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An officer whose letter from the
trenches we published ¢ few days ago
has since written a letter, dated Oct. 8,
from which we take exiracis:

Last week I wrote that we had been
in the trenches ten days. Now we have
been in them nearly three weeks, and
still the fight goes on. We don’t mind
it now. We hated it at first. The in-
action made us ill. But we recovered
and began to make jokes about it. And
now we don’t care. We eat and sleep,
and eat again; and we dig, eternally dig,
grubbing our way deeper and deeper into

the earth, and making covered ways that
lead hundreds ni yards back from the
firing line into safety.

And at the end of one of these I sit
at this moment; away on the rear slope
of the hill which is our fortress. The
sun is sinking far away down the valley
of the Aisne, and the river flickers in
the distance between lines of trees, while
the little villages at the foot of the slopes
are gradually losing themselves in the
evening mist. How lovely to sit here in
time of peace! Could one bear it after
this, I wonder? With all the beauty,
there are sad things around me; signs
of war every way I look. To the right,
a few yards off, are new-cut graves, and
they are putting up headstones, made by
a reservist who is a mason in private life.
One man was killed yesterday, and we
buried him after dark. There was no
service, because we had neither light nor
book; but I said the Lord’s Prayer be-
fore the earth was thrown in, thinking
there could be no harm.

Then away across a bend of the valley
are more of our trenches, with the Ger-
man parapets 200 yards away beyond.
And over these our shells are bursting,
fired by guns on the slope of the hill be-
neath me; they whistle softly as they
skim through the air over my head, and
I hear the burst as they land. Further
away to the west is one of the enemy’s
strongholds, and there bigger shells are
bursting, throwing up c¢louds of black
smoke and dust. These pass by with a
louder purring whistle like the sound of
surplus air escaping from the pipes of
an organ in church. They come from
our big guns up in the woods across the
river, hidden from view. And always
up in the sky the German aeroplanes
circle round and round, seeking for the
guns, their engines buzzing and the sun
shining on their wings. Now and then
they dash away, perhaps to carry news,
perhaps because a British or IFrench
machine has come upon the scene. When
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they spot our positions they drop little
silvery packets, which unfold and show
their gunners where to shoot. Sometimes
they drop bombs, but these do little
harm, At times the weather 1s foggy,

so that the aeroplanes can do nothing
at all, and warfare becomes suddenly ten
yvears out of date.

Now the enemy are firing on the little
village behind our lines, dropping shell
among the houses, and always near the
house where certain staff officers are
at work. A curious point this—how close
they get to the house when they can’t
possibly see the result of their fire. The
explanation must be “ spies.” They are
everywhere here; they wear British uni-
form and French uniform, and, most
dangerous of all, civilian dress. It is our
own fault; we allow the French popula-
tion to return to the village right in our
midst, and who in these times can ques-
tion every one’s rights? The other day
three men in civilian dress were found
near our lines sitting in trees: they were
armed with wire-cutters, and said they
were engaged in cutting vines. Now
there are no vineyards near, but our wire
entanglements were just beyond the
wood. Again, one night we were to at-
tack a small position at a given hour,

but the order was afterward canceled.
However, at the appointed time the en-

emy opened fire upon the ground we
should have crossed and lighted the scene
with rockets.

Nighttime is a period of continuous
strain. The sentry peers into the dark-
ness, imagining every bush to be an ap-
proaching enemy. Distant trees seem to
change their position; bunches of grass,
really quite close, seem to be men com-
ing over the sky-line. One man ques-
tions another; the section commander is
called upon. He in turn explains his
fears to an officer. A single shot is or-
dered at the suspected object, and no
sound is heard. So the night goes on.
When we were new to the game a single
shot was enough to alarm the whole line,
and thousands of rounds were fired into
the darkness. Now we know better. So
also do the enemy. And it was satis-
factory to find that our ammunition had
not all been wasted, for a patrol recently
discovered more than a hundred dead
Germans in a wood in front of us. The
ammunition had not been wasted that
time. But, oh, what a wasteful war!
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