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THE SECRET BATTLE

I
AM going to write down some of the his-

tory of Harry Penrose, because I do not

think full justice has been done to hhr,

and because there must be many other young
men of his kind who flung themselves into this

war at the beginning of it, and have gone out

of it after many sufferings with the unjust

and ignorant condemnation of their fellows.

At times, it may be, I shall seem to digress

into the dreary commonplaces of all war-

chr^ nicies, but you will never understand the

ruthless progression of Penrose's tragedy
without some acquaintance with each chapter

of his life in the army.

He joined the battalion only a few days
before we left Plymouth for Gallipoli, a shy,

intelligent
-
looking person, with smooth,

freckled skin and quick, nervous movements
;

and although he was at once posted to my
A
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2 THE SECRET BATTLE

company we had not become at all intimate

when we steamed at last into Mudros Bay.
But he had interested me from the first, and

at intervals in the busy routine of a troop-

ship passing without escort through sub-

marine waters, I had been watching him

and delighting in his keenness and happy

disposition.

It was not my first voyage through the

Mediterranean, though it was the first I had

made in a transport, and I liked to see my
own earlier enthusiasm vividly reproduced
in him. Cape Spartel and the first glimpse

of Africa
; Tangiers and Tarifa and all that

magical hour's steaming through the narrow

waters with the pink and white houses hiding

under the hills
;

Gibraltar Town shimmering
and asleep in the noonday sun

;
Malta and

the bumboat women, carozzes swaying

through the narrow, chattering streets
;

cool

drinks at cafe's in a babel of strange tongues ;

all these were to Penrose part of the authentic

glamour of the East
;

and he said so. I

might have told him, with the fatuous pomp
of wider experience, that they were in truth

but a very distant reflection of the genuine

East ;
but I did not. For it was refreshing
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to see any one so frankly confessing to the

sensations of adventure and romance. To
other members of the officers' mess the

spectacle of Gibraltar from the sea may have

been more stimulating than the spectacle of

Southend (though this is doubtful) ;
but it

is certain that few of them would have ad-

mitted the grave impeachment.
At Malta some of us spent an evening

ashore, and sat for a little in a tawdry, riotous

little cafe, where two poor singing women
strove vainly to make themselves heard

above the pandemonium of clinked glasses

and bawled orders ; there we met many
officers newly returned from the landing at

Cape Helles, some of them with slight bodily

wounds, but all of them with grievous injury

staring out of their eyes. Those of them

who would speak at all were voluble with

anecdotes of horror and blood. Most of our

own party had not yet lost the light-hearted

mood in which men went to the war in those

days ;
the

'

picnic
'

illusion of war was not

yet dispelled ; also, individually, no doubt,

we had that curious confidence of the un-

blooded soldier that none of these strange,

terrible things could ever actually happen to
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us
;
we should for ever hang upon the pleasant

fringes of war, sailing in strange seas, and

drinking in strange towns, but never de-

finitely entangled in the more crude and

distasteful circumstances of battle. And if

there were any of us with a secret conscious-

ness that we deceived ourselves, to-night was

no time to tear away the veil. Let there be

lights and laughter and wine
; to-morrow, if

need be, let us be told how the wounded had

drowned in the wired shallows, and reckon

the toll of that unforgettable exploit and the

terrors that were still at work. And so we
would not be dragooned into seriousness by
these messengers from the Peninsula

; but

rather, with no injury to their feelings,

laughed at their croakings and continued to

drink.

But Harry Penrose was different. He was

all eagerness to hear every detail, hideous

and heroic.

There was one officer present, from the

2Qth Division, a man about thirty, with a

tanned, melancholy face and great solemn

eyes, which, for all the horrors he related,

seemed to have something yet more horrible

hidden in their depths. Him Harry plied
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with questions, his reveller's mood flung

impatiently aside ;
and the man seemed ready

to tell him things, though from his occasional

reservations and sorrowful smile I knew that

he was pitying Harry for his youth, his eager-

ness and his ignorance.

Around us were the curses of overworked

waiters, and the babble of loud conversations,

and the smell of spilt beer ;
there were two

officers uproariously drunk, and in the dis-
fi

tance pathetic snatches of songs were heard

from the struggling singer on the dais. We
were in one of the first outposts of the Empire,
and halfway to one of her greatest adven-

tures. And this excited youth at my side

was the only one of all that throng who was

ready to hear the truth of it, and to speak of

death. I lay emphasis on this incident, be-

cause it well illustrates his attitude towards

the war at that time (which too many have

now forgotten), and because I then first

found the image which alone reflects the

many curiosities of his personality.

He was like an imaginative, inquisitive

child
;

a child that cherishes a secret gallery

of pictures in its mind, and must continually

be feeding this storehouse with new pictures of
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the unknown ;
that is not content with a

vague outline of something that is to come,

a dentist, or a visit, or a doll, but will

not rest till the experience is safely put

away in its place, a clear, uncompromising

picture, to be taken down and played with

at will.

Moreover, he had the fearlessness of a child

but I shall come to that later.

And so we came to Mudros, threading a

placid way between the deceitful Aegean
Islands. Harry loved them because they

wore so green and inviting an aspect, and

again I did not undeceive him and tell him

how parched and austere, how barren of

comfortable grass and shade he would find

them on closer acquaintance. We steamed

into Mudros Bay at the end of an unbeliev-

able sunset
;

in the great harbour were

gathered regiments of ships battleship,

cruiser, tramp, transport, and trawler, and as

the sun sank into the western hills, the masts

and the rigging of all of them were radiant

with its last rays, while all their decks and

hulls lay already in the soft blue dusk. There

is something extraordinarily soothing in the

almost imperceptible motion of a big steamer
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gliding at slow speed to her anchorage ;
as

I leaned over the rail of the boat-deck and

heard the tiny bugle-calls float across from

the French or English warships, and watched

the miniature crews at work upon their decks,

I became aware that Penrose was similarly

engaged close at hand, and it seemed to me
an opportunity to learn something of the

history of this strange young man.

Beginning with his delight in the voyage
and all the marvellous romance of our sur-

roundings, I led him on to speak of himself.

Both his parents had died when he was a boy
at school. They had left him enough to go to

Oxford upon (without the help of the Ex-

hibition he had won), and he had but just

completed his second year there when the

war broke out. For some mysterious reason

he had immediately enlisted instead of apply-

ing for a commission, like his friends. I

gathered though not from anything he

directly said that he had had a hard time in

the ranks. The majority of his companions
in training had come down from the north

with the first draft of Tynesiders ;
and

though, God knows, the Tynesider as a

fighting man has been unsurpassed in this
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war, they were a wild, rough crowd before

they became soldiers, and I can understand

that for a high-strung, sensitive boy of his

type the intimate daily round of eating, talk-

ing, and sleeping with them, must have made

large demands on his patriotism and grit.

But he said it did him good ; and it was only

the pestering of his guardian and relations

that after six months forced him to take a

commission. He had a curious lack of con-

fidence in his fitness to be an officer a

feeling which is deplorably absent in hundreds

not half as fit as he was ;
but from what I

had seen of his handling of his platoon on the

voyage (and the men are difficult after a week

or two at sea) I was able to assure him that he

need have no qualms. He was, I discovered,

pathetically full of military ambitions
;

he

dreamed already, he confessed, of decorations

and promotions and glorious charges. In

short, he was like many another under-

graduate officer of those days in his eagerness

and readiness for sacrifice, but far removed

from the common type in his romantic,

imaginative outlook towards the war.
' Ro-

mantic
'

is the only word, I think, and it is

melancholy for me to remember that even
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then I said to myself,
'

I wonder how long

the romance will last, my son.'

But I could not guess just how terrible

was to be its decay.

ii

We were not to be long at Mudros. For three

days we lay in the sweltering heat of the great

hill-circled bay, watching the warships come

and go, and buying fruit from the little Greek

sailing boats which fluttered round the harbour.

These were days of hot anxiety about one's kit ;

hourly each officer reorganized and re-dis-

posed his exiguous belongings, and re-weighed
his valise, and jettisoned yet more precious

articles of comfort, lest the weight regulations

be violated and for the sake of an extra shirt

the whole of one's equipment be cast into the

sea by the mysterious figure we believed to

watch over these things. Afterwards we

found that all our care was in vain, and in

the comfortless camps of the Peninsula bitterly

bewailed the little luxuries we had needlessly

left behind, now so unattainable. Down in

the odorous troop-decks the men wrote long

letters describing the battles in which they
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were already engaged, and the sound of quite

mythical guns.

But on the third day came our sailing

orders. In the evening a little trawler, pro-

moted to the dignity of a fleet-sweeper, came

alongside, and all the regiment of gross, over-

loaded figures, festooned with armament and

bags of food, and strange, knobbly parcels,

tumbled heavily over the side. Many men
have written of the sailing of the first argosy
of troopships from that bay ; and by this time

the spectacle of departing troops was an old

one to the vessels there. But this did not

diminish the quality of their farewells. All

the King's ships
' manned ship

'

as we passed,

and sent us a great wave of cheering that

filled the heart with sadness and resolution.

In one of the French ships was a party of

her crew high up somewhere above the deck,

and they sang for us with astonishing accuracy
and feeling the

'

Chant du Depart
'

;
so

moving was this that even the stolid Nor-

therners in our sweeper were stirred to make
some more articulate acknowledgment than

the official British cheer ; and one old pitman,

searching among his memories of some Lanca-

shire music-hall, dug out a rough version of
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'

Marseillaise.' By degrees all our men
took up the tune and sang it mightily, with

no suspicion of words ; and the officers, not

less timidly, joined in, and were proud of the

men for what they had done. For many
were moved in that moment who were never

moved before. But while we were yet warm
with cheering and the sense of knighthood,

we cleared the boom and shivered a little in

the breeze of the open sea.

The sun went down, and soon it was very
cold in the sweeper : and in each man's heart

I think there was a certain chill. There were

no more songs, but the men whispered in

small groups, or stood silent, shifting uneasily

their wearisome packs. For now we were

indeed cut off from civilization and com-

mitted to the unknown. The transport we

had left seemed a very haven of comfort and

security ;
one thought longingly of white

tables in the saloon, and the unfriendly linen

bags of bully -beef and biscuits we carried

were concrete evidence of a new life. The

war seemed no longer remote, and each of

us realized indignantly that we were per-

sonally involved in it. So for a little all these

soldiers had a period of serious thought un-
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usual in the soldier's life. But as we neared

the Peninsula the excitement and novelty
and the prospect of exercising cramped limbs

brought back valour and cheerfulness.

At Malta we had heard many tales of the

still terrifying ordeal of landing under fire.

But such terrors were not for us. There was

a bright moon, and as we saw the pale cliffs

of Cape Helles, all, I think, expected each

moment a torrent of shells from some obscure

quarter. But instead an unearthly stillness

brooded over the two bays, and only a Morse

lamp blinking at the sweeper suggested that

any living thing was there. And there came

over the water a strange musty smell ;
some

said it was the smell of the dead, and some

the smell of an incinerator ; myself I do not

know, but it was the smell of the Peninsula

for ever, which no man can forget. We
disembarked at a pier of rafts by the River

Clyde, and stumbled eagerly ashore. And
now we were in the very heart of heroic

things. Nowhere, I think, was the new soldier

plunged so suddenly into the genuine scenes

of war as he was at Gallipoli ;
in France there

was a long transition of training-camps and

railway trains and billets, and he moved by
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easy gradations to the firing-line. But here,

a few hours after a night in linen sheets, we
stood suddenly on the very sand where, but

three weeks before, those hideous machine-

guns in the cliffs had mown down that as-

tonishing party of April 25. And in that

silver stillness it was difficult to believe.

We shambled off up the steady slope

between two cliffs, marvelling that any men
could have prevailed against so perfect a
'

field of fire/ By now we were very tired,

and it was heavy work labouring through the

soft sand. Queer, Moorish-looking figures

in white robes peered at us from dark corners,

and here and there a man poked a tousled head

from a hole in the ground, and blinked upon
our progress. Some one remarked that it

reminded him of nothing so much as the

native camp at Earl's Court on a fine August

evening, and that indeed was the effect.

After a little the stillness was broken by
a sound which we could not conceal from

ourselves was
'

the distant rattle of musketry ';

somewhere a gun fired startlingly ; and now
as we went each man felt vaguely that at any
minute we might be plunged into the thick of

a battle, laden as we were, and I think each
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man braced himself for a desperate struggle.

Such is the effect of marching in the dark

to an unknown destination. Soon we were

halted in a piece of apparently waste land

circled by trees, and ordered to dig ourselves

a habitation at once, for
'

in the morning
'

it

was whispered
'

the Turks search all this

ground.' Everything was said in a kind of

hoarse, mysterious whisper, presumably to

conceal our observations from the ears of

the Turks five miles away. But then we did

not know they were five miles away ;
we had

no idea where they were or where we were our-

selves. Men glanced furtively at the North

Star for guidance, and were pained to find

that, contrary to theif military teaching, it

told them nothing. Even the digging was

carried on a little stealthily till it was dis-

covered that the Turks were not behind those

trees. The digging was a comfort to the men,

who, being pitmen, were now in their element
;

and the officers found solace in whispering to

each other that magical communication about

the prospective
'

searching
'

;
it was the first

technical word they had used
'

in the field/ and

they were secretly proud to knowwhat it meant.

In a little the dawn began, and the grey
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trees took shape ;
and the sun came up out

of Asia, and we saw at last the little sugar-

loaf peak of Achi Baba, absurdly pink and

diminutive in the distance. A man's first

frontal impression of that great rampart,

with the outlying slopes masking the summit,

was that it was disappointingly small
;
but

when he had lived under and upon it for a

while, day by day, it seemed to grow in

menace and in bulk, and ultimately became

a hideous, overpowering monster, pervading

all his life ;
so that it worked upon men's

nerves, and almost everywhere in the Penin-

sula they were painfully conscious that every

movement they made could be watched from

somewhere on that massive hill.

But now the kitchens had come, and there

was breakfast and viscous, milkless tea. We
discovered that all around our seeming soli-

tude the earth had been peopled with sleepers,

who now emerged from their holes
;

there

was a stir of washing and cooking and sing-

ing, and the smoke went up from the wood

fires in the clear, cool air. D Company
officers made their camp under an olive-tree,

with a view over the blue water to Samothrace

and Imbros, and now in the early cool, before
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the sun had gathered his noonday malignity,

it was very pleasant. At seven o'clock the

'searching' began. A mile away, on the

northern cliffs, the first shell burst, stampeding
a number of horses. The long-drawn warning
scream and the final crash gave all the

expectant battalion a faintly pleasurable

thrill, and as each shell came a little nearer

the sensation remained. No one was afraid
;

without the knowledge of experience no one

could be seriously afraid on this cool, sunny

morning in the grove of olive-trees. Those

chill hours in the sweeper had been much
more alarming. The common sensation was :

' At last I am really under fire ; to-day I shall

write home and tell them about it.' And then,

when it seemed that the line on which the

shells were falling must, if continued, pass

through the middle of our camp, the firing

mysteriously ceased.

Harry, I know, was disappointed ; person-

ally, I was pleased.

I learned more about Harry that afternoon.

He had been much exhausted by the long

night, but was now refreshed and filled with

an almost childish enthusiasm by the pictorial



attractions of the place. For this enthusiastic

soul one thing only was lacking in the site of

the camp : the rise of the hill which here runs

down the centre of the Peninsula, hid from us

the Dardanelles. These, he said, must im-

mediately be viewed. It was a bright after-

noon of blue skies and gentle air, not yet had

the dry north-east wind come to plague us

with dust-clouds, and all the vivid colours

of the scene were unspoiled. We walked over

the hill through the parched scrub, where

lizards darted from under our feet and tor-

toises lay comatose in the scanty shade, and

came to a kind of inland cliff, where the

Turks had had many riflemen at the landing,

for all the ground was littered with empty

cartridges. And there was unfolded surely

the most gorgeous panorama this war has

provided for prosaic Englishmen to see.^

Below was a cool, inviting grove of imperial

cypresses ; all along the narrow strip between

us and the shore lay the rest-lines of the French,

where moved lazy figures in blue and red, and

black Senegalese in many colours. To the

left was the wide sweep of Morto Bay, and

beyond the first section of Achi Baba rising

to De Tott's Battery in terraces of olives

B
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and vines. But what caught the immediate

eye, what we had come to see and had sailed

hither to fight for, was that strip of un-

believably blue water before us, deep, gener-

ous blue, like a Chinese bowl. On the farther

shore, towards the entrance to the Straits, we

could see a wide green plain, and beyond and

to the left, peak after peak of the mountains

of Asia ; and far away in the middle distance

there was a glint of snow from some regal

summit of the Anatolian Mountains.

That wide green plain was the Plain of Troy.

The scarcity of classical scholars in Expedi-

tionary Forces, and the wearisome observations

of pressmen on the subject of Troy, have

combined to belittle the significance of the

classical surroundings of the Gallipoli cam-

paign. I myself am a stolid, ill-read person,

but I confess that the spectacle of those

historic flats was not one, in diplomatic

phrase, which I could view with indifference.

On Harry, ridiculously excited already, the

effect was almost alarming. He became quite

lyrical over two little sweepers apparently
anchored near the mouth of the Straits.
'

That/ he said,
' must have been where the

Greek fleet lay. God! it's wonderful.' Up
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on the slope towards De Tott's Battery the

guns were busy, and now and then Asiatic

Annie sent over a large shell from the region

of Achilles' tomb, which burst ponderously
in the sea off Cape Helles. And there we sat

on the rough edge of the cliff and talked of

Achilles and Hector and Diomed and Patro-

clus and the far-sounding bolts of Jove. I

do not defend or exalt this action
;
but this

is a truthful record of a man's personality,

and I simply state what occurred. And I

confess that with the best wish in the world

I was myself becoming a little bored with

Troy, when in the middle of a sentence he

suddenly became silent and gazed across the

Straits with a fixed, pinched look in his face,

like a man who is reminded of some far-off

calamity he had forgotten. For perhaps a

minute he maintained this rigid aspect, and

then as suddenly relaxed, murmuring in a

tone of relentless determination,
'

I will.' It

was not in me not to inquire into the nature

of this passionate intention, and somehow

I induced him to explain.

It seemed that in spite of his genuine

academic successes and a moderate popu-

larity at school and at Oxford, he had suffered
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from early boyhood from a curious distrust of

his own capacity in the face of anything he

had to do. In a measure, no doubt, this had

even contributed to his successes. For his

nervousness took' the form of an intimate,

silent brooding over any ordeal that lay

before him, whether it was a visit to his uncle,

or
'

Schools/ or a dance : he would lie awake

for hours imagining all conceivable forms of

error and failure and humiliation that might
befall him in his endeavour. And though
he was to this extent forewarned and fore-

armed, it must have been a painful process.

And it explained to me the puzzling intervals

of seeming melancholy which I had seen vary-

ing his usually cheerful demeanour.
' You remember last night,.' he said,

'

I

had been detailed to look after the baggage
when we disembarked, and take charge of the

unloading-party ? As far as I know I did the

job all right, except for losing old Tompkins'
valise but you can't think how much worry
and anxiety it gave me beforehand. All the

time on the sweeper I was imagining the

hundreds of possible disasters : the working-

party not turning up, and me left alone on

the boat with the baggage the Colonel's

things being dropped overboard a row with
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the M.L.O. getting the baggage ashore, and

then losing the battalion, or the working-party,
or the baggage. It all worked out quite

simply, but I tell you, Benson, it gave me
hell. And it 's always the same. That 's

really why I didn't take a commission

because I couldn't imagine myself drilling

men once without becoming a permanent

laughing-stock. I know now that I was a

fool about that I usually do find that out

but I can't escape the feeling next time.
' And now, it 's not only little things like

that, but that 's what I feel about the whole

war. I Ve a terror of being a failure in it, a

failure out here you know, a sort of regi-

mental dud. I Ve heard of lots of them
;

the kind of man that nobody gives an im-

portant job because he 's sure to muck it up

(though I do believe Eccleston 's more likely

to be that than me). But that 's what I was

thinking just now. Somehow, looking at

this view Troy and all that and thinking

how those Greeks sweated blood for ten years

on afternoons like this, doing their duty for

the damned old kings, and how we Ve come

out here to fight in the same place thousands

of years afterwards, and we still know about

them and remember their names well, it
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gave me a kind of inspiration ;
I don't know

why. I Ve got a bit of confidence God
knows how long it will last but I swear I

won't be a failure, I won't be the battalion

dud and 1 11 have a damned good try to

get a medal of some sort and be like like

Achilles or somebody.'
Sheer breathlessness put a sudden end to

this outburst, and since it was followed by a

certain shyness at his own revelations I did

not probe deeper. But I thought to myself
that this young man's spirit of romance

would die hard
;

I did not know whether it

would ever die
;
for certainly I had never seen

that spirit working so powerfully in any man
as a positive incentive to achievement. And
I tell you all this, because I want you to under-

stand how it was with him in the beginning.

But now the bay was in shadow below us
;

on the hill the solemn stillness that comes

over all trenches in the hour before dusk had

already descended, and away towards the

cape the Indians were coming out to kneel

in prayer beside the alien sea.

The Romance of War was in full song.

And scrambling down the cliff, we bathed

almost reverently in the Hellespont.



II

THOSE
first three days were for many

of us, who did not know the mild

autumn months, the most pleasant

we spent on the Peninsula. The last weeks

of May had something of the quality of an

old English summer, and the seven plagues
of the Peninsula had not yet attained the

intolerable violence of June and July. True,

the inhabited portion of the narrow land

we won had already become in great part a

wilderness ; the myrtle, and rock-rose, and

tangled cistus, and all that wealth of spring

flowers in which the landing parties had

fallen and died in April, had long been trodden

to death, and there were wide stretches of

yellow desert where not even the parched
scrub survived. But in the two and a half

miles of bare country which lay between the

capes and the foot-hills of Achi Baba was one

considerable oasis of olives and stunted oaks,

and therein, on the slopes of the bridge, was

our camp fortunately set. The word '

camp
'

M
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contains an unmerited compliment to the

place. The manner of its birth was character-

istic of military arrangements in those days.

When we were told, on that first mysterious

midnight, to dig ourselves a shelter against

the morning's
'

searching,' we were far from

imagining that what we dug would be our

Peninsular
' home '

and haven of rest from

the firing-line for many months to come.

And so we made what we conceived to be the

quickest and simplest form of shelter against

a quite temporary emergency long, straight,

untraversed ditches, running parallel to and

with but a few yards between each other.

No worse form of permanent dwelling-place

could conceivably have been constructed,

for the men were cramped in these places

with a minimum of comfort and a maximum
of danger. No man could climb out of his

narrow drain without casting a shower of

dust from the crumbling parapet on to his

sleeping neighbour in the next ditch ; and

three large German shells could have destroyed

half the regiment. Yet there were many
such camps, most of them lacking the grate-

ful concealment of our trees. Such targets

even the Turkish artillery must sometimes hit,
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There were no dug-outs in the accepted sense

of the Western Front, no deep, elaborate,

stair-cased chambers, hollowed out by miners

with miners' material. Our dug-outs were

dug-outs in truth, shallow excavations scooped
in the surface of the earth. The only roof

for a man against sun and shells was a water-

proof sheet stretched precariously over his

hole. It is sufficient testimony to the indiffer-

ence of the Turkish artillery that with such

naked concentrations of men scattered about

the Peninsula, casualties in the rest-camps

were so few.

Each officer had his own private hole, set

democratically among the men's
;

and an

officers' mess was simply made by digging a

larger hole, and roofing it with two waterproof
sheets instead of one. There was no luxury

among the infantry there, and the gulf which

yawns between the lives of officer and man in

France as regards material comfort was barely

discernible in Gallipoli. Food was dull and

monotonous : for weeks we had only bully-

beef and biscuits, and a little coarse bacon

and tea, but it was the same for all, one

honourable equality of discomfort. At first

there were no canteen facilities, and when



26 THE SECRET BATTLE

some newcomer came from one of the islands

with a bottle of champagne and another of

chartreuse, we drank it with
'

bully
'

and

cast-iron biscuit. Drinking water was as

precious as the elixir of life, and almost as

unobtainable, but officer and man had the

same ration to eke out through the thirsty

day. Wells were sunk, and sometimes im-

mediately condemned, and when we knew
the water was clear and sweet to taste, it

was hard to have it corrupted with the

metallic flavour of chemicals by the medical

staff. Then indeed did a man learn to love

water
; then did he learn discipline, when

he filled his water-bottle in the morning with

the exiguous ration of the day, and fought
with the intolerable craving to put it to his

lips and there and then gurgle down his fill.

In the spring nights it was very cold, and

men shivered in their single blanket under

the unimaginable stars
;

but very early the

sun came up, and by five o'clock all the camp
were singing ; and there were three hours of

fresh coolness when it was very good to wash

in a canvas bucket, and smoke in the sun

before the torrid time came on ; and again
at seven, when the sun sat perched on the
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great rock of Samothrace, and Imbros was

set in a fleecy marvel of pink and saffron

clouds, there were two hours of pure physical

content
;

but these, I think, were more

nearly perfect than the morning because they
succeeded the irritable fevers of the day.

Then the crickets in the branches sang less

tediously, and the flies melted away, and all

over the Peninsula the wood fires began to

twinkle in the dusk, as the men cooked over

a few sticks the little delicacies which were

preserved for this hour of respite. When
we had done we sat under our olive-tree in

the clear twilight, and watched the last

aeroplanes sail home to Rabbit Islands, and

talked and argued till the glow-worms glim-

mering in the scrub, and up the hill the long

roll of the Turks' rapid fire, told us that dark-

ness was at hand, and the chill dew sent us into

our crannies to sleep.

So we were not sorry for three days of quiet

in the camp before we went up the hill
;

Harry alone was all eagerness to reach the

firing-line with the least possible delay. But

then Harry was like none of us
; indeed, none

of us were like each other. It would have

been strange if we had been. War-chroniclers
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have noted with an accent of astonishment

the strange diversity of persons to be found in

units of the New Army, and the essential

sameness of their attitude to the war. As

though a man were to go into the Haymarket
and be surprised if the first twelve pedestrians

there were not of the same profession ;
were

then to summon them to the assistance of a

woman in the hands of a rough, and be still

surprised at the similarity of their methods.

We were, in truth, a motley crowd, gathered

from everywhere ; but when we sat under that

olive-tree we were very much alike with the

single exception of Harry.

Egerton, our company commander, a man
of about thirty, with a round face and a large

head, was a stockbroker by profession, and

rather improbably, an old Territorial by

pastime. He was an excellent company
commander, but would have made a still

more admirable second-in-command, for his

training in figures and his meticulous habits

in such things as the keeping of accounts were

just what is required of a second-in-command,

and were lamentably deficient in myself.

The intricacies of Acquittance Rolls and

Imprest Accounts, and page 3 of the Soldier's
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Pay-Book, were meat and drink to him, and

in general I must confess that I shamefully

surrendered such delicacies to him.

Harry Penrose had the I4th Platoon. Of

the other three subalterns perhaps the most

interesting was Hewett. He, like Harry, had

been at Oxford before the war, though they

had never come together there. He was a

fair, dreamy person, of remarkably good
looks. Alone of all the

'

young Apollos
'

I

have known did he at all deserve that title.

Most of these have been men of surpassing

stupidity and material tastes, but Hewett

added to his physical qualifications something
of the mental refinement which presumably
one should expect of even a modern Apollo.

Intensely fastidious, he frankly detested the

war, and all the dirt and disgust he must per-

sonally encounter. Like Harry, he was an

idealist but more so ;
for he could not

idealize the war. But the shrinking of his

spirit had no effect on his conduct : he was

no less courageous than Harry or any one

else, and no less keen to see the thing through.

Only, at that time, he was a little less blind.

A year senior to Harry, he had taken Greats

in 1914, and though his degree had been dis-
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appointingly low he had not yet lost the

passionate attachment of the
'

Greats
' man

to philosophy and thoughts of the Ultimate

Truths. Sometimes he would try to induce

one of us to talk with him of his religious and

philosophical doubts ;
but in that feverish

place it was too difficult for us, and usually

he brooded over his problems alone.

Eustace, of the i6th Platoon, was a jour-

nalist by repute, though it was never dis-

covered to what journal, if any, he was

specially attached. His character was more

attractive than his appearance, which was

long, awkward, and arigular ;
and if he had

ever been to school, he would have been quite

undeservedly unpopular for not playing

games : undeservedly because one could not

conceive of him as playing any game. Physi-

cally, indeed, he was one of Nature's gawks ;

intellectually he was nimble, not to say

athletic, with an acute and deeply logical

mind. As a companion, more especially a

companion in war, he was made tedious by
a habit of cynicism and a passion for argu-

ment. The cynicism, I think, had developed

originally from some early grievance against

Society, had been adopted as an effective pose,
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and had now become part of his nature.

Whatever its origin it was wearing to us, for

in the actual scenes of war one likes to cling

to one's illusions while any shred of them

remains, and would rather they faded honour-

ably under the gentle influence of time than be

torn to fragments in a moment by reasoned

mockery. But Eustace was never tired of

exhibiting the frailty and subterfuge of all

men, particularly in their relations to the war
;

the Nation arrived for him as regularly as the

German submarines would allow, and all his

views were in that sense distinctly
'

National.'

If any of us were rash enough to read that

paper ourselves, we were inevitably provoked
to some comment which led to a hot wrangle
on the Public Schools, or Kitchener, or the

rights of the war, and the pleasant calm of the

dusk was marred. For Eustace could always
meet us with a powerfully logical case, and

while in spirit we revolted against his heresies,

we were distressed by the appeal they made
to our reluctant reasons. Harry, the most

ingenuous of us all and the most devoted to

his illusions, was particularly worried by this

conflict. It seemed very wrong to him that

a man so loyal and gallant in his personal
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relations with others should trample so ruth-

lessly on their dearest opinions.

Burnett was of a very different type. Tall

and muscular, with reddish hair and vivid blue

eyes, he looked (as he wanted to look) a
' man

of action
'

by nature and practice. He had
' knocked about

'

for some years in Africa and

Australia (a process which had failed equally

to establish his fortunes or soften his rough

edges), and from the first he affected the

patronizing attitude of the experienced cam-

paigner. The little discomforts of camp life

wete nothing to him, for were they not part

of his normal life ? And when I emerged
from my dug-out pursued by a centipede of

incredible ferocity, he held forth for a long

time on the best method of dispatching

rattlesnakes in the Umgoga, or some such

locality. By degrees, however, as life became

more unbearable, the conviction dawned upon
us that he was no less sensible to heat and

hunger and thirst than mere '

temporary
'

campaigners, and rather more ready to utter

his complaints. Finally, the weight of

evidence became overwhelming, and it was

whispered at the end of our first week at

Gallipoli that
'

Burnett was bogus.' The
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quality of being
'

bogus
'

was in those days the

last word in military condemnation ; and in

Burnett's case events showed the verdict to

be lamentably correct.

So we were a strangely assorted crowd,

only alike, as I have said, in that we were keen

on the winning of this war and resolved to

do our personal best towards that end. Of

the five of us, Hewett and Eustace had the

most influence on Harry. Me he regarded

as a solid kind of wall that would never let

him down, or be guilty of any startling

deviations from the normal. By Hewett he

was personally and spiritually attracted ;

by Eustace alternately fascinated and dis-

turbed. And it was a very bad day for Harry
when Hewett's death removed that gentle,

comfortable influence.

II

We were ordered to relieve the
J

s at

midnight on the fourth day, and once again

we braced ourselves for the last desperate

battle of our lives. All soldiers go through
this process during their first weeks of active

service every time they
' move '

anywhere.
Immense expectations, vows, fears, prayers,

c
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fill their minds ; and nothing particular

happens. Only the really experienced soldier

knows that it is the exception and not the

rule for anything particular to happen ; and

the heroes of romance and history who do not

move a muscle when told that they are to

attack at dawn are generally quite undeserv-

ing of praise, since long experience has taught
them that the attack is many times more

likely to be cancelled than to occur. Until

it actually does happen they will not believe

in it
; they make all proper preparations,

but quite rightly do not move a muscle. We,

however, were now to have our first illus-

tration of this great military truth. For,

indeed, we were to have no battle. Yet that

night's march to the trenches was an experi-

ence that made full compensation. It was

already dusk when we moved out of the rest-

camp, and the moon was not up. As usual

in new units, the leading platoons went off

at a reckless canter, and stumbling after

them in the gathering shadows over rocky,

precipitous slopes, and in and out of the

clumps of bush, falling in dark holes on to

indignant sleepers, or maddeningly entangled

in hidden strands of wire, the rear companies



THE SECRET BATTLE 35

were speedily out of touch. To a heavily

laden infantryman there are few things more

exasperating than a night march into the line

conducted too fast. If the country be broken

and strewn with obstacles, at which each man
must wait while another climbs or drops or

wrestles or wades in front of him, and must

then laboriously scamper after him in the

shadows lest he, and thereby all those behind

him, be lost ;
if the country be unknown to

him, so that, apart from purely military

considerations, the fear of being lost is no

small thing, for a man knows that he may
wander all night alone in the dark, surrounded

by unknown dangers, cut off from sleep, and

rations, and the friendly voices of companions,

a jest among them when he discovers them :

then such a march becomes a nightmare.

On this night it dawned gradually on those

in front that they were unaccompanied save

by the ist platoon, and a long halt, and much

shouting and searching, gathered most of the

regiment together, hot, cursing, and already

exhausted. And now we passed the five white

Water Towers, standing mysteriously in a

swamp, and came out of the open country
into the beginning of a gully. These

'

gullies
'
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were deep, steep-sided ravines, driven through
all the lower slopes of Achi Baba, and carrying

in the spring a thin stream of water, peopled

by many frogs, down to the Straits or the

sea. It was easier going here, for there was

a rough track beside the stream to follow ;

yet, though those in front were marching, as

they thought, with inconceivable deliberation,

the rear men of each platoon were doubling

round the corners among the trees, and curs-

ing as they ran. There was then a wild hail

of bullets in all those gullies, since for many
hours of each night the Turk kept up a sus-

tained and terrible rapid fire from his trenches

far up the hill, and, whether by design or bad

shooting, the majority of these bullets passed

high over our trenches, and fell hissing in

the gully-bed.

So now all the air seemed full of the hum-

ming, whistling things, and all round in the

gully-banks and the bushes by the stream

there were vicious spurts as they fell. It was

always a marvel how few casualties were

caused by this stray fire, and to-night we were

chiefly impressed with this wonder. In the

stream the frogs croaked incessantly with a

note of weary indifference to the medley of
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competing noises. At one point there was

a kind of pot-hole in the stream where the

water squeezing through made a kind of high-

toned wail, delivered with stabbing emphasis
at regular intervals. So weird was this

sound, which could be heard many hundred

yards away, and gradually asserted itself

above all other contributions to that terrible

din, that many of the men, already mystified

and excited, said to themselves that this was

the noise of the hideous explosive bullets of

which they had heard.

Soon we were compelled to climb out of

the gully-path to make way for some descend-

ing troops, and stumbled forward with a

curious feeling of nakedness high up in open

ground. Here the bullets were many times

multiplied, and many of us said that we could

feel them passing between us. Indeed, one

or two men were hit, but though we did not

know it, most of these near-sounding bullets

flew high above us. After a little we were

halted, and lay down, wondering, in the

sibilant dark ; then we moved on and halted

again, and realized suddenly that we were

very tired. At the head of the column the

guide had lost his way, and could not find the
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entrance to the communication trench ; and

here in the most exposed area of all that

Peninsula we must wait until he did. The

march was an avoidable piece of mismanage-
ment ; the whole regiment was being un-

necessarily endangered. But none of this

we knew ;
so very few men were afraid. For

we were still in the bliss of ignorance. It

seemed to us that these strange proceedings

must be a part of the everyday life of the

soldier. If they were not, we raw creatures

should not have been asked to endure them.

We had no standard of safety or danger by
which to estimate our position ; and so the

miraculous immunity we were enjoying was

taken as a matter of course, and we were

blissfully unafraid. At the same time we

were extremely bored and tired, and the

sweat cooled on us in the chill night air. And
when at last we came into the deep com-

munication trench we felt that the end of this

weariness must surely be near. But the

worst exasperations of relieving an unknown
line were still before us. It was a two-mile

trudge in the narrow ditches to the front line.

No war correspondent has ever described

such a march : it is not included in the official
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'

horrors of war
'

; but this is the kind of thing

which, more than battle and blood, harasses

the spirit of the infantryman, and composes
his life. The communication trenches that

night were good and deep and dry, and free

from the awfulness of mud ; but they were

very few, and unintelligently used. There

had been an attack that day, and coming by
the same trench was a long stream of stretchers

and wounded men, and odd parties coming to

fetch water from the well, and whole bat-

talions relieved from other parts of the line.

Our men had been sent up insanely with full

packs ;
for a man so equipped to pass another

naked in the narrow ditch would have been

difficult
; when all those that he meets have

also straps and hooks and excrescences about

them, each separate encounter means heart-

breaking entanglements and squeezes and

sudden paroxysms of rage. That night we

stood a total of hours hopelessly jammed in

the suffocating trench, with other troops

trying to get down. A man stood in those

crushes, unable to sit down, unable to lean

comfortably against the wall because of his

pack, unable even to get his hand to his water-

bottle and quench his intolerable thirst,
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unable almost to breathe for the hot smell of

herded humanity. Only a thin ribbon of

stars overhead, remotely roofing his prison,

reminded him that indeed he was still in the

living world and not pursuing some hideous

nightmare. At long last some one would take

charge of the situation, and by sheer muscular

fighting for space the two masses would be

extricated. Then one moved on again. And
now each man has become a mere lifeless

automaton. Every few yards there is a wire

hanging across the trench at the height of a

man's eyes, and he runs blindly into it, or it

catches in the piling-swivel of his rifle ; pain-

fully he removes it, or in a fit of fury tears

the wire away with him. Or there is a man

lying in a corner with a wounded leg crying

out to each passer-by not to tread on him,

or a stretcher party slowly struggling against

the tide. Mechanically each man grapples

with these obstacles, mechanically repeats

the ceaseless messages that are passed up
and down, and the warning

'

Wire/
'

Stretcher party/ 'Step up/ to those behind,

and stumbles on. He is only conscious of

the dead weight of his load, and the braces of

his pack biting into his shoulders, of his thirst,
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and the sweat of his body, and the longing to

lie down and sleep. When we halt men fall

into a doze as they stand, and curse pitifully

when they are urged on from behind.

We reach the inhabited part of the line,

and the obstacles become more frequent, for

there are traverses every ten yards and men

sleeping on the floor, and a litter of rifles,

water-cans, and scattered equipment. For

ever we wind round the endless traverses,

and squeeze past the endless host we are re-

lieving ;
and sometimes the parapet is low or

broken or thin, or there is a dangerous gap,

and we are told to keep our heads down, and

dully pass back the message so that it reaches

men meaninglessly when they have passed
the danger-point, or are still far from it. All

the time there is a wild rattle of rapid fire

from the Turks, and bullets hammer irritably

on the parapet, or fly singing overhead.

When a man reached his destined part of the

trench that night there were still long minutes

of exasperation before him
;

for we were in-

experienced troops, and first of all the men
crowded in too far together, and must turn

about, and press back so as to cover the

whole ground to be garrisoned ; then they
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would flock like sad sheep too far in the op-

posite direction. This was the subaltern's

bad time
;
for the officer must squeeze back-

wards and forwards, struggling to dispose

properly his own sullen platoon, and it was

hard for him to be patient with their stupidity,

for, like them, he only longed to fling off his

cursed equipment and lie down and sleep

for ever. He, like them, had but one thought,

that if there were to be no release from the

hateful burden that clung to his back, and

cut into his shoulders and ceaselessly im-

peded him, if there were to be no relief for his

thirst and the urgent aching of all his body
he must soon sink down and scream. . . .

in

Harry's platoon was settled in when I

found him, hidden away somewhere in the

third (Reserve) line. He had conscientiously

posted a few sentries, and done all those

things which a good platoon commander

should do, and was lying himself in a sort of

stupor of fatigue. Physically he was not

strong, rather frail, in fact, for the infantry ;

he had a narrow chest and slightly round

shoulders, and his heart would not have passed
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any civilian doctor ; and from my own

experience I knew that the march must have

tried him terribly. But a little rest had

soothed the intense nervous irritation whose

origins I have tried to describe, and his spirit

was as sturdy as ever. He struggled to his

feet and leaned over the parados with me.

The moon was now high up in the north-east ;

the Turks had ceased their rapid fire at

moonrise, and now an immense peace wrapped
the Peninsula. We were high up on the

centre slopes of Achi Baba, and all the six

miles which other men had conquered lay

bathed in moonlight below us. Far away at

the cape we could see the long, green lights

of the hospital ships, and all about us were

glow-worms in the scrub. Left and right the

pale parapets of trenches crept like dim-seen

snakes into the little valleys, and vanished

over the opposite slopes. Only a cruiser off

shore firing lazily at long intervals disturbed

the slumberous stillness. No better sedative

could have been desired.
' How did you like the march ?

'

I said.
'

Oh, all right ; one of my men was wounded,
I believe, but I didn't see him.'

'

All right ?
'

I said.
'

Personally I thought
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it was damned awful
;

it 's a marvel that any
of us are here at all. I hear A Company 's

still adrift, as it is.'

'

Well, anyhow we got here/ said Harry.
' What a wonderful spot this is. And look

at those damned glow-worms.'

I was anxious to know what impression the

night had made on Harry, but these and other

answers gave me no real clue. I had a sus-

picion that it had, in truth, considerably dis-

tressed him, but any such effect had clearly

given way to the romantic appeal of the

quiet moon. I, too, was enjoying the sense

of peace, but I was still acutely conscious of

the unpleasantness of the night's proceedings ;

and a certain envy took hold of me at this

youth's capacity to concentrate on the at-

tractive shadow of distasteful things. There

was a heavy, musty smell over all this part

of the trench, the smell of a dead Turk lying

just over the parapet, and it occurred to

me, maliciously, to wake Harry from his

dreams, and bring home to him the reality

of things.
'

Funny smell you 've got here, Harry/
I said ;

' know what it is ?
'

'

Yes, it 's cactus or amaryllis, or one of
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those funny plants they have here, isn't it ?

I read about it in the papers.'

This was too much. '

It 's a dead Turk,'

I told him, with a wicked anticipation of the

effect I should produce.

The effect, however, was not what I ex-

pected.
' No !

'

said Harry, with obvious elation.
'

Let 's find the devil.'

Forthwith he swarmed over the parapet,

full of life again, nosed about till he found

the reeking thing, and gazed on it with un-

disguised interest. No sign of horror or dis-

gust could I detect in him. Yet it was not

pure ghoulishness ;
it was simply the boy's

greed for experience and the savour of

adventure. Anyhow, my experiment had

failed ;
and I found that I was glad. But

when I was leaving him for the next platoon,

he was lying down for a little sleep on the

dirty floor of the trench, and as he flashed

his electric torch over the ground, I saw

several small white objects writhing in the

dust. The company commander whom we
had relieved had told me how under all these

trenches the Turks and the French had buried

many of their dead, and in a moment of
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nauseating insight I knew that these things

were the maggots which fed upon their

bodies.
'

Harry/ I said, 'you can't sleep there;

look at those things !

' And I told him what

they were.
'

Rubbish/ he said,
'

they 're glow-worms

gone to sleep/

Well, then I left him. But that 's how he

was in those days.
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SO
many men have written descriptions

of trench life in France
; there have

been so many poems, plays, and

speeches about it that the majority of our

nation must have a much clearer mental

picture of life on the Western Front than they
have of life at the Savoy, or life in East Ham.
But the Gallipoli Peninsula was never part

of the Western Front, and no man came back

from that place on leave ; lucky, indeed, if

he came at all. The campaign was never,

for obvious reasons, an important item in

official propaganda, and the various non-

official agencies which now bring home the

war to Streatham had not begun to articulate

when the campaign came to an end. And so

neither Streatham nor any one else knew any-

thing about it. And though for a soldier

to speak, however distantly, of the details of

trench life in France, is now in some circles

considered a solecism equivalent to the talk-

47
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ing of
'

shop/ I hope I may still without

offence make some brief reference to the

trenches of the Peninsula. For, in truth, it

was all very different. Above all, from

dawn to dawn it was genuine infantry war-

fare. In France, apart from full-dress

attacks, an infantryman may live for many
months without once firing his rifle, or running

the remotest risk of death by a rifle bullet.

Patiently he tramps, and watches, and digs,

and is shelled, clinging fondly to his rifle night

and day, but seldom or never in a position

to use it
;
so that in the stagnant days of the

past he came to look upon it as a mere part of

his equipment, like his water-bottle, only
heavier and less comforting ;

and in real

emergencies fumbled stupidly with the un-

familiar mechanism. This was true for a

long time of the normal, or
'

peace-time,'

sectors of France.

But in those hill-trenches of Gallipoli the

Turk and the Gentile fought with each other

all day with rifle and bomb, and in the evening

crept out and stabbed each other in the dark.

There was no release from the strain of watch-

ing and listening and taking thought. The

Turk was always on higher ground ;
he knew
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every inch of all those valleys and vineyards
and scrub-strewn slopes ; and he had an un-

canny accuracy of aim. Moreover, many
of his men had the devotion of fanatics,

which inspired them to lie out behind oar

lines, with stores of food enough to last out

their ammunition, certain only of their own
ultimate destruction, but content to lie there

and pick off the infidels till they too died.

They were very brave men. But the Turkish

snipers were not confined to the madmen who
were caught disguised as trees in the broad

daylight and found their way into the picture

papers. Every trench was full of snipers, less

theatrical, but no less effective. And in the

night they crept out with unbelievable stealth

and lay close in to our lines, killing our sentries,

and chipping away our crumbling parapets.

So the sniping was terrible. In that first

week we lost twelve men each day ; they fell

without a sound in the early morning as they
stood up from their cooking at the brazier,

fell shot through the head, and lay snoring

horribly in the dust
; they were sniped as

they came up the communication trench with

water, or carelessly raised their heads to look,

back at the ships in the bay ; and in the night
D
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there were sudden screams where a sentry

had moved his head too often against the

moon. If a periscope were raised, however

furtively, it was shivered in an instant ; if

a man peered over himself, he was dead.

Far back in the Reserve Lines or at the wells,

where a man thought himself hidden from

view, the sniper saw and killed him. All

along the line were danger-posts where many
had been hit

;
these places became invested

with a peculiar awe, and as you came to them

the men said,
'

Keep low here, sir/ in a mys-
terious whisper, as though the Turk could

hear them. Indeed, so uncanny were many
of the deaths, that some men said the Turk

could see impossibly through the walls of the

trench, and crouched nervously in the bottom.

All the long communication trenches were

watched, and wherever a head or a moving
rifle showed at a gap a bullet came with auto-

matic regularity. Going down a communi-

cation-trench alone a man would hear the tap

of these bullets on the parapet following him

along, and break into a half-hysterical run in

the bright sunlight to get away from this

unnatural pursuit ;
for such it seemed to

him to be.
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The fire seemed to come from all angles ;

and units bitterly accused their neighbours of

killing their men when it seemed impossible

that any Turk could have fired the shot.

For a little, then, this sniping was thor-

oughly on the men's nerves. Nothing in their

training had prepared them for it. They
hated the

'

blinded
'

feeling it produced ;
it

was demoralizing always to be wondering if

one's head was low enough, always to walk

with a stoop ;
it was tiring to be always

taking care ; and it was very dangerous to

relax that care for a moment. Something
had to be done ; and the heavy, methodical

way in which these Tynesiders of ours learned

to counter and finally overcome the sniper,

is characteristic of the nation's effort through-

out this war. The Turks were natural soldiers,

fighting in their own country ; more, they
were natural scouts. Our men were ponder-

ous, uncouth pitmen from Tyneside and the

Clyde. But we chose out a small body of

them who could shoot better than their

fellows, and called them snipers, and behold,

they were snipers. We gave them telescopes,

and periscopes, and observers, and set them

in odd corners, and told them to snipe. And
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by slow degrees they became interested and

active and expert, and killed many Turks.

The third time we came to those trenches

we could move about with comparative
freedom.

In all this Harry took a leading part, for

the battalion scout officer was one of the first

casualties, and Harry, who had had some

training as a scout in the ranks, was appointed

in his place. In this capacity he was in

charge of the improvised snipers, and all day
moved about the line from post to post, en-

couraging and correcting. All this he did

with characteristic energy and enthusiasm,

and tired himself out with long wanderings

in the scorching sun. In those trenches all

movement was an intense labour. The sun

blazed always into the suffocating ditch,

where no breath of air came ;
the men not on

duty lay huddled wherever they could steal

an inch of shade, with the flies crawling about

their eyes and open mouths. Progress was

a weary routine of squeezing past men, or

stepping over men, or running into men
round corners, as one stooped to escape death.

In little niches in the wall were mess-tins

boiling over box-wood fires, so that the eyes
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smarted from their smoke, and the air was full

of the hot fumes ; and everywhere was the

stuffy smell of human flesh. In the heat of

the day these things produced in the healthiest

man an intolerable irritation and fatigue : to

a frail, sensitive youth like Harry his day-

long rambles must have been torture
;

but

though he too became touchy he pursued his

task with determination, and would not be

tempted away. The rest of us, when not on

watch, lay torpid all the hot hours in the

shallow holes we had scratched behind the

trench, and called Company Headquarters.

These places were roofed only with the in-

evitable waterproof sheet, and, had there

been any serious shelling, would have been

death-traps. Into these dwellings came

many strange animals, driven from their

nests among the roots of the scrub snakes,

lizards, and hideous centipedes. Large,

clumsy, winged things, which some said were

locusts, fell into the trench, and for a few

hours strove vainly to leap out again till they
were trampled to death ; they had the colour

of ivory, and shone with bright tints in the

sun like shot silk. The men found tortoises

derelict in near shell-holes, and set them to
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walk in the trench, and they too wandered

sadly about till they disappeared, no man
knew where. The flies were not yet at full

strength, but they were very bad
;
and all

day we wrestled with thirst. He was a lucky
man who could sleep in the daylight hours,

and when the cool evening came, beckoning
him to sleep, he must rise and bestir himself

for the work of the night.

Then all the line stirred with life again,

with the cleaning of rifles thick with heavy

dust, and the bustle of men making ready to
' Stand to Arms/ Now, indeed, could a man
have slept when all the pests of the day had

been exorcized by the~~CDol dusk, and the

bitter cold of the midnight was not yet come.

But there was no sleep for any man, only

watching and digging and carrying and work-

ing and listening. And so soon as Achi Baba

was swathed in shadow, and the sun well

down behind the westward islands, the Turk

began his evening fusillade of rapid fire.

This was an astonishing performance. Night
after night at this hour every man in his

trench must have blazed away till his rifle

would do its work no more.
'

Rapid fire
'

has

been a speciality of the Turkish infantryman
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since the days of Plevna, and indeed he excels

in it. Few English units could equal his

performance for ten minutes
;
but the Turk

kept up the same sustained deafening volume

of fire for hours at a stretch, till the moon
came up and allayed his fears. For it was

an exhibition of nervousness as well as

musketry : fearful of a stealthy assault in

the dark, he would not desist till he could see

well across his own wire. Captured orders

by the Turkish High Command repeatedly

forbade this reckless expenditure of am-

munition, and sometimes for two nights he

would restrain himself, but in the early days
never for more. Our policy was to lie down
in the trench, and think sardonically of the

ammunition he was wasting ; but even this

was not good for men's minds. Most of the

fire was high and whizzed over into the

gullies, but many hundreds of all those

thousands of bullets hit the parapet. There

was a steady, reiterant rap of them on the

sand-bags, very irritating to the nerves, and

bits of the parapet splashed viciously into

the trench over the crouching men. In that

tornado of sound a man must shout to make

himself heard by his friends, and this pro-
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duced in his mind an uncomfortable sense

of isolation
;

he seemed cut off from hu-

manity, and brooded secretly to himself.

Safe he might be in that trench, but he could

not long sit alone in that tempestuous

security without imagining himself in other

circumstances climbing up the parapet

leaving the trench walking into THAT. So

on the few murky nights when the moon would

not show herself but peeped temptingly from

behind large bolsters of cloud, so that even

the Turks diminished their fire, and then with

a petulant crescendo continued, men lay in

the dust and prayed for the moon to come.

So demoralizing was this fire that it was not

easy to induce even sentries to keep an

effective watch. Not unnaturally, they did

not like lifting their heads to look over, even

for the periodical peeps which were insisted

upon. An officer on his rounds would find

them standing on the firestep with their heads

well below the parapet, but gazing intently

into the heart of a sand-bag, with the air of

a man whom no movement of the enemy can

escape. The officer must then perform the

melancholy rite of
'

showing the man how
safe it is.' This consisted in climbing up to
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the firestep, and exposing an immoderate

amount of his head
; gazing deliberately at

the Turks, and striving to create an impres-
sion of indifference and calm. He then

jumped down, shouting cheerily,
' That 's

the way, Thompson/ and walked off, thank-

ing God. Personally I did not like this duty.

At the best it was an hypocrisy. For the

reluctance of the officer to look over was no

less acute than the man's
;
and it was one

thing to look for a moment or two and pass

on, and another to stand there and repeat

the process at brief intervals. Officers per-

formed this rite according to their several

characters : Eustace, for example, with a

cynical grin which derided, with equal in-

justice, both himself and his action
;
he was

notably courageous, and his nonchalance on

the parapet would have been definitely reassur-

ing to the nervous sentry. But his expres-

sion and attitude said clearly :

'

This is all

damned nonsense, my good man
; you don't

like standing up here, neither do I, and neither

of us is deceiving the other at all.' Burnett

did it with genuine and ill-concealed distaste,

too hasty to be convincing. Harry, alone,

did it with a gallant abandon, like a knight
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throwing down his challenge to the enemy ;

and he alone can have been really inspiring

to the reluctant sentry. He had a keen

dramatic instinct, and in these little scenes

rather enjoyed the part of the unperturbed
hero calming the timorous herd. Watching
him once or twice I wondered how much was

acting and how much real fearlessness ;
if

it was acting he was braver then than most of

us but I think it was the other just then.

There were five or six hours between the

end of the rapid fire and the
'

Stand to
'

before dawn. During these hours three of

the company officers were always on duty.

We split the time in two, and it was a weary
three hours patrolling the still trench, stumb-

ling over sleeping men, sprawled out like dead

in the moonlight, and goading the tired

sentries to watchfulness. Terrible was the

want of sleep. The men fell asleep with their

heads against the iron loopholes, and, starting

up as the officer shook them, swore that they

had never nodded. Only by constant move-

ment could the officer be sure even of himself ;

he dared not sit for a moment or lean in the

corner of the traverse, though all his limbs

ached for rest, lest he, too, be found snoring
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at his post, and he and all his men be butchered

in their guilty sleep. And so he drags his

sore feet ceaselessly backwards and forwards,

marvelling at the stillness and the stars and

the strange, musky night smell which has crept

out of the earth. Far away he can see the

green lights of a hospital ship, and as he looks

they begin to move and dwindle slowly into

the distance, for she is going home ; and he

thinks of the warmth and light and comfort

in that ship, and follows her wistfully with

his eyes till she is gone. Turning back he

sees a sentry, silent above him
; he, too, is

watching the ship, and each man knows the

other's thoughts, but they do not speak.

At last comes the officer relieving him ;
cold

and irritable from his brief sleep. He is a

little late, and they compare watches resent-

fully ; and unless they be firm friends, at

that moment they hate each other. But

the one who is relieved goes down to the dug-
out in the Support Line, a little jauntily now,

though his feet are painful, feeling already

that he could watch many hours more. And

suddenly the moon is beautiful, and the stars

are friendly for he is going to sleep. But

when he comes to the little narrow hole,
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which is the dug-out, there are two officers

already filling most of the floor, noisily asleep.

One of them is lying on his waterproof sheet :

he tugs angrily at it, but it is caught in some-

thing and will not come away. He shakes

the man, but he does not wake. Too tired to

continue he lies down awkwardly in the

crooked space which is left between the legs

and arms and equipment of the others. He
draws his meagre trench-coat over his body,
and pulls his knees up that they, too, may be

covered ; there is nothing over his feet, and

already they are cold. His head he rests on

a rough army haversack. In the middle of it

there is a hard knob, a soap-tin, or a book, or

a tin of beef. For a little he lies uncom-

fortably like this, hoping for sleep ;
his ear

is crushed on the hard pillow ;
there is some-

thing knobbly under his hip. He knows that

he ought to get up and re-arrange himself

but he lacks the necessary energy. Finally

he raises himself on his elbow and tugs at

the towel in his haversack to make him a

pillow ; the strap of the haversack is fastened,

and the towel will not emerge. He unfastens

the haversack, and in desperation pulls out

the whole of its contents with the towel.
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His toothbrush and his sponge and his diary
are scattered in the dust. Some of the pages
of the diary are loose, and if he leaves it they
will be lost

;
he feels in the darkness for his

electric torch, and curses because he cannot

find it. He has lent it to the damned fool

who relieved him. Why can't people have

things of their own ?

Painfully groping he gathers his belongings

and puts them, one by one, in the haversack,

arranging his towel on the top. His elbow

is sore with leaning on it, but the pillow is

ready. Lying down again he falls quickly

to sleep. Almost at once there is a wild din

in his dreams. Rapid fire again. Springing

up, he rushes into the trench with the others.

It is an attack. Who is attacking ? The

men in the trench know nothing. It started

on the right, they say, and now the whole line

is ablaze again with this maddening rifle-fire.

Running back to the dug-out he gropes in

the wreckage of coats and equipment for his

belt and revolver. He must hurry to the

front line to take charge of his platoon.

There are no telephones to the firing-line.

What the hell
f
is happening ? When he is

halfway up the communication trench,



62 THE SECRET BATTLE

cannoning into the walls in his haste and

weariness, the firing suddenly stops. It was

a wild panic started by the Senegalese holding

the line on our right. Damn them black

idiots !

He goes back swearing with the other

officers, and they lie down anyhow ;
it is too

late now to waste time on fussy arrangements.

When he wakes up again there is already a

hint of light in the East. It is the
'

Stand to

Arms '

before dawn. His feet are numb
and painful with cold, his limbs are cramped
and aching, and his right forearm has gone
to sleep. The flesh of his legs is clammy,
and sticks to the breeches he has lived and

slept in for five days : he longs for a bath.

Slowly with the others he raises himself and

gropes weakly in the muddle of garments on

the floor for his equipment. He cannot find

his revolver. Burnett has lost his belt, and

mutters angrily to himself. All their belong-

ings are entangled together in the narrow

space ; they disengage them without speak-

ing to each other. Each one is in a dull coma
of endurance ; for the moment their spirit is

at its lowest ebb ;
it is the most awful moment

of warfare. In a little they will revive, but
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just now they cannot pretend to bravery or

cheerfulness, only curse feebly and fumble

in the darkness.

They go out into the trench and join their

platoons. The N.C.O.'s are still shaking and

bullying the men still asleep ;
some of these

are almost senseless, and can only be roused

by prolonged physical violence. The officer

braces himself for his duties, and by and by
all the men are more or less awake and

equipped, though their heads droop as they

sit, and their neighbours nudge them into

wakefulness as the officer approaches.

Mechanically he fills and lights a pipe, and

takes a cautious sip at his water-bottle ; the

pipe turns his empty stomach, and an intoler-

able emptiness assails him. He knocks out

the pipe and peers over the parapet. It is

almost light now, but a thin mist hides the

Turkish trench. His face is greasy and taut

with dirt, and the corners of his eyes are full

of dust ;
his throat is dry, and there is a loath-

some stubble on his chin, which he fingers

absently, pulling at the long hairs.

Steadily the light grows and grows, and

the men begin to chatter, and suddenly the

sun emerges over the corner of Achi Baba, and
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life and warmth come back to the numb
souls of all these men.

'

Stand to
'

is over ;

but as the men tear off their hateful equip-

ment and lean their rifles against the wall of

the trench there is a sudden burst of shelling

on the right. Figures appear running on the

sky-line. They are against the light, and

the shapes are dark, but there seems to be a

dirty blue in their uniforms. No one quite

knows how the line runs up there ;
it is a

salient. The figures must be Turks attack-

ing the French. The men gape over the

parapet. The officer gapes. It is nothing

to do with them. Then he remembers what

he is for, and tells his men excitedly to fire

on the figures. Some of the men have begun

cooking their breakfast, and are with difficulty

seduced from their task. A spasmodic fire

opens on the running figures. It is hard to

say where they are running, or what they are

doing. The officer is puzzled. It is his first

glimpse of battle, and he feels that a battle

should be simple and easy to understand.

The officer of the next platoon comes along.

He is equally ignorant of affairs, but he thinks

the figures are French, attacking the Turks.

They, too, wear blue. The first officer rushes
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down the line telling the men to
'

cease fire.'

The men growl and go back to their cooking.

It is fairly certain that none of them hit any
of the distant figures, but the officer is worried.

Why was nobody told what was to happen ?

What is it all about ? He has been put in a

false position. Presently a belated chit arrives

to say that the French were to attack at sun-

rise, but the attack was a fiasco, and is

postponed.

And now all the air is sickly with the

smell of cooking, and the dry wood crackles

in every corner
;

little wisps of smoke go

straight up in the still air. All the Penin-

sula is beautiful in the sunlight, and wonderful

to look upon against the dark blue of the sea ;

the dew sparkles on the scrub
; over the

cypress grove ..comes the first aeroplane,

humming contentedly. Another day has

begun ;
the officer goes down whistling to

wash in a bucket.



IV

SUCH
was life in the line at that time.

But I should make the soldier's

almost automatic reservation, that

it might have been worse. There might have

been heavy shelling ;
but the shelling on the

trenches was negligible then ; there might
have been mud, but there was not. And

eight such days might have left Harry Pen-

rose quite unaffected in spirit, in spite of his

physical handicaps, by reason of his extra-

ordinary vitality and zest. But there were

two incidents before we went down which

did affect him, and it is necessary that they
should be told.

On the fifth day in the line he did a very
brave thing brave, at least, in the popular

sense, which means that many another man
would not have done that thing. To my
mind, a man is brave only in proportion to his

knowledge and his susceptibility to fear ;
the

standard of the mob, the standard of the
66
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official military mind, is absolute ; there are

no fine shades no account of circumstance

and temperament is allowed and perhaps
this is inevitable. Most men would say that

Harry's deed was a brave one. I have said

so myself but I am not sure.

Eighty to a hundred yards from one section

of our line was a small stretch of Turkish

trench, considerably in advance of their main

line. From this trench a particularly harass-

ing fire was kept up, night and day, and the

Brigade Staff considered that it should be

captured. High officers in shirt sleeves and

red hats looked long and wisely at it through

periscopes ; colonels and adjutants and subal-

terns and sergeants stood silent and respectful

while the great men pondered. The great

men then turned round with the air of those

who make profound decisions, and announced

that
' You ought to be able to

"
enfilade

"
it

from "
over there," or

'

I suppose they
"
enfilade

"
you from there/ The term '

en-

filade
'

invariably occurred somewhere in

these dicta, and in the listeners' minds there

stirred the suspicion that the Great Ones had

not been looking at the right trench ; if indeed

they had focused the unfamiliar instrument
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so as to see anything at all. But the decision

was made ; and for the purposes of a night

attack it was important to know whether the

trench was held strongly at night, or occupied

only by a few busy snipers. Harry was

ordered to reconnoitre the trench with two

scouts.

The night was pitch black, with an unusual

absence of stars. The worst of the rapid fire

was over, but there was a steady spit and

crackle of bullets from the Turks, and especi-

ally from the little trench opposite. Long
afterwards, in France, he told me that he

would never again dream of going out on

patrol in the face of such a fire. But to-night

it did not occur to him to delay his expedition.

The profession of scouting made a special

appeal to the romantic side of him ; the

prospect of some real, practical scouting was

exciting. According to the books much scout-

ing was done under heavy fire, but according

to the books, and in the absence of any ex-

perience to the contrary, it was probable that

the careful scout would not be killed. Then

why waste time ? (All this I gathered in-

directly from his account of the affair.) Two
bullets smacked into the parapet by his head
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as he climbed out of the dark sap and wriggled

forward into the scrub
;
but even these did

not give him pause. Only while he lay and

waited for the two men to follow did he begin
to realize how many bullets were flying about.

The fire was now really heavy, and when I

heard that Harry had gone out, I was afraid.

But he as yet was only faintly surprised.

The Colonel had sent him out ; the Colonel

had said the Turks fired high, and if you kept
low you were quite safe and he ought to

know. This was a regular thing in warfare,

and must be done. So on like reptiles into

the darkness, dragging with hands and pushing
with knees. Progress in the orthodox scout

fashion was surprisingly slow and exhausting.

The scrub tickled and scratched your face,

the revolver in your hands caught in the roots ;

the barrel must be choked with dust. More-

over, it was impossible to see anything at all,

and the object of a reconnaissance being to

see something, this was perplexing. Even
when the frequent flares went up and one lay

pressed to the earth, one's horizon was the edge
of a tuft of scrub five yards away. This

always looked like the summit of some com-

manding height ; but labouring thither one
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saw by the next flare only another exactly

similar horizon beyond. So must the worm

feel, wandering in the rugged spaces of a

well-kept lawn. It was long before Harry

properly understood this phenomenon ; and

by then his neck was stiff and aching from

lying flat and craning his head back to see in

front. But after many hours of crawling

the ground sloped down a little, and now they
could see the sharp, stabbing flashes from

the rifles of the snipers in the little trench

ahead of them. Clearly they were only

snipers, for the flashes came from only eight

or nine particular spots, spaced out at in-

tervals. Now the scouts glowed with the

sense of achievement as they watched. They
had found out. Never again could Harry
have lain like that, naked in the face of those

near rifles, coldly calculating and watching,

without an effort of real heroism. On this

night he did it easily confident, unafraid.

Elated with his little success, something

prompted him to go farther and confirm his

deductions. He whispered to his men to lie

down in a fold of the ground, and crept for-

ward to the very trench itself, aiming at a

point midway between two flashes. There
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was no wire in front of the trench, but as he

saw the parapet looming like a mountain

close ahead, he began to realize what a mad
fool he was, alone and helpless within a yard
of the Turks, an easy mark in the light of the

next flare. But he would not go back, and

squirming on worked his head into a gap
in the parapet, and gazed into a vast blackness.

This he did with a wild incautiousness, the

patience of the true scout overcome by his

anxiety to do what he intended as soon as

possible. The Turks' own rifles had drowned

the noise of his movements, and providen-

tially no flare went up till his body was against

the parapet. When at length the faint

wavering light began and swelled into sudden

brilliance, he could see right into the trench,

and when the shadows chased each other back

into its depths as the light fell, he lay marvel-

ling at his own audacity : so impressed was

he by the wonder of his exploit that he was

incapable of making any intelligent obser-

vations, other than the bald fact that there

were no men in that part of the trench. He
was still waiting for another flare when there

was a burst of rapid fire from our own line

a little to the right. Suddenly he realized
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that B Company did not know he was out
;

C Company knew, but in his haste he had for-

gotten to see that the others were informed

before he left, as he had arranged to do with

the Colonel. He and his scouts would be

shot by B Company. Obsessed with this

thought he turned and scrambled breathlessly

back to the two waiting men. God knows

why he wasn't seen and sniped ;
and his

retirement must have been very noisy, for

as he reached the others all the snipers in the

trench opened fire feverishly together. Harry
and his men, who were cold with waiting,

wriggled blindly back
; they no longer pre-

tended to any deliberation or cunning, but

having come to no harm so far were not

seriously anxious about themselves ; only it

seemed good to go back now. But after a

few yards one of the men, Trower, gave a

scream of agony and cried out,
'

I 'm hit,

I 'm hit.'

In that moment, Harry told me, all the

elation and pride of his exploit ebbed out of

him. A sick disgust with himself and every-

thing came over him. Williams, the other

scout, lay between him and Trower, who was

now moaning horribly in the darkness. For
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a moment Harry was paralysed ;
he lay there,

saying feebly,
' Where are you hit ? Where

is he hit, Williams ? Where are you hit ?
'

When at last he got to his side, the man was

almost unconscious with pain, but he had

managed to screech out
' Both legs.' In fact,

he had been shot through the femoral artery,

and one leg was broken. In that blackness

skilled hands would have had difficulty in

bandaging any wound
; Harry and Williams

could not even tell where his wound was, for

all his legs were wet and sticky with blood.

But both of them were fumbling and scratch-

ing at their field-dressings for some moments

before they realized this. Then they started

to take the man in, half dragging, half carry-

ing him. At every movement the man
shrieked in agony. When they stood up to

carry him bodily, he screamed so piercingly

that the storm of bullets was immediately
doubled about them. When they lay down
and dragged him he screamed less, but pro-

gress was impossibly slow. And now it

seemed that there were Turks in the open
scrub about them, for there were flashes and

loud reports at strangely close quarters.

The Turks could not see the miserable little
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party, but Trower's screams were an easy

guide. Then Harry bethought him of the

little medical case in his breast-pocket where,

with needles and aspirin and plaster and

pills, was a small phial of morphine tablets.

For Trower's sake and their own, his scream-

ing must be stilled. Tearing open his pocket

he fumbled at the elastic band round the case.

The little phial was smaller than the rest ;
he

knew where it lay. But the case was upside-

down ; all the phials seemed the same size.

Trembling, he pulled out the cork and shook

out one of the tablets into his hand ;
a bullet

cracked like a whip over his head ;
the tablet

fell in the scrub. He got another out and

passed it over to Williams. Williams's hand

was shaking, and he dropped it. Harry

groaned. The next two were safely trans-

ferred and pressed into Trower's mouth : he

did not know how strong they were, but he

remembered vaguely seeing
' One or two

'

on

the label, and at that black moment the phrase

came curiously into his head,
' As ordered by

the doctor.' Trower was quieter now, and

this made the other two a little calmer.

Harry told me he was now so cool that he

could put the phial back carefully in the case
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and return them to his pocket ; even, from

sheer force of habit, he buttoned up the

pocket. But when they moved off they
realized with a new horror that they were lost.

They had come out originally from the head

of a long sap ; in the darkness and the excite-

ment they had lost all sense of direction, and

had missed the sap. Probably they were not

more than fifty yards from friends, but they

might be moving parallel to the sap or parallel

to the front line, and that way they might

go on indefinitely. They could not drag
their wretched burden with them indefinitely ;

so Harry sent Williams to find the trench, and

lay throbbing by the wounded man. No
one who has not been lost in the pitchy dark

in No Man's Land can understand how easy it

is to arrive at that condition, and the intense

feeling of helplessness it produces. That

solitary wait of Harry's must have been

terrible ;
for he had time now to ponder his

position. Perhaps Williams would not find

the trench
; perhaps he, too, would be hit

;

perhaps he would not be able to find the

scouts again. What should they do then ?

Anything was possible in this awful darkness,

with these bullets cracking and tearing about
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him. Perhaps he would be killed himself.

Straining his ears he fancied he could hear the

rustle of creeping men, any moment he ex-

pected a rending blow on his own tender body.
But his revolver had been dropped in the

dragging of Trower. He could do nothing

only try to bind up the poor legs again.

Poor Harry ! as he lay there bandaging his

scout, he noticed that the lad had stopped

moaning, and said to himself that his mor-

phine tablets had done their work. That

was something, anyhow. But the man was

already dead. He could not have lived for

ten minutes, the doctor told me. And when

Williams at last returned, trailing a long

string from the sap, it was a dead man they

brought painfully into the trench and handed

over gently to the stretcher-bearers.

I was in the sap when they came, and

dragged Harry away from it. And when

they told him he nearly cried.

ii

The other incident is briefly told. On our

last day in the line Harry's platoon were

working stealthily in the hot sun at a new

section of trench connecting two saps, and
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some one incautiously threw a little new-

turned earth over the parapet. The Turks,

who seldom molested any of the regular,

established trenches with shell-fire, but hotly

resented the making of new ones, opened fire

with a light high-velocity gun, of the whizz-

bang type. This was our first experience of

the weapon, and the first experience of a

whizz-bang is very disturbing. The long

shriek of the ordinary shell encourages the

usually futile hope that by ducking one may
avoid destruction. With the whizz-bang
there is no hope, for there is no warning ; the

sound and the shell arrive almost simul-

taneously. Harry's platoon did not like these

things. The first three burst near but short

of the trench, filling the air with fumes
; the

fourth hit and removed most of the parapet of

one bay. Harry, hurrying along to the place,

found the four men there considerably sur-

prised, crouchin'g in the corners and gazing

stupidly at the yawning gap. It was un-

desirable, if not impossible, to rebuild the

parapet during daylight, so he moved them

into the next bay. He then went along the

trench to see that all the men had ceased

work. He heard two more shells burst
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behind him as he went. On his way back

two men rushing round a corner two men
with white faces smeared with black and a

little blood almost knocked him down
; they

were speechless. He went through the bay
which had been blown in

;
it was silent,

empty ;
the bay beyond was silent too, save

for the buzzing of a thousand flies. In it he

had left eight men ; six of them were lying

dead. Two had marvellously escaped. The

first whizz-bang had blown away the parapet ;

the second, following immediately after, had

passed miraculously through the hole, straight

into the trench a piece of astounding bad

luck or good gunnery. The men could not

be buried till dusk, and we left them there.

Two hours later, as we sat under a water-

proof sheet and talked quietly of this thing,

there came an engineer officer wandering

along the trench. He had come, crouching,

through those two shattered and yawning

bays : he was hot and very angry.
'

Why
the hell don't you bury those Turks ?

'

he

said,
'

they must have been there for weeks !

'

This is the kind of charge which infuriates

the soldier at any time ; and we did not like

the added suggestion that those six good men
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of the I4th Platoon were dead Turks. We
told him they were Englishmen, dead two

hours. 'But, my God, man/ he said, 'they're

black !

' We led him back, incredulous, to

the place.

When we got there we understood.

Whether from the explosion or the scorching

sun in that airless place, I know not, but those

six men were, as he said, literally black

black and reeking and hideous and the

flies . . . !

Harry and I crouched at the end of that

bay, truly unable to believe our eyes. I

hope I may never again see such horror as

was in Harry's face. They were his platoon,

and he knew them, as an officer should.

After the explosion, there had been only four

whom he could definitely identify. Now
there was not one. In two hours . . .

I do not wish to labour this or any similar

episode. I have seen many worse things ;

every soldier has. In a man's history they
are important only in their effect upon him,

and the effect they have is determined by

many things by his experience, and his

health, and his state of mind. But if you are
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to understand what I may call the battle-

psychology of a man, as I want you to under-

stand Harry's, you must not ignore particular

incidents. For in this respect the lives of

soldiers are not uniform
; though many may

live in the same regiment and fight in the

same battles, the experiences which matter

come to them diversely to some crowded and

overwhelming, to some by kind and delicate

degrees. And so do their spirits develop.

These two incidents following so closely

upon each other had a most ^unhappy cumu-

lative effect on Harry. His night's scouting,

in spite of its miserable end, had not percep-

tibly dimmed his romantic outlook
;

it had

been an adventure, and from a military point

of view a successful adventure. The Colonel

had been pleased with the reconnaissance, as

such. But the sight of his six poor men, lying

black and beastly in that sunlit hole, had

killed the
' Romance of War '

for him. Hence-

forth it must be a necessary but disgusting

business, to be endured like a dung-hill.

But this, in the end, was inevitable ; with all

soldiers it is only a matter of time, though for

a boy of Harry's temperament it was an ill

chance that it should come so soon.
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What was more serious was this. The two

incidents had revived, in a most malignant

form, his old distrust of his own competence.
I found that he was brooding over this

accusing himself, quite wrongly, I think, of

being responsible for the death of seven men.

He had bungled the scouting ; he had reck-

lessly attracted attention to the party, and

Trower, not he, had paid for it. He had

moved four men into a bay where four others

already were, and six of them had been killed.

I tried hard to persuade him, not quite

honestly, that he had done absolutely the

right thing. In scouting, of all things, I told

him, a man must take chances
;

and the

matter of the two whizz-bangs was sheer

bad luck. It was no good ; he was a fool

a failure. Unconsciously, the Colonel en-

couraged this attitude. For, thinking that

Harry's nerve might well have been shaken

by his first experience, he would not let him

go out on patrol again on our next
'

tour
'

in

the line. I think he was quite mistaken in

this view, for the boy did not even seem to

realize how narrow his own escapes had been,

so concerned was he about his lost men. Nor

did this explanation of the Colonel's veto

F
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even occur to him. Rather it confirmed him

in his distrust of himself, for it seemed to him

that the Colonel, too, must look upon him

as a bungler, a waster of men's lives. . .

All this was very bad, and I was much
afraid of what the reaction might be. But

there was one bright spot. So far he only

distrusted his military capacity ;
there was

no sign of his distrusting his own courage.

I prayed that that might not follow.



V

MID-JUNE
came with all its plagues

and fevers and irritable distresses.

Life in the rest-camp became daily

more intolerable. There set in a steady wind

from the north-east which blew all day down
the flayed rest-areas of the Peninsula, raising

great columns of blinding, maddening dust.

It was a hot, parching wind, which in no way
mitigated the scorch of the sun, and the dust

it brought became a definite enemy to human

peace. It pervaded everything. It poured
into every hole and dug-out, and filtered into

every man's belongings ;
it formed a gritty

sediment in water and tea, it passed into a

man with every morsel of food he ate, and

scraped and tore at his inside. It covered

his pipe so that he could not even smoke with

pleasure ;
it lay in a thick coating on his face

so that he looked like a wan ghost, paler than

disease had made him. It made the cleaning

of his rifle a too, too frequent farce ;
it worked

88
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under his breeches, and gathered at the back

of his knees, chafing and torturing him
;
and

if he lay down to sleep in his hole it swept in

billows over his face, or men passing clumsily

above kicked great showers upon him. Sleep

was not possible in the rest-camps while that

wind blew. But indeed there were many
things which made rest in the rest-camps

impossible. Few more terrible plagues can

have afflicted British troops than the flies

of Gallipoli. In May, by comparison, there

were none. In June they became unbear-

able ;
in July they were literally incon-

ceivable. Most Englishmen have lain down

some gentle summer day to doze on a shaded

lawn and found that one or two persistent

flies have destroyed the repose of the after-

noon ; many women have turned sick at the

sight of a blowfly in their butcher's shop.

Let them imagine a semi-tropical sun in a

place where there is little or no shade, where

sanitary arrangements are less than primitive,

where, in spite of all precautions, there are

scraps of bacon and sugar and tea-leaves

lying everywhere in the dust, and every man
has his little daily store of food somewhere

near him, where there are dead bodies and
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the carcasses of mules easily accessible to the

least venturesome fly let them read for
'

one
'

fly a hundred, a thousand, a million, and even

then they will not exaggerate the horror of

that plague.

Under it the disadvantages of a sensitive

nature and a delicate upbringing were easy
to see. An officer lies down in the afternoon

to sleep in his hole. The flies cluster on his

face. Patiently, at first, he brushes them

away, with a drill-like mechanical movement
of his hand

; by and by he does it angrily ;

his temper is going. He covers his face with

a handkerchief ;
it ,is distressingly hot, but

at least he may have some rest. The flies

settle on his hand, on his neck, on the bare

part of his leg. Even there the feel of them

is becoming a genuine torment. They creep

under the handkerchief
; there is one on his

lip, another buzzing about his eye. Madly
he tears off the handkerchief and lashes out,

waving it furiously till the air is free. The

flies gather on the walls of the dug-out, on

the waterproof sheet, and watch ; they are

waiting motionless till he lies down again.

He throws his coat over his bare knees and

lies back. The torment begins again. It
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is unendurable. He gets up, cursing, and

goes out ; better to walk in the hot sun or sit

under the olive-tree in the windy dust.

But look into the crowded ditches of the

men. Some of them are fighting the same

fight, hands moving and faces twitching, like

the flesh of horses, automatically. But most

of them lie still, not asleep, but~in a kind of

dogged artificial insensibility. The flies

crowd on their faces ; they swarm about

their eyes, and crawl unmolested about their

open mouths. It is a horrible sight, but

those men are lucky.

Then there was always a great noise in the

camp, for men would be called for from Head-

quarters at the end of it or orders passed

down, and so great was the wind and the

noise of the French guns and the Turkish

shells, that these messages had to be bawled

from man to man. The men grew lazy from

sheer weariness of these messages, so that

they were mutilated as they came and had to

be repeated ; and there was this babel always.

The men, too, like the officers, became irritable

with each other, and wrangled incessantly

over little things ; only the officers argued

quietly and bitterly, and the men shouted
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oaths at each other and filthy epithets. There

was only a yard between the holes of the

officers and the holes of the men, and their

raucous quarrelling grated on nerves already

sensitive from the trials of the day, and the

officer came near to cursing his own men
;

and that is bad.

So there was no rest to be had in the camp
during the day ; and at night we marched

out in long columns to dig in the whispering

gullies, or unload ships on the beach. There

were many of these parties, and we were much

overworked, as all infantry units invariably

are
;
and only at long intervals there came an

evening when a man might lie down under

the perfect stars and sleep all night undis-

turbed. Then indeed he had rest
; and when

he woke to a sudden burst of shell-fire, lay

quiet in his hole, too tired and dreamy to be

afraid.

Dust and flies and the food and the water

and our weakness joined forces against us,

and dysentery raged among us. There were

many who had never heard of the disease,

and thought vaguely of the distemper of dogs.

Those who had heard of it thought of it as

something rather romantically Eastern, like
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the tsetse fly, and the first cases were invested

with a certain mysterious distinction es-

pecially as most of them were sent away.
But it became universal

; everybody had it,

and everybody could not be sent away. One
man in a thousand went through that time

untouched ; one in ten escaped with a slight

attack. But the remainder lived perman-

ently or intermittently in a condition which

in any normal campaign would have long

since sent them on stretchers to the base. The

men could not be spared ; they stayed and

endured and tottered at their work. Thus

there was every circumstance to encourage
infection and little to resist it. One by one

the officers of D Company were stricken. The

first stages were mildly unpleasant, encourag-

ing that comfortable sense of martyrdom
which belongs to a recognized but endurable

complaint. 'As it grew worse, men became

querulous but were still interested in them-

selves, and those not in the final stages dis-

cussed their symptoms, emulously, disgust-

ingly still a little anxious to be worse than

their fellows.

In the worst stage there was no emulation,

only a dull misery of recurrent pain and lassi-
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tude and disgust. A man could not touch

the coarse food which was all we had
; or, if

from sheer emptiness he did, his sufferings

were immediately magnified. Yet always he

had a wild craving for delicate food, and as

he turned from the sickening bacon in the

gritty lid of his mess-tin, conjured bright

visions of lovely dainties which might satisfy

his longing and give him back his strength.

So men prayed for parcels. But when they

came, or when some wanderer came back from

the Islands with a basket of Grecian eggs, too

often it was too late for the sickest men, and

their agonies were only increased. Scientific

dieting was impossible. They could only

struggle on, for ever sick, yet for ever on

duty : this was the awful thing. When a

man reached this stage, the army was lucky
indeed if it did not lose him

; he was lucky
himself if he did not die. But so strong is

the human spirit and so patient the human

body, that most won through this phase to

a spasmodic existence of alternate sickness

and precarious health ; and when they said

to themselves
'

I am well,' and ate heartily,

and said to their companions
'

This and that

is what you should do/ the disease gripped
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them again, each time more violently. All

this sapped the strength of a man
; and finally

there came a terrible debility, a kind of

paralysing lassitude when it needed a genuine

flogging of the will for him to lift himself

and walk across the camp, and his knees

seemed permanently feeble, as if a fever had

just left him. Yet many endured this con-

dition for weeks and months till the fever

definitely took them. Some became so weak

that while they still tottered up to the line

and about their duties, they could not gratui-

tously drag themselves to the beach to bathe.

Then indeed were they far gone, for the even-

ing swims were the few paradisial moments
of that time. When the sun had but an hour

to live, and the wind and the dust and the

flies were already dwindling, we climbed down
a cliff-path where the Indians kept their

sacred but odorous goats. There was a fringe

of rocks under the cliffs where we could dive.

There we undressed, hot and grimy, lousy,

thirsty, and tired. Along the rocks soli-

tary Indians were kneeling towards Mecca.

Some of the old battered boats of the first

landing were still nosing the shore, and at a

safe distance was a dead mule. The troops
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did not come here but waded noisily in the

shallow water ;
so all was quiet, save for an

occasional lazy shell from Asia and the chunk-

chunk of a patrol-boat. The sea at this hour

put on its most perfect blue, and the foot-hills

across the Straits were all warm and twinkling

in the late sun. So we sat and drank in the

strengthening breeze, and felt the clean air

on our contaminated flesh ; and plunging

luxuriously into the lovely water forgot for

a magical moment all our weariness and

disgust.

When a man could not do this, he was ill

indeed.

ii

And by this time we had found each other

out. We had discovered a true standard of

right and wrong ; we knew quite clearly now,

some of us for the first time, what sort of

action was '

dirty,' and we were fairly clear

how likely each of us was to do such an action.

We knew all our little weaknesses and most

of our serious flaws
;

under that olive-tree

they could not long be hid. In the pleasant

life of London or Oxford we had had no

occasion to do anything dishonourable or

underhand
;

in our relations with other men
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we had not even wished to be guilty of any-

thing worse than mild unkindnesses or con-

sistent unpunctuality. But behind the foot-

lights of Gallipoli we had found real burning

temptations ; and we had found our char-

acters. D Company on the whole was lucky,

and had stood the test well. We knew that

Burnett was '

bogus
'

; but we knew that

Williams of A Company was incalculably

more '

bogus
'

; we had stood in the dark sap
at night and reluctantly overheard the men
of his company speak of him and his officers.

But little weaknesses beget great irritations

in that life, and the intimate problems of

communal feeding were enough to search

out all our weaknesses. We knew that some

of us, though courageous, were greedy ; that

others, though not greedy, were querulous

about their food and had a nasty habit of
'

sticking out for their rights
'

: indeed, I

think I developed this habit myself. We had

had trouble about parcels. Parcels in theory
were thrown into the common stock of the

mess : but Egerton and Burnett never had

parcels, and were by no means the most

delicate eaters of other people's dainties.

Harry and Hewett reserved some portion of
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each parcel, a cake or a slab of chocolate,

which they ate furtively in their dug-outs, or

shared with each other in the dusk
;
Burnett

ostentatiously endowed the mess with his

entire stock, but afterwards at every meal

hinted sombrely at the rapacity of those who
had devoured it. Harry and Hewett each

made contributions to the mess ;
but Harry

objected to the excessive consumption of this

food by Burnett, and Hewett, who gave un-

grudgingly to the rest of us, had a similar

reservation never expressed as against

Egerton. So all this matter of food set in

motion a number of antagonisms seldom or

never articulate, but painfully perceptible at

every meal.

The parcel question, I think, was one of the

things which embittered the quarrel between

Harry and Burnett. A parcel from home to

schoolboys and soldiers and prisoners and

sailors, and all homesick exiles, is the most

powerful emblem of sentiment and affection.

A man would willingly preserve its treasures

for himself to gloat over alone, in no mere

fleshly indulgence, but as a concrete expres-

sion of affection from the home for which he

longs. This is not nonsense. He likes to
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undo the strings in the grubby hole which is

his present home, and secretly become senti-

mental over the little fond packages and queer,

loving thoughts which have composed it.

And though in a generous impulse he may
say to his companions,

'

Come, and eat this

cake/ and see it in a moment disappear, it is

hard for him not to think,
'

My sister (or wife,

or mother) made this for me
; they thought

it would give me pleasure for many days.

Already it is gone would they not be hurt if

they knew ?
' He feels that he has betrayed

the tenderness of his home ; and though the

giving of pleasure to companions he likes

may overcome this feeling, the compulsory

squandering of such precious pleasure on a man
he despises calls up the worst bitterness of his

heart. So was it between Harry and Burnett.

If, by the way, it be suggested that Burnett

was entitled to feel the same sentimental

jealousy about his parcels, I answer that

Burnett's parcels came on his own order from

the soulless hand of Fortnum and Mason.

All of us were very touchy, very raw and

irritable in that fevered atmosphere. Men

who were always late in relieving another on

watch, or unreasonably resented a minute's
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postponement of their relief, or never had any
article of their own but for ever borrowed

mess-tins and electric torches and note-books

from more methodical people, or were over-

bearing to batmen, or shifted jobs on to other

officers, or slunk off to bathe alone when they
should have taken their sultry platoon such

men made enemies quickly. Between Eustace

and Hewett, who had been good friends before

and were to be good friends again, there grew

up a slow animosity. Hewett was one of the

methodical class of officer, Eustace was one

of the persistent borrowers. Moreover, as I

have said, he was a cynic, and he would argue.

He had a contentious remark for every
moment of the day ;

and though this tor-

mented us all beyond bearing, Hewett was

the only one with both the energy and the in-

tellectual equipment to accept his challenges.

So these two argued quietly and fiercely in

the hot noon, or the blue dusk, till the rest of

us were weary of them both, and the sound

of Eustace's harsh tones was an agony to the

nerves. They were both too consciously

refined to lose their tempers healthily, and

when they reached danger-point, Hewett

would slink away like an injured animal to



96 THE SECRET BATTLE

his burrow. In this conflict Harry took no

speaking part, for while in spirit and affection

he was on Hewett's side, he paid intellectual

tribute to Eustace's conduct of the argument,
and listened as a rule in puzzled silence.

Eustace again was his cordial ally against

Burnett, while Hewett had merely the indiffer-

ence of contempt for that officer.

So it was all a strange tangle of friendship

and animosity and good-nature and bitter-

ness. Yet on the surface, you understand,

we lived on terms of toleration and vague

geniality ; except for the disputations of

Hewett and Eustace there was little open dis-

agreement. In the confined space of a com-

pany mess permanent hostilities would make
life impossible ; it is only generals who are

allowed to find that they can no longer
'

act

with
'

each other, and resign : platoon com-

manders may come to the same conclusion,

but they have to go on acting. And so openly
we laughed and endured and bore with each

other. Only there was always this undertone

of irritations and animosities which, in the

maddening conditions of our life, could never

be altogether silenced, and might at any
moment rise to a strangled scream.
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Harry's appointment as Scout Officer was

the "first thing to set Burnett against Harry,

though ahready many things had set Harry

against Burnett. It had been commonly
assumed, in view of Burnett's

' backwoods
'

reputation, that he would succeed Martin as

Scout Officer. The Colonel's selection of

Harry took us a little by surprise, though it

only showed that the Colonel was a keener

judge of character and ability than the rest of

us. No one, I think, was more genuinely

pleased that Burnett was not to be Scout

Officer than Burnett himself ; but in the

interests of his
'

dare-devil
'

pretensions he

had to affect an air of disappointment, and

let it be known by grunts and shrugs and sour

looks that he considered the choice of Harry
to be an injury to himself and the regiment.

As far as Harry was concerned this resent-

ment of Burnett's was more or less genuine, for

his reluctance to take on the job did not

prevent him being jealous of the man who did.

Then Burnett was one of the people who
had nothing of his own, and seemed to regard

Harry, as the youngest of us all, as the proper

person to provide him with all the necessaries

of life. In those days we had no plates or

G
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crockery, but ate and drank out of our

scratched and greasy mess-tins. Harry's

mess-tin disappeared, and for three days he

was compelled to borrow from Hewett or

myself a tedious and, to him, hateful busi-

ness. One day Burnett had finished his meal

a long way ahead of any of us, and Harry, in

the desperation of hungry waiting, asked

him for the loan of his mess-tin. Auto-

matically he looked at the bottom of the tin,

and there found his initials inscribed. It

was his own tin. Further, some one had tried

to scratch the initials out. Harry kept his

temper with obvious difficulty. Burnett

knew well that he had lost his mess-tin (we

were all sick of hearing it), but he said he was

quite ignorant of having it in his possession.

When Harry argued with him, Burnett sent

for his batman and cursed him for taking

another officer's property. The wretched man
mumbled that he had '

found
'

it, and with-

drew ; and we all sat in silence teeming with

distrustful thoughts. We were sorry for the

batman ; we were sorry for Harry. Burnett

may not have taken the mess-tin with his own

hands, but morally he stood convicted of an

action which was '

dirty.'
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Then Burnett and Harry took a working-

party together to dig in the gully. Burnett

was the senior officer, but left Harry to work

all night in the whispering rain of stray

bullets, while he sat in an Engineers' dug-out

and drank whisky. Harry did not object to

this, the absence of Burnett being always

congenial to him. But next day there came

a complimentary message from the Brigadier

about the work of that working -
party.

Burnett was sent for and warmly praised by
the Colonel. Burnett stood smugly and said

nothing. Harry, when he heard of it, was

furious, and wanted, he said, to 'have a

row' with him. What he expected Burnett

to say, I don't know
;
the man could hardly

stand before his Colonel and say,
'

Sir, Penrose

did all the work, I was in the Engineers' dug-
out nearly all the time with my friends, and

had several drinks.' A row, in any case,

would be intolerable in that cramped, intimate

existence, and I dissuaded Harry, though I

made Egerton have a few words with Burnett

on the subject. Harry contented himself

with ironic comments on Burnett's
'

gallantry
'

and '

industry,' asking him blandly at meals

if he expected to get his promotion over that
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working-party, and suggesting to Egerton that

Burnett should take Harry's next turn of duty
'

because he is so good at it .

'

This made Burnett

beautifully angry. But it was bitter badinage,

and did not improve the social atmosphere.
There were a number of such incidents

between the two
; they were very petty in

themselves, some of them, like a fly, but in

their cumulative effect very large and dis-

tressing. In many cases there was no verbal

engagement, or only an angry, inarticulate

mutter. Public, unfettered angers were

necessarily avoided. But this pent-up, sup-

pressed condition of the quarrel made it more

malignant, like a disease. And it got on

Harry's nerves ; indeed, it got on mine. It

became an active element in that vast complex
of irritation and decay which was eating

into his young system ; it was leagued with

the flies, and the dust, and the smells, and the

bad food, and the wind, and the harassing

shells of the Turks, and the disgustful torment

of disease.

in

For Harry was a very sick man. He had

endured through all the stages of dysentery,

and now lived with that awful legacy of weak-
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ness of which I have spoken. And the disease

had not wholly left him, but some days he

lay faint with excruciating spasms of pain.

Slightly built and constitutionally fragile at

the beginning, he was now a mere wasted

wisp of a man. The flesh seemed to have

melted from his face, and when he stood naked

on the beach it seemed that the moving of his

bones must soon tear holes in the unsub-

stantial skin. Standing in the trench with

the two points of his collar-bone jutting out

like promontories above his shirt, and a pale

film of dust over his face, he looked like the

wan ghost of some forgotten soldier. On the

Western Front, where one case of dysentery
created a panic among the authorities, and
in the most urgent days they have never had
to rely on skeletons to fight, he would long
since have been bundled off. But in this orgy
of disease, no officer could be sent away who
was willing to stay and could still totter up
the gully. And Harry would not go. When
he went to the battalion doctor it was with

an airy request for the impotent palliatives

then provided for early dysentery, and with

no suggestion of the soul-destroying sickness

that was upon him. One day he would not
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come down to the rocks and bathe, so feeble

he was.
'

I know now/ he said,
'

the meaning
of that bit in the psalms,

"
My knees are like

water and all my bones are out of joint."
'

Harry/ I said,
'

you 're not fit to stay here

why not go sick ?
'

At which he smiled

weakly, and said that he might be better in

a day or two. Pathetic hope ! all men had it.

And so Hewett and I walked down, a little

sadly, alone, marvelling at the boy's courage.

For it seemed to us that he wanted to stay

and see it through, and if indeed he might
recover we could not afford to lose him. So

we said no more.

But by degrees I gained a different impres-

sion. Harry still opened his mind to Hewett

and myself more than to any one else, but it

was by no direct speech, rather by the things

he did not say, the sentences half finished, the

look in his eyes, that the knowledge came

that Harry did want to go away. The
romantic impulse had perished long since in

that ruined trench
;
but now even the more

mundane zest of doing his duty had lost its

savour in the long ordeal of sickness and

physical distress. He did want to go sick.

He had only to speak a word
;
and still he
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would not go. When I knew this, I marvelled

at his courage yet more.

For many days I watched him fighting this

lonely conflict with himself, a conflict more

terrible and exacting than any battle. Some-

times the doctor came and sat under our olive-

tree, and some of us spoke jestingly of the

universal sickness, and asked him how ill we
must be before he would send us home.

Harry alone sat silent ;
it was no joke to him.

' And how do you feel now, Penrose ?
'

said

the doctor.
'

Are you getting your arrow-

root all right ?
'

Harry opened his mouth

but for a moment said nothing. I think it

had been in his mind to say what he did feel,

but he only murmured,
'

All right, thank

you, doctor/ The doctor looked at him

queerly. He knew well enough, but it was

his task to keep men on the Peninsula, not to

send them away.
Once I spent an afternoon in one of the

hospital ships in the bay : when I came back

and told them of the cool wards and pleasant

nurses, and all the peace and cleanliness and

comfort that was there, I caught Harry's
wistful gaze upon me, and I stopped. It was

well enough for the rest of us in comparative
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health to imagine luxuriously those unattain-

able amenities. None of us were ill enough
then to go sick if we wished it. Harry was.

And I knew that such talk must be an intoler-

able temptation.

Then one day, on his way up to the line

with a working-party, he nearly faulted.
'

I felt it coming on/ he told me,
'

in a block.

I thought to myself,
"
This is the end of it all

for me, anyhow." I actually did go off for a

moment, I think, and then some one pushed
me from behind and as we moved on it wore

off again. I did swear
'

Harry stopped,

realizing the confession he had made. I tried

to feel for myself the awful bitterness of that

awakening in the stifling trench, shuffling

uphill with the flies. . . . But he had told me
now everything I had only guessed before,

and once more I urged him to go sick and have

done with it.

'

I would/ he said,
'

only I 'm not sure . . .

I know I 'm jolly ill, and not fit for a thing

. . . but I 'm not sure if it 's only that. . . .

I was pretty brave when I got here, I think
'

(I nodded),
' and I think I am still . . . but

last time we were in the line I found I didn't

like looking over the top nearly so much . . .
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so I want to be sure that I 'm quite all right

... in that way . . . before I go sick. . . .

Besides, you know what everybody says. . . .'

'

Nobody could say anything about you,' I

told him
;

'

one 's only got to look at you to

see that you Ve got one foot in the grave.'
'

Well, we go up again to-morrow/ he said,
' and if I 'm not better after that, I '11 think

about it again.'

I had to be content with that, though I

was not content. For my fears were fulfilled,

since in the grip of this sickness he had begun
at last to be doubtful of his own courage.

But that night Burnett went to the doctor

and said that he was too ill to go on. So far

as the rest of us knew, he had never had any-

thing but the inevitable preliminary attack

of dysentery, though it is only fair to say that

most of us were so wrapped up in the exquisite

contemplation of our own sufferings, that we
had little time to study the condition of others.

The doctor, however, had no doubts about

Burnett
; he sent him back to us with a flea

in his ear and a dose of chlorodyne. The

story leaked out quickly, and there was much
comment adverse to Burnett. When Harry
heard it, he led me away to his dug-out. It
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was an evening of heavy calm, like the inside

of a cathedral. Only a few mules circling

dustily at exercise in the velvet gloom, and

the distant glimmer of the Scotsmen's fires,

made any stir of movement. The men had

gone early to their blankets, and now sang

softly their most sentimental songs, reserved

always for the night before another journey

to the line. They sang them in a low croon

of ecstatic melancholy, marvellously in tune

with the purple hush of the evening. For

all its aching regret it was a sound full of hope
and gentle resolution. Harry whispered to

me,
' You heard about Burnett ? Thank

God, nobody can say those things about me !

I
Jm not going off this Peninsula till I 'm

pushed off.'

I said nothing. It was a heroic sentiment,

and this was the heroic hour. It is what men

say in the morning that matters. . . .

In the morning we moved off as the sun

came up. There had been heavy firing nearly

all night, and over Achi Baba in the cloudless

sky there hung a portent. It was as though

some giant had been blowing smoke-rings,

and with inhuman dexterity had twined and

laced these rings together, without any of
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them losing their perfection of form. ... As

the sun came up these cloud-rings stood out

a rosy pink against the blue distance, and

while we marched through the sleeping camps
turned gently through dull gold to pale pearl.

I have never known what made this marvel,

a few clouds forgotten by the wind, or the

smoke of the night's battle ;
but I marched

with my eyes upon it all the stumbling way
to Achi Baba. And when I found Harry at

a halt, he, too, was gazing at the wonder with

all his men. '

It 's an omen,' he said.
' Good or bad ?

'

'

Good,' he said.

I have never understood omens ;
I suppose

they are good or bad according to the mind

of the man who sees them : and I was glad

that Harry thought it was good.



VI

IT

was one of the Great Dates : one of

those red dates which build up the

calendar of a soldier's past, and dwell

in his memory when the date of his own birth

is almost forgotten. It is strange what

definite sign-posts these dates of a man's

battle-days become in his calculation of time

like the foundation of Rome. An old

soldier will sigh and say,
'

Yes, I know that

was when Jim died it was ten days after

the Fourth of June/ or,
'

I was promoted the

day before the Twelfth of July.'

The years pile up, and zero after zero day is

added for ever to his primitive calendar, and

not one of them is thrust from his reverent

memory ; but at each anniversary he wakes

and says,
'

This is the 3rd of February, or the

ist of July/ and thinks of old companions
who went down on that day ; and though he

has seen glorious successes since, he will ever

think with a special tenderness of the black
10t
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early failures when he first saw battle and his

friends going under. And if in any place

where soldiers gather and tell old tales, there

are two men who can say to each other,
'

I,

too, was at Helles on such a date,' there is a

great bond between them.

On one of these days we sat under the olive-

tree and waited. Up the hill one of that long

series of heroic, costly semi-successes was

going through. We were in reserve. We
had done six turns in the trenches without

doing an attack. When we came out we
were very ready to attack, very sure of our-

selves. Now we were not so sure of our-

selves
;
we were waiting, and there was a

terrible noise. Very early the guns had

begun, and everywhere, from the Straits to

the sea, were the loud barkings of the French
'

seventy-fives,' thinly assisted by the British

artillery, which was scanty, and had almost

no ammunition. But the big ships came out

from Imbros and stood off and swelled the

chorus, dropping their huge shells on the very

peak of the little sugar-loaf that tops Achi

Baba, and covering his western slopes with

monstrous eruptions of black and yellow.

Down in the thirsty wilderness of the rest-
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camps the few troops in reserve lay restless

under occasional olive-trees, or huddled under

the exiguous shelter of ground-sheets stretched

over their scratchings in the earth. They
looked up and saw the whole of the great hill

swathed in smoke and dust and filthy fumes,

and heard the ruthless crackle of the Turks'

rifles, incredibly rapid and sustained ; and

they thought of their friends scrambling over

in the bright sun, trying to get to those rifles.

They themselves were thin and wasted with

disease, and this uncertainty of waiting in

readiness for they knew not what plucked
at their nerves. They could not rest or sleep,

for the flies crawled over their mouths and eyes

and tormented them ceaselessly, and great

storms of dust swept upon them as they lay.

They were parched with thirst, but they must

not drink, for their water-bottles were filled

with the day's allowance, and none knew

when they would be filled again. If a man
took out of his haversack a chunk of bread,

it was immediately black with flies, and he

could not eat. Sometimes a shell came over

the Straits from Asia with a quick, shrill

shriek, and burst at the top of the cliffs near

the staff officers who stood there and gazed
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up the hill with glasses. All morning the

noise increased, and the shells streamed up
the hill with a sound like a hundred expresses

vanishing into a hundred tunnels : and there

was no news. But soon the wounded began
to trickle down, and there were rumours of a

great success with terrible losses. In the

afternoon the news became uncertain and

disturbing. Most of the morning's fruits had

been lost. And by evening they knew that

indeed it had been a terrible day.

Under our olive-tree we were very fidgety.

There had been no mail for many days, and

we had only month-old copies of the Mail

and the Weekly Times, which we pretended

listlessly to read. Eustace had an ancient

Nation, and Hewett a shilling edition of

Vanity Fair. Harry in the morning kept

climbing excitedly up the trees to gaze at the

obscure haze of smoke on the hill, and trying

vainly to divine what was going on ; but

after a little he too sat silent and brooding.

We were no longer irritable with each other,

but studiously considerate, as if each felt that

to-morrow he might want to take back a spite-

ful word and the other be dead. All our

valises and our sparse mess-furniture had long
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been packed away, for we had now been stand-

ing by for twenty-four hours, and we lay un-

easily on the hard ground, shifting continually

from posture to posture to escape the un-

friendly protuberances of the soil. In the

tree the crickets chirped on always, in strange

indifference to the storm of noise about them.

They were hateful, those crickets. . . . Now
and then Egerton was summoned to Head-

quarters ; and when he came back each man
said to himself, 'He has got our orders.' And
some would not look at him, but talked sud-

denly of something else. And some said to

him with a painful cheeriness,
'

Any orders ?
'

and when he shook his head, cursed a little,

but in their hearts wondered if they were glad.

For the waiting was bad indeed, but who knew

what tasks they would have when the orders

came. . . . Often the Reserves had the worst

of it in these affairs ... a forlorn hope of an

attack without artillery . . . digging a new

line under fire . . . beating off the counter-

attack. . . .

But the waiting became intolerable, and all

were glad, an hour before sunset, when we filed

off slowly by half-platoons. Every gun was

busy again, and all along the path to the hill
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batteries of
'

seventy-fives
'

barked suddenly
from unsuspected holes, so close that a man's

heart seemed to halt at the shock. The gully

was full of confusion and wounded, and tired

officers and odd groups of men bandying
rumours and arguing in the sun. Half-way

up the tale came mysteriously down the line

that we were to attack a trench by ourselves ;

a whole brigade had tried and failed there

was a redoubt there were endless machine-

guns. . . . Some laughed
'

a rumour
'

;
but

most men felt in their heart that there was

something in it, and inwardly
'

pulled them-

selves together.' At last they were to be in

a real battle, and walk naked in the open

through the rapid fire. And as they moved

on, there came over them an overpowering
sense of the irrevocable. They thought of

that summer day in 1914 when they walked

light-hearted into the recruiting office. It

had seemed a small thing then, but that was

what had done it
;
had brought them into this

blazing gully, with the frogs croaking, and the

men moaning in corners with their legs messed

up. ... If they had known about this gully

then and these flies, and this battle they were

going to, then, perhaps, they would have done

H
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something else in that August . . . gone into

a dockyard . . . joined the A.S.C. like Jim
Roberts. . . . Well, they hadn't, and they
were not really sorry . . . only let there be

no more waiting . . . and let it be quick and

merciful, no stomach wounds and nastiness

... no lying out in the scrub for a day with

the sun, and the flies, and no water.

Look at that officer on the stretcher . . .

he won't last long . . . remember his face . . .

his platoon relieved us somewhere . . . where

was it ? ... Hope I don't get one like him

. . . nasty mess . . . would like one in the

shoulder if it's got to be ... hospital ship

. . . get home, perhaps ... no, they send

you to Egypt . . . officer said so. ... Hallo,

halting here . . . Merton trench ... old

Reserve Line. . . . Getting dark . . . night-

attack ? . . . not wait till dawn, I hope . . .

can't stand much more waiting. . . . Pass the

word, Company Commanders to see the

Colonel . . . that 's done it, there goes Eger-
ton . . . good man, thinks a lot of me . . .

try not to let him down. . . .

But what Egerton and the others heard from

the Colonel made a vain thing of all this brac-

ing of men's spirits. There was a muddle ;
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the attack was cancelled ... no one knew

where the Turks were, where anybody was . . .

we were to stay the night in this old reserve

trench and relieve the front line in the

morning. . . .

When Egerton told his officers only Burnett

spoke: he said 'Damn. As usual. I wanted

a go at the old Turks
'

: and we knew that it

was not true. The rest of us said nothing, for

we were wondering if it were true of ourselves.

I went with Harry to his platoon ; they too

said nothing, and their faces were expression-

less. But they were cold now, and hungry,
and suddenly very tired

; and they had no

real fire of battle in them
; they had waited

too long for this crowning experience of an

attack, braced themselves for it too often to

be disappointed ;
and I knew that they were

glad. But they did not mind being glad ;

they pondered no doubts about themselves,

only curled up like animals in corners to

sleep. . . .

Harry, too, no doubt, had braced himself

like the rest of us, and he, too, must have been

glad, glad to lie down and look forward after

all to seeing another sunrise. But I thought
of his doubts about himself, and I felt that this
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business was far from easing his burden. For

me and for the men it was a simple thing

the postponement of a battle with the Turks
;

for Harry it was the postponement of a per-

sonal test : the battle inside him still went on ;

only it went on more bitterly.

ii

There was a great muddle in front. Troops
of two different brigades were hopelessly en-

tangled in the shallow trenches they had taken

from the Turks. They had few officers left,

and their staffs had the most imperfect im-

pressions of the whereabouts of their mangled
commands. So the sun was well up when we

finally took over the line ; this was in defiance

of all tradition, but the Turk was shaken and

did not molest us. The men who passed us

on their way down grimly wished us joy of

what they had left
;

their faces were pale and

drawn, full of loathing and weariness, but they
said little

; and the impression grew that there

was something up there which they could not

even begin to describe. It was a still, scorch-

ing morning, and as we moved on the air

became heavy with a sickening stench, the

most awful of all smells that man can be called
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to endure, because it preyed on the imagina-
tion as well as the senses. For we knew now
what it was. We came into a Turkish trench,

broad and shallow. In the first bay lay two

bodies a Lowlander and a Turk. They lay

where they had killed each other, and they
were very foul and loathsome in the sun. A
man looked up at them and passed on, think-

ing,
'

Glad I haven't got to stay here/ In the

next bay there were three dead, all English-

men ; and in the next there were more and

he thought,
*

It was a hot fight just here.'

But as he moved on, and in each succeeding

bay beheld the same corrupt aftermath of

yesterday's battle, the suspicion came to him

that this was no local horror. Over the whole

front of the attack, along two lines of trenches,

these regiments of dead were everywhere

found, strung in unnatural heaps along the

parapets, or sprawling horribly half into the

trench so that he touched them as he passed.

Yet still he could not believe, and at each

corner thought,
'

Surely there will be none in

this bay.'

But always there were more
; until, if he

were not careful or very callous, it began to

get on his nerves, so that at the traverses he
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almost prayed that there might be no more

beyond. Yet many did not realize what was

before them till they were finally posted in the

bays they were to garrison three or four in

a bay. Then they looked up at the sprawling

horrors on the parapet and behind them just

above their heads, and knew that these were

to be their close companions all that swelter-

ing day, and perhaps beyond. The regiment

we had relieved had been too exhausted by
the attack, or too short-handed, to bury more

than a few, and the Turkish snipers made it

impossible to do anything during the day.

And so we sat all the scorching hours of the

sun, or moved listlessly up and down, trying

not to look upwards. . . . But there was a

hideous fascination about the things, so that

after a few hours a man came to know the

bodies in his bay with a sickening intimacy,

and could have told you many details about

each of them their regiment, and how they

lay, and how they had died, and little things

about their uniforms, a missing button, or

some papers, or an old photograph sticking

out of a pocket. . . . All of them were alive

with flies, and at noon when we took out our

bread and began to eat, the flies rose in a great
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black swarm and fell upon the food in our

hands. After that no one could eat. All

day men were being sent away by the doctor,

stricken with sheer nausea by the flies and the

stench and the things they saw, and went

retching down the trench. To keep away the

awful reek we went about for a little in the

old gas-helmets, but the heat and burden of

them in the hot, airless trench was intolerable.

The officers had no dug-outs, but sat under

the parapets, like the men. No officer went

sick ; no officer could be spared ;
and indeed

we seemed to have a greater power of resist-

ance to this ordeal of disgust than the men.

But I don't know how Harry survived it.

Being already in a very bad way physically,

it affected him more than the rest of us, and

it was the first day I had seen his cheerfulness

defeated. At the worst he had always been

ready to laugh a little at our misfortunes, the

great safety-valve of a soldier, and make
ironical remarks about Burnett or the Staff.

This day he had no laugh left in him, and I

thought sadly of that first morning when he

jumped over the parapet to look at a dead

Turk. He had seen enough now.

In the evening the Turk was still a little
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chastened, and all night we laboured at the

burying of the bodies. It was bad work,

but so strong was the horror upon us that

every man who could be spared took his part,

careless of sleep or rest, so long as he should

not sit for another day with those things.

But we could only bury half of them that

night, and all the next day we went again

through that lingering torment. And in the

afternoon when we had orders to go up to the

front line after dusk for an attack, we were

glad. It was one of the very few moments in

my experience when the war-correspondent's

legend of a regiment's pleasure at the prospect

of battle came true. For anything was wel-

come if only we could get out of that trench,

away from the smell and the flies, away from

those bodies. . . .

in

I am not going to tell you all about that

attack, only so much of it as affects this his-

tory, which is the history of a man and not of

the war. It was a one-battalion affair, and

eventually a failure. D Company was in re-

serve, and our only immediate task was to

provide a small digging-party, forty men under

an officer, to dig some sort of communication
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ditch to the new line when taken. Burnett

was told off for this job ;
we took these things

more or less in turn, and it was his turn. And
Burnett did not like it. We sat round a single

candle under a waterproof sheet in a sort of

open recess at the back of the front line, while

Egerton gave him his orders. And there ran

in my head the old bit about
'

they all began
with one accord to make excuse.' Burnett

made no actual excuse ; he could not. But

he asked aggressive questions about the ar-

rangements which plainly said that he con-

sidered this task too dangerous and too

difficult for Burnett. He wanted more men,
he wanted another officer but no more could

be spared from an already small reserve. He
was full of

'

the high ground on the right
'

from

which his party would
'

obviously
'

be enfiladed

and shot down to a man. However, he went.

And we sat listening to the rapid fire or the

dull thud of bombs, until in front a strange

quiet fell, but to right and left were the sounds

of many machine-guns. As usual, no one

knew what had happened, but we expected
a summons at any moment. We were all

restless and jumpy, particularly Harry. For

a man who has doubts of himself or too much
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imagination, to be in reserve is the worst thing

possible. Harry was talkative again, and

held forth about the absurdity of the whole

attack, as to which he was perfectly right.

But I felt that all the time he was thinking,
'

Shall I do the right thing ? shall I do the

right thing ? shall I make a mess of it ?
'

I went out and looked over the parapet, but

could make nothing out. Then I saw two

figures loom through the dark and scramble

into the trench. And after them came others

all along the line, coming in anyhow, in dis-

order. Then Burnett came along the trench,

and crawled in under the waterproof sheet.

I followed.
'

It 's no good/ he was saying,
1

the men won't stick it. It 's just what

I told you . . . enfiladed from that high

ground over there two machine-guns. . . .'

' How many casualties have you had ?
'

said Egerton.
' One killed, and two wounded.'

There was silence, but it was charged with

eloquent thoughts. It was clear what had

happened. The machine-guns were firing

blindly from the right, probably over the

heads of the party. The small casualties

showed that. Casualties are the test. No
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doubt the men had not liked the stream of

bullets overhead
;

at any moment the gun

might lower. But there was nothing to pre-

vent the digging being done, given an officer

who would assert himself and keep the men

together. That was what an officer was for.

And Burnett had failed. He had let the

company down.

Egerton, I knew, was considering what to

do. The job had to be done. But should he

send Burnett again, with orders not to return

until he had finished, as he deserved, or

should he send a more reliable officer and

make sure ?

Then Harry burst in :

'

Let me take my
platoon/ he said,

'

they '11 stick it all right.'

And his tone was full of contempt for Burnett,

full of determination. No doubts about him

now.

Well, we sent him out with his platoon.

And all night they dug and sweated in the

dark. The machine-gun did lower at times,

and there were many casualties, but Harry
moved up and down in the open, cheerful and

encouraging, getting away the wounded, and

there were no signs of the men not sticking it.
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I went out and stayed with him for an hour

or so, and thought him wonderful. Curious

from what strange springs inspiration comes.

For Harry, for the second time, had been

genuinely inspired by the evil example of his

enemy. Probably, in the first place, he had

welcomed the chance of doing something at

last, of putting his doubts to the test, but I

am sure that what chiefly carried him through
that night, weak and exhausted as he was,

was the thought,
'

Burnett let them down ;

Burnett let them down ;
I 'm not going to let

them down.' Anyhow he did very well.

But in the morning he was carried down to

the beach in a high fever. And perhaps it was

just as well, for I think Burnett would have

done him a mischief.
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SO
Harry stayed till he was '

pushed
'

off, as he had promised. And I was

glad he had gone like that. I had long

wanted him to leave the Peninsula somehow,
for I felt he should be spared for greater things,

but, knowing something of his peculiar tem-

perament, I did not want his career there to

end on a note of simple failure a dull sur-

render to sickness in the rest-camp. As it

turned out, the accident of the digging-party,

and the way in which Harry had seized his

chance, sent him off with a renewed confidence

in himself and, with regard to Burnett, even

a sense of triumph. So I was not surprised

when his letters began to reveal something
of the old enthusiastic Harry, chafing at the

dreary routine of the Depot, and looking for

adventure again. . . . But I am anticipating.

They sent him home, of course. It was no

good keeping any one in his condition at

Egypt or Malta, for the prolonged dysentery
125
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had produced the usual complications. I had

a letter from Malta, and one from the Mediter-

ranean Club at Gibraltar, where he had a

sultry week looking over the bay, seeing the

ships steam out for England, he told me, and

longing to be in one. For it took many
months to wash away the taste of the Penin-

sula, and much more than the austere com-

forts of the hospital at Gibraltar. Even the

hot August sun in the Alameda was hatefully

reminiscent. Then six weeks' milk diet at a

hospital in Devonshire, convalescence, and a

month's leave.

Then Harry married a wife. I did not

know the lady a Miss Thickness and she

does not come into the story very much,

though she probably affected it a good deal.

Wives usually do affect a soldier's story,

though they are one of the many things which

by the absolute official standard of military

duty are necessarily not reckoned with at all.

Not being the president of a court-martial I

did reckon with it ; and when I had read

Harry's letter about his wedding I said :

' We
shan't see him again.' For in those early

years it was generally assumed that a man
returned from service at the front need not
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go out again (unless he wished) for a period

almost incalculably remote. And being a

newly married man myself, I had no reason

to suppose that Harry would want to rush

into the breach just yet.

But about May that would be 1916 ;
we

had done with Gallipoli and come to France,

after four months' idling in the Aegean Islands

I had another letter, much delayed, from

which I will give you an extract :

' / never thought I should want to go out again

(you remember we all swore we never should) but

I do. I'm fed to the teeth with this place (the

Depot, in Dorsetshire) ; nothing but company
drill and lectures on march discipline, and all

the old stuff. We still attack Hill 219 twice

weekly in exactly the same way, and still no one

but a few of the officers knows exactly which hill

it is, since we always stop halfway for lunch-

time, or because there 's hopeless confusion. . . .

There 's nobody amusing here. Williams has got

a company and swanks like blazes about
'

the

front,' but I think most people see through him.

. . . My wife 's got rooms in a cottage near here,

but they won't let me sleep out, and I don't get

there till pretty late most days. . . . Can't you

get the Colonel to apply for me? I don't believe
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it 's allowed, but he 's sure to be able to wangle

it. Otherwise I shall be here for the rest of the

war, because the more you 've been out the less

likely you are to get out again, if you want to,

while there are lots who don't want to go, and

wouldn't be any earthly good, and stand in

hourly danger of being sent. . . . I want to see

France. . . .'

I answered on a single sheet :

1

All very well, but what about Mrs. P. ?

Does she concur ?
'

(I told you I was a

married man.)
His answer was equally brief :

' She doesn't know, but she would.'

Well, it wasn't my business, so we '

wangled
'

it (I was adjutant then), and Harry came out

to France. But I was sorry for Mrs. Penrose.

ii

I do not know if all this seems tedious and

unnecessary ;
I hope not, for it is very re-

levant to the end of the story, and if this

record had been in the hands of certain persons

the end of the story might have been different.

I do not know. Certainly it ought to have

been different.

Anyhow, Harry came to France and found
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us in the line at Souchez. The recuperative

power of the young soldier is very marvellous.

No one but myself would have said that this

was not the same Harry of a year ago ;
for

he was fit and fresh and bubbling over with

keenness. Only myself, who had sat over

the Dardanelles with him and talked about

Troy, knew what was missing. There were

no more romantic illusions about war, and,

I think, no more military ambitions. Only
he was sufficiently rested to be very keen

again, and had not yet seen enough of it to be

ordinarily bored.

And in that summer of 1916 there was much
to be said for life in the Souchez sector. It

was a
'

peace-time
'

sector, where divisions

stayed for months at a time, and one went in

and out like clockwork at ritual intervals,

each time into the same trenches, the same

deep dug-outs, each time back to the same

billets, or the same huts in the same wood.

All the deserted fields about the line were a

mass of poppies and cornflowers, and they

hung over one in extravagant masses as one

walked up the communication trench. In

the thick woods round Bouvigny and Noulette

there were clusters of huts where the resting

i
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time was very warm and lazy and companion-

able, with much white wine and singing in the

evenings. Or one took a horse and rode into

Coupigny or Barlin where there had not been

too much war, but one could dine happily at

the best estaminet, and then ride back con-

tentedly under the stars.

In the line also there was not too much war.

Few of the infantry on either side ever fired

their rifles
;

and only a few bombers with

rifle grenades tried to injure the enemy.
There were short sectors of the line on either

side which became spasmodically dangerous

because of these things, and at a fixed hour

each day the Germans blew the same portions

of the line to dust with minenwerfers, our

men having departed elsewhere half an

hour previously, according to the established

routine from which neither side ever diverged.

Our guns were very busy by spasms, and

every day destroyed small sections of the thick

red masses of the German wire, which were

every night religiously repaired. The German

guns were very few, for the Somme battle was

raging, but at times they flung whizz-bangs

vaguely about the line or dropped big shells

on the great brows of the Lorette Heights
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behind us. From the high ground we held

there was a good view, with woods and red

and white villages on the far hills beyond the

Germans
;
and away to the left one looked

over the battered pit country towards Lens,

with everywhere the tall pit-towers all

crumpled and bent into uncouth shapes,

and grey slag-heaps rising like the Pyramids
out of a wilderness of broken red cottages.

To the south-east began the Vimy Ridge,

where the red Pimple frowned over the lines

at the Lorette Heights, and all day there was

the foam and blackness of bursting shells.

In the night there was much patrolling and

bursts of machine-gun fire, and a few snipers,

and enormous labours at the
'

improvement
of the line/ wiring and revetting, and exquisite

work with sand-bags.

It was all very gentle and friendly and arti-

ficial, and we were happy together.

Burnett had left us, on some detached duty
or other, and in that gentler atmosphere
Eustace was a good companion again.

Men grew lusty and well, and one could

have continued there indefinitely without

much injury to body or mind. But some-

times on a clear night we saw all the southern
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sky afire from some new madness on the

Somme, and knew that somewhere in France

there was real war. The correspondents wrote

home that the regiments
' condemned so long

to the deadening inactivity of trench warfare

were longing only for their turn at the Great

Battle/ No doubt they had authority:

though I never met one of those regiments.

For our part we were happy where we were.

We had had enough for the present.

in

But I digress. And yet no. For I want

you to keep this idea of the diversity of war

conditions before you, and how a man may
be in a fighting unit for many months and yet

go unscathed even in spirit. Or in the most

Arcadian parts of the battle area he may come

alone against some peculiar shock from which

he never recovers. It is all chance.

We made Harry scout officer again, and he

was very keen. Between us and the German

lines was a honeycomb of old disused trenches

where French and Germans had fought for

many months before they sat down to watch

each other across this maze. They were all

overgrown now with flowers and thick grasses,
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but for the purposes of future operations it

was important to know all about them, and

every night Harry wriggled out and dropped
into one of these to creep and explore, and

afterwards put them on the map. Sometimes

I went a little way with him, and I did not

like it. It was very creepy in those forgotten

alleys, worse than crawling outside in the

open, I think, because of the intense blackness

and the infinite possibilities of ambush.

The Boches, we knew, were playing the

same game as ourselves, and might always be

round the next traverse, so that every ten

yards one went through a new ordeal of ex-

pectancy and stealthy, strained investigation.

One stood breathless at the corner, listening,

peering, quivering with the strain of it, and

then a rat dropped into the next
'

bay/ or

behind us one of our Lewis guns blazed off a

few bursts, shattering the silence. Surely

there was some one near moving hurriedly

under cover of the noise ! Then you stood

again, stiff and cramped with the stillness,

and you wanted insanely to cough, or shift

your weight on to the other foot, or your nose

itched and the grasses tickled your ear but

you must not stir, must hardly breathe.



134 THE SECRET BATTLE

For now all the lines have become mysteri-

ously hushed, and no man fires ; far away
one can hear the rumble of the German
limbers coming up with rations to the dump,
and the quiet becomes unbearable, so that

you long for some Titanic explosion to break

it and set you free from waiting. Then a

machine-gun opens again, and you slip round

the corner to find nothing at all, only more

blackness and the rats scuttling away into

the grass, and perhaps the bones of a French-

man. And then you begin all over again. . . .

When he has done this sort of thing many
times without any happening, an imperfect

scout becomes careless through sheer weari-

ness, and begins to blunder noisily ahead.

And sooner or later he goes under. But

Harry was a natural scout, well trained, and

from first to last kept the same care, the same

admirable patience, and this means a great

strain on body and mind. ... In those old

trenches you could go right up to the German

line, two hundred yards away, and this Harry
often did. The Germans had small posts at

these points, waiting, and were very ready
with bombs and rifle grenades. It was a poor

look-out if you were heard about there, and
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perhaps badly wounded, so that you could

not move, two hundred yards away from

friends and all those happy soldiers who spent

their nights comfortably in trenches when

you were out there on your stomach. Per-

haps your companion would get away and

bring help. Or he too might be hit or killed,

and then you would lie there for days and

nights, alone in a dark hole, with the rats

scampering and smelling about you, till you
died of starvation or loss of blood. You
would lie there listening to your own men

chattering in the distance at their wiring, and

neither they nor any one would find you or

know where you were, till months hence some

other venturesome scout stumbled on your
revolver in the dark. Or maybe the line

would advance at last, and some salvage party
come upon your uniform rotting in the ditch,

and they would take off your identity disk

and send it in to Headquarters, and shovel a

little earth above your bones. It might be

many years. . . .

I am not an imaginative man, but that was

the kind of thought I had while I prowled
round with Harry (and I never went so far as

he). He even had an occasional jest at the
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Germans, and once planted an old dummy
close up to their lines. There was stony

ground there, and, as they took it there, he

told me, it clattered. The next night he went

there again in case the Germans came out to

capture
'

Reggie/ They did not, but every

evening for many months they put a barrage

of rifle-grenades all about that dummy.
Then there was much talk of

'

raids,' and all

the opposite wire had to be patrolled and

examined for gaps and weak places. This

meant crawling in the open close up to the

enemy, naked under the white flares ; and

sometimes they fell to earth within a few feet

of a scout and sizzled brilliantly for inter-

minable seconds ; there was a sniper some-

where near, and perhaps a machine-gun

section, and surely they could see him, so

large, so illuminated, so monstrously visible

he felt. It was easy when there was not too

much quiet, but many echoes of scattered shots

and the noise of bullets rocketing into space,

or long bursts of machine-gun fire, to cover

your movements. But when that terrible

silence fell it was very difficult. For then

how loud was the rustle .of your stealthiest

wriggle, how sinister the tiny sounds of in-
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sects in the grass. Everywhere there were

stray strands of old barbed wire which caught
in your clothes and needed infinite patience
to disentangle ; when you got rid of one barb

another clung to you as the wire sprang back,

or, if you were not skilful, it clashed on a post
or a rifle, or a tin can, with a noise like cymbals.
You came across strange things as you crawled

out there dead bodies, and bits of equipment,
and huge unexploded shells. Or you touched

a rat or a grass-snake that made you shiver

as it moved ; the rats and the field-mice ran

over you if you lay still for long, and once

Harry saw a German patrol-dog sniffing busily

in front of him. Sometimes as you went up
wind you put your hand suddenly on a dead

man, and had to lie close beside him for cover.

Or you scented him far off like a dog nosing

through the grass, and made him a landmark,

whispering to your companion,
'

Keep fifty

yards from the dead 'un,' or
' Make for the

dead Boche.'

When the lights went up you lay very close,

peering ahead under your cap ;
and as they

fell away to the ground all your vision became

full of moving things and fugitive shadows.

The thick rows of wiring posts looked like men
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working, and that cluster of stones like the

head of a man in a shell-hole, watching . . .

watching you . . . gone in an instant. . . .

Then you waited tensely for the next light.

There is the murmur of voices somewhere, very
difficult to locate. For a long while you stalk it,

ready to attack some patrol, some working-

party. Then you hear a familiar Tyneside curse

... it is A Company wiring, with much noise.

All this, as I have said, is a heavy strain on

mind and body and nerve. It requires a

peculiar kind of courage, a lonely, cold-blooded

kind of courage. Many men who would do

well in a slap-dash fight in the light of day
are useless as scouts. Not only are they

noisy and impatient, but they cannot stand it.

And yet it is no job for a very imaginative
man. There are too many things you can

imagine, if you once begin. The more you
know about it, the more there is to imagine,

and the greater the strain becomes. Now
Harry had a very vivid imagination, and he

knew all about it and yet he played this

game nearly every night we were in the line

for three months . . . nothing theatrical, you
understand, nor even heroic by popular stan-

dards, no stabbing affrays, no medals . . .
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but by my standards it was very nearly heroic,

and I don't know how he did it.

But this was forgotten later on.

IV

Then Harry had a shock. There was a

large sap running out from our line along the

crown of a steep ridge. This sap was not held

during the day, but at night was peopled with

bombers and snipers, and it was a great start-

ing-place for the patrols. One night Harry
went out from this sap and crawled down the

face of the ridge. It was a dark night, and

the Boches were throwing up many flares.

One of these came to earth ten yards from

Harry. At that moment he was halfway
down the slope, crouched on one knee. How-

ever, when flares are about, to keep still in

any posture is better than to move, so Harry
remained rigid. But one of the new scouts

behind was just leaving the sap, and hovered

uncertainly on the skyline as the light flared

and sizzled below. Possibly he was seen, pos-

sibly what followed was a chance freak of the

Germans. Anyhow, a moment later they

opened with every machine-gun in the line,

with rifles, rifle-grenades, and high-velocity
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shells. So venomous was the fire that every
man in the line believed and afterwards

hotly asserted that the whole fury of it was

concentrated on his particular yard of trench.

Few of us thought of the unhappy scouts lying

naked outside. Harry, of course, flattened

himself to the ground, and tried to wriggle

into a hollow ; on level ground you may with

luck be safe under wild fire of this kind for a

long time. Being on a slope, Harry was hope-

lessly exposed.
'

I lay there/ he told me,
* and simply sweated with funk; you -won't

believe me, but at one time I could literally

feel a stream of machine-gun bullets ruffling

my hair, and thudding into the bank just

above my back . . . and they dropped half

a dozen whizz-bangs just in front of me.

While it was going on I couldn't have moved

for a thousand pounds. ... I felt pinned
to the ground . . . then there was a lull, and

I leapt up ... so did old Smith . . . bolted

for the sap, and simply dived in head first

. . . they were still blazing off sixteen to the

dozen, and it was the mercy of God we weren't

hit ... talk about wind-up. . . . And when

we got in two bombers thought it was an

attack, and took us for Boches. . . . Rather
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funny, while the strafe was going on I kept

thinking,
"
Poor old Smith, he 's a married

man ". (he was a few yards from me) . . . and

Smith tells me he was thinking,
"
Mr. Penrose

... a married man . . . married man "...
What about some more whisky ?

'

Well, he made a joke of it, as one tries to do

as long as possible, and that night was almost

happily exhilarated, as a man sometimes is

after escaping narrowly from an adventure.

But I could see that it had been a severe shock.

The next night he had a cold and a bad cough,

and said he would not go out for fear of

'

making a noise and giving the show away.'

The following night he went out, but came in

very soon, and sat rather glum in the dug-out,

thinking of something. (I always waited up
till he came in to report, and we used to

'

dis-

cuss the situation
'

over some whisky or a

little white wine.)

The following day the Colonel gave him a

special job to do. There was the usual talk

of a
'

raid
'

on a certain section of the enemy
lines ;

but there was a theory that this par-

ticular section had been evacuated. Flares

were sent up from all parts of it, but this was

supposed to be the work of one man, a hard
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worker, who walked steadily up and down,

pretending to be a company. Harry was told

off to test the truth of this myth to get right

up to that trench, to look in, and see what was

in it. It was a thing he had done twice before,

at least, though myself I should not have cared

to do it at all. It meant the usual breathless,

toilsome wriggle across No Man's Land, avoid-

ing the flares and the two snipers who covered

that bit of ground, finding a gap in the wire,

getting through without being seen, without

noise, without catching his clothes on a

wandering barb, or banging his revolver

against a multitude of tin cans. Then you
had to listen and wait, and, if possible, get a

look into the trench. When (and if) you had

done that you had to get back, turn round in

a tiny space, pass the same obstacles, the

same snipers. . .

.^Jt-at any stage you were

spotted the udds against your getting back at

all were extremely large. . . .

However, Harry was a scout, and it was

his job. In the afternoon of that day I met
him somewhere in the line and made some
would-be jocular remark about his night's

work. He seemed to me a little worried, pre-

occupied, and answered shortly. Hewett was

sitting near, shaving in the sun, and said to
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him :

' You 're a nasty, cold-blooded fellow,

Harry, crawling about like a young snake

every night. But I suppose you like it.'

Harry said slowly, with a casual air :

'

Well,

so I did, but I must say that strafe the other

night put the wind up me properly and when
I went out last night I found I was thinking

all the time,
"
Suppose they did that again ?

"

. . . and when I got on the top of a ridge or

anywhere a bit exposed, I kept imagining
what it would be like if all those machine-guns
started just then . . . simply dashed into a shell-

hole . . . and I found myself working for safe

spots where one would be all right in case of

accidents. . . . Sort of lost confidence, you know.'

It was all said in a matter-of-fact manner,

as if he was saying,
'

I don't like marmalade

so much as I used to do,' and there was no

suggestion that he was not ready to go and

look in the Boche Front Line or the Unter den

Linden, if necessary. But I was sorry about

this. I told him that he must not imagine ;

that that strafe was an unique affair, never

likely to be repeated. But when I went back

to the dug-out I spoke to the Colonel.

That night I went up with Harry to Foster

Alley, and watched him writhing away into

the grey gloom. There were many stars, and
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you could follow him for thirty yards. And
as I watched I wondered, 'Is he thinking,

"Supposing they do that again?" and when

he gets over near the wire, will he be thinking,
" What would happen if they saw me now?"
If so/ I said, 'God help him,' and went back

to Headquarters.

Three hours later he came into the dug-out,

where I sat with the Colonel making out an

Intelligence Report. He was very white and

tired, and while he spoke to the Colonel he

stood at the bottom of the muddy steps with

his head just out of the candlelight. All the

front of his tunic was muddy, and there were

two rents in his breeches.

He said,
'

Very sorry, sir, but I couldn't get

through. I got pretty close to the wire, but

couldn't find a gap.' 'Was there much fir-

ing ?
'

said the Colonel.
' The usual two

snipers and a machine-gun on the left
;
from

what I heard I should say there were a good

many men in that part of the trench but I

couldn't swear.' Now what the Colonel had

wanted was somebody who could swear
; that

was what the Brigade wanted ; so he was not

pleased. But he was a kind, understanding
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fellow, and all he said was,
'

Well, I 'm sorry,

too, Penrose, but no doubt you did your best/

And he went to bed.

Then I opened some Perrier (we still had

Perrier then), and gave Harry a strong whisky,
and waited. For I knew that there was more.

He talked for a little, as usual, about the mud,
and the Boche line, and so on, and then he

said :

' What I told the Colonel was perfectly

true I did get pretty close to the wire, and

there wasn't a gap to be seen but that wasn't

the whole of it ... I couldn't face it. ...
The truth is, that show the other night was too

much for me. ... I found myself lying in a

shell-hole pretending to myself that I was

listening, and watching, and so on, but really

absolutely stuck, trying to make myself go on

. . . and I couldn't. . . . I 'm finished as a

scout . . . that 's all.'

Well, it was all for the present. No think-

ing, human C.O. is going to run a man in for

being beaten by a job like that. It is a

specialist's affair, like firing a gun. It is his

business to put the right man on the job, and

if he doesn't, he can't complain.

So we made Harry Lewis gun officer. And
that was the first stage.

K



VIII

SOON
after that we went down to the

Somme. It was autumn then, and

all that desolate area of stark brown

earth was wet and heavy and stinking. Down
the Ancre valley there were still some leaves

in Thiepval Wood, and the tall trees along the

river were green and beautiful in the thin

October sun. But the centre of battle was

coming up to that valley ;
in a month the

green was all gone, and there was nothing to

see but the endless uniform landscape of

tumbled earth and splintered trunks, and only

the big shells raising vain waterspouts in the

wide pools of the Ancre gave any brightness

to the tired eye.

But you know about all this. Every

Englishman has a picture of the Somme in

his mind, and I will not try to enlarge it. We
were glad, in a way, to go there, not in the

expectation of liking it, but on the principle

of Henry v.'s speech on the eve of St. Crispin.
146
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We saw ourselves in hospitals, or drawing-

rooms, or bars, saying,
'

Yes, we were six

months on the Somme '

(as indeed we were) ;

we were going to be
'

in the swing/ But it

was very vile. After Souchez it was real war

again, and many Souchez reputations wilted

there and died. Yet with all its horror and

discomfort and fear that winter was more

bearable than the Gallipoli summer. For, at

the worst, there was a little respite, spasms of

repose. You came back sometimes to billets,

cold, bare, broken houses, but still houses,

where you might make a brave blaze of a

wood fire and huddle round it in a cheery
circle with warm drinks and a song or two.

And sometimes there were estaminets and

kind French women
;
or you went far back to

an old chateau, perched over the village, and

there was bridge and a piano and guests at

Headquarters. Civilization was within reach,

and sometimes you had a glimpse of it and

made the most of it.

But we had a bad time, as every one did.

After a stiff three weeks of holding a nasty bit

of the line, much digging of assembly trenches,

and carrying in the mud, we took our part in

a great battle. I shall not tell you about it
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(it is in the histories) ; but it was a black day
for the battalion. We lost 400 men and 20

officers, more than twice the total British

casualties at Omdurman. Hewett was killed

and six other officers, the Colonel and twelve

more were wounded. Eustace showed superb

courage with a hideous wound. Harry and

myself survived. Now I had made a mistake

about Harry. After that scouting episode at

Souchez I told myself that his
'

nerve
'

was

gone, that for a little anyhow he would be no

good in action. But soon after we got to the

Somme he had surprised me by doing a very

good piece of work under fire. We were dig-

ging a new '

jumping-off
'

line in No Man's

Land, two hundred men at work at once.

They were spotted, the Boches dropped some

Minnies about, and there was the beginnings

of a slight stampede you know the sort of

thing mythical orders to
'

Retire
' came along.

All Harry did was to get the men back and

keep them together, and keep them digging :

the officer's job but he did very well, and to

me, as I say, surprisingly well. The truth was,

as I afterwards perceived, that only what I

may call his
'

scouting
'

nerve was gone. It is

a peculiar kind of super-nerve, as I have tried
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to show, and losing it he had lost a very valu-

able quality, but that was all at present.

Or I may put it another way. There is

a theory held among soldiers, which I will

call the theory of the favourite fear. Every
civilian has his favourite fear, death by
burning or by drowning, the fear of falling

from a great height, or being mangled in a

machine something which it makes us shiver

to think about. Among soldiers such special

fears are even more acute, though less openly

confessed, but in the evenings men will some-

times lie on the straw in the smoky barns and

whisper the things of which they are most

afraid.

It is largely a matter of locality and circum-

stance. In Gallipoli, where the Turks' rapid

musketry fire was almost incredibly intense

and their snipers uncannily accurate, men
would say that they hated bullets, but shell-

fire left them unmoved. The same men
travelled to France and found rifle fire practi-

cally extinct but gun-power increasingly

terrible, and rapidly reversed their opinions.

More often, however, there has been some

particular experience which, out of a multi-

tude of shocks, has been able to make a lasting
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impression, and leave behind it the favourite

fear.

One man remembers the death of a friend

caught by the gas without his gas mask, and is

possessed with the fear that he may one day

forget his own and perish in the same agony.

And such is the effect on conduct of these ob-

sessions that this man will neglect the most

ordinary precautions against other dangers,

will be reckless under heavy shell-fire, but will

not move an inch without his respirator.

With others it is the fear of being left to die

between the lines, caught on the wire and

riddled by both sides, the fear of snipers, of

5*9's, even of whizz-bangs. One man feels

safe in the open, but in the strongest dug-out

has a horror that it may be blown in upon him.

There is the fear of the empty trench, where,

like a child on the dark staircase, another man
is convinced that there are enemies lying

behind the parapet ready to leap upon him
;

and there is the horror of being killed on the

way down from the line after a relief.

But most to be pitied of all the men I have

known, was one who had served at Gallipoli

in the early days ; few men then could have

an orderly burial in a recognized ground, but
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often the stretcher-bearers buried them hastily

where they could in and about the lines. This

man's fear was that one day a sniper would

get him in the head ; that unskilled com-

panions would pronounce his death sentence,

and that he would wake up, perhaps within

a few yards of his own trench, and know that

he was buried but not dead.

That was how it was with Harry. The one

thing he could not face at present was crawling

lonely in the dark with the thought of that

tornado of bullets in his head. Nothing else

frightened him now more than it fright-

ened the rest of us, though, God knows, that

was enough.

So that he did quite well in this battle in a

sound, undistinguished way. He commanded
a platoon for the occasion, and took them

through the worst part of the show without

exceptional losses ; and he got as far as any
of the regiment got. He held out there for

two days under very heavy shell-fire, with a

mixed lot of men from several battalions, and

a couple of strange officers. In the evening
of the second day we were to be relieved, and

being now in command I sent him down with

a runner to Brigade Headquarters to fix up
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a few points about our position and the relief.

There was a terrific barrage to pass, but both

of them got through. When his business was

done he started back to rejoin the battalion.

By that time it was about eleven o'clock at

night, and the relief was just beginning ; there

was no reason why he should have come back

at all
; indeed, the Brigade Major told him he

had better not, had better wait there in the

warm dug-out, and join us as we passed down.

Now when a man has been through a two

days' battle of this kind, has had no sleep and

hardly any food for two days, and finished up
with a two-mile trudge over a stony wilderness

of shell-holes, through a vicious barrage of

heavy shells
; when after all this he finds him-

self, worn and exhausted so that he can hardly

stand, but safe and comfortable in a deep

dug-out where there are friendly lights and the

soothing voices of calm men ; and when he has

the choice of staying there, the right side of

the barrage, till it is time to go out to rest, or

of going back through that same barrage,

staggering into the same shell-holes, with the

immediate prospect of doing it all over again

with men to look after as well as himself well,

the temptation is almost irresistible. But
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Harry did resist it I can't tell you how and

he started back. The barrage was worse than

ever, all down the valley road, and, apparently,

when they came near the most dangerous part,

Harry's runner was hit by a big splinter and

blown twenty yards. There were no stretchers

unoccupied for five miles, and it was evident

that the boy he was only a kid would die

in a little time. He knew it himself, but he

was very frightened in that hideous valley

where the shells still fell, and he begged Harry
not to leave him. And so we came upon them

as we stumbled down, thanking our stars we

were through the worst of it, Harry and the

runner crouched together in a shell-hole, with

the heart of the barrage blazing and roaring

sixty yards off, and stray shells all round.

From a military or, indeed, a common-sense

point of view, it was a futile performance
the needless risk of a valuable officer's life.

They do not give decorations for that kind

of thing. But I was glad he had stayed with

that young runner.

And I only tell you this to show you how

wrong I was, and how much stuff he had in

him still.
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ii

And now Colonel Philpott comes into the

story. I wish to God he had kept out of it

altogether. He was one of a class of officer

with which our division was specially afflicted

at least we believed so, if only for the credit

of the British Army ;
for if they were typical

of the Old Army I do not know how we came

out of 1914 with as much honour as we did.

But I am happy to think they were not. We
called them the Old Duds, and we believed

that for some forgotten sin of ours, or because

of a certain strong
'

Temporary
'

spirit we had,

they were dumped upon us by way of penalty.

We had peculiarly few Regular officers, and

so perhaps were inclined to be extra critical

of these gentlemen. Anyhow, at one time

they came in swarms, lazy, stupid, ignorant

men, with many years of service retired,

reserve, or what not but no discoverable

distinction either in intellect, or character, or

action. And when they had told us about

Simla and all the injustices they had suffered

in the matter of promotion or pay, they ousted

some young and vigorous Temporary fellow

who at least knew something of fighting, if
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there were stray passages in the King's Regu-
lations which he did not know by heart ; and

in about a week their commands were dis-

contented and slack. In about two months

they were evacuated sick (for they had

no 'guts/ most of them), and that was the

finest moment of their careers for them and

for us.

Lt.-Col. (Tem'y) W. K. Philpott (Substan-

tive Captain after God knows how many years)

out-dudded them all, though, to give him his

due, he had more staying power than most

of them. He took over the battalion when

Colonel Roberts was wounded, and the con-

trast was painfully acute. I was his adjutant

for twelve months in all, and an adjutant

knows most things about his C.O. He was a

short, stoutish fellow, with beady eyes and an

unsuccessful moustache, slightly grey, like a

stubble-field at dawn. He had all the exag-

gerated respect for authority and his superiors

of the old-school Regular, with none of its

sincerity ; for while he said things about the

Brigadier which no colonel shoulc} say before

a junior officer, he positively cringed when

they met. And though he bullied defaulters,

and blustered about his independence before
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juniors, there was no superior military goose

to whom he would have said the most diffident
'

Bo.' He was lazy beyond words, physically

and mentally, but to see him double out of

the mess when a general visited the village

was an education. It made one want to

vomit. . . .

Then, of course, he believed very strongly

in
' The Book,' not Holy Writ, but aU that

mass of small red publications which expound
the whole art of being a soldier in a style cal-

culated to invest with mystery the most

obvious truths.
'

It says it in The Book
'

was his great gambit and a good one too.

Yet he betrayed the most astonishing ignor-

ance of The Book. Any second lieutenant

could have turned him inside out in two

minutes on Field Service Regulations, and

just where you expected him to be really

efficient and knowledgeable, the conduct of

trials, and Military Law, and so on, he made

the most hideous elementary howlers.

But ignorance is easily forgivable if a man
will work, if a man will learn. But he would

neither. He left everything to somebody

else, the second-in-command, the adjutant,

the orderly-room, He would not say what
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he wanted (he very seldom knew), and when

in despair you made out his orders for him

he invariably disagreed ;
when he disagreed

he was as obstinate as a mule, without being

so clever. When he did agree it took half an

hour to explain the simplest arrangement.

If you asked him to sign some correspondence

for the Brigade, he was too lazy and told you
to sign it yourself ; and when you did that

he apologized to the Brigade for the irregu-

larities of his adjutant
'

a Temporary fellow,

you know.' For he had an ill-concealed con-

tempt for all Temporaries ; and that was

perhaps one reason why we disliked him so

much. He would not believe that a young
officer, who had not spent twenty years

drinking in mess-rooms, could have any mili-

tary value whatever. Moreover, it annoyed
him intensely (and here he had my sympathy)
to see such men enjoying the same pay or rank

as he had enjoyed during the almost apo-

cryphal period of his captaincy. And having
himself learned practically nothing during
that long lotus-time, it was inconceivable

to him that any man, however vigorous or

intelligent, could have learned anything in

two years of war.
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Now let me repeat that I do not believe

him to be typical of the Old Army, I know he

was not (thank God) ;
but this is a history of

what happened to Harry, and Colonel Phil-

pott was one of the things which happened

very forcibly. So I give him to you as we
found him, and since he may be alive I may
say that his name is fictitious, though there

are, unhappily, so many of him alive that I

have no fears that he will recognize himself.

He would not be the same man if he did.

We went out for a fortnight's rest after that

battle, and Harry had trouble with him almost

at once. He had amused and irritated Harry
from the first the Old Duds always did

for his respect for authority was very civilian

and youthful in character
; he took a man for

what he was, and if he decided he was good
stood by him loyally for ever after ;

if he did

not he was severe, not to say intolerant, and

regrettably lacking in that veneration for the

old and incapable which is the soul of military

discipline.

Philpott's arrogance on the subject of

Temporaries annoyed him intensely ;
it

annoyed us all, and this I think it was that

made him say a very unfortunate thing. He
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was up before the C.O. with some trifling re-

quest or other (I forget what), and somehow
the question of his seniority and service came

up. Incidentally, Harry remarked, quite

mildly, that he believed he was nearly due for

promotion. Colonel Philpott gave as close

an imitation of a lively man as I ever saw him

achieve ; he nearly had a fit. I forget all he

said he thundered for a long time, banging
his fist on the King's Regulations, and knock-

ing everything off the rickety table but this

was the climax :

'

Promotion, by God ! and how old are you,

young man ? and how much service have you
seen ? Let me tell you this, Master Penrose,

when I was your age I hadn't begun to think

about promotion, and I did fifteen years as a

captain fifteen solid years !

'

' And I don't wonder,' said Harry.
It was very unfortunate.

in

When we went back to the line, Harry was

detailed for many working-parties ; and some

of them, particularly the first, were very nasty.

The days of comfortable walking in com-

munication trenches were over. We were in
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captured ground churned up by our own fire,

and all communication with the front was

over the open, over the shell-holes. Harry
was told off to take a ration-party, carrying

rations up to the battalion in the line, a

hundred men. These were bad jobs to do.

It meant three-quarters of a mile along an

uphill road, heavily shelled ; then there was a

mile over the shell-hole country, where there

were no landmarks or duckboards, or any-

thing to guide you. For a single man in day-

light, with a map, navigation was difficult

enough in this uniform wilderness until you
had been over it a time or two

;
to go over it

for the first time, in the dark, with a hundred

men carrying heavy loads, was the kind of

thing that makes men transfer to the Flying

Corps. Harry got past the road with the loss

of three men only ; there, at any rate, you
went straight ahead, however slowly. But

when he left the road, his real troubles began.

It was pitch dark and drizzling, and the way
was still uphill. With those unhappy carry-

ing-parties, where three-fourths of the men
carried two heavy sacks of bread and tinned

meat and other food, and the rest two petrol

tins of water, or a jar of rum, or rifle oil, or



THE SECRET BATTLE 161

whale oil, besides a rifle, and a bandolier, and

two respirators, and a great-coat you must

move with exquisite slowness, or you will lose

your whole party in a hundred yards. And
even when you are just putting one foot in

front of another, moving so slowly that it

maddens you, there are halts and hitches

every few yards : a man misses his footing

and slides down into a crater with his awful

load
;
the hole is full of foul green water, and

he must be hauled out quickly lest he drown.

Halfway down the line a man halts to ease

his load, or shift his rifle, or scratch his nose ;

when he goes on he can see no one ahead of

him, and the cry
' Not in touch

'

comes sul-

lenly up to the front. Or you cross the path
of another party, burdened as yours. In the

dark, or against the flaring skyline, they look

like yours, bent, murky shapes with bumps
upon them, and some of your men trail off

with the other party. And though you pity

your men more than yourself, it is difficult

sometimes to be gentle with them, difficult

not to yield to the intense exasperation of it

all, and curse foolishly. . . .

But Harry was good with his men, and

they stumbled on, slipping, muttering, with
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a dull ache at the shoulders and a dogged rage

in their hearts. He was trying to steer by
the compass, and he was aiming for a point

given him on the map, the rendezvous for the

party he was to meet. This point was the

junction of three trenches, but as all trenches

thereabouts had been so blotted out as to be

almost indistinguishable from casual shell-

holes, it was not so good a rendezvous as it

had seemed to the Brigade. However, Harry

managed to find it, or believed that he had

found it for in that murk and blackness

nothing was certain ;
if he had found it, the

other party had not, for there was no one

there. They might be late, they might be

lost, they might be waiting elsewhere. So

Harry sent out a scout or two and waited,

while the men lay down in the muddy ruins

of the trench and dozed unhappily. And
while they waited, the Boche, who had been

flinging big shells about at random since dusk,

took it into his head to plaster these old

trenches with 5'9's. Harry ran, or floundered

along the line, telling the men to lie close

where they were. There was indeed nothing

else to do, but it gave the men confidence,

and none of them melted away. As he ran,
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a big one burst very near and knocked him

flat, but he was untouched ;
it is marvellous

how local the effect of H.E. can be. For

about ten minutes they had a bad time, and

then it ceased, suddenly.

And now was one of those crucial moments

which distinguish a good officer from a bad,

or even an ordinary officer. It was easy to

say,
' Here I am at the rendezvous

'

(by this

time Harry had got his bearings a little by the

lights, and knew he was in the right spot)
'

with these something rations ; the men are

done and a bit shaken
;

so am I
; the other

people haven't turned up ;
if they want their

rations they can damned well come here and

get them ;
I Ve done my part, and I 'm going

home/ But a real good officer, with a con-

science and an imagination, would say :

' Yes

but I Ve been sent up here to get these

rations to the men in the line
; my men will

have a rest to-morrow, and some sleep, and

some good food ; the men in the line now will

still be in the line, with no sleep, and little

rest, and if these rations are left here in the

mud and not found before dawn, they '11 have

no food either ;
and whatever other people

may do or not do, it 's up to me to get these
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rations up there somehow, if we have to walk

all night and carry them right up to the Front

Line ourselves, and I 'm not going home till

I Ve done it/ I don't know, but I think that

that 's the sort of thing Harry said to himself
;

and anyhow after the row with Philpott he

was particularly anxious to make good. So

he got his men out and told them about it all,

and they floundered on. It was raining hard

now, with a bitter wind when they passed the

crest of the hill. Harry had a vague idea of

the direction of the line so long as they were

on the slope ;
but on the flat, when they had

dodged round a few hundred shell-holes, halt-

ing and going on and halting again, all sense

of direction departed, and very soon they
were hopelessly lost. The flares were no

good, for the line curved, and there seemed

to be lights all around, going up mistily

through the rain in a wide circle. Once you
were properly lost the compass was useless, for

you might be in the Boche lines, you might be

anywhere. ... At such moments a kind of

mad, desperate self-pity, born of misery and

weariness and rage, takes hold of the infantry-

man, and if he carries a load, he is truly ready
to fall down and sleep where he is or die.
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And in the wretched youth in charge there

is a sense of impotence and responsibility that

makes his stomach sink within him. Some
of the men began to growl a little, but Harry
held on despairingly. And then by God's

grace they ran into another party, a N.C.O.

and a few men ; these were the party or

some of them that should have met them

at the rendezvous ; they too had been lost

and were now wandering back to the line.

Well, Harry handed over the rations and

turned home, well pleased with himself. He
was too sick of the whole affair, and it was

too dark and beastly to think of getting a

receipt. It was a pity ; for while he trudged

home, the N.C.O. ,
as we afterwards heard, was

making a mess of the whole business. Whether

he had not enough men, or perhaps lost them,

or miscalculated the amount of rations or

what, is not clear, but half of all that precious

food was found lying in the mud at noon the

next day when it was too late, and half the

battalion in the line went very short. Then

the Colonel rang up Philpott, and complained

bitterly about the conduct of the officer in

charge of our ration-party. Philpott sent for

Harry and accused him hotly of dumping the
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rations carelessly anywhere, of not finishing

his job.

Harry gave his account of the affair quite

simply, without enlarging on the bad time he

had had, though that was clear enough to a

man with any knowledge. But he could not

show a receipt. Philpott was the kind of man
who valued receipts more than righteousness.

He refused to believe Harry's straightforward

tale, cursed him for a lazy swine, and sent him

to apologize to the Colonel of the Blanks.

That officer did listen to Harry's story, be-

lieved it, and apologized to him. Harry was

a little soothed, but from that day I know

there was a great bitterness in his heart. For

he had done a difficult job very well, and had

come back justly proud of himself and his men.

And to have the work wasted by a bungling

N.C.O., and his word doubted by a Phil-

pott. . .

And that I may call the beginning of the

second stage.



IX

FOR
after that Harry began to be in a

bad way again. That shelling in the

night and the near concussion of the

shell that knocked him over had been one of

those capital shocks of which I have spoken.

From that time on, shell-fire in the open be-

came a special terror, a new favourite fear ;

afterwards he told me so. And all that winter

we had shell-fire in the open even the
'

lines
'

were not trenches, only a string of scattered

shell-holes garrisoned by a few men. Every-

where, night and day, you had that naked

feeling.

Yet in France, at the worst, given proper
rest and variety, with a chance to nurse his

courage and soothe his nerves, a resolute man
could struggle on a long time after he began
to crack. But Harry had no rest, no chance.

The affaire Philpott was having a rich harvest.

For about three weeks in the February of that

awful winter the battalion was employed
167
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solely on working-parties, all sorts of them,

digging, carrying, behind the line, in the line,

soft jobs, terrible jobs. Now as adjutant I

used to take particular care that the safe jobs

in the rear should be fairly shared among the

companies in a rough rotation, and that no

officers or men should have too many of the

bad ones the night carrying-parties to the

front line. But about now Colonel Philpott

began to exert himself about these parties ;

he actually issued orders about the arrange-

ments, and whether by accident or design,

his orders had this particular effect, that

Harry took about three times as many of the

dangerous parties as anybody else. We were

in a country of rolling down with long trough-

like valleys or ravines between. To get to the

front line you had to cross two of these valleys,

and in each of them the Boche put a terrific

barrage all night, and every night. The

second one the Valley of Death was about

as near to Inferno as I wish to see, for it was

enfiladed from both ends, and you had shell-

fire from three directions. Well, for three

weeks Harry took a party through this valley

four or five nights a week. . . . Each party

meant a double passage through two corners
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of hell, with a string of weary men to keep

together, and encourage and command, with

all that maddening accumulation of diffi-

culties I have tried already to describe . . .

and at the end of that winter, after all he had

done, it was too much. I protested to the

Colonel, but it was no good.
'

Master Penrose

can go on with these parties,' he said,
'

till he

learns how to do them properly.'

After ten days of this Harry began to be

afraid of himself ; or, as he put it,
'

I don't

know if I can stand much more of this.' All

his old distrust of himself, which lately I think

he had very successfully kept away, came

creeping back. But he made no complaint ;

he did not ask me to intercede with Philpott.

The more he hated and feared these parties,

the worse he felt, the keener became his deter-

mination to stick it out, to beat Philpott at

his own game. Or so I imagine. For by the

third week there was no doubt ; what is called

his
'

nerve
'

was clean gone ; or, as he put it

to me in the soldier's tongue,
'

I 've got com-

plete wind-up.' He would have given any-

thing except his pride to have escaped one

of those parties ; he thought about them all

day. I did manage, in sheer defiance of Phil-
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pott, to take him off one of them ;
but it was

only sheer dogged will-power, and perhaps
the knowledge that we were to be relieved

the following week, which carried him through
to the end of it. ...

If we had not gone out I don't know what

would have happened. But I can guess.

ii

And so Philpott finally broke his nerve.

But he was still keen and resolute to go on, in

spite of the bitterness in his heart. Philpott

and other things had still to break his

spirit. And the
'

other things
'

were many
that winter. It was a long, cold, comfortless

winter. Billets became more and more broken

and windowless and lousy ; firewood vanished,

and there was little coal. On the high slopes

there was a bitter wind, and men went sick in

hundreds pneumonia, fever, frost-bite. All

dug-outs were damp and chilling and greasy
with mud, or full of the acrid wood-smoke that

tortured the eyes. There were night ad-

vances in the snow, where lightly wounded
men perished of exposure before dawn. For

a fortnight we lived in tents on a hill-top

covered with snow.



THE SECRET BATTLE 171

And one day Harry discovered he was

lousy. . . .

Then, socially, though it seems a strange

thing to say, these were dull days for Harry.
Few people realize how much an infantry-

man's life is lightened if he has companions
of his own kind not necessarily of the same

class, though it usually comes to that but

of the same tastes and education and experi-

ence men who make the same kind of jokes.

In the line it matters little, a man is a man, as

the Press will tell you. But in the evenings,

out at rest, it was good and cheering to sit

with the Old Crowd and exchange old stories

of Gallipoli and Oxford and London
; even

to argue with Eustace about the Public

Schools
;
to be with men who liked the same

songs, the same tunes on the gramophone,
who did not always ask for

'

My Dixie Bird
'

or
' The Green Woman '

waltz. . . . And now
there was none of the Old Crowd left, only

Harry and myself, Harry with a company now,

and myself very busy at Headquarters. And

Harry's company were very dull men, pro-

moted N.C.O.'s mostly, good fellows all very

good in the line but they were not the Old

Crowd. Now, instead of those great evenings
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we used to have, with the white wine, and the

music, and old George dancing, evenings that

have come down in the history of the battalion

as our battles have done, evenings that kept
the spirit strong in the blackest times there

were morose men with wooden faces sitting

silently over some whisky and Battalion

Orders. . . .

And Hewett was dead, the laughing, lovable

Hewett. That was the black heart of it.

When a man becomes part of the great

machine, he is generally supposed I know
not why to surrender with his body his soul

and his affections and all his human tender-

nesses. But it is not so.

We never talked of Hewett very much.

Only there was for ever a great gap. And

sometimes, when we tried to be cheerful in

the evenings, as in the old times, and were not,

we said to each other Harry and I
'

I wish

to God that he was here.' Yet for long periods

I forgot Hewett. Harry never forgot him.

Then there was something about which I

may be wrong, for Harry never mentioned it,

and I am only guessing from my own opinion.

In two years of war he had won no kind of

medal or distinction except a
' mention

'

in
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despatches, which is about as satisfying as a

caraway-seed to a starving man. In Galli-

poli he had done things which in France in

modern times would have earned an easy de-

coration. But they were scarce in those days ;

and in France he had done much dogged and

difficult work, and a few very courageous, but

in a military sense perfectly useless things,

nothing dramatic, nothing to catch the eye
of the Brigade. I don't know whether he

minded much, but I felt it myself very keenly ;

for I knew that he had started with ambitions ;

and here were fellows with not half his service,

or courage, or capacity, just ordinary men
with luck, ablaze with ribbon. . . . Any one

who says he cares nothing about medals is a

hypocrite, though most of us care very little.

But if you believe you have done well, and not

only is there nothing to show for it, but

nothing to show that other people believe it

. . . you can't help caring.

And then, on top of it, when you have a

genuine sense of bitter injustice, when you
know that your own most modest estimate of

yourself is exalted compared with the esti-

mate of the man who commands you you

begin to have black moods. . . .
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in

Harry had black moods. All these tor-

ments accumulated and broke his spirit. He
lost his keenness, his cheerfulness, and his

health. Once a man starts on that path, his

past history finds him out, like an old wound.

Some men take to drink and are disgraced.

In Harry's case it was Gallipoli. No man who
had a bad time in that place ever

'

got over
'

it in body or soul. And when France or some

other campaign began to work upon them, it

was seen that there was something missing in

their resisting power ; they broke out with

old diseases and old fears . . . the legacies of

Gallipoli.

Harry grew pale, and nervous, and hunted

to look at
;
and he had a touch of dysentery.

But the worst of the poison was in his mind

and heart. For a long time, as I have said,

since he felt the beginning of those old doubts,

and saw himself starting downhill, he had

striven anxiously to keep his name high in

men's opinion ;
for all liked him and believed

in him. He had been ready for anything, and

done his work with a conscientious pride.

But now this bitterness was on him, he seemed
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to have ceased to care what happened or what

men thought of him. He had unreasonable

fits of temper ;
he became distrustful and

cynical. I thought then, sometimes, of the

day when he had looked at Troy and wanted

to be like Achilles. It was painful to me to

hear him talking as Eustace used to talk, sus-

picious, intolerant, incredulous. ... I thought
how Harry had once hated that kind of talk,

and it was most significant of the change that

had come over the good companion I had

known. Yet sometimes, when the sun shone,

and once when we rode back into Albert and

dined quietly alone, that mask of bitterness

fell away ;
there were flashes of the old cheer-

ful Harry, and I had hopes. I hoped Philpott

would be killed. . . .

IV

But he survived, for he was very careful.

And though, as I have said, he stuck it for a

long time, he was by no means the gallant fire-

eater you would have imagined from his treat-

ment of defaulters. Once round the line just

before dawn was enough for him in that sort

of country.
'

Things are quiet then, and you
can see what 's going on.' He liked it best
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when 'things were quiet/ So did all of us.

and I don't blame him for that.

But that winter there was a thick crop of

S.I.W.'s. S.I.W. is the short title for a man
who has been evacuated with self-inflicted

wounds shot himself in the foot, or held a

ringer over the muzzle of his rifle, or dropped
a great boulder on his foot done himself any
reckless injury to escape from the misery of it

all. It was always a marvel to me that any
man who could find courage to do such things

could not find courage to go on ;
I suppose

they felt it would bring them the certainty of

a little respite, and beyond that they did not

care, for it was the uncertainty of their life

that had broken them. You could not help

being sorry for these men, even though you

despised them. It made you sick to think

that any man who had come voluntarily to,

fight for his country could be brought so low,

that humanity could be so degraded exactly

where it was being so ennobled.

But Philpott had no such qualms. He was

ruthless, and necessarily so ; but, beyond

that, he was brutal, he bullied. When they

came before him, healed of their wounds,

haggard, miserable wisps of men, he kept them
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standing there while he told them at length

exactly how low they had sunk (they knew

that well enough, poor devils), and flung at

them a rich vocabulary of abuse words of

cowardice and dishonour, which were strictly

accurate but highly unnecessary. For these

men were going back to duty now ; they had

done their punishment though the worst of

it was still to come
;

all they needed was a

few quiet words of encouragement from a

strong man to a weaker, a little human sym-

pathy, and that appeal to a man's honour

which so seldom fails if it is rightly made.

Well, this did not surprise me in Philpott ;

he had no surprises for me by now. What did

surprise me was Harry's intolerant, even cruel,

comments on the cases of the S.I.W.'s. He
had always had a real sympathy with the men,

he knew the strange workings of their minds,

and all the wretchedness of their lives ; he

understood them. And yet here he was,

as scornful, as Prussian, on the subject of

S.I.W.'s as even Philpott. It was long before

I understood this I don't know that I ever

did. But I thought it was this : that in

these wrecks of men he recognized something

of his own sufferings ;
and recognizing the

M
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disease he was the more appalled by the

remedy they took. The kind of thing that

had led them to it was the kind of thing he

had been through, was going through. There

the connection ceased. There was no such

way out for him. But though it ceased, the

connection was so close that it was degrading.

And this scorn and anger was a kind of in-

stinctive self-defence put on to assure him-

self, to assure the world, that there was no

connection none at all. . . . But I don't

know.
v

At the end of February I was wounded and

went home. Without any conceit, without

exaggerating our friendship, I may say that

this was the final blow for Harry. I was the

last of the Old Crowd
;

I was the one man
who knew the truth of things as between him

and Philpott. . . . And I went.

I was hit by a big shell at Whizz-Bang
Corner, and Harry saw me on the stretcher as

we came past D Company on the Bapaume
Road. He walked with me as far as the

cookers, and was fall of concern for my wound,

which was pretty painful just then. But he

bucked me up and talked gaily of the good
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things I was going to. And he said nothing

of himself. But when he left me there was a

look about him what is the word ? wistful

it is the only one, like a dog left behind.

While I was still in hospital I had two

letters from the battalion. The first was from

Harry, a long wail about Philpott and the

dullness of everybody now that the Old Crowd

were extinct, though he seemed to have made

good friends of some of the dull ones. At the

end of that endless winter, when it seemed as

if the spring would never come, they had

pulled out of the line and '

trekked
'

up north,

so that there had been little fighting. They
were now in shell-holes across the high ridge

in front of Arras, preparing for an advance.

The other letter was from old Knight, the

Quartermaster, dated two months after I left.

I will give you an extract :

'

Probably by now you will have seen or heard

from young Penrose. He was hit on the i6th, a

nasty wound in the chest from a splinter. . . .

It was rather funny not funny, but you know

what I mean how he got it. I was there my-

self though I didn't see it. I had been up to

H.Q. to see about the rations, and there were a lot
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of us, Johnson (he is now Adj. in your place)

and Fellowes, and so on, standing outside H.Q.

(which is on a hill what you people call a

forward slope, I believe), and watching our guns

bombarding the village. It was a remarkable

sight, etc. etc. (a long digression). . . . Then

the Boche started shelling our hill ; he dropped

them in pairs, first of all at the other end of the

hill, about 500 yards off, and then nearer and

nearer, about 20 yards at a time . . . the line

they were on was pretty near to us, so we thought

the dug-out would be a good place to go to. . . .

Penrose was just starting to go back to his com-

pany when this began, and as we went down

somebody told him he 'd better wait a bit. But

he said
"
No, he wanted to get back." I was

the last down, and as I disappeared (pretty

hurriedly) I told him not to be a fool. But all

he said was,
"
This is nothing, old bird you

wait till you live up here ; I 'm going on."

The next thing we heard was the hell of an ex-

plosion on top. We ran up afterwards, and

there he was, about thirty yards off. . . . The

funny thing is that I understood he rather had

the wind-up just now, and was anything but

reckless . . . in fact, some one said he had the

Dug-out Disease. . . . Otherwise, you 'd have
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said he wanted to be killed. I don't know why
he wasn't, asking for it like that. . . . Well,

thank God I'm a Q.M., etc. etc.'

I read it all very carefully, and wondered.
' You 'd have said he wanted to be killed.' I

wondered about that very much.

And there was a postscript which interested

me :

'

By the way, I hear Burnett 's got the M.C.

for Salvage, I believe !
'



X

I
WAS six months in that hospital, and I

did not see Harry for seven. For I

was at Blackpool, and he at Lady
Radmore's in Kensington. His was a quicker

business than mine
;
and when I had finished

with the hospitals and the homes and came to

London for a three weeks' laze, he was back

at the Depot. Then he got seven days' leave

for some mysterious reason (I think there was

a draft leaving shortly, and everybody had

some leave), and I dined twice with him at

home. They had a little house in Chelsea,

very tastefully furnished by Mrs. Penrose,

whom I now saw for the first time. But I

saw more of her that evening than I did of

Harry, who was hopelessly entangled with

two or three
'

in-laws.' She was a dark, gentle

little person, with brown, and rather sorrowful,

eyes. When I first saw her I thought,
'

She

was never meant to be a soldier's wife,' but

after we had talked a little, I added,
' But she

182
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is a good one/ She was clearly very much in

love with Harry, and delighted to meet some

one who had been with him in France, and

was fond of him for, like all wives, she soon

discovered that. But all the time I felt that

there were questions she wanted to ask me, and

could not. I will not pretend to tell you how
she was dressed, because I don't know

;
I

seldom notice, and then I never remember.

But she appealed to me very much, and I made

up my mind to look after her interests if I ever

had the chance, if there was ever a question

between Harry and a single man. I had no

chance of a talk with Harry, and noticed only

that he seemed pretty fit again but sleepless-

looking.

The second night I went there was the last

night of Harry's leave. If I had known that

when I was asked I think I should not have

gone ;
for while it showed I was a privileged

person, it is a painful privilege to break in on

the
'

last evening
'

of husband and wife
;

I

know those last evenings. And though Harry
was only going back to the Depot in the morn-

ing, it was known there had been heavy losses

in the regiment ;
there was talk of a draft

... it might well be the last evening of all.
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I got there early, at Harry's request, about

half-past five, on a miserable gusty evening in

early November. Harry was sitting in a kind

of study, library, or den, writing ; he looked

less well, and very sleepless about the eyes.

It was the anniversary of one of the great

battles of the regiment ;
and we talked a

little of that day, as soldiers will, with a

sort of gloomy satisfaction. Then Harry said,

slowly :

'

I Ve been offered a job at the War Office

by Major Mackenzie Intelligence.'
'

'Oh/ I said, 'that's very good.' (But I

was thinking more of Mrs. Harry than Harry.)

Harry went on, as if he had not heard.
'

I

was writing to him when you came in. And
I don't know what to say.'

'

Why not ?
'

'

Well,' he said,
'

you know as well as any
one what sort of time I Ve had, and how I Ve
been treated by Philpott and others. And
I Ve had about enough of it. I remember

telling you once on the Peninsula that I

thought myself fairly brave when I first went

out . . . and, my God, so I was compared
with what I am now. ... I suppose every
one has his breaking-point, and I Ve certainly
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had mine. ... I simply feel I can't face it

again.'
'

Very well/ I said,
'

take the job and have

done with it. You Ve done as much as you

can, and you can't do more. What 's the

trouble ?
'

But he went on, seemingly to convince him-

self rather than me.
'

I Ve never got over

those awful working-parties in that valley ;

I had two or three 5'9's burst right on top of

me, you know . . . the Lord knows how I

escaped- . . . and now I simply dream of

them. I dream of them every night . . .

usually it 's an enormous endless plain, full

of shell-holes, of course, and raining like hell,

and I walk for miles (usually with you) look-

ing over my shoulder, waiting for the shells

to come . . . and then I hear that savage
kind of high-velocity shriek, and I run like

hell . . . only I can't run, of course, that 's

the worst part . . . and I get into a ditch and

lie there . . . and then one comes that I know

by the sound is going to burst on top of me
. . . and I wake up simply sweating with funk.

I Ve never told anybody but you about this,

not even Peggy, but she says I wake her up
sometimes, making an awful noise.'
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He was silent for a little, and I had nothing
to say.

1 And then it 's all so different now, so dam-

nably . . . dull. ... I wouldn't mind if we
could all go out together again . . . just the

Old Crowd ... so that we could have good

evenings, and not care what happened. But

now there 's nobody left (I don't expect they '11

let you go out again), only poor old Egerton
he 's back again . . . and I can't stand all

those boot-faced N.C.O. officers and people
like Philpott, and all the Old Duds. . . . You
can't get away from it the boot-faces aren't

officers, and nothing will make them so ...

even the men can't stand them. And they

get on my nerves. . . .

'

It all gets on my nerves, the mud, and the

cold, and the futile Brigadiers, and all the

damned eyewash we have nowadays . ''. .

never having a decent wash, and being

cramped up in a dug-out the size of a chest-

of-drawers with four boot-faces . . . where

you can't move without upsetting the candle

and the food, or banging your head . . .

and getting lousy. And all those endless

ridiculous details you have to look after day
after day . . . working-parties . . . haversack
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rations . . . has every man got his box-

respirator ? . . . why haven't you cleaned

your rifle ? ... as if I cared a damn ! . . .

No, I won't say that . . . but there you are,

you see, it 's on my nerves. . . . But some-

times
'

(and though I sympathized I was glad
there was a

'

but
')

' when I think of some of

the bogus people who Ve been out, perhaps

once, and come home after three months with

a nice blighty in the shoulder, and got a job,

and stayed in it ever since ... I feel I can't

do that either, and run the risk of being taken

for one of them. . . .'

'

I don't think there 's any danger of that,'

I remarked.
'

I don't know one
"
officeer

"
is the same

as another to most people. . . . And then,

you know, although you hate it, it does get hold

of you somehow out there . . . and after a

bit, when you Ve got used to being at home

you get restless. ... I know I did last time,

and sometimes I do now. ... I don't say I

hunger for the battle, I never want to be in

a
"
stunt

"
again . . . but you feel kind of

"
out of it

" when you read the papers, or

meet somebody on leave . . . you think of

the amusing evenings we used to have. . . .
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And I rather enjoyed
"
trekking

"
about in

the back areas . . . especially when I had

a horse . . . wandering along on a good frosty

day, and never sure what village you were

going to sleep in ... marching through
Doullens with the band . . . estaminets, and

talking French, and all the rest of it. ...
( And then I think of a 5-9 and I know

I 'm done for. . . . I Ve got too much

imagination, that 's the trouble (I hope you 're

not fed up with all this, but I want your ad-

vice). . . . It 's funny, one never used to think

about getting killed, even in the war ... it

seemed impossible somehow that you yourself

could be killed (did you ever have that

feeling ?) . . . though one was ready enough
in those days . . . but now even in the

train the other day, going down to Bristol by
the express, I found I was imagining what

would happen if there was a smash . . . things

one reads of, you know . . . carriages catch-

ing fire, and so on ... just
"
wind-up."

And the question is is it any good going out,

if you Ve got into that state ? . . . And if one

says
"
No," is one just making it an excuse ?

... It 's no good telling a military doctor all

this . . . they 'd just
"

say,
"
Haw, skrim-
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shanker ! what you want is some fresh air and

exercise, my son !

"
. . . And for all I know

they may be right. ... As a matter of fact,

I don't think I 'm physically fit, really . . .

my own doctor says not . . . but you 're

never examined properly before you go out,

as you know. . . . You all troop in by the

dozen at the last moment . . . and the fellow

says,
"
Feeling quite fit ?

"
. . . And if you Ve

just had a good breakfast and feel buckish, you

say,
"
Yes, thank you," and there you are.

. . . Unless you ask them to examine you you

might have galloping consumption for all they

know, and I 'm damned if I 'd ask them. . . .

After all, I suppose the system 's right. ... .If

a man can stick it for a month or two in the

line, he 's worth sending there if he 's an

officer . . . and it doesn't matter to the

country if he dies of consumption afterwards.

. . . But my trouble is can I stick it for a

month or two ... or shall I go and do some

awful thing, and let a lot of fellows down ? . . .

Putting aside my own inclinations, which are

probably pretty selfish, what is it my duty to

do ? ... After friend Philpott I don't know
that I 'm so keen on duty as I was . . .

but I do want to stick this war out on
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the right line, if I can. . . . What do you
think ?

'

'

Before I answer that/ I said,
'

there 's one

consideration you seem to have overlooked

and that is Mrs. Penrose. . . . After all,

you 're a married man, and that makes a

difference, doesn't it ?
'

'

Well, does it ? I don't really see why it

should make any difference about going out,

or not going out . . . otherwise every shirker

could run off and marry a wife, and live

happily ever after. . . . But it certainly

makes it a damned sight harder to decide . . .

and it makes the hell of a difference when

you 're out there. . . . You can make up

your mind not to think of it when you 're

at home . . . like this . . . but out there,

when you 're cold and fed up, and just starting

up the line with a working-party . . . you
can't help thinking of it, and it makes things

about ten times more difficult . . . and as

you know, it 's jolly hard not to let it make
a difference to what you do. ... But, damn

it, why did you remind me of that ? I

didn't want to think about it.'

And then Mrs. Penrose came in, and we

went down to dinner.
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ii

I did not enjoy that dinner. To begin with,

I felt like a vulgar intruder on something that

was almost sacred, and certainly very precious.

For all the signs of the
'

last evening
'

were

there. The dishes we had were Harry's

favourites, procured at I know what trouble

and expense by Mrs. Harry ; and she watched

tremulously to see that he liked them. She

had gone out and bought him a bottle of well-

loved Moselle, for a special surprise, and some

port ;
which was a huge extravagance. But

that was nothing, if these things could only

give a special something to this meal which

would make him remember it
; for the flowers

he never saw, and the new dress went un-

noticed for a long time. But I felt that it

would all have gone much better, perhaps, if

I had not been there, and I hoped she did not

hate me.

And Harry was not at his best. The

question he asked me I had had no time to

answer, and he had not answered it himself.

Through most of that dinner, which by all

the rules should have been, superficially at

least, cheerful and careless, as if there were
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no such thing as separation ahead, Harry was

thoughtful and preoccupied. And I knew
that he was still arguing with himself,

' What
shall I say to Mackenzie ? Yes or No ?

'

wandering up and down among the old doubts

and resolutions and fears. . . . Mrs. Harry
saw this as well as I ... and, no doubt, she

cursed me for being there because in my
presence she could not ask him what worried

him.

But the Moselle began to do its work :

Harry talked a little and noticed the new dress,

and we all laughed a lot at the pudding, which

came up in such a curious shape. . . . We were

very glad to laugh at something.

Then Mrs. Harry spoke of some people in the

regiment of whom she had heard a good deal

George Dawson, and Egerton, and old Colonel

Roberts. I knew that in a minute we should

stumble into talking about the trenches or

shells, or some such folly, and have Harry

gloomy and brooding again. I could not

stand that, and I did not think Mrs. Harry

could, so I plunged recklessly into the smoother

waters of life in France. I told them the old

story about General Jackson and the billet-

guard ; and then we came on to the famous
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night at Forceville, and other historic bat-

talion orgies the dinner at Monchy Breton,

when we put a row of candles on the floor of

the tent for footlights, and George and a few

subs made a perfect beauty chorus. Those

are the things one likes to remember about

active service, and I was very glad to re-

member them then. The special port came

in and was a great success ; Harry warmed

up, and laughed over those old gaieties, and

was in great form. At that moment I think

his answer to Major Mackenzie would have

been definitely
'

No.'

Mrs. Harry laughed very much too, and

said she envied us the amusing times we had

together
'

out there/
' You men have all

the fun/ And that made me feel a heartless

ass for having started on that topic. For I

knew that when Harry was away there was

little
'

fun
'

for her ;
and whether he was

lying on his stomach in a shell-hole, or singing

songs in an estaminet, not thinking much of

his wife, perhaps, except when they drank
'

Sweethearts and Wives
'

it was all one

uniform, hideous wait for her. So I think

it was hollow laughter for Mrs. P. ...

Moreover, though I did not know how much
N



194 THE SECRET BATTLE

she knew about Harry's difficulties, the
'

job
'

and so one, I felt sure that with the extra-

ordinary instinct of a wife she scented some-

thing of the conflict that was going on ; and

she knew vaguely that this exaggerated

laudation of the amenities of France meant

somehow danger to her. ... So that just as

I was beginning to congratulate myself on the

bucking up of Harry, I tardily perceived that

between us we were wounding the wife. And I

more than ever wished myself anywhere than

sitting at that pretty table with the shaded

lights.

Well, we nearly finished the port Harry
still in excellent form and went upstairs.

Harry went off to look for smokes or some-

thing, and I knew at once that Mrs. Harry
was going to ask me questions about him.

You know how a woman stands in front of

the fire, and looks down, and kind of paws
the fender with one foot when she is going to

say something confidential. Then she looks

up suddenly, and you 're done. Mrs. Harry
did that, and I was done. At any other time

I should have loved to talk to her about Harry,

but that night I felt it was dangerous ground.
.

' How do you think Harry is looking ?
'

she
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said.
' You probably know better than I do,

nowadays.'
I said I thought he seemed pretty fit, con-

sidering all things.
' Do you think he '11 have to go out again ?

'

she asked.
'

I don't think he ought to but

they seem so short of men still. He 's not

really strong, you know.'

So she knew nothing about the
'

job
'

;
and

this put me in a hole. For if I told her about

it, and he did not take it, but went out again,

the knowledge would be a standing torture

to her. On the other hand, I wanted him to

take it, I thought he ought to and if she

knew about it she might be able to make him.

Wives can do a great deal in that way. But

that would be disloyal to Harry. . . .

Well, I temporized with vague answers

while I wrestled with this problem, and she

told me more about Harry.
' You know, he

has the most terrible dreams . . . wakes up
screaming at night, and quite frightens me.

And I don't think they ought to be allowed

to go out again when they 're like that. . . .

I don't want him to go out again. ... At

least,' she added half-heartedly (as a kind of

concession to convention), 'if it's his duty,
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of course . . .' Then, defiantly,
'

No, I don't

want him to go ... anyhow ... I think

he 's done his bit ... hasn't he, Mr. Benson ?
'

' He has, indeed/ I said, with sincerity at

last.

'

Well, you have some influence with him.

Can't you
'

But then Harry came in, and I had lost my
chance. I have noticed that while on the

stage, conversations which must necessarily

be private are invariably concluded without

interruption, in private life, and especially

private houses, are always interrupted long

before the end.

Mrs. Harry went to the piano, and Harry
and I sat down to smoke

;
and since it was

the last night Harry was allowed to smoke

his pipe. The way Mrs. Harry said that

nearly made me weep.

So I sat there and watched Harry, and his

wife played and played soft, melancholy,

homesick things (Chopin, I think), that

leagued with the wine and the warm fire and

the deep chairs in an exquisite conspiracy of

repose. She played for a long time, but I saw

that she too was watching. And the fancy
came to me that she was fighting for Harry,
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fighting, perhaps unconsciously, that vague

danger she had seen at dinner, when it had

beaten her . . . fighting it with this music

that made war seem so distant and home so

lovable. . . .

And soon I began to see that she was win-

ning. For when she began playing Harry
had sat down, a little restless again, and fid-

geted, as if the music reminded him of good

things too much . . . and his eyes wandered

round the room and took in all the familiar

things, like a man saying good-bye the old

chair with the new chintz, and the yellow

curtains, and the bookcase his father left him

and the little bookcase where his history

books were (he looked a long time at them)
. . . and the firelight shining on the piano

. . . and his wife playing and playing. . . .

And when he had looked at her, quickly, he

sat up and poked the fire fiercely, and sat

back, frowning. He was wondering again.

This music was being too much for him.

Then she stopped, and looked across at Harry
and smiled.

When she played again it was, I think, a

nocturne of Chopin's (God knows which

but it was very peaceful and homesick), and
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as I watched, I made sure that she had won.

For there came over Harry a wonderful re-

pose. He no longer frowned or fidgeted, or

raised his eyebrows in the nervous way he

had, but lay back in a kind of abandonment

of content. . . . And I said to myself,
' He

has decided he will say
" Yes

"
to

Mackenzie.'

Mrs. Harry, perhaps, also perceived it. For

after a little she stopped and came over to us.

And then I did a fateful thing. There was a

copy of The Times lying by my chair, and

because of the silence that was on us, I picked

it up and looked aimlessly at it.

The first thing I saw was the Casualty List,

buried in small type among some vast ad-

vertisements of patent foods. I glanced down
the list in that casual manner which came to

us when we knew that all our best friends were

already dead or disposed of. Then my eye

caught the name of the regiment and the name
of a man I knew. CAPTAIN EGERTON, V.R.

Killed. There was another near it, and

another, and many more ;
the list was thick

with them. And the other battalions in the

Brigade had many names there fellows one

had relieved in the line, or seen in billets, or
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talked with in the Cocktail Cafe* at Nceux-

les-Mines. There must have been a massacre

in the Brigade . . . ten officers killed and

ten wounded in our lot alone.

I suppose I made that vague murmur of

rage and regret which slips out of you when

you read these things, for Harry looked up
and asked,

' What 's that ?
'

I gave him the

paper, and he too looked down that list. . . .

Only two of those names were names of the

Old Crowd, and many of them were the dull

men
;
but we knew them very well for all that,

and we knew they were good men . . .

Egerton, Gordon, young Matthews, Spenser,

Smith, the bombing fellow, Tompkinson
all gone. . . .

So we were silent for a long minute, re-

membering those men, and Mrs. Harry stared

into the fire. I wondered what she was

thinking of, and I was sorry for her. For

when Harry got up there was a look about

him which I had seen before, though not for

many months not since the first days on

the Somme. . . .

While I was groping after my coat in the

hall, Harry came out of his den with a letter

which he asked me to
'

drop in the box/ I
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looked at it without shame ; it was addressed

to Major Mackenzie, D.S.O., etc.
' And what have you said ?

'

I asked.
'

No/ said Harry, with a kind of challenging

look.
'

Well, I think you 're wrong
'

I told

him, though I knew then that I was too late.

Mrs. Harry was beaten now, finally beaten,

poor thing. . . .

' And what are you two talking about ?
'

said Mrs. Harry.
' About a dinner, my dear.'

I went out and posted that accursed letter,

thanking God that I was not a wife.



XI

HARRY
went to France again a month

later, after the futile kind of medical

examination he had foretold. I had

a letter from him from the Base, and after

that there was silence. I even began to hunt

about in the casualty lists, but he was never

there. And seven weeks later they let me go

out again myself, to the astonishment of all

but the military doctors.

At the Base I heard of Harry. Some one

had been wanted for some kind of job down

there, an officer to instruct the Details in the

mysteries of Iron Rations, or something of the

sort. Harry, happening to be there at the

time, and pleasing the eye of the aldermanic

officer in command of our Base Depot, had

been graciously appointed to the post. But

he had caused a considerable flutter in the

tents of the mighty by flatly declining it, and

stating insanely that he preferred to go up to

the line. This being still the one topic of

201
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conversation in the camp, I did not linger there

longer than was absolutely necessary. In-

fantry Base Depots are bad places, and that

one was very bad ; you had worse food, worse

treatment, and worse company than you ever

had in the line much discomfort, and no

dignity. I never understood why officers

should be treated with such contempt when-

ever there were a number of them together.

If you went about by yourself, or with another

officer or two, you had a certain amount of

politeness and consideration from military

officials
;

but as soon as you got with a
'

herd
'

of officers you were doomed you
were dirt. If the intention at the Base was

to make the line seem a haven of refuge and

civility, it was highly successful as far as I

was concerned. . . .

I got back to the battalion under the usual

conditions ... a long jog in the mess-cart

under the interminable dripping poplars, with

a vile wind lashing the usual rain over the

usual flat fields, where the old women laboured

and stooped as usual, and took no notice of

anything. The heart sinks a little as you
look at the shivering dreariness of it all. And
if it is near the line you hope secretly that the
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battalion is
'

out
'

for at least a few days more,

that you may have just two days to get used

to this beastliness again, and not be met by
some cheery acclimatized ass with a

' Glad to

see you, old son just in time going up to-

night, doing a
"
stunt

"
on Tuesday !

'

Yet,

as you come to the village, there is a strange

sense of home-coming that comes with the

recognition of familiar things limbers clatter-

ing and splashing along, and the regimental

postman trudging back with the mail, and

C Company cooker steaming pleasantly under

an outhouse, and odd men with waterproof

sheets draped over the shoulders, wet and

glistening. . . . To-day I was lucky, for the

battalion was a long way back, resting, so that

this home-coming sense was strong upon me.

And I wanted to see Harry.

When I came near to the usual main street

I saw the battalion marching in by a side

road, coming back from a route march. I

sent my gear ahead, and got down to see them

pass. It was strangely pleasant. The drums

of the little band were covered because of the

wet, and only the bugles brayed harshly, but

very cheerfully. Old Philpott was ahead of

them, riding fatly on his mild black mare, and
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returned my salute quite pleasantly. You
could see a lot of young recruits among the

men, and there were many officers I had never

seen, but the welcoming grins of the old men
we had had from the beginning, mostly
N.C.O.'s now, made up for that. Young
Smith I saw, in command of C Company now,

and Tarrant, our late Transport Officer, was

squelching at the head of a platoon, obviously
not liking it much. Then came D Company,
and I looked eagerly for Harry. Stephenson
I knew, in command (how young the company
commanders were

!),
but there were only two

other officers, and they both strange. The
last of them tramped past, and I was left

silent in the rain, foolishly disturbed. . . .

Where was Harry ? Ass no doubt he is

orderly officer, or away on a course. But I was

disturbed ; and the thought came to me that if

anything had happened to him I, too, should

be lonely here, with none of the Old Crowd left.

I walked on then, and came to the little flag

of D Company headquarters flapping damply
outside an estaminet. In the mess they

greeted me very kindly and gave me tea but

there was still no Harry. But they all talked

very fast, and the tea was good.
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' And where 's Penrose ?
'

I asked at last.
'

I haven't seen him yet ?
'

I had spoken to Stephenson. He did not

answer immediately ; but he picked up his

cup and drank, assiduously ; then he kind of

mumbled, very low and apologetic :

' He 's in his billet under close arrest.'
1 Under arrest ! My God, what for ?

'

Stephenson began to drink again ; he was

a good fellow, who knew that Harry and I

were friends
;

also he had known Harry in

the Souchez days, and he did not like having
to tell me this.

But one of his young subalterns, a young

pup just out, was less sensitive, and told me,

brutally :

'

Running away cowardice in the face of

et cetera have some more tea ?
'

ii

Bit by bit I heard the whole miserable story

or rather that naked kernel of it which

passed publicly for the whole story. I had to

make my own footnotes, my own queries.

The first night Harry was with the battalion

Philpott had sent him up with a carrying-

party to the Front Line, or thereabouts, fifty
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men and some engineering stuff of sorts,

wiring trestles, barbed wire, or something.

It was shell-hole country, no communication

trenches or anything, and since there had been

an attack recently, the Boche artillery was

very active on the roads and back areas. Also

there was the usual rotten valley to cross, with

the hell of a barrage in it. So much these

young braves conceded. Harry had started

off with his party, had called at the Brigade

Dump, and picked up the stuff. Later on

some one rang up Brigade from the line and

said no party had arrived. Brigade rang up

Philpott, and he sent up the Assistant Ad-

jutant to investigate. Somewhere in the

Arras Road he had come upon Harry, with

most of the party, running down the road

towards the Dump away from the line. The

stores were urgently needed at the front
; they

never got there. That was all. The court-

martial was to-morrow.

Well, it was a black story, but I made one

or two footnotes at once.

The very first night he was back. The awful

luck the cruelty of it ! Just back, in the

condition of nerves I knew him to be in, with
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that first miserable feeling upon him, wonder-

ing probably why the hell he had driven him-

self out there, and praying to be let down easy

for one night at least and then to be sent

straight up on a job like that, the job that had

broken him before.

And by Philpott ! I seemed to see Philpott

arranging that, with a kind of savage glee :

'

Oh, here 's Master Penrose again well, he 'd

better take that party to-night instead of

Mr. Gibson. . . .'

And who was the Assistant Adjutant ? God

knows, if every working-party that went

wrong meant a court-martial, there would be

no officers left in the army ; and if some busy-

body had been at work. . . .

' Who 's the Assistant Adjutant ?
'

I asked.
'

Fellow who was attached to Division used

to be in this battalion in your time, I believe

what 's-his-name ? Burnett Burnett he

rang up the Colonel and told him about it.'

Burnett ! I groaned. The gods were

against Harry indeed. Burnett had been

away from the battalion for eighteen months,

drifting about from odd job to odd job Town

Major here, Dump Officer there, never in the

line. . . . Why the devil had he come back
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now to put his foot in it and, perhaps
But I could not believe that.

Stephenson's two young officers Wallace

and Brown made no footnote, naturally.

They had come out by the same draft as Harry,
one from Sandhurst, the other from a cadet

school ; they were fresh, as Harry had been,

and they had no mercy. And while I resented

their tone, I tried to remember that they knew

not Harry, and said nothing.

But when young Wallace summed up the

subject with
'

Well, all I can say is he 's a cold-

footed swine, and deserves all he gets/ I ex-

ploded.
' You young pup/ I said, 'just

out, and hardly seen a shot fired you dare to

say anything about Penrose. I tell you

you 're not fit to lick his boots. Do you know

that he joined up in the ranks in August '14,

and went through Gallipoli, and had done two

years' active service before you even had a

uniform ? Do you know he 's just refused a

job at home in order to come out here, and

another job at the Base ? Does that look like

cold feet ? You wait till you Ve been out a

year, my son, before you talk about cold feet.

You '

But I couldn't control myself any
further. I went out, cursing.
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in

Then I got leave to go and see Harry. He
was in his billet, in a small bedroom on the

ground floor. There was a sentry standing at

the window, fixed bayonet and all, so that he

should neither escape nor make away with

himself.

He was surprised and, I think, really

pleased to see me, for before me, as he said,

or any one who knew his history, he was not

ashamed. ... It was only when the ignorant,

the Wallaces, were near that he was filled with

humiliation, because of the things he knew

they were thinking.
' That sentry out there/

he told me,
' was in my platoon at Gallipoli

one of my old men ; just before you came

in he tapped on the window and wished me
luck

; he said that all the " old lads
"
did the

same. ... It bucked me up no end/

Not that he needed much '

bucking up.'

For he was strangely quiet and resigned more

nearly at peace with everything than I had

seen him for many months.
'

Only/ he said,
'

I wish to God that I was a single man, and I

wish to God they would get on with it. . . /

He had been under arrest for six weeks, six

o
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solid weeks . . . carted about from place to

place like some animal waiting for slaughter ;

while the Summaries of Evidence and the

Memos and the Secret Envelopes went back-

wards and forwards through
'

Units
'

and

through
'

Formations/ from mandarin to

mandarin, from big-wig to big-wig ; while

generals, and legal advisers, and judge

advocates, and twopenny-halfpenny clerks

wrote their miserable initials on the dirty

forms, and wondered what the devil they
should decide and decided nothing at

all. All this terrible time Harry had been

writing to his wife, pretending that all was

well with him, describing route marches and

scenery, and all the usual stuff about weather

and clothes and food. . . . Now at least some-

body had decided, and Harry was almost

happy. For it was an end of suspense. . . .

' Once they settled on a court-martial,' he said,
'

I knew I was done . . . and except for

Peggy, I don't care. ... I don't know what

they Ve told you, but I 'd like you to know
what really happened. I found the battalion

at Monval (the same old part), and got there

feeling pretty rotten. Old Philpott, of course,

sent me off with a working-party like a shot



THE SECRET BATTLE 211

out of a gun before I 'd been there an hour.

I picked up some wiring stuff at the Brigade

Dump it was a long way up the road then,

not far from Hellfire Corner. Fritz was shell-

ing the road like hell, going up and down,

dropping them in pairs, fifty yards further

every time, you know the game. ... I had

the wind-up pretty badly, and so had the men,

poor devils . . . but what was worse, they
seemed to know that I had. . . . We had a

lot of shells very close to us, and some of the

men kept rushing towards the bank when they
heard one coming. . . . Well, you don't get

on very fast at that rate, and it 's damned
hard to keep hold of them when they 're like

that. . . . And knowing they were like that

made me even worse. When we got to Dead
Mule Tree about ten of them were missing

. . . just stayed under the bank in the holes.

... I don't say this to excuse myself ... I

just tell you what happened. Then we got to

that high bit where the bank stops and the

valley goes up on the left. . . . You know
the awful exposed feeling one has there, and

they had a regular barrage just at the corner.

... I got the men under the bank, and waited

till a shell burst , . and then tried to dash
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them past before the next. But the next one

came too fast, and fell plunk into the middle

of the column behind me. . . . Three men
were killed outright, and those of us who

hadn't flung themselves down were knocked

over. I fell in a kind of narrow ditch by the

road. When I put my head up and looked

back I saw some of the men vanishing back

under the bank. Then another one came

8-inch I should think they were and I

grovelled in the ditch again. ... It was just

like my awful dreams. ... I must have been

there about ten minutes. After every one I

started to get up and go back to the men
under the bank, meaning to get them together

again. Every time the next one came too

quick, and I was pinned, simply pinned in

that ditch. Then Fritz stopped for a minute

or two altering the programme, I suppose

and I got up and ran like hell for the bank.

The four or five men lying near me got up and

ran too.
' When we got under the bank we lay down

and I looked round . . . there was not a man
to be seen. I shouted, but at first nothing

happened. And, I tell you, I was glad. . . .

Some of the men who had gone back, not see-
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ing me anywhere, had melted away home.

... I don't blame them. . . . Then a few

drifted along from further down the bank. . . .

By degrees most of the party turned up ...
there must have been between thirty and

forty of them in the end. . . .

' And then, you see, I knew I should have

to go on again . . . get past the corner some-

how. . . . And
' And I couldn't. ... I simply couldn't

face it. ... Peters (the N.C.O.) said some-

thing about
"
Going to have another shot,

sir ?
' He was pretty shaken himself they

all were . . . but he 'd have gone. . . . We
ought to have gone on. ... I know that.

. . . But . . . Anyhow, I told him I didn't

think we should ever get by at present, and

said we 'd better go back a bit and wait under

cover . . . some yarn or other. ... So we
started back down the road. . . . The Boche

was still doing the up and down game on the

road, only about twice as much. ... By this

time I can tell you there was no shame between

those men and me ... we understood each

other . . . every time we heard that damned
shriek we fell into shell-holes and prayed. . . .

They were following us down the road, getting
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nearer and nearer. . . . You know that dug-

out in the bank where Headquarters used to

be. Well, just when it looked as if the next

lot must come right on top of us, I saw a light

coming from the dug-out, and most of us ran

hell for leather for the door. Some one was

standing at the entrance as we dashed in ...

just in time ... we nearly knocked,him over.

. . . And guess who it was/ said Harry, with

a horrible kind of hysterical laugh,
'

guess who

it was ... it was Burnett Burnett of all

people. . . . He had been sent up to find out

what had happened. Well, he asked what

the hell I was doing, and said I was to go on

at once. ... I said I was going to wait a bit,

there was too much of a barrage. . . . Then

he said, very offensively, he couldn't help that

. . . my orders were to go on at once. . . .

That annoyed me, and I said I 'd see him

damned first, and told him if it was so urgent

he could take the party up himself if he liked.

. . . But he didn't, naturally ... no reason

why he should. . . . Then he rang up Phil-

pott and told him that he had seen the officer

in charge and some of the party running down

the road demoralized. So he had, of course,

he saw me running for the dug-out . , ,
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though the joke of it is the joke of it is ...

he was sheltering there himself !
'

And at the

enormity of that joke Harry went off into

that hideous laughter again.
' He said I refused

to obey orders, and asked for instructions.

Philpott said it was too late now, the stuff

had been wanted by midnight. ... He told

Burnett to put me under arrest . . . and

come back.
' That 's what happened/ he went on,

' and

I don't care only I wish it had been anybody
but Burnett though I suppose he was quite

right ; but it makes no odds ... I had got

the wind-up, and I had failed with the party,

and I don't deny it ... even if I wasn't

really running when he saw me. . . . One

thing I can say if I did have the wind-up
I Ve never had cold feet till that night. . . .

I 'm glad I came out this time if I did fail at

the pinch. . . . Burnett wouldn't have. . . .

I knew I was done when I came . . . and I

know I 'm done now.
' But I wish you 'd just explain it all to

Peggy and the people who don't know.'

And that is what I am trying to do.
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THE
Court-Martial was held in an old

farm lying just outside the village.

There was a large courtyard where

the chickens clucked all day, and children

and cattle roamed unchecked in the spacious

midden. The court-room was unusually suit-

able to its purpose, being panelled all round in

some dark wood with great black beams under

a white-washed ceiling, high and vaulted,

and an open hearth where the dry wood

crackled heartlessly all day. Usually these

trials are conducted in the best bedroom of

some estaminet, and the Court sits defensively

with a vast white bed at their backs. But

this room was strangely dignified and legal :

only at first Madame persisted in marching

through it with saucepans to the kitchen

all these curious English functions were the

same to her, a Christmas dinner, or a mess-

meeting, or the trial of a soldier for his life.

The Court impressed me rather favourably
216
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a Major-General, and four others. The

Major-General, who was President of the

Court, was a square, fatherly-looking person,

with a good moustache, and rather hard blue

eyes. He had many rows of ribbons, so many
that as I looked at them from a dark corner at

the back, they seemed like some regiment of

coloured beetles, paraded in close column of

companies. All these men were very excel-

lently groomed :

'

groomed
'

is the right word,

for indeed they suggested a number of well-

fed horses
;

all their skins were bright, and

shiny, and well kept, and the leather of their

Sam Brownes, and their field boots, and jing-

ling spurs, and all their harness were beautiful

and glistening in the firelight. I once went

over the royal stables at Madrid. And when

all these glossy creatures jingled heavily up
to their table I was reminded of that. They
sat down and pawed the floor restively with

their well-polished hoofs, cursing in their

hearts because they had been brought so far
'

to do some damned court-martial.' But

all their faces said,
' Thank God, at least I

have had my oats to-day.'

And there was an atmosphere of greyness

about them. The hair of some of them was
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splashed with grey ; the faces of most of them

were weathered and grey ; and one felt that

the opinions of all of them were grey, but not

weathered.

For they were just men, according to their

views. They would do the thing conscien-

tiously, and I could not have hoped for a better

Court. But as judges they held the fatal

military heresy, that the forms and procedure
of Military Law are the best conceivable

machinery for the discovery of truth. It was

not their fault
; they had lived with it from

their youth. And since it is really a form of

conceit, the heresy had this extension, that

they themselves, and men like them, blunt,

honest, straightforward men, were the best

conceivable ministers for the discovery of

truth and they needed no assistance. Any
of them would have told you,

' Damn it, sir,

there 's nothing fairer to the prisoner than a

Field General Court-Martial
'

; and if you
read the books or witness the trial of a soldier

for some simple
'

crime/ you will agree. But

given a complex case, where testimony is at

all doubtful, where there are cross-currents

and hidden animosities, the
'

blunt, honest
'

men are lost.
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To begin with, being in their own view all-

seeing and all-just, they consider the Prisoner's

Friend to be superfluous : and if he attempts

any genuine advocacy they cannot stomach

the sight of him.
'

Prisoner's Friend be

damned !

'

they will tell you,
'

the Prosecutor

does all that ! and anything he doesn't find

out the Court will.' Now the Prosecutor is

indeed charged with the duty of
'

bringing

out anything in the favour of the Accused
'

:

that is to say, if Private Smith after looting

his neighbour becomes afterwards remorseful

and returns his loot to its owner, the Prose-

cutor will ask questions to establish the fact.

In a case like Harry's it means practically

nothing. The Prosecutor will not cross-

examine a shifty or suspicious witness dive

into his motives get at the secret history of

the business, first, because it is not his job,

and secondly, because being as a rule only

the adjutant of his battalion, he does not

know how.

The Court will not do this, because they do

not know anything about the secret history,

and they are incapable of imagining any;
because they believe implicitly that any wit-

ness, officer or man (except perhaps the
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accused), is a blunt, honest, straightforward

man like themselves, and incapable of decep-

tion or concealment.

This is the job of the Prisoner's Friend.

Now ' The Book
'

lays down very fairly that

if he be an officer, or otherwise qualified,

Prisoner's Friend shall have all the rights of

defending counsel in a civil court. In prac-

tice, the
'

blunt men '

often make nothing of

this safeguard. Many courts I have been

before had never heard of the provision ;

many, having heard of it, refused flatly to

recognize it, or insisted that all questions

should be put through them. When they do

recognize the right, they are immediately

prejudiced against the prisoner if that right

is exercised. Any attempt to discredit or

genuinely cross-examine a witness is regarded

as a rather sinister piece of
'

cleverness
'

; and

if the Prisoner's Friend ventures to sum up the

evidence in the accused's favour at the end

it is too often
'

that damned lawyer-stuff.'

Usually it is safer for a prisoner to abandon

his rights altogether in that respect.

But that should not be in a case like Harry's.

The question of counsel was vital in his case.

I make no definite charges against Philpott
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and Burnett. All I say is that it was unfor-

tunate that the two men most instrumental in

bringing Harry to trial should have been the

only two men with whom he had ever had any
bitterness during his whole military career.

It was specially unfortunate that Burnett

should be the first and principal accuser,

when you remembered that almost the last

time Harry had seen Burnett he had shown

courage where Burnett had shown cowardice,

and thus humiliated him. This case could

have been passed over ; hundreds such have

been passed over, and on their merits, from

any human standpoint, rightly. Why was

this one dragged up and sent stinking to the

mandarins ? Well, one possible answer was
' Look at the history of these three men.'

And in the light of that history I say that

Philpott and Burnett should have been ruth-

lessly cross-examined by a really able man,
till the very heart of them both lay bare.

Whether the issue would have been different

I don't know, but at least there would have

been some justice on both sides. And it may
even be that a trained lawyer could not only
have got at the heart of the matter, but also

prevailed upon the Court not to be prejudiced
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against him by his getting at it. For that

brings you back to the real trouble. I could

have done it myself and gladly ;
if any one

knew anything about these men, I did. But

if I, acting for Harry, had really cross-

examined Burnett, asked him suddenly what

he was doing in that dug-out, and when he

hesitated, suggested that he too was shelter-

ing, and quite rightly, because the fire was so

heavy ;
or if I brought out the history of that

night at Gallipoli, and suggested that the

animosity between the two men might both

explain Harry's conduct in the dug-out, and

account for Burnett having made the charge

in the first place, thus throwing some doubt

on the value of his evidence all that would

have been
'

cleverness.' And if I had sug-

gested that Philpott himself, my C.O., might
have some slight spite against the accused,

or asked him why he had applied for a

Court-Martial on this case after hushing up
so many worse ones, I think the Court would

have become apoplectic with horror at the

sacrilege.

Then again it had been fixed that Travers

should be Prisoner's Friend
;
he knew more

about the Papers and the Summary of Evi-
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dence, and so on, than any one (though as the

papers had only been sent down the morning

before, he did not know a great deal). So we
left it at that. Travers was a young law

student in private life, but constitutionally

timid of authority, and he made no great

show, in spite of the efforts of the Deputy
Judge Advocate, a person supposed to assist

everybody. But, as I have said, perhaps it

was as well.

For what they thought of as the
'

hard facts

of the case
'

were all that mattered to the

Court, and as related by Philpott and Burnett

and Peters, they were pretty damning. That

bit about the
'

running
'

was fatal. It made
a great impression. Both the Prosecutor and

two of the Court asked Burnett,
'

Are you sure

he was running ?
'

If he had only been walk-

ing away from the enemy it would have made
so much difference !

Travers did ask Burnett why was he in the

dug-out entrance ; and it showed you what

a mockery any kind of cross-examination

would have been. In the absence of short-

hand writers every question and almost every
answer was written down, word for word, by
the Deputy Judge Advocate. After a ques-
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tion was put there was a lengthy pause while

the officer wrote ;
then there was some un-

certainty and some questions about the exact

form of the question. Had Travers said,
'

Why were you in the dug-out ?
'

or
'

Why
did you go to the dug-out ?

'

Finally, all

being satisfactorily settled and written down,

the witness was allowed to answer. But by
then the shiftiest witness had had time to in-

vent a dozen suitable answers. No liar could

possibly be caught out no deceiver ever be

detected under this system. That was
'

being fair to the witness.'

Burnett answered, of course, that he had

gone there to inquire if the working-party
had been seen.

To do Burnett justice, he did not seem at

all happy at having to tell his tale again. If

his original report had really been made under

a sudden impulse of spite and revenge (and,

however that may be, he could certainly have

made a very different report), I think perhaps
he had not realized how far the matter would

go had not imagined that it would come to

a Court-Martial, and now regretted it. But it

was too late. He could not eat his words.

And that was the devil of it. Burnett might
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have made a different report ; Philpott could

have '

arranged things
'

with the Brigade

could have had Harry sent to the Base on the

ground of his record and medical condition,

and not have applied for a Court-Martial.

But once those
' hard facts

' came before the

Court, to be examined under that procedure,

simply as
' hard facts

'

an officer ordered up
with a party and important stores

;
some of

the party scattered
;

officer seen running,

running, mind you in the wrong direction ;

officer
' shaken

'

on the evidence of his men,

and refusing to obey an order it was too late

to wonder whether the case should ever have

come there. That was Philpott's business.

He did not seem disturbed. He even men-

tioned casually that
'

there had been a

similar incident with this officer once before,

when his conduct with a working-party by no

means satisfied me.' Quite apart from the

monstrous misrepresentation of the thing, the

statement was wholly inadmissible at that

stage, and the President stopped him. But

that also was too late. It had sunk in. ...
And so the evidence went slowly on, un-

shaken not that it was all unshakable ; no

one tried to shake it.

p



226 THE SECRET BATTLE

After Philpott came Peters, the N.C.O., a

good fellow.

He told the Court what Harry had said

about
'

going back to wait a bit/ instead of

going straight on when the party collected

again.

They asked him,
' Was there any reason

why the party should not have gone on

then ?
'

'

Well, sir/ he said,
'

the shelling was bad,

and we should have had some casualties, but

I daresay we should have got through. I 've

seen as bad before/

Then there was one of the men who had

been with Harry, a good fellow, who hated

being there. He told the story of the move-

.ments of the party with the usual broken

irrelevances, but by his too obvious wish to

help Harry did him no good. When asked
'

in what condition
'

the officer was, he said,
'

Well, sir, he seemed to have lost his nerve,

like ... we all of us had as far as that goes,

the shelling was that 'eavy.' But that was

no defence for Harry.

Harry could either
' make a statement

'

not

on oath, or give evidence on oath and be cross-

examined. He chose the latter related
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simply the movements of the party and

himself, and did not deny any of the

facts of which evidence had already been

given.
' When you had collected the party under

the bank by this corner you speak of/ said

the President,
'

why did you not then proceed

with the party ?
'

'

I thought the shelling was too heavy, sir,

just then ;
I thought it would be better to go

back and wait a bit where there was more

cover till the shelling got less. . . .'

' But Sergeant Peters says the party would

probably have got through ?
'

i
'

Yes, sir.'

'

In view of the orders you had received,

wouldn't it have been better to go straight

on?'
'

I don't know, sir perhaps it would.'
' Then why didn't you do that ?

'

' At the time, sir, I thought it best to go
back and wait.'

' And that was what you were doing when

you were seen er, running to the dug-
out ?'

'

Yes, sir.'

Well, the Court did not believe it, and I
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cannot blame them. For I knew that Harry
was not being perfectly ingenuous. I knew
that he could not have gone on. ...
Yet it was a reasonable story. And if the

Court had been able to imagine themselves in

Harry's condition of mind and body, crouch-

ing in the wet dark under that bank, faint with

weariness and fear, shaken with those blinding,

tearing concussions, not knowing what they
should do, or what they could do, perhaps

they would have said in their hearts,
'

I will

believe that story.' But they could not

imagine it. For they were naturally stout-

hearted men, and they had not seen too much
war. They were not young enough.

And, indeed, it was not their business to

imagine that. . . .

Another of the Court asked :

'

Is it true to

say, as Private Mallins said, that you had

ah lost your nerve ?
'

'

Well, sir, I had the wind-up -pretty badly ;

one usually does at that corner and I Ve had

too much of it.'

'

I see/

I wondered if he did see if he had ever

had '

too much of it/

Harry said nothing about Burnett
; nothing



THE SECRET BATTLE 229

about Philpott ; probably it would have done

no good. And as he told me afterwards,
' The real charge was that I 'd lost my nerve

and so I had. And I don't want to wangle
out of it like that.'

That was the end of it. They were kind

enough, those grey men ; they did not like

the job, and they wanted only to do their

duty. But they conceived that their duty
was '

laid down in The Book/ to look at the
'

hard facts,' and no further. And the
' hard

facts
'

were very hard. . . .

The Court was closed while they considered

their verdict
;

it was closed for forty minutes,

and when it reopened they asked for evidence

of character. And that meant that the ver-

dict was '

Guilty.' On the only facts they had

succeeded in discovering it could hardly have

been anything else.

The Adjutant put in formal evidence of

Harry's service, age, record, and so on ; and

I was allowed to give evidence of character.

I told them simply the sort of fighting

record he had, about Gallipoli, and the

scouting, and the job he had refused in

England.
I am glad to believe that I did him a
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little good; for that evening it got about

somehow that he was recommended to

mercy.
And perhaps they remembered that he was

twenty-three.



XIII

THAT
evening I sat in C Company mess

for an hour and talked with them

about the trial. They were very sad

and upset at this thing happening in the

regiment, but they were reasonable and

generous, not like those D Company pups,

Wallace and the other. For they were older

men, and had nearly all been out a long time.

Only one of them annoyed me, a fellow in the

thirties, making a good income in the City,

who had only joined up just before he had to

under the Derby scheme, and had been out

a month. This fellow was very strong on
'

the honour of the regiment
'

;
and seemed

to think it desirable for that
' honour

'

that

Harry should be shot. Though how the

honour of the regiment would be thereby

advanced, or what right he had to speak for

it, I could not discover.

But the others were sensible, balanced men,

and as perplexed and troubled as I. I had
231
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been thinking over a thing that Harry had

said in his talk with me '

If I did have the

wind-up I 've never had cold feet/ It is a

pity one cannot avoid these horrible terms,

but one cannot. I take it thut
'

wind-up
'

whatever the origin of that extraordinary ex-

pression may be signifies simply
'

fear.'

'

Cold feet
'

also signifies fear, but, as I under-

stand it, has an added implication in it of base

yielding to that fear. I told them about this

distinction of Harry's, and asked them what

they thought.
' That 's it,' said Smith,

'

that 's just the

damned shame of the whole thing. There are

lots of men who are simply terrified the whole

time they Ye out, but just go on sticking it

by sheer guts will-power, or whatever you
like that 's having the wind-up, and you
can't prevent it. It just depends how you 're

made. I suppose there really are some people

who don't feel fear at all that fellow Drake,

for example though I 'm not sure that there

are many. Anyhow, if there are any they
don't deserve much credit though they do

get the V.C.'s. Then there are the people

who feel fear like the rest of us and don't make

any effort to resist it, don't join up or come
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out, and when they have to, go back after

three months with a blighty one, and get a

job, and stay there
'

1 And when they are here wangle out of all

the dirty jobs,' put in Foster.
'

Well, they 're the people with " cold feet
"

if you like,' Smith went on, 'and as you say,

Penrose has never been like that. Fellows

like him keep on coming out time after time,

getting worse wind-up every time, but simply

kicking themselves out until they come out

once too often, and stop one, or break up

suddenly like Penrose, and
'

' And the question is ought any man like

that to be shot ?
'

asked Foster.
'

Ought any one who volunteers to fight for

his country be shot ?
'

said another.
' Damn it, yes,' said Constable ;

he was a

square, hard-looking old boy, a promoted

N.C.O., and a very useful officer.
' You must

have some sort of standard or where would

the army be ?
'

'

I don't know,' said Foster,
'

look at the

Australians they don't have a death-penalty,

and I reckon they 're as good as us.'

'

Yes, my son, perhaps that 's the reason
'

this was old Constable again
'

the average
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Australian is naturally a sight stouter-hearted

than the average Englishman they don't

need it.'

' Then why the hell do they punish English-

men worse than Australians, if they can't even

be expected to do so well ?
'

retorted Foster ;

but this piece of dialectics was lost on

Constable.
'

Anyhow, I don't see that it need be such

an absolute standard,' Smith began again,

thoughtfully ; he was a thoughtful young
fellow.

'

They don't expect everybody to

have equally strong arms or equally good
brains

;
and if a chap's legs or arms aren't

strong enough for him to go on living in the

trenches they take him out of it (if he 's

lucky). But every man's expected to have

equally strong nerves in all circumstances,

and to go on having them till he goes under ;

and when he goes under they don't consider

how far his nerves, or guts, or whatever you
call it, were as good as other people's. Even

if he had nerves like a chicken to begin with

he 's expected to behave as a man with nerves

like a lion or a Drake would do. . . .'

' A man with nerves like a chicken is a

damned fool to go into the infantry at all/
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put in Williams
'

the honour of the regiment
'

person.
'

Yes, but he may have had a will-power

like a lion, and simply made himself do it.'

' You 'd be all right, Smith/ somebody sc.id,
'

if you didn't use such long words
;
what the

hell do you mean by an absolute standard ?
'

'

Sorry, George, I forgot you were so ignor-

ant. What I mean is this. Take a case like

Penrose's : All they ask is, was he seen run-

ning the wrong way, or not going the right

way ? If the answer is Yes the punishment
is death, et cetera, et cetera. To begin with, as

I said, they don't consider whether he was

capable physically or mentally I don't know
which it is of doing the right thing. And
then there are lots of other things which we

know make one man more "
windy

"
than

another, or windier to-day than he was yes-

terday things like being a married man, or

having boils, or a bad cold, or being just

physically weak, so that you get so exhausted

you haven't got any strength left to resist

your fears (I Ve had that feeling myself)

none of those things are considered at all at

a court-martial and I think they ought
to be.'
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No/ said Foster,
*

they ought to be con-

sidered before they decide to have a court-

martial at all. A case like Penrose's never

ought to have got so far.'

' You 're right I don't know why the devil

it did/
'

After all/ said Williams,
'

you Ve got to

consider the name of the regiment. What
would happen

'

But I could not stand any more of that.
'

I think Smith 's on the right line/ I said,
'

though I don't know if it would ever be

workable. There are, of course, lots of

fellows who feel things far more than most of

us, sensitive, imaginative fellows, like poor
Penrose and it must be hell for them. Of

course there are some men like that with

enormously strong wills who manage to stick

it out as well as anybody, and do awfully well

I should think young Aston, for instance

and those I call the really brave men. Any-
how, if a man like that really does stick it as

long as he can, I think something ought to be

done for him, though I 'm damned if I know
what. He oughtn't . . /

' He oughtn't to be allowed to go on too

long that 's what it comes to/ said Smith.
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Well, what do you want/ Foster asked,
'

a kind of periodical Wind-up Examination ?
'

' That 's the kind of thing, I suppose. It

is a medical question, really. Only the

doctors don't seem to recognize or else they
aren't allowed to any stage between absolute

shell-shock, with your legs flying in all direc-

tions, and just ordinary skrim-shanking.'
' But damn it, man,' Constable exploded,

'

look at the skrim-shanking you '11 get if

you have that sort of thing. You 'd have all

the mothers' darlings in the kingdom saying

they 'd had enough when they got to the

Base.'
'

Perhaps no, I think that 's silly. I don't

know what it is that gives you bad wind-up
after a long time out here, nerves or imagina-

tion or emotion or what, but it seems to me
the doctors ought to be able to test when a

man 's really had enough ; just as they tell

whether a man's knee or a man's heart are

really bad or not. You 'd have to take his

record into account, of course. . . .'

' And you 'd have to make it a compulsory

test,' said Smith,
'

because nowadays no one 's

going to go into a Board and say,
" Look here,

doctor, I Ve been out so long and I can't
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stand any more." They 'd send you out in

the next draft !

'

'

Compulsory both ways/ added Foster :

' when they 'd decided he 'd done enough, and

wasn't safe any longer, he oughtn't to be

allowed to do any more because he 's dan-

gerous to himself and everybody else.'
x

' As a matter of fact/ said Williams,
'

that 's

what usually does happen, doesn't it ? When
a chap gets down and out like that after

a decent spell of it, he usually gets a job at

home instructor at the Depot, or something.'
'

Yes, and then you get a fellow with the

devil of a conscience like Penrose and you
have a nasty mess like this/

' And what about the men ?
'

asked Con-

stable.
' Are you going to have the same

thing for them ?
'

'

Certainly only, thank God, there are

not so many of them who need it. All that

chat you read about the
"
wonderful fatalism

"

of the British soldier is so much bunkum. It

simply means that most of them are not cursed

1 It is only fair to say that, long after the supposed date

of this conversation, a system of sending 'war-weary'
soldiers home for six months at a time was instituted,

though I doubt if Foster would have been satisfied with

that.
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with an imagination, and so don't worry about

what 's coming.'
' That 's true ; you don't see many fatalists

in the middle of a big strafe.'

' Of course there are lots of them who are

made like Penrose, and with a record like his,

something
'

' And it 's damned lucky for the British

Army there are not more of them,' put in

Constable.
'

Certainly, but it 's damned unlucky for

them to be in the British Army in the in-

fantry, anyhow.'
' And what does that matter ?

'

'

Oh, well, you can take that line if you like

but it 's a bit Prussian, isn't it ?
'

'

Prussia 's winning this dirty war, anyhow,
at present.'

So the talk rambled on, and we got no

further, only most of us were in troubled agree-

ment that something perhaps many things

were wrong about the System, if this young
volunteer, after long fighting and suffering,

was indeed to be shot like a traitor in the cold

dawn.

Nine times out of ten, as Williams had said,

we knew that it would not have happened,
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simply because nine men out of ten surrender

in time. But ought the tenth case to be even

remotely possible ? That was our doubt.

What exactly was wrong we could not pre-

tend to say. It was not our business. But
if this was the best the old men could do, we
felt that we could help them a little. I give

you this scrap of conversation only to show

the kind of feeling there was in the regiment
because that is the surest test of the right-

ness of these things.

They were still at it when I left. And as I

went out wearily into the cold drizzle I heard

Foster summing up his views with :

'

Well,

the whole thing 's damned awful. They Ve
recommended him to mercy, haven't they ?

and I hope to God he gets it.'

ii

But he got no mercy. The sentence was

confirmed by the higher authorities.

I cannot pretend to know what happened,
but from some experience of the military

hierarchy I can imagine. I can see those

papers, wrapped up in the blue form, with all

the right information beautifully inscribed in

the right spaces, very neat and precise, care-
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fully sealed in the long envelopes, and sent

wandering up through the rarefied atmosphere
of the Higher Formations. Very early they

halt, at the Brigadier, or perhaps the Divi-

sional General, some one who thinks of him-

self as a man of
'

blood and iron.' He looks

upon the papers. He reads the evidence

very carefully. At the end he sees
' Recom-

mended to Mercy/
'

All very well, but we

must make an example sometimes. Where 's

that confidential memo, we had the other

day ? That 's it, yes.
"
Officer who fails in

his duty must be treated with the same

severity as would be awarded to private in

the same circumstances." Quite right too.

Shan't approve recommendation to mercy.

Just write on it,
"
See no reason why sentence

should not be carried out," and I '11 sign it.'

Or, more simply perhaps :

'

Mercy ! mercy
be damned ! must make an example. I won't

have any cold feet in my Command.' And so

the blue form goes climbing on, burdened now
with that fatal endorsement, labouring over

ridge after ridge, and on each successive height

the atmosphere becomes more rarefied

(though the population is more numerous).
And at long last it comes. to some Olympian

Q
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peak I know not where beyond which it

may not go, where the air is so chill and the

population so dense, that it is almost im-

possible to breathe. Yet here, I make no

doubt, they look at the Blue Form very care-

fully and gravely, as becomes the High Gods.

But in the end they shake their heads, a little

sadly, maybe, and say,
'

Ah, General B
does not approve recommendation to mercy.
He 's the man on the spot, .he ought to know.

Must support him. Sentence confirmed.'

Then the Blue Form climbs sadly down to

the depths again, to the low regions where

men feel fear. ....

The thing was done seven mornings later, in

a little orchard behind the Casquettes' farm.

The Padre told me he stood up to them very

bravely and quietly. Only he whispered to

him,
'

For God's sake make them be quick.'

That is the worst torment of the soldier from

beginning to end the waiting. . . .

ni

After three months I had some leave and

visited Mrs. Harry. I had to. But I shall

not distress you with arraccount of that inter-



THE SECRET BATTLE 243

view. I will not even pretend that she was
'

brave.' How could she be ? Only, when
I had explained things to her, as Harry had

asked, she said :

'

Somehow, that does make
it easier for me and I only wish I wish you
could tell everybody what you have told me/
And again I say, that is all I have tried to

do. This book is not an attack on any person,

on the death penalty, or on anything else,

though if it makes people think about these

things, so much the better. I think I believe

in the death penalty I don't know. But I

did not believe in Harry being shot.

That is the gist of it
;
that my friend Harry

was shot for cowardice and he was one of

the bravest men I ever knew.
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Lock (Walter). ST. PAUL, THE
MASTER BUILDER. Third Edition.

Cr. Zvo. $s. net.

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Lodge (Sir Oliver). MAN AND THE
UNIVERSE : A STUDY OK THE INFLUENCE
OF THE ADVANCE IN SCIENTIFIC KNOW-
LEDGE UPON OUR UNDERSTANDING OF
CHRISTIANITY. Ninth Edition. CrownZvo.

js. 6d. net.

THE SURVIVAL OF MAN : A STUDY IN

UNRECOGNISED HUMAN FACULTY. Seventh

Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

MODERN PROBLEMS. Cr. Zvo. 7*. 6d.

net.

RAYMOND ; OR, LIFE AND DEATH. Illus-

trated. Ninth Edition. Denty Zvo. 15*.

net.

THE WAR AND AFTER : SHORT CHAP-
TERS ON SUBJECTS OF SERIOUS PRACTICAL
IMPORT FOR THE AVERAGE CITIZEN IN A.D.

1915 ONWARDS. Eighth Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. js. gd. net.

Loreburn (Earl). CAPTURE AT SEA.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d. net.

Lorlmer (George Horace). LETTERS
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT
TO HIS SON. Illustrated. Twenty-
fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Lorlmer (Horma). BY THE WATERS
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Lucas (E. Y.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES
LAMB. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Dewy
Zvo. IDS. 6d. net.

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Illus-

trated. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 8s. 6d.

net.

A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illus-

trated. Eighteenth Edition, Revised. Cr.
Zvo. Zs. 6d. nee.

LONDON REVISITED. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. Zs. 6d. net.

A WANDERER IN PARIS. Illustrated.

Thirteenth kilition. Cr. Zvo. Zs. 6fi. net.

Also Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

A WANDERER IN FLORENCE. Illus-

trated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. Zs. 6d.

net.

A WANDERER IN VENICE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. Zs. 6d. net.

THE OPEN ROAD : A LITTLE BOOK FOR
WAYFARERS. Twenty'-seventh Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net. India Paper, js. ftd.

net.

Also Illustrated. Cr. ^o. 151. net.

THE FRIENDLY TO\VN : A LITTLE BOOK
FOR THB URBANE. Ninth Edition. Fcap.
%va. 6s. net.

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Ninth
Edition. Fcap, Zvo. 6s. net.

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Eighth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

THE GENTLEST ART: A CHOICE OF
LETTERS BY ENTERTAINING HANDS.
Tenth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

THE SECOND POST. Fifth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

HER INFINITE VARIETY : A FEMININB
PORTRAIT GALLERY. Eighth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

GOOD COMPANY: A RALLY OP MEN.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

ONE DAY AND ANOTHER. Seventh
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

OLD LAMPS FOR NEW. Sixth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

LOITERER'S HARVEST. Third Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

CLOUD AND SILVER. Third Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

LISTENER'S LURE : AN OBLIQUE NARRA-
TION. Twelfth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

OVER BEMERTON'S: AN EASY-GOING
CHRONICLE. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. 6s. net.

MR. INGLESIDE. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

LONDON LAVENDER. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

LANDMARKS. Fifth Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

6s. net.

THE BRITISH SCHOOL : AN ANECDOTAL
GUIDE TO THE BRITISH PAINTERS AND
PAINTINGS IN THE NATIONAL GALLERY.
Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

A BOSWELL OF BAGHDAD, AND
OTHER ESSAYS. Third Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. 6s. net.

'TWIXT EAGLE AND DOVE. Fcap. Zvo.
6s. net.
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Lydekker (R.). THE OX AND ITS
KINDRED. Illustrated. Cr. 8r. 7.?. 6d.

net.

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F.

C. MONTAGUE. Three Volumes. Cr. Bvo.

iZs.net

BSacdonald (J. R. M.). A HISTORY OF
FRANCE. Three Volumes. Cr. Bvo.

Each tos. 6d. nit.

(William). AN INTRODUC-
TION TO SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY.
Twelfth Edition. Cr. 8vo. js. M. net.

BODY AND MIND: A HISTORY AND A
DEFENCE OF ANIMISM. Fourth Edition.

Demy tea. ias. M. net.

Maeterlinck (Maurice). THE BLUE
BIRD: A FAIRY PLAY IN Six ACTS.
Translated by ALEXANDER TEIXEIRA DK
MATTOS. Fcap. &PO. 6s. net. An Edition,
illustrated in colour by F. CAYLEY RODIN-
SON, is also published. Cr. 4(0. i is.

net. Also Fcap. 6w>. it. yd. net. Of the
above book Thirty-nine Editions in all have
been issued.

MARY MAGDALENE: A PLAY IN THREE
ACTS. Translated by ALEXANDER TEIXEIRA
DK MATTOS. Third Edition. Fcap. te>0.

5*. net. Also Fcap. Zvo. is. gd. net.

DEATH. Translated by ALEXANDER TEIX-
EIRA DE MATTOS. Fourth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. $s. 6d. net.

OUR ETERNITY. Translated by ALEX-
ANDER TEIXEIRA DK MATTOS. Second
Edition. Fcap. 8zv. 6s. net.

THE UNKNOWN GUEST. Translated

by ALEXANDER TEIXEIRA DE MATTOS.
Third Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

POEMS. Done into English Verse by
BERNARD MIALL. Second Edition. Cr.
or>o. 5J. net.

THE WRACK OF THE STORM. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6t. net.

THE MIRACLE OF ST. ANTHONY: A
PLAY IN ONE ACT. Translated by ALEX-
ANDER TFIXEIRA DE MATTOS. Fcap. Bra.

3S. 6d. net.

THE BURGOMASTER OF STILE-
MONDE : A PLAY IN THREE ACTS.
Translated by ALEXANDER TEIXEIKA DE
MATTOS. Fcap. tea. $s. net.

Mahaffy (J. P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT
UNDER THE PTOLEMAIC DYNASTY.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8w. QJ.

net.

Maitland (F. V/.). ROMAN CANON LAW
IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
Royal &vo. los. (id. net.

Harett (R. R.). THE THRESHOLD OF
RELIGION. Third Edition. Cr. too.

js. 6d. net,

Marriott (J. A. R.). ENGLAND SINCE
WATERLOO. With Maps. Second
Edition, Revised. Demy Zvo. iaj. 6d. net.

Mase.'ield (John). A SAILOR'S GAR-
LAND. Selected and Edited. Second
Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Masterman (C. P. 0.). TENNYSON
ASA RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Second
Edition. Cr. 8tw. 7*. 6d. net.

Medley (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUSTRA-
TIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU-
TIONAL HISTORY. Cr. Svo. its. 6d.

net.

Miles (Eustace). LIFE AFTER LIFE;
OR, THE THEORY OK RBINCABNATION.
Cr. &vo. 35. 6d. net.

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION:
How TO ACQUIRE IT. Fifth Edition.
Cr. tvf. 6s. net.

PREVENTION AND CURE.
Edition. Crovm Svo. 5.1. net.

Second

Miles (Bra. Eustace). HEALTH WITH-
OUT MEAT. Sixth Edition. Fcap. Svo.
is. 6d. net.

MillatB (J. 0.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLAIS. Illustrated. Third Edition.

Demy Boo. its. 6d. net.

Kline (J. 0.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. gs. net.

Money (Sir Leo Chiozza). RICHES AND
POVERTY, 1910. Eleventh Edition.

Demy 800. 5*. net.

Montague (C. E.). DRAMATIC VALUES.
Second Edition, Fcap. &vf. $s. net.

Noyes (Alfred). A SALUTE FROM THE
FLEET, AND OTHER POEMS. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. ?s. 6d. net.

RADA : A BELGIAN CHRISTMAS EVE. Illus-

trated. Fcap. Ztv. s.r. net.

Oman (C. W.C.). A HISTORY OF THE
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE
AGES. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 15*. net.

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN
CONQUEST. With Maps. Third Edi-

tion, Revised. Dstny Rvo. iw. 6d. net.
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Oxanham (John). BEES IN AMBER: A
LITTLE BOOK OF THOUGHTFUL VERSE.
2S/ Thousand. Small Pott Zi-j. Paper

is. yi. net ; Cloth Boards, as. net ; Leather

Yapp, y. 6d. net.

Also Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. 3*. 6d. net.

ALL'S WELL: A COLLECTION o? WAR
POEMS. ijstb Thousand. Small Pott
%vo. Paper, is. yl. net; Cloth Boards,
xs. net; Leather Yapp, y. 6d. n:t.

Also Illustrated. Fcap. &vo. 31. 6d. net.

THE KING'S HIGH WAY. izothThousand.
Small Pottlvo. is. ^d. net; Cloth Boards,
2J. net \ Leather Yapp, y. 6d. net.

THE VISION SPLENDID. icorA Thou-
sand. Small fott %vo. Paper, it. yi. net ;

Cloth Boards, ts. net; Leather Yapp,
y. 6d. net.

THE FIERY CROSS. Zoth Thousand.
Small Pott %vo. Paper, is. 3^. net ; Cloth

Boards, zs. net; Leather Yapp, y. 6ti. net.

HIGH ALTARS : THE RECORD or A VISIT

TO THE BATTLEFIELDS OF FRANCE AND
FLANDERS. i,oth Thousand. Small Pott
Svo. is. yi. net ; Cloth Boards, zs. net.

Oxford (M. H.). A HANDBOOK OF
NURSING. Seventh Edition, Revised.

Cr. &vo. ss. net.

Pahes (W. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second and
Cheaper Edition. Revised by A. T.
NANKIVELL. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Petric (W. H. Flinders.) A HISTORY
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Six Volumes.
Cr. Zoo. Each gs. net.

VOL. I. FROM THE IST TO THE XVlTH
DYNASTY. Eighth Edition.

VOL. II. THE XVIlTH AND XVIIlTH
DYNASTIES. Sixth Edition.

VOL. III. XIXTH TO XXXTH DYNASTIES.
Second Edition.

VOL. IV. EGYPT UNDER THE PTOLEMAIC
DYNASTY. J. P. MAHAFFY. SecondEdition.

VOL. V. EGYPT UNDER ROMAN RULB. J. G.
MILNK. Second Edition.

VOL. VI. EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES.
STANLEY LANE POOLE. Second Edition,

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr.Zvc.

5*. net.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. 8e0.

y. net.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the

Papyri. First Series, ivth to xiitk Dynasty.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. too.

5*. net.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the

Papyri. Second Series, xvnith to xixth

Dynasty. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. &vo. $J. net.

Pollard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in

the Bibliography of Shakespeare's Plays,
1594-1685. Illustrated. Folio. i is. net.

Porter (G. R.). THE PROGRESS OF
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited
by F. W. HIRST. Demy Zvo. i is. net.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF
AN ORATOR. Cr. &vo. dr. net.

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND
FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD
TOYNBEE. Ninth Edition. Cr. &vt>.

Ss. net.

Rawlings (Gertrude B.). COINS AND
HOW TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated.
Third Edition. Cr. &vo. js. 6d. net.

Regan (C. Tata). THE FRESHWATER
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Reid (0. Archdall). THE LAWS OF
HEREDITY. Second Edition. DemyKvo.

i is. net.

Robertson (C. Grant). SELECT STAT-
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS,
1660-1832. Second Edition, Revised and
Enlarged. Demy Zvo. i$s. net.

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER-
IANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. Demy
Szro. I2S. 6a, net.

Rolle (Richard). THE FIRE OF LOVE
AND THE MENDING OF LIFE.
Edited by FRANCES M. COMPER. Cr. Zvo.
6s. net.

Ryley (A. Beresford). OLD PASTE.
Illustrated. Royal Sva. 2 zs. net.

Sakl' (H. H. Munro). REGINALD.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. &vo. 3.1. 6d. net.

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap. Sva.

31. 6d. net.

Bchidrowltz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus-
trated. Second Edition. Demy Svo. i$s.
net.

SelottS (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Sixteenth Edi-
tion. Fcap. 8z>i>. 31. 6d. net.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Fcap. Svo.

3s. 6J. net.

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr. 5oo. 6t.

net.
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Siiak*8-ji>are (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1613; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each 4 +s. net, or a. complete set,

,12 ixs. net.

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes

by GEORGE WYNDHAM. Demy too. Buck-

rant, izs, 6d. net.

Shelley (Percy Bysshe). POEMS. With
an Introduction by A. CLUTTON-BROCK and
notes by C. D. LOCOCK. Two Volumes.

Demy &vo. 1 is. net.

Siaden (Douglas). SICILY: THE NEW
WINTER RBSOKT. An Encyclopaedia of

Sicily. With 234 Illustrations, a Mapj and
a Table of the Railway System of Sicily.

Second Edition^ Revised. Cr. 600. js. (id.

net.

Slesser (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM.
Cr. 8w. 3s. 6d. net.

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited by EDWIN CANNAN.
Two Volumes. Demy 8w. \ 53. net.

Bmith (G. F. Herbert). GEM-STONES
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC-
TERS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
8w. 7*. 6d. net.

Stancliffe. GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8io. 2*. net.

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited

by Sir SIDNEY COLVIN. A New Re-

arranged Edition infour volumes. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. &vo. Each 6*. net. Leather,
each js. 6d. net.

Sartees (R. 8.). HANDLEY CROSS.
Illustrated. Eighth Edition. Fcap. too.

js. (u/. net.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Fcap. ivo.

js. fid, net.

ASK MAMMA ; OR. THE RICHEST
COMMONER IN ENGLAND. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Feat. &vo. js. 6d.

net.

JORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI-
TIES. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Fcap.
8vo. 6s. net.

MR. FACEY ROMFORD'S HOUNDS.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fcap. 6tv.

js. 6d. net.

HAWBUCK GRANGE ; OR, THE SPORT-
ING ADVENTURES OF THOMAS
SCOTT, ESQ. Illustrated. Fcap. 8rv.

Ls. net.

PLAIN OR RINGLETS J Illustrated.

Fcap. Svo. js. dd. net.

HILLINGDON HALL. With 12 Coloured
Plates by WILDRAKE, HBATH, and JELLI-
COE. Fcap. Zoo. js. 6d. net.

Suso (Henry). THE LIFE OF THE
BLESSED HENRY SUSO. By HIMSELF.
Translated by T. F. KNOX. With an Intro-
duction by DEAN INGE. Second Edition.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

Bwanton (K. W.). FUNGI AND HOW
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. &vo.

lot. b<i. net.

BRITISH PLANT GALLS,
loj. 6d. net.

Cr. 8ro.

Tabor (Margaret B.). THE SAINTS IN
ART. With their Attributes and Symbols
Alphabetically Arranged. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Fcap. 8w. $s. net.

Taylor (A. B.). ELEMENTS OF META-
PHYSICS. Fourth Edition. Demy Kvo.
12S. 6d. net.

Taylor (J. W.). THE COMING OF THE
SAINTS. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

net.

Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE-
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. 124. bd. net.

THeston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twenty-fifth
Edition. Medium i6mo. 34. 6d. net.

Toynbee (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI.
His LIFE AND WORKS. With 16 Illustra-

tions. Fourth and Enlarged Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s. net.

TreYelyan (G. M.). ENGLAND UNDER
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans.
Seventh Edition. Demy &va. us. 6d. net.

Trlggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING :

PAST, PRESENT, AND POSSIBLE. Illustra-

ted. Second Edition. Wide Royal Zvo.

io>. net.

Underbill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A
Study in the Nature and Development of

Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Seventh
Edition. Demy Zvo. 15*. net.

Vardon (Harry). HOW TO PLAY GOLF.
Illustrated. Eleventh Edition. Cr. 8tx.

5J. net.
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Yemen (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. MOORE.
Tvoo Volumes. Second Edition, Rewritten.
Cr. Zvo. 15*. net,

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by
the late DEAN CHURCH. Tive Volumes.
Third Edition, Revised. Cr. too. 15*. net.

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF
DANTE. With an Introduction by the

BISHOP OF RIPON. Tivo Volumes. Second

Edition, Revised. Cr. Svo. IJT. net.

Yieker* (Kenneth H.). ENGLAND IN
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With

Maps. Second Edition, Reviled. Demy
Zvo. tat. 6d. net.

Waddell (L. JL). LHASA AND ITS
MYSTERIES. With a Record of the Ex-

pedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Medium %vo. ias. 6d. net.

Wado (0. W. and J. H.). RAMBLES IN
SOMERSET. Illustrated. Cr. too. js. 6d.

net.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interpreta-

tions, embodying Wagner's own explana-
tions. By ALICE LEIGHTON CLSATHER
and BASIL CRUMP. Fco.p. text. Each 41.

net.

THE RING OK THE NIBELUNG.
Sixth Edition.

LOHENGRIN AND PARSIFAL,
Third Edition.

TRISTAN AND ISOLDE.
Second Edition,

TANNHAUSER AND THE MASTEKSINGBRS
OF NUREMBURG.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED. Little Homilies.
Third Edition. Sma.ll Pott Svo. y. 6d.

net.

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE.
A Second Series of Little Homilies. Small
PottZvo. 3*. 6d. net.

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Being
Selections for Morning and Evening Read-
ing. Cr. Svo. ?s. 6d. net.

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Second
edition. Small Pott Kvo. is. 6d. net.

VERSES. Second Edition, Enlarged. Fcap.
Svo. zs. net.

A LITTLE BOOK OF LIFE AND
DEATH. Nineteenth Edition. Small
Pott Svo. Cloth, it. fid. net; Velvet
Leather Yapo, 6t. ttef.

Waters(W. G.) ITALIAN SCULPTORS.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d. net.

Watt (PranclaX CANTERBURY PIL-
GRIMS AND THEIR WAYS. With a
Frontispiece in Colour and iz other Illustra-
tions. Dtmy Svo. IDS. 6d. net.

Weigall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TOTHE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER
EGYPT : FROM ABYDOS TO THE SUDAN
FRONTIER. Illustrated. Second Edition,
Cr. Ivc. tot. 6d. net.

V?ells (J.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
ROME. Sixteenth Edition. With 3 Maps.
Cr. Svo. 6t.

Wilde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR
WILDE. Thirteen Volumes. Feat. Svo
Each 6f. 6d. net.

\. LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME AND
THE PORTRAIT OF MR. W. H. H. THE
DUCHESS OF PADUA. in. POEMS, iv.
LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. v. A WOMAN
OF No IMPORTANCE, vi. AN IDEAL HUS-
BAND. YII. THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING
EARNEST. vm. A HOUSE OF POME-
GRANATES, ix. INTENTIONS, x. DE PRO-
KUNDIS AND PRISON LETTERS. XI. ESSAYS.
xii. SALOME, A FLORENTINE TRAGEDY.
and LA SAINTB COURTISANK. xiv,
SELECTED PROSE OF OSCAK WILDK.

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES. Illus-
trated. Cr. 4(0. au. net.

Wilding (Anthony F). ON THE COURTAND OFF. With 58 Illustrations. Stventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Wilson (Ernest H.). A NATURALIST INWESTERN CHINA. Illustrated. Second
Edition. 2 Vols. Demy Svo. 1 iof. net.

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP-MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. Illus-
trated. Fifth Edition. Demy Soa. int. 6d.
net.

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (18^7-
59). Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr.Zoo.
js. 6d. net.

Wood (Lieut. W. B.) and Edmonds (Ool.
J. B.X A HISTORY OF THE CIVILWAR IN THE UNITED STATES
(1861-65). With an Introduction by SPENSER
WILKINSON. With 24 Maps and Plans.
Third Edition. Demy Svo. 15*. net.

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS. With an
Introduction and Notes by NOWKLL C.
SMITH. Three Volumes. Dtmy Svo. i&.
net.

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH
VERSE. Third Edition. Cr. few. te.net.
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PART II. A SELECTION OF SERIES

Anoient Cities

General Editor, SIR B. C. A. WINDLB

Cr. 8vo. 6s. net each volume

With Illustrations by E. H. NEW, and other Artists

BRISTOL. Alfred Harvey.

CANTERBURY. J. C Cox.

CHESTER. Sir B. C. A. Windle.

DUBLIN. S. A. O. Fitzpatrick.

EDINBURGH. M. G. Williamson.

LINCOLN. E. Hansel Sympson.

SHREWSBURY. T. Auden.

WELLS and GLASTONBURY. T. S. Holmes.

The Antiquary's Books

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX

Demy 8vo. IDJ. 6d. net each volume

With Numerous Illustrations

ANCIENT PAINTED GLASS IN ENGLAND.
Philip Nelson.

ARCHEOLOGY AND FALSE ANTIQUITIES.
R. Munro.

BELLS OF ENGLAND, THE. Canon J. J.
Raven. Second Edition.

BRASSES or ENGLAND, THE. Herbert W.
Mackliii. Third Edition.

CASTLES AND WALLED TOWNS OF ENGLAND,
THE. A. Harvey.

CELTIC ART IN PAGAN AND CHRISTIAN
TIMES. J. Romilly Allen. Second Edition.

CHURCHWARDENS' ACCOUNTS, J. C. Cox.

DOMESDAY INQUEST, THB. Adolphus Ballard.

ENGLISH CHURCH FURNITURE. J. C. Cox
and A. Harvey. Stc9*d Edition.

ENGLISH COSTUME. From Prehistoric Times
to the End of the Eighteenth Century.
George Clinch.

ENGLISH MONASTIC LIFE. Cardinal Gasquet.
Fourth Edition.

ENGLISH SEALS. J. Harvey Bloom.

FOI.K-LORK AS AN HISTORICAL SCIENCE.
Sir G. L. Gomme.

GILDS AND COMPANIES OP LONDON, THE.
George Unwin.

HERMITS AND ANCHORITES or ENGLAND,
THE. Rotha Mary Clay.

MANOR AND MANORIAL RECORDS, THE.
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition.

MEDIAEVAL HOSPITALS OP ENGLAND, THE.
Rotha Mary Clay.

OLD ENGLISH INSTRUMENTS OF Music
F. W. Galpin. Second R&iiex.
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OLD ENGLISH LIBRARIES. Emest A. Savage.

OLD SERVICE BOOKS OF THE ENGLISH

CHURCH. Christopher Wordsworth, and

Henry Littlehales. Stcond Edition.

PARISH LIFE IN MEDIAEVAL ENGLAND.
Cardinal Gasquet. Fourth Edition.

PARISH REGISTERS OF ENGLAND, THE.

J. C. Cox.

REMAINS OF THE PREHISTORIC AGE IN
ENGLAND. Sir B. C. A. Windle. Second
Rdition.

ROMAN ERA IN BRITAIN, THE. J. Ward.

ROMANO-BKITISH BUILDINGS AND EARTH-
WORKS. J. Ward.

ROYAL FORESTS OF ENGLAND, THE. J. C.

Cox.

SCHOOLS OF MEDIEVAL ENGLAND, THE.
A. F. Leach. Second Edition.

SHRINES OF BRITISH SAINTS. J. C. Wall.

The Arden Shakespeare
General Editor R. H. CASE

Demy &vo, 6s. net each -volume

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction,
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. Third Edition,

As You LIKE IT.

CYMBELINE. Second Edition.

COMBDY OF ERRORS, THE.

HAMLET. Fourth Edition.

JULIUS CAESAR. Second Edition.

KING HENRY iv. PT. i.

KING HENRY v. Second Edition.

KING HENRY vi. PT. i.

KING HENRY vi. PT. n.

KING HENRY vi. PT. in

KING HENRY vm.
KING LEAR. Second Edition.

KING RICHARD H.

KINO RICHARD in. Second Edition.

LIFE AND DEATH OF KING JOHN, THE.

LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Second Edition.

MACBETH. Second Edition.

MEASURE FOR MEASURE.
MERCHANT OF VENICE, THE. Fourth Edition.

MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, THE.

MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM, A.

OTHELLO. Second Edition.

PERICLES.

ROMEO AND JULIET. Second Edition.

SONNETS AND A LOVER'S COMPLAINT.
TAMING OF THE SHRKW, THE.

TEMPEST, THE. Second Edition.

TIMON OF ATHENS.
TITUS ANDRONICUS.

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.
TWELFTH NIGHT. Third Edition.

Two GENTLEMEN OF VERONA, THE.
VENUS AND ADONIS.

WINTER'S TALE, THE.

Classics of Apt

Edited by DR. J. H. W. LAING

With numerous Illustrations, Wide Royal Svo

ART OF THE GREEKS, THE. H. B. Walters.

i$s. net.

ART OF THE ROMANS, THE. H. B. Walters.
i6.r. mi.

CHARDIN. H. E. A. Furst. 15.1. net.

DONATELLO. Maud Cruttwell. i6s. net.
FLORENTINE SCULPTORS OF THE RENAIS-
SANCE. Wilhelm Bode. Translated by
Jessie Haynes. 15.1. net.

GEORGE ROMNEY. Arthur B. Chamberlain.
15.1. net.
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Classics of Art -continued

GHIRLANDAIO. Gerald S. Davies. Stcond
Edition. 151. net.

LAWRKNCK. Sir Walter Armstrong, tss.net.

MICHELANGELO. Gerald S. Davies. is*.
net.

RAPHAEL. A. P. Opp&. 15*. net.

REMBRANDT'S ETCHINGS. A. M. Hind.
Two Volumes. 25-5-, net.

RUBENS. Edward Dillon. 301. net.

TINTORETTO. Evelyn March Phillipps. 16*.

net.

TITIAN. Charles Ricketts. ifc. net.

TURNER'S SKETCHES AND DRAWINGS. A. J.

Finberg. Second Edition, ly. net.

VELAZQUEZ. A. de Beruete. i$s. net.

The 'Complete* Series

Fully Illustrated, Demy %vo

COMPLKTB AMATEUR BOXER, THE. J. G.
Bohun Lynch. iof. ftd. net.

COMPLETE ASSOCIATION FOOTBALLER, THE.
B. S. Evers and C. E. Hughes-Davies.
IOT. 6d. net.

COMPLETE ATHLETIC TRAINER, THE. S. A.
Mussabini. lot. 6d. net.

COMPLETE BILLIARD PLAYER, THE. Charles
Roberts. iaj. M. net.

COMPLETE COOK, THB. Lilian Whitling.
ios.6d. net.

COMPLETE CRICKETER, THE. Albert E.
KNIGHT. Second Edition, tos. 6d. net.

COMPLETE FOXHUNTER, THE. Charles Rich-
ardson. Second Edition, i6s. net.

COMPLETE GOLFER, THE. Harry Vardon.

Fifteenth Edition, Revised. iaj. 6J. net.

COMPLETE HOCKEY-PLAYER, THK. Eustace
E. White. Second Edition, tot. 6d. net.

COMPLKTK HORSEMAN, THK. W. Scarth
Dixon. Second Edition. T2.t. 6d. net.

COMPLETE JUJITSUAM, THE. W. H. Garrud.
ins. 6d. net.

COMPLETE LAWN TKNKIS PLAYER, THE.
A. Wallis Myers. Fourth Edition. i2j. (xi.

net.

COMPLETE MOTORIST, THE. Filson Young
and W. G. Aston. Revised Edition.
tos. 6d. net.

COMPLETE MOUNTAINEER, THE. G. D.
Abraham. Second Edition. t(>s. net.

COMPLETE OARSMAN, THE. R. C. Lehmann.
iaf. id. net.

COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHER, THE. R. Child

Bayley. Fifth Edition, Revised, ixs. 6d.

net.

COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, ON THE NEW
ZEALAND SYSTEM, THE. D. Gallaher and
W. J. Stead. Second Edition. 12.1. 6d. net.

COMPLETE SHOT, THE. G. T. Teasdale-

Buckell. Third Edition. t6s. net.

COMPLETE SWIMMER, THE. F. Sachs, lot.

6d. net.

COMPLETE YACHTSMAN, THE. B. Heckstall-

Smith and E. <lu Bonlay. Second Edition,
Revised. i6j. net.

The Connoisseur's Library

With numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal Svo. 25*. net each volume

ENGLISH COLOURED BOOKS. Martin Hardie.

ENGLISH FURNITURE. F. S. Robinson.
Second Edition.

ETCHINGS. Sir F. Wedmore. Second Edition.

EUROPEAN ENAMELS. Henry H. Cunyng-
harae.

FINE BOOKS. A. W. Pollard.

GLASS. Edward Dillon.

GOLDSMITHS' AND SILVERSMITHS' WORK.
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition.

ILLUMINATED MANUSCRIPTS. J. A. Herbert.

Second Edition.

IVORIES. Alfred MaskeU.

JEWELLERY. H. Clifford Smith. Second
Edition.

MEZZOTINTS. CyrD Davenport.

MINIATURES. Dudley Heath.

PORCELAIN. Edward Dillon.

SEALS. Walter de Gray Birch.

WOOD SCULPTURE. Alfred MaskelL
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Handbooks of English Church History

Edited by J. H. BURN. Crown Svo. 5.r.
net each volume

REFORMATION PERIOD, THE. Henry Gee.FOUNDATIONS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, THE.

J. H. Maude.

SAXON CHURCH AND THE NORMAN CONQUEST,
THE. C. T. Cruttwell.

MEDI.SVAL CHURCH AND THE PAPACY, THE.
A. C. Jennings.

STRUGGLE WITH PURITANISM, THE. Bruct
Blaxland.

CHURCH OF ENGLAND IN THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY, THE. Alfred Plummer.

Handbooks of Theology

Demy 8zw

DOCTRINE OK THE INCARNATION, THE. R. L.

Ottley. Fifth Ediilon. 15.1-. net,

HISTORY OF EARLY CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE, A.

J. F. Bethune-Baker. 15*. net.

INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF RELIGION,
AN. F. B. Jevons. Seventh Edition, ns.fid.
net.

INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THS.

CREEDS, AN. A. E. Burn. iss. &/.

net.

PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND AND
AMERICA, THE. Alfred Caldecott. us. 6d.
net.

XXXIX ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH or EN-G-

LAND, THE. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson.
Ninth Edition. 15*. net.

Health Series

Fcap. 2>vo. 2s. 6d. net

BABY, THK. Arthur Sattnders.

CARE OF THE BODY, THE. F. Cavanagh.
CARE OK THE TEETH, THE. A. T. Pitts.

EYES OF OUR CHILDREN, THE. N. Bishop
Harman.

HEALTH FOR THE MIDDLE-AGED. Seymour
Taylor. Third Edition.

HEALTH OF A WOMAN, THE. R. Murray
Leslie.

HEALTH OF THE SKIN, THE. George Fernet.

Hovv TO LIVE LONG. J. Walter Carr.

PREVENTION OP THE COMMON COLD, THE.
O. K. Williamson.

STAYING THE PLAGUE. N. Bishop Harman.
THROAT AND EAR TROUBLES. Macleod

Yearsley. Third Edition.

TUBERCULOSIS. Clive Riviere.

HEALTH OF THE CHILD, THE. Second Edi
tion. O. Hilton, is. net.

The 'Home Life' Series

Illustrated. Demy Svo. Js. {><!. net to izs. 6d. net

HOME LIFE IN AMERICA. Katharine. G.

Busbey. Second Edition.

HOME LIFE IN CHINA. I. Taylor Headland.

HOME LIFE IN FRANCE. Miss Betham-
Edwards. Sixth Edition.

HOME LIFE IN GERMANY. Mrs. A. Sidgwick.
Third Edition.

HOME LIFE IN HOLLAND. D. S. Meldrum.
Second Edition.

HOME LIFE IN ITALY. Lina Duff Gordon.
Third Edition.

HOME LIFE IN NORWAY. H. K. Daniels.

Second Edition.

HOME LIFE IN RUSSIA. A. S. Rappopcrt.

HOME LIFE IN SPAIN. S. L. Bensusan.
Seconti Edition.

BALKAN HOME LIFE. Lucy M. J. Garnett.
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Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. With Portraits

Crown 8z>0. 3-r.
net each volume

CARDINAL NEWMAN. R. H. Hutton.

JOHN WESLEY. J. H. Overton.

BISHOP Wlt.BKRFORCB. G. W. Daniell.

CARDINAL MANNING. A. W. Hutton. Second
Edition.

CHARLES SIMEON. H. C. G. Moule.

JOHN KNOX. F. MacCunn. Second Edition.

JOHN HOWE. R. F. Horton.

THOMAS KEN. F. A. Clarke.

GEORGE Fox, THE QUAKER. T. Hodgkin.
Third Edition.

JOHNKEBLE. Walter Lock. Seventh Edition.

THOMAS CHALMERS. Mrs. Oiiphant. Second
Edition.

LANCELOT ANDREWES. R. L. Ottley. Second
Edition.

AUGUSTINB OF CANTERBURY. E. L. CuttS.

WILLIAM LAUD. W- H. Hutton. Fourth
Edition.

JOHN DONNE. Augustus Jessop.

THOMAS CRANMER. A. J. Mason.

LATIMF.;;. R. M. ac.d A. J. Carlyle.

BISHOP BUTLER. W. A. Spooncr.

The Library

With Introductions and

Small Pott 8vo, cloth, 3*. net;

y. 6d. net

CONFESSIONS OK ST. AUGUSTINE, THE.
Ninth Edition.

IMITATION OF CHRIST, THE. Eighth Edition.

CHRISTIAN YEAR, TUB. Fifth Edition.

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Third Edition.

TEMPLE, THE. Second Edition.
'

BOOK OF DEVOTIONS, A. Second Edition.

SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT AND HOLY
LIFE, A. Fifth Edition.

GUIDE TO ETERNITY, A.

INNER WAY, THE. Third Edition.

ON THE LOVE OF GOD.

PSALMS OF DAVID, THE.

LYRA APOSTOLICA.

SONG OF SONGS, THE.

THOUGHTS OF PASCAL, THE. Second Edition.

MANUAL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS
AND FATHERS, A.

DEVOTIONS FROM THE APOCRYPHA.

of Devotion

(where necessary) Notes

also some volumes in leather,

each vohtine

SPIRITUAL COMBAT, THE.

DEVOTIONS OF ST. ANSELM, THE.

BISHOP WILSON'S SACRA PRIVATA.

GRACE ABOUNDING TO THE CHIEF OF SIN-
NERS.

LYRA SACRA. A Book of Sacred Verse.
Second Edition.

DAY BOOK FROM THE SAINTS AND FATHERS,
A.

LITTLE BOOK OF HEAVENLY WISDOM, A. A
Selection from the English Mystics.

LIGHT, LIFE, and LOVE. A Selection from
the German Mystics.

INTRODUCTION TO THE DEVOUT LIFE, AN.

DEATH AND IMMORTALITY.

SPIRITUAL GUIDE, THE. Third Edition.

DEVOTIONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE WEEK
AND THE GREAT FESTIVALS.

PKECES PRIVATAE.

HOKAE MYSTICAE. A Day Book from the

Writings of Mystics of Many Nations.
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Little Books on Art

With many Illustrations. Demy i6io. 5*. net each volume

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,

including a Frontispiece in Photogravure

ALBRECHT DURF.R. L. J Allen.

ARTS OF JAPAN, THE. E. Dillon. Third
Edition.

BOOKPLATES. E. Ahnaclc.

BOTTICELLI. Mary L. Bonnor.

BURNE-JONES. F. de Lisle. Third Edition.

CELLINI. R. H. H. Cust.

CHRISTIAN SYMBOLISM. Mrs. H. Jenner.

CHRIST IN ART. Mrs. H. Jenner.

CLAUDE. E. Dillon.

CONSTABLE. H. W. Tompkins. Second
Edition.

COROT. A. Pollard and E. Birnstingl.

EARLY ENGLISH WATKR-COI.OUR. C. E.

Hughes.

ENAMELS. Mrs. N. Dawson. Second Edition.

FREDERIC LEIGHTON. A. Corkran.

GEORGE ROMNRY. G. Paston.

GREEK ART. H. B. Walters. Fifth Edition.

GREUZE AND BOUCHER. E. F. Pollard.

HOLBEIN. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

JEWELLERY. C. Davenport. Second Edition.

JOHN HOPPNER. H. P. K. Skipton.

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. J. Sime. Second
Edition.

MILLET. N. Peacock. Second Edition.

MINIATURES. C. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A.
Second Edition.

OUR LADY IN ART. Mrs. H. Jenner.

RAPHAEL. A. R. Dryhurst. Second Edition.

RODIN. Muriel Ciolkowska.

TURNER. F. Tyrrell-GilL

VANDYCK. M. G. Smallwood.

W. Wilberforce and A. R.

WATTS. R. E. D. Sketebley. Second Edition.

VELAZQUEZ.
Gilbert.

The Little Guides

With many Illustrations by E. H. NEW and other artists, and from photographs

Small Pott 8z>o. 45. net each volume

The main features of these Guides are (i) a handy and charming form ; (2) illus-

trations from photographs and by well-known artists ; (3) good plans and maps ;

(4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the

natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated.

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COLLEGES. A. H.
Thompson. Fourth Edition, Revised.

CHANNEL ISLANDS, THE. E. E. Bicknell.

ENGLISH LAKES, THE. F. G. Brabant.

ISLE OF WIGHT, THE. G. Clinch.

LONDON. G. Clinch.

MALVERN COUNTRY, THE. SirB.C.A.Windle.
Second Edition.

NORTH WALKS, A. T. Story.

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES.
Tenth Edition.

J. Wells.

ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL. G. Clinch.

SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY. Sir B. C. A.
Windle. Fifth Edition.

SOUTH WALES. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

TEMPLE, THE. H. H. L. Bellot.

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. G. E. Troutbeck.
Second Edition.
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The Little Guides continued

BEDFORDSHIRE AND HUNTINGDONSHIRE. H.
W. Maclclin.

BERKSHIRE. F. G. Brabant.

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. E. S. Roscoe. Second
Edition, Revised.

CAMBRIDGESHIRE. J. C. Cox.

CHESHIRE. W. M. Gallichan.

CORNWALL. A. L. Salmon. Second Edition.

DERBYSHIRE. J. C. Cox. Second Edition.

DEVON. S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition.

DORSET. F. R. Heath. Fourth Edition.

DURHAM. J. E. Hot'gkin.

ESSRX. J. C. Cox. Secon,i Edition.

GLOUCESTERSHIRE. J. C. Cox. Second
Edition.

HAMPSHIRE:. J. C. Cox. Third Edition.

HEREFORDSHIRE. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

HERTFORDSHIRE. H. W. Tompkins.

KENT. J. C. Cox. Second Edition, Re-
written.

KERRV. C. P. Crane. Second Edition.

LEICESTERSHIRE AND RUTLAND. A. Harvey
and V. B. Crowther-Beynon.

LINCOLNSHIRE. J. C. Cox.

MIDDLESEX. J. B. Firth.

MONMOUTHSHIRE. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

NORFOLK. W. A. Dutt. Fourth Edition,
Revised.

NORTHAMPTONSHIRE. W. Dry. Second
Edition, Revised.

NORTHUMBERLAND. J. E. Morris. 5*.
net.

NOTTINGHAMSHIRE. I.. Guitford.

OXFORDSHIRE. F. G. Brabant. SecondEdition.

SHROPSHIRE. J. E. Auden. Second Edition.

SOMERSET. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Fourth
Edition.

STAFFORDSHIRE. C Maseneld. Second Edi-
tion.

SUFFOLK. W. A. Dutt. Second Edition.

SURREY. J. C Cox. Third Edition, Re-
written.

SUSSEX. F. G. Brabant. Fifth Edition.

WARWICKSHIRE. J. C. Cox.

WILTSHIRE. F. R. Heath. Third Edition,

YORKSHIRE, THE EAST RIDING. J. E.
Morris.

YORKSHIRE, THE NORTH RIDING.

Morris.
J. E.

YORKSHIRE, THE WUST RIDING. J. E.
Morris. 51. net.

BRITTANY. S. Baring-Gould. SecondEdition.

NORMANDY. C. Scudamore. Second Edition.

ROME. C. G. Ellaby.

SICILY. F. H. Jackson.

The Little Library

With Introduction, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces

Small Pott Sz-o. Ecuh Volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; also some volumes
in leather at y. 6d. net

Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH
LYRICS. Second Edition, is. kd. net.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Two Volumes.

NORTHANGER ABBEY.

Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON.

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH PROSE. Third Edition.

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY OF
THE CALIPH VATHEK..

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE.

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS FROM
THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT
BROWNING.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : With some later

Poems by GEORGE CANNING.

Cowloy (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF
ABRAHAM COWLEY.
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The Little Library continued

Grabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABBE.

Crasliaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.

Dante Alighieri. PURGATORY.
PARADISE.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second
Edition, as. (xJ. net.

Locker (P.). LONDON LYRICS.

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF
JOHN MILTON.

Moir(D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH.
Nichols (Bowyer). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON.

IN MEMORIAM.
THE PRINCESS.
MAUD.

Yaaghan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUGHAN.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH.
Nineteenth Edition, -is. 6a. net.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS-
WORTH, is. 6a. tut.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
LYRICAL BALLADS. Third Edition,
is. t>d. net.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes

Pott lf>mo. 40 Vohimes. Leather, price \s. gd. net each volume

Miniature Library

Demy ^zmo. Leather, ;jj. 6d. net each volume

EUPHRANOR : A Dialogue on Youth. Edward I POLONIUS ; or, Wise Saws and Modern In-
Fit/Gerald, stances. Edward FitzGerald.
THK RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Edward FitzGerald. Fifth Edition. Cloth, is. net.

The New Library of Medicine

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. Demy Svt

AIR AND HEALTH. Ronald C. Macfie. Second
Edition. 10*. 6d. net.

CARE or THE BODY, THE. F. Cavanagb,
Second Edition, tos. 6d. net.

CHILDREN OF THE NATION, THE. The Right
Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition.

ioj. 6d. net.

DISEASES OF OCCUPATION. Sir Thos. Oliver.

Third Edition. \$s. net.

DRUGS AND THE DRUG HABIT. H. Sains-

bury. los. dd. net.

FUNCTIONAL NERVE DISEASES. A. T. Scho-
field. IDS. dd. net.

HYGIENE OF MIND, THE. Sir T. S. CIcuston.

Sixtk Edition, tot. (id. net.

INFANT MORTALITY. Sir George Newman,
lor. 6d. net.

PREVENTION OF TUBERCULOSIS (CONSUMP-
TION), THE. Arthur Newsholme. Second
Edition. \is. 6d. net.
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The New Library of Music
Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated. Demy Svo. icw. 6d. net

BRAHMS. J. A. Fuller-Maitland. Second
Edition.

HANDEL. R. A. Streatfeild. Second Edition,

HUGO WOLF. Ernest Newman.

Oxford Biographies
Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. Each volume, cloth, 4*. net ;

also some in leather, 55. net

DANTE ALIGHIERI. Paget Toynbee. Fifth
Edition.

GIROLAMO SAVONAROLA. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Sixth Edition.

JOHN HOWARD. E. C. S. Gibson.

Nine

Fcap. Svo.

ACROSS THE BORDER. Beulah Marie Dix.

HONEYMOON, THE. A Comedy in Three Acts.

Arnold Bennett. Third Edition.

GREAT ADVENTURE, THE. A Play of Fancy in

Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. Fourth Edition.

MILESTONES. Arnold Bennett and Edward
Knoblock. Eighth Edition.

IDEAL HUSBAND, AN. Oscar Wilde. Acting
Edition.

SIR WALTER RALEIGH. I. A. Taylor.

EHASMUS. E. F. H. Capey.

CHATHAM. A. S. McDowall.

CANNING. W. Alison Phillips.

Plays
3-r. 6d. net

KISMET. Edward Knoblock. Third Edi-
tion.

TYPHOON. A Play in Four Acts. Melchior
Lengyel. English Version by Laurence
Irving. Second Edition.

WARE CASE, THE. George Pleydell.

GENERAL POST. J. E. Harold Terry. Second
Edition.

Sport Series

Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. 2s. net

FLYING, ALL ABOUT. Gertrude Bacon.

GOLF Do's AND DONT'S. '
Stancliffe.' Sixth

Edition.

GOLFING SWING, THE. Burnham Hare.
Fourth Edition.

How TO SWIM. H. R. Austin.
WRESTLING. P. Longhurst.

The States of Italy
Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS

Illustrated. Demy Svo

MILAN UNDER THE SFORZA, A HISTORY OF. I VERONA, A HISTORY OF. A. M. Allen.

Cecilia M. Ady. izs. 6d. net.
\ 15*. net.

PERUGIA, A HISTORY OF. W. Heywood. 15*. net.

The Westminster Commentaries
General Editor, WALTER LOCK

Demy Svo

ACTS OF THE APOSTLES, THE. R. B. Rack-
ham. Seventh Edition, i&t. net.

AMOS. E. A. Edghill. 8j. 6d. net.

CORINTHIANS, I. H. L. Goudge. Fourth
Edition. Us. 6d. net.

EXODUS. A. H. M'Neile. Second Edition.

15.?. net.

EZEKIEL. H. A. Redpath. us. 6d. net.

GENESIS. S. R. Driver. Tenth Edition.
t6s. net.

HEBREWS. E. C. Wickham. &s. M. net.

ISAIAH. G. W. Wade. i&r. net.

JOB. E. C. S. Gibson. Second Edition.
&r. 6d. net.

PASTORAL EPISTLES, THE. E. F. BROWN,
&r. dd. net.

PHILIPPIANS, THB. Maurice Jones. 8*. 6<i.

net.

ST. JAMES. R. J. Knowling. Second Edi-
tion. Ss. 6d. net.

ST. MATTHEW. P. A. Micklem. 15*. net.
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The 'Young' Series

Illustrated. Crown 8vo

YOUNG BOTANIST, THE. W. P. Westell and
C. S. Cooper. 6s. net.

YOUNG CARPENTER, THE. Cyril Hal!. 6s.

r.et.

YOUNG ELECTRICIAN, THK. Hammond Hall.

Second Edition. Cs. r.et.

YOUNG ENGINEER, THE. Hammond Hall.
Third Edition. 6s. net.

YOUNG NATURALIST, THE. W. P. Westell.
TS. 6d. net.

YOUNG ORNITHOLOGIST, THE. W. P. Westell.
6s. net.

Methuen's Cheap Library

Fcap. 8z'0. is. gd. net

ALL THINGS CONSIDERED. G. K. Chesterton.

BEST OF LAMB, THE. Edited by E. V. Lucas.

BI.UK BIRD, THE. Maurice Maeterlinck.

CHARLES DICKENS. G. K. Chesterton.

CHARMIDES, AND OTHER POEMS. Oscar
Wilde.

CHITR\L : The Story of a Minor Siege. Sir

G. S. Robertson.

DE PROFUNDIS. Oscar Wilde.

FAMOUS WITS, A BOOK OF. W. Jerrold.

FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL.
Sir Evelyn Wood, P.M., V.C.

HARVEST HOME. E. V. Lucas.

HILLS AND THE SEA. Hilaire Belloc.

HOME LIFE IN FRANCE. M. Betham-
Edwards.

IDEAL HUSBAND, AN. Oscar Wilde.

IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST, THE
Oscar Wilde.

INTENTIONS. Oscar Wilde.

JANE AUSTEN AND HER TIMES. G. E.
MlTTON.

JOHN BOYBS, KING OF THE WA-KIKUVU.
John Boyes.

LADY WINDBRMERE'S FAN. Oscar Wilde.

LETTERS FROM A SBLF-MADK MERCHANT
TO HIS SON. George Horace Lorimer.

LIFE OF JOHN KUSKIN, THE. W. G. Colling-
wood.

LIFE OF ROBERT Louis STKVENSOK, THE.
Graham Balfour.

LITTLK OF EVERYTHING, A. E. V. Lucas.

LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME. Oscar Wilde.

LORB OF THE HONEY-BEE, THE. Tickner
Edwardes.

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE. Sir Oliver Lodge.

MASY MAGDALENE. Maurice Maeterlinck.

MIRROR OF THE SEA, THE. J. Conrad.
MY CHILDHOOD AND BOYHOOD. Leo Tolstoy.
OLD COUNTRY LIFE. S. Baring-Gould.
ON EVERYTHING. Hilaire Belloc.

ON NOTHING. Hilaire Belloc.

OSCAR WILDE: A Critical Study. Arthur
Ransome.

PICKED COMPANY, A. Hilaire Belloc.

REASON AND BELIEF. Sir Oliver Lodge.
R. L. S. Francis Watt
SCIENCE FROM AN EASY CHAIR. Sir Ray
Lankester.

SELECTED POEMS. Oscar Wilde.

SELECTED PROSE. Oscar Wilde.

SHEPHERD'S LIFE, A. W. H. Hudson.
SHILLING FOR MT THOUGHTS, A. G. K.
Chesterton.

SOCIAL EVILS AND THEIR REMEDY. Leo
Tolstoy.

SOME LETTERS OF R.L. STEVENSON. Selected

by Lloyd Osbourne.

SUBSTANCE OF FAITH, THE. Sir Olivet

Lodge.

SURVIVAL OF MAN, THE. Sir Oliver Lodge.
TENNYSON. A. C. Benson.

THOMAS HENRY HUXLEY. P. Chalmers-
Mitchell.

TOWBK OF LONDON, THE. R. Davey.

Two ADMIRALS. Admiral John Moresby.
UNDER FIVE REIGNS. Lady Dorothy Nevill,

VAILIMA LETTERS. Robert Louis Stevenson.

VARIETY LANK. E. V. Lucas.

VICAR OF MOSWENSTOW, THE. S. Baring.
Gould.

WOMAN
Wilde.

or NO IMPORTANCE, A. Oscar

A Stletticx only.
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Books for Travellers

Crown 8t>0. Js . 6W, net cock

Each volume contains a number of Illustrations in Colour

AVON AND SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY, THE.
A. G. Bradley. Second Edition.

BLACK FOREST, A BOOK OF THK. C. E.

Hughes.

CITIES OF LOMBARDV, THK. Edward Hutton.

CITIES OF ROMAC-NA AND THE MARCHES,
THE. Edward Hutton.

CITIES OF SPAIN, THE. Edward Hatton.

Fifth Edition.

CITIES OF UMBRIA, THE. Edward Hutton.

Fifth Edition.

EGYPT, BY THE WATERS OF. N. Loriraer.

Third Edition.

FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUSCANY, WITH
GENOA. Edward Hutton. Third Edition.

LAND OF PARDONS, THE (Brittany). Anatole
Le Braz. Fourth Edition.

LONDON REVISITED. E. V. Lucas. Third
Edition, us. 6d. net.

NAPLES. Arthur H. Norway. Fourth Edi-
tion. &r. 6.-/. net.

NAPLES AND SOUTHERN ITALY.
Hutton.

Edward

NAPLES RIVIERA, THE. H. M. Vaughan
Second Edition.

NEW FOREST, THE. Horace G. Hutchinson.
Fourth Edition.

NORWAY AND ITS FJORDS. M. A. Wyllie.

RHINE, A BOOK OF THE. S. Baring-Gould.
ROME. Edward Hutton. Third Edition,

ROUND ABOUT WILTSHIRE. A. G. Bradley.
Third Edition.

SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY. T. F. Henderson and
Francis Watt. Third Edition.

SIRNA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY. Edward
Hutton. Second Edition.

SKIRTS OF THE GREAT CITY, THE. Mr. A.
G. Bell. Second Edition.

VENICE AND VENXTIA. Edward Hutton.
WANDERER IN FLORENCE, A. E. V. Lucas.
Sixth Edition. 8j. 6rf. net.

WANDERER IN PARIS, A. E. V. Lucas.
Thirteenth Edition. Ss. 6d. net.

WANDERER IN HOLLAND, A. E. V. Lucas.
Sixteenth Edition. &s. 6d. net.

WANDERER IN LONDON, A. E. V. Lucas.
Eighteenth Edition. &s. 6d. net.

WANDERER IN VENICE, A. E. V. Lucas.
Second Edition. 8*. 6</. met.

Some Books on Art

ART, ANCIENT AND MEDIEVAL. M. H.
Bulley. Illustrated. Crown 8z>0. jt. 6d.

net.

BRITISH SCHOOL, THE. An Anecdotal Guide
to the British Painters and Paintings in the

National Gallery. E. V. Lucas. Illus-

trated. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

DECORATIVE IRON WORK. From the xith
to the xvmth Century. Charles ffoulkes.

Royal 4to. 2 rr. net.

FRANCESCO GUARDI, 1712-1793. G. A.
Simonson. Illustrated. Imperial 4(0.

3 is. net.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE BOOK OF JOB.
William Blake. Quarto. 1 w. net.

ITALIAN SCULPTORS. W. G. Waters. Illus-

trated. Crown Sve. js. 6d. net.

OLD PASTE. A. Beresford Ryley. Illustrated.
Royal t,to. 1 at. net.

ONE HUNDRED MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE.
With an Introduction by G. F. HilL Illus-
trated. Demy &vo. xzj. 6d. net.

ROYAL ACADEMY LECTURES ON PAINTING.
George Clausen. Illustrated. Crown 800.

js. 6d. net.

SAINTS IN ART, THK. Margaret E. Tabor.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fca.fi. &vo.
5s. net.

SCHOOLS OF PAINTING. Mary Innes. Illus-
trated. Second Edition. Cr. Szv. js. 6d.
net.

CELTIC ART IN PAGAN AND CHRISTIAN TIMES.
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition
Demy 8f<>. iof. 6d. net.
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Some Books on Italy

FLORENCE AND HER TREASURES. H. M.
Vaughan. Illustrated. Fcap. &vo. 6s. net.

FLORENCE AND THE CITIES OF NORTHERN
TUSCANY, WITH GENOA. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.
6d. net.

LOMBARDY, THE CITIES OF. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. js. 6d. net.

MILAN UNDER THE SFORZA, A HISTORY OF.

Cecilia M. Ady. Illustrated. Demy &vo.

12 s. 6d. net.

NAPLES: Past and Present. A. H. Norway.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. Ss.

6<f. net.

NAPLES RIVIERA, THE. H. M. Vaughan.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. /*.

6d. net.

NAPLES AND SOUTHERN ITALY. E. Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. &vo. js. 6d. net.

PERUGIA, A HISTORY OF. William Heywood.
Illustrated. Demy &vc. i$s. net.

ROME. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Sva. js. 6d. net.

ROMAGNA AND THE MARCHES, THE ClTIES
OF. Edward Hutton. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d.

net.

ROME. C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated. Small
Pott 8t*>. v **t>

SICILY. F. H. Jackson. Illustrated. Small
Poit &va. 4S. tut.

SICILY : The New Winter Resort. Douglas
Sladen. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. js. 6d. net.

SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
&vo. js. 6d. net.

UMBRIA, THE CITIES OF. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zz-o. js.
6d. net.

VENICE AND VHNETIA. Edward Hutton
Illustrated. Cr. Sno. js. 6d net.

VENICE ON FOOT. H. A. Douglas. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. tief

VENICE AND HEK TREASURES. H. A,

Douglas. Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. 6s. net.

VERONA, A HISTORY or. A. M. Allen
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 15*. net.

DANTE ALIGHIERI : His Life and Works.
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

LAKES OF NORTHERN ITALY, THE. Richard

Bagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap.
Svo. 6s. net.

SAVONAROLA, GIROLAMO. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

6s. net.

SKIES ITALIAN : A Little Breviary for Tra-
vellers in Italy. Ruth S. Phelps. Fcap. 6vo.

5*. net.
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PART III. A SELECTION OF WORKS OF FICTION

Albanesl (B. Maria). I KNOW A
MAIDEN. Third Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

tut.

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. net.

Aumonler (Stacy). OLGA BARDEL.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

Bagot (Richard). THE HOUSE OF
SERRAVALLE. Third Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. tut.

Bailey (H. C.). THE SEA CAPTAIN.
Third Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE HIGHWAYMAN. Third Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE GAMESTERS. Second Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. net.

THE YOUNG LOVERS. Second Edition.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

Baring -Gould (S.). THE BROOM-
SQUIRE. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

Bare (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

Begbie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW, BART.; OR, THE
PROGRESS OF AN OPEN MIND. Second
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Belloo (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER.
Twelfth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

HILDA LESSWAYS.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

Eighth Edition.

THESE TWAIN. Fourth Edition. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

THE CARD. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. too.

js. net.

THE REGENT : A FIVE TOWNS STORY OF
ADVENTURE IN LONDON. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE PRICE OF LOVE. Fourth Edition.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

BURIED ALIVE. Ninth Edition. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS.
Second Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

WHOM GOD HATH JOINED. A Nev,
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

A GREAT MAN : A FROLIC. Seventh
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Benson (B. P.)- DODO : A DETAIL OF THE
DAY. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

Birmingham (George A.). SPANISH
GOLD. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

THE SEARCH PARTY. Tenth Edition.
Cr. too. js. net.

LALAGE'S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

THE ADVENTURES OF DR. WHITTY.
Fourth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

GOSSAMER. Fourth Edition. Cr. too. 6s.
net.

THE ISLAND MYSTERY. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. too. js. net.

Bowen (Marjorie). I WILL MAINTAIN.
Ninth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Seventh
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

WILLIAM, BY THE GRACE OF GOD.
Second Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.



FICTION

GOD AND THE KING. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

PRINCE AND HERETIC. Third Edition.
Cr. tvo. 6s. t!*t.

A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Third Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s. net.

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. tut.

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third
Edition. Cr. 8z>0. 6s. net.

THE CARNIVAL OF FLORENCE. Fifth
Edition. Cr. $vo. 6s. net.

MR. WASHINGTON. Third Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s. net.

" BECAUSE OF THESE THINGS. . . ."
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

THE THIRD ESTATE. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

KINGS AT ARMS. Cr. Zz>o. 6s. net.

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). THE
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Conrad (Joseph). A SET OF SIX. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

VICTORY: AN ISLAND TALE. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Conyers (Dorothea). SANDY MARRIED.
Fifth Edition. Cr. 6va. 6s. net.

OLD ANDY. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.
net.

THE BLIGHTING OF BARTRAM. Third
Edition. Cr. Zoo. is. net.

Corelll (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Thirty-fifth Edition. Cr. 8vff .

6s. net.

VENDETTA ; OR, THE STORY OF ONE FOR-
GOTTEN. Thirty-fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo.
6s. net.

THELMA: A NORWEGIAN PRINCESS.
Forty-ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DKAD SELF.
Tiuentyjovrth Edition. Cr. &T.V. 6s. tut.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tweniictk
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net.

WORMWOOD: A DRAMA OF PARIS.

Twenty-second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THB WORLD'S
TRAGEDY. Fiftieth Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

tut.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Sixty-third
Edition. Cr. 8w. 6s. net.

THE MASTER-CHRISTIAN. Eighteenth
Edition, i&tfh Thousand. Cr. Sw. 6s.

net.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN
SUPREMACY. Second" Edition. iy>tfi
Thousand. Cr. 8z><7. 6s. net.

GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY. Twentieth Edition, isgtk Thou-
sand. Cr. 3vo. 6s. net.

HOLY ORDERS : THE TRAGEDY OF A
QUIET LIFE. Third Edition. i2ist

Thousand. Cr. $p0. 6s. net.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Thirty-sixth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

BOY : A SKETCH. Twentieth F.dition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s. net.

CAMEOS. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. Svv.

6s. net.

THE LIF E EVERLASTING. Eighth Edi-
tion. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Crockett (8. .) LOCHINVAR. Illus-

trated. Fifth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s. net.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Second
Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Doyle (Sir A. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

net.

Dudeney (Mrs. H.). THIS WAY OUT.
Cr. 8w>. 6s. net.

Fry (B. and C. B.). A MOTHER'S SON.
Fifth Edition Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Harraden (Beatrice). THE GUIDING
THREAD. Second^ Edition. Cr. Bve.

6s. net.

Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Sco, 6/. **t.
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FELIX: THREE YKARS IN A LIKE. Seventh
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth
Edition. Cr. too. dr. net,

BYEWAYS. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty-
sixth Edition. Illustrated. Cr. too. &s. 6d.

net.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Ninth
Edition. Cr. too. Ss. 6d. net.

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. net.

THE DWELLERON THE THRESHOLD.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. too. 6s. net.

IN THE WILDERNESS. Third Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

Hope (Anthony). A CHANGE OF AIR.
Sixth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. net.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

PHROSO. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr.

too. 6s. net.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edition.

Cr. toe. 6s. net.

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. too. 6s. net.

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. too. 6s. net.

A YOUNG MAN'S YEAR. Second Edition.

Cr. too. 6s. net.

Hyno (C. J. Cutollffe). MR. HORROCKS,
PURSER. Fifth- Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

net.

FIREMEN HOT. Fourth Edition. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

CAPTAIN KETTLE ON THE WAR-
PATH. Third Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

RED HERRINGS. Cr. too. 6s. tut.

Jacobi (W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Thirty-third Edition. Cr. too. 5*. net.
Also Cr. too. as. 6d. net.

SEA URCHINS. Nineteenth Edition. Cr.
too. $s. net.

Also Cr. too. as. 6d. net.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Eleventh Edition. Cr. too. 55. net.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fifteenth
Edition. Cr. too. $j. net.

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Twelfth
Edition. Cr. too. 55. net.

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Eleventh
Edition. Cr. too. $s. net.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Eighth
Edition. Cr. too $s. net.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fifth Edition.
Cr. too. 5*. net.

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated.

Tenth Edition. Cr. too. $s. net.

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. too. jr. net.

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Sixth
Edition. Cr. too. 5.1. net.

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr.
too. $s. net.

King (Basil). THE LIFTED VEIL. Cr.
too. 6s. net.

Lethbrldge (Sybil C.). ONE WOMAN'S
HERO. Cr. too. 6s. net.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Lowndes (Mrs. Belloc). THE LODGER.
Third Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Lucas (B. Y.). LISTENER'S LURE: Aw
OBLIQUE NARRATION. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. too. 6s. net.

OVER BEMERTON'S: AN EASY-GOING
CHRONICLE. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap.
too. 6s. net.

MR. INGLESIDE. Thirteenth Edition.

Fcap. too. 6s. net.

LONDON LAVENDER. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. too. 6s. net.

LANDMARKS. Fifth Edition. Cr. too.

6s. net.

THE VERMILION BOX. Fifth Edition.
Cr. too. 6s. net.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 44th Thousand. Cr. too.

5*. net.
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Mclienna (Btsphon). SONIA : BETWEEN
Two WORLDS. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Svo.

Ss. net.

NINETY-SIX HOURS' LEAVE. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. js. net.

THE SIXTH SENSE. Cr. 8w. 6s. tut.

Hacnaughtan (8.). PETER AND JANE.
Fourth. Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Malet (Lucas). THE HISTORY OF SIR
RICHARD CALMADY: A ROMANCE.
Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition.
Cr. Boo. 6s. net.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s. net.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ntt.

Maxwell (W. B.). VIVIEN. Thirteenth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition. Cr. Svo.

6s. net.

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

net.

THE REST CURE. Fattrth Edition. Cr.
Ivo. 6s. net.

Hilne (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

ONCE A WEEK. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

net.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Oppenheim (B. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE DOUBLE LIFE OF MR. ALFRED
BURTON. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

net.

A PEOPLE'S MAN. Third Edition. Cr.
Sz>o. 6s. net.

MR. GREX OF MONTE CARLO. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE VANISHED MESSENGER. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE HILLMAN. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER OF
WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s. net.

PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, AND OTHER
STORIES. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

net.

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo.
6s. net.

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

MARY ALL-ALONE. Third Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s. net.

BROKEN SHACKLES. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

"1914." Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.net.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

net.

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s. net.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC :

THE STORY OF A LOST NAPOLEON. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH :

THE LAST ADVENTURES OF ' PRETTY
PIERRE.' Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. Twentieth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

net.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: A
ROMANCE OF Two KINGDOMS. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

Perrin (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

PhiHpotts (Edan). CHILDREN OF THE
MIST. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. net.
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THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. tut.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Sro. 6s. net.

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr.teo. 6s.

net.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

THE HUMAN BOY AND THE WAR.
Third Edition. Cr. tvo. 6s.net.

Plckthall (Marmaduke). SAID, THE
FISHERMAN. Tenth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

6s. net.

Pett). A SON OF THE
Third Edition. Cr. Sva. 6s.

Ridge (W.
STATE.
net.

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

MADAME PRINCE. Second Edition. Cr.
8z'0. 6s. net.

TOP SPEED. Second Edition. Cr. Bva.

7*. net.

Rohmer (Sax). THE DEVIL DOCTOR.
Third Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

THE SI-FAN MYSTERIES. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Bwinnerton (F.). SHOPS AND HOUSES.
Cr. Bvo. 6s. net.

Wells (H. G.). BEALBY. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED
ROBE. Illustrated. Thirtieth Edition.
Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Williamson (0. H. and A. .) THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : THE
STRANGE ADVENTURES o? A MOTOR CAR.
Illustrated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr.
&vo. 6s. net.

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A ROMANCE
or A MOTOR. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.
Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 600. 6s. net.

THE CAR OF DESTINY. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS
AMERICA. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Illustrated.

Eighth Edition. Cr. tvo. 6*. net.

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8zx>. 6s. net.

THE HEATHER MOON. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

IT HAPPENED IN EGYPT. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. &o0. 6s. net.

A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION. Second
Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

THE SHOP GIRL. Cr. too. 6s. net.

THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTRESS.
Third Edition. Cr. tvo. 6s. net.

SECRET HISTORY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

THE LOVE PIRATE. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. net.

Also Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. net.

COUNTESS. Cr.THE COWBOY
3S. 6d. net.

LORD JOHN IN NEW YORK.
3*. f>d. net.

Cr. too.

Books for Boys and Girls

Illustrated. Crown Svo. $s. net.

GETTING WRLL OF DOROTHY, THK. Mrs.
W. K. Clifford.

GIRL or THE PEOPLE, A. L. T. Meade.

HONOURABLE Miss, THB. L. T. Mcade.

MASTER ROCKAFKLLAR'S VOYAGE. W. Clark
Russell.

ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. Edith E.
Cuthell.

RED GRANGE, THE. Mrs. Molesworth.

THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. Mrs. M. E.
Mann.
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ADVENTURES OF DR. WHlTTV, THE. George
A. Birmingham.

ANGLO-INDIANS, THE. Alice Perrin.

ANNA OF THE FIVE TOWNS. Arnold Bennett.

ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Richard Bagot.

BABES IN THE WOOD. B. M. Croker.

BAD TIMES, THE. George A. Birmingham.

BARBARY SHKF.P. Robert Hichens.

BKCAUSE OF THESE THINGS. . . . Marjorie
Bowen.

BELOVED ENEMY, THE. E. Maria Albanesi.

BOTOR CHAPERON, THE. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

BOY. Marie Cotelli.

BROKEN SHACKLES. John Oxenharn.

BROOM SQUIRE, THE. S. Baring-Gould.

BURIED ALIVU. Arnold Bennett.

BYEWAYS. Robert Hichens.

CALL OF THE BLOOD, THE. Robert Hichens.

CAMEOS. Marie Corelli.

CARD, THE. Arnold Bennett.

CHANCE. Joseph Conrad.

CHANGE IN THE CABINET, A Hilaire Belloc.

CHINK IN THE ARMOUR, THE. Mrs. Belloc

Lowiides:.

CHRONICLES OF A GERMAN TOWN. The
Author of " Mercia in Germany."

COIL OF CARNK, THE. John Oxenham.

COUNSEL OF PERFECTION, A. Lucas Malet.

CROOKF.D WAY, THE. William Le Queux.

DAN RUSSEL THE Fox. E. CE. Somerville

and Martin Ross.

DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES. E. W. Hor-
nung.

DEMON, THE. C. N. and A. M. Williamson.

DOUBLE LIFE OF MR. ALFRED BURTON,
THE. E. Phillips Oppenheim.

DUKE'S MOTTO, THE. J. H. McCarthy.

EMMANUEL BURDEN. Hilaire Belloc.

END OF HER HONEYMOON, THE. Mrs.
Belloc Lowndes.

FAMILY, THE. Elinor Mordaunt.

FIRB IN STUBBLE. Baroness Orczy.

FIREMEN HOT. C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE.

FLOWER OF THE DUSK. Myrtle Reed.

GATE OF THE DESERT, THE. John Oxenham.
GATES OF WRATH, THE. Arnold Bennett.

GENTLEMAN ADVENTURER, THE. H. C.

Bailey.

GOLDEN CENTIPEDE, THE. Louise Gerard.

GOLDEN SILENCE, THE. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

GOSSAMER. George A. Birmingham.
GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND, THE. Marjorie

Boweii.

GREAT MAN, A. Arnold Bennett.

GUARDED FI.AME, THE. W. B. Maxwell

HALO, THE. Bareness von Hutten.

HAPPY HUNTING GROUND, THE. Alice
Perrin.

HAPPY VALLEY, THE. B. M. Croker.

HEART OF HIS HEART. E. Maria Albanesi.

HEART OF THE ANCIENT WOOD, THE.
Charles G. D. Roberts.

HEATHER MOON, THE. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

HERITAGE OF PERILJ A. A. W. Marchmont.

HIGHWAYMAN, The. II. C. Bailey.

HILL RISE. W. B. Maxwell.

HOUSE OF SKRRAVAI.LE, THE. Richard
Bagot.

HYENA OF KALLU, THE. Louise Gerard.

JANE. Marie Corelli.

JOHANNA. B. M. Croker.

JOSEPH. Frank Danby.

JOSHUA DAVIDSON, COMMUNIST. E. Lynn
Linton.

KINSMAN, THE. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

KNIGHT OF SPAIN, A. Marjorie Bowen.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. C. N.
and A. M. Williamson.

LALAGE'S LOVERS. George A. Birmingham.

LANTERN BEARERS; THK. Mrs. Alfred Sidg-
wick.

LAUKISTONS. John Oxenham.

LAVENDER AND OLD LACE. Myrtle Reed.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. W. W. Jacobs.

LODGER, THE. Mrr.. Belloc Lowndua.
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LONG ROAD, THE. John Oxenham.

LOVE PIRATE, THE. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

MASTER'S VIOLIN, THE. Myrtle Reed.

MAX CARRADOS. Ernest Bramah.

MAYOR OF TROY, THE. "Q."

MRS* DECK, THE. W. F. Shannon.

MIGHTY ATOM, THE. Marie Corelli.

MIRAGE. E. Temple Thurston.

MISSING DELORA, THE. E. Phillips Oppen-
lieini.

MR. GREX OF MONTB CARLO. E. Phillips

Oppenheim.

MR. WASHINGTON. Marjorie Bowen.

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Anthony Hope.

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. W. Clark

Russell.

MY FKJEND THE CHAUFFEUR. C. N. and
A. M. Williamson.

MY HUSBAND AND I. Leo Tolstoy.

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. John Oxenham.

MYSTERY OF DR. FU-MANCHU, THE. Sax
Rohmer.

MYSTERY OF THE GREEN HKART, THE.
Max Pemberton.

NINE DAYS' WONDER, A. B. M. Croker.

NINE TO SIX-THIRTY. W. Pett Ridge.

OCEAN SLEUTH, THE. Maurice Drake.

OLD ROSE AND SILVER. Myrtle Reed.

PATHWAY OF THE PIONEER, THE. Dolf

Wyllarde.

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. B. M. Croker.

PEOPLE'S MAN, A. E. Phillips Oppenheim.

PETER AND JANE. S. Macnaughtan.

QUEST OF GLORY, THE. Marjorie Bowen.

QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE, THB. John
Oxenham.

REGENT, THE. Arnold Bennett.

REMINGTON SENTENCE, THE. W. Pett

Ridge.

ROUND THE RED LAMP. Sir A. Conan Doyle.

SAID, THB FISHERMAN. Marmaduke Pick-

thall.

SALLY. Dorothea Conyers.

SALVING OF A DERELICT, TUB. Maurice
Drake.

SANDY MARRIED. Dorothea Conyers.

SEA CAPTAIN, THE. H. C. Bailey.

SEA LADY, THE. H. G. Wells.

SEARCH PARTY, THE. George A. Birmir.jjham.

SECRET AGENT, THE. Joseph Conrad.

SECRET HISTORY. C. N. and A. M. William-
son.

SECRET WOMAN, THE. Eden Phillpotu.

SET IN SILVER. C. N. and A. M. William-
son.

SEVASTOPOL, AND OTHER STORIES. Leo
Tolstoy.

SEVE.RINS, TUB. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

SHORT CRUISES. W. W. Jacobs.

SPANISH GOLD. George A. Birmingham.

SPINNER IN THE SUN, A. Myrtle Reed.

STREET CALLED STRAIGHT, THE. Basil

King.

TALES OF MEAN STREETS. Arthur Morrison.

TARZAN OF THE APES. Edgar Rice Bur-

roughs.

TERESA OF WATLING STREET. Arnold
Bennett.

THE SECRET AGENT. John Conrad.

THERE WAS A CROOKED MAN. Dolf Wyllarde.

TYRANT, THE. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.

UNDER THE RED ROBE. Stanley J. Weyman.

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Joseph Conrad.

UNOFFICIAL HONEYMOON, THE. Dolf
Wyllarde.

VALLEY OF THE SHADOW, THE. William
Le Queux.

VIRGINIA PERFECT. Peggy Webling.

WALLET OF KAI LUNG. Ernest Bramah.

WARE CASE, THE. George Pleydell.

WAY HOME, THE. Basil King.

WAY OF THESE WOMEN, THE. E. Phillips

Oppenheim.

WEAVER OF DREAMS, A. Myrtle Reed.

WEAVER OF WEBS, A. John Oxenham.

WEDDING DAY, THE. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

WHITE FANG. Jack London.

WILD OLIVK, THE. Basil King.

WOMAN WITH THE FAN, THE. Robert

Hichens.

WOj. Maurice Drake.

WONDKR OF LOVE, THE. E. Maria Albanesu

YELLOW CLAW, THE. Sax Rohmer.
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BARBARA REBELL. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes.

Bv STROKE OF SWORD. Andrew Balfour.

DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. Edna

Lyall.

DODO. E. F. Benson.

DRAMA IN SUNSHINE, A. H. A. Vachell.

HOUSE OF WHISPERS, THE. William Le

Queux.

HUMAN Bov, THE. Eden Phillpotts.

I CROWN THEE KING. Max Peraberton.

INCA'S TREASURE, THE. E. Glanville.

KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Mrs. B. M,
Croker.

MISER HOADLEY'S SECRET. A. W. March-
mont.

POMP OF THE LAVII.ETTES, THE. Sir Gilbert

Parker.

PROFIT AND Loss. John Oxenham.

SIGN OF THE SPIDER, THE. Bertram Mitford.

SON or THB STATE, A. W. Pett Ridge.
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