worked up to the
right, the English todhe left. Before them was the German
sccond line on a front of about 3000 yards, and part of that
Jong line which was pierccd and taken on Julyel4, between
Bazentin-le-Petit and Longueval, when the British troops
went up in waves and astounded the world by their abhievg-
ment. It was no longer a line of trenches.

It was a wavy linc of hummocky and tumbled carth along
innumecrable shell-craters such as I deseribed at Montauban.
Only the dug-outs, or some of them, still remained in all this
chaos, filled with living and wounded and dead. v

» 7 Out of the wreck of earth, as our men advanced, living men
camc out in groups. They came forward through the dusky
night with their hands *hcld up—pitiable shadows. Most of
them were utterlv nerve-broken—beaten and broken men with
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no fight left in them, but only an animal fear and desire of
life. :

Their surrender was received, and the English and Australians
put guards about them and sent them back to our lines
while they went on to clear the dug-outs of men who refused
to come out, or would not come out, and to deal with
thosc who farther back had still the courage to defend them-
sclves. ‘

There was some bayonet fighting*and bombing. From
behind the German lines in isolated redoubts machine-guns
were at work spraying out bullets. But our casualtics were
very few ; all told. less, I imagine, than in any action of import-
ance during the battles of the Somme. The enemy’s losses
were heavy. Morc than 400 prisoners have passed the toll-
bar, and others arc being brought down. In dead he lost
more than that, and his wounded must number high figures.
It was a blow which must be gricvous to him after all the
hammer-strokes of the month, and what'is most significant is
the troubled statc of his soldicrs, these dazed and nerve-
shattered men who surrendered. They had no pride left in
them., .

Thesc men were mostly of the 17th and 18th Rescrve Divisions
of the 9th Reserve Corps, with miscellaneous drafts from
various ‘‘ Ersatz” or reserve battalions, the scourings of the
last class whom Germany can, I suppose, put mto the field.
By that 1 do not mean they are physically weak or undersized
—there are very few German soldiers who could be described
like that—but they are not soldiers of the proud and highly
trained kind who fought in carlier days of the war. They are
men with familics and with a great yearning for peace, and no
love of this massacre which is ordained by their war lords.

. Duriig the night the troops behind them were rallied to
make three scparate counter-attacks. They came ,on very
bravely—there is nothing the matter with German courage as
a rule—but in a spirit of sclf-sacrificc and stupidly. They
walked into our barrage, and our shells caught them and
shattered them.

To-day up to the time I writc therc has been no furthéw
attack by infantry, but the encmy’s guns have opcned and
maintained a very ficree fire upon thé¢ positions gained by our
troops.
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The new part of the German second line now in our hands
makes up with the other part of his line captured on July 14 a
distance of nearly 10,000 yards.

3
AvucusT 7

All last night, which was #&till and calm, as the weather
goes, there was a great*hammering of guns, and this morning,
when I went out in the direction of Thiépval, the artillery
on both sides was hard at workk The enemy was dropping
“ heavy stuff " in the neighbourhood of Poziéres, with occasional
shots at long range into .fields about quiet villages behind
the lines which look utterly peaceful in the warm light of this
August sun glcaming upon their church spires and upon the
thick foliage of the trees arouhd them.

It was in the midst of a tumult of guns and below the long
resonant journeying oY great shells on their way to the enemy’s
territory that I sat to-day with some of the officers who have
just chased the Germans out of their trenches to the north of
Poziéres. .

They were all men of Kent around me. The captain is a
merry soul, who laughs most heartily over his hairbreadth
cscapes and still more loudly when he describes little exploits
which would make most men shudder at tht mere remem-
brance.

The colonel of his battalion, who sat opposite. is of a different
type, quict and thoughtful, but with a sense of humour also
that lights his cyes. And two places off was the M.O.—a
doctor who loves his men and would not lcave this battalion of
the Kents for any other in the army (he has patched up all their
bodics after every scrap and did heroic work for them th® othgr
night).

Before the fighting began the colonel took the jovial captain
up to the line * to view thec Promised Land,” as he called it.
And the Promised Land looked very uninviting on this high
ridge—above the blackened ruins of Poziéres—where the Germap
#fcond lines were guarded by a tangle of barbed wire. It was
also difficult to look at it very long or very closcly, because
the cnemy was ““ lathering ”’ the field of observation with every
kind of “ ecrump >’ and shell.
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“When we popped over the parapet,” says the captain,
“ we advanced into the middle of the Brock’s Benefit, and it
was obvious that the blinking Boche had got the wind up.’%

That is to say the enemy was sending up distress signals to
his guns, and in the anticipation of an atrack was flinging
coloured lights over to our lines so as to illuminate any British
infantry who might be advancing. These lights were fired
out of a spceial kind of pistol, attd when they fcll flared up with
vivid red and green fircs. At the same time the enemy’s
machine-guns played upon any figures so revcaled, so that it
was almost certain death to $¢ in those flare-lights. At great
risk scveral men sprang forward into the illumination and
kicked out the burning canisters.« Then in the momentary
darkness the leading companics advanced in waves towards
the German trenches south of ‘\Iouquct (or, as the soldiers eall
it, Moo-Cow) Farm.

4 . *

The colonel of the battalion went very gallantly with his
men, and as he drew ncar to the enemy’s line saw two ﬁgmos
silhouctted, like his own men had been, against the enemy’s
lights. He called out to them, thinking they might be his
own men working forward on hls right. But he saw they were
Germans when one man threw up his hands as a sign of surrender,
and the other dropped on to one knee to fire a rifle shot. The
colonel sprang forward, covering them with his revolvers,
and took both of them prisoner.

Without many casualties in spite of smachine-gun fire, our
men reached the German trenches.  Great heroism was shown
by a ydung dicutenant and a party of bombers, who went first
over No Man’s Land so quickly behind our barrage that they
rjsked"death by our own shclls and came against the first
defence.  The officer and several of this first wave were found
lying wounded 400 yards farther than the ‘ jump-out”
position, and it was their quick advance which scared the enemy
and helped to demoralize him.

~a
5

One of the prisoners taken later was a forward observing
officer, a Prussian giant well over six feet high and enormously
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stout, and he was put in charge of a little Kentish man stand-
ing five-feet-onc in his socks. The German giant was very
frightencd at the machine-gun fire of his own people, which was
whipping over the ground, and he went back crouching in a
bear-like way, prpdded from bchind by the wce man in khaki.
This sight, illuminated by the flares, was seen by the men
left behind in our own trenches, and they stood up on their
parapcts laughing and checring wildly.

But there were other "trenches ahead, and the men “ hared ”
off to these, and found them hcld by scarcd men. The Kentish
men started bombing down the trénch “ like mad,” and blocked
it at cach end in case of accidents, whilc a young officer posted
a machinc-gun on the left of it.

The position, however, beecame quite obvious]y an untcnable
one, when the Germans rallied and attacked in bombing parties
from the farm. Many of them were cut down by the young
officer with his Lewis,gun and by the Kentish grenadiers, but
they brought up machiné-guns and made the position * very
hot.” A lancc-corporal behaved very gallantly in going back
700 yards under heavy fire to report the situation, and volun-
tecred to return with the message that the patrol ceuld not be
supported and must fall back in small groups. This he did,
and returned again in safc ty with the other pa.rty, who brought
with them three more prisoners ““ as samples ” (to use their
own phrase), including the huge officer whom I'have described
previously.

They have funny fellows among them—this British battalion
—and the amount of womedy they cxtract from all this grim
business is astounding. There is one of their number who was
once a member of Fred Karno’s troupe, and has ‘not lost his
old instincts for a knockabout turn. When he took a prisoner
hc¢ caught him by the hand and danced a “ pas de quatre
with hime

* Offizicr ? ”” asked the astounded man.

* Oui, oui,” said the comic turn, ‘‘ and you—prisonnier—
savez ?

So much for the men of Kent, though I should like to telt
wfore if I had the time to- night about their medical officer, who
tended all the wounded men of two companies and thirty
wounded Germans in a ‘subterranean dressing-station (there
was no comedy there), and more about their very fine and
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fearless colonel, and about the cheerful captain, whose adven-
tures since the war began would fill a book as strange a.s the
¢ Memoirs * of Marbot.

To-day other men were fighting in the same place, and I
must tell at some later time the fine work bf the Surrey and
Sussex men.

6
Avucust 11

The enemy has made several attempts to regain the high
ground taken frore him to the north of Poziéres, and yesterday
evening, between the hours of fivé and seven o’clock, he sent
out a strong body of infantry to attack our trenches. It
was a curious, vain, and tragie, endeavour, like several other
counter-attacks launched at the command of the German
Staff by men recently brought up as support troops, knowing
quite obviously nothing of the country in which they are
called upon to fight, and just blundering out with a kind
of desperate courage towards our lines. It was exactly thus
last evenirng.

From the prisoncrs we took it is certain knowledge that
these troops had no familiarity with this ground between
Mouquct Farm and thec Windmill, and when they were ordered
to attack regarded themselves as sheep sent to the slaughter.
They knew only that the Australians were in front of them,
and from what they have heard of ihe Australians they did
not have much hope. ¢

What hope they had was in the guns bchind them, and
certainly, in spite of all the German guns we have knocked out
by ecqunter-battery work, and all those having had to shift
€heir ground from day to day owing to our ceaseless searchings
for their emplacements with the aid of our aerial stouts, the
bombardment that preceded the German assault was intense
and formidable.

The Australians * stuck it,” guecssing what was to follow.
In the trenches they have dug, and the shell-craters, and the
old German trenches which are now almost shapeless under*
pgur own and the enemy’s fire, they held on, and kept their
‘bombs rcady, and their machine-guns handy, and watchful
‘eyes, wherever a man could see, upon a row of broken tree-
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stumps appearing over the crest of the Poziéres Ridge beyond
the Windmill.

Bhen below the crest on the other side of the ridge—the
German side—is Mouquet Farm, called ¢ Moo-cow >’ Farm by
men who will sjill jest, whatever the conditions of life. A
small valley or gully runs behind the farm towards the quarries,
and it was from this that the German soldicrs came streaming
out in open order when theif guns lengthencd range so that
they could get forwdrd without walking into their own
barrage.

As it happened, they walked finto our barrage. Our guns
were waiting for them. At the end of a tgephone wire was a
gunner-general who does ot keep people waiting very long
when they are in need of his “ heavies,” and many gunner
officers were standing by thelr batteries ready to give the
word “ Fire | ” with their guns and howitzers registered on
the line across which the enemy’s troops would come as soon
as they were ordered to attack.

In our lines the trench-mortar batteries were making ready
to hurl their high cxplosives, and the Lewis gunners were
eager to get to work instcad of standing under German
shell-fire.

The enemy’s infantry came straggling forward in extended
order, and in irregular waves. There were two battalions of
them in the open—out in that 750 yards of No Man’s Land
upon which the evening sun was shining with a golden haze—
when our shclls burst over them and the trench-mortars made
a target of them, and our machine-guns whipped into their
ranks with a scourge of bullets. N

The men fcll face forward in large numbers. Others came on
and fell farther from their own lines. Men ran quickly, as
though to escape from all the bursting shells, into the Australian
lines, flung up their arms, and lay still.

They were very brave. Quitec a number of these German
soldicrs travelled a quarter of a mile over this open ground in
spite of the terrific fire concentrated upon it before some bit
of shell caught them and killed them, or left them lying there in
dgony.

No German soldier came through alive. Only a few men
out of the two battalions cscaped. Men were standing on the
parapets of the German line, calling to them, calling them
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back, trying to save something out of this senseless slaughter
that had been ordered.

The counter-attack was an utter failure, and one issleft
wondering why the encmy attempt such attacks, predestined
to end in disaster. It is an expensive form (of reconnaissance
to test our strength.

The German soldiers would have a right to call it murder.
It scems to show that the enemy’s Staff is disorganized, perhaps
a little demoralized, by the continual bombardment which
cuts their signal lines and prcvents the sending up of supports
and supplics.

The Australians are still fighting in a way which wins the
admiration of their Generals and Staff and of all the army.
These clean-cut men, so fine in physique and appearance that
one always turns to look at them in any street of war, are not
stolid fellows who can stand the fest of shell-fire without suffer-
ing in spirit.

They are highly strung and sensitive, * with a more nervous
temperament than many of our English soldurs, but they have
a pride and an heroic quality that keeps them steady, and an
intelligence in the individual as well as in mass which makes
them great soldiers.

7
Avugust 13

There have been no sensational advances since the great
day of July 14, when our men broke through the second German
line, but hardly a day passed since then without some progress
being made to gct a btrouger grip on the high ridge which

rolls down on the cnemy’s side from Poziéres and the two
Bazentins and 1ligh Wood. This fighting has been very hard
and grim, and the cnemy has done his utmost to check every
yard of our men’s advance by continual curtain-fire, so that
to take a trench or two, or to rush over a few dozen yards of
No Man’s Land, has been a perilous adventure.

" It is most excellent, therefore, that last night our men were
able to make a further * shove,” as they call it, of ncarly 400
yards in depth on a front of about a mile. This was to fhe
north-west of Pozicres, and at the samc time ground was
gained on thc north-west of Bazentin-le-Petit closer to the
German switch-line between us and Martinpuich.
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The men who have been fighting this uphill battle, for that
is what it is literally and morally, have becn showing remarkable
qualities. It is an alliance bcetween the Australians and old
English regiments with new men in them, including some of
the “ Derby reciuitg,’ Although the Australians have had
the greater share of the fighting round Poziéres, being in greater
numbers, they arc the first to pay a tribute to the spirit of the
English lads, and their admirhtion is returned. An episode
which happened a week®ago shows the way in which they are
sharing the struggle.

I have already written how the>men of Kent went forward
on August 4 and took the German linc, wigler the command
of that.fine colonel and javial captain, whose exploits will
be remembered. On the right of them were the Sussex men
—fair-haired fcllows from Arundel and Burpham, and little
old villages lying snug in the South Downs, and quict old market
towns like Chichester—Lord !—a world away [rom places like
Poziéres. The line of their trenches was in touch with the
Australians, and as they scrambled over the parapets at the
time of the attacks these comrades on the right shouted out
to them, ’

*“ Hallo, boys, what’s up ?  Where arc you going ?

“Oh, just up along,” said the Sussex lads, pointing
to a “hot shop,” as they call it, where a lot of shells were
bursting. '

“Is that so? You don’t say ? Gosh! We’ll come with
you.”

It wasn’t discipline. sThe men had no orders to go, as far
as I can make out, but some of them certainly did go, in a
friendly way, and joined in the  scrum ” up there, where it
‘was no joke. .

8

The story of the Susscx men is very much like that of their
comrades from Kent which 1 have told in dctail—the hombing
down the trenches, the searching of the German dug-outs,
the encounters with Germans who were hiding in shell-craters.

~ But®some of the cpisodes have a special character, worth
vtelling.

They show the human nature of the business up there beyond

Pozi¢res. After the first rush through the German line it
M
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became a question of catching ‘Germans in shell-holes, which
are good places—or good enough—for $nipers who prefer to
go on killing before they die. A Sussex man who spoke gome
German took the risk of going out alonc to one of these craters
and shouted out to the men below :

“ If you don’t surrender at once we shall shoot you.’

Instantly several heads and several pairs of hands appeare.d.

Onc man came out with his: hands full of gifts and, falling
upon his knecs, begged for mercy. He had cleared his pockets
and his dug-out of little fancy articles like his watch, knife,
compass, cigarctte-case, scissors, silver soap-box, and pipe-
lighter, which he offered humbly as a ransom for his life.

It appeared later that he was in mortal terror of having his
throat cut, and he was profoundly grateful when he was taken
back to a dug-out and given some whisky and cigarcttes. He
then asked leave to tell his friends the glad tidings, and when
this was allowed he went out with his guards and called to
the other men. Immediately a number of them came out of
their hiding-places and formed a procession with their hands
up.

It was against the Susscx men that the Germans used their
¢ flammenwerfer,” or flame-jets. It is a clumsy form of
frightfulness, as I guessed when I first saw one of these machines.
It takes two men to work it, one with the reservoir strapped to
his back, the other pumping out the long spray of flame, which
has a range of twenty-five yards. There were eight of thesc
flame-throwers brought against the Sussex lads, but bcfore
they had done any damage the sixteen men who advanced
with them were all shot down. It is not by ““ flammenwerfer
that the German counter-attacks have any chance of success.

9

The advancc last night when the Australian troops took

an important line of rising ground is a further proof that the

! enemy has not by any means consolidated his defensive positions

¢ so strongly that they make the same kind of barrier against us
as those ‘which had to be forced in the first attacks. -

In spite of all his industry in digging he has not been able to*

make any system of trenches and" dug-outs to withstand our

shell-fire. As soon as he gets on with a trench our guns register
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upon it and lay it flat. His only protection is in artillery
retaliation, and however great its destructive power it cannot
give gover to the German infantry crouching in shallow ditches,
and having to come up through communication-trenches
ploughed by high explosives.

They belong té battalions hurriedly gathered from other
parts of the line and flung in to stop the gap. They are the
victims of the general disorganMation of the divisions and the
staffs which have suffered most heavily from our repcated
attacks. Behind them, no doubt, the German Headquarters
Staff is as cool and deliberate as ewer, not allowing itself to be
scared by these rcverses, organizihg new lipcs of defence in
casc of weed, shifting its gups, playing the old blood-and-iron
game with cold, scientific brains that are not affected by the
losses or the agonics of men, cxccpt as they have an influence
upon the operations.

For they are highly trained scientists of war, these German
Staff officers, and in defeat, as once in vietory, they will, I
fancy, be as cold and as hard as steel, and as inhuman as the
devil. Therefore it is idle, in my opinion, to hope for a sudden
and sensational collapse of the German war-machine, or to
argue from local weaknesses and symptoms of bad Staff work
a general disorder.

Nevertheless, there are many signs that the enemy is begin-
ning to fecl a scverce strain upon his defensive "strength and
that his men are being put to an ordeal which not even all
their discipline and their courage can make endurable,

For men of a certain kind of science are apt to forget that
there arc other things in human nature besides the chemlstry
of flesh and blood, and that not cven the fincst seldicrs can
be made to fight well if their spirit 15 ‘broken by repw.t,ed
losses. .

10
AueusTt 17
It is at the two ends of our rccent line of attack—on the left
above Poziéres and on the right around Guillemont—that the *
interest of the present fighting for the moment gathers, and in
 #ooth these districts some progress has been made by our infantry
during the past day or twd. The successful advance of the
French,% northwards from Hardecourt towards Angle Wood,
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and their capture of the ravine to the south-west of it, helps
to strengthen our lines about Guillemont, especially as some of
our troops advancing from the trenches south of Malz\ﬂorn
Farm, and west of Trénes Wood, linked hands with our Allies
yesterday. |

I have alrcady described in a previous dispatch the great
difficulty of working over the ground about Gnillemont and
the hard time some of our meu have had in pushing forward
to the outskirts of that town. The vnemy has concentrated
a large number of batterics in the country beyond, and ncar
at hand is defending himsel# from many machine-gun emplace-
ments and & mazg of newly dug trenches.

The opcrations yesterday in conjunction with the French are
still in progress and the result at present is indceeisive, but with
both French and British troops closing upon them the situation
of the garrison in Guillemont is not what soldiers would call
* healthy.”

Yesterday morning I was more interested personally in the
left side of the battle-line above Poziéres, as from an artillery
observation post I was able to get a very clear view of our
own and cthe enemy’s ground in this district—ground which
has been won and held by English and Australian rcegiments
with a detcrmination and courage which I have deseribed
scveral times with some dctail.

There before me on the sky-line was the windmill which
should be as famous in the history of this war as the Ferryman’s
House on the Yser Canal or the chbiteau at Vermelles, or the
“Tower Bridge” at Loos. Waves g¢f men have surged up
the slope to it under storms of shellfire. To Australians
fighting for the high ridgc on which it stands above Martinpuich
it has been the goal of great endeavour, for which many of them
have given their lives. The enemy defended it as if it were
a great treasure-house, though only an old building of timber
and stone against which thc wind of centuries has blown,
turning the great black sails which ground the corn of the folk

" in Pozic¢res before ever a howitzer had been fired in the world

or a flying machinc had come humming over the hill. The
windmill is ours now. Our line sweeps round it and our shell-
fire drops on the other side of the slope, barraging the cnemy’s\h

+

But it is only the rclic of a mill-house. The timbers have



THE HIGH GROUND AT POZIERES 181

been blown to atoms wceks ago. The sails fell in the first
bombardment, and all that stands now is the stonc base in
the form of a small pyramid as a memorial of great bloodshed.

11

The cnemy yestcrday was :iropping a heavy barrage all
along our line, which runs south of Mouquet Farm and swecps
below the village of Thi¢pval and its wood.

On the other side of Thiépval Wood the opposing lines run
very close together, and here thére was ndt much shell-fire,
but on‘'the Poziéres side the shell-bursts and smoke-clouds
were drifting up and down in a steady, regular way. Our
own guns were busy with Mouguet Farm (called by our soldiers
¢ Moo-cow ” Farm, or * Muckic” Farm, according to their
whim), and, farther off, with Courcelette, whosc tall factory
chimncy sticks up above the ridge, and now and again onc of
our heavies sent a great shell erashing into Thiépval.

There were no German soldiers to be seen in that village,
and no sign of human life at all. It is a ghastly-looking place,
with its stripped trecs, like withered limbs, and a ruined church
above a row of apple-trees, which stand a little scparate from
the village. .

Above is a cemetery with broken tombstones and shell-
craters among its graves. Beyond, on a road running north-
wards, is a tall crucifix with the figure of Christ looking down
upon all this death. *®

In the trenches no man puts his head above the parapet.
Several times one of our machine-guns spluttered out a burst of
.fire as a warning to the enemy to keep well down. Thegsonly
-movement ovcer this village and battleficld was made by shells®
which tore up the carth and sent drifting smoke-clouds across
the ruins.

The doom of Thiépval is erceping closer, for our men ar
advancing slowly but surcly around Mouquet Farm, so that it
will, be hemmed in. The garrison hiding in the dug-outs
below those broken buildings at which I gazed yesterday must

be in a state of dreadful gpprehension. I should not like to
live in Thiépval.
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12
Avecust 20

It is quite impossible to understand thg progress of our
advance since July 1 without being familiar with the ground
over which this has been made and the local conditions of the
fighting on our present front. .

In my dispatches I have done my best to picture these things
and to reveal the heroism of our men by deseribing, as realisti-
cally as onc may without ’oc-ing too brutal to one’s readers,
the appalling difficulties thQ‘,y have to encounter. Even now
many people wonder, I dare say, 4t the various pausés in the
victorious progress of our troops, and look forward, day by
day, to more smashing blows, and greater strides over the
enemy’s ground.

To me the wonder of this battle is that we should have got
on so far and so fast. When ond has scen the network of
German trenches, their great systems of underground galleries
—proof against the heaviest of high explosives—their machine-
gun redotibts, against which, if even only one gun is left, it is
somctimes difficult to advance, and the power of their artillery
able to barrage a strip of ground which our men have to cross,
it is astounding that our soldicrs could have foreed the enemy
back from stronghold after stronghold and gained their way to
the high positions of the Poziéres Ridge. ,

Take those men of ours who hiave won their way through a
maze of trenches in this last bit of ffrhting between Poziéres
and Thiépval.

They had to force their way between machine-gun posts and
sergmble over ground which is like a billowy sca of earth with
dcep pits at the bottom of cach billow, into which many of
them stumbled and fell.  Not good going for an attack !

Then they had to storm their way down to the enemy’s
underground system of galleries, where large numbers of strong
and unwounded Germans were waiting with stores of bombs
and every kind of weapon. .

It is true that many of these men surrender readily at the\’
first rush of our troops, but if thqse dug-outs are not cleared
out at once, and if our men in their eagerness go on, it is
qujte likely, as it has often happcned during the past six
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weeks, that the enemy will come up and attack them from

the

Jm one of these holes in the ground which scemed a simple
little dug-out there came up, on Friday, as I have already said,
six officers and bver 150 men. I saw them all to-day, tall
fellows with un$tained uniforms and a well-fed, fresh, and
healthy look.

Onc of the officers was qulte a giant. He was wearing a
stecl casque of the Geran pattern, which is very much like a
medizval helm, and he was laughing and joking with his
brother-officers as he marched gt the head of his company.
If these men had come up bch1ud English assaulting partics
who had not made sure of the dug-outs first they could have put
up a very strong fight, and with one machine-gun might have
done great damage. ’

In their und(,ro*round gallefics they had lived snugly and safc,
sleeping on spring beds, reclining on upholstered chairs, in
well-furnished rooms® so much likc those in the upper world
that they had even falsc windows draped with lace curtains.

Our men have to fight below-ground as well as above-ground
before they are in possession of an enemy position. »

Above-ground it is not good for a quick advance. Our guns
have been bombarding so continuously that although the
infantry depends utterly upon an cffective artillery preparation,
and not in vain, the cficet of all this shell-fire impedes their
progress when the time comes to cross No Man’s Land.

It is just a series of shell-craters like a wide stretch of thosc
‘“ trous-de-loup ” whigh used to be dug in the old days of
warfare behind the “ glacis,” and have been revived again in
this war, which has adopted every deviee known to ﬁghtmg
men from the time of Cain onwards.

13

When some of the Australians * went over ” the other night
this was their great cause of trouble. They rushed forwar
eagerly, and beiore they had gone fifty yards most of them had
fallen into shell-holes deeper than their own height. It was
pitch-dark, exccpt for the white light of the German fares
rising and falling, and when they scrambled up the shelving
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sides of the craters they were black as ink in this illumination

and horribly visible to the German bombers and machine-
gunncrs, who made the most of their opportunity in the ¥me
at their disposal.

I stood by a man to-day who, since July 1 has been buried
alive by shcll-bursts upheaving the earth abdut him no fewer
than six times.

He is a young Australian offiter, now wounded in the back
and leg, and he assured mc that he did not mind this premature
burial very much.

“ There is mostly a littlegair to breathe—enough to keep
onc going for a £cw minutg;s,” he said, ““ but of course it’s
unpleasant waiting to be dug out, jf one has the luck.. Most
fellows mind it very much. But it don’t affect me in that
way.” '

This is not an uncommon cxperience. There are a lot of
men buried in an advance when, as the official dispatch says,
“Wec¢ made good progress.” So that progress is not a soft
job for soldicrs. Then the German is beginning to leave a lot
of little things behind him, even if he abandons a trench in a
hutry. This is a new dodge. One invention which has come
into his fertile imagination is a man-trap, which he sets outside
his parapet or inside a shell-hole on the way to it. As soon as
one of our soldiers scts foot on to it it closes about his leg with
a terrific bite and brings him down like a log.

Another little device in devilry is the ¢ tortoise bomb.”
1t looks very much like a tortoise if you happen to sece it—
which you don’t, in the dark—and it stgnds on four little legs.
They waggle a little, but should it be unwarily touched it may
detonate the bomb and blow a man to bits.

There was some hcroic fighting on Friday afternoon along
g roati which runs from High Wood to Dclville Wood. The
heroes of this fight were ordered to take this road with troops
on their left and right, and in spitc of the shell-holes on the
way and heavy machinc-gun fire sweeping down on them they
tpok the trench all right, going cven a little too far in their

agerness. )

Owing to casualtics in officers, the sergeants had, in sothe
cases, to carry on the command, and they did so with the calm
eourage of old soldiers. The Germat trench, battered by our

,gun-firc, was full of dead, and littered with riflcs and equipment.
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A few of the enemy stayed and fought to the death, and others
ran gway. Three were dragged up out of a dug-out and made
prisfners. All looked good, from a fighting point of view,
in this section of the trench, and would have been good if the
men on the left and right had been able to comc up. But they
were not able to‘do this, and presently from the right and left
came parties of German bombers, hurling their grenades at our
men, who hurled back until ®very one of their bombs was
gone. .

Then they grubbed about for German bombs, and used those
until they could find no more. If was time to escape, and the
way out was through a narrow sap which wgs also a death-trap
if the enemy closed about it.

But the cnemy did a strange thing. They came swarming
up on both sides, and each side took the other for English
soldiers, and, in the dusk, bbmbed cach other furiously over
the heads of our mcn, who slipped away, marvelling at their
luck in ill-luck. Thcéy had five prisoners when they rcached
their own lines, for they were joined by two other men (in ad-
dition to the three from the dug-out), onc of whom was a
German hero—tired of heroism—wearing the Iron-£ross and
another decoration.

So the fighting goes on, and it is the grit of our troops, their
splendid obstinacy, their refusal to be beaten by shell-fire or
shell-holes, by machine-guns or tortoise bombs, by poison-gas
or tcar-shells, by Germans above-ground or underground, or
dropping high cxplosives from the sky—* the whole blinking
bag of tricks,” as they would call it, which keeps them going
always a little bit farther.

Unless one knows the cost of victory one carnot fell the
greatncess of the victors.

14
AugusT 23

We are getting a stronger grip upon the ridge from Poziér(t
to High Wood. Last night the Australians gained a little mor
grdund, so that they have pushed out a line to the north-east
of Mouquet Farm, and the Scottish troops to their right have
gained another hundred Yards of that famous switch-line into
which I took a walk the day before yesterday to see how
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we held the enemy’s la.st line of defence on the way to
Martinpuich.

The switch-line cxists only as a pame, and in reality is no&xmg
but a series of shell-craters in which our men have to get what
cover they can, after chasing out the Germans, betore digging and
strengthenmg an cffective trench.

But it is the position that counts, and if we can hold it, as I
am now certain we shall, it puts'the cnemy at a great disadvan-
tage, of which our guns are already making a full and terrible
use. The enemy’s endcavours to counter-attack—he made
two last night—have brokey down under our fire with great
bloodshed, and nqw it is nX‘t in the least likely that he will
succced in wresting back from us any of the high ground.

The importance of the position is, of course, entirely onc of
observation, apart from the tactical importance of having driven
the cnemy on to ground beyond his first and sccond systems
of trenches and dug-outs, so that he can get no strong cover
until he retires to a considerable distance:

It gives us vantage-points from which we can observe his
movements down the slope, rake him with rifle and machine-
gun fire if<he sends out working parties, and turn the guns on
to him with dircet observation of results.

One of the immediate effects of heing on the Poziéres Ridge
was seen yesterday, when our artillery registered something
like twenty-fivé direct hits upon some of the enemy’s batteries.
Hec had a great conceentration of guns.

Acting in connexion with our aviators, who are always
obscrving {rom high places, our gunners are punishing the enemy
in a very frightful way, and the ground above Thiépval and
Cource]ctte,' into which I looked for the firsl time at close
range from the switch-trench, and Martinpuich, and the barren
grouttd to the right of it, is swept by our shell-fire.

A very re ll!‘.tlc and tragic picture of what is happcping down
there beyond the high ridge is given in a letter written on
August 10 by a Germnan offlicer of the 133rd Infantry Regi-

cut :
tn“ The rclief yesterday,” he wrote, *“is incredible. The
route taken—Ligny—Warlencourt—Pys—Courcelette—on ‘the
way to the trenches was very dangcrous. During the first
the thunder of the guns was ¥Yery disagrecable, and the
~secorid part was very unsafe. Heavy shells fell right and left
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of the road. Mounted troops, cars, field-kitchens, infantry
in folumn of route, were all cnveloped in an impenetrable
cldud of dust. !

“ The last stage consisted of troops in single file crouching
on the slope b.éside the road, with shells bursting overhead.
Close to Courcclette a message arrived :  Encmy firing gas-
shells, on with your gas-he]nlets.’ It appeared to bc an error.
From Courcelette to our position in the line we relicved across
the open.  If the enciny had only noticed that, what a target
he would have had !

¢ Our position was of course Jjuite diffecrent to what we had
been told. Our company alork rclieveds a whole battalion.
We had been told we were to relieve a company of fifty men
weakened by casualtics. The men we relieved had no idea
where the enemy was, how far off he was, or if any of our troops
were in front of ns. We got no idea of our supposed position
until 6 o’clock this evening.

“ To-night I am takihg my platoon out to form a covering
party. My men and I are to lic in shell-holes in part of an old
demolished trench of ours. The English are 400 metres away.
The Windmill is over the hill. The hundreds of acad bodics
make the air terrible, and there are flies in thousands. About
800 mctres from us is a descrted artillery position.  We shall
have to look to it to-night not to get taken prisoners by the
English. We have no dug-outs. We dig a hole in the side of
a shell-hole and lie and get rheumatism. We get nothing to
cat or drink. . . . The ceascless roar of the guns is driving us
mad. Many of the ihen arc knocked up. The company com-
mander thinks we were breathing gas ycesterday, whigh slowly
decomposes the blood, and this is an end of dne. What a
variety of ways one can lose one’s life in this place! . . . It
is getting light. I must start on my way back to the frcat-
line tremches.”

From another man in the 3rd Battalion of the 124th Regiment
there is a lctter which pays a doleful tribute to our flying
men :

. “ I am on sentry duty, and it is a very hard job, for I dare
not move. Overhead are the English airmen and in front of
us the English obscrvers with telescopes, and as soon as they
perceive anything, then twenty-four °cigars’ arrive at once,
and larger than one cares to scc—you understand what I'mean.
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The country round me looks frightful. Many dcad bodies
belonging to both sides lie around.” :

These letters give the other side of the picturcs which I h#ve
been describing. They show what German life is like below
the Poziéres Ridge. :

We are drawing very close to Thiépval, and standing yester-
day on the high ground to the right of the Windmill by Poziéres,
within 500 yards of Martinpuich, ‘[ could see how near our lines
have been pushed to both these places. Thiépval I have
seen several times from the western side, but yesterday I
stood to the south-east of (it looking straight across the
cemctery of Poziérgs to the® long line of branchless trees
and broken roofs where the German garrison awaits its certain
doom.

That doom crept a little nearer last evening when some of
our English troops left their trenches south of the Leipzig
Redoubt, which was already in our hands, and following in
the wake of a terrific bombardment on d'short line of the enemy’s
position took that section quickly by assault. I saw the'steady
bombardment. of the ground hercabouts, which was continuous
throughoue ~the afternoon, but, by bad luck, having gone
to another part of the line, did not sec the attack which
followed.

It was a highly organized and grim bit of work, very quickly
done and with few casualties on our side. As soon as the guns
had lifted, after concentrated fire which tore up the ground
and made an utter chaos of the German line of trench, our
men followed. They went over in two evaves, at as rapid a
pace as possible over the tumbled ground. Then they went
through the broken strands of barbed wire, and by men watching
them from a little distance were seen to drop down into the
cremy's trench.

After a little while—less than a minutc—the result of the
attack was seen .by a number of German soldiers coming out
of the shell-craters with their hands up. A little latcr a large
gﬂbup of soldiers ran out and tried to escape. They ran as
though the devil were behind them, but there was a deviligh
fate in front of them, for they plunged straight into a heavy
fire from our guns, and disappcared.

‘Im less than a quarter of an hour the fight was over and men
c%%lndding back along the way for * walking wounded,”
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and the Red Cross flag could be seen over there in the light of
the psetting sun.

ﬁe cnemy must have suffered heavily. Our guns caught
them during a relief, which means that therc was a double
garrison, resulting in a double number of killed, wounded, and
prisoners. Worse still for them, it secms likely that on their
way up to the lines many of them were caught in the heavy
barrage we had for some lime been flinging across their
route. '

Among the 200 prisoners taken there is an ex-waiter of the
Savoy Hotel, who says that he.is thoroughly sick of the war,
like most of his comrades, an¢; that Verdun, from which he
has jyst come, is a heaven compared to the battlefields of
Picardy.

Some time after our assault German troops were observed to
be massing for a countcr-atuack behind the captured position,
but thesc were immediatcly dispersed by our artillery, and no
attack took place thtoughout last night.

The result of the operation is that we now hold a line straight
above the Leipzig salient and striking across to our trenches
south of Mouquct Farm, where the Australians ma4- an attack
yesterday to push farther forward towards Thiépval.

15

The sucecessful advance south of the Leipzig Redoubt was
due mainly to the gyl]lant work of some Territorial troops who
attacked a maze of German trenches on Friday cvening last,
carried them by assault, and linked up with the redoubt itself,
already in our hands immediately below Thiépval, gcttmg

-a closer grip at the throat of the garrison there.

I have already told how the men captured the great dug-out
and took ncarly 600 prisoners. They were men of the Royal
Warwicks, who did that great achievement with extraordinarily
slight loss to themsclves. One of the most thrilling episodes
of the attack was when they were held up on the right byl a
German strong point, from which came a stream of machine-
gun fire. The men lay down in front of it, and held on until
our own Lewis guns condd get to work. Four times a message
came over the telephone asking whether the ““ heavies ” should
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shell the place, but the colonel was afraid that his men would
be hit, and refused the offer each time. Then suddenly, ghen
it seemed impossible to stop that deadly squirt of bullkts,
the German machine-gun ceased firc and a whitc flag fluttered
up. .

The colonel of the Warwicks expected to see twenty men
come out of that bomb-proof hiding-place. To his amaze-
ment there emerged six officers, and—not 150 men (as I think
I said in my last dispatch) but 242 unwvounded Germans and
six ¢ strctcher cases.” There were many acts of great individual
gallantry among the Warwicks 1 and all were splendid under the
fine leadership of their office}s. One sergeant jumped on to
the parados of a Gcrman trench and kept a machine-gun team
away from their weapon until our bombing party could arrive,
thercby saving the lives of many Warwmksh]u lads and helping
to secure victory.

Further along the trench a company officer, held up at a
*“ bomb-stop ** or barricade, called for aprifle and fircd repeatedly
with a cool aim at the German machine-gunners on the other
side, with two men by him, who kept refilling his magazine, and
bombers %&¢hind him hurling grenades over his shoulders.

, 16

Many of thc Germans dcfended themsclves stubbornly,
to the death. A sentry standing outside one of the dug-outs
saw our men approaching, and, turnipg quickly, shouted
down the word ““England!” to his comrades below. One
of thc Warwigcks who was closest to him hurled his last bomb
at him, and then, scizing the man’s rifle, sprang on to the
parapet rcady to shoot the cnemy as they came up. They
came up in a swarm, with bombs, and there was a great conflict
which endcd only when the last German was dead.

In one dug-out there was, in the midst of all this horzor, a
copic episode, like that of a clown in tragedy. A curtain
divided the dug-out, and a Warwickshire man thrust, his
bayonet through it. Suddenly the curtain was drawn on ore

side and a German soldier, yawning loudly shd rubbing his
eyes thh the Jjnuckles of one handy stood there, as though
‘to say’ What’s up?” He had slept heavily through the
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bombardment and attack, and now when he saw the English
soldjers facing him, believed he was dreaming.

the Warwicks took 400 yards of trenches along a front
of 600 yards and thrust the wedge closer to Thiépval.
Meanwhile, in the centre of our line of attack, English and
Scots and Australian troops had been fighting for the German
switch-line beyond Bazentin-le-Petit, the newly dug trench
which the enemy had made féverishly to defend the high ridge
above Poziéres, but could not hold. They werce Scottish troops
who took the trench opposite Martinpuich, so gaining at least
part of the ground for which we Fave striven sinee July 1.

17

It is not long ago, as th¢ calendar counts time, though a
lifetime ago for many thousands of men who have fought along
the road to Martinpitich, since that village with a queer name
seemed as unattainable as any drcam-city. No man of ours,
except our flying men, had ever seen it, for it lies just below
the Poziéres Ridge, and before the battle opened or *aly 1 the
ridge itself was a high and distant barrier defended all the way
by great strongholds likc Fricourt and Mamctz and Contal-
maison, and by all thosc woods which could be eaptured, as
every soldier knew, only by desperate fighting.*

Now, after the greatest battle in British history—a scries of
battles, rather, in one great and continuous attack—we have
gained that ridge apove Poziéres and the Windmill, and,
pushing up to this German switch-line, look down the slopes
beyond. .

There, only 500 yards away across No Man’s Land, lies
Martinpuich, as I saw it mysclf to-day from our frout-linc
trench, surpriscd that onc.could see so close into its ruins.
To my left as 1 stood out in the open, above the trenches, was
the Windmill for which thc Australians have fought—the
conical base of it being all that is left as a memorial of the
heroism that gained this ground, and behind was Poziéres, the
désolate, shell-swept ruin which is linked also, for ‘ever, with
the memory of }%rhose boys from the Overseas Dominion who
gave a treasurc of life to take it.

The way to Martinpuich is truly * The Street of Adventure *’
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~ for hundreds of thousands of our men who have fought. their
“way over the ground about it since that first day of Ji u.Iry Q).lch
- was the beginning of the great adyenture.

When I went up it to -day, farther than'I have ever been
before, and to our last post upon it, 1 passed all the places which
will make chapter-hecadings in’ any history ©f the war—the

. scenes of all the big battles and of all thc little - desperatc
" conflicts which have been fought along this wing from ditch to

ditch, in every tiny copse, in cevery bit of broken woodland.
It is a road of immortality. Alas, also of grcat death, as one
sees all along the way past,Fricourt and Contalmaison over

" ground dotted with new-made graves, where white wooden
" crosses stick up above the mounds of carth, cverywhere,

amidst the torn tree-stumps, and very ncat between the
upheaval of these ficlds {lung into chaos by gun-fire, and
clustering thickly about piles of *broken brickwork which are
still called by their old village-names. ‘

Many of those graves are the size of one man’s bed, but
others are broad mounds into which many bodies have been

¢ laid, with taller crosses, to the remembrance of all of them, such

as that <.In the memory of the N.C.0.’s and men of the
Border, Regiment who fell in action at this spot on the 1st of
July 1916.” Many of them are to unknown British soldiers
who could not be identified, but whose names ave on the long

" roll-call of honour.

18

L]
On the road to Martinpuich we passed up by Lonely Copse
—just & few.* strafed » trees—and by Lozenge Wood and the
Dingle, and Birch Tree Wood and Peake Wood, and Acid Drop

Qopsé® Do you remember the names 2 Men fought ferociously

to get these places, onr artillery registered on thcm, and I saw

‘them in the first days of July under tempests of shell-fire.  Now

they can be found only by a few charred sticks, a fewsblack
gibbcts, standing above heaps of ashes and the bones and dust

. of men.

’ g::und and is still the target of German bo

(‘ontalmmson, the capital of the woodlan mgj, is on flighcr
ardments, as it

s our target when I saw it first. Most of its red-brick
ehéteay, was. stalidingtwhen I looked into its windows one day
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from an artillery Q.P. and sifv one of its towers shot away
by one of our 15-inch shells, s cleanly as one could cut a slice
out of a cake. Now all thatfis left of the chateau is a broken
wall or two, rose-coloured excipt where the bricks are blackened
by fire, standing in the mids\ of great shell-craters and solid
waves of earth anel ash-coloureY tree-trunks all hurled about.

A devilish place is Contalmdfison now, and when I walked
=tbrough it yesterday the foul horror of it recked about me. In
the Tiighb.the Germans had flung thousands of gas-shells into
it, and the stench was still prowling about, stealing out of
crannies and shell-holes with faint, sickly whiffs as though from
rotten eggs. And the smell of corruption game up from all
the litter of battle lying there. . . .

We went beyond Contalmaison, and were glad to leave it,
for the encmy’s shells were bursting over it, and round by
Bazentin-le-Pctit Wood, thintfed out by successive storms of
shell-fire to the mere ghost of a wood, with the light striking
through its leprous-looking trunks, where many unburied dead
lic among the broken trenches. The ground rose gradually
pasi-Contalmaison Villa, which stood far beyond the village
itself, as the country house of some French gentleman who
will never see it again except in dust and ashes, and here we
were out in the centre of the battle-ground, where our men are
now fighting between the windmill of Poziéres and High Wood,
on the farthest line of our advance.

The battle was going on, as it -goes on all through the days
and mights, with ncver-ceasing gyin-fire. The infernal tumult
of it was all around us,eand death was everywhere for any man
whose luck had run out. Lord God in heaven! If a man had
any kind of prayer in his soul, or any special form of cursc for
those who made this war, his lips should mutter it in a place
like this.

THE HIGH GRO

19

It was into the famous switch-trench which has been the
goal of great endeavour since July 14, when our troops broke
the German second line, that we went through other trenches’
after the long walk in the open, gnd looked at last into Martin-
puich, just below the high ridge. Merely to see it was the
supreme proof of the greatest achievement in arms ever done
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by British soldiers. To get as "ar as this, to capture the high
ground where we now stood, behind earth and sarndbags,
looking down into the valley bt’yond, our men have stormed
many strongholds, fought throiv'zh all the ghastly woodlands
from Fricourt and Bazentin an . High Wood, and many have
fallen all along the road to Mas .inpuich.

The village itself is ]ust like : ny of all those ruins which have
been smashed to bits in this poor France. There was no sign—
of human life there among the broken buildings. Lut there
was human life, though I could not sce it, in the 500 yards of
No Man’s Land between our first line and the village.

In the deep shell-craters here, as thick as holes in a sieve,
there are still some German soldiers living.  They have no kind
of trench, for there is nothing but open ground before us for
1000 yards, now that we have taken the German switch-line,
but in these holes they hide themsclves at night and snipe our
men by day. They are fellows who have been sent out to
hold the ground as much as possitle before they are dead or
captured, and their officers never expect to see them again,
When our guns barrage this stretch of barren land th-, can
be seen hopping from one shell-hole to another, and it is then
the turn of our snipers. They brought down thirty-five the
first day, after taking the switch-line, and about as many two
days ago.

Morc valuable than a German prisoner—for what’s the value
in this war of one man’s life 7—was the German machine-gun
brought in a day or two ago from the ground outside Martin-
puich, where it lay half buried, but s> undamaged that it is
now used against the enemy with his own cartridge-belts.
Other quesr things have been brought back. Two days after
the capture of the switch-line our soldicrs saw two men waving
out there in No Man’s Land, and getting their glasses on to
them saw that they were wounded Englishmen. A party of
Scots crawled out and brought them in, as during the same day
they had carricd back a numbcr of German wounded lying
about in the shell-holes close to our own line.

The real wonder of our men is only to be seen in such places
as this. On these battlcfields, under heavy shell-fire, they were
working as calmly as though they were building sand-castles
on the English seaside. Behind them lay many of their
dead. v '
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I could track my way bark by the blood that splashed the
wall¢ of the trenches to tjic place where a medical officer
patches up the bodies of br-’)ken men in a hole in the ground.

20

The ground over which I‘ walked with a young Scottish
+@fficer—who has no cmotion at all about such things because
since“fitzavent first intor Loos he has lived cheek by jowl with
death so that any fear he may have had is killed by habit—was
nothing but one great stretch of shell-craters. There was not
onc yard of ground into which a shell hgd not fallen, over
thousands of yards. Some of them were small shells making
small craters, others were heavy shells which had made cnormous
pits, and the rim of one crater met the rim of another, or
mingled. And, as we walkdd, the sky above our hcads was
filled with shells continuing this work, flinging up the earth
again into new hills ahd hollows.

From our own batteries far away behind us there came a
‘stesdy bombardment of the German ground just beyond us,
and the shells passcd overhead with that indescribable sound
which is half a scream and half a sigh, enormous in the volume
of its noise. But those sounds were comforting compared
with others which were coming overhead. They were coming
from the ecnemy’s side with a savage overwhelmling roar, which
ended in a rending explosion.

“*BWight-inch,” said thc young Scot by my side. ‘ Heavy
stuff.” . '

It is surprising what effect an eight-inch shell can have in
the way of unhcaval. But one’s scnsation is enot that of
surprise when fifty yards away, or less, a mass of ficld is suddenly
lifted skyward and a smokec-cloud as large as a’ cathedral
stands there strangely solid in the wind. The whole ficld of
battle about us was vomiting up thesc things, and it was
damnable.
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THE GERMAN SIDE OF THE SOMME

1
AucGusT 9

I HAVE not been across to the cnemy’s side of the line (cxcept
when it has been broken by our guns and men), and I have no
intention of following the example of a friecnd of mine who
deliberately, tried to get across to them ,in search of informa-
tion. But now and again it is possible to get a mental glimpse
of how the enemy lives and works and thinks behind the barhe2-
wire and the ditches and the machine-gun redoubts which make
up his defensive system.

I mean the enemy’s fighting men, and not all those people
in Germany who starve on false promiscs and grow sick with
hope deferred,.and count up the number of their dead, and
still say, with a resolute pride, ‘ At lcast—we cannot be
beaten.” Ve

From talks with prisoners, and explorations of German
dug-outs, and the reading of captured documents, and many
days spent (before the battles of the Somme) in our own trenches
from which through a loopholc or a tuft of grass 1 have looked
ovgr to the German lines and seen, not often, but scveral
times, German soldiers moving about in working partics, and
German infantry marching down a hill-side over 2000 yards
away, I have been able to conjure up a fair answer to questions
which have often come into my head : *° What are the fellows
doing over the way ? What are they thinking about and talking
about ¥ What does it look like bchind their lines ? And how
do their methods and their ¢ moral * differ from our own ?

Since the beginning of our attack on July 1 I have gained
some later information about those things, and it scems to me
interesting to put down a few of the facts, so that people at
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P
home may know more about the enemy than they seem te

know. 1

2

There is no doubt at all thai as a fighting man the German
knows his business thoroughl)\{and performs it with great
sklll courage, and discipline. Xc has had the advantage of

i an_enormous reserye of highly trained officers and non-
commissiofted officers, and although the advantage is rapidly
disappearing, because after two years of war we are getting
large numbers of the same class of men and he is losing and
has lost a great mass of them by death and®wounds, he still
has, T imagine, more than enough for his needs.

Now, and to the end of the war (for he is carcful to keep his
best brains out of danger), heocan call upon a great store of
professional and scicntific knowledge to dircet the machincry
of this busincss of de strgxctlon and dcfence, and to organize the
lives of his machinc-made then.

In_minute detail of organization, and in a driving industry
behind#t, the German High Command is masterly, and there is
not a soldicr in the Kaiser’s armies who is not well equipped
(down to the *“ housewifc ” full of pins and necdles, cotton,
buttons, and thread, which he carries in his pouch) and well fed,
unless our guns do not permit his supplics to come up.

Enormous attention is paid to the * moral” of the men, by
orga.malg concerts, religious services, and beer-partics behind
the lines, so that they shall be kept cheerful until they die,
and the news of the world as we all know, is spccially edited
for them with that point of view in mind. .

But the German High Command is carcful of the lives of
its men until the day comes when they have to be flung risthless'y
forward, in wave after wave, against the guns of the Allics.

Again and again I have described the spaciousness and the
depth and comfort of the German dug-outs. That is part of
the system of life-saving, and the divisional commanders set
their men to work and keep them at work in a way which our
men would call slave-driving.

I have deseribed those at Montauban and Fricourt as I saw
them immediately after thejr eapture, and after the bombard-
ment which crumpled up all the trenches about them, but left
them, for the most part, solid and untouched.
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At Ovillers they are even more ¢laborate, some of them havin
g

six or eight rooms communicat/ng with each other, and two
separate stories—rooms as largl as fiftcen feet by thirty fect,
furnished with spring beds, [:arpets, washing arrangements
with water laid on, electric light, tapestries to keep out the
draughts, and other luxuries. One of the dug-outs at M

has ninc cntrances, with beds for 110 men, thirty feet below
the surface, and with a cook-house containing three big boilers.

But it is not only in the trenches and in places like Ovillers
that the German's dig so industriously. Far bchind their lines,
wherever our long-range guns can rcach them, they have
thesc claborate subterranean shelters, decper and stronger than
most of ours, and with mugh greater accommodation. It
means incessant work in addition to all the work which keeps
our own spldicrs busy night and dny. -

But it is work that saves life, and the Germans do not
begrudge it, and have no special pride in taking risks. Thade
is good generalship and good soldiering.  But it docs riot save
them. Some of our officers are apt to imagine—I confess it
was in my own imagination for a time—that the German was
so snug in these burrows of his that our bombardments in
normal times. without infantry attacks to follow did not causc
him many casualties.

The truth is that continuous artillery-fire like ours hae been
and is trlghtfull) destructive of human life, and that no amount
of digging will safeguard it. Transpoft must move along the
roads. Mcn must go up communication-trenches. VVorking
partics must come out into the open.
~ During all the month that our artillery has been increasing
its weight of metal and the number of rounds fired, the Germans;
therefore, have been suffering great losses, and the strain upon
the nerves and ¢ moral ” of the men has been severe.

This is certain not only from the statcments of German
soldiers brought into our linecs, but from new instructions
issued as late as July 16, which refer to the treatment of the
great numbers of wounded, and the terrible conditions of the
present fighting. Significant sentences reveal the truth of
things behind the German lines, and again the organizing
minds which try to better them as far as possible :
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¢ As the circumstances of the present fighting do not as a
rule permxt of a dressing-station being established near the
fighting troops, the wounded must at any rate be taken to
places which are easy to ﬁnd easy to describe, and casy to
recognize.

“ Companies miust inform attalions, and battalions regi-
ments, where the wounded art to be found, and how many
" elp.yg,are to remove,

“'Th&%can as a rule énly be moved at night. The stretcher-
bearers who come to fetch them generally waste a good deal of
time in searching for the wounded, and somctimes do not
find them if they are not assisted by the unit which has been
engaged.

* The nights are short for carrying out these large evacuations.

“I have alrcady reminded units that troops which are
relieved should carry their wounded with them.” That reveals
a tragic picture of the enemy’s losses. It is emphasized again
that many of the wound® arc not found, and suggestions are
made that picces of canvas dipped in luminous paint might
be lised to indicate the whereabouts of the wounded, or white
canvas cut into the form of a cross.

The German mind is busy with the problem of its dead also.
The encmy gocs to great risk and trouble to remove the dead
from the fields because the living men who follow ave dis-
heartencd and terrificd by the sight of so many corpses on their
way.

Seﬁ?ch-partlcq arc sent out uwder shell-fire to collect them,
even though many of the searchers may join the dead, and the
bodies are put into mortuary chambers like one found by us
the other day at Poziéres.

It was filled with dead bodies waiting to be takcn away on a
. light railway which runs up to the place, but the encmy’s
artillery fired upon this mortuary and sct it on fire, as though
they were more jealous of their dead than of the living who
were our prisoners.

4

I have said that they keep their best brains out of danger.
This is true, even when the brains are second-best. It is
very seldom that any officer over the rank of a captain is found
in the front-linc trenches, apd officers of higher rank remain
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well in the background. Lately, durmg our attack, orders
have been given that officers an‘l N.C.0.’s commanding com-
panics and platoons should visit their trenches at mght “ so
that the men may see or hear their commanders.” It is all
very naive, and reveals that cfirious lack of humour which
characterizes the German war Iq-d ‘

“ The men,” say these instrudtions, ‘* should be instructed as
to the whercabouts of their commandmg officer, and kpewr™
where to go if they feel that they require inspiring witdi courage.
To stimulate courage and to foster the feeling of confidence
and the spirit of resistance, these should be the first duties of
an oflicer in the {ront line, at all events in the present circum-
stances. Courage rather than tactful theory is the essence of a
true leader.”

To give their men courage 1;11 hours when these German
soldicrs, who are brave men, might well give way to terror,
the German chemists have manufactured tabloids which drug
them with a kind of frenzy. There $s no doubt of this, which
sometimes 1 have doubted, because many of these drugs we
found by a friend of mine—the medical officer of the Keeitish
men who hclped to take the trenches north of Poziéres a few
days ago.

They contained ether and opium in sufficient quantity te
intoxicate the strongest man. In the German opinion it is
good stuff before a counter-attack.

German organization is remarkably good. It does not
neglect the spiritual or the physical side of their soldiefs. It
provides them with song-books and praycer-books as well as
with food and drink.

It has never revealed a shortage of shells. Its gunners are
full of science and wonderfully quick to get on to their targets |
when the infantry calls for help by sending up signals of distress. .

In all the mechanies of war and in the fine art of keeping
up the pride of men the German war lords and high officers
show recal genius. But they cannot bring dcad men to life
nor hide the agonics of all their wounded, nor blink the fact
that British troops have broken their sccond line, and hammered
them with terrific blows and reached out far with long-range
guns to dcstroy them behind their lines.

They live in many ruins as bad' as Ypres—French ruins,
nllé—-and I know that, on the eve of our great attack, all

&,
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instructions were prepared for a general rctreat, with every
detafl ready in case our troops should break through on a wide
front.

That is a confession of deep apprchension. It shows that
they are envisaging defeat a1-d preparing for it—wisely enough
—in casc of necd. It is a stite of mind not expressed in an
Order of the Day issued by tie German Emperor a few days
#gn,gnd found on a German officer captured to the north of
Pogires® *

t]

“To the leaders of the troops of the First Army,” says the
Kaiser, “ I express from the bottom of myy heart my dcep
appreciation and my Imperial gratitude for the splendid
achicvement in warding off the Anglo-French mass attacks of
the 80th of July. They have accomplished with German
faithfulness what 1 and their tountry expected from them.

* God help them further.

e * (Signed) WiLreLM LR.”

“Sirge then the ground to the north of Poziéres has been
captured, and to-day therc has been fierce fighting and further
progress made by British troops towards Guillemont. God has
not helped them it scems.

Bchind the German lines, in spite of the Kaiser’s gratitude
for the courage of his troops—a courage which we must not
belittle, for it is great—men are thinking gloomily and wondering
wheftwll the agony of this great war, which holds no victory
for Germany, will hawe an ending, after all their blood and aR
their tears.



xxtv
THE ATTACKS ON THIEPVAL ™

1
Avcust 25

THE doom of Thiépval is near at hand. By a scries of small
sharp attacks, in short rushes, gfter enormous shell-fire, om
troops have forged their way across a tangled web of trenches
and redoubts until now they are just helow the row of apple-
trecs which still show a broken stump Ur two below the southern
cnd of the village. They have bitten off the nose of the Leipzig
salient, and vesterday T saw them take the Hindenburg Brénch
and its strong point, which is almost the last of the defensive
works barring our way to the south entrance of the village
fortress.

On the west our trenches have been dug for some time through
Thiépval Wood, within four hundred yards of this place, and
on the cast they have been pushed forward to the left of Mouquet
Farm ; so that we have thrown a lasso, as it were, aroufid the
stronghold on the hill, from which its Barrison has only one
way of ,escapc—by way of the Crucifix, northwards, where ow
guns will gét them, That garrison is in a death-trap. The
German soldiers in Thi¢pval must be praying for the end tc
come.

As T stood watching the place yesterday, from a trench
only a few hundred yards away, it seemed to me astounding and
terrible that men should still be living there. T could see nothing
of the viilage for there is next to nothing left of it—mnothing
at all but heaps of rubbish which were once the roofs and
walls of, houses. DBut on the sky-line at the top of a ridge
which slopes up from the Leipzig salient there still stand a
bundred trees or so, which arc all that is left of Thiépval.
They stood black and gaunt agginst the blue sky, without a
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lcaf, on their broken branches, and all charred. The brown
hummocks of the German trench-lines encircled them, with
narrow strips of grass, vividly green, between these earth-
works and below, falling away to our own lincs, a turmoil of
upheaved suil where a maze of trenches had been made shapeless
by incessant shéll-firc. ¢

All through the afternoon, as all through the morning, and
o~ mornings and afternoons of many yesterdays, our guns
were firlng in a steady, leisurcly way, one shell every minute
or two, at the ground marked out by the black trce-stumps.
They were mostly the shells of our * heavies” firing from
long range, so that for scveral seconds oneecould hear the long
voyagt of cach shell, listen to the last fierce rush of it over our
heads, and then see, before the roar of the explosion, a vast
volume of smoke and earthy vomit up from the place between
the trees, or just bclow the line of trees where the encmy’s
trenches lay. .

A friend of mine, sitting on some sandbags with his steel
helmet just below the tops of some tall thistles which gave
fricitdly cover in our foreground above the parapet, said
* Beautiful ! ” every time there was a specially big cloud-burst.
He is such a hater of war that his soul follows cach shell of
ours with a kind of exultation so that it shall help to end it
quickly. But I kept thinking of the fellows below there,
under that shcll-fire,

It was only previous knowledge, explorations in German
dug-outs, talks with men whe have come living out of such
bombardments, thal made me still believe that there were
men alive in Thiépval, and that before we take the place they
may fight desperately and keep machine-guns going to the last.
There was not a human soul to be seen. and tha earth was
being flung up in masscs ; but underground a garrison of German
soldiers was sitting in deep cellars, trying to turn deaf cars
to the crashes above them, trying to hide the terror in their
souls, a terror invading all their courage icily, and looking
into the little mirrors of long periscopes which showed them
the vision of things above-ground, and the stillness of the
British trenches, from which at any minute there might come
waves of men on a ncw attack.
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2 e

With a few others in the trench where 1 stood I knew that
our men were to make another bound yesterday aftcrnoon,
though not the exact time of it. For nearly two hours I
watched the bombardment, stea{ly and continuous, but not
an intense fire from all available batterics, and every few
minutes I looked at my wrist-watch and wondered * Will-1t
begin now?” Down bclow me was the hummocky track
of our front-line trenches, in which the attacking parties had
asscmbled. Only now and again could I see any movement
there.

In our own trench some signallers were carrying down a
new wire, whistling as they worked. A forward obscrving
officer was watching the shell-bursts through a tclescope
resting on the parapet and giving messages to a telephone
operator who sat hunched at the bottom of the trench with
his instrument. A couple of young oﬂxctrs camc along jauntily,
swearing because “ these silly asses "—whocver they might be
—*““ never tell you where they arc.” An artillery officer fame
along for a chat, and remarked that it was a fine day for a
football match.

3

It was a day when the beauty of France is like a song in
onc’s heart, a day of flecey clouds in the blue sky, of golden
sunlight flooding broad fields ®chind the battle-lines, Where
the wheat-sheaves are stacked in neat lifies by old men and
women, who do their sons’ work, and of deep, cool shadows
under the wavy foliage of the woodlands.

Behind us was a ruined village, and German shells were
falling into the corner of a wood not far away to our left, but
the panorama of the French countryside beyond the edge of the
battleficld was full of peace. Above our heads some 1 ritish
acroplancs came f{lying, and the hum of their engines was like
big bees buzzing. They flew straight over the German lines,
and presently the sky about them was dotted with whife
pulls of shrapnecl, and above the noisc of the guns there
was the high “ ping!” of the German * Archies,” as each
shell reached wp to those soaring wings, but failed to bring
them down.
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Another officer came along the trench and said, * Good
aftérnoon. The show begins in ten minutes.”

The * show ” is the name soldiers give to a battle.

By my watch it was longer than ten minutes before the
*“ show  begad. The leisurely bombardment continued in the
same way. NoOw and again a German “ crump ” replied, like
an elaborate German guttaral. Then suddenly, as though
at the tap of a baton, a great orchestra of dcath crashed out.
It is wssurd to deseribe it. No words have been made for a
modern bombardment of this intensity. One can only give
a feeble, inaccurate notion of what one big shell sounds like.

When hundreds of heavy guns are figing upon one small
line of ground and sheclls of the greatest size are rushing through
the sky in flocks, and bursting in masses, all description is
futile. I can only say that the wholc sky was resonant with
waves of noise that were fong-drawn, like the deep notes of
violins, gigantic and terrible in their power of sound, and that
cach vibration endcd a¢ last in a thunderous crash. Or again
it seemed as though the stars had fallen out of the sky and
wer# rushing down to Thiépval.

The violenee of this bombardment was as frightful as anything
I have seen in this war in the way of destructive gun-power.
The shells tore up the German trenches and built up a great
wall of smoke along the erest of the ridge, and smashed through
the trecs of Thiépval, until for minutes togcther that place
was only to be known by tall pillars of black, and white, and
brdwn smoke, which swayed about as though in a great wind,
and toppled down uwpon cach other, and rosc again.

4

A voice at my elbow, spcaking breathlessly, said : * Look!
They’re away. . . . Oh, splendid fellows ! ”

Out of our front-line trenches scrambled long lines of men.
They stood for a moment on the top of the parapet, waited for
a sccond or two until all the men bad got up into their align-
ment, and then started forward, steadily and in wonderful
order. Some of the officers turned round, as though to see
that all their men were there. I saw one of them raise his
stick and point towards the ridge. Then he ran ahead of his
men.  They were on low ground—lowest on the right, in front
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of the parapet where I stood, but sloping up a little on the left
by the Leipzig Redoubt. Beyond them the ground rose steddily
to the ridge on which Thiépval stands. Our men had a big
climb to make, and a long way to go over open country, for
four or five hundred yards is the very devil of a way to go
when it is swept with shell-fire. .

The enemy was not long in fliffging a barrage in the way of
our men. A rocket went up from his lines as a signal to his
guns, and perhaps half a minute after'our men had-sprung
over the parapet his shells began to fall. But they were too
late to do any damage there. Our men were out and away.
Some message seemed to reach the enemy and tell him this. " He
raised his barrage on to ground nearcr to his own lines, and his
heavy “crumps” fell rapidly, bursting all over No Man’s Land.
Now and again they seemed to fall right into the middle of a
bunch of our men, in a way fri;,htft'] to see, but when the smoke
cleared the group was still going forward. On the right of
the line oue great shell burst with an enorinous crash, and this
time there was no doubt that it had caught some of our men.
I saw them fall in a heap. . . . Perhaps they had flung them-
selves down to avoid the shell splinters.  Perhaps not one of
them had been touched. It is extraordinary how men can
avoid death like that.

Nothing checked the advance of the long lines of figures
going through the smoke; not all the German barrage, which
was now very fierce. The men had to cross one of those
narrow strips of grass-land betwgen the earthworks before &hey
came to the first line of Gerinan trenchc., and they showed
up black and distinet against this green beit wheoever the smoke
of the shells bursting above them dri ted away.

They were not in close formation. They went forward,
after the first few moments of advance, in small partics, widely
scattered, but keeping the same direction. Sometimes the
parties themselves broke up and separated into individual
figures, jumping over shell-craters, running first to left or right
as the shrick of an encmy shell warned them of approaching
deatlr. I saw then how easy it is to losc all sense of direction
in an attack like this, and the reason why men sometimes go
so hopelessly astray. But yesterday it was quite marvellous
how quickly the men recovered thcir line when they had
‘drifted away in the blinding smoke, and how the groups kept
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in touch with each other, and how separate figures running to
catchl up succeeded in joining the groups.

5

We watched the single figures, following the fortunes of each
man across the fire-swept slope, hoping with all our souls that
he would get through and on. Then he would pigk himself up
when hefell face forwatd.

For a little while the men were swallowed up in smoke. I
could sce nothing of them, and I had a horrible feeling this
time nonc of us would ever see them again. For they had
walked straight into the infernal fires, and all bchind them and
all in front the shells were bursting and flinging up the earth
and raising cnormous, fantast.ic clouds.

It scemed an hour before I saw them again. 1 suppose it
was only five or six minutes. The wind drifted the smoke
away from the Thiépva® Ridge, and there, clear and distinet
to the nakced cye, were the lines of our men swarming up.
Some. of them were alveady on the highest ground, standing,
single figurcs, black against the sky. They stood there a
second or two, then jumped down and disappcared. They
were in the German trenches, close to Thiépval.

*“ Magnificent ! ” said a French officcr who was standing
close to me.  ““ By God, your men are fine ! ”

They were wonderful. The German barrages did not stop
therit They went through and _on as though proof against
shells.  Somc men did not go ‘on, and fell on the side of
the slope, but it scemed to me there were not many of
them.

In the centre of the German trenches was a strong point or
redoubt, with machine-guns. It was onc of those deadly
places that have often checked one of our attacks, and cost
many brave lives. But I could see that our men were all round
it. One single figure was an heroic silhouctte against the blue
of the sky. Hec was bombing the redoubt, and as he flung
his bombs the attitude of the man was full of grace like a Greek
disc-thrower. A German shcll burst close to him and he was
engulfed in its upheaval, but whether he was killed or, not I
could not tell. I did not ‘see him again.
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6 .

Up the slopc went the other men, following the first wave,
and single fellows hurrying after them. In a little while they
had all disappcared. They were in the enemy’s trenches,
beyond all doubt.

New sounds of an explosive kind came through all the

fury of gun-fire, which had slackcned in intensity, but was
still slashing the air. It was a kind of hard knpcking in
separate strokes, and I knew it was bomb-fire. Our men
were at work in and about the German dug-outs, and there
were Germans there who were not surrendering without a
fight. .
Onc fight took place on the top of the parapct. A man camc
up and stood on the sky-line—whether an English soldier or a
German it was impossible to see. I think a German, for a
second after another man came up as though chasing him, and
the first man turned upon him. They both had revolvers
and fired, and disappeared. Other men were running along
the parapets of the German trenches. They were ours, and they
were flinging bombs as they ran. Then a curtain of smoke
was wafted in front of them again, and they were hidden.

From our own trenches another wave of men appecared. I
think it wanted more courage of them even than of the first
line of assaulting troops to go out over that open ground. They
had to face the German barrage and to pass over a way where
many of their comrades were lying. But they went on ste.dily
and rapidly, just as the others had ge¢nc, splitting up into
groups, runuing in short rushes, disappcaring in the smoke of
shell-bursts,. falling into shell-craters, scrambling up, and on
again. . . .

Anothcr wave came still later, making thcir way to that -
ridge where their comrades were fighting in the cucmy’s trenches.
They, too, disappeared into those ditches.

Only in the ground near to me could I sce any sign of life
now. Here some of our wounded were walking back, and the
stretcher-bearers were at work. I watched a little procession
coming very slowly to our trenches with their stretchers lifted
high. It was a perilous way of escape for wounded when the
cnemy was flinging shells all over the ground and there was
no safety zonc. Somewhere on our right a shell had struck
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a bomb-store or an ammunition dump and a volume of smoke,
reddish brown, rosec and spread into the shape of a gigantic
query mark. Other fires were burning in what had been No
Man’s Land, and out of an explosion in the enemy’s trenches
there was flung up a black vomit in which were human beings,
or fragments of them.  Over the ridge by Thiépval the enemy’s
barrage was continuous on the far side of the slope between
our trenches on the west and the ground just gained, and the
top of tha smoke-cloud$ drifted above the sky-line as though
from a row of factory chimneys.

7

Suddenly out of all this curtain of smoke came a crowd of
figures, leaping and running. lhuy were Germans trying to get
to our trcnchcs, not in a countc.r-atta,ck but to give themselves
up as prisoncrs, and to get some cover from their own shell-fire.
Terror was in their Att®udes, in their wild stampede and
desperate leaps over the broken ground where the shells of
their osvn guns were bursting. One great German ““crump ™
crashed close to them, and 1 think it must have killed some of
them.

Then for more than an hour as T watched, other figures came
back from the high ground towards our old fr ont line, some-
times in groups of two or three, sometimes alone. They were
our light!ly wounded men, with here and there a German.

It %as with a scnse of horrible fascination that I watched
the adventures of these men, scparately. One of them would
jump down from the sky-line, and come at a quick run down
the slope. Then suddenly he would stop and stand in an
indecisive way as though wondering what route to_take to
.avoid the clusters of shell-bursts spurting up below him. He
would decide sometimes on a cireuitous route, and start running
again in a ziggag way, altering his direction sharply when a
shell crashed close to him.

I could sce that he was out of breath. He would halt and

stand as though listening to the tumult about him, then come

on very slowly. I wanted to call out to him, to shout, * This

way, old man! ... Quick!” But no voicc would have

carried through that world ‘in uproar. Then perhaps he would

stumble, and fall, and lic as though dead. But presently I
o *
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would sce him crawl on his hands and knecs, stand up and’run
again. Hec would reach our line of trenches and jump ‘down,
or fling himself down. Some cover at last, thank God ! So it
happened with man after man, and each journey was the
adventure of a man trying to dodge death. It was horrible to
see.

High above the Thiépval Ridge there were perpendicular
streaks of white smoke and light, strangcly spectral, like tall
thin ghosts wrapped in white shrouds and illumjned in a
ghastly way. 1 think they wcre the long tails of rockets fired
as signals to the guns. The German black shrapnel and their
green ‘““ universal > shell was hanging in big puffs above the
denser pall below, and there was the glint and flash of bursting
shells stabbing through the wall of smoke.

Our aeroplanes were right over Thiépval all through the
battle, circling round in wide $teady flights, carcless of the
German anti-aircraft guns, which wcre firing continuously.
Two hostile planes came out and our mien closed about them,
and flew to attack, but after a little while the Germans fled
back in rctreat. The only observation the cnemy had was
from two kite balloons, poised well forward, but often lost
and blinded in all the clouds.

So I watched, and knew, because our men did not come
back from those trenches on the Thiépval ridge, that they had
been successful. It was only the prisoncrs and the lightly
wounded who came back. The assaulting partics were holding
the ground they had capturcd in spite of all the shell-fize that
crashed over them. They "had tightened the iron net round
Thiépval and drawn it closer.

So at lust I went away from the battleficld, back to the
quiet harvest-fields flooded with the golden glow of the sinking
sun, luckier than the men who had to stay, and ashamed of my’
luck. The enemy was flinging shells at long range. The’
harvest-fields were not quitc so safe as they looked.

There were ugly corners to pass, shell-trap corners, where
it is not wisc to linger to light a cigarette. DBut hell was behind
me, up there at Thiépval, where the storm of shell-fire still
raged, and where, below-ground, the Gernian garrison atvaits
its inevitable fate.
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8
AvucusT 26

Following the official communiqué, I can now say that the
troops whom I saw advancing so splendidly and stcadily across
a great stretch of No Man’s Land to the higher ground round
Thiépval were men of Wiltshire and Worcestershire. They
deserve the honour that has been given thcm by Sir Douglas
Haig in his report, because after their great assault they had to
sustain last night a strong attack by Prussian Guardsmen,
following a long and fierce bombardment., The courage of
these English lads—among them being boys who once followed
the plough and worked in the orchards of those quict old
counties—did not fail a.gamst the finest troops of the Kaiser’s
armies, and that phrase in the official communiqué which
records their achicvement is a fine memorial :

* The success of our*defences is largely duc to the steadiness
and dctermined gallantry of Wiltshire and Worcestershire
men, who, in spite of being subjected to a very heavy bombard-
ment, steadily maintained their positions, and repulsed the
determined assault of the enemy.”

It seems to me probable that the enemy will make a big
effort to check our continued advance along the ridge from
Thiépval to High Wood, and especially to reseue Thiépval
itself from its impending fatc. The position our troops have
gained by two months’ fighting ofi the most heroic kind has put
the enemy at a great disadvantagé from the point of view of
artillery obscrvation, which is all-important in modern warfare.

On the ground in front of us now, beyond the Windmill and
the switch-line, the German battalions arc in an uptcnable
‘position if our attack is pressed on, until they fall back upon
what is known as the Flers line, more than 2000 yards behind
Martinpuich and High Wood, and meanwhile their present
line of defence is open to our bombardments, so that the cnemy’s
casualties must be very heavy, and, as we know, the “ moral >’
of thelr men in these shell-craters and ruins is badly shaken.

It is obvious that the German Headquarters Staff rcalizes
the gravity of the position, and is endeavouring to organize
a method of defence by aftack, which will stop or check the
British advance. They are probably too shrewd to believe
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that this can be done by bringing up fresh troops to replace
those who have been worn out, and stand with shattered nerves
beyond the British lines.

Fresh troops or old troops are food for our guns, greedy for
them. Itis only by guns that the enemy can fight against
guns, and he is drifting down batterics into a great concentration
for the defencee of Thiépval.

1t will be the greatest ducl of artillery cver seen on the British
front, for as 1 have seen mysclf the sweep and fury of our ovn
shell-fire in the neighbourhood reaches the most astounding
intensity. Mcanwhile we have in this scetor, beyond any
shadow of doubt, or exaggeration, the mastery of the air, and
that is of supreme advantage to our gunners, and to the-dinfantry
who are supported by them.

So far our progress has not been bronght to a dead halt, and
we have made further ground yesterday, by wonderfully fine
fighting on the part of English and Scots battalions, to the
north and cast of Dclville Wood. # Our hurricane bombard-
ment preceding the attack of these troops was countered by a
heavy barrage from the enemy, but our men went forwsrd with
an unflinching spirit to a line striking across the Flers-Longueval
road, and joining on thce left—hy a curved salient—our old
position south-west of High Wood.

The bhardest part of the fighting was on the left of the attack,
where there was u great deal of machine-gun fire, but the enemy’s
trenches were carried and prisoners were taken 1o the number
of ten officers and 214 other ranks.  Several machine-gthis also
were brought back after” being captured by hand-to-hand
fighting at the strong points.

9

AUGUST 28

I have alrcady deseribed my own visual impressions of the
grcat assault made south of Thiépval by men of Wiltshire and
Worcestershire, which I watched from a neighbouring trench.
But there arc still things to be told about this memorable
achievement—as fine in its way as anything our men have
done. The name of Wiltshire will always be speeially remem-
bered on the ground of the Leipzig salient, which barred the
southern way to Thiépval, for they were troops of this county
who, as far back as Juiy 8, captured the butt-cnd of that strong-
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hold, ,and, working with other county troops on their right,
made the next advance, on August 22, which preceded the
greater attack two days later.

That affair of August 22 was extraordinarily fine and brief
and successful. T'wclve minutes after the attacking time, the
Wilts men had gine across the one hundred yards of No Man’s
Land, capturcd the encmy’s ncarest line of trenches, and sent
down their first batch of twenty prisoners.
= The Wiltshires had only three casualties in getting across
the open ground, though afterwards suffered more under the
enemy’s shell-fire.  Most of the German dug-outs werc blown
in, but therc was one big subtcrranean cltamber which was
not badly damaged, and wanted only a little work to make it
a place of comfort for the new-comers. As their colonel said
to me to-day: ‘It always ,gives us great pleasurc to take
lodgings in these German apartients.’

The attack on the Hindenburg Trench which I saw on
August 24 was comﬁlic‘?xtcd because the Wiltshires had to
advance partly across the open—300 yards of No Man’s Land,
whichsis no joke—and partly, on their left, throngh a network
of trenches climbing the high ground from the Leipzig salient
to Thiépval.

It was nccessary thercfore to organize the attack so that
those advancing over the open should not arrive,at the Hinden-
burg Trench sooner than those worrying their way up through
the broken earthworks, not at all an casy proposition.

Als8 before the Hindenburg *line could be scized securely
it would be essential to ““kill ” a German strong point at a
junction made in the Hindenburg Trench by a (,ommumw,tlou-
way running up from the Leipzig salient.

The penalty of not doing so would be certain deatk to many
. of our men by an enfilade {irc of machine-guns. These are little
details that worry the souls of commanding officers and company
commanders before they get the men over the parapet with
thousands of bombs and the supplics of plcks, shovels, sandbags:
Lewis-gun “ drums,” Very lights, and other material of war.

10

On the day before the last attack on the southern way into
Thiépval the cnemy, who suspected bad things coming, tried to
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thwart our plan by hurling a terrific storm of shell-fire all over
the Leipzig salient.

He scems to have brought up new guns for the purpose, and
his heavy five-point-nines ‘ crumped ”” the ground in all
directions. But all this did not stop the Wiltshires and the
Worcestcers, who went on with their own little scheme.

On Thursday afternoon last cverything went like clockwork
from the moment that our artillery opened with the intense
bombardment described by me in a former dispatch. ¢

The Worcesters attacked on the right, the Wiltshires on the
left. Over the parapet they halted a moment, and then went
forward in a steady and ordered way. I could not see the men
working up through the trenches on the left until they sprang
up to the crest of the ridge, but only those who went across the
open. The last eighty yards wag covercd in the quickest time,
and soon aftcr our shell-fire lifted off the German trench the
Wiltshires and Woreesters were in among the enemy.

But not close togcther. There ‘was a gap of fifty yards
between the two parties, and in order to get in touch with each
other they bombed left and right. It was at this moment that
a company officer distinguished himsclf by great gallantry.

There were Prussian Guards in the trench, and they fought
fiercely, using the gap as a bombing centre. Unless routed
out this group of men might have spoiled the attack. The
officer saw the situation in a flash, and was quick to get a rifle
to his shoulder. Ilc¢ was a dead shot, and shot, one after the
other, five men who were trying to blow him to bits with their
hand-grenades. -

At the same time a sergeant serambled up into the open,
and running along outside the trench flung his bombs at the
encmy below, “ to rattle them,” according to the description of
his commanding officer. Another young soldier fixed his Lewis
gun over the parapet and fired down into the trenches, so that the
enemy had to keep quiet until our men were all round them.

The strong point by the Kocnigstrasse had been rushed, and
the Hindenburg Trench was ours.

.

11

Sﬂarp and fiercc fighting had carried the trenches on the left

and capturcd a strong dug-out belenging to the German company
&
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commanders. Here also the Prussian Guards fought with
great courage, firing up from their dug-outs and only surrender-
ing under the menace of immediate death. One sergeant here
on the left walked about in the open with a cool courage and
shot twelve Germans who were sniping from shell-holes. The
ground was alreddy strewn with their dcad, killed by our
bombardment, and over this graveyard of unburied men there
was bayonct fighting and bombmg until all the Prussians
who remained alive became the prisoners of the Wiltshires.

There were scveral officers among them wearing the Iron
Cross, and all the ofticers and men werc tall fellows with brand-
new equipment, which showed that they had just come into
the trenchcs.

Two captured machine-guns were turned against the enemy’s
line, with their own ammunition ready for use, and both the
Wiltshires and the Worcesters scttled down in the new line,
badly smashed as usual by our shcll-fire, but with a lot of
useful dug-outs still int&kt, to hold on under the inevitable
retaliation of the encmy’s guns.

All shrough the night there was a steady bombardment, but
nothing of extraordinary fcrocity. It was the usual night’s
“strafe ” in the neighbourhood of Thiépval, which is not really
a nice place.

On the following day—last Friday—the hostile shell-fire
increased. Five-point-nines were joined by eight-inchers, and,
as onc of the officers deseribed it, ““ every durned thing.” It
quickéhed and strengthened in iatensity until towards evening
it was a hurricane bombardment mcaning onc obvious thing—
a countcr-attack. Our men were well down in the old German
dug-outs, gratcful to their enemy for digging so deep and well,
but it became most nccessary to warn our “ heavies ’) that the
Prussians were gathering for a smashing assault.

Runners were sent out to get back through the barrage if
they had the luck, and several of these brave men tried and
several failed, dying on the way.  But oné had more than human
luck. Owing to the appalling character of the ground, “ pitted
and, ploughed as though by a gigantic harrow ”—it is his
officer’s phrase—thc man lost his sense of dircetion, staggered
and stumbled on through the smoke and over the shell-craters,
and then—amazed—found himself looking over a parapet
into a trench full of Germans,with fixed bayonets. They werc
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crowded there, those tall Prussians, awaiting the momgnt to
launch their counter-attack.

The runner turned back. Before him the ground was a
serics of voleanoces, tossed up by German shells and British
shells.  He knew that he had to pass through our barrage and
the encmy’s barrage. The chances against him were tremen-
dous. In his own opinion he had no more chance than a
“ snowflake in hell.” But he ran back, dodging this death,
and—came through untouched ! ! ‘ s

The “ heavies ” did at last get the message and were quick
to answer it.  “ In three shakes,” said an officer of the Wilt-
shires, ““ they were smashing the German lines to glory.”

Those tall Prussians crowding there were caught-by this
storm. Their treneh beeame a ditchful of mangled bodies.
Only a thin wave of men came out into open country, and of
these not many went back.

The Prussian counter-attack was killed. The Worcesters
and the Wiltshires held their ground¢solind Thiépval, and their
losses were paid for heavily by German blood.



XXV v
THE LAST FIGHTS IN DEVIL’S WOOD

1
. Aucust 29
Tar. barren ground of the battleficlds was turned into swamps
this afternoon, when the elquds which had been piling up in
great black masscs suddenly broke after a few warning flashes
of lightning and a roll of thundcr.

I have been vsatchmg"‘th( usual artillery bombardment over
the Pozicres Ridge and Thiépval, spreading castward to the
thin fringe of High Wood, faintly pencilled against the darkening
sky. The guns quickened their pace at about three o’clock,
and on our right the French artillery was also hammering away.
Then the storm burst and nature, after all, had the best of it,
though all the atmospheric effects scemed like a magnificent
plagiarism of our human chemistry which has filled the sky
with darkness and forked lightnings, and the earth with high
explo8ives, and the air with noige, These thunder-claps ripping
the clouds before the long ruffle of their drums, and the winking
of the lightning behind the black curtains on the hills,,and the
queer, ghaslly colours cdging fantastically shapéd wreaths of
cloud, were enormously like our miniature tempesis of hate.
Nature was at war with itself, and our pop-guns scemed silly
toys.

Coming down to carth and its funny ants, called men,
there has not been very much activity during the past twenty-
four hours beyond the work of the gunners. Between Delville
Waod and High Wood our troops captured a German barricade,
and therc was some bombing about the shell-craters on the
way to Ginchy, all of which gives us at last a strong grip all
round and beyond that Devil’s Wood where our men have
fought so often and so hard,
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There seems no doubt about it now, judging from all I heard
at an officers’ mess in a big-sized tent between the bombard-
ment and the thunder-storm, where a number of young officers
told me incidents of the recent fighting there.

2

It was on August 24, as I have described already in a brief
way, that the big “shove” was madc all round this beastly
wood and out of it on the east side, where the Germans still
had some strong posts and shcll-craters and machine-guns.

The troops engaged were mostly of English regiments, with
one body of Scots, and they all did splendidly in spité of the
tragic character of the ground and the intensity of the enemy’s
barrage. Accidents happencd npw and then. At one point
of the advance the German wire was uncut, and only cight
men could get through. They killed ¢Jeven Germans in the
craters beyond them, and stayed there till dusk, and came
back.

On the north side of the wood the troops were hammered
by shell-fire, but * stuck > it out, and went forward marvel-
lously, under the protection of their own shell-fire, while our
machine-guns kept the enemy’s hcads down by a stream of
machinc-gun bullets—a million of them—which * watered »’
his trenches.

There was but little hand fighting here. Many Germans
were found dead in their muck-hcaps which were once trénches.
Four of them ran forward to surrender so furiously that they
scared »one of our mcn, who ran too, until he realized their
intention and took them prisoner. Another came running
forward and was scized by the throat by an officer, who was
suspicious of his intention in the heat of the moment.

Therc was also a bull-pup who came over and is now cnjoying
bully-beef.

Farther on the right there was great fighting to thrust the
enemy out of his last ditch in Delville Wood and to get across
the ground to the east of it. .

The enemy fought with high courage, and there were many
bombing ducls, in which one of our sergeants caught German
bombs  before they burst and flung them back again—which
is not an easy trick to learn. A l.ewis gun was thrust up very



THE LAST FIGHTS IN DEVIL'S WOOD 219

quickly to a German post where a machine-gun was concealed
in a shell-crater and played its hose on the tcam who refused
to surrender. Out of one such strong point—a nest of craters—
fifty-four Prussians came up with the usual shout of surrender
when our bombing parties had surrounded them.

Every man fought with reckless courage. The wounded
officers carricd back on stretchers brought the latest news to
their brigadier, and said, *“ We’re doing jolly well, sir,” or
“®xplained*the ditficult bits of work in hand.

The stretcher-bearers went out through the heaviest fire
and searched for th¢ wounded with great self-sacrifice. One
man of the R.A.M.C. was out there, over thes frightful ground,
for twenty hours at a strctch, saving many men, untired till
the last.

One queer horror was segn. Some German scntries were
found ticd to posts, and one man stood there without a head,
which had been blown off by a shell. It scemed some awful
form of ficld punishmeéht, perhaps for men who had tried
to desert. Nearly 400 prisoners were taken altogether that
day. -

They had fought bravely—once they had the pride of
Prussians. But now many of them were utterly broken, and
one officer, when he was questioned, could only wring his
hands and moan about the awful losses of his eqmpany.

It was fighting which continued the tradition of Devil’s
Wood—where horror and heroism have gone hand in hand.

3
1]
SFPTEMBER 2

The enemy’s attempt to recover somc of his lost ground
around Delville Wood has been very costlv to him, and has
only succeeded in two places in foreing our men back a little
way, in spite of the sclf-sacrifice of those German soldiers who
obeyed orders and came across a foul gronnd through the
curtain-fire of our guns, and fell, as thcey knew they must
fall..

So we go back to Devil’s Wood again, and the name of its
beastliness must be writtgn down once more as a place where
more dead lie among those who have lain there long, and where
once more shell-fire is smashing through the charred tree-
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stumps and biting great chunks of wood out of sturdy old {runks
still standing in this shambles.

It will be remembered, perhaps, how in the last big fighting
here more than a week ago our men thrust our lines out beyond
the wood, above the orchard trench of Longueval and the
sunken road to IIigh Wood, and captured the cnemy’s last
strong point in the north-east corner of the wood, and chased
the enemy out of a network of trenches zigzagging away from
the wood towards Guinchy. Somecthing like 400 prisone..
were taken then, and in knocking out machine-gun posts, in
bombing the enemy out of small redoubts, and sweeping across
ground pitted with shell-craters in which lay stubborn Germans
sniping our men as they passed, cvery quality of courage and
the fighting spirit was shown by our troops engaged.

It was good to get about beyond the Devil’s Wood, and our
men redug their trenches outside it with a willing industry.
Then by bad luck the rain came, and heavy clouds gathered
and broke, slashed by lightning, and“it0oded the battleficlds.

It was hard luck on ncwly made trenches and on the men
who had dug them. T think it is difficult for people at home
to understand the meaning of big rain in this war of ours;
the very sandbags come slipping off the parapets, and parapets
come falling on to the firesteps, and rivers come rushing down
the boggy ditches.

Rifles drop and get caked with wet mud. Hand-grenades
disappear into the quagmire. To get supplies up narrow
ditches is tiring to the point of sheer exhaustion.  So our men
were tired—* fed-up ” with the weather, as they would put
it—when the enemy began to bombard them, not in the usual
way of a war-day’s work, but furiously, with a storm of hate.

For thyce hours the bombardment went on and increased ,
in violence. The front trenches had been lightly held, and the
men there held on until there were no trenches, but only shell-
craters and a wild upheaval of wet earth. The enemy believed,
perhaps, that they had finished all our life in those muck-
heaps.

German soldicrs ordered to advance may, for a few minntes,
have bolstcred up their courage by the thought that their
guns had done most of the work. Not longer than that. When
the first wave of the 118th German regiment came out of their
shéll-craters and ditches they came full into the face of a
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dcadly machine-gun fire, and under a great barrage of high
cxplosives.

It was the fire of our machine-gunners which killed most of
them. They fell as if swept down by invisible scythes.

The sccond wave camce—not in a standing line, as people
may imagine, But in little bunches or groups, and singly,
stumbling in and out of shell-holes, in short rushes, leaping to
avoid shell-bursts, but not rctreating once bit from the death

esdant waised for them. The second German wave was wiped
out. ’

A third, fourth, and {ifth wave advanced, and though many
of these men fell, and the waves became mipgled and confused
in their tide, there were enough to reach the place where
our lines had bcen, and too many at the time for our men,
who had becen sorely tried to dispute the foremost shell-craters
with them. *

Our troops had to fall back in onc or two places along the
fringe of Delville Wdous and behind the line of the sunken
road westward.  But the enemy did not gain the ground round
the wood. Even where he had damaged our trenches most
we held strong posts, machine-guns in convenient shell-holes,
and small groups of brave fcllows in isolated bits of trench
keeping their bombs and rifles dry.

During the night also our men bombed out parties of Germans
in a portion of the sunken road, and regained the bit of ground
for which the enemy had paid so high a price in blood.

Tosday there was a blue sky again over the battleficlds, and
the sunlight lay over the ghastly’ruin of all those villages and
woodlands. .

A great day for the gunners, O God! . . . They made the
most of it, and I watched the bombardment piling up the
columns of smoke and earth between Thiépval and lI’igh Wood,
and a ficree German barrage between Mamcetz Wood and the
Bazentins.

Heavy “crumps ” were bursting also® away back by Contal-
maison, and once the Virgin of Albert was hidden in a smoke-
cloyd which rosc from the ruins about it.

The sun gleamed on all our kite-balloons hastening forward
in the blue to watlch the encmy’s lines., They were dazzling
white, these “ Rupcrts ” of the sky, and above and about them
flashed our battle-plancs going over the enemy’s country.
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Ceaselessly the infernal clangor of great guns banged over
the hills, and the shells went whining overhead. The éncmy
was getting the worst of it, if I could judge from the greater
weight of our bombardment, but his guns were also hard at
work, at long range beyond Grandcourt and Flers. He flung
out a quantity of gas-shells—and the sun shone down upon
all these little busy ways of men, and the fields were flooded
with a golden light.



XXVI
~THE AUSTRALTANS AT MOUQUET FARM

1

' SEPTEMBER 8

To-pay, Sunday, September 8, many of our troops have been
engaged in hard fighting.

The main facts of these bdttles will be told officially before
what I have to write is published—the capturc of Guillemont,
the advance at lcast ws ‘ar as half-way through the village of
Ginchy, the taking of ground eastwards beyond Mouquet Farm
—and put even as briefly as that it will bc known by people
at home that our men have again gone forward in a great
attack and fought tremendously.

Again all this countryside above the Somme has been filled
with thosc scenes of war which I have deseribed so often since
that morning of July 1 when we began the great attack,
pictures of a day of battle when many troops are engaged,
and when the power of our artillery is concentrated in a tremen-
dous cndcavour—stabs of fire from the muzzles of many guns,
smoke-clonds rising above the ridges of the hills and lying
dense in the valleys, the bloody trail of the walking wbunded,
groups of prisoners tramping down, ambulance convoys swirling
through quict lanes, bandaged men in casualty clearirfg-stations
or sitting in harvest-fields behind the lines waiting for the Red
Cross trains, guns going up, ammunition columns crawling
forward, transport, mules, motor-carsy field-guns, troops—
everywhere the movement of a great day of war.

2

Looking back on to-day’s battle-pictures two of them rise
before me now as I write, most vividly. One of them was just



224 dTHE BATTLES OF THE SOMME

a smoke-picture as I stared down into the boiling heart of its
cauldron this morning. I was in an artillery observation-post,
from which on ordinary days one may sce cach shell burst
above the ruins of Thiépval and the ragged trecs of its woods
and the broken row of apple-trces, and a charred stick or two
of Mouquet Farm, and beyond, very clearly .on the ridge, the
conical base of the windmill above Poziéres.

To-day one could sce nothing of this. Nothing at all but
a hurly-burly of smoke, black rising in columns throngh whige
white floating through and above black, and all moving and
writhing. That was where our men were fighting.

That was all the picture of this struggle, just smoke and
mist. Thousands of shells were bursting there, but one could
sec no scparate shell-burst ; no single human figure dodging
death or meeting it.  So I stood and stared and listened. Tt
was like a world in conflict.

The noise of the guns was tense. The hammer-strokes of
cach explosion met cach other stroke, .7 ¢ gave out an cnormous
clangor. Dante looking down into Infcrno may have scen
something like this, and would not have heard such a noisc.
It was most like the spirit of war of anything I have seen, and
I have scen men go forward and fall, and watched their single
adventures.

The other picture was more human and less frightful, though
sad and tragic and wonderful. 1t was a ficld behind the battle-
lines, into which the “ walking wounded ” first came down
after their escape from those fires farther up. It was a hprvest-
ficld with rows of ncat corn-siooks near a wood in heavy foliage,
in spite of shells which came from time to time to break the
branches.  Some wounded men lay about on the stubble.
Others came limping between the corn-stooks, with their arms
about the necks of stronger comrades. '

Horse ambulances halted by the side of the road, and groups
of Red Cross men ran forward and brought back very slowly
stretchers heavily laden with human bundles, who were laid
by the side of those who could sit up with their backs to the
wheat-sheaves. Many of the men’s faces were caked with
blood. ‘There was every kind of wound exeept the worst.
But men with bandaged heads called out to others who came
with their arms in slings, and men' gone lame gossiped with
men whose jackets hud been cut away at the shoulder—and
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I saw again the wonder that one always sees after battle, which
is the cheerfulness of men who arc not too far gone to hide their
pain, the courage of the British soldier, which is sublime.

There were a few men thcre from whom one’s eyes played
the coward, but it was good to sce the happincss of those who
had come out of the zone of death into this harvest-ficld, where
there was safcty cxcept for chance shells. Guns were firing
all round them. But they were our guns. Thesc men were
“... heroesof a great da¥y of battle, and they had been touched
by fire, but had not been burnt in the furnaces to which they
had gone before the dawn. They had had all the Juck.

3

It is too soon to tell the story of this day. Our men are
still fighting as the sun goes down this evening with a red
glow in the sky after a sharp burst of rain.  In those wet and
broken ditches, which we call trenches, north-cast beyond
Mouquet Farm, and on the right by Guillemont, the cnemy
is still being routed out of shell-craters and trying to rally to
counter-attacks, and the German guns are {linging out barrages
to drive our men back if they can. At this hour, when all is
confused and uncertain cxcept the main facts that we have
taken Guillemont and part of Ginchy, and {ar beyond Mouquet,
with great news from the French on our right—the capture of
Cléry and 1500 prisoners—I can give only a few glimpses of
the incfdents of all this fighting. »

On the left our attack was madé on the German lines north
and south of the Ancre. Our troops went over their pgrapets
this morning almost beforc the first glimmer of dawn had
lightened the sky. They could only see the ground immediately
. before them, and it was, of course, pitted with shell-craters,
old and new. The new craters had just been made by our
hurricane bombardment, which had laid the enemy’s parapets
in shapeless ruin, killing a great numbcet of Germans in what
had been their trenches. Their light signals called to their
gunoers, and at the very instant our men came into the open
an accurate barrage swept our lines. But the men were away,
and as far as I heard from them this morning the line on the
left did not suffer uncommonly in the scramble across No
Man’s Land.

P
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A number of them forced their way into and through the
encmy’s first and second lines, bayoneting the Germans who
tricd to resist them, and clearing the ground of strong-snipers
and machine-gunners. They fought—these English country
fellows—-in heroic style to the south of the river. The enemy’s
machine-gunners played an enfilade fire upon the successful
troops across the Ancre, and the enemy’s artillery was able to
concentrate on this ground. Ours held on to the German
second linc against this overwhelming fire with a mos: stubberz:
endurance, but afterwards when a body of Prussians advanced
to a counter-attack drew back to get into linc again with the
men on their right, south of the river.

“ It was the shcll-fire which made our position untenable,”
said one of the officers who had been fighting here. “ But in
any case we put a large number of Boches out of action, and
that is always worth doing, and brings the end of the war a
little closer.”

PRARS

4

Much more lucky and valuable was the advance made by
Australian troops upon Mouquet Farm. These men knew the
ground intimately, and had already penetrated the ruins of
the farm by a strong patrol, which went in and out some days
ago, bringing back some prisoners, as I described at the time.
They were confident that they could do the same thing again,
though the site of the farm might be difficult to hold against
hostile firc. Our guns did not fail them this morning. ~

Onc of these clean-cut Australian boys with those fine,
steady, truth-telling cyes which look so straight at one cven
after a nerve-breaking ordeal of fire, told me to-day that the
bombardment preeeding their attack was the greatest thing.
he has ever heard, though he has fought under many of them .
hereabouts.

“ Our shells rushed over us,” he said, “with a strange, loud,
ringing noise which ‘picrced one’s ear-drums with a violent
vibration. It was just marvellous.” But the enemy’s guns
were powerful too, and he replicd tremendously as soon as
our own ‘ lifted ” and lengthened their fuses.

The way across No Man’s Land, which was about 200 yards,
I think, was a passage perilous. There was no level ground
anywhere, not a foot of it. It was all shell-holes. Our men
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fell in and scrambled out and fell in again. Some of the holes
were full of water and mud, and men plunged up to their arm-
pits and were bogged.

There was nothing in the way of trenches to take. The
Germans were holding lines of shell-craters. In these deep
pits they had fixed their machine-guns, and were scattered
all about in isolated groups, with little stores of bombs, and
rifles kept dry somchow. It was extraordinarily difficult to
«ttack such a position’because there was no definite line.

The Australians found themsclves sniped by machine-guns—
horrible little spasms of bullets—from unknown quarters, to
the right and left, even behind them. By the time the line
of Mouquet Farm was reached the battle was broken up into
a number of scparatc encounters between small parties of
Australians and small parties of Prussians.

There were bombing duels between one man and another
over a shell-hole. Prussians sniped Australians and Australians
Prussians at short range from the cover of craters.

But in spite of all this hugger-mugger fighting the Australians
pushed forward, and advanced partics went into Mouquet
Farm and 200 yards beyond it on the other side. Mouquet
Farm—or ** Moo-cow ” and ‘° Muckie »* Farm, as it is variously
called—only exists as a name. Of the farm buildings there is
nothing left but some blackened beams no higher than one of
the Australian boys.

The enemy, however, had his usual dug-outs here, tunnelled
decep®and strongly protected with timbers and cement. Into
one of these went a group of Australians, ready for a fight, and
were surprised to find the place empty of human life., It was
quiet there out of the shell-fire, and it was pledsant to be in
the cool dark room, away from the battle. The mepn searched
about and found cigars, which they lit and smoked.

“ Good work ! ” said a boy.

As he spoke the words there was a scuttle of feet and dark
figures appeared in the entranceway. They were Germans,
and an officer among them said : “ Surrender ! > * Surrender
beo.damned ! ” shouted the Australians. “ Surrender your-
selves.”

Bombs were flung on both sides, but other Australians came
up, and it was the Germans who surrendered. I saw one of
them to-day, sitting on the grass and smoking a pipe among
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some of his comrades, who lay wounded among the men who
had helped to eapture them.

Other dug-outs were being searched, and other prisoners
were taken—how many is still uncertain. But what is quite
certain is that the Australians have taken ground beyond
Mouquet Farm to the east and defeated Germahy’s best troops
—the 1st Regiment of the Prussian Guards Reserve.

They were sturdy and fine-looking men, as I saw some of
them to-day, and they did not hide théir joy at bemng alive™
and well treated as wounded prisoners. One of them spoke
quite freely, and answered all questions put to him, though
with what truth it i difficult to judge.

I think he told the truth, according to the knowledge that
had been given to him and the lessons taught him by his war
lords. One of his most startling statements, which he made
quite definitely, is that the German Empcror has issued a
proclamation to his troops, dccla.rmg that there will be no
winter campaign.

With regard to the coming in of Rumania, he said that it
did not surprise them, as they had expected it for a long ¢ime.
“ It will make no differcnce to the real war,” he said. He
disclaimed that there was any shortage of food in Germany,
and as for the soldiers, said : ““ At least the Prussian Guards
feed well. I had two cggs for breakfast. It is the same with
all our men.”

In the captured districts of France, the French people, he
says, live on good terms with the Prussian soldiers, but d not
like the Bavarians, who are rude fellows. “ They were glad
to sce us back from Russia,” he added.

They seem o have been brought back hurriedly from Russia
to resist our offensive, and onc man to whom I spoke a few
words—a house-painter in Berlin in days of peacc—told me
that he had only been here in France since the early days of
July. He said that the war was far worse in France than in
Russia, because of the intensity of artillery fire. * We are
weary of it all,” he said. “ Our people are weary of it. The
world is weary of it.”

‘*“ And you are glad to be out of it ? ’ T asked.

He smiled, and said, “ It is good to be herec.”

The Australians were giving their tobacco to these men,
and there was no sign of hatred between them. It seems that

£
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theg Prussian Guard behaved well to-day with regard to the
wounded and the strctcher-bearcrs. After the battle the
bearers went out all across No Man’s Land to rescue the wounded
and we allowed the samc privilege to the enemy, so that parties
of Germans and British came close to each other in this work
of rescue, and ‘there was no sniping.

With regard to the Guillemont fighting I can write very
little, as the battle there began only at midday and I could

«»not get in that direction. But I learn that in co-operation

with the French, who were advancing magnificently from the
south, and who had linked up with us near Angle Wood, our
troops fought their way forward.from Arrow Head Copse by
way of a maze of little saps which had been dug all about
here. They went straight through Guillemont, knocking out
machine-gun posts and clgaring out dug-outs, and established
themselves on the Sunken Road from Ginchy. The Prussian
Guard put up a big fight ncar Falfemont Farm, but suffered
great losscs. The ofifer German regiments against us were
the 73rd, 76th, and 164th.

Fighting still goes on, and the exact issue is uncertain, but
at the end of this Sunday the advantage of the day lies with
us, and the enemy has submitted to heavy blows.
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THE CAPTURE OF GUILLEMONT

1
SEPTEMBER 4

IN my dispatch yesterday deseribing the very heavy fighting
at several parts of the line, I was unable to give sufficient
prominence to the greatest success of the day, and one of
the best achievements since the bcmnmno‘ of the battles of
the Somme.

That we hold Guillemont safely and surely T had the luck
to sec for myself to-day when from neighbouring tretiches
I looked into the ruin of the placc—strangely quict this after-
noon apart from a few German “ crumps —and saw that our
men were holding the Sunken Road 500 yards farther on before
they made an attack which has given us Wedge Wood and
ground to the north of Falfemont Farm.

Yesterday’s attack at midday was wonderfully good. Our
men went forward steadily in waves after a hurricane firé from
a great mass of British guns. By some curious chance the
encmy dopes not seem to have expected an attack at the exact
hour it happéned. They may have thought that they had
baulked it by their own bombardment on our lines and behind
them when they flung over 10,000 gas-shells, whose poisonous
vapour floated over the ground for hours. They know now to
their cost that they did not thwart the advance of our troops.

The e¢nemy’s machine-guns swept the ground with a rush of
bullets, but our men took cover as much as possible in the
dips and hollows of the carth—chaotic after long weeks ‘of
shelling—and came along quite quickly to the outskirts of the
ruined village. A quarry there, in the centre of the western
edge, had been entered and held for a day or two by British
troops, but it was no longer in our hands and had to be retaken.



THE CAPTURE OF GUILLEMON{ 281

On the edge of the village also, on the western and southern
sides,"the Germans had built their best dug-outs, months ago,
before .our guns concentrated their fire here, so that they had
plenty of time to build them deep and build them strong, to
panel them, and roof them with concrete, and to furnish them
comfortably, andsto decorate them with pictures from German
newspapers and post cards from home.

Our assaulting troops werc in and about those dug-outs in

athe first wave, and hatted here to see that no enemics should
remain in hidipg to attack them from the rear. Underground
there was not much fighting. A few proud men refused to
surrender, or did not surrender quickly cnough. Most of them
gave themselves up casily and gavc no trouble in being mar-
shalled back, so that something like 600 men belonging to the
finest German troops are now bchind our lines—out of it for
good, and rejoicing in their luBk of life.

Half an hour afterwards, joined by supporting troops, the
British line advanced {orthe Sunken Road, where other German
soldiers were captured, and found here a fine defensive position
all ready for them, after a little work in reorganizing the shelter.

From that point a number of men went forward again to an
attack on Falfemont Farm, but this was too far for onc day’s
work, and they werc held on the outskirts of the wood—poor
wood of strafed” trces !—by an immediate counter-attack
from the Prussian Guard. For onc of the rare times in this war
the Germans faced British bayonets, and stood to their ground
so stowsdy that they were able tQ maintain their position.

So the battle ended yesterday with the capture of Guillemont,
which was good cnough, and our line strongly entrenched along
the Sunken Road.

2

To-day I saw another attack upon Falfecmont Farm and our
capturc of the Wedge Wood. Everywhere along the way
which leads to the country between Harvdecourt and Maurepas
there is a great desolation.

The Sunken Road led down from Guillemont to Wedge Wood
in the hollow. British soldiers held the Sunken Road, Germans
were in Wedge Wood.

Striking up from that®small solitary copsc of naked sticks
were two white chalky trenches in an obtuse angle with the
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apex nearest to Wedge Wood and the broad base up the
sloping ground towards Leuze Wood on the ridge “above.
And half-way down the slope to the right of the .triangle
trenches was Falfemont Farm, without a sign of a farm,
but marked by a number of trce-stems stuck up like telephone-
poles.

A little after three o’clock in the afternoon I saw our men in
the open.  They came up suddenly, as though by a spellword,
along the line of the Sunken Road'and southwards bedes
Falfemont Farm, advancing northwards to that place.

The men advanced in waves. I saw the left waves surging
down into Wedge Wood.  Some of them wavered a little, then
fell. Groups fell, not dead or wounded, but getting below the
stream of bullets yard-high over the ground. The small copse
was soon crowded with British soldiers. They seemed to be
in a kind of scrimmage, and out of the middle of it came presently
a compact little body of men.

“ German prisoncrs, right cnough~<Ind well done ! ”
officer by my side.

I followed thce advance of the southern waves towards
Falfcmont Farm. Theyv went on slowly and steadily, and had
a long way to go. It scemed to me a frightful long way. But
they crept up ncarcr and nearer to the edge of the bare poles
which were once a wood. Then some of them fell, and dis-
appearcd into shell-craters and broken trenches.  New waves
came up and disappearcd also, as though lying, or dead, in the
tall thistles. After a little while I saw that many of $hem had
reappcared to the left. They were working up towards the
German triangle trenches on the slope of the spur, striking
down from Lcuze Wood.

In a fcw minutes two figures appcared black against the
white chalk of the first trench, and presently they were lost in
it. But not for long. Groups of them were up again, marshal-
ling another group which scemed separated from them and then
moved back towards Wedgec Wood. I gucssed they were more
Germaa prisoners, but could not sec the difference between
grey and khaki.

“ Hallo, they’ve got the sccond trench!”
by sy side.

. It was some time after two, while I'was watching the confused
groups of men, that strange things began to happen in the

said an

1!
said another man
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German lines. From Leuze Wood parties of men came running
down to Falfemont Farm.

“By the Lord!” said an officer. *“ A German counter-
attack. . . . Get it over the telephone, quick. A good target
for the guns.”

It was a wonderful target. The Prussian Guardsmen came
forward, not in open order, but shoulder to shoulder. They
made a scrpentine line across the ground, advancing steadily
aad not stowly towards our troops. They looked very tall men,
and their figures were quite black against the chalky earth.
Then suddenly the right end of the line ecrumbled away. Gaps
opened in the thick bar of men, Our machine-guns were
raking them. I listened to the swish-swish of the fire, like a
flame blown in the wind. Then, like a row of ninepins on
uneven ground, the Prussign Guards all fell face forwards.
The unwounded men had fallen with the wounded to escape
our bullets.

“ Counter-attack repulged !  said a voice near the telephonist.

Twenty minutes later, if I remember accurately, another
German counter-attack was organized in exactly the same
way, by partics of men coming down from Leuze Wood. But
this was also broken up by our machine-gun fire.

3
SEPTEMBER 5

Myebest dispatch describing the capture of Wedge Wood and
the attack on Falfcmont ¥arm left off like a scrial story at a
moment of exciting uncertainty. It was impossible fqr me to
tell whether our men had actually taken posstssion of the
farm—that plantation of ‘‘ strafed ” trecs to the south of Leuze
Wood—and the meaning of all that coming and going of groups
and individuals to the west and north of it, after the second
German counter-attack had failed.

Now the tangled web of the plot—ndt spun by imagination
but as rcal as death—is straightcned out, and the end of another
grim little chapter of the war is the capture of 1000 yards of the
enemy’s front, to the depth of 1500 yards, in and around
Falfemont Farm, which ig now held by British troops.

It was great fighting which gained this ground, and the men
were their own generals. These West-country lads were not
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moved like marionettes pulled by the strings from headquarters.
It was, after the first orders had been given, a soldiers’ battle,
and its success was due to young officers and N.C.0.’s and men
using their own initiative, finding another way round when
onc had failed, and arranging their own tactics in face of the
enemy to suit the situation of the moment.

Such a thing has been done very rarely since the first days
of trench warfare, except in raids over No Man’s Land and
bombing fights in such places as Ovillers and Longuewal=*
Here the individual craft of our men gained an important
position. When the attack on Falfcmont Farm was checked
on the south by «wicked.machine-gun fire our troops worked
their way westwards, and joining other bodies of men advancing
from the Sunken Road beyond Guillemont, erept round the
slope of the ground that goes up to Leuze Wood.

Half-way up, on the outer cdge of the spur, were the two
V-shaped trenches which I saw taken by the first two waves,
immediately after the capture of Wedge Wood, in the hollow
at the bottom of the Sunken Road, and these trenches were
used also as good cover for men inspired by a great idear -

It was the idca of making a surprise rush into Leuze Wood,
from its western side, while the encmy’s attention was directed
to the defence of Falfemont Farm, half-way down the slope
to the south. | .

It was this surprisc movement which caused all the confusion
which I saw yesterday among the cnemy.

Splendid work was donc by our men after dusk amd®during
the night, in spite of a deluge of rain, when the enemy’s artillery
fired most furiously. By dawn more troops had joined those
who held the spur and pushed on to the north of Falfemont
Farm, and others had got close to the farm on the south and .
west by way of Wedge Wood.

Between the black posts which were once high living trees
about sixty Germans stayed on in their shell-craters and broken
dug-outs. When the "final British rush came from three sides
they could do nothing but surrender or die. Some of them
died, and others lay wounded and unconscious, but most of
them put their hands up, and this afternoon I saw some of the
wounded Germans from Falfcmont lying side by side on
stretchers with boys from the West Country who had been hit
in attacking them. ‘
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From, first to last it was the work of infantry rather than
guns, and it was a great and terrible moment when the Germans
came out in their first counter-attack, in close ranks, moving
very steadily against our men, in a long, black, undulating
wave over the rise and fall of the ground, through the waist-high
weeds ; and then,’ again, after this first advance had been
broken by our machine-gun fire and had fallen prone into the
tall thistles so that no more of them was to be seen, when

=inothcr body of big Germans came out, crouching for the last
rush upon our lines, and our men fell back a little, and opencd
out, so that the machine-guns had a clear ficld upon which to
play their hose of bullets. . .

For a little while at least it was fighting without the usual
massacre of shcll-fire from long-range guns which annihilate
the human clement as well as the bodies of men. Herc at least,
in spite of the machine-guns, men looked into each other’s eyes
and were killed advancing, in the sight of their cnemies, which
seems to me better and less Prightful than when men go forward
and sce nothing and are swallowed up in a great cxplosion
directed from machines six milcs away.

The gun-fire was intensc afterwards, and men and masses of
men were swallowed up as usual by its high explosives, but
for a couple of hours it was more like old-fashioned fighting,
damnable enough, God knows, but not so utterly inhuman.

4

It is not suf’ﬁciently rcalized, I believe, how very important
has been the gain to us of the last two days of battlc. « The
capture of Guillemont and of the ground beyond it "has given
us now the whole of the German second line, which we broke
in parts on the great day of July 14.

Sinee then our men have had an uphill fight all the time, a
long struggle upwards to seize the high ridge from Poziéres
castwards, and to hold it. It has been difficult to take and
difficult to hold. The cost has not been light. The heroism
shown ©on those slopes, in those woods, in the assault on the high
trenches, has bcen the most wondcrful ever shown by British
soldiers in continuous endcayour.

Now we have gained the crest of the ridge, and even if our
offensive were brought to a dcad halt to-day, which it will not
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be, the position of our men for the winter would be enormously
superior over that of the enemy on the other side of the water-
shed. Again, the taking of Guillemont and the ground by
Ginchy has defended our right flank and straightened out an
awkward salient.

With Ginchy in our hands on onc side and Thiépval on the
other, we should be well placed, and there would be a great
gain for all the sacrifice our men have made in fighting forward
so hard, and so far, and with such cxalted courage.

5
SEPTEMBER 5

The taking of Guillemont, the quick progress to the Sunken
Road beyond, the capturc of Falfemont Farm, the thrust for-
ward, by great daring, into Leuze Wood, the close assault on
Ginchy, and the splendid advance of the French on our right,
have given to this part of the H8ttle-line an atmosphere of
exultation, which our troops have not felt so strongly since
that day of July 14 when we broke the sccond German line at
Longucval. Men are fighting hereabouts with a sensc of vietory
which is half the battle. They fecl, rightly or wrongly, that they
have the German on the run at last, and that by getting hard
on to him, taking all risks, they will keep him running.

The rapid and far progress of the French is helping our own
men, not only in a military way by * kecping the Boche busy,”
as they put it, but as a meral tonic, showing thatwshe German
strength of resistance has began to crack. The noise of the
French guns is wonderful music to British soldiers going forward
to their own part of the battlefields, and, by Jove, it is astound-
ing in its uproar, as I heard it to-day again on our right, away
down to thc gates of Péronnc in a great roll of drum-fire for
milcs. It is one ceaseless tattoo of * soixante-quinze ” and
of heavier guns, like a titanic hammering of anvils in the
smithies of the gods or devils.

“ Hark at them! They scem to be getting on with it all
right,” said an English officer to-day, and listening for a
moment to the great sweep of the artillery battle—for our
own guns were firing stcadily and tremendously—he added that
“The enemy is having a really thick time. We are getting on
top at last.” !
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It"is this scnse of * getting on top > that is inspiring our men
to fight to the last ounce of strength on this right wing of our
attack, up to Ginchy and beyond Guillemont. It is literally
as well as morally a desire to get on top, up the hill to the crest
of the ridge, to the last vantage-point of the enemy, and it
it to push him off ahd over that high point that our men have
been fighting uphill with a really passionate endeavour.

They got all round the place a few days ago after hard,
Moody fighting. They held on under great shell-fire and
machine-gun firc, and many men took the last hazard in trying
to force their way into the stronghold where the enemy is
entrenched and covered with well-placed machte-guns. Some
of them went in, and stayed in. No message has come back
from them, but it is quite likcly that they arc still there as a
living wedge in the enemy’s gatgs.

One party, thirty strong, fought their way along a sap to the
north of the village and egtablishcd a bombing-post which they
held against all odds. Theit rations gave out, but they would
not go. They had no water, and suffered horribly from thirst,
but not 2 man would go. Their ammunition was ncarly spent,
but they waited for new supplies, if they should have the luck
to get them. A sergeant came back to the front trench with
this tale of stubborn courage, and a request for food and water
and bombs so that the thirty might still * carry on.” That
is the spirit with which our men are fighting, and one marvels
at them.

The en®fy has suffered heavily apajnst these assaults, and our
shell-fire has massacred many of his troops. A German officer
brought back from the outskirts of Ginchy ycsterday was asked
what casua.ltles he had in his company. He said, “ Oh, a few.
Not many.” He turncd away and tried to destroy a scrap
of paper in his hand, but was not quick enough. It was a
message calling urgently for rescue and saying that his men were
unable to hold out any longer, as there were only twenty of
them left out of the full strength of his company

To-day other British troops have forced their way into the
stronghold, but as yet it is too soon to know whether they can
maintain their position. The enemy is fighting bravely, but
however long his resistancg may be, I have no doubt that
Ginchy will be added to the list of all those strongholds which
have fallen one after another under our repeated assaults. For
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Ginchy must be ours to give us the end of the ridge and to
link up the line with Leuze Wood, where at present our
men are exposed to flanking attacks. .

6

The difficulty of all this closc and open fighting, where
bodies of British troops press on to the very edge of the enemy’s
ditches, and wherc bodies of Germans hold bits of roadwas,
bits of trench in isolated positions, is that the guns on both
sides cannot concentrate a hcavy barrage without killing their
own men. In this kind of situation the German gunners are
ruthless, but sometimes that method does not pay.

In spite of all their skill—for they are good gunners, these
Germans—they wcre scared enough to withdraw their field-
batterics to a safer distance before our final attack on Guillemont
last Sunday. Some of our officers fighting here told me that
there were very few ‘ whizz-bangs ®" about that day, and it
was all shell-firc from heavy long-range guns.

Before our attack they opencd an intense bombardment
upon Tréncs Wood. It smashed in stecady lines of shells—
the great five-point-nines—right through the wood, and was
maintained mercilessly for many hours. Some of our men
behind the front lines had escapes from death which seem like
miracles. One young officer I know reccived an invitation
to tea at a dug-out a few hundred yards, I reckon, from his
own hole in the earth where he lay with two comesdes. It
was a pleasant and friendly idea, that cup of tea, but he decided
against it when he heard the awful crash of shells outside.

Later a inessage came that he must go on a matter of business.
It was his duty to go, and so he went as fast as possible. A
moment or two aftcer reaching the other dug-out there was the
tinkle of a tclephone bell, and he heard that both his comrades
had becn killed by the direct hit of a five-point-nine. He went
back with a soldier to see if there was any hope for his friends
—one of them might be wounded only—and as he went a shell
exploded a yard or two away, thc man by his side was killed,
and his shoulder was splashed with the man’s blood., but he was
left unscathed. y

Our bombardment before the attack on Guillemont was more
effective, There were not meny Germans here or in the
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Sunken Road, or higher up in the trenches by Ginchy, who
had miraculous escapes. They were killed in masses. A great
number of dead wcre found by our men outside Guillemont
in the Sunken Road, which was the German third line of defence
there. They were a frightful sight, as many of them were quite
naked, all their clothes having been stripped off by the blasting
force of high explosives. Some men, untouched by fragments
of shell, were killed by the enormous concussion of air or by
heart-shock, and there®was one decad man kneeling, and still
grasping his rifle with fixed bayonet.

The successful attack on Guillemont was due to the effect
of our shell-firc on the garrison. When the infantry advanced
they met with but little hostile machine-gun firc. Most of the
Germans werce dazed and done. They had no alertness left in
them to bring up their weapons and resist the attack. Even
many of the dug-outs were blown in. A sergeant of one of the
companies who came up in support—one of thosc splendid
N.C.0.’s to whom the sttudiness of our troops is largely duc—
told mc to-day that he went into one decp dug-out where forty
men were lying.  Only three were alive, and of those two were
badly wounded. In other dug-outs there were many dead.

This was in the Sunken Road, where afterwards our men
“ organized ” the bank, digging themselves in so as to get
cover from the heavy barrage flung upon them by the German
artillery aftcer the capture of the position. A lance-corporal
was killed here by the side of my sergeant friend, who buried
him whese he fell. And anothcrsshell killed six men in a heap
just as thesc troops were relieved and went back for a little
while into thc support lines. They, too, were burjed by
anothcr lance-corporal who voluntcered to go back for the

_purpose, and went under heavy shell-fire to do this lagt service

. to good comrades.

Lord, how many storics of this kind I have told! The spirit
of our men in these hideous places and in these frightful hours
is always the same, indomitable and urtbroken by the worst
ordcals.

-

7
SEPTEMBER 9

The first mention that’ the Irish troops were fighting at
Guillemont has been made officially, and it is now possible for
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me to write about them in more detail. Their charge through
Guillemont last Sunday, with English battalions of riflemen
on their right, was one of the most astonishing feats in the war,
almost too fast in its impetuosity. They went forward with
their pipes playing them on, in a wild and irresistible assault.

If there had been three times the number of encmy against
them they would not have been checked until they had carried
the northern part of the ruined waste that was once a village.
The English troops who fought with them tell me that«they harze
never scen anything like the way in which these Irishmen
dashed ahead. ‘It was like a human avalanche,” said one
of them. - .

The officers checred their men on as they came alongside.
One of their commanding officers, following the last across,
picked up pieces of chalk and threw them after his men, shouting
good luck to them. They stormed the first, sccond, and third
German lines through the upper part of the village, sweeping
all resistance away, and not stoppi.g to take breath. They
were men uplifted, out of themsclves, “ fey,”” as the Scots would
call it. .

Death had no terror for them, nor all the dead men who lay
in their way. After months of dull and dogged fighting in the
trenches, wherc they were restless in their ditches, they were
excited at getting out into the open and meccting the enemy
face to face. It was not good to be a German in their way.

The only fault with this fighting at Guillemont was the
rapidity of pace, which gave them no timce to safegpsard the
ground bchind them. But that was a fault due to the splendour
of their gallantry, and no harm came from it. The English
riflemen who fought on their right had more solidity in their
way of going about the business, but they were so inspired by
the sight of the Irish dash and by the sound of the Irish pipes
that those who were in support, under orders to stand and hold
the first German line, could hardly be restrained from
following on. '

“T nearly blew my tceth out of my head in whistling ’em
back,’” said an English sergeant. But discipline prevailed.

The whole attack from first to last was a model of efficiency,
organization, and courage. All the qualitics that go to the
making of victory were here, fitting in with each other, balancing
.cach‘gother, making a terrific weapon driven by a high spirit.
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The artillery was in perfect union with the infantry—the
most difficult thing in war—the brigadiers and the officers
carried out the general plan to the letter, and the men—it is
impossible to overpraise the men, who were wonderful in
courage and wonderful in discipline.

8

s far’as the English battalions were concerned they were
recruited since the first phase of the war, but as one of their
officers—once of the Guards—told me yesterday, there are no
regular soldiers, no soldiers of any arsy in tHe world, who could
have attacked in a finer and more disciplined way than these
young riflemen, as cold as ice in self-control, but on fire with
the resolve to win. The first rush of Irish on the left went
over, as I have said, playing their pipcs—old songs of victory
which could be heard through the swish of machine-gun bullets
and the crash of the German ¢ crumps.”

The assaulting troops on the right went more quietly, and at
the first short halt to wait for the barrage of our guns, which was
smashing ahead of them, lit their cigarettes, and then went
on again with their rifles slung, as though marching on a field-
day.

‘“ Where’s that village we’ve got to take ? ¥ they shouted,
staring at a choppy sca of shell-craters, where there was hardly
a stick or a stone.

1 hd¥® already described the Assault on the first lines, where
our men found many German dead. But strange things
happened between the first and second lines. The¢ Irish on the
left, who had gone so quickly forward in their great *“ hooroosh,”
. had failed to clear up all the dug-outs as they went. -

Some of the Germans there climbed out and began sniping
in the rear. It was a dangerous menace, but with quick
judgment the colonel of an English hattalion on the right
diverted five of his platoons to that direction, and they searched
all the dug-outs and broke up the enemy’s attempt to rally.

One dug-out near the quarry at the central entrance of
Guillemont was discovered by a young gunner officer, who
had come down behind the advancing infantry  just to look
round,” as he puts it, after he had done his work with some
sixty-pounder plum-pudding bombs from a neighbouring

Q
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position. With him was his corporal and one or two other men
of the trench-mortar battery.

In looking round he discovered a slit in the rock,- which
scemed to lcad down into an underground chamber, and having
explored it came down ihto a deep place where twenty German
soldiers and onc officer were hiding. It was 4 surprise, but he
held his revolver ready and said “ Hands up !’ They surrendered
quictly, clicking their hecls together and saluting, after they
had becn searched for arms, and the officer, who wis a pofite
fellow, offered the corporal a valuable gold watch as a souvenir
of the occasion.

That was one litcle advéature on the edge of things. Farther
forward cach man was in the middle of a great adventure,
gruesome and full of peril. An enveloping movement was
being made by English troops to.the south-west of the village,
on the choppy ground on which Guillemont once stood. and it
was hcre that most opposition was eneountered, between two
sunken roads. In the second sunkén road, where the enemy
had a row of strong dug-outs, the ground was thick with huddled
dead.

But from the dug-outs a large number of living men who
climbed on to the parapet in front of them maintained a
fusilladc of rifle-fire and bombs. In the ground belween the
two Sunken Roads men elimbed half-way out of shell-craters and
sniped our men as they came forward. At the same time
machine-gun fire was coming down from Ginchy and up from
Falfemont Farm. It was diicult ground to coverfPut our
riflemen ignored the bullets and the bombs and went straight
forwaru, halting only to fire, and then going on again, and
firing again, as though on manceuvres.

Some Lewis gunners ran forward and playced a hose of bullets .
upon the enemy’s parapet, so that the men dropped. Some .
of our own men had fallen too, but the wounded crawled into
shell-holes to get out of the way, and shouted, ** Go on, boys ! ”
or just crawled in silently and uncomplainingly, not asking for
help however bad their wounds.

Then the Germans started running and our men went after
them. One fellow flung off his pack and chased one of them until
he had*iim by the neck. A Germen officer who surrendered
threw up his hands and said, *“ If you run like that you’ll be in
Berlin before we’re in England.” Phere were 150 dead in one part
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of the Sunken Road and the dug-outs were crowded. Into one of
them 'a smoke-bomb was thrown to tease the men out, but they
would.not come. Then a Mills bomb was flung in as a stronger
argument, but before it exploded it was Hung back again.
After that the Germans retreated through a tunnel and
ran out at another cxit, where they were taken prisoner.
Twenty-five of them were put into a shell-crater under guard
of onc little riflecman, who strutted up and down in a German
hamet with his baydnct high above his head and a pride
twice as high as his bayonct.

In one dug-out, as I wrote in my first narrative, there were
forty-once bodies, of whom only theec were alive, and those
were weeping.,  All the prisoners, of whom there were about
600, wcere in a pitiful condition, as our artillery-fire had prevented
them from getting any ratipns for three days. Their spirit
was broken and they were trembling with fear.,

9

In eur dug-outs farther back were three officers, onc of
whom, a young captain, was clearly in command of the whole
garrison of Guillemont, and afterwards, when he passed the
prisoners’ cage behind the lines, all the men sprang up and
saluted him with profound respect. He was, the only man
who maintainced a proud indifference at the moment of capture.
IIc stood very straight and still, as though not caring whether
he liveer®r dicd. The two officers with him clung about the
necks of our own officers erying for merey.  In another place
an officer fell down on his knees with his hands in an attitude
of prayer and his head bowed, and one man pulled ‘out a photo-

. graph of his wife and children, holding that out as his,strongest
. plea for lifc.  Our men had no thought to take their lives, As
onc of the sergeants said to me, ** As soon as a man surrenders
it’s an end of the fight, and I'm sorry for him.”

It was hard for some of our men to be sorry for the enemy
in those wild moments about the dug-outs, for some of them
{lung bombs until the last yard had been covered by our troops,
then disappeared into their holes and came up farther away with
an air of innocence and meckness.  In one or two bad cases of
fighting after a sign of surrendcr it was the authority of the British
officers which saved the lives of German soldicrs standing by.
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But on the whole the prisoners were well-behaved and, very
glad to get away from the horror of Guillemont, grateful for
being given the chance of life. One sergeant of ours, -hit in
the hip by a piece of shell, captured four men without help, and
then ordered them to carry him back on a stretcher to the
dressing-station, where he arrived, smoking & cigarette, with
his prisoner stretcher-bearcrs.

Words can convey very little of all those scenes in Guillemont
——the isolated fights, the storming of dug-outs, the'searchitig
of prisoncrs, the crowds of British soldiers moving forward to
new lines bchind our terrific curtain-fire, the Lewis gunners
‘rushing through whth thelr machine-guns to take up positions
at advanced points, the supporting and consolidating troops
coming up behind the assaulting troops, starting to dig as soon
as the ground had been gained, the stretcher-bearers rummaging
about among the shell-craters for stricken men, the walking
wounded making their way back acyoss the rough ground,
dazed, and somctimes falling not td rise again, the cheers of
men taking the last Sunken Road to the cast of Guillemont,
where they consolidated a dcfensive position for the night, the
wild music of the Irish pipers, the crash of German shells, the
high whinc of German shrapnel, the long rush of our heavies
passing overhead to “ Lousy ™ Wood, and, in the midst of all this
tumult, the quict dead.

10

In quiet heroism, of the, shffering and not of th®Yighting
kind, it secems to me that the finest thing was done by a wounded
man. ‘That, at lcast is the opinion of a commanding officer
who met him on his way. His face had been terribly smashed
by & picee of shell, but he waved back the stretcher-bearers .
with a sign that others needed carrying more than he did. Then,
a solitary and ghastly figurc, he walked back to the dressing-
station and laid himsclf down.

Of the German garrison of 2000 men hardly one escaped.
The figure has been accounted for in dead, wounded, and
prisoncrs. Two German battalions have thus been wi
out. Among them were men who wear the word * Gibraltar »*~
on them shoulder-straps, belonging Zo the famouns Hanoverian
regmm&lt which fought side by sxde with us on the Rock in the
eighteenth century.
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It was after the battle that our men suffered most, for during
the hext forty-eight hours there were violent storms, which
filled the shell-craters with water so that men were up to their
shoulders in it. But they had dug magnificently before the
rain came, under the inspiration of a splendid colonel, who
cried, “ Dig, dig, for God’s sake! Dig, my lads!” knowing
that he would save their lives by every foot of carth turned up
by the German shovels they used for the work. In three hours
they hadedug an eight-foot trench in the village.

So Guillemont was taken and held, not only by great gun-fire
but by men inspired with some spirit beyond their ordinary
courage, and one day these troopsswill carry the name upon
their colours, so that the world may remember.



XXVIII
TIIE IRISH AT GINCITY

SEPTEMBER 10

Tne capture of Ginchy by the Irish Brigades should be told
not in journalist’s prose but in Jheroic verse. Poor Ircland
will weep tears over it. for many of her sons have fallen, but
there will be pride also in the heart of the Irish people, because
these men of Munster, Dublin, and (dnnaught, and of all parts
of the west and the south have done such splendid things in
courage and endurance, adding a very noble cpisode to the
history of the Celtie racc.

When they came out of the battle this morning they were
weary and spent, and they had left many good comrades
behind tham, hat the spirit of the war sustained them, and
they canwe marching stmdi]y with their heads held high It
was one of the most moving thmgs I have cver seen in this
war. S

A grcat painter would have found here a subject to thrill
his soul, that long trail of Irish regiments, horribly reduced
by their losses, and with but few officers to lead them, coming
across a stretch of barren country strewn with the wrcckagc
of two ycars’ bombardment, and crowded with the turmoil
of the present fighting.

Bchind them arose the black curtain of smoke across the
battlefields through which there came the cnormous noise of
the uncnding gun-fire, and around them were some of our
own battcries hard at work with great hammer-strokes as
their shells went on their way to the cnemy’s lines, but ahcad
of them' walked one Irish piper playing them home to the
~harvest-ficlds of peace with a lament for those who will never
come back. ‘
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IS

A Dbrigadier camc riding over the ficlds to mcet them. It
was the first timc he had scen them together since the early
dawn of to-day, when they were still fighting beyond the ruins
of Ginchy, which they had won by a great assault.

He stood, a solitary figure by the side of the track down
which his men came, and there was a great tenderness in the
exes of this brigadicr @s he watched them pass, and called out
to them—words of thanks, and words of good cheer, and turned
to me now and then to say how splendid they had been.

¢ Eyes right ! 7 shouted the offiecgrs or sergeants who were
leading thcir companics, and the 'éeueral‘ said, ““ Carry on,
there,” and “ Well done—you did gloriously.” ** Bravo,
Dublins! . . . You did well, damned well, Munsters, my
lads!” .

The men’s eyes brightencd at the sight of him; and they
squared up, and grimncd under German caps and German
helmets.

¢ Hallo, Greene !'” called out the brigadier to a very tall
fellow tramping in the outside file. *“ Glad to see you’re all
right. And a big target, too!”

The musie of the Irish pipes went calling down to the valley,
and I watched the men out of sight with somcthing stirring
at my heart. Earlicr in the morning, before they had formed
up, I had been among them and had heard many stories of
great gagventure and of great courage, told sometimes with
an Irish humour that finds a whimsicality cven in the most
awful moments, and somctimes with the sadness of men who
mourn for their friends, but wonderfully untopched by the
fearful strain of it all and with a grim joy in their victory.

Some of them had been in Gallipoli, and ome sergeant
of the Munsters told me that the taking of Ginchy was the
‘ hottest ” thing he had seen since the landing on August 21
at Suvla Bay. There were two men in his regiment who had
fought all through from Mons, and had escaped from the hell
of I;he Dardanclles, but had fallen now, at last, on the way
up from Guillemont. He and other men of the old Regulars
spoke of the regiments of the New Army who had fought with
them to-day. .

*“ They were just great. The Irish Rifles went through like
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a whirlwind. There was no stopping them. When the
Germans ran you couldn’t see them for dust.” ‘

3

The story of the Irish Brigades does not begin at Ginchy.
It begins last Sunday, a week ago, at Guillemont, when one
brigade, as T have already described in an earlier dispatch,
went through the northern part of that village in .one fiegce
assault which would not be checked. After that (as well as
before) they lay under heavy shell-fire, without sleep and
without hot food or much water, until the new attack, when
they were on the right of the assault.

The brigade on the left, which had the greatest triumph
yesterday, was lying out in connected shell-craters (the old
kind of trench, neatly revetted, with strong traverses and cosy
dug-outs, does not cxist in this part of the battle-line). For
five days they held on stubbornly ,umder ceascless shell-fire.
When the hour of ““zero” came for the attack they were not
broken in spirit, as weaker men would have been after all this
trial, but eager to get out and get on—* to get some of their
own back.”

The Germans in Ginchy would have had more terror in their
hearts if they had known the character of the men who were
about to storm their stronghold. They would have, prayed
to God to save them from the Irish. As it was, these German
soldiers were not feeling safe. They were new menqust sent
up to the line, and conscious of a frightful menace about them.
They belonged to the 185th Division, the 19th Bavarian
Division, and the machine-gun company of the 88th Division.
They crouched down in a network of dug-outs and tunnels
under the-ruins of the village expecting attack, and determined,
as we know now, to sell their lives dearly. They were brave
men.

4

The attack bcgan yesterday afternoon shortly before five
-0’clock after a heavy bombardment. The Irish sprang up and
went forward checering. They shouted, *“ Go on, Munsters !
*“ Go on, Dublins ! ” and old Cecltic tries. “ Now then, Irish
Rifles | Qar shellfire crept up in front of them. They went
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from the south in four waves in open order, with about 50 yards
betweén each wave, and on the left the iroops reached their
first halting-place in the village, right across the first German
trenches and dug-outs, in eight minutes after starting time—
a distance of 600 yards, which is a wonderful record.

On the right the Irish were checked by three machine-guns
well placed for very deadly work and sweeping the ground with
waves of bullets. Many poor fellows dropped. Others fell
deljberately with their faces to the earth so that the bullets
might skim above their prone bodies. At the same time the
Irish officers and men were being sniped by German marksmen
who had crept out into shell-craters. At wasg serious situation
here unless the machine-guns could be ‘ killed.”

A brilliant little piece of tactics was donc by the troops on
the left of the right wing, who swung round and attacked the
machine-gun position from tht west and north, in an encircling
movement so that the German teams had to run out of the
loop with their weapofls fo some broken trenches 300 yards
away, where they again fired until knocked out by some trench-
mortars attached to one of the Irish battalions. This cnabled
the right wing to advance and join the left, and they then
advanced together through the village, with the Irish Rifles
remaining to hold the captured ground, and the Dublins
charging ahcad.

In the gentre of the village among all the dug-outs and tunnels
was the ruin of an old farm in which the enemy had another
maching-gun which they served with bursts of fire. Again our
trench-mortar men saved the situhtion. They came on with
the infantry, and ranged their little engines on to the farm,
aiming with such skill that the hostile machine-gun was put
out of action by a short storm of high explosives.

" The men were still suffering from snipers and® ordinary
riflemen hidden in all kinds of places in the northern half of
the village, where there were concreted and tunnelled chambers
with loop-holes level with the ground, thtough which they shot.
The Irish were reckless of all this and swept over the place
fiercely, searching out their enemies. In shell-craters and bits
of upheaved earth and down in the dug-outs there was hand-to-
.hand fighting of the grimmest kind. The Bavarians struggled
savagely, using bombs ard rifles, and fighting even with the
bayonet until they were killed with the same weapon.
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It was all very quick. Within ten minutes of reaching the
line half-way through the village the leading Dublihs had
got to the northern end of it and sent out advanced. parties
200 yards beyond. But therc was onc menace, which might
have led to disaster but for quick wit and fighting genius.

The Irish had expected that their left flank would be sup-
ported by other troops attacking between Ginchy and Delville
Wood, but owing to the difficulty of the ground in that neigh-
bourhood and the rapidity of the Irish advance this hadesnot .
been possible, and the victors of Ginchy found themsclves
with an exposed flank to the north-west of the village., A
voung sapper offeer frson Dublin realized the situation, and
taking command of a body of men dug a defensive flank and
established strong posts as a proteetion against a counter-
attack. The situation on the extreme right was for some time
cqually perilous, as the troops‘ engaged in an enterprise on
that side had not vet made good their ground, and the splendid
achicvement of the Irish Brigadee ffom a military point of
view, is their suceess—quite astoundingly good—of taking a
hostile front of 900 yards to the depth of nearly a mile with
no supporting troops on cither flank.

5

From a non-military, untechniecal, human point of view the
grcatness of the capture of Ginchy is just in the valour of
those Irish bovs who were rot cowed by that siglé-ef death
very close to them and all About them, and who went straight
on to the winning-posts like Irish racc-horses. The men who
were ordertd to stay in the village almost wept with rage
because they conld not join in the next assault. .

“ We Would have gone on into the blue,” said one of them,
 except for all this confounded diplomacy.” Diplomacy is a
fine word for the simple law of safeguarding the captured
ground ; but you sée the spirit which used it. It was the
same spirit which caused the temporary desertion of three Irish
servants on the Brigadc Staff. One of them left a note yester-
day morning on his master’s table: “ As I could not be at
Guillemont I am going to Ginchy. I hope to be back again,
so please excuse.” )

Fine and wonderful men! There was a Sinn Feiner among
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them, with all the passion of his political creed and “ a splendid
soldier,” said one of his officers, who is an Englishman.
Nationalists and Catholics, Irish to the bone, with cvery
tradition of their racc in their blood and spirit, they fought
yesterday and in the dawn of to-day without any thought of
gricvance or any memory of hatred, exeept against the enemy,
whom thicy call *“ Jerry ” instead of Fritz.

In fair figcht they were relentless, but they were kind to their
prisencrs. oIt is queer” how hatred and kindness alternates
in these men.  One man told me the strangest tale with absolute
truth, T am sure, beeause of his line, steady cyes.  Ile ecaptured
a big Saxon in a shell-hole the night#bcforedhe attack. The
man was wounded in the leg and back, but held a revolver,
and was not oo ill to fight. But he had no fight left in him
when the Irishman jumped doyn to him.

“ Arc you going to kill mec ? ” he asked in good English.

“Sure, no,” said the Irishman. * But just pul away that
pistol, won’t you.” Thene the Irish scrgeant undid his own
ficld dressing and bound up the man’s leg and back (it was all
under the loud whistling of shells). and said, ““ Now get along
with you back to your own lines, for faith I don’t mean any
harm to you.” )

So away went the German into Ginchy, and afterwards, no
doubt, wished he hadn’t. .

A tall Irishman, deseribing the great charge to me, said :
“The small, little men went over with the greatest pluck, sir,
so that dt®vas a rcal pleasure to sce. And the Jerry boys ran
that fast the dust was in their throats, it was.”

* How did you get that Boche cap ? ” one man asked agother.
“ Did you kill your man ? *

“Did I kill him? . . . I brought down fourtcen prisoners

Jall by mysclf, I did, and if you don’t believe it, here’s my reecipt

for the same.”

He held out a slip of paper, and therc surc enough was the
officer’s reccipt for the fourtcen men.

One German climbed up a tree during the attack. He had
a white cap-band and a white ribbon on his shoulder, and
secmed to be signalling.

* Now, come down, Jerry,” shouted five Irishmen in a chorus.
¢ If you don’t come down we’ll shoot you, we will.”

The man would not come down.
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* And sure we shot him,” was the end of the story.
The honours of the day are with the Irish, and these’ gallant
men hope—they spoke about it pleadingly—that their losses

will be filled up by Irishmen, so that the spirit of their regiments
may be kept.



XXIX
THE COMING OF THE TANKS

1
SEPTEMBER 16

AxoTHER day of grcat remembrance has been given to our
history by British troops, September the Fifteenth, that will
not quickly pass out of the mcmory of our pcople, for on that
day, which was yestegday, our soldiers broke through the
enemy’s third line of defeitce and went out into open country,
and gave staggering blows to that German war-machine which
for two years, all but two months, seemed unbreakably strong
against us.

It was a day of good success yesterday. It was no longer
a promise of future victory, dependent upon all the flukes and
chances of war, with their awful hazards, but, for one day at
least, not looking further, the real thing.

Our men had the taste of victory, and it was like a strong
drug t& their hearts, so that titey laughed even while blood
was strcaming down their faces, and said “‘ It’s wonderful !
when they came limping off the battleficlds with wounds on
firc, and said “ We made ’em run like rabbits!’’ when they

- lay on stretchers and could not move without a groan,

And it was wonderful indeed. For this day of victory came
after two and a half months of continucd and most bloody
fighting. This new British Army of ours had not had an easy
walk through after its time of preparation and training in the
dirty ditches of the old trench warfare.

The task that was set to our soldiers yesterday would have
been formidable on the first day of a great offensive. Coming
after two and a half mongths, it was startling in its boldness,
and showed that our Generals had supreme confidence in the
men, in their own powers of organization, and in the luck of
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battle that comesto those who have worked for it. The encmy
believed that out offensive had pctered out. There is much
evidence for that.

They did not believe it possible that an army of our size
and strength could carry on the attack at the same ficree
pace. They cherished the hope that our divisions were broken
and spent. that our stores of ammunition were giving out,
and that our men were overtired.

They still had faith in their own gun-power, the defensive
strength of a thousand guns against the British front, and it
was a rcasonable faith. They had been digging furiously on
dark nights to strengthea the third line of defence—the famous
Flers line, which was, they thought, to be the boundary of our
advancing tide, and though they were anxious, and were
counting up frightful losses on the Somme, they did not expect
this last disaster to them.

Yesterday 1 saw their prisoners coming off the battlefields
in droves, and to-day hundreds of them in the barbed-wire
cages bchind the lines. They were dazed men, filled with
gloom, and tortured by a great bewilderment.

“ It is your victory,” said one of their officers, speaking to
me in French. “ It is our defeat. I eannot understand.”

* Germany is “kaput,” ” said one of their non-commissioned
officers. IIc mcant that Germany is down—*in the soup,”
as our soldiers would say. It was an exaggcration, for Germany
has still a lot of tight Ieft in her, but it was the b(,hcf of her
beaten soldicrs yesterday.

Our men were exalted—exeited by the smell of victory,
exaggerating also our own gains gloriously in the belief that
“the last great smash had been made, and that the end of
this foul and filthy war is at hand.” They “ went over ” at,
dawn yesterday filled with the spirit of victory, and it was
half the battle won.

2

Many of them went over, too, in the greatest good-humour,
laughing as they ran. Like children whose fancy has been
inflamed by some new toy, they were enormously cheered by
a new weapon which was to be tried with them for the first
time—*‘ the heavily armoured car ” mentioned already in the
official bulletin.
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That description is a dull one comparcd with all the rich and
rare qualities which bclon to these extraordinary vehicles.
The secret of them was képt for months jcalously and nobly.
It was only a few days ago that it was whispcred to me.

‘ Like prehistoric monsters. You know, the old Ichthyo-
saurus,” said the plficer.

I told him he was pulling my leg.

“ But it’s a fact, man!”

Ik breasthed hard, 4nd laughed in a queer way at somce
enormous comicality.

“ They eat up. houses and put the refuse under their bellies.
Walk right over ’em ! ” : o

I knew this man was a truthful and simple soul, and yet
could not bclieve.

“ They knock down trees like match-sticks,” he said, staring
at me with shining cyes.  *“ They go clean through a wood ! -

“ And anything else ?” I asked, enjoying what I thought
was a new sense of humoun

“ Everything clse,” hc said earnestly. * They take ditches
like kapgaroos. They simply love shell-craters! Laugh at
ﬁ(\m ! 3

It appeared, also, that they were proofl against rifle-bullets,
machine-gun bullets, bombs, shell-splinters. Just  shrugged
their shoulders and passed on.  Nothing but a dircet hit from
a fair-sized shcll could do them any harm.

“But what’s the namec of these mythical monsters 2 I
asked, not#believing a word of it. o

He said “ Hush!” )

Other people said “ Hush! . . . Hush!” when the subject
was alluded to in a remote way. And sinee then Ishave heard
that onc name for them is the * Hush-hush.” But their real
.name is Tanks. *

For they are real, and I have seen them, and walked round
them, and got inside their bodics, and looked at their mysterious
organs, and watched thcir monstrous mo¥ements.

3

I came across a herd of them in a field, and, like the country-
man who first saw a giraffe, said *“ Hell! . . . I don’t believe
it.” Then I sat down on the grass and laughed until the tears
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came into my eyes. (In war one has a funny sense of humour,)
For they were monstrously comical, like toads of vast size
emerging from the primeval slime ir. the twilight of the. world’s
dawn.

The skipper of one of them introduced me to them.

¢ 1 felt awfully bucked,” said the young officer (who is about
five fect high), * when my beauty ate up her first house But
I was sorry for the house, which was qulte a good one.’

‘ And how about trees ? > I asked. a

¢ They simply love trces,” he answered.

When our soldiers first saw these strange creatures lolloping
along the roads and o¥-r old battleficlds, taking trenches on
the way, they shouted and cheered wildly, and laughed for a
day afterwards. And yesterday the troops got out of their
trenches laughing and shouting and chcering again because
the Tanks had gone on ahead, and were scaring the Germans
dreadfully, while they moved over the enemy’s trenches and
poured out firec on cvery side. As 1 shall write later, these
motor monsters had strange adventures and did very good
work, justifying their amazing existence.

4

For several days beforc the great blow was to be made, and
while there was heavy fighting in progress at most parts of the
line—the capture of Guillemont by English and Irish troops,
the splendid rush of the Irish through Ginchy—tuere was a
steady forward movement and concentration of all the men
and machinery to strike at the Flers linc.

Villages beyond the zone of fire where battalions had been
resting and where there was the busy life of soldiers in their
billeting arcas suddenly became cmptied of all this human.
interest.

The men had passed on—higher up the roads, and higher
up where there was a struggling tide of all the traffic of war—
with supply columns, mule-trains, guns, limber, ambulances,
and troops from all parts of the Empire, surging, swirling,
struggling slowly forward through narrow village streets, up
loug wmdmg roads, across trampled and barren fields, through
the ruins of villages destroyed a year or more ago, and out
into the country of evil menace which is criss-crossed by old
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trenches and pitted with old shell-craters and strewn with the
refuse of battles two morfths back in history.

Here a great army with all its material of war—incredibly
vast and crowded——lay waiting for the hour when it should
be hurled to the great hammer-stroke.

They were masses of men who were there the night before
the battle hidden in the darkness of the earth, not revealed
even by the white moonlight except in huddled crowds and

mps, Qut as I passed them again a few hours before the
dawn I thought of the individual and not of the mass, all the
scparate hopes and pulse-beats of these men who were going
to do a big thing if luck should favour us.

And out of the darkness I thought I heard the sound of
laughter rising at the thought of the monstrous *“ Hush-hush.”
Before the dawn the moon was high and clear in a sky that had
hardly any clouds. It shon'e down upon the fields and roads
so that the plaster walls of French cottages were very white
under the black roofs,*ang rows of tents were like little hillocks
of snow in the harvest-fields.

As T looked up a shooting star flashed across the sky, and 1
thought of the old legend of a passing lifc, and wondered why

to-night all the stars were not falling.

Presently dawn came, and some low-lying clouds were
touched with a warm glow which decpened and spread until
they wcre all crimson. It was a red dawn. °

* The promise of victory like the sun of Austerlitz,” said an
officer, .»

Before six o’clock, summer tlme, all our guns were firing
steadily, and all the sky, very pale and shimmering in the
first twilight of thc day, was filled with the tlashes of guns and
shell-bursts. Heavy howitzers were eating up shells.

I went to the right of the line, hopmg to see the infantry
attack to the left of Leuze Wood, as I had watched the battle
here a week or two ago, and hcre one of the motor monsters
was ‘coming across the ground. But as the sun rose higher it
drew the moisture out of all these shell-craters and trenches,
and a dense white mist blotted out the ridge for an hour or
more. French troops who join our line here came across
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country. British soldicrs were moving forward on the left,
silently, with the mist about them. ;

Overhcad shells went rushing—heavy shells that tra.velled
with the noise of trains. Forward batteries were firing rapidly
and increasingly, and then sharp staccato knocking was clear
above the hcavy crashes of glant “ crumps,” compared by a
whimsical mind in this war with * an immortal plumber laying
down his tools.”

Machinc-gun fire rapped out in fieree spasms, and the Gu‘man
“ Archies ” were throwing up shells which burst all about tHe
planes of our airmen, who came like a flock of birds over the
battleficlds, tlying lgw aboyc the mists.

They did wonderful things yesterday, those British air-
pilots, risking their lives audaciously in single combats with
hostile airmen, in encounters against great odds, in bombing
enemy hcadquarters and railway ‘stations and kite-balloons
and troops, and registering or obscrving all day long for our
artillery. They were out to destroy,tht cnemy’s last means
of observation, and they began the success of the battle by
gaining the absolute mastery of the air.

Thirtcen German aeroplancs (since reported by Sir Douglas
Haig to be fifteen) were brought down, and their flying men
dared not come across our lines to risk morc losses.

On our side it was fighting “all in.”” There was nothing
of a killing character within our reach and knowledge which
we did not usc, and we turned the encmy’s own worst weapons
against himself. .

Every material of war made by the home workcrs in our
factorics by months of toil was called in.

The men went in with the resolve to break through the
encmy’s third line without counting the cost, to smash down
any opposition they might meet, and to go forward and far
until they could get the enemy on the run.

A body of Scots went up to the battle-lines to the tunc of
*“ Stop your tickling, Jock,” but thcre was a grim meaning
in the music, and it was no love-song.

English soldiers had been practising bayonet exercise harder
than usual, and with a personal interest beyond the discipline.
“It’s time to finish old Fritz ” was the shout of one soldier
to another.  We want to go home for Christmas !

The men fought yesterday ficrcely and ruthlessly. They
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want to get on to the heels of the enemy, and there were
momeénts yesterday whenjthey saw many pairs of hecls.

The area of our attack extended on the left from the ground
north of Poziéres to the line recently won to the north of
Ginchy on the right, and its purpose was, as I have said, to
break threugh the third German line below Courcclette, Martin-
puich, and Lesbeeufs, a distance of about six miles. Time of
attack was shortly after six o’clock yesterday morning, and
along all the line the troops were awaiting the moment to rise,
after our artillery had completed its first barrage.

On the left in front of Courcelette there was hard and un-
expceeted fighting.  As we ngw know the cnemy had prepared
an attack against us, and had massed troops in considerable
force in his front and rescrve lines. He sent out advanced
patrols and bombing pariics, while our men were waiting to
go over, and immediately there was a ficree encounter.

One,young brown-eycd fellow told me his own cxperience,
and it was like many others.

““The scrgeant in my bay,” he said, “ suddenly called out that
he had seen a signal light go up from another point of the trenches
giving a warning of attack. ‘We shall have the whole lot on
us,” he shouted. “ Look out for yoursclves, lads.””

The enemy came over in a rush. Many fell before the rifle-
fire of eu1®men, but others managed to jump into portions of
trench, and bombed their way up scveral of the bays.

Machine-guns were turned on to them, and there were not
many left alive. But before the fight had ended a new one
_began, for our jumping-off time had come, and the assaulting

.troops rose gs onc man, and taking no notice of what had
happened swept across their own trenches and the Germans
who were in them, and went straight across country towards
Courcclette.

They came up immediately against difficult ground and
fierce machine-gun fire. South-east of Courcclctte, beyond the
shell-craters and bits of broken trench which the men had
carried easily enough, sweeping the Germans down before
them, stood the ruins of a sugar factory, which the cnemy had
made into a redoubt, with machine-gun emplacements.
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It was one of those deadly places vhich have cost so many
lives among our men in other parts L)f the battle-ground now
in our hands.

7

But we had a new engine of war to destroy the place. Over
our own trenches in the twilight of the dawn one of those
motor-monsters had lurched up, and now it came crawling
forward to the rescue, cheered by the assau]tmg troops, who
called out words of encouragement to it and laughed, so that
some nien were laughuw even when bullets caught them in
the throat.

¢ Créme de Menthe > was the name of this particular creature,
and it waddled forward right over the old German trenches,
and went forward very steadily tawards the sugar factory.

There was a second of silence from the enemy there. Then,
suddenly, their machine-gun fire burst nut in nervous spasms
and splashed the sides of ** Créme d¢ Menthe.”

But the Tank did not mind. The bullets fell from its sides,
harmlessly. It advanced upon a broken wall, lean=d up
against it heavily until it fell with a crash of bricks, and then
rose on to the bricks and passed over them, and walked straight
into the midst of the factory ruins.

From its sides came flashes of fire and a hose of bullets, and
then it trampl«.d around over machine emplacements, ¢ having
a grand time,” as one of the men said with cnthusiasm.

It crushed the machine-guns under its heavy ribs,*and killed
machine-gun teams with a deadly fire. The infantry followed
in and' took,the place after this good help, and then advanced
again round the flanks of the monster.

In spite of the Tank, which did such grand work, the assault ,
on Courceclctte was hard and costly. Again and azain the men
came under machinc-gun fire and rifle-fire, for the Germans
had dug new trenches, called the Fabeckgraben and Zollern-
graben, which had not been wiped out by our artillery, and
they fought with great courage and despcration.

Seventy men who advanced first on a part of these. lines
were swept down. Seventy others who went forward to fill
their places fell also to a man. But their comrades were not
disheartened, and at last camed the position in a great wave
of mssault.
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Then they went on the village. It was like all these
villages in German hancs, tunnelled with a nest of dug-outs,
and a stronghold hard :o take. The British troops entered
it from the eastern side, fought yard by yard, stubbornly
resolved to have it.

The Tank came along and ploughed about, searching for
German machine-guns, thrusting over bits of wall, nosing here
and there, and sitting on heaps of ruin while it fired down the
skrects. »By 6.30 last evening the village was taken.

The British took 400 prisoners, and when they were brought
down to Poziéres last night they passed old * Créme de Menthe,”
who was going home, and held up €heir hands crying, “ Gott
in Himmel ! ” and asked how they could fight against such
monstrous things.

The taking of Courcelette was a great achicvement skilfully
planncd and carried out with stern and high courage by splendid
men, and onc monstey.

8

On the right of these troops there was a great assault upon
Martinpuich and High Wood. Here, also, in High Wood, the
Germans had been rcady for an attack, and, being forestalled
in that, they made a strong counter-attack which for a time
had some suceess, driving our men back to the southern edge
of the wood.

Our troops had been heavily shelled beforchand, and they
found tL® cnemy in much stronger foree than they had expected
in that wood of bitter memory. But thesc men of ours—I
had mect many of them bcfore, a year ago—fought very, gamely.

Some among them were utterly without experience of the
Somme kind of fighting and wilted a little before its ferocity
of firc, but, the older men, the “ vetcrans ” of a yéar’s service
or more, cheered them up, kept them steady, and led them
on.

They counter-attacked the counter-attack and regained their
old line, and then to their great joy saw the Tanks advancing
threugh High Wood and on each side of it.

“ It was like a fairy tale!” said a Cockney boy. “I can’t
help laughing every timg I think of it.”

He laughed then, though he had a broken arm and was
covered in blood. .
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“They broke down trees as if} they were match-gticks,
and went over barricades like clephants. The Boches were
thoroughly scared. They came running out of shell-hol¢s and
trenches, shouting like mad things.

‘“.Some of them attacked the Tanks and tried to bomb them,
but it wasn’t a bit of good. O Crikey, it was a rare treat to
sece! The biggest joke that ever was! They just stamped
down the German dug-out as one might A whops’ nest.”

On the left of High Wood was a very fine body “of trodps
Jho had no trenches to lic in, but just lay out in shell-craters
under a constant fire of\“ whizz-bangs,” that is to say, ficld-
guns firing at short range, which was extremely hard to endure.

“ It was cruel,” said one of these men, “ but we went forward
all right when the time came, over the bodies of comrades who
were lying in pools of blood, and afterwards the encmy had
to pay.”

9 . &

They were co-opcrating with some troops on their left, who
went straight for Martinpuich, that village into which I stared
‘a week or two ago after a long walk to our front line on the
crest of the ridge beyond Bazentin, looking at the Promised
Land. , -

These men were superb and went across No Man’s Land
for nearly 1000 yards in six minutes, racing. They made
short work with the Germans who tried 1o snipe them from the
shell-craters, and only eame to a cheek on the outskirts of
Martinpuich, where they were reccived with a blast of machine-
gun fire. .

It was then the turn of the Tanks.

Before the dawn two of them had come up out of the dark-
ness and lumbcered over our front-line trenches, looking towards
the enemy as though hungry for breakfast. Afterwards they
came across No Man’s Land like enormous toads with pains
in their stomachs, and nosed at Martinpuich before testing the
strength of its broken barns and bricks.

The men checred them wildly, waving their helmets' and
dancing round them. One company nccded cheering up, for
they had lost two of their officers the night before in a patrol
adventure, and it was the sergeants who led them over.

Twenty minutes afterwards the first waves were inside the
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first prench of Martinpuih and in advance of them waddled a
monster.

The men were held uy for some time by the same machine-
gun fire whjch has killed so many of our men, but the monsters
went on alone, and had astounding adventures.

They went straight through the shells of broken barns and
houses, straddled on top of German dug-outs, and fired cnfilad-
ing shots down German trenches.

*From ‘one dug-out came a German colonel with a white,
frightened face, who held his hands very high in front of the
Tank, shouting, “ Kamerad ! Kamerad P

““ Well, come inside then,” said a” voice®in the body of the
beast, and a human hand came forth from a hole opcning
suddenly and grabbed the German officer.

For the rest of the day the Tank led that unfortunate man
about on the strangest journcy the world has ever scen.

Another Tank was, confronted with one hundred Germans,
who shouted “Mecrey! * Merey ! and at the head of this
procession led them back as prisoners to our lines.  Yet another
Tanle went off to the right of Martinpuich, and was so fresh and
high-spirited that it went {ar into the encmy’s lines, as though
on the way to Berlin.

The men wcre not so fortunate as the monsters, not being
proof against machine-gun bullcts. The enemy concentrated
a very hcavy firc upon them, and many fell. One boy—
a fine, stout- hearted lad who had a kcen and spirited look
in spite “of dreadful experienct—told me a tale that Edgar
Allan Poe might have written if he had lived to sce things
worse than anything in his morbid 1mag1mntrs—one of our
common tales.

A German “crump ” killed a lance-corporal by his side and
buried them both completcly.

It was just my stcel hat that kept the carth from my face,”
said the boy, “ and gave me a little handful of air to breathe.
It was in a wee trench we had dug to gct some cover. But
now I.was covered too much.

‘sIt seemed like an hour I was there, but perhaps no more
than half that time. I tried to shout, but could not. A mah
walked over my head, byt did not know I was there.

‘ Presently they saw the lance-corporal’s leg sticking out,
and started to pull him. ¥ got my hand out, and waggled it,
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and they started digging for me. Itiwas just time. The veins
were starting out of my head, and I yas nearly gone.”

It was late in the evening before \he whole of Martinpuich
was taken after ficrce fighting, and it was the crowning triumph
of a successful day.

, 10

The troops on the left side of the line did amazingly well,
and were handled well. They took forty German ofiicers and
1480 other ranks. Against them was the 2nd Bavarian Corps,
whomg many of our men had met before at Kemmel and the
Hohenzollern and ¥pres, glad now to pay off old scores against
them.

On the right of the troops at Martinpuich the attack was
swinging up to Flers across a wide stretch of difficult and
perilous ground strongly defended.

The cnemy was flinging over storms, of shrapnel and high
explosives, and many of our men fell; but the wounded shouted
on the others, if they were not too badly hit, and the others
went forward grimly and stcadily.

These soldiers of ours were superb in courage and stoic
endurance, and pressed forward stcadily in broken waves.
The first news of success came through from an airman’s wire-
less, which said. :

“ A Tank is walking up the High Street of Flers with the
British Army cheering bchind.”

It was an actual fact. One of the motor-monsters Was there,
enjoying itself thoroughly, and kecping down the heads of the
enemy.,

It hung out a big picee of paper, on which were the words :

“ GREAT HUN DEFEAT. SPECIAL.”

The acroplane flew low over its carcass, machine-gunning
the scared Germans, who fled before the monstrous apparition.
Later in the day it seemed to have been in need of a rest before
coming home, and two humans got out of its inside and walked
back to our lines.

But, by that time, Flers and mapy prisoners were in our
hands, and our troops had gone beyond to farther fields.
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On the extreme right (} our line of attack the fighting was
hardest and fiercest of all, and is still very confused and un-
certain to the north of Ginchy and in the direction of Guede-
court. In this direction the enemy fought with fine courage.
Machine-gun fire swept our men from the direction of Morval
and Combles, and the shell-fire was frightful in its violence.

Revertheless, the first rush forward was magnificent on the
part of the troops. They were the Guards.

“Lots of our men dropped,” said_sne of them, “ but we
didn’t look round or bother about anythin} or see anything
of what was going on around us. We had orders to push on,
and we pushed.”

The enemy resisted stoutly along his first line. They kept
up a severe rifle-fire and machine-gun fire until our men were
right on them, and the. fought bayonct to bayonet.

Large numbers of them were killed, and the troops swept
through to the sccond line of trenches and took that.

A third wave passed through them to the third German
trench, but before they reached this goal the German soldiers
came out with their hands up and surrendered. Our men
went on and on.

“The Boches ran like rabbits hefore us,” said several of
them. They went too far, these soldicrs, in their cagerness.
One of thg colonels stood up on a hillock blowing a hunting-
horn to fctch them back, but they did not hear, and went on
still farther, unsupported by troops on their right.

The officers waved on the men with their reyolvers, and
many fell leading their companies. It was onc of the greatest
-charges in history, but drove out too far into the ‘ blue”
without sufficient co-operation, with troops held up lower down
by strong points and machine-guns. What the situation is
there to-night I do not yet know, except that our men were
fighting on the outskirts of Guedccourt.

12

I have no time to tell qf all the great drama I have seen—
the long trails of the walking wounded, marvellously brave,
wonderfully full of spirits. the'long columns of German prisoners



266 ¢ THE BATTLES OF)THE SOMME

tramping back from the battlefielfls, dejected and miserable,
and other great pictures of war not{yet to be written.

The German prisoners were utterly dismayed—-bewildered
beyond words. Some of the officers tried to shrug it off as
*“ a stroke of luck,” but others admitted that we had surprised
them by a great and brilliant stroke.

One of them with whom I spoke was a young artillery officer
who had fought against us at Ypres in 1914, and afterwards
against the Russians.

« The Somme is the worst of all for us,” he said. *“ It is
fearf *

Several Germsh officers were appalling figures, in masks of
horror, their faces as black as negrocs. They had been in a
dug-out blown up by one of our bombs, and it was full of Very
lights, which flamed about them and burnt them black.

It was a black day for Germany, and the hardest blow that
has been struck at her heart and prideby British troops. For
us the glory of the day is in the splendour of our men.



XXX
FIGHTING BEYOND FLERS

1
SEPTEMBER 17

THE enemy has madc desperatc attempts to organize counter-
attacks to thrust back our lines from the ground gained by us
since Friday morning. They havc failed. We hold all the
ground captured in the sencral assault, and yesterday and to-day
our troops have gone farther forward, winning new and im-
portant positions.

Mouguct Farm, for which the Australians fought with a
most stubborn courage, entering the place several times with
their patrols, was taken last night by a swift and successful
assault. Left of that, below Thiépval, and to the east of that
stronghold, attacks beginning last Thursday on a fortified
position known as the “ Wunderwerk ”* (a curious and villainous
system of trenches and dug-outs) have been a brilliant success,
and have cxtended our gain by ‘a, mile of frontage along the
Danube Trench.

We have a strong flank line sceuring Courcclette ancd have
pushed out beyond Martinpuich towards Eaucourt-’Abbaye,
-and beyond Flers towards Geudecourt.  The day has.not been
- so sensationul as Friday, but solid progress has bcen made,
and the enemy is kept nervous.

He has been hurrying up reserves from Le Sars and Mirau-
mont and places far back behind his lines. They were reported
to be moving up yesterday by motor transport, and our long-
range guns ““ dealt with them,” to use the grim phrase of one
of our artillery officers.

The enemy’s losses are certainly very frightful. His dead lie
solid in certain parts of the battle-front. There are fields of
horror here round High Wood and above Delville Wood, and
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not all the shells which I saw slashing those rows of tree-stumps
to-day will give the enemy back those men who are being buried
by his high explosives. \

The whole of the great stretch of battlefield along the high
ridge to Delville Wood and Ginchy is one great graveyard,
and looking across it to-day, as I stood among shell-craters and
old German trenches and the litter of a wide destruction, this
great desolate horror was an evil panorama which chilled one’s
spirit. [

The enemy was flinging over heavy “crumps” and black
shrapnel, but his shooting seemed to me wild and without definite
targets. The rewson ot it was clear. In taking the high ridge
we have the observation which was once his, and it is our artillery
which now has the supreme advantage.

2

The bombardment of September 15 was the most remarkable
achievement cever donc by British artillery, and not surpassed,
I should say, in any army. Every detail of it was planned
beforchand.

Every “ heavy ” had its special objective and its own time-
table, working exactly with the infantry, concentrating upon the
cnemy’s trenches and strong points, barraging his lines of
communication, following the tracks of those motor monsters
whose amazing adventurcs I described in my last dispatch,
and co-operating with the air serviee to reach ouc to distant
targets.

The ficld-batteries were marvellously audacious in taking up
new positions, and the F.0.0.’s (the forward obscrving officers)
were gallant in getting up to the high ground as soon as our
infantry had taken it and registering their batteries from these.
new view-points.

I heard to-day the whole artillery scheme of one corps and
the scicentific precision with which the enemy’s defences were
destroyed made me shiver as in the presenee of a high intelligence
distributing death on a great scale, by means of minute caleula-
tions of time and space, which, indeed, is exactly the truth.

The enemy’s artillery is still very strong, and it would be
nonsense to depreciate his prodigious gun-power. But some
at least of his batterics are in a perilous position now that we

Y
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are able to observe them, and from my own observation of his
shell-firt to-day it seems to me that he is shifting them farther
back. .

He had not shifted them when our attack began on Friday
morning last (although our counter-battery work was making
it extremely hot for him), and it is remarkable that within
two minutes of our attack he concentrated a particularly fierce
fire on High Wood, where our men were advancing.

“elt is possible that his *‘ sausage > balloons had observed
the approach of the Tanks, and had seen them behind our
trenches, like ichthyosauri waiting for their morning meal.
But, as I have previously hinted, ther: is sound evidence for
the belief that he had prepared a great counter-attack along
a wide front at the very time when our own was launched.

This accounts for the great mass of men killed in his lines
and for the large number of prisoners who fell into our hands.

The capture of Mouquet Farm last night was made by a
dash across a short strip of No Man's Land. The garrison
there retreated into a tunnelled dug-out, which had at least
two entrances, and showed no willingness to surrender, main-
taining rifle-fire from loopholes after they were surrounded.

The southern entrapcc to this undergronnd stronghold was
blown in by high explosives, while men kept guard of the other
entry, waiting for any Germans, who might come up to sur-
render. '

This capture of Mouquet Farm (a stick or two above a hcap
of broken brickwork, as I saw it some weeks ago) has made the
position of Thiépval still more closely gripped—the garrison
there holds out stubbornly in its tunnclled corridors—and
helped forward the assault upon the Danube Trench launched
with absolute success.

This carried further the operation vegun last Thursday,
when our troops made one of those brilliant assaults upon the
intricate system of earthworks to the south of Thiépval, which
I watched a few wecks ago, when the Wiltshires and the
Gloucesters did so well.

On the left, running southwards down the ridge, is an
extraordinary V-shaped wedge with an open end. This
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position was not attacked, but our|men drove straight up to
the left of it, upon the “ Wonder-work,” which was *one of
those nests of dug-outs upon which the Germans lavished all
their skill in digging and pommellitig and strengthening and
furnishing in what soldiers call ““ the days of peace ’—the old
days of ordinary trench-warfare.

It was no longer a “ Wonder-work > when our men rushed
upon it. A whirlwind bombardment, which had preceded
them, and heavy shell-fire for weeks ' past had hroken the
concercte emplacements and flung up the carth with deep shell-
pits, so that it was merely a part of the general chaos existing
on these battleficlds. N

Five German officers and 116 men were still alive there, and
surrendered instantly. “ You were on us like the wind,” said
one of these ollicers afterwards.  *“ We had no time to defend
oursclves.” Other men fled from ncighbouring shell-craters,
but ran straight into our curtain-fire and fell.

Our lads chased some of them as,thdy ran, but halted this
side of our bursting shells, and came back * fearfully bucked,”
to use their own phrase, because they had put the enemy to
flight and mastcred him so utterly.

4

Yesterday counter-attacks were attempted by the 5th
Reserve Regiment of Guards, but they were not carried through
with resolution. The first wayc of men came a hunered yards
or so towards our men, then hesitated, flung their bombs, which
fell ludicrously short, and ran back.

On the left they were bolder and brave, and a very long
and stubborn fight took place with bombs, ending in the
complete victory of our men after they had flung 1500 hand- '
grenades.

North-cast of Flers other counter-attacks were attempted
yesterday, but our troeps who were advancing towards Guede-
court went right through them and over them with irresistible
spirit, checked only by concealed machine-guns in a haryest-
field on their wing.

In Bouleaux Wood, to the north of Leuze Wood, there has
been ficrce hand-to-hand fighting, alid in the centre of it is
an unfortunate Tank—one of the few casualties among the
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armoured monsters—which lies with its nose in t‘xe earth,
forming a barricade between the opposing bombers.

The general situation along our attacking front leaves the
initiative in our hands and r¢veals the temporary demoralization
of the enemy’s $roops and command.

Onc cannot say more than that. The enecmy has had a
hard blow, but he Itas reserves of strength which are controlled
by cool brains behind his lines.

Therc is still much fighting to be done before Germany’s
weakhess reaches the breaking-point, but the losses we have
inflicted upon her during the last threc days are so terrible that
she cannot hide her wounds. W
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MONSTERS AND" MEN

1
SEPTEMBER 18

In all the accounts of the fighting since Friday the story of the
Tanks—those wcird and wonderful armourcd monsters—runs
like a humorous thread. Full of humour and fantasy, because
of their shape and qualities, they are also filled with very
gallant men, to whom grcat honour is due. The skippers
and crcws of thesce land-ships, as they arc called, had to go
out alone in many cases in advance of the infantry and upon
hazardous chances, which cach one of them knew were weighted
with the risk, almost the certainty—for it was a new, untried
experiment—of death. They had astounding adventures and
a large measure of success, and it was due, not to any kind of
luck, but to great skill and great courage.

I have already told the first stories of their actions. To-day
I obtained a full narrative of their achiecvements, and it is one
of the most dramatic and gallant records in the history of this
war.

~Two of them who sct out to attack the line from Combles to
Morval made a rendezvous at Wedge Wood, and took up their
position” at night. Onec of them set off and ambled slowly
until it camc within 400 yards north-west of Combles, far in
advance of the infantry. Here it sat for five hours, fighting
the enemy alone, amd shooting down German bombing parties
until it was sevcrely damaged.

The other Tank in the neighbourhood of Boulcaux Wood
reached the enemy’s trenches near Morval, and, ﬁndmg that it
had left the infantry behind, went back to inquire for them.
They were held up by German bombers in a trench, so the Tank
caine to the rescue, bucked over the trench, and crushed the



MONSTERS AND MEN 278

bombers into the earth beforc backing into a deep shell-crater
and toppling over. Here for an hour and a half it formed a
barricade between British‘ and German bombers, and the crew
got out and tried to hoist it out of the shell-hole under heavy
fire. One of The men picked up a live bomb flung by the enemy,
and tried to hurl it to a safe distance. away from his comrades,
but was blown to bits. Finally the “skipper,” with his
surviving men, came .back to our lines, lcaving the derelict
monster still used as a barricade.

North of Ginchy telegraph one of the Tanks attacked a
machinc-gun emplacement and killed mgny of the men. East
of Delville Wood another advanced upon & German trench
called Laager Lane, and so frightened the encmy that about a
hundred of them came out under white flags and surrendered
to it, following the monster back to our lines.

The attack on Hop Alley, by Delville Wood, was led by a
Tank which attacked @ number of bombers and put them to
flight, so that the trench was cleared for the infantry. After-
wards, under a heavy German barrage, it could advance no
farther, and the skipper and his crew, after doing this finc
work, came out of their monster and, with splendid heroism,
helped our wounded for three hours.

The officer who did what the soldiers call the great “ stunt
in Flers told me his story to-day, and I found him to be as modest
a fellow as any naval officer on a light cruiser, and of the same
fine type. He went into Flers before the infantry and followed
by them, cHeering in high spirits, and knocked out a machine-gun
which began to play on him. The town was not much damaged
by shell-fire, so that thc Tank could walk about real stregts,
and the garrison, which was hiding about in dug-outs, surrcn-
(dered in small, scared groups. Then the other Tapks came

. into Flers, amd together they lolloped around the town in a
free and easy manner before going farther aficld.

The Tank which went through High Wogd did great exccution
over the German trenches, and another wandcered around shell-
craters “killing” German machine-guns. The casualtics were
slight eonsidcring the great success of the experiment, and on
all sides among our soldicrs there is nothing but praise of the
gallant men who led them. , They are still going strong.

To-day one of the monsters—it was old ‘“ Cordon Rouge ”—
came waddling over shell-cratets, climbing over broken trenches,
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and fetched up outside the door of a brigadier’s dug-out. From
the inside of the beast came a very cool and grave yourfg man,
who saluted in a naval way, and said, “I await your.orders,
sir, for going into action.”

“ And I’'m very glad you didn’t bring your monster down
into my dug-out,” said the brigadier. ** But it’s very kind of
you to call, and no doubt we shall want you shortly.”

2

I have been to-day, and for four days, among the men who
have broken the ‘Flers linc and given the enemy the hardest
blows he has ever suffered on this front. Sir Douglas Haig
has named them this afternoon in his great bulletin, paying a
tribute to their valour in a broad, gencral way, without letting
the encmy know too much about the battalions facing him.
They were all splendid.  For the big battle on Friday was a
hard one. and not a ‘ walk-over,” so that our men were put to
the supreme test of courage by most damnable shell-fire and
fierce concentrated barrages by which the enemy’s gunuers at
long ranges endeavoured to support their lost and suflering
infantry.

What touched me most, perhaps, though Hceaven knows
the expericncees of all our soldiers made one awe-struck, was the
way in which our newest and youngest men went through with
their business. There were some of them Derby reeruits, who
had never yet seen what shell-fire means in the Sontme battles.
Older men among them, who lmcw were sorry for them,
wondcrcd how they would “ stick it,” and said, with a view to
encourarr(mcnt * Cheer up, you’ll soon be dead.” They did
not hano back, thesc new fellows.  The rawest reeruits among,
them straincd forward with the rest, floundercd gver the shell- |
holes like the others, and leapt into the German trenches, like
men of old fighting spirit.

3

The London men did gloriously and had one of the bardest
points of the attack, and came under some of the heaviest
storms of fire. These young Civil servants and men of the
London suburbs, who used to go to Clty offices by early morning
trains—do you remember how they spoke once of ¢ London
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pride ? "—fought sternly and endured with stoicism, and had
a laugh left in them after the battle when they forgot the
frightfulness of it all and remembered the fantastic adventures
of the Tanks which waddled into the German lines, knocking
down tree-stiimps, clinbing over heaps of ruin, and * putting
the wind up ” in_ the enemy’s ranks. * It was a fair treat !
said onc of them. “ Every time I think of it I can’t help
langhing ! ” And yct it was no joke, after all, but very grim
and deadly work. °

Therc was hardly a county of England which did not have
its sons in this battle, and all those Egglish regiments of the
north and the south were so good, so fine, sq full of spirit, that
it made onc wonder at the stock that has bred these men, giving
to them out of the strain of England some quality of blood
that has withstood all the weakening influences of factory life
and city life. And yet, having written that, I sce it is foolishness.
For men of all the Ergpire were here, and it was the spirit of
the whole race that rose at dawn out of the trenches and shell-
craters and went forward into the furnace-fires.

4

About the Scottish troops I can say no more than I have
said a hundred times, loving all those Lowla.ndcrs and High-
landers “ this side idolatry.”

I was with some of their officers to-day again, and heard
stories of their men who took omne of the German strongholds
after a serpentine plan of attack difficult to perform, because in
attacking men will go straight, and coming under shell-fire
which would have brokcn thc spirit of wca]\cr merr. But they

. went on in waves over the German trenches and into the village
where some jhundreds of men surrendered to Lhem,; oming up
out of the dug-outs as soon as the Scots were about their hiding-
places. M

The German soldicrs had been thoroudhly frightened by the
Tank, which had come nosing in before the infantry, and many
of them’'huddled piteously under its flanks in order to escape
from its rapld fire. Sixty mcn came out of onc dug-out and
surrendered in this way. ] FuAfterwards the Scots pushed on
beyond the stronghold afid established posts and dug cover
for themselves against the enemy’s gun-fire, which threw an



276 (THE BATTLES OF THE SOMME

enormous humber of high explosives into their old place of
defence, which was stacked with timber for dug-outs and other
stores of war material.

5

The Canadians gained great glory on Friday and Saturday.
After their long and hard experiences in the salient they came
down to the Somme battleficld dctermined to ¢ get their own
back,” and do great adventurcs. Their attack was finuly
organized, and when all the difficulties are known will be put
down 1o their credit g a reallv great military achicvement.
Among them is a body of French Canadians, dark-cyed fellows
whom it is strange to meet about the villages of ¥rance speaking
volubly with the peasants in their own tongue, a little old-
fashioned, as it was once spoken in the days of Louis XIV,
when Canada was onc of the brightest rays in the glory of the
Sun-King. These fdllows, close in likepess to the provincial
Frenchman, though perhaps more ~dour and aeserved, went
away like wolves a-hunting, and raced forward to a German
stronghold which they had asked leave to take. -

They were swept by machine-gun fire and checked by a
stubborn defenee on the part of the enemy, but with the help
of the two Tanks, called *“ Créme de Menthe > and ““ Cordon
Rouge,” who sat on the cnemy’s machine-gun emplacements
and knocked out his machine-gun ercews, the ¥rench Canadians
carried the stronghold and captured hundreds of pliconcrs.

Later I hope to write the full story of the Canadian victory
which will thrill through all the towns and ficlds of the great
Dominjon like an hceroic song, for these men from overscas
wefe very carcless of death so that they might win.

6

Then there were the New-Zealanders, those clean-cut, hand-
some fcllows in the fit hats with a bit of red ribbon round
the brim, which I looked for down village streets and in French
harvest-ficlds before they went into battle.  Australia has set
a great cxample to them, being first in the fighting round
Pozitres, where they fought as wonderfully as in the Dardanelles.
They were not less gallant in the great charge they made at
dawn on Friday, 'going forward wery far to a distant place
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across No Man’s Land, and across German trenches, under

- . - - -
heavy fire, and out ‘‘ into the blue  in pursuit of retreating
men. -

7

Sir Douglas Haig mentions last of all the Guards, but not
because they were least in valour. They fought as the Guards
always fight, with superb discipline, and with a tradition that
is wacred ¢o them. I saw them before they went into battle,
and had a meal in the mess of the Irish Guards, and saw them
marching up to take their line in the br#ftleficlds.

They are not the old Guards who fought at Ypres and in
many bloody battles when we were hard pressed, and after-
wards at Loos, when thcy had some fearful hours. Many of
those brave men lie under the soil of France, and new men
have taken their place. But the tradition stays, and the
physical standard of ghe men has not been lowered by a hair’s-
breadth, and their discipMne is still upon the same high and
hard level. Every onc knew they would put up a great fight,
and they did.

They had a very dilficult part of the line, and had to pass
machine-guns which swept upon their ranks in enfilade fire,
and had to advance over ground covered by whirlwind fire
of high explosives. But they gained their way forward in a
serics of charges which went straight through three lines of
German trenches, and captured large numbers of prisoners
after heaVy fighting, and held on to their ground against strong
counter-attacks. The tradition of the Guards has been upheld,
and a new tradition has been given to them. . .

I must put into a line some late imnportant ncws of the.&aay,
which is the great casualties inflicted upon the engmy in the
neighbourhgod of Guedecourt. A body of the encmy’s infantry
was observed to be retreating through the mist, and they were
caught by some of our advanced patrols,who cut them to picces
with machine-gun fire. Elsewhere the enemy is surrendering in

small batches, unable to stand the feartul slaughter inflicted upon
them by our guns.

8 SEPTEMBER 19

Some of the most noble fighting qualities in the great ' uttle
of Friday last were shown by the troops who were re-_onsible
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for the ccentre of the attack directed against Flers and the
country immediatcly to the right of that village. Those
who were given the task of assaulting Flers itselfl were mostly
recruited from the London arca.

They had not seen much fighting before going mto the great
firc of the Somme battles. Their General, who had raised and
trained them, was sure of them, and had taught cach man
the task expeeted of him on this great day, so that whatever
might befall their officers, the men should not be niere shéep
mthouL a sense of gmd'mcc or dircction.

When they formed \tp in line to the north of Delville Wood
(with awkward bits of German trench thrust down upon their
right flank), they had three lines in front of them over a distance
of about 2500 vards barring their way to Flers. It was a long
way and a hard way to go, but they lcapt forward in solid
waves of keen and cager men following a short and violent
barrage from our heavy guns. ‘

In a few minutes from the start the first two waves dropped
into the German switch-line running diagonally from the real
Flers line. They found it choked with German dead, killed
by our gun-fire, and among them only a poor reminant of living
men. The first two waves stayed in the trench to hold it.
The others swept on, smashed through the Flers line, and
forged their way over shell-eralers under machine-gun and
shrapnel fire, to the outskirts of Flers, which they reached
between nine and ten in the morning.

Some London men were keld up by barbed wire ])rotcctmo
a hidden trench which had not becen previously observed,
ang- a ‘call was made for one of the Tanks which had come
rolling wp behind, It erawled forward, walking over Lhe
shell-craters, and smashed the whole length of barbed wire
in front, firing rapidly upon the encemy’s bontoers in the
trench and putting them out of action. This enabled "the
whole line to advancq into Flers village at the tail of another
Tank now famous for its adventures in Flers, which I have
already narrated.

The victorious troops found but™little " opposmon ifi the
village. Curiously cnough, it was not strongly defended or
fortified. Therc were few of the tuunels and dug-outs which
make many of these places hard to capture, and the enemy
,was utterly demoralized by the motor monster which appeared
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as a bad dream before them. The enemy flung a hedvy barrage,
but our men had few casualtices.

9

An attempt was made to rcach Geudecourt, and, as I have
already told, one of our Tanks reached the outskirts of that
new objective. The infantry attack failed owing to massed
machinc-gun fire, andethe men fell back to a new line of trenches
ha?sti]y dug by the enemy before their defeat, which now gave
us uscful cover. This was 2700 yards from the starting-point
at dawn, and was almost a record as a Antinuous advance.

The encmy rallied and made two counfer-attacks, one at
three o’clock in the afternoon, the other between four and five.
They were tragic attempts. Some of our imachine-gunners
lay in waiting for them and mowed down these rows of men
as they came bravely forward. It was such a sight as 1 watched
at Falfemont Farm ®hen solid bars of tall men crumbled and
fell before a seythe of bulléts.

At 6.30 on the following evening our troops made another
attenipt to reach Geudecourt mm co-operation with the men on
their right, but they were unable to get the whole distance in
spite of a most heroic assault alter two days of heavy fighting.

The foree attacking on the right of Flers on Friday morning
had similar expericnees and more difficultics.. They are men
who know all there is to know about the Ypres salient, where 1
met theng first nearly o vear ago.  They are men who have old
seores to wipe off against the énemy in the way of poison-gas
and flame-jcts, and they went very fiereely into the battle.

To start with, they had to elear out a place knoyn assMystery
Corner, to the right of Delville Wood, where they captlred
fifty-one prisoners, and afterwards a trench a Jjttle to the
north of tRat, thrust down as a wedge between their left flank
and the right of the troops who had started out for Flers.

This second strong point was wiped gut by the Tanks, which
came and sat down on it gixd by a small body of North-country-
men working with the Tanks. Their particular job was done,
and they might have staycd there, but, sceing the long waves
of their conurades streaming forwasd to the main attack, they
could not hold back, but followed on, all through the fight
keeping touch in a most orderly way with the men ahead of
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them, and &oing, as they put it, * odd jobs,” such as knocking
out machine-guns and killing snipers. -

It was so with other men. Having done their alloted task
they would not stand and hold, but streamed after the tide
which went through and past them, detcrminec to be in at
the death.

In the attacks upon Geudecourt that day and on the evening
of the next they had a hard bad time like the men on their
left. They were under enfilade fire from machine-guns, which
chattered hour after hour, never silent. ¢ The air was stiff
with bullets,” says qne of the officers. Mcen finding their
only cover in sholl-cr&“;crs could not put their heads up, so
close did the bullet’s slash the carth.  And in other shell-craters
not far away were many German riflemen picking off any man
who appearcd for a moment out of the tumbled carth.

It was a hellish neighbourhood, yet when the moment for
the second attack came mixed companics of men from various
regiments who had mingled in the incvitdble confusion of such
a place and time (it was now thirty-six hours since the dawn
of Friday) rosc out of their holes in the earth and formed up as
on parade, and went forward in a {inc gallant style. '

It was impossible in the face of all those bullets about them,
and they fcll back to the original line of advance well to the
north of Flers, which was good enough for that day after such
heroic work. There was no Division in our armies who could
have done better, nor who did better, on a great day when all
did well. . ‘

10

ApAd row I, must tell a little more in detail the story of the
Guards in this battle. It is hard to tell it, and not all can be
told yet because of the enemy. The Guards had their full
sharc of the fighting, and of the difficult ground, With strong
forces against them. They knew that would be so before they
went into battle, and yct they did not ask for better things,
but awaited the hour of attack with strong, gallant hearts,
quite sure of their courage, proud of their name, full of trust
in their officers, eager to give a smashing blow at the enemy.

These splendid men, so ‘tall and proper, so hard and:fine,
went away as one might imagine the old knights and yeomen of
England at Agincourt. For the first time in the history of the
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Coldstreamers, three battalions of them charged in line, great
solid waves of men, as fine a sight as the world could show.
Behind them were the Grenadiers, and again bchind these men
the Irish. ¢

They had 'not gonc more than 200 yards before they came
under the enfilade firc of massed machine-guns in trenches not
previously observed. The noise of this fire was so loud and
savage that although hundrcds of guns were firing, not a shot
could be heard. lt was just the stabbing staccato hammering
of the German Maxims. Men fell, but the lines were not
broken. Gaps were made in the ranh’, but they closed up.
The wounded did not call for help, but cheered on those who
swept past and op, shouting, “ Go on, Lily-whites ! ”—which
is the old name for the Coldstrcamers— Get at ’em, Lily-
whites !

They went on at a hot pace with their bayvonets lowered.
Out of the crumpled, carth—all pits and holes and hillocks,
torn up by great gun-fires—grey figures rose and fled. They
were German soldicrs terror-stricken by this rushing tide of
men.

The Guards went on. Then they were checked by two
lines of trenches, wired and defended by machine-guns and
bombers. They eame upon them quicker than they expected.
Some of the officers were puzzled.  Could these pe the trenches
marked out for attack—or other unknown trenches ? Anyhow,
they must be taken—and the Guards took them by frontal
assault fullin the facc of continual blasts of machine-gun bullets.

There was hard and desperate fighting. Thc Germans
defended themselves to the death.  They bombed our man, 3 who
attacked them with the bayonct, scrved their machme-gdns
until they were killed, and would only surrender when our men
"were on top, of them. It was a very bloody hour or more.
By that time the Irish Guards had joined the others. All the
Guards were together, and togcther they passed the trenches,
swinging left incvitably under the machine-gun fire which poured
upon them from their right, but going stcadily deeper into the
elllcmg country until they were 2000 yards from their starting-
place

Thef it was necessary to call a halt Many officers and men
had fallen. To go farther would be absolute death. The
troops on the right had been utterly held up. The Guards
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were ““ up m the air,” with an exposed flank, open to all the
fire that was flung upon them from the enemy’s lines. The
temptation to go farther was great. The German infantry
was on the run. They were dragging' their guns away. There
was a great panic among the men who had béen hiding in
trenches. But the German machine-gunners kept to their
posts to safeguard a rout, and the Guards had gone far enough
through their scourging bullets.

They decided very wiscly to hold the‘line they had gained,
and to dig in where they stood, and to make forward posts
with strong points. 1Ry had killed a great number of Germans
and taken 200 pwsoncrs and fought grandly. So now they
halted and dug and took cover as best they could in shell-
craters and broken ground, under ficrce fire from the enemy’s
guns.

The night was a dreadful once for the wounded, and for men
who did their best for the wounded, trying to be deaf to agonizing
sounds. Many of them had hairbeeadth escapes from death.
Onc young officer in the Irish Guards Iay in a shell-hole with
two comrades, and then left it for a while to checr up other
men lying in surrounding craters. When he came back he
found his two fricnds lying dead, blown to bits by a shell.

But in spite of all these bad hours the Guards kept cool,
kept their digeipline, their courage, and their spirit.  The
Germans Jaunched counter-attacks against them, but were
annihilated. The Guards held their ground, and gained the
greatest honour for sclf-sacrificing courage which has cver
given a special micaning to' their name.  They took the share
which all of us knew they would take in the greatest of all our
bact]es sin¢e the first day of July and, with other regiments,
struck a vital blow at the enemy’s line of defence.
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LONDON PRIDE
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SEPTEMBER 20
AxorneEr dark, wet day, filled with grey mist and rain-storms
and mud. Up in the lines British soldiers and Germans lie
ncar cach other in shell-craters, waist-high in water. The rain
is slashing upon them, and it is cold. But though gunncrs
cannot sce, nor airmen {ly? the bombardment goes on, and all
day long there has been the dull crashing of heavy shells, on
both sides deep and sullen boomings through the white fog of
this foul day.

Last night and carly in the morning the encmy attempted
a counter-atiack at different parts of the line. They attacked
heavily here and there with strong bombing partics, who for
a time forced a way into our new lines, at the corner of Cour-
cclette and the north of Martinpuich and the ground farther
cast. *

Many of them were killed—the "bad weather docs not stop
this slaughter—and they were driven out and bagk agaig by
men who, though cold in their shell-eraters, kept their courdge
and flung themselves fierecly upon the German assaultgng troops,
in sharp bombing fights, which left us with more ground—at
least in one part of the line—than we had before. All of
which shows that the encmy is hard prgssed and tightly held,
and that our men—infantry to infantry—not counting gun-fire,
have the mastery of these German reserves, and a spirit that
refusds to be beaten even by artillery.

I hgge written many thousands of svords about this abomin-
able Zr since the first shop was fired, and for fiftcen months and
more have been trying to picturc as closely as possible the life
of our soldicrs in action, but I am conscious that all I have
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written has given but a vague, dim, far-off glimpse of the
character, sufferings, and valour of our men.

How is it possible to show these things truly, to make my
readers understand something of the truth when I cannot
understand myself, but can only guess and grope at the qualities
which make them do the things they do ? Take our last great
day of battlec—September 15—there were troops of many
different types engaged in its fighting—Canadians, New-Zca-
landers, Scots, Irish, and English of many counties. One would
expect to find differences among these men, to find some harder
than others or softerhan others, battalions here and there
who flinched bcfre the storm of steel and those frightful
shells which open great chasms in the carth. But on Friday
the courage of all those men was of one quality, and a man
would be a liar who said that one set of men were less brave
than another.

2

To-day I went among thc London men, and afterwards
among some Highlanders, who have a special place in my heart.
In blood, in upbringing, in physique, in tcmperament one
could not find two bodies of men more unlike, yet they have
been alike in splendid endurance under merciless fire last
Friday and ornwards. “I cannot understand how my boys
stuck it out during the worst hours they had,” said a colonel
of one of the City of London battalions. ‘ They just had to
sit in shell-craters under heavy *ecrumps.’” Many men would
not have gonc through with it. But the London boys just
stayedrthere, gamely.  They arc wonderful.”

The colonel himsclf was wonderful—this old Territorial
soldier, nearly sixty years of age, with a white moustache and ,
grizzled eyebrows that did not hide the bright and almost
boyish light in his eycs. He used to be a dyspeptic and a
“ bundlc of nerves,” §o he told me, and did not think he could
last three months of war. But now at the beginning of the third
year of war he led his battalion into action, went under some of
the ficreest fire along the whole battle-line with them, and lay
side by side with his “ boys,” as he calls them, in a slgzll-hole
which became filled with water by violent rain-storms. For
three days and nights he lay there while the enemy was trying
to shell our men to death by his monstrous five-point-nines.
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‘I'here were London men with him and all around him in the
same kind of holes—for there were no trenches here—and
though evenythe sergeants were shaking with a kind of ague,
not with coly but after’ the nervous stram of cndunng the
incessant shock of high explosives, they * carried on ”—oh
splendid phrase {—and not a fellow played the coward,
though all were very much afraid, as all men are in these
frightful hours.

They had been born and bred in London. They had worn
black coats and * toppers ” in the City—all the officers among
them—and the men had been in warcfouses and offices and
shops down Thames-side and away to Whichall. They had
played the gentle game of dominoes in luncheon hours over a
glass of milk and a Bath bun. They had grown nasturtiums in
suburban gardens, and their biggest adventure in life had
been the summer manceuvres of the dear old * Terriers.”
And now—they fought through German trenches and lay in
shell-holes, and every nerve in their brains and bodies was
ravaged by the tumult of shell-fire about them and by the
wounded who lay with them. But these Londoners who fight
on their nerves were no less staunch than men like the Scots
and the North-country lads, who, as far as I can sce, have no
nerves at all.

3

There were some strange individual adventures in the midst
of the gencfal experience of rushint two lines of German trenches
through a violent barrage and getting forward to open country,
where they dug themsclves in. Among ten machinc-guns
which they captured on their way up there was one handled by

.a German gunner who awaited his chance to sweep _the ranks
. of the Londen lads. Bul he did not get it.  An oflicer of the
London Regimeni who was carrying a rifle “ spotted ” the
man quickly and killed him with a straight shot bcfore he had
fired more than a few bullets.  That rifle-shot saved the lives
of many ,of our men.

In the second German trench there was a sharp fight, and one
single gombat between one of our officers—who happens to be
a So African—and a gpeat lusty German who was a much
bigger man than ours. It was a bayonet duel as two medieval
knights might have fought in the old days with heavy swords.

-
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Our officer was already wounded twice. He had a bullet
through the shoulder, and a damaged jaw. But five times he
pierced his enemy with the bayonet. It should have been
enough, but the great German still’ fought. Ioth bayonets
were dropped and the two men closed and wrestled with each
other, trying to get a grip of the throat. The German wrestler,
bloody as he was, scemed to keep all his brute strength, but he
was laid out by a bullet in the neck from a sergeant of the
Londoners who came to the rescue of the officer.  Afterwands
this ecasy-going gentleman—{rom South Africa—chatted with
his coloncl over the b8dy of his man as quictly and calmly as
though he werc i his smoking-room at home, and paid no
attention whatever to his wounds, refusing to go down to the
doctor, but going forward again with his men.

Some of the men went too far in their cagerness, away into
the “blue.”” No word came back from them. No signal.
Latcr one man trudged back, bringing two prisoners. ““ Where
are the others 277 he was asked. e pointed far away, and
said, “ Over there.”  He is the only man who has come back
from that place of mystery. .

4

Some of the London battalions did not suffer so heavily
as might have been expected from the hard task they had, and
the wonderful way in which they fought. What loss they
suffecred was the price of extreme valour. The charge of the
Light Brigadc at Balaclava has been put into song as one of the
great heroic talcs of history. Will any onc make a song of the
Loundon men who fought forward through a hurricanc of fire ?

The stretcher-bearers of the London Territorials did their
work noblv, and among them as a volunteer was onc German
who deserves a word of praise, by men with a sporting spirit,
fair to their cnemy. Ile had first been taken prisoner by an
officer of ours, who was then hit by a piece of shell or a rifle-
bullet. He fcll, and could not risc again, but his prisoner,
who was an officer too, picked him up and carried him across
the battlefield to our dressing-station, and then stood by.for an
escort te take him away. .

The General commanding these London men spoke o. them
to-duy with a thrill in his voice. He had been with them, and
had reconnoitred their ground, and had secn their way of
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fighting. When I spoke to him he had been witnhout sleep and
rest for two days and nights. *° No men could have done bhetter,”
he sgid. “No General could wish to command braver men
or better mch. Their discipline is splendid. Thcere is never
any crime among them. They behave always as gentlemen
should behave, apd they fight with fine hearts. These London
boys of mine had one of the hardest tasks on Friday, and they
carried it through with a most gallant spirit.”

5

Another day I must writc of the Highlafders whom I mct
to-day—those Gay Gordons of whom I have written scveral
times when I have found them in other parts of the hattle-line.
Somc of them waved hands to me to-day and shouted cheerfully
across a track of mud, and, sceing the faces under their bonnets,
I was cnormously glad to find these old friends of mine alive
and well after many ddys of fighting. Squarer, tougher,
harder men than the Londoners, they fought in their own style,
gloriously, with all their comrades in kilts or trews who swept
across the German lines, and then held their eaptured ground
under infernal fire.  One story they told me of the things they
have seen is a grim little picture which is ctched in my brain.

Two of them went down into a German dug-out and started
back when they saw a man seated there at table. The table
was laid for a meal, but the food was uneaten. It was a dead
German oflicer who sat before thgm, as though asleep. The
top of the dug-out had been knocked in by onc of our shells,
and somcthing had fallen and killed him as he was begiming
breakfast. The Gordons went into other dug-outs and found

. other dcad bodics, but it was this sitting man «that they
remember most.
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THE SPLENDID NEW-ZEALANDERS

SEPTEMBER 28

IT was inevitable that after the great battle of September 15
our line should have ragged edges and run up or down into
small salients. This was due to the greater progress made by
different bodies of troops; and to the way in which isolated
groups of Germans held on very stitbbornly to these stretches
of ground not in the general line of our advance.

During the past forty-cight hours a good deal has been done
to clear out these pockets, or wedges, and to straighten out the
line from Courcclette castwards.

This morning our troops did a uscful bit of work in such a
place between CGoureelette and Martinpuich, knocking out a strong
post and taking some prisoncrs, with whom were two officers.
Elsewhere strong posts thrust out by us beyond the main trenches
have been linked up, so that the line now runs in a 'reasonably
even way from the north of Courcelctle across the Bapaume
Road, uhov¢ Martinpuich, and so on to the north of Flers.

This linking-up and clearing-up work now done to a great
extent puts us in a stronger position of defence, to hold what
we have gained, against any attempts made by. the cnemy
in counter-attack.

He has madc many attempts since September 15 to drive
our troops out of the high ground, which is vital to his mcans
of observation, and the failure of them has cost him a great
price in life.

2

Among the most desperate thrusts, pressed with stubborn
bravery by bodies of German soldiers, collected hastily and
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flung with but little plan or preliminary orgamzatwn against
our lines, were those directed upon the New-Zcealanders, who
repelled ther} after hard and long conflicts fought out for the
most part wity naked steel.

In all the Highting since July 1 there has not been anything
more ficree or more bloody than these hand-to-hand struggles
on the left of Flors, and Lhe New-Zcalanders have gained a
grc'ttc-r name for thgmsclves (it was alrcady a great name
sinec Gallipoli) as soldiers who hate to give up what they have
gained, ‘'who will hold on to ground with a grim obstinacy
against heavy odds, and if they are ordcfed to retreat beeause
of the military situation roun(l them come dack again with a'
stern resolve to ““ get the goods.”

That is not only my reading of the men, and T do not pretend
to know them well, but is the summing-up of an oflicer, not
from their own eountry, who has scen them fight during these
last few days, and whq spoke of them with a thrill of admiration
in his voice, after watehing the stoicism with which they endured
great shell-fire, the spirit with which they attacked after great
tatigiics and hardships, and the rally of men, discouraged for
a while by their loss of ofticers which swept the Germans back
into panic-stricken flight.

This struggle covers a weck’s fighting since September 15,
when al dawn the New-Zealanders advanced in waves to a
serics of positions which would bring them up to the left of
Flers if they had the luck to get as far.  On their right were the
troops, whdse eapture of Flers vidage I have already deseribed,
and on their Jeft other troops attacking Iligh Wood and the
ground north of it.

The men of New Zealand went forward with hardly a ('hcck
to the German switch-trench 500 yards from the starting-line.
They were mgn of Auckland, Cantubnry. Otago, and w cllington,
and they put their trust in the bayounet and desired to get
close to their enemy. v

They had their desire.  In the switch-trench the Germans
defended themselves to the last gasp, and, as far as I can make
out, cnly four of them were left alive after that frightful
encounier. It vas a fight to the death on both sides, and the
Ncw-ix.landcrs did not crpss that ditch at full strength.

On the way up they lost under shrapnel and machine-gun
fire. On the other side of tie ditch their lines were thinner.

T

-
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But they vs!ere on the other side, and the ditch behind them was
a grave upon which they turned their backs to get across the
next streteh of ground to trenches 800 yards ahes{.

The New Zealand Rifles covered this ground q?;ckly, moving
in open order, but keeping in touch with cach'other by fine
discipline and an esprit de corps which is better than discipline.

3

That next system of trench-work, two lines heavily wired
and deeply dug, par: of the famous Flers line, was a great
‘obstacle. Our gun-fire, grand as it had been, had not laid all
the wire low nor destroyed the trenches. A swish of machine-
gun bullets showed that the enemy was alive and savage.

An infantry assault on such a line had to be paid for, some-
times by a great number of dead and wounded. But it was the
day of the Tanks. Two of them had tried to keep pace with
the New Zcaland attack, but had,lagged bchind like short-
winded creatures suffering from stitch—and no wonder, looking
at the shell-craters and pit.s across which they had to bring
their long bodics, crawling in and crawling out, with their
tails above their heads and their heads above their tails.

But they arrived in time to attack the Flers line, and in a
very deliberatc and stolid way they sidled along the barbed
wire, bmashmg it into the earth, before poking th( ir big snouts
over the German parapets, hauling themsclves up, and firing
from both flanks upon German machine-gun teams. »

With this noteworthy help, which saved time and trouble and
life, the New-Zcalanders took the double trenches of the Flers
line, and again pushed on, anothcr 700 yards, across a sunken
road with steep banks and very decp dug-outs, where the
enemy did not stay to mcet them until they had established *,
themselves on a line running westwards from the top of Flers
village, now in the hands of our English lads.

One of the Tanks 'followed them, getting down the stecp
bank with its nose to carth, and lumbering up the other side
like a huge elephant (without a trunk).

A German battery 1500 yards away scarched for lt with
shell-fire, but did not get within hitting distance of its aru\oured
skin. Eventually it was the German battery that was knoeked
out by our guns. - .
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However, this was a side-show, and the Tanks must not take
all the glory away from the infantry, who had not armoured
skins, alas, akd who were facing murderous fire elsewhere.

4

They had beer® ordered to swing left to make a flanking
front up the edge of g valley running north-west of Flers, right
away beyeond the village, and this they did most gallantly,
although at the time thcy stuck out like a thin wedge into
German territory, because at that time tiicy had no support on
their left (our English fcllows, as T have deseribed in an earlier
dispatch, had been having a fearful time in and beyond High
Wood), and on the right the other English troops were busy
with the capture of Flers.

It was clearly and undcniably a hazardous position for the
New-Zealanders all alene out there, and they were ordered to
fall back to the line going*straight westwards from the top of
Flers village, which they helped to hold on the night of the
15th tg 16th.

From that day onwards the enemy made repcated counter-
attacks. Sometimes they were in fecble strength, shattercd
quickly, but they grew in intensity and numbers as the days
passed, while the New-Zcalanders were still in a rather pre-
carious position, “a rocky position,” says one of their officers,
owing to the wcakness of their left flank.

nght down on that flank Germans were still holding out in
shell-craters with a way opcen behind them, so that supports
might come down to drive a wedge between the New-Zcalanders
and the English troops north of High Wood.

This was attempted by soniething like a brigade of Germans,
who advancad in six or seven waves upon the English soldiers—
who were outnumbered by more than two to one—in a steady,
determined way. They were met out yn the open with the
bayonet. It was the old way of fighting men meeting men,
staring into cach other’s eyes, trusting to their own strength
and skill with sharp stecl, and not to engines of war with high
explosiyes or quick-firing guns. N

If glen fight it is the pest way though not pleasant and
agrecable for ladics to watch from silken canopies, as in the
old days of the tourney, when gentlemen hacked at each other
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with axes, just for fun. A New Zealand officer watched it
from a little distance, and his breath came qujck when he
described it to me. The German ranks were ¥roken-and a
remnant fled.

But it was not so long or so bloody a fight as what the New-
Zcalanders themsclves had to encounter threg days ago.

The enemy struck a blow against the New Zcaland troops,
at the joining-point between those men 7nd their corurades on
the left, who had come up to the west of Flers. : ¢

The New-Zecalunders—who were Canterbury men—were
beaten back twiee, and twice regained the ground.  All through
the night of Sceptember 20 until the dawn of the 21st there
was violent bomb-fighting and bayonct-fighting.

There was no straight linc of men, British on one side, German
on the other. It was a confused mass, isolated bodies of men
struggling around shell-craters and bits of trench, single figures
fighting twos and threes, groups joining to form lines which
surged backwards and forwards and a night horrible with the
crash of bombs and the cries of the dying.

5

One New Zcaland officer, a very splendid heroic man, was
the lifc and soud of this defence and counter-atlack.

There were moments when some of his men were disheartened
becausce their line had fallen back, and the number of their
wounded lay too thick about them. 1le put new fire into them
by the flame of his own spirit. He led them forward again,
rallying the gloomy ones, so carcless of his own life, so eager
for the honour of New Zcaland that they fellowed him under a
kind of sprll, because of the magic in him. .

They thrust back the encmy, put him to flight dov.n the valley,
remained masters of the ground when ihe dawn brightened into
the full light of day, revealing the carnage that had been hidden
in the night. .

It was not the ¢nd of the fighting here.  In the afternoon
the enemy came again, in strong numbers—sent forward by
their high command, mcit at the end of far telephones, dazperate
to retake the ground, and ordering new assaults whi::YY were
sentences of death to German soldiers not at the end of far
telephones but very near to British bayoncts.
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They came on thickly, these doomed men, shoulder to shoulder,
and it was N\gain the captain of the Canterburys who led his
men against Yhem in a great bayonct charge, right across the
open.

It was bayonet against bayonet, for the Germans stood to
receive the char 2, though with blanched faces. For the New-
Zealanders came upon th( m at the trot and then sprang forward
with bayonets as quick as knitting-needles.

The Germans cricd out in terror. Down the hill-side, beyond,
those who ecould escape ran, and fell as they ran. It was a
rout and the end of the counter-attack.

The New-Zealanders were now sure of #hemsclves.  They
knew that with the bayonet they can mect the Germans as
their masters.  So scornful are they of their bayonet-fighting
that they have it in their hearts to pity thewn and say, © Poor
devils 1™

To my mind, and tu others, the finest heroism was shown by
the New Zcaland stretcher-bearers.  They did not charge with
the bayonet. All their duty was to go out across open country
in coo} blood to pick up men lying there in blood that was not
cool unless they had lain there too long.

They had to go through salvos of five-point-nines, which
torc up the ground about them, and buried them, and mangled
many of them. And they went quite steadily and quietly,
not once or twice, but hour after hour, until nxo.e {aan sixty
of them hgd fallen, and hour after hour they carried out their
work of rescue quite careless of themsclves.

“T am nol a sentimentalist,” said a Ncw Zealand officer
to-day, as he looked at me with grave cyes, remempering those
scenes, “but the work of those men seemcd to me very noble
and good.”

In New Zealand and in the quiet farmsteads thcw, those
words will be read gladly, I think.

And if any words of mine could givera little cxtra share of
honour to these Colonial boys, who have comne so far overseas
to fight.by the side of English soldicrs, I should be glad and
proud®too, having a hcart very full of admiration for the valour
of thegt men, who have fonght in thése great battles a. well as
any #roops who shared the day with them.



XXXI1V
THE CANADIANS AT COURCELETTE

)|
SEPIEMBER 24

IN a scrappy way I have told something about the way the
Canadians fought for Courcclette. It is worth more than that
as an historic narrative. From first to last, beginning with
the dawn of Friday, Scptember 15, and ‘going on now, beyond
the village, against German countcr-attacks, these men from the
West have shown themselves very gallant, and hard and quick
in fighting qualities. '

Therc was a body of French-Canadians among them, dark-
eyed fcllows, of the same type as the French people among
whom they found themselves by the odd chance of fate, like
some of the French Chasscurs Alpins who have been fighting
on our right, lithe-bodicd men, with muscles like whipcord,
full of individual character, and an old tradition of warfare
behind them, war against nature and wild animals, away from
town life.

The tnermy was not sure what men he had against him down
below Courcclette. I think it was to get this knowledge that
he sent out a number of his bombers just before the Canadian
attack was to be launched. I have alrcady told about the
scrgeant who saw them coming, and about the boy by his side
who was buricd alive ‘by a shell, and lived to tell me the tale
with a strange smile in his brown eycs, as he leaned on a crooked
stick, some old tree-stump he had picked up to support him
when he was weak from loss of blood. He was one of the French-
Canadian'boys. The Gerthan bombers came out of the digkness
suddenly, and pounced upon a bit' of trench, flinging cheir
hand-grenades, and trying to grab some of our men as prisoners.
Tt was just like one of the old raids, better done by the Can:diant

~
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hemselves, They had a short innings, and not a man went
back. A CXpadian machine-gunnecr rushed up to his * Lewis
and killed thyse who came over our parapets. Onec officer with
twclve bombegs accounted for the others.

But it was awkward happening just at the hour when the
grand attack was.waiting for the word *“ Go.” It might have
disorganized the plan at the outset. The Canadians did not
lct. it make any kind of difference to them. At the exact
moment all the waves of men rose, swept over the dead bodics
of the raiders, and in a grcat tide rolled -over No Man’s Land.
Three Tanks went with them, slower than the infantry, but
climbing stcadily over the trenches and thé shell-craters, and
prowling around for the places from which there came a spitting
fire of machine-guns. They found some of them in the sugar
factory, and I have told how they sat down there, crumpling
the emplacements undcr their heavy ribs, and pouring out a
deadly fire.

2

The Canadian infantry had a difficult operation. The
ground from the high ridge of Poziéres sloped down bcfore
them to the edge of the village of Courcelette, where they had
been ordered to halt and consolidate while reserve battalions
—the French-Canadians on the right—came*® up behind to

‘“ mop-up ”’ the captured ground. A German trench ran at an
angle from their objective, and as they advanced the Canadians
had to take this * en passant,” as.chess-players would say, the
flank capturing the trench at the same rate of progresq as the
centre and right went forward.

It was done Through machine-gun firc and an mfemo of
shrapnel and high explosives the Canadians stormed their
way down the slope, shouting and checring as they went, led
by officers who urged them on, before falling, some of them,
mortally wounded. In the trenches the'German soldiers fought
stubbornly, flinging thecir bombs and maintaining a rapid rifle-
fire until the Canadians were right upon them with the bayonet.
At the sight of sharp stecl they fought no more, but flung up
their, ands

The Canadians had a‘long way to go to the outskirts of
Courcelette, right across open country, and as they went the
German “crumps” fell among them, tossing up _great masseg
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—as large as village churches—of smoke and carth filled with
flying shell-splinters.

It was on the line outside Courcelctte that fhey stopped
at last to dig and gather their strength and tale breath. It
was late in the afternoon, I think, that the ground bcehind
them was thoroughly cleared, and that the german defence of
the sugar factory was finally broken witn the help of the
Tanks. There was a confercnce betwega the officers, those
who were still unwounded. Men in the ranks asked the sainc
question, and answered it.  * Why not take Courcclette itself ?

8

The order and the honour of the new attack was given to
the ““ mop-up ” batlalions behind, with the French Canadians
among them, who had been advancing behind the assaulting
troops as a clearing and consolidating force.  The coloncl of
the French-Canadians tclls the story. He is a wiry man,
typical of his race, modest, bright-eyed, keeping a sense of
humour in spite of all the tragedy of war, such a man as Ckaucer
knew when Norman-French was spoken in English ficlds—
“a very parfit gentil knight.”

He is proud of his French-Canadians.  They had a long way
to go to get toLourcelette. Nearly three and a half miles to
the final line given to them on the other side of the village.
*“ We're late, we're late,” said the little colonel. ‘) We must,
get there in time at whptever cost. French - Canadians,
forward 1 ”

They werg not too late.  They came up to the first assaulting
battalions—those who had dug in south of the village—just
in time to pass through them and lead the new attack. Many
men had dropped on the way. The groomd was still being
torn up by stecl plonghs.  All the air was full of the sercam and
whine and erash of shcells. Round Courcclette there was a
clatter of machine-gun fire from German hiding-places.  The
garrison there was ready for defence.

*“ Allons done, mes enfants !

It is the way in whick French officers lead their x\@‘n to
victory or to death. .

The  French-Canadians, with their comrades on the left,
swung round in a loop round the southern half of the village,
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and closcd in and invaded its streets. . . . The “capture of
Courcclette was one of the astounding thmcra in this battle of
the Somme. \ There were 1500 Germans in and about it, and
the place wasystormed bv much less than that number. Dug-
oyts full of Germans werce routed out by a few men who could
bhave been erushed and killed by the odds against them.  One
Canadian boy went down into a dug-out, and after a time—
what queer conversation could he have down there 2—came
out again® with prisoners. There were twenty of them, tall,
big men, who could have made a meal off this brown-eyed lad
who marshalled them up.

Some of the Germans made themselves useful. A wounded
Canadian officer captured five of them before too weak to get
back to the dressing-station unaided. Speaking French to
them, which one at least understood, he ordered his prisoners
to make a stretcher for him, enforeing his command by keeping
his revolver on then.. From some old sticks and sandbags
they made the streteher, and then carried him down.

Two German doctors helped to dress our wounded, and
workod bravely and steadily under shell-fire for many hours.
One of them objeeted to having a sentry put near his dug-out.
“T am not a fighting man,” he said. T did not help to make
this war. My work is for humanity, and your wounded are
the same Lo me as ours, poor, suffecring men, necding my help,
which I am glad to give.”

4

Beyond the village that night the enemy made seven counter-
attacks upon the Canadians. There were moments when
cven the colonel thought that things did not look “ too bright.”
But all these assaults were beaten off, as the Canadians have
beaten off cther attacks yesterday and to-day, inflicting heavy
losses and gaining more ground.

One counter-attack was repulsed by a handful of men in a
way that gives a grotesque comedy to all this night scene of
war filled with so much death and terror, and human couragc
stron® in endurance. A tot of rum had been served out to
each ¢ anadian to give a glow of wartith to limbs chilled in the
wet /401l of shell-craters 2nd to hearts chilled by the reactiou
which follows ficrce excitement. This handful of men were
sitting in a German dug-out.



298 (THE BATTLES OF THE SOMME ,’

They laughed and sang, forgetful of the scenes gbout them.
It was as jolly as in a log-cabin of the West, by f\is dug-out,
where a corpse lay very quict. Again they shouted and laughed
more loudly, giving Red Indian war-crics, anfl other wild
whoops. And that was when the counter-attack began. -

It did not get very far. A body of Germaris advancing over
No Man’s Land to the British lines suddenly heard frightful,
blood-curdling sounds. It was as thoufh the tribes of the
Blackfeet had come out upon the Wﬂl’-‘pdth yelling as they
swung their tomahaw:s and dancing round the scalps of their
victims. The Germans hated to hear such a noise. It was as
though all the devils of hell were upon them, laughing diaboli-
cally. . . . They turned and fled.



XXXV
THE ABANDONMENT OF COMBLES

SEPTEMBER 26

THE enemy cannot stand against us on his present line.  That
has been proved to-day and yesterday by sweeping British
successes, which include the capture of Geudecourt, Leshaufs,
Morval, and Combles, with ncarly 2000 prisoners (according
to my own rcckoning) and a great mass of material. The
German infantry was ordered to hold on to these places at all
costs,‘to the very death.

The enemy may pretend later that they have made a volun-
tary withdrawal to * take up a new and stronger linc of defence ”
—that is the usual convention—but 1 have talked with their
ofticers and men and know what their orders were. They
were to fight for every inch of soil against us, and they did not
lack coursze.

But our men and our guns have been too strong for them.
As soon as we held the high ridge from the Poziéres Windmill
through the old German switch-line below Martiapuich, and
above High Wood and Ginchy, their position down the slopes
became untenable because of the new observation 'we had for
our artillery.

*One by one their strongholds have fallen, Courcelette and
Martinpuich and Flers, now those other places, Geudecourt,
Lesbeeufs, and Morval.  In spite of all their massed machine-
guns in*strong emplacements, and all their tunnelled dug-outs,
and all their stubborn resistance, they, could not hold on toa linc
here ».nder the hurricane of fire our guns have flung upon them,
and: the tide of men wno swept forward and overwhelmed
them.

Their defenee began to show signs of eracking when they
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“were unable to force home their repeated counter-attacks by
any big gencral scheme of offence.

It was clear that our constant hammer-strokef, with'thosc
dclivered by the French on our right, had del@oralized and
disorganized them, and that they were unable to gather reserves
from other parts of the line quick cnough Pt big enough to
strike back heavily so as to thwart our progress. They had
to rely mainly on their gun-power, and fofmidable as that is it
has been mastered by ours for the time being, and could not do
more than make our gdvance costly to our wonderful infantry,
who went through its curtain-fire.

Even that has Yeakened a little during the past forty-cight
hours—our men who come back broken by it will not think so,
poor fellows——and the last attacks have succeeded with far
fewer casualties on our side than ever before on such a day of
suceess in this battle of the Somme. The casualties, indeed,
were very light considering the striking sticeesses gained.  The
enemy is in rctreat—not for a grcat distance, perhaps, but
certainly rctreating.

o
P4

For the first time in the history of this war on the Western
front since the Lattle of the Marne and the beginning of trench-
warfare the cencmy has been compelled to abandon a town
without a ficht in it. e has withdrawn from Combles, which
is a place of some importaned, and more than a mere village,
and our troops have entered it from the north, while the French
hold #hz soythern half.

As soon as Morval was taken yesterday, after that wonderful
assault upon the double line of trenches defending it, his gunners
ncar Sailly-Saillisel, to the cast, packed up and bolted away.
In the night troops holding the ground between Morval and
that place have melted away, and our patrols are out there
tryving to find out his rcar-guard.

Between  Geudecourt and TLesboeufs a body of fzerman
infantry tried to rally up to a counter-attack and came férward
a little way with a show of strength and resolution. \

Our gunners were quick to get -thcir target. Clouds of
shrapnel burst over those massed men, and their attack turned

into a panic-stricken rout, They flung down rifles and packs
: ~
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and fled back towards Le Transloy, leaving mangr dead and
wounded iNtheir wake.

The-worst thing that has happened to the enemy is the break-
ing-up of the “moral” of his troops. These men have been ordered
to hold out in decath-traps, and although there can be no slur
on their courage, for they have fought well and are brave men,
they have seen Wi'ﬁ‘lismal eyes that if they hold on longer they
must die or be taken®

AAs soom as our men had swept across the trenches and the
sunken roads where the Germans defengled themselves stub-
bornly and entcred the villages—Morval being taken from
the north—the garrisons came up out of ¢heir underground
places and surrendered in heaps. They could have fought
longer and harder here, perhaps, but only with their backs to
the walls asking for death.  They had not the spirit to do that
and no man would cxpeet it of them.

They were done and dazed by the appalling intensity of the
shell-fire which we had 8mashed over their tunncls. They
were disheartened by the unfailing regularity with which the
British had captured one stronghold after another since July 1,
and at last after two years of utter confidence in the supreme
strength of the German war-machine, their faith had been
destroyed.

They have seen it erack and break, leaving thewn as the vietims
of its failure. Men who have lost faith in the one idol to which
they had pledged their souls are not so strong as before. It is
this loss ol faith among her soldiers which is the worst thing
that has happened to Germany.

3

In opposision to the faith which we have now broken is the
fear they have of British troops whom, once upon a time, they
were taught to despise, they are stupafied by the grim way
in which our men attack, reckless of loss, so that no barrage
stops them, and they are amazed that men who wcre not
soldicys a year ago should now be cqual to their own best
troops an fighting skill as gunncrs and as infantry.

A Jserman officer whq surrendered to-day with a whole
company when the British stormed their way into Morval
paid a tribute to them when he was taken prisoner.
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“ Your shldiers,” he said, *surprise me by their sang-froid.
They were very cool and calm in moments when ryost soldiers
would lose their heads.” y

He was touched, too, by their kindness to him, puzzlcd by it,
not finding any kind of hatred in their hearts ‘now that the
fighting was over.

* They asked me whether I would like to go down at once or
wait until the barrage cased off. That w,a/a very good-natured
of them. Then they gave me kiichen —httlc cpkes
called nie “ old boy ’ as though they had known me before.”

They are grateful for our treatment of them, and truly some
of our men are chiyalrous in the way they bechave to them after
the bloodshed is over and the fierce and frightful things of
battle.

There were two fellows on the roadside to-day, an English
soldier and a German, trudging side by side to a ficld dressing-
station. Both heads were bandaged, and onc man could see
out of onc cye and one out of the other.

Said the Englishman :

“This chap tried to gouge out my eye with his fist, and I
did the same to his with my elbow, and now we get on famously
togcether.”

Two other men came in—enemies an hour before.

*This is Old, Bill,” said the English soldicr, pointing to a
wounded German, * Where I go Bill goes. T wounded him
and I took him. . . . Come on, Bill, old son.”

I saw 1200 German prisoners to-day just out of ihe battle.
They lay in rows, grey body close to grey body, so that when
any stood and walked about they had to step carefully over all
those lying ‘men. They were men from Morval and Leshoeufs,
and some from Comblcs, who in the rctreat in the night had
mistaken their way out and come into our lines.

They were mostly strong, well-built young men—better than
some of those I saw yesterday—and were ncarly all Prussians
from the Rhinclands.  In the mass there was nothing repulsive
about them, though here and there was an cvil- lool\mg face.
These fresh-coloured fellows, very smart and soldicrly, and with
very little. of the dirt of. war upon them, as they ha(‘ been
living in jthe dug-outs, stared abont them with curious cyes
——at the British troops passing and British transports, ana all
the traffic that goes up to the battic-lines. They were startled
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at findingsthemsclves in so great a co.mpany of fcllow-prisoners.
They confgssed to one of our officers that it was “a great
British victbry.” '

These men were all anwounded. But in a tent not far
away, and insother tents, were rows of Germans on stretchers,
lying Very still, and looking very grey, in blood-soaked clothcs.
Some of them were moaning their lives away, but English
doctors were with “Shem, attending to them just in the same
way as they dealt with our wounded men carried into other
tents.

“ We make no difference,” said the medical officer.

There was a young ollicer there whom I had met yesterday on
the roadside. 1le sat up when he saw ne again, and said he
wanted nothing that could be given to him, and was grateful
for the treatment. He had just been writing down the address
of one of his wounded comrades, who was going to die, so that
he might send a letter to the man’s wife.  He had been asked
to do this by onc of the Knglish doctors, and he was glad to
do it.

I sat down by the side of a young soldicr from the Rhineland.

* Ate you badly wounded ? ” I asked.

He pointed to his shoulder, and said, * Here.”

When I said he looked very young, he shrugged that wounded
shoulder of his, and said, “ All my comrades wcre young.
We fought as well as older men. The English came behind
us, or we would not have been taken.”

The pride of the boy remainegd with him even now, and it
scemed to me fine and plucky. :

But these men, as a whole, have none of the braggart con-
fidence of the prisoners we uscd to take a ycai® ago) *The
truth, I think, is beginning to dawn upon them. The guns

* that protected them have been matched by Britiske guns, and
" the new arnly that has grown up against them has broken their
strongest lincs.

It is only the beginning. Pcople at home must not think
that the German army has lost its power of defence and that
the grgat rout is at hand. They are drawing back their guns,
but savjng most of them. They are petreating, but will stand
agai'lz{r‘)d dig new trenches and defend other villages.

THere will be greater and fiercer and more desperate fighting
before the end comes, and Ged alone knows when that will be.
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But so far'as the fighting goes it is a real stroke‘of victory
for us. Within the last forty-cight hours we have’ put out of
action eight German battalions between Lesboeufs'and Morval,
and the encemy can ill afford such loss after all that has happened
since the first day of July.

4

o

The story of the mceting of the Freneh and British in' the
stronghold of Combles is an historic incident, which. may farm
one day the subject of a great painting, though perhaps no
artist’s eyc was there to sce it. Some brigades of Iinglish
troops were holding, on Monday morning, the ground of the
Quadrilateral (where our men had been badly held up on
September 15), to the west of Bouleaux Wood.

The French were hammering forward with their soixaunte-
qmm'e and masses of splendid infantry to the cast of Combles
in the dircction of Frégicourt. The plap of attack was to box
in Combles by the French advanee ¢n one side, and on ours hy
forming a strong line to the north-we<t of Combles.

The operation was of great importance to the whole of our
attack on Morval and Lesheeufs on Monday miorning, beeause,
apart from cutting off Combles, the new position was needed as
a solid plank to our right wing.

The men whn were given the task—it is sad that I am not
yet able to say who they were—had been fighting heavily in
previous battles, and had suffercd many losses.  But for this
new assault they rallicd up again with a brave spirtt, and did
all that was ashed of them and a little more.

Instead of attacking Bouleaux Wood itself, where the Germans
were in great force, they were ordered to take two lines of
trenches on the west side of it, and to establish the flank line
there—a clever bit of strategy which a Germian officer has sinee
complained of bitterly as “ not playing the game,” beeause
at Bouleaux Wood the Germans were waiting for an altack
and ready for it with masscd machine-guns, which they could
not put to their full use, poor lads !

The trenches were taken casily and rapidly—in five winutes
from the moment of attack—but nearly at right angles ¢0 them
was an cmbankment with a rabbit-warren of dug-outs, °vhxch
gave more trouble.

It was 'the German flank line, and enormously important to
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the enemy, so that he held it with a largr:e force of mengnd many
machine-gurs and ¢ minenwerfer.”

Ficree, savage fighting took place here, and it was only four
hours later that the dug-onts were finally cleared. IHereabouts
cighty prisoncis were taken, but a great many dead bodies lay
bclow the embankment when the fight was done.

Near by five ¢ minenwerfer” were captured, and our men found
some empty gun-cmihlacements, which had been abandoned in
such a hurry by the German gunners that they had left behind
them a great store of four-point-two shells and all their ammuni-
tion-carriers. ’

Our strong flank was formed and a new tre ‘nch dug in great
style by a pioncer battalion, and then in the * darkness patrols
of mf'mtry pushed forward in the dircction of Combles. It
was dark, yct not an absolute and lasting darkness. The
sky was very calm and strewn with bright stars, and up above
the Combles road at Morval white flares went up and down,
throwing e¢very few nmomepts a white, vivid glare over the
battleficld, lighting up its desolation, with the rim of every
shell-crater white as snow and with black pits in the depths of
them. *

The sky was not quict except high above the strifec of men.
Away‘down the French lines it was all on fire, and shells were
bursting in a great semicircle where the Bntlsh were fighting
at Lesbeeufs and Geudecourt.

But Combles was dark and quiet. No star-shells came up
from its rusncd houses. There was no sign of life there, only
a few black shadows came up Trom the town towards our
patrols and cxchanged shots with them and then tried to escape.
Twenty of these stragglcrs were taken prisoner. «Ten® were
killed in fights with our patrol partics.

Hour after hour there was the tremendous tatteo of the
French soixinte-quinze coming ncarer and nearer, and a
final outburst of gun and rifle-firec when Frégicourt was taken.

The night was passing, but it was long beforc dawn—at
8.15—when a strong patrol of English soldiers with machinc-
guns adtanced down a tram-linc into the town of Combles.
They wgre tired men, worn with fighting, craving sleep, hating
all thi %:ell around them, not in thaf night hour mspu-ed b)
any #hrill of joy becaus¢ they were entering Combles *in

triumph.” They were not guitc surc how far the beastly
U
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placc had;been abandoned. News had come to thym that the
cnemy had found a way out.

But you never can tell. There might be des{crate fellows
in the celiars, machine-guns behind gany of these broken walls.
They went on slowly and cautiously until th¢y reached the
ruined streets. ‘

Dead men lay about, with white faces turned upwards to
the stars. The ground was littered wity” broken bricks and
twisted iron and dcshoy(‘d wagons. But'no shot came throunh
the gaping holes in houses which still stood as rodfless sh(lls
It was all as quict and still as decath. A halt was made at the
railway line, and then our tired men saw through the gloom
othcr tired figure$ trudging towards themn,

Officers went forward. Words were spoken in French and
English :

¢ Ce sont les Anglais.”

“ Them's the French al: right.”

“ The blooming town’s abandoned.”

* Les sacrés Doches n'existent [)ll.lS e

Combles was taken thus in the early hours of the morning
of the day before yesterday without any demonstration or
dramatic ceremony, without cheers or theatrical nonsense, by
gritn, quict, tired men who were glad to be at the end of another
day’s fighting, with a dog’s chance of rest.

It was a gregt poace for booty.  The cellars were stacked with
thousands of rifles and a great store of ammunition. The
enemy had left behind four thousand rounds of five-point-nine
shells—the less to fire at, us, thank God !'—and a mass of
material and kit of every kind.

Thie flight from Combles is the most ignominious thing that
has happened to the enemy on the Western front sinee he was
hammered, back on the Marne, and it must have hurt his pride
~—~the pride of his “ High Command *—as a smarting wound.
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XXXVI
. THE DOOM OF THIEPVAL

SEPTEMBER 27

Tne doom of Thiépval is fulfilled. That place upon the high
ridge, with its thirty-four black trec-stumps—1I counted them
this morning—which has been harrowed and plonghed and
cratered under incessant storms of high explosive, fell into our
hands last cvening—all but one corner to the north-west,
which is ours to-day.

Weeks ago 1 said—as it may be remembered—that the
German garrison there must have known that their doom was
creeping ncarer, and that sooncr or Jater they must surrender
or die.

It was longer reaching them than T expected when I watched
the attack on the Zollern Treneh, and the defenees running up
to the “ Wunderwerk,” and saw our men crossing a w de stretch
of No Man’$ Land through great shellsfire which tossed up the
carth about them, and go on until’those who had not fallen
lmpt upon the German trenches and bundled back b.xtch«=§ of
prisoners, and then went on again until they were Very near
to the row of apple-trees which used to blossom in April on the

outskirts of Thiépval town perehed upon the hill.

It scemed to me then, watching the rapid progress of our
men and their wonderful courage, that ,in a few days more
from the Wunderwerk and Mouquet Farm on the cast side
our lincs would close in and put the strangle-grip upon the
place. .°

It hasgtaken longer than that, morae storms of shells, more
splendid lives, to win the stronghold, and the wonder to me is,
now tfat I know the full strength of the place, the resistance of
its underground fortificatoins’ and the fighting spirit of the
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troops hdding it, that we captured it yesterday fand to-day
with such little loss. /

For our loss was amazingly light considering the long and
stubborn fighting there and the machine-gun fire which swept
upon our men from many hidden places, and the desperation
of the garrison, who defended themselves with great gdilantry.
Let us give them the honour of saying that, for they were fine
fighting men. /A

In defence the advantage was all with them. But for, the
power of our guns and the way in which British troops
fight—meaning to win whatever the cost—they were in an
impregnable posjtion. The taking of Mouquet Farm by the
Australians and afterwards by the Canadians was the worst
menace to them, enelosing them on the right, but an astounding
episode which happened yesterday will show most clearly the
difficultics of our troops and the cunning of the cnemy’s
carthworks.

2

Itis many days since I reported the final capture of Mouquet
Farm, after in-and-out fighting, and since T saw its ruins from
the high ridge.

These bits of broken brickwork, all that was left after the
Australians had made it their own, were the remnants of a
place morc important oncc than an ordinary French farmstead.

It was a scries of buildings such as one finds in France
attached to a big chétcau,. with barns and outfhouses and
stables, or to an old monastic institution, covering a large
spacc, of ground.

Our last linc of trenches struck through the middle of the
place, leaving two bits of ruin to the north of the trench and
one to the south, behind the line.  The enemy seemed to be’,
well away northwards in the shell-craters be ;yond our parapet,
and nobody suspceted ©“ Brother Boche ™ ncar at hand.

It was with great surprise a few days ago that one of our
English officcrs saw two Germans rise suddenly from a hole
behind our line, near the southern ruin of bricks. .

One of them beckoned to him. “ Be careful, sir,”ysaid the
sentry. But the officer imagined that the two Germans had
strayed into our lines and wanted to be taken prisoner, a xsssomc
do from time to time.



THE DOOM OF THIEPVAL , 809

He went ¥orward slowly until he was quite close to them.
Then he fell dead, shot by the man who had beckoned to him,
who with his comrade disdppeared immediately into some hole
which could n#t be found.

A day or two later a working party digging in the neighbour-
hood broke through to a deep tunnel. Instcad of searching
it there and then they filled it up again. Our men found
therpsclves being sniped from other holes in the ground. It
came into the hcads of our officers that heneath the ground,
even behind our lines, were nests of Germans who might turn
upon them at any moment, or blow them up by a charge of
guncotton.

Ordcers were given to draw back a little from Mouquet Farm,
and the guns were turned on to it again, flinging high explosives
and shrapnel over the place, us in the old days. Then some of
our men were sent forward to elear the trenches, if they could
find them. They came baek without suceess. So the place
remained onc of our * mystery corners ” until yesterday,
when the attack was to begin on Thi¢pval, from the trenches
south, and swinging left from Mouquet. It was dangerous,
but it was deecided to carry out the attack without worrying
about the underground inhabitants.

The attack on Thiépval began, and immediately our men on
the right had advanced beyond the farm to the Zollern Trench
partics of grey-coats came out of the tunnels of Mouquet and
began  firind machine-guns  into -thc backs of the DBritish
soldicrs.

By good luck there was a young British officer not, far gway
who kept his head on his shoulders, and had a quick way of
dealing with a situation of this kind. He was in charge of a
working party, but he saw his chance of a ““ serap.”  * Come
on, boys!” he shouted. “ Never mind your shovels.” His
men threw down their tools and followed him.

I don’t know how many there were of them, but only thirtcen
came back. They did not come back ingloriougly. They
brought .with them onc German officer and ﬁfty-ﬁve men as
pnsoncrs,and there were no living men left at six o’clock last
night in the tunncls of Mouguet. )

It whs only a small episode in the rear of the assault on Thiépval,
but cxtraordinary, and not without importance, on the right

. wing of sur advance, for men do not like to go forward with
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machine-gun fire from behind. It shows the way in which
the ground all about here has been used for subterranean
fighting.

]

So it was in Thiépval. Above-ground there was nothing to
see to-day, and for a long time, but the black and broken tree-
trunks with their lopped branches high above Thiépval Wood,
which is just as utterly destroyed—those bare poles, and to
the left a mass of reddish brickwork which was once Thiépval
Chatean, and, estanding solitary, a qucer-shaped monster,
looking like a sleeping megatherium, which T recognized as an
old Tank on the warpath.

No men could have remained alive above-ground yesterday
when our guns hurled upon it a stream of heavy shells which
burst all over the site of the village with violent uphcavals
of earth and vast clouds of curly black smoke filled with
death.

The German garrison kept below, in a long series of vaults
and tunncls which they had strengthened and linked up, and
dug decper, in a way that would have surprised the old French
farmers who uscd to keep their wine and stores down there
eenturics ago  They had made many exits, so that they could
pop up with rifles and machine-guns at many spots between
the four corners of the villuge, and they were ready for another
British attack. ‘ «

I know these things béeause T have been talking with the
German survivors of the garrison.  They were nearly all men
of the 180th Regiment, and they have held Thiépval for two
years.

“In the old days,” said one of them this moriing—he
talked very frankly to me in execlient French—* the place
was quiet and happy. We had no great comfort below-ground,
no faney furniture or fine dccorations (our beds were just
woodcen planks raised above the ground) ; but we worked hard
to fortify the vaults. We picrced many new tunnels. We
made this undergrourd world perfeelly safe, and. we were
proud of it.”” .

It belonged so mnch to the 180th Regiment that inssead of *
being Felieved in the ordinary way like other troops, and sent off
to- different parts of the front, they were given the honour of
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defending TWhiépval since the beginning of the battles of the
Somme. The regiment arranged its own relicfs company by
company, Bapaume being their rest-camp.  The men I met
to-day had becp actually in Thiépval only seven days, without
relicf, shd had guessed that it would be their turn to defend
the place aguinst a great English assault. TlLey had pledged
themsclves to defend*it to the death.

Bgfox‘c telling the narrative of our attack and the adven-
tures of ouf own men I think it is interesting to give this
glimipse of the defenders, of their life unterground.  When
I talked with them this morning they had just been captired.
I was struck by the supcrior bearing and intelligenee  of
them all.

They were certainly the best type of Germans I have seen on
this front—Wiirtembergers all, and handsome fellows, who had
kept their spirit—one of the last groups of men who fought
against us in the carly days, and survivors of the first-line
troops of the German army who have fallen like autumn leaves
upou the battlcficlds of Europe, in the endless massacre of this
war. °

They are weary of the war, like all their troops. They
langhed when 1 asked, ** Will England win ? 7 and would not
pretend that Germany is still vietorious.  They had heard of
the downfall of the two Zeppelins in England, ¥ Kaput,” as
they called it, and had all the news that is given to Germnan
people by the newspapers which they had every day—even
yesterday !—in their underground dwelling-place at Thiépval.
But they were not dupes of false news.

“ Do you believe the British Fleet is destroyed 27" T adKed,
testing them.  “* The English Fleet is too great to be destroved,™
they said.  “ We did not believe all those stories. * But we
‘gave you a guod fight at sca.”

They gave us a good fight on land and underground, this
garrison of Thiépval, and with a few exceptions they fought
honourably, so that our men have no grudge against them
now thatethey are prisoncrs of war. ‘

4

Our attack began yesterday®at half-past twelve after a great
bombardment that had been continuous for twenty-four
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hours, rising to infernal heights of shell-fire. Our Ricn leapt out
of their trenches to the south of the trees, just north of the
* Wunderwerk,” and advanced in.waves up to thé trench
by the row of apple-trees, the right wing swinging round as
1 have said, from Mouquet.

It was on the left that the men had the hardest time. One
battalion leading the assault had to advance directly upon
the chateau, that heap of red rubbish, and from cellars beneath
it came waves of savage machinc-gun fire,. They were  also
raked by an enfildde fire of machine-guns from the left top
corner of the m’ound where the village once stood.

Our men were astounded.

“ 1 didn't believe it possible,” said one of them, * that any
living soul could be there after all that shell-fire. But blessed
as soon as it switched off if the Germans didn’t come up like
rabbits out of bunny-holes and fire most hellishly.”

For a long time it was impossib]e to ‘get near the chateau or
take a treneh dug in front of it. It was a chéteau once belonging
to a German. French gossip said that he had tunnelled it
for such a dcfence as that of yesterday, which is a fantastie
tale, but its ccllars stood now, and were a stroug place
from which onc party of the garrison poured out a stream
of lead. )

“ Where arc the old Tanks ? 7 shouted our men, and stared
back to catch a glimpse of them.

It is splendid to sec the smules spreading ovar our men’s
faces cvery time thev talk of ihe Tank. Whatcver their
sufferings have been thvv cheer up and Inugh in a comical
way ‘at this thought, for ‘the Tank is a won(krfully fine tonic
to the spirits of our men and an outrageous comedy thrusting
a blunt nose into the grim business of this fighting. .

A Tank had been coming along slowly in a huinbering way,”
crawling over the interminable suceession of shell-craters,
lurching over and déwn into and out of old German trenches.
nosing heavily into soft carth, and grunting up again, and
sitting poised on broken parapcts as though quitc winded by
this exercise, and then “addlmg forward in the wake of the
infantry. 'Then it faced the ruins of the chtean, and stared
at thém very steadily for quite a lonys time, as though wongdering
whether it should cat them or crush them. QOur men werc
hiding bchind ridges of shell-craters, kecping low from the
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swish of\ machinc-gun bullets, and imploring the Tank to
¢ get on with it.”

ThHen it moved forward, in a monstrous way, not swerving
much to the left or right, but heaving itself on jerkily, like a
dragon with indigestion, but very fierce. Fire leapt from its
nostrils. The German machine-guns splashed its sides with
bullets, which ricochctted off. Not all those bullets kept it
back. It got on top of the cnemy’s trench, trudged down
the length of it, laying its sandbags flat and sweeping it
with fire.

The German machine-guns were silent, and when our men
followed the Tank, shouting and cheering, they found a few
German gunners standing with their hands up as a sign of
surrender to the monster who had come upon them.

“ We couldn’t have faced the chiateau without the help of
the old Tank,” said several men. It didn't care a damn for
machine-guns. It did them in properly.”

Unfortunately the great grasshopper got into trouble with
some part of its mysterious anatomy, and had to rest before
crawling home to its lair, so that the rest of the fighting in
Thiépval was without this powerful support, and our infantry
faced many other machine-guns alone.

5

I supposc only Ovillers can rank with Thiépval for long and
close fighting. Our men had’ {o tackle an underground foe,
who fired at them out of holes and creviees while they remained
hidden. ‘o

They had to burrow for them, dive down into dark entries,
fight in tunnels, gel their hands about the throats of men who
suddcenly sprang up to them out of the carth. ,

*I went down into some of those decp dug-outs,” said onc
boy, “but ran back again cvery tiniec I saw Germans there.
Some of them wanted to surrender, but how did I know if
thHey swouldn’t have killed me ? And other chaps were coming
along with bombs. As likely as not I should have been done
in by our own lads.- It was very difficult to know how to
hgndle ’em, and up alove we were being raked by rifles and
machine-guns something feightful.”

Mpny of the deep dug-outs were blown in at the cntrances
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so that the men were forced to come up the other side. Our
men smoked them out, and dug holes for them to tease them
out. It was like rat-hunting, but dengcerous rats, life-size,
and often desperate. They surrendered in hungdreds when
our men were all round them and right down in their tunnels.

I cannot tcll the number of the German garrison. Nine
hundred and nincty-cight unwounded men abd forty wounded
were brought down safely as prisoners, but others were killed
on the way by their own barrage, and many fought until they
dicd, so that some of the du,«:—outa are filled with dead and many
lie above in the shell-eraters.  In one case a party of sixteen
prisoncrs behaved tieacherously.

They turned on the escort of two English soldiers taking
them down, wounded them, and tried to go back to [light.
They had no merey from other English soldiers who eame up
al this moment.  All through the night and carly this morning
the last remnant of the garrison held out in the north-west
corner of Thiépval, until they were swept into the net by a
separate and gallant assault of South-country troops.

Later in the morning the enemy attempted a counter-attack
after u tremendous barrage, which T watched falling along the
ridge and below in Thiépval Wood.  Very lights rose through
all this smoke, and 1 saw our men signalling for the help of
our guns.

The help eame quickly, and a new storm of white and black
smoke-clouds rent by little flashes of flumie burst bexond the
village on to the German positions in and beyond the
cermnetery.

It wus queer that this scemed to silence the enemy’s guns,
for after this Thiépval was quict for a time, and our men came
poking aboutein the open as though looking for souvenirs, and
dug new holes down into the tunncls. v

They scemed to be teasing out more prisoners, because I
saw trails of smoke rising*from thosc holes in the earth, and one
black volume gushed out of a ecavern mouth made through the
heap of red rubbish which was once the chateau. "

6 N .
I have no space or time to deal with many cvents on other
parts of the line, but everywhere the encmy is harassed, and
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his troop¥ do not seem able yet to rally up to strong counter-
attacks. In many parts of the line patrols find it diflicult to
locate the enemy, and No Man’s Land is widening out.  His
guns were active to-day along all the line, shelling Combles
now and then, and Morval heavily, but even his gun-power
scems Lo be weakening here and there, and it is likely that he
is shifting some of his buttcrics.

One of the most remarkable Tank adventures was in the
dircetion of Geudecourt, where our troops were held up yester-
day in the usual way, that is to say, by th - raking fire of machine-
guns. They made two attacks, but could not get beyond that
sereen of bullets.

Then a Tank strolled along, rolled over the trench, with
fire flashing from its flunks, and delivered it into the hands of
the infantry with nearly 400 prisoners, who waved white flags
above the parapet. That was not all.  The Tank, exhilurated
bv this success, went lolloping along the way in scarch of new
adventures. It went quite alone, and only stopped for minor
repairs when it was surroundad by a horde of German soldiers.
These men elosed upon it, with great pluek, for it was firing
in a most deadly way, and tried to kill it.

They flung bombs at it, clambered on to its back, and tried
to smash it with the butt-ends of rifles, jabbed it with bayonets,
fired revolvers and rifles at it, and made a wild pandemonium
about it.

Then our infantry arrived, attracted by the tumult of this
seene, and drove the enemy bgck.  But the Tank had done
deadly work, and between 200 and 300 kidled and wounded
Germans lay about its ungainly carcass.  For a little avhile it
scemed that the Tank also was out of action, but after a little
attention and a good deal of grinding and grunting, it heaved
itself up and waddled away.

These things sound incredible. . . . They are true. And
though I write them in fantastic style because that is really
the nature of the thing, it must not be forgotten that these
'Ifmks are terrible engines of war, doing most grim work, and
tlmt the me:n inside are taking high risks with astonishing
cour.m(.

& They are of the samte breed as those flying men of ours who
to-day and yesterday flew in flocks over and beyond Thiépval
“ ridiguluusly low down,” as one of our ollicers observed,
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swooping ddwn like hawks over German batterics so Ahat they
did not darc to fire. All our soldicrs are fighting with a spirit
beyond the normal laws of human nature. They are fighting
for a quick finish—if that may be had by courage—to this
most infamous and vile war. ¢



XXXVII
NORTHWARD FROM THIEPVAL

1
SEPTEMBER 28

THE weather is still in our favour—and soldiers watch the
weather like scamen in frail craft, knowing that two days of
heavy rain, or less than that, may make a month’s differcnee
in the progress of attack, and that when mist gathers over the
hills airmen cannot sce e report to the guns, and guns ecannot
shoot on certain targets, and enemy troops may come creeping
up 10 a counter-attack.

One of his battalions was spotted by our airmen to-day,
and our artillery found the range quickly and scattered them.
1t puts them into the same villainous plight as our men have had
to endurc under the brow of the Messines and Wyghtschacte
Ridges and other high ground from which the enemy could see
the slighest movement of our troops and would snipe even a
solitary ®agon with shell-fire. »

The tables are turned down lere by the Somme and the
Ancre. The German soldiers will know now the dgvilish
torture of living always under hostile observation, and under
great guns. 'lhey are alrcady beginning to find it intolerable,
not ““ stickjng ” it as our men * stuck ” it in the salient, when
we had hardly any guns to answer back.

A further gain of ground was made yesterday on the high
ridge where Thiépval stood when our men captured a strong
ling of trenches known as the Stuff Redoubt, and, again to-day
when, ‘they advanccd northwards from the black trees of
Thiépwal to the Schwaben Redoubt, which is on the edge of
the plateau.

%his attack at rmdday to-day was similar to other operations
which I bave deseribed on this part of the front before. A large
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number of katterics conce 1tratod intense, violent firefupon the
position beyond the last blighted trees on the ridge and on the
uphcaved lines of soil, of white chalk and brown earth, which
marked the encmy’s next defensive system.

Our h(‘avy shells tore up the ground, opening great chasms
and raising hell fircs, until all the blue of the sky was hidden
behind beavy spreading smoke, gushing up in round, dense
masses which mingled and thickened the overhanging pall.

Then our guns lengthened their range, and our, infantyy
trodged across through this fog and under the wild sercam of:
shells flung beyond them, and fought their way down into the
cnemy’s ditches.  Tater, after signals of distress, the German
gunners barraged the line of the Schwaben Redoubt, which
seemed to prove the suecessful advance of our men. and ranged
their heavies ou to Thiépval itsell as we did until the day
before vesterday, when it changed hands.

The industry of the men who lived there first—that 180th
Regiment which has held Thiépval for two ycars—is now of
use to our own soldicrs, who can find ample and shell-proof
cover in those underground rooms, one of them, at least,
large enongh to hold three companies of men.

I am not certain at this hour whether we hold the whole of
the Schwaben Redoubt, but if not all, the rest will be taken
quickly, and the, whole of the high platcau will be ours from
Thiépval to Ginchy old telegraph.

Mcanwhile on the right we hold a firm straight line, down
from Gceudccourt to Combles, ard it forms a solid {lank.

‘ 2
SerTEMBrER 80

It is heré¢ beyond Thiépval that the slaughter of men is
greatest just now—the seene of the shambles changes quickly
these days—and here that the enemy is sacrificing many more
lives in the vain hope of driving our men back from the under-
ground fortress and its surrounding redoubts.

Desperate German counter-attacks were made last mght
and this miorning on the Schwaben Redoubt, just nocth of
Thiépval, and on the Icssian Redoubt, farther east, where
the Gefman troops hold out in a wcdge made by a sunken
road from Grandcourt.
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I have.not often heard such a m*nace in the sgund of gun-
fire as wllen I'went to an artillery O.P. in this dircction this
morning. There was something in the atmosphere as well as
in the intensity of the bombardment which made the shell-
bursts—thcy, were German “ erumps ”—thunder out in a queer,
hollow, revcrberatmfr way.

The enemy had, concentrated a heavy weight of metal on to
our lines here (so re cently his own), and T watched these high
explosives vomiting up from the Thiépval Ridge, just below the
Sc’hwahcﬂ Redoubt, with a great hope that our men holding
‘out there might have found good cover in old German dug-
outs.

That is one advantage gained in mpturmg these strongholds.
The enemy’s industry throngh two years of trench warfare
may be turned to our own good and safety.  In Thiépval itself
many of the elaborate underground chambers have now been
found, though when our men first won the place, after all their
hard hand-to-hand fighting with the garrison, they could not
gcl to cover at once.

A major belonging to one of the battalions who came up
first behind the assaulting troops—New Army men who fought
like the old Regulars, though many of them were quite new
to this fortress fighting—tclls me that the entry into Thiépval
was the most devilish experience he has had, though he ha.s
been through other frightful * shows.”

A dug-out next to a hole in which he had made his temporary

headguarters was blown up with sixteen men, and when he
moved on beyond the chitean—a fine name for the only rubbish-
heap which marked the site of a town—he found the hoad-
quarters of the leading battalion “ sitting on red bricks
the midst of dead men.
By that time his coloncl and adjutant had been badly wounded,
and the major arrived with only three runners, surprised to
sce the C.O0. of the other battalion standing up on the brick-
heap wmmg his stick and rallying his men.

It is not really surprising. I met that officer to-day and 1
saw 'tho ice-cold fervour cf the man, the quict determination
of his &paracter, utterly scornful of apy kind of danger. Men

would follow such a man into furnace-fires—and did.

Tle encmy was six houts before he began to get his barrage
fixed (bcfore then he was ndt quite surc of his own soldicrs’
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whereaboute) and it was yolossal when it came. ny of our
men lay about wounded. It was difficult to get them into
safety.

The medical officer of onc of the battalions lost his stretcher-
bearers and went up alone to do what he could, dodgxng great
shells, binding up the wounds of men.

For a timc a Tank gave valuable cover. It had heaved
itself across a trench, uxﬁladinn it cach side with deadly fire.
Undcrueath its body there was good shelter, and the MO
worked here for a while with a heap of wounded.

The fighting on the north-cast of Thiépval is in a land of
shell-craters.  Most of the trenches arc just linked shell-
craters, into which men burrow as soon as they have rushed
the ground, getting a little cover in their depths from the
barrage which searches them out.

The Hessian Trench has changed hands several times within
the last forty-eight hours, aftcr savage bomb-fights and bayonet
work. Forty Germans have been brought in from one bit of
ground, but it is not country in which prisoners are gathered
in great numbers. It is difficult to know one’s own where-
abouts.

Therc arc single combats over the rim of a shell-hole.  Men
knock up against cach other in the dark, and peer into cach
other’s faces to know it if is friend or foe.  If friend, they drop
into a shell-hole together ; if foe, fight till one is dead.

3

Quecr things happen in shell-crater land, as when a Canadian
officer brought up the rum ration for his men, and found
himself in a dltch with a number of German wounded. They
were lying 1n a row, in a tragie state.

What was the officertodo ? He was puzzled, but decided to
give the rum to these voor suffering devils, who were grateful
for it.

In -the Hessian Trench, or in a twist of the crater-land about
it, two German officers and twenty-two men came down: aeross
the holes. They werc mct by a private soldier, who was
surprised to see them. He emptied his revolver at them,
shooting one of them.

Then he picked up a German rifle and fired that and kllled
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another. second time he stoopeh and graspe® a German
rifle at his feet, and killed a third man. The others ran. Qur
man ran after them.

It was a chase along a dirty ditch which had once been a
trencl}, and the hunter was a dead shot, with abandoned rifles,
all along the way. At thc end of the hunt there was only
one German unwounded, and he was brought back as a
prisoner.

dt sounds like a lie—preposterous in the numbers given.
But the German prisoncr tells the same,tale, and other men
watched the hunt at dilferent stagcs——thxs fearful man-hunt

down a bloody ditch.
4

Things happen like that in this present fighting. Worse
than that in human anguish, and better than that in courage.
Out in crater-land were found three Australians in a hole.

One of them was unwbunded, the other two rotting with
wounds. They had been there for nine days. The unwounded
man had stayed with his “ pals ” all that time, day after day,
night after night, hoping for rescue.  This part of erater-land
was swept with machine-gun fire—ours or the cnemy’s, how
could these men tell, who had lost all scnse of direetion 72—
but at night the unwounded Australian crawled out of
his hole and rummaged among dead bodies for rations and
water-bottles, which he took back to his friends and shared
with thenf. .

It is only one incident of the kifid. In crater-land there are
many.like it, though not so long-drawn. But il is the cpemy
who suffers most out there. )

Many times men left to hold a line against us do not get
their reliefs, for the reliefs cannot get up through our curtain-
fire or will not come.

So the others, starving and wounded. crawl back, leaving a
trail of dcad on the way, and for a time, here and there, the
encray has disappeared before us, so that when our patrols
push oilt they ean find no living man.

Thengafter a while, the rcliefs come aip, dodging our shell-fire,
leaving another trail of dgad and wounded, and then dropping
mtcfshell- oles inhabited by corpses.

It is the way of the war, a iout which the orators have much
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to say, not snowing qultéfthe meaning of it. Herr Fethmann-
Hollweg has not scen his men in crater-land.

5 .
‘ OCTOBER 4

A little romance clings to old buildings, even the remnant of
a wall or two, so that a place like Eaucourt-I’Abbaye—the
ruin of a French monastery—seems of greater importance than
a heap of earth and » network of ditches like the Schwaben or
Hessian Redoubts. It is of no more importance (I suppose
less, except as another stepping-stone on the way to Bapaume)
but it is the scene of fighting which has a special interest
because of those old bricks built up centuries ago by French
monks to enclose a place of prayer and peaceful work.

On Monday last, when the fighting began, two monsters
came crawling up to the ditches which had been dug by the
fighting men outside the monastery walls. They breathed
out smoke and fire. Their sides opened with stabs of flame,
and they killed the men in the ditches by rolling on them and
crushing them, and hurling invisible bolts at them.

The ghosts of the monks, if any were there, would have scen
that modcrn warfare has brought back the mcdiseval dragon-
myth, and made it real, and more terrible than superstition.
They werc the Tanks which came.

One could write all this fantastically and make a queer tale
of it. The truth is fantastic, but one must write it soberly,
because they were British boys who have given their lives or
a little of th( ir blood to get these bits of wall called Eaucourt-
I’Abbaye, with its waults and cellars. To them it was not like
an old fairy-tale, but was just onc of those grim bits of fighting,
damnably dangerous and ugly and checrless, which belong
to the battles of the Somme.

The first part 1 have alrcady told, two days ago, how our
men, in their attack on the double line of trenches outside the
monastery, werc checked by barbed wirc and machine-guns,
and two Tanks came to the rescue. One of them, aftér doing
uscful work, came to a stop, and the skipper came c¢ut and,
after doing most gallant service, was wounded.

Three of the crew put him into,a shell-crater and would:mot
leave him. A day later he was wounded again by a bomb, which
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—amazipg as it seems—did not b)rst, but injured him badly
in the ribs, so that he had to endure great suffering out there in
the .crater. .

Our infantry passed over the trenches and through the

monastery eruins and dug a new ditch on the north side for
defence and cover. Heavy rain came and drenched them and
swamped the ditch. They were cold and wet and hungry.
. For a time it was impossible to get food up to them. The
ground pehind was a quagmire for miles. The carriers became
bogged. That little body of men to the north of the abbey
were dangerously isolated, and might have starved but for the
help of troops on their right, who discovered their needs and
sent food.

That was on Monday night. To the best of their belief the
enemy was in force all round them. They could sce flares going
up at Warlencourt, and from a primeval burial-ground, about
forty fect high, called the Butte de Warlencourt, just north of
them, and they could hear the snap of rifle-bullets from close
shell-craters and the rat-tat-tat of a machine-gun from a
mill-house 800 yards away, north-west.

rom what our men learnt yesterday there was an hour or
two at least when they had only a few Germans in the close
neighbourhood of the abbey.

The enemy’s troops were expecting their relief. When they
found that the reliefs did not come up they cursed the war
and the weather—they were as wet and hungry as our men—
and dedded to go back without further waiting. Only a few
snipers and machine-gunners staVed.

Such things have happened before in the cnemy’s, lines as
I have alrcady described. It was given away this time by a
body of twenty men with an officer and non-commissioned
officer, who came down past the mill-house and took cover
undcr a bank close to the abbey buildings.

They were seen by our men, who,crept out towards them
with a machine-gun, and then shouted “ Hands up ! ”  Twenty
mgn held up their hands. The officer and the *“ unter-offizier
did got surrender, but ran hard back and made their escape,
unles# two of our bullets rcached them.

The twenty men tqld their tale. They belonged to the
battalion which had been gent up to relicve the troops holding
the outskirts of the abbey. They had found no one to reccive
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them or to ‘explain the lit of the land. They hadfnot the
slightest notion of the amount of ground held by the English
here.

Other bodies of the relieving troops were just as 1gnomnt
Some of them blundered against trenches held Ly our men
on the right of the abbey, and were dealt with by them.

Meanwhile a telcphone message had been sent to our artillery,
which flung out a barrage and caught more of the relief coming
down from Warlencourt. .

In spite of their horiible mess, the men who got through the
barrage were bold fellows and attacked the abbey and the
trenches south of i They had a new supply of bombs and
used them freely. Our men were sadly at a disadvantage.
Bombs were very scarcc.

A dump had cxploded by accident, sending their store to
blazes. They had to fight with what they carried on their
bodics, and it was not cnough. For a time they had to submit
to the fortunc of war, and while still holding the north side of
the abbey and ground to the east and south-cast, could not
kecp the enemy from bombing his way into a part of the ruins
and into the southern ditch which had been captured with the
help of the Tanks.

So the situation remained last evening and night. New
and heavy rain-storms increased the ugly discomforts of our
men.

They were clinging on to water-logged holes. They were
wet to the skin, covered in sliray mud, and cold and weary.
The wounded among them were in a tragic plight.

The d~ad seemed to have all the luck. . . . But the fighting

spirit did not desert them. New bombs arrived, and that
heartened them. Somec of their comrades came fighting up
from the south.
% Early in thc morning there were roars of oxplosmn as the
bombs crashed into the south ditch and then burst among the
abbey ruins. It was then that there was hot fighting under-
ground as well as above-ground. Our men “ cleaned up”
Eaucourt-1’Abbaye. - P

It is a technical phrase- which has a very grim meaning.
There are no Germans there now in the abbey vaults, except
. the bodies of their dead.

In those great arched cellars, where old spiders have spun
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their webs, and where old monk‘! once came Blinking down
with horn lanterns to fetch the abbot’s wine, or to count their
stores, English soldigrs, covered with mud, but drier now,
sit rubbing up their rifles and binding up their wounded and
talking of ¢he fight that is over.



XXXVIII
THE WAY TO BAPAUME

1
OCTOBER 7

OvuURr troops have taken advantage of fine weather after heavy
rains to make a new attack this aftcrnoon upon a German
front of 12,000 yards, and have captured a number of important
positions, including the fortified village of Le Sars, to the
north-west of Eaucourt-I’Abbaye. For scveral days past the
pressure of our attack had to be slackened on account of the
bad statc of the ground and the rain-storms, which prevented
artillcry and aerial observation.

It was bad luck upon our men, as it increascd the difficulties
for getting up the supplies essential to the success of a new
move forward, and made the battleficlds one vast bog, in which
guns and men and wagons and mules were clogged with slime
and mud.

Yesterday the sky cleared, and the men who half taken
Eaucourt-I’Abbayc by such a gallant struggle pushed out and
seized the mill-house to the west of those ruins from whichthe
enemy had been maintaining heavy machine-gun fire.

It is to those who know what mud and rain mcan to an army
in the ficld an astonishing and audacious thing to gttack in
such numbers to-day, abruptly und without waiting for more
favourable conditions of ground.

At this hour, when heavy fighting contitiues along the whole
line from Le Says eastwards towards Le Transloy, it is lmposmble
to write more than a few detalls of the progress that has heen
made already. °

The taking of Le Sars 1tself is the gain of another fortress
defendmg the way to Bapaume, thp main road to that town
running through the village, which was in a natural position
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of defence protected by a deep cuttingr on the rightsby a double
line of trenches to the south, and by fhachine-gun emplacements
with g wide field of fire.

It was from that position that our troops were heavily
enﬁladed in gheir first assaults upon the abbey ruins, and the
enemy had determined to defend it desperately, as it holds a
position of great. strategic importance to our future drive
against them.

sWell, they have lost it. Before the red dusk this evening
sour airmen, who were hovering over the,place high above the
shell-fire, signalled back that our infantry were well into the
town and sending back batches of prisoners.,

It was a rapid assault. Within an hour our men had fought
their way across the tangle of trenches and shell-craters just
below the village, and had gained their chief objectives, which
included the decp cutting striking into the village from the
right.

The only way of eseape for the Germans was westwards
through a belt of scarred and blackened tree-stumps. I do
not know yet whether they had been dislodged from that
primeval burial-place called the Butte de Warlencourt, which
rises about fifty fcct to the north of Le Sars on the right of the
Bapaume Road.

The ground beyoud has the village of La Bargue on the right
of the road and four sunken cross-roads called the Cut-Throat
on the west of a deep ravine, just above the village of Warlen-
court-Ea®court. It is here thap the enemy will be under our
barrage and the encemy’s troops must rally there if they can
for apy counter-attack.

East of Le Sars and north of Flers and Lesbodufs "British
battalions have made solid progress, driving back the enemy
out of trenches hurriedly scraped up during retent weeks,
but not s richly provided with dug-outs as his carlier lines,
so that when our guns concentrated their fire on them the only
escape from great slapghter was to hold them thinly with the
maip reliance on machme-guns for defence.

Our Yight wing has advanced about a kilometre ffom Lesbceufs
towards Le Translqy, where it has linked up with the French
battalions pressing forward to Sailly-Saillisel, with their usual
das&nng spirit of attack. ,

It°seems that the day has been in our favour all along the
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line of this #weeping move'fznent. We shall know mor¢ and may
tell more in a few hours.

2
OcTOBER 8

The men who took Le Sars are still holding it, and orly the
short facts of their case come back from them through the mist
and across the watcr-pools Last night and this morning it
has been raining again, in a drizzling way, and all the shell-
craters are ponds. .

It would be possible to swim in some of them, those scooped
out by the biggest shells and linked up with others. It is
not casy to get runners back across country like that, and
the Germans find it harder and are drowned ih many of
thosc pits, because of our artillery-firc pouring *“ stuff ” over
them.

Yet, curiously, it 1s from the Germans that one learns most
of the frightful drama which went on yesterday afternoon in
Le Sars village. They are prisoncers, 800 of them, with five
officers who were sent back to safety, while our men stayed on
and fought on.

Those from the village—it’s just the name that stands—
belong to the 321st and 322nd ““ Ersatz,” or Reserve Reginient.
They had beep rcinforced, strengthening the garrison and
expecting an attack, by somc uncanny mecans, at the exact
minute.

They were stout fellows—oyr oflicers pay them tkis tribute
—and they had bcen ordered to ﬁght to the last men rather
than surrender this fortress, which is one of the gates barring
the long road to Bapaume.

They trained their machine-guns and trench-mortars on our
front trenches, kept their rlﬁcs dry by mappmg thcm in rags,
and sent out volunteers and .victims to lie in tHe shell-pits
waist-high in watcr to snipe our men as they came over.

They knew that they had a poor chanes really to keep Le Sars,
and their best hope of life or death was to put up a hard fight.
Our guns had already smashed the houses and barns to rubbish-
heaps like those of Martmpumh and Courcelcttc—even a little
more, judging from what our airmen saw-—and our nine-point-
twos, cight-inch, and other monster guns were making a werse
hell of the place.
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The men of the German 821st and 8¢2nd Regiment, of Reserves
lay low in their dug-outs and tuckec'i their" heads down in new
trenches, finely built in a hurry. - T

What' happened first* was that our barrage lifted and long
waveS of brown soldiers sprang over their parapets facing
up frdm ground close south of Le Sars and on the German
left from the edge of Eaucourt-I’Abbaye and the mill-house
beyond.

oL heir first goal on our right was one of those beastly quadri-
Jateral redoubts called thc Tangle (there is another behind
our new line at Eaucourt), and after that the road from
Martinpuich, north-eastwards, and then forward to the Butte
de Warlencourt—that old high tumulus in which the bones
of some px‘chistoric man lay until we flung them up to the
surface of our modern civilization.

3

The Tangle was the first check and a bad one. Machine-
guns swept the field with bullets so that men lay on their faces
in tMe mud, not bothering, you may guess, about appcarances.
They were just scarccrows and mud-larks, wallowing in slime
but finding an inch or two of luck in it. Another muddy
thing came on the way to the Tangle, more like a primeval
river-hog than in the early days of its dcbut, because of the
mountains of slush churned up by its flanks.

The Tank turncd its snout towards the Tangle and struggled
over the choppy ground—wave upon wave of craters with high
rims, until it reached a bit of the decp cutting which makes a
hole in the side of Le Sars. L

This sunken road, or old quarry track, was filled with German
soldiers alive and dead. The living ones flung bembs at the
Tank, fir®d rifle-volleys and tried to stab it from beneath
as it straddled across the ditch and stayed across it, firing
venomously from cagh flank.  After ‘that, something having
happened to its internal organs, it committed  hari-kari.”
But it sccms to hdve becn useful before going *up in a blaze
of gloty. .

The German prisoners who faced our men in the outskirts
of,Le Sars and then fatther back in the sunken road, and in
the®hiding-places below-gro\md, say there was grim and bitter
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fighting there, and pay fa soldier’s tribute to the ‘men fwho
captured them. * They t’:)ught us fiercely, and beat us. - We
could not stand up against them.” Our men saw red, even in
the mist, and in the hand-to-hand fightihg they had the Germans
by the throat.



XXXIX

THE GERMAN VERDICT OF THE
SOMME BATTLES

1
OcTOBER 3
TarRE has come into our hands, by the fortune of war, a
long and critical report by General Sixt von Armin, commanding
the fourth German Corps against the British front in the battles
of the Somnre during July.

It is an important historical document. The German
Genera) has written it as a great soldier writes on his own subject,
without passion or prejudice, in a cold scientific met analysing
the qualities of his enemy as well as the enemy’s weaknesses,
and exposing the errors and failures of his own organization,
leadership, and troops with the same impartial candour.

It is well done, minutcly technical, full of military knowledge
and common sense. But in setting all these things down, in
this analysls of German organizatioh, tactics, material, and
““moral,” during the first month of dur great offensive, General
von Armin has confessed to the utter failure of his war-machine.

In almost cvery paragraph, dealing with every department
.of his corps in fighting organization, there is this confession of

- breakdown gnd an acknowledgment of British superiority.

No General of ours writing of sur own troops, or of our own
artillery, or air scrvice, could claim greater supremacy than is
grantcd to us by this #ferman army corps commander in his
comperison between gur power and his own. To our soldiers
this dociment is worth a thousand times its welght in gold as
a moral onic, for evarything they hoped had been attained in
these battles of the Somme—the ever-increasing strain upon
Gerrfign organization, the effept of our artillery-fire, the mastery
of our flying corps, the demoralization of the enemy’s command
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is here ardmitted as t};f bitter fruit of experience. It‘ is the
fruit of one month’s exgerience.

Since then there have been more months, and not, a.ll the
lessons set down in this document’ have been of help to the
enemy, but the cup of bitterness has been filled and refjlled.

2

The report begins with a tribute to our British infantry,
which, says General von Armin, * has undoubtedly learnt much
since the autumn offensive » (of 1915).

* It shows great dash in attack, a factor to which immense
confidence in its overwhelming artillery greatly contributes.
The Englishman also has his physique and training in his
favour.

*“ The English infantry showed great tcnacity in defence.
This was cspecially noticeable in the case of small parties,
which when once established with machinc-guns in the corner
of a wood or group of houses were very difficult to drive out.”

Again and again General von Armin reveals the new and
overwhelming power of our artillery.

** Particularly noticeable was the high percentage of medium
and heavy guns with the artillery, which, apart from this, was
numecrically far superior to ours. The ammunition has appa-
rently improved considerably.

‘“ All our tactically important positions were methodically
bombarded by the English artiliery, as well as' all known
infantry and battery positions.

* Extremely heavy fire was continuously directed ,on the
villages situated immediatcly behind the firing-line as well as
on all natural cover afforded by the ground. Registration and
fire control were assisted by well-organized aerial observation.’,
At mght the villages also w.re frequently bombed by aero-
planes.”

The terrifying destructive power ot\our artxllery is revealed
not only by these definite statements,, but in advice under
separate headings. Thus, in the instructions to officers selecting
infantry positions : : .

“ Narrow trenches with steep , sides again proved very
disadvantageous, and caused (onSAdLrably more casu'dtles
*(men being buried) then shallower trenches with a wiae top.
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“e . A cover-trench roughly parallel with the front fire-trench
is not’ sound. Such trenches are desftroyed by the enemy’s
fire at the same time and in exactly the same way as the actual
fire-tregches.”

Heaxy casualties were also experienced during July by the
German artillery, as the following note shows :

“ The English custom of shelling villages heavily led to the
adoption of the principle that batteries should never be sited
dn the villages themselves. . . . The employment of steep
slopes for battery positions must also be discarded for similar
reasons.’”’

A mclancholy picture is drawn of the German battle head-
quarters, alsec brought under fire by our far-reaching artillery,
and in such a zone of fire that German Staff officers get killed
on their way up or cannot find their whereabouts, or having
found the building scuttle down into overcrowded hiding-
places, panic-stricken by our bombardments. Owing to
choosing unsuitable sites for battle headquarters there were
“ frequent interruptions in personal and telephone traffic by
artillery-fire, and overcrowding in the few available cellars in
the viﬁ;gcs.”

That rush for cellars already thronged must hurt the pride
and dignity of the German Staff. They are recommended to
have many sign-boards put up to dircet them to battle head-
quarters, and to avoid * lengthy searches which caused many
casualties.”

3

The £nemy’s own artillefry was much hampered during the
July battles by the steady intensity of our fire.
. ““ It was found very difficult,” says Gencral von Armin, “to
.form a continuous barrage, without gaps, in front of our own
lines, owing to the occasional ...certainty as to the position
of our front line, which was continually, changing during the
fighting, the frequent ..nanging of batteries, the regrouping
of the artillery, which! was often necessary, the bad conditions
for obsefvation, the permanent interruption of the tclephone
communications, and the practically. continuous heavy fire
which was maintained behipd our front line.”

The_General describes in \detail the enormous difficulties
experienced by his officers in bringing up reserves quickly
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for counter-attacks, owing to the severity of our , the
breakdown of telephomfc communications, the killing ®of the
runners, and the time taken for transmxssxon of orders from
the front line.

The troops have to * advance slowly across, count;y, with
which they are generally unacquainted, and under heavy
fire.” .

He confesses to the utter failure of the counter-attacks made
against us during July. without mecthod and without wejght,
His words are: ¢

“If counter-attacks, which, on account of the situation,
ought to be methodically prepared, are hurried, they cost much
blood, and cause the troops to lose their trust in their leaders
if they fail, which nearly always happens in such & case.

(14

4

With regard to the air service, General von Arenin acknow-
ledges in strong language the supremacy of the British and the
failure of their own :

* The means for providing the artillery with aerial observa-
tion has proved to be insufficient. . . . The numerical supe-
riority of the enemy’s airmen and the fact that their machines
were better were made disagreeably apparent to us, particularly
in their direction of the encmy’s artillery-fire and in bomb-
dropping.”

“ The number of our battle-planes was also too émall. The
enemy’s airmen were often able to fire successfully on our troops
with machine-guns by descending vo a height of a few hundred
metres.

“ The German anti-aircraft gun sections could not continue
firing at ‘this height without exposing their own troops to’
serious danger from fragmen*ﬂ of shell. . ¢

“ A further lesson, to rbe lcarnt from thls suprisingly bold
procedure on the part of the English &\men is that the infantry
make too little use of their rifles as @ mecaps of dn\npg off
aircraft.”

5

The army corps commander rgeponSIble for the orgammtmn
,»,and direction of the troops who ought against us in Jul‘y finds
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failuge and shortage in almost every départment of war material
at hi disposal.

The.supply of artillery ammunition of all kinds during the
first days of the battle did not equal the expenditure. Reserve
supplies were,only available in very small quantities.

There were “ repeated requests from all arms for an increased
supply of entrenching tools.”

‘“ The original supply of maps was insufficient, not only as
rerards quantity, but also as regards detail.”

The supply of horses and vehicles to the troops * has reached
the utmost limits, owing, on the onc hand, to the permanent
reduction in the establishment of horses, and, on the other hand,
to the perrranent increase in fighting material and articles of
equipment.”

“The existing telephone system proved totally inadequate
in consequence of the development which the fighting took.”

“ The existing organization in the light signalling service
does not m-et requirements.”

The supply of light pistols for signalling ““ is too small.”

The establishment of motor-cycles proved insufficient for
the heavy fighting. This deficiency was * painfully evident.”

“¢The great weight ” of the German machine-guns  has
again proved to be a serious disadvantage under these con-
ditions.”

“ Complaints have bcen received that the ammunition-
boxes and water-jackets of the machine-guns are too heavy.”

“ It is universally suggested that the supply of hand-grenades
should be increased.”

With regard to food there is no suggestion that the army
behind the lines is on short rations, but there are difficulties
in getting supplies up to the front trenches, and it is re-
commended that men going into action should tarry their
* third iron rations ”—that is, . more ample supply of tinned
foods.

They ask for more +".uned meats, tinned sausages, bread, and
mineral waters, but the General advises that tinned herrings
should not be eaten, as they encourage thirst.

In al’ but the ford dcpartment th: German organization of
supplies is weighed in the balance and found wanting by one
of their own great Generals.

Ilt"spite. of all their boasted genius of organization, and it has
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been wonderful (let us admit that handsomely), it could; not
withstand the tremendou; pressure of our July thrust.
. It failed item by item—artillery, aviation, ammunition, and
. stores of every kind. The Staffs were inadequate, the communi-
cations broke down, the great German war-machin~ was strained
and put out of gear and badly knocked about by the ferouty
and continuance of the British assault.
Since then it has nct been able to recover its efficiency. The
pressure has become more powerful, the strain harder to bea=
If General von Ar.nin were to write a sccond report on the
battles of the Somme it would be a more gloomy document than
- this. But what ke has written stands, and it is a frightful
" confession which would put terror into the hearts ofgg:he f~trman
people could they read it.
They will not be allowed to read it, for it tells the truth,
which the war lords are hiding from them.

. {It will be seen that my dispatches do not include the ca.pture

- of Beaumont-Hamel—one of the most astounding achievements
in all this fighting. In October I was compelled to go home
on sick-leave, so that I missed that great battle on the Ancre.
It has revived the nation’s hope that by a continuous serics of
these blows the German resistance will break down utterly at
last and that they will acknowledge defeat. From a military
point of view that hope is the best thing we have, but the
fulfilment of it must be dcferred through many months of
another year, reeking, like ‘this one, of bloed and m=3sacre and
sa.cnﬁce ]
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