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MR. CIBBS ON THE SOMME BATTLES
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A famous American writer onca set forth
how & novelist takes life and turns it into
literature. More, perhaps, than any other
correspondent ‘‘at the front” in the great
European War, Mr. (Qibbs has illusirated
how it is posaible to take death and make
literature of that. For in his book he
pictures death, not less than life, and
makes literature of it—makes chapters
with a real literary flavor. Yet he tolls us
in his Ietroduction that theso pages were
“writtem on the evenings of battle hastily
acd sometiznes feverishly, after days of
intense experience and tiring sengntion®
—which mey aoccount for their quality.
“There is in themm," he says, “‘and through
them one passionate purpose. It is to
raveal to our paople and the world the high
valor, the self-saorificing discipline of goul,
the suprema endurance of those men of oura
who fought, and suffered great agonics, and
died, mnd, if no% killed or wounded, ¢came
out to rest & little whils and fight again,
not liking if, yon understand—hating it
hke the hell it is—but doing their duty,
with & great and glorious devotion, accord-
ing to the light that is in them.”

Thare are reagons why, if yon are liable
to draff in this time of war, you should not
read thig volume. There ave other reasomns
‘why you sheould., 1t visualizea the horrors
that the Somme revealed. It also em-
phasizes the spirit of patriotism which
inepired those hrave men who made possi-
ble snch horrors and becams ther viotims
or mrvived them. Some of these pages
would make & coward halt on his way to
the battle-field; they might even csuse
a brave man to hesitate. On many of them
may be found nis of deseription as pure
and eweet as if they pertained only to
scenes in some valley of peaco. Ae, for
instance, this:

“It was a day when the beauty of
France is like & song in one's heart, a day
of fleccy clouds in the biue sley, of golden

sonlight flooding broad fielde bohind the
battle-lines, where the. whent-gheaves are
stacked in neat lLnes by old men snd
women who do their sons' work, and of
deep, ¢ool shadows under the wavy folisge
of the woodlands.”

That was one of the days which wit-
nessed ‘' The Attacks on Thiepvel.” Othar
daysfoliowed not so beautiful, when the sun
wes *“ blazing hot,” and the ‘' fighting men
baked brown''—when it was "“tot good fight~
ing westher sither for guns or men,” with
“» quear haze about the fields, a5 thick at
times as & November mist and yet thrilling
with heat.” When the day of vietory
came it was because of “The Coming of
the Tanks" which addod a touch of
comedy to the picture, albeit Blood-red
with tho tragedies of war. But beforo its
cud, says this daring obsorver, “I wont
away from the -batile-fleld, back to the
quiet harveat-fielda floodod.with the golden
glow of the sinking sun, hiakier than the
men who had to stay and ashamed of my
luck. The ¢namy wero Hinging sheils at
long range. The harvest-fields were not
quite so mafe as they looked.”
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