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A novel, Enfilade simultaneousJy relates the staries of Alistair Preston, 
a young soldier in the Canadian anny in Belgium during the First 
World War, .and that of his . ancee and family in the Eastern 
Townships of Southern Quebec. Elspeth, his fiancee, is a sehool 
teacher and the Preston family are beef faImers. Told from several 
different points of view, Enfilade addresses the psychologieal, cultural 
and aesthetic implications of the Canadian experience in the Ypres 
Salient ;in 1917, and, more generally, in the First World War. Primary 
amol.1g the novel's concems are the psychological change brought about 
by the (~xperienee of industrialised warfare and the resulting diffieulty 
in regaining a sense of nonnality and home, both for the combatants 
themselves and for those to whom they retumed, and the enormous gap 
ereated betwee:n the generation that fought in the war and that of their 
parents. 
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Un roman de langue anglaise, Enfilade raconte simultanément les 
histoires de Alistair Preston, un jeune soldat dans l'année canadIenne 
en Belgique pendant la première guelTe mondiale, de sa fiancée et de la 
famille Preston aux Cantons de l'Ouest du Québec. Elspeth, sa fiancée, 
est une enseignante et la famille Preston sont des élevcUls de boeuf. 
Enfilade adresse surtout l'enjeu culturel, psychologique et csthétique de 
l'expérience canadienne à Ypres en 1917. Raconté de pl usieurs 
différents points de vue et par différents personnagcs, le roman 
s'intéresse surtout au changement psychologique résultant de 
l'expérience de la guelTe ainsi que de l'écal1 que cela clée entre un 
soldat et la société d'où il provient et à laquelle il doit, dès son Ictour, 
se réintégrer. 
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,1"1'3, 1911 

()~e.ft Eklet~ 

IlKa~t OjIU( J? t1.sl/1f ?t'a to I/Jtt-jlv-e Iffe, t/ alfj't/ttirj ti,at 1 ~av-e, «Itt/tte/( Ott- «IIIt 

II/".,'te I~ lir alfj 1I/t1.j' ~i,oe"ir? ott- 'f~e,ttll(! ott- t,tl'<eate/(IÏtjr-;fea.f'e il((7«1 t~at tie fa.rt 

tk-!/fj' 1 tVa/(t I~ lott- .fO«' to o;e/( "'1 IetterJ' U!/ti, 0.11 frire! 01 feP./' ott- t~elilat/ol'{. 8"t 

/,!uue al~o a./(cler~ta/(ci t~at J'C /f(<<.ok- /JI «Ii,at 1 J'o/j Ite-tt-e I(eed.f to Je ~11/~ al(d tiat J'O 

1K!J.1? 01 t!te, lffe/f(ON'u> 1 trI to tt-e-ott-e,ate /f(aie- allof t,t/~ hfUJ' ,f'/J hfaci, Iffo~e Je P./'aJfe. 

~a a~~ lir jOtJ.I" fa.~t l'ette~ for 1Ife, to cluott-/Je tùr ;face to j'/Ja. It U!oate! Je 

a IKa.Ok- .fIÏKI'!f!,!I- ta..fi ,1 t~ett'e, II/ett'e .fOllfet~/KJ ,tere ti,at 1 coa!t! oOIff/P./'e to J'ollfeti,lirj' at 

1e(J1K~ bat ev-ett'!tk-/Ifj t~a.t U!aJ' ott' lIfaJ't i,av-e, Jee/( oOhf/araJIe ~a.f 1'011 J'lirOe, Jee/( 

r/e..s't~~ ~ehfov-uI,' Ott' ot!te,~II//~e ;e".v-ertec!. !fi,oa ooalcl/llfajùe lUi,at It U!oa!'! foot 

t'te, tf S'O/ffeo/(e toot a jreat lIfeta!' Jfacle a/(! J'cro/et! t~e fa/(a' Jare--latirj t~U.f', 

j".a~~ a/(IÏKa~ wett-#t~/~a.l(cllelt Mt, tlte J'ol! to aJ.rorJ tlte ra;ir a/(d J'v/te/( it lirtO 

a ~tP.j/fa/ft Iffa.f~ a/fr/?t'a t~el( toot t,tat !t~ce al(cI flledit a//t!t ~'i~t1.j/I1f ttt'e,YOhU' al(! 

/,ocL-"'f1.fI'teI .r!te!'! !tolu fo!!' 01 /f(aa'~ {lIatefi- al(e! lIfe/( al(cI ra&, t!te/( ffDa IUva!'! ~a~ 

.fO/lre ItUa 01 t~e !,tploaf o/J;earMoe, 01 t!t/~ ;f1ce. 1 tt-ehftllfbett' clti/lir? t!te c1ralirt1.fe 

~'tc~ at t!te. botto/lr 01 Petefl-~(J/( ~ k-tlff felcl fa.J't J'a.l!fllfer {t't «Ia~ t!te la.J't tiiKe 1 ta/f 

tt'e!ffe/l(Je". Je/If! .fO oov-erullir lIfal.« Md ( r-ehftllfJett- tl,e !te.a.rt(fl'e of a/atoi,lirj t~e 

II/atf!,!l-Iloli/ 1wett, a«lo/j fNJ/Ir t~e ott-tJjJ. ne, Itole f~O/f( a/~/ei, ( I(O«! IUr-lte I~ 1t1/" 1tt'(I/f( a 

r/".I1IÎrt1.J'e r/;tOk-/ a!! tlte ele/lre/ft,r are, Itere, O/ft, Me «Iater tt-~eft 11'0«1.5', a/(! «I!tel( l't 

rIo~ it tirv-f1.fI'laift jet.r ,irtett-fI'a;teci b? a eo!'!'t1f~e tir ti,e, trel(clt «10.11' ott' a J'~e!'!' bfa.rt ott­

.f()/lre !l1t4' ,tOt4'J'e ~ oOtt'!J'e. /ll(d ti,e «Iatett' I~el'f Ij> IIfO.rtf;t c/;Ï'~. U!i,a t «Ioa!'d Je t~e 

~'tc~ ~ bel if oOI(J'ta/ftl't "~t~Jeci hl' t~e leet 01 fack ttt-II1f, a.J'aa!ft lir v-a;~ to ",arc!t 

tir (J,~rlet" cle..s';lte t!te, bt(fl'!IÎtj j't4'(Jal(d bel(eati, tlte,lIf. 

It t~ lir t!t/~ ;face, Iff? clear- EI'.r/et~ t~at 1/((J(4 tfb-e tir a t'ttle- k-(J!,I'o«lerl-(Jat 

a!e(Jv-e II/I'tk- ~(J/f(e {ltlte,<f- Jop Ir(J/f( tAe re//lffel(t. /"ott' th,e f~.rt leU! 'o/fJ' U!e !tacl a 

F!~erLF at tlte e/ftra/fce" Jat tAe 00 Iffacle, aJ' taie- It M«I/( becaa.~e ~e clI4 ê «Ial(t 
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a.r eOIffu.~eI tVl't~ t~e, hf-Ifc~ /irlo.lft~? 1 101( ~ tVo.lft pa to t~il(i t~at /;" at o.!!al(~o/JII/ 

«le, ;c.e o.!!/~oar! t~ be Io'ir! Of//' fart fol" t~e, tri at", pa tlf(J«I, d;g~ eC ~~t/~aIY ut Mel 

ail t~a~ al(ell,ot IKI f'r-~t tiir "'/t~ l'am~ al(d c'i~ettU' o.l(ella,oe~ (olf ",~/é~ 11ft'"' 

«I~ite) 1~0/1( ?OfU' l1alft lir ûIe/4I(Oathr---,'t tVa~ a reo.!~ ",e!oo/ffe, bit 01 ci{)/Ii~atiol(. 8at 

1 IKif.r Fa te,rrib~ 11K1'.r.r t~e, ",o./'k tir t~e, c!ealf o.at()./f(1( f1.J'r-, 1 /l(1'.r~ tk 'N'v-il t/e, 01 tk 

oO!o(if-.s; t~e, brtj~tlfe.f.s; t~e, f'r-e ~e,lfecti1f 011 t~e, leo.ce lir ffOfI.!" eF, 1 /l(1~.r t~e, 
Ia"#~tet", t~e .rto~i~1 /I(/'.r.r tairitj ~e{J~Jie a; to t~e f/lel( alfl lettilfj ~/iK Ir~e, 

/Qi/ft, tVe, e,/I(brac6. Tkre I~ a I~eat rlea! ol/atir aI(l C{}l(,,<~/'o1( ~e~e, (afte-~ t~ree 

«IuLe, 1 ~au-e r t to .ree a g~/ir! ~e~/f(alf; a&ho«j~ t~at Ioe.fl( ê .rtOjJ thelf( Irolf( ~~e!ltirf 

a~) alf" alt~0ll./~ 1 ~av-e, r t to .ree it I~a,olel( to alfj'0l(e 1 tlfo~ a ll'eat rleo.! 01 cleat~. 
!Vol(e 01 t~e, tl'f1.Iir/1f Ire/arec! a.r lo~ t~/'.r ~Ol't 01 t~/1f' Il.r 1/Q~/'te to pa IfO{(/ tA,e, .raI( I~ 

ja.rt 001K11f af/ t~/~ l'.r bl far t~e /f(o.rt heaatifa! I~t 01 t~e 'Off' ~e-I'e, S'oo"", t~e 

~~!ltirj' tV/!! .rtart alfl ",e «I/!I al! th,l'o", O~~?te.f Jact O,fwir.rt t~e- /f(ar!cltir~~ 01 t~e 

t~e,I(C~ tVa!( bat t~at lIfeta! bfacle 01 «Ih/èi 1 spoier-I(O /f(att",1' /'0"' blj al(eI hO{(/ 

fO«lerfu.!;t ;~cal(? .rto; tie.ral( I~ollf N~/1f, It~ «I()I(rlel"la!~ cfe~ t(JIOf, al(eli cal( 

afMo.rt ~u ?Da .rittrirj a; lfeNt t(J lIfe al(r! ti&l1f ff0fU' heal (Jv-el' a.r ffOa JI'a.f~ tA,e- tlf(Jt.? 

oat 01 ffO~ ~f1.J~, 1 calf .ree tke cO;le~ l'i!tt comlirf lir Irom the- ",oock aI(l t!te Cf//'v-e of 

p~ Ifect a.r it becomu pfl.!' ear, al(cli ",!'.rlv 1 c(Jalel he there t(J ti~.r !V" 1(J(JeI 1f(0~l(lirf, 

;ffo.rt 01 tlve (Jt~erS" a&o {(/~ite lir tlve lIf(Jrl(/~ al(l/f(o.rt ako ",rite Ivome to 

.rl(/eellte~t.r 01" tV/~e..s; alt~0"l~ it~ h,tb,,-r! to il((JU! ja~t ho", liru-otel ~O/f(e (JI thelf( tJ.I'e, 

I~ .f(if-e .fO/1(e tJ.I'e «I1'1'ttirf ~(J/I(e to tke,l'r- mothe-I'.f al(c! /ffatir! 0/1 .rtOI';~ IJr t!te ~e.ft 01 

a.r to 1uar--/I((Jt~er .rto,..;~ j'a.rt c/t;/f? ",ol'i iere, To he a /ffal( ffO" iav-e to Ivav-e a 

IVOIKatr, Il'elel'abt, a frett? Olfe {(/~(J .relft jOa a .r(f/fed fict~e-, P!ea~e tl(O«l that 1 
dol( 't /!f1.j' t!ve.fe II1I1fe.f becaa~e Ileellf(J Ifeeel to, 1 c/t;1( ? ",Mt to Chea;el( l't, 1 ~av-e MI 
lKeMONé..f al(eli Itau-e- F(if- I(/ONk to (}ofo()./" lir tie 1a!4e.f.f 01 tAi.r llaoe" ne- lKa.cll~ 

~/",~er-/~e folfj s'Iirce !l'v-el( 0/ trl/1f t(J ~el it 011 Iff? tal(l'c 01' MI tl'oa~el".r Of#' 

weI( oat olMI looc!-rt 1 cIolf ? {ee,!,irv-o.cleel Or ev-el( al(c!eo.l( Jecaa~e-I !to.v-e- I(/~at ffOa 
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Mv-e-Ilire/( /ffe- «.~ lr-ote-etiM. 1 fl(o"" /ffff ckar Ekletft" tltat /(0 Ifrattel" koU/ !f({{cft, tlte 

/Ira' 0.1(' tft,e- t'at.f M' th,e- ~/f(e-If of a'eatft, al(cI cOl"cI/te al(' t!te t!tacl-t!ta' of t!te .r!tel/:lI' 

I~u-a/e, 1Ke-, th-e-I'e- «1111 al«lap be- a ;art of /f(e tiat l'e/fratir.r cfec:.1( 0.1(1 clet1/' al(' !tife, 

buaa..?e tft,at k!fOaJI' lface, M'it i.r th-e tface, t!tat 1 UI/f!cMtiirt<e to feet Ivl' !lOt<, 

Tite- ~a.1( ~ a&((J~t CO/f(lte te-t, 0/, 0.1(' t!t""' CO «Iii! he- foot1f fol" /fre at t/te, .rtatrd­

to. 017 IIv.e MI' fov-e to ail, MI l'ff tl'! to U/l'lte- tO/f(OI'I'O((/. 
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27 3!A~e, 1917 
Alistai.-

J k~ow that it has bee~ ~ea.-Iy a mOl'\th sil'\ce yOlA left-fo.­

YOIA'- trail'\if'lg, J meal'\-blAt J have fi~ally come a'-olAl'\d to w .. iti~9 

a few thOlA9hts. Jt is so rare these days that J get the 

opportL-\l'\ity to write af'l}'thiJl\9-betweeh yOlAr mothe .. a~d yOlA" 

sister al'\d the farm af'ld all-l'Y\lAch less a lette .. to my SOh, so 

please fO"9ive me if this co mes across as awkward or eve~ a 

little dilapidated. 

)t01A .-c.alise by l'\OW, J' ''Y\ SlA'-e., that YOW' ''Y\other a~d J have 

90l'\e OL-\t of OL-\" way to providc. for YOlA-il'\deed, that is the very 

role of parel'\ts. BlAt it hasf'l't beel'\ simply a CJL-\estio~ of filli~9 

YOlAr belly al'\d makil'\9 SlAre yOlA were wa .. ,'Y\ el'\olA9h. }lOlA see, 

Alistair, J am ol'\e of those pc\rel'\ts who fi'-''Y\ly believes that it is 

01A" respol'\sibility to make the ~ext gel'\eratiol'\ somehow bette .. 

tha~ OlA .. s-to givc them mo .. e oppo .. tw,,,ities al'\d adval'\tages thal'\ 

we evcr had olA .. selves. The key to that, J have always believe.d, 

is disciplil'\e al'\d respect. yOlAr mother al'\d J have t.-ied OlA" very 

best to 9ivc yOIA jlAst that, a~'\d, as yOlA el'Y\bark 01'\ this advel'\tL-\re, 

it seemed to me like a f}ood ti''Y\e to .. emil'\d yOlA of it. 

}l01A have had the rather lA~iCJlAe opportlAl'\ity to 9"OW lAp il'\ a 

place that is f'leithe.- completely OlArs l'\or completely al'\ybody 

cise' s. J I<~ovv J remif'ld yOlA "f this as ofte~ as J cal'\ (perhaps 

evc~ too oftel'\), blAt J mlAst Of'lce asaif'l el'Y\phasise that wc as a 

family ore ~ot yet cOIY\pletely olthis place. YOlAr mother al'\d J 
have t.-iccl to make it OlAr home as best \ve (,,:oL\ld, blAt home for lAS 

will alwClYs cOl'\jlAre ilY\ages of York af'ld Liverpool, ~ot of a 

hlAl'\dred oc,'es of hard laf'ld Ih sOlAthe .. ~ Lowe.. Cal'\ada. 

Jl'\cleed, J'.Y\ CflAite cedai", that this place is mlAch more of a 

home to l'OlA tha~ it ever cOlAld be to lAS, ahd, il'\ turh, will 

F-wobobly Ge lY\o .. e of a home to yOlAr SOh tha~ it eve .. will to yOlA. 

BlAt it is a frw;h-atif'l9Iy slow p"ocess, to say the least. That 

whole wo.-Id-\vhich wc chose to leave a~d ~o which yOL\ are 

tloh'9 for the fi.-st timc-see.ms so bl"" .. .,.l' to me 1'\0W. BlAt that is 
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the wal' thi~9s happel'led fo ... I..-\S, al\d wc have to I~c."'\ke the best L")f 

what we have. The.'e's ... eally "0 se.,se i" co/}\~")I'-"lil\i"8' ::1 h~"lve 

bee~ t ... yil'l9 to thi~k, 5i~ce the occasiol'1 of yow' depcu'hu'e fOI' the 

co",tj~el'lt, of the places J L-\sed to k.,ow so '\vcll-so ihnt :J COl\I~~ 
tell 1'01..-\ abol..-\t them if YOIA eve ... 90t the op po ..... l""it Y to visit YL"'" 01' 

pe .. haps eve'" Lo~dol'l dlA .. i"'9 yow' iI-iF' BlAt:l oln of"'-lid th"t :1 
ca~'t. J am able to .. elnembe .. places a."-~ peL")~lle/ ln~t the I\C"~k'S 

have 10"'9 si~ce left me. 6vel'l the Fhl'sicol nwmo,'l' SL~elns 

~at-the .. e's ~o immediacl' to the place. Jt is 1'0 10"8c,' l'enl tLl 

me at ail. J wOlAld Vet'1tlA .. e to 9IACSS that :l'vc beeH too IO"~J 

co",ce"'I'led with the catile, the ficlds, l'ow' Inottw ,· c."'\"d YOW' sistL'l' 

at'1d 1'0L-\ .. self, a~d kcepi~9 lAS ail alivc cl l-H'i"fJ tlw wi"te,'s -fo 

.. emembe .. at'1l'thi~9 50 mL-\~da~c. 

)t01A" li~k with this placc is tI'lL-\ch sh·(n'fJL-- ... tho" Ininc 

becaV\se it has, fo ... Yol..-\" twe~tl' )!ca .. s, bcc~ -fhe oHly reoliiy yen\ 

have kl'low~. )t01A kl'low of thc st ... ccts of LOl'\,-lol\ o"d 1=:l"t'is, ln~t 

the1' mL-\st co~jlAre il'l l'OIA d"calY\}:' imC\fJcs-I\ot thL' i,nlnL'c1infe 

.. ecollectiot'1s of smells a~d shadowy c1ctC\ils :l orfe., cxr")et'icI'cc. 

The ol'll}:' details }:'OIA will "cl'Y\clnber cOlnc froln this f,lncc. 

<Sve"1'thi"'9 else ml..-\st be va9ue al'lcl 1A"'''cl\l. \t\lhc./\ yOl-' pictlArc:::o 

Lo~do", }:'OIA mL-\st sL-\ .. ef}:' hea .. ml' voicc clcsc ... ibi"fJ it to l'0L-\. Bc.-d 

so mlAch of what J have macle yol.-t comcs f .. oln 6"fJln.,c/-f",oln 

me a",d l'OIA" mothe ... , a~d eve .. ythi.'9 wc hovc tl\L-\fJht yol.-t. :1 
C)lAite ho~estll' ",eve ... thou9ht l'ol.-t wOlAlcI fJct c"" oppot'h~.,ity fa SCL' 

<S"'91ahd 0'" at least to Ge amol'lfJ so InCl"'y 61"f,lishtl'lL'''', to sh"r(' 

j", thei ... t ... aditio~ the way yOL-\ Wet'e mcal'lt to-to expcric:::ol'lcc the 

smells a~d shadows a~d details l'Ol.-tl" mcmory will t'ch,rl'l to yOL-\ 

afte .. l'ol.-t a9ai", settle i~ fhis place. yOIA scc, it c1o('s", 't mnHct' 

who this wa .. is a9ai~st, ,f\li5tnit', 0 .. evcl'\ thot if is CI wc,r, it 

matte ... s that the}:' a .. e letfi"'9 }:'Ol.-t 90 to it to fifJht sicle G}:' sicle wifh 

l'ol.-t'" COL-\sit'1s f .. om 6~9Ia~d c'I'lcl YOIA c, .. e pI"Cr_1(wcd to cio 

so-it'\deed, that is what b .. i"'9 i"'9 yOlA IAp 50 cCI .. cflAlly ml'sclf WC,:::; 

ail fo... The .. e-with those SO"'5 of ml' lwofhe .. s-yo~ will 

app .. ecÎate so mt.-\ch mo .. c of the clAltw'c ClI'ld c1isci p li",c OI'\c1 
.. espect l'OlA'" mothe .. a~d J have t .. icd :::;0 hat'd -fa fJivc yOL-\. Jt 
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will make yOtA IAnde ... stc""d and app ... eciate, J am ce ... tain, why J 

Was often so st ... ict with }!ot..\ when J wasn't with }!01A'" siste .... And 

whel'l }!Ot..\ b ... ing that knowledge and that tAl'lde ... stal'ldil'lg back 

home, }!ot..\ will be able to integ ... ate it with what }!ot..\ al ... ead}! kl'low 

abolAt yot..\'" life he ... e. And }!OIA will ... eall}! belone to yot..\ ... self fo ... 

the fi ... st time. \tOIA see, this wa... is fillil'lfJ in a pcuAt of }!OtA'" 

edt..\cation that J cOtAld neve ... have filled in myself, and }!O('\ l'leed 

to take adval'ltage of this. Jf J we ... e }!Ot..\l'lg el'lolAgh al'ld f ... ee 

el'lot..\gh to go with }!ot..\, J wOlAld withotAt hesitatiol'l-to fill il'l the 

l'lames J have al ... ead}! fo ... gotten, }!es-blAt also becalAse it is 

st..\ch a wol'lde ... ft..\1 oppodtAnit}!. And J sa}! that since ... el}!. \tOIA 

l'leed to take whateve ... it is that }!ot..\ will find the ... e, Alistai ... , }!OIA 

l'lced to take ail the t ... aditions and the ct..\ltt..\ ... e and the sensibility 

and the sense of htAmot..\'" and the discipline and the t ... adition and 

the honot..\'" and cve .. }!thinB else }!Ot..\ can find and b ... ing it back, 

make it }!OtA"'S, and fill in this place. 

J'vc a ...... angcd fo... a few locals to hel p fill in fo ... }!OtA'" 

absence on the t"a .. m, althot..\gh J shot..\ld be able to cove ... it mostl}! 

myself, at Icast t..\ntil it COl1'\CS till'\c to slalAghte ... pa ... t of the he ... d il'l 

Scptembe.... Bt..\t that's a while }!et, and chances a ... e }!0t..\'11 be 

home Gy then. The Scot..\ts have even sent ove ... some of thei ... 

Soldie ... s of the Soil-m05t of whom we ... e t..\nde ... standably eage ... 

to set olcl enot..\gh to ... eally get at the t-It..\n. And yOtA'" siste ... 

Vi ... g;nia is finally-a~e... a 1 ittle too mt..\ch p ... otesting on he ... 

pa ... t-a flAil-time membe... of the t"a"'I1'\. Àn}!wa}!, eve ... }!bod}! 

seems to have BoHcn into the spi ... it of helpins ot..\t, and even l'OtA'" 

mothe ... was ... cpo ... ted seen hclpihg with the ha}!ins in p ... epa ... ation 

fo ... }!OtA'" depcwtt..\ ... ef l~e,na .. kable how ... oblAst she still is. Aft-e ... 

the misco .... ·iage J,vas cedaih she wOt..\ld neve... ...ecove ... , btAt 

she's ce ... toi"I}! p ... oving me W"Ol'\S now! 

The }!OlAn9 Miss Callaghan CalT\e b}! this aft-e"'hoon to 

pa .. take of sotl'\e of }!01A'" ,nothe ... ' s l'\ewl)! finished 6atch of 

st ... awbe .... }! a."d eldc.·Ge ...... }! jal1'\. YOl,,\ ... 61s p eth is as bealAtift..\1 as 

eve ... , and secms to Ge wcathe"'in9 }!OIA'" absence as b ... avel}! as 

can be expecfed fo ... a gi.-I he ... age. She ahd J had a little falk 
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abotAt he ... wo .... k at the schoolhol-\sc, Cll\cl which of the child"L'1l she 

thOtA9ht COtAid go to l-\pPC~' school il\ tl\c city if tl\L'i.· F"H'L·.,tS 

decided it was a sood icteo, J .'\cvel' ,'cCllised th'""lt 6:ls~-'L'ih Wos 

stAch al'l adaW\ant aclvocate of 8i,'I's SC~\CH . ..,liI\8' 5he L'Vell \\'L'Ht SL-' 

fa .... as to a .... st.-\e that it makes sensc fo~' thc si.,ls t...., bL' tlcHiH8 tl\L' 

edtAcation while the st ... onge ... Il'\en tCI"~ tl", fields CI"(~ tl", ""iln"ls. 

She seems to think that \Ji"'8inia is Gcst Sl-\iicd i,) Cl lifL' of hifJl\L'" 

edtAcation off in MOl'lt ... cal. J cIoh't k"ow v"hL'l'e slw tlL'ts s,\(.-h 

ideas (cedail'lly not f ... om you, J t"'tAst), lnd ii di(~ .n"kL· fOI' 0" 
il'lte .... estihs afte"'hoon. J might not alwnys a9,'ce with hL"', yOl\ 

tAnde .... stahd, btAt she does hove fi~"Y\ opi"iol\s, (""\IH-I th"t i" ilself is 

wo ... thy of ... espect. Quite a fO""Ylic/aGle \--vife YOl\'Ve chose". 

Fo .... Sive me fo ........ etu .... nil'l8 ta more philosophiù ,1 pw'sl-\ils, l'l\i 

yOtA .... depa".ttA .... e has prompted i .. , II'\C so Il'\l\ch Ihol\8ht Ol-H' ,_,Incc 
he .... e-as a family, J mcan, Cl .. ,,-I iHsofcH' Cl~~ \\Je CLH,h'ilnde iL) yOlU' 

idea of yOtA .... place hcre. yOt.-\ scc, :7 c!eciclc(1 k) COlY,," hL"'e 

becal-\se we cotAld Ge a pad of GuilclinfJ SOIYlcihiHfJ I\ew-we, Lli 

stAch a young age, WCl'e to have Cl stoke i .. , CI ncw pln,-:c, in (\ 

place that nOhe of us hacl seeh befm'c. :li \VOS wijcl nl\,1 

l-\nfo .... gÎving and cold ahd ft.-\II of ClII so ... is of dCll'\fJCI'OUS ClhilY\l\ls 

10l'l9 sil'lce ht.-\l'lted ot.-\t of 6helahd. Jt was cxciiinfJ-ns excilinfJ' 

J imagine, as this wa ... IYltAst be to l'OtA. Bu! IhCH'C' IhCl'" Cl",y1hiHfJ 

else, it was hew-completely elY\F)iYI Clhrl cOIYlplcicly "'L'W. 

t.t.t .... ope will be new to yOtAl btAt an esfoGlished, clL'o ... ly clefihccl 

l'lew-this place had hcve ... bcen ahl'thihfJ beforc, CV\(~ W(:",,'t L,c 

fo .... a while yet. Jt was heW to USI yes, Gut it Wos nlso heW fa 

eve ... yone else, al'ld l'ot.-\, Alistair, heccl ta uhelc ... :.-dnn,1 CI"'( 1 
app .... eciate that ih a way which you cOl-\lcI o .. ,ly if you Icft. YOtA'II 

see, when yot.-\ ... ett.t .... nl Yol-\'II feel it. ,And l'et ':1 rC'olisc somdhi"'~J 

l'lOW which J l'leve". kl'lc.w (0 ... pe. ... harJs l'lever odmifted 10 k",owinfJ) 

+hen-that we can't build a t ... adiiioh in twehty-fivC' yecw..,. WC' 
can ha .... dl}:' bt.-\ild a comml-\hity ih +hClt timc-. G ... nhtedl Wc. hnve the 

hOtAses now, and the fCI ... ms ahd thc school::; CI",c1 two chul'ches 

and a town hall and eve'" fields thnt hnvc Gcen dcnl'cd of 

bOtAlde .... s and ... eadied fo... the. plow5, but thc ... e.' s ha ... dly o""y 
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tt'adition al'\d ha ... dl}! al'\l' histot'Y. Some say that We sho~ld b~ild 

that tt'adition and that histot'y by d ... awin9 01'\ the cOtAnt ... ies We at'e 

ft'om, btAt how cal'\ one dt'aw on two cotAl'\t ... ies as fl-\ndamentall}! 

diffe ... ent as 6ng land ancl F ... ance? Not to mention the mot'e 

obsc~V'e placcs-even a Lith~anial'\ (J thil'\k that' show l'OtA spell 

itl) has moved il'\ L'IP on Jt'on +-lill. No, if Wc a ... e ta defeat the 

anonl'mity of this place then we must d ... aw on OtAt' expe ... iences 

as Canadians. The onl}! thin9 that is ... eall}! 90in9 to make tAS 

cohesive is OtA'" sha ... cd pt'edicament. Living he ... e, as l'OtA know, 

t'eq~i ... es t ... emendol-\s disciplil'\e, C\nd it is that vet'l' discipline 

which we ml-\st oft"ct' out'selvcs. This wa ... , J am ce ... tain, will 

bt'ing that OtAt in ail of l'OtA. As a Canadian, which J have been 

now fot' mo ... e than half of ml' life, m}! most distinctive and m}! 

ma st definin9 expe ... ience and cont ... ibl-\tiol'\ is c1ea ... ing a sc ... ~ffY 

bit of land on the edg e of a hill and ... aisin9 two child ... en btAt onl}! 

one boy. T-hat' s ... eally l'lot m~ch of a cont ... iGtAtiol'\, bl-\t we have to 

s", ... vive. .And we co~ldn't have aJr)l' mo ... e child ... en. 50 be it. 

B~t l'OtA, l'OtA a ... e 90in9 to fi9ht-becatAse 6ng lal'\d asked lAS to 

send l'o~, l'es-b~t as a Cal'\adia",. As at'e yo~t' F ... el'\ch and 

LithlAani~1'\ and C\od-knows-what-el sc neighbo", ... s. VOlA and l'Ol-\t' 

mates, believe it 0'" not, a ... e makinfJ a t ... emendol-\s cont ... ibtAtion to 

the Canadian expe ... ience and the Canadian l'\ame and 

eve ... ything that is and will Ge this cOtAnt ... l" Vo~ a ... e pa ... taking in 

the fit'st ... eal definition of this cotAnt ... }! in a way J l'leve ... wo~ld 

have da ... ed clt'eam of. Thaf /5 wh}! J env}! l'OtA. 

And sa it's with a p",o'Ad smile +hai J sChd l'OtA off on this 

jo", ... ney. 

Fo"'give me, J have no desit'e to bo ... e }!O~ with the 

t'amblings of a''\ ord man. J did,,,'+ mean an}! of this to inst ... ~ct 

}!OlA-yo~ a ... c a f~II}! independent and wo...thl' l'OlAn9 man, and J 
am p",otAd to say that }:'OIA will do ail l'Ol-\ can with this oppo...t~nit}!. 

yo&"'\ will arwal's Ge on the minds of }!OV\'" mothe ... and J. Make 

wha+ yOV\ can of it, al'\d Ge st of lV\ck. 

Fathe ... 
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ELSPETH: 

1 have been asked to tell you what 1 know about Alistair and to tly to make ie 

as interesting as possible. 1 don't really know where to stmt-thele's so much to say. 

so many stories to tell. Oh, and do forgive me if chis sounds too praising. You see, 

as afiancée (bit of a silly word, that), l'm a little biased. Anyway, here goes. 

1 suppose 1 would start by telling you that Illy Alistair is beautiful. 1 know l'Ill 

not meant to use that word to describe a man-he's supposed to he strong and 

handsome, and even a little rough, right? We)), he is, but it's not as simple as that. 

There are many men who are both strong and handsome but who possess no 

beauty-or worse, who don't even know what beauty is. But Alistair is dchcatc and 

careful in a way few people are. He's one of those people 110body dislikcs. 1 cau', 

imagine anybody knowing him and not liking him-I've certainly ne ver knowll it to 

happen. What makes him this way is his beauty. He likes people, and he likcs 

hearing what they have to say. And he has ail of the morals one could ever ask for, 

anJ he stands staunchly by them as he stands staunchly by mc. But he loves to hsten, 

and he loves words. He can weave them as weIl as his father, but unlike his father he 

rarely uses them to elevate himself. In the four years we have known cach other, 1 

have never seen or heard of Alistair hurting anything unless he saw no other options. 

And his love is like home. 

1 suppose 1 should let you in a little on why we know each other. Alistair and 

1 met in April of 1913-just a little over four years ago He was fiftccn and 1 was 

nearly seventeen. 

Oh, yes, of course: how silly of me. 1 myself am from Montreal. My mothcr 

died when 1 was born so 1 never had a chance to know her, although Father ~ays that 

we are really very much alike. He-Father, 1 mean-has, bless his heart, always 

done everything he could to make me happy. But 1 declded a few years back that 1 

didn 't want to be his daughter all the time, and 1 couldn 't be anything cIse in the city 

on account of his being so known. So 1 decidcd to come out here, and, with havmg 

met my Alistair and a11, 1 certainly don 't regret il. And Father, who was 

understandably upset at first, seems to have acccpted it. 

Anyway, Alistair and 1 first saw each other at a town lunchcon-you sec, 1 

had just moved in to take over the schoolhouse (whcle 1 still wOlk) from old Mrs. 

Tomlinson, who moved back home to care for her husband. Anyway, Alistair and 1 

started running into each other ail over the place, and we slowly became good 

friends. 1 was really shy and dubious at first-having known the city boys and how 
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they could be-but Alistair seemed so genuinely interested in me as a person that 1 

just sort of went along with him. It got so 1 wasn 't even nervous about being alone 
with him anymore. 1 wasn 't thinking at aIl about what he might try. 

1 used to bring him a new book evely Friday-usually one of my favourites: 

Flaubert, Hardy, maybe a little Emerson-and we would sit on his porch and have a 

cup or two oftea as we talked about last week's book. Then after about a year ofthat 

Alistair threw a birthday party for his sister Virginia-who, incidentally, is a student 

of mine-and that's wh en we became more than friends. 1 think that's really the only 

way to say it. les funny because we had agreed that we wouldn't. 

But it happened. 

We were sitting by his pond in the dark, looking at the water and listening to 

the frogs calling to each other and talking about the cattle or the horses or Mr. 

Preston and his blessèd discipline, and Alistair asked if he could kiss me. Just like 

that. We had been affectionate befme, you understand, there were times when he 

would put an alm around me when 1 was a little under the weather, and 1 had kissed 

his cheek at Christmas, but there had never been anything that wouldn 't happen 

between a particularly close brother and sister. Until then, that is. Anyway, 1 guess 1 

didn't answer quickly enough, because he went ahead and kissed me anyway. 

Right here on the lips. 

And 1 liked it bec au se it seemed so natural, and so 1 kissed back. 

That's not wrong, is it? 

So when we were done, 1 said "yes." And we laughed and then went on 

kissing. And it got better because we got less nervous and Jess sloppy. The funniest 

thing is that when we got back to the palty evetybody knew, because we both had 

these really devilish looks on our faces. Aftclwards we didn't actually tell anyone 

about it, we just stopped denying the rumours that had been going around about us 

sin ce we first became friends. 

So anyway that's my favourite Alistair StOly. 
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OUJ/l'Mt E~;e,t~, 

l'v-e- JUif t~/ir"irj, nat~ Ifot a !ool th,Iir;l1 {IfOtV, Jeea"~e Fat!t~ tel'~ lire 

ti4.t 1°01 ~ol'I;et"~ Iolf ? t~/ir~ alfl ~e, ~ ;l'ohabl} l''i!tt; bat Il'eal't, calf? k,etfo it. 111(11 

Iolf 't ;d/"t;ea~t, «Ialft to Je, a!ool ~ol'I;el', loa .fee, If JlUa/ol( ê t!tlir( tk,/~ ;l'a.ce ",III' 

tde OHI", l'n ~UI( It ~o/;e,I(, Taie a ;el'Ieetl} Iflée e!to/ 11'01/( ToNJl(to alfl.ftlof, A/Ifr 

lir a tl"elfek, '''l't~ l''at.f alfl /fr{~1 alfl oeea~;dI(al .f'~ell' bfJ.l'~~ /fra'" AilJl' folio", orlel'.r 

Jlirl'" alfl tVate~ J,f/fr tat'I( lirto a it'!lfirj /frae~/ire, Tiel'e ~ I(t) ;el".rol(al'tj tell. 'let 

~ 1/11, ~k,ap-e" il'!" e-at, tt/I, ~1'e-e,11 Jet 0/' t1.Jatir alfl tfl'. Tltat ~ a !ool .fol'Ii~ 
Jeeaa~e t~at~ a .fo/lié!' t~at~ li~e'Îlirei aI(l t!tat~ a .foldiel' t!tat ,e,~ l'eJ'alÎ.f. 0a 

l''IU( I;,to k-alf/".ub 01 t~e/fr kre. ne! ail' tal'i t!te, .ft1Hfe tVa!'. Tlte,!' k,a"e t~e, .ft1!tre, 

lH1j"e oflfre,!! aboat t~elfr. 8at at t~e, ofQlf(e, tiiKe, t!te! d/"e t~e Il"ie,lfilut aI(l IIrOoft 

{o1"11;"11fj alfl jt-lfeI"Oa.r t:?;e-.f Me eO/fre-.f acl'o.r.r !te,I'e,. 1 t!tlirf it ~ he,eaa.fe t~e,! "'Mt 

eHfI'FIfe, to (1f0'" a/oat t!te,/fr, Tlti.f /fra.rt ofoal(I l'eaf~ blzat'I'e- tu JlUa. S'o/'t0ofe- it Ifraoft 

Je, /01" Fa, IIIre,al(, It~ al'!.ro alfl'ea~ Il t!te! «le t'e-l( ê of/tootiirj at a.r t!t;~ ",oall he, 

J-t1tJ/1'/oa.r, So/fre,tiiKe-.f!pa ~e,at' facl.r 1a."I/tlirj a"!",P.j. tv~at~ .fcat'j i.f tk,ue lIrelf .fUIIr 

to Je tu Olfe.f tVk,O 10 t~e, Je-.f~"'~O JI"/Ïr! lir t/te I/(o.rt ;1'I~01fe,1'~ "'~t) t'fI t~e IIrOoft 

~erlf(alf.r, 01" «I~O ,et ail tk,e, atfelftiol( 01 t!te- eo~. ;Vot t!tat 1 /l(1~c( ?pa alflel'.ftalfc( 

1'1 /frae~ rat~e,1" t~e/fr t!talf /fre" Ij'a..rt «Ialft to /frate- It bacf to ~a. ne tl'IÔ" Fa .ru, 

I~ I(ot to Je, a ~el'o 01" welfja~t a rej«lat' Joe, at aI'l'. TIte, trlôf I~ to oftiôi aroalfl 

",;tMat a",Jo{, aetaalt, fIfO"'IÎrJ tk,at !P" ~e, t~e,l"e alflee~ t!te,!' JO foottÏrlgeelftéalt, 

fol" F«' tTu..rt Jut)/fre, ;d/"t 01 t!te Jaelfl"ual(" alfl t~e-! If we,I" 'pIÔt !fJa. 1 Iolf ? t~/~t 
tlu, e() M..r weI" karr/ lire, .ft1.j a"!t~/irj ot!te,1' t~alf 'ïfe,l"e, e/~ JI wel"!, /frOI"IfIÏr! at t!te, 

.rtalfrl-to, 1 We,1f ~earl abfJat t!t/~ Ie-!fo«l lir a 81"1't/~~ l"ejlÏNe-l(t «I!to ~arl.fet"u-ullol" of/~ 

~.r Jelore, t~e, «Iar MIl(o«l t«lO lir t!te- tl'el(c/te-.r, a/{I/t/of eo o/;at'e"tl} .rtiflloe..rlf ê 
tl(O'" ~;.r lfaJl(e, alfl k,a.r to reallt 011 !t;~ t«l(lé wel'? tiÏNe. ~d/"alfte,erI t!tat Jfote r! 

«de/t. 



Enfilade 
12 

BookI 

1 f4'e4.t~e, t!t/~ I~ I(ot th-e t~I 01 cf4'erIo th-at ol(e Joa~t.r aJoa~ 0.1(11 A.a!"I(, th-lirt 

pa. rI Je bl"lÎrjIÎrj oat th-/~ lettel" a~ 11"00101 /f(! h-ef4'OI's'1If a~'llI/f(e ~Oo'" bat III ~tlot to It 

IMtl#' jaS't Maie It h-tJMe to Maie «1 M# OIQI( !tel"O ~tol"ie.f. 4 th-O~~ l'fI ftfl a~ Malt? 

~~I/(tJ.I(S' a~ 11ft? aallel(oe IQal(fJ' /f(e to, 8at loI" 1(0«1 1 ke; 10lÎrj IQltA. tu al(OIfj'MIÏj 

ftt.loL. 

It'll Je l''eal~ o/~ tf It IQOf4'b. 

111fj'«ItJ.t?, IQ!tat ,ot /f(e tJl(to t!t/~ «laS' a l''eal~ ?alUl" t!tllfj t!tat A.o/'IMe4 to I/(e 

UI"~ tJ.le«l MOl"l(lirp tJ.j(J--lr~ Ol(t, 1(0«1 th,at I~e !tal the elfel"?t? aI(l tie tllffe to tell 

jDa aboat It. tJlfe 01 tke iillo!to/lS' «ItJ.~ OOlffl"" baot II"O/f( ~O/f(e Iftj!tt-tiiKe S'ooati.", 0f4' 

f4'uee, 1/(1's'~;01f tJ.lfi he itJ.I !ottelf l'o~~ tJ.I(I 'aMI( Ifeal" ,ot IIo~I 011 b! tJ. ~lflfel" lir th-e 

UI"~ I/(Of4'I(IÎrj "1!tt. 1 """ ~ ~ee h,1/f( OO/l(IÏrjJ bat o/laI"el(t~!te «IatM ~tl"tJ.Ii!tt aol"oS'S' 
IIoMtJ.I(.fIaI(I tJ.~ if It lVere tVrir~Of4' bloo,? .ftatiol(./ 1111 ie I(U4er1 «laS' to Je ~IQlirjlirj al( 

«.JI(J,-.ella, clriKlIr! .faté/. &, ie IQa.f "ia.ft «.Ial'ttirj baoi aI(l tJ. hltz ~1('ief4' ,ot t!te 

ef4'o~..riaJ~S' Olf h-l'ÎK j«~t a~ he- 1VtJ.~ aboa t to ,et lirtO 0«.1" (l''el(()h,. tfoa S'u (ie 1f4'01f( tire 

We I~ IIû-;Ierllirto til"u "lIel"el(t tl"eIfO!tU'--t!tef4'e ~ t!te 1I"0l(t tire tl"el(oh, ,'t.5'elf; 

t!tel( aJoat tJ. klflr-uI pIS' ba.o" th,el"e ~ a .f«l;Of4't tl"elfOh" alfa' t!tel( beh-lirl th-a( I~ a 

f4'MY'H tf4'elfolt-. Pel"lel(dJ'oa!tJ.II' to th-o~e a!"e a ~el"/'eS' (Jf OO/!(/f(alfl'oatIQl( tl"elfoh,~ «Ilt-l'o!t 

0.110", ol(e to tl"av-el, tA.eQl"etiéalt, th,a( I~ bitweel( th-e vtJ./'l(;a~ t~e.f. Mat «le do l's' 

f4'o(tJ.tiol(--tj'o tiat ol(e I(tjh,t IVe 'II be lir t!te 11"(J1f~ th,el( f4'e.fel"l!-e.f 0.1(1 /rirait,. ~«II0I"~ 

0.1(1 tkl( baoi «f to tu II"QI(t tJ.jaJir. The Iftiltt belol"e t!tlS' bloie lell (JI( lire, 1 «Ia.f lir 

t!te I",ol(t tl"el(oh" «Ihel"e 1 tJ./I( (Jlft, Ql(e Id.ff lir th,l"ee. 0a rIol( 't jt't /f(,(Oh .f/ul th-el"e 

Juaa.,fe, I~~ tu I/(OS'( dalfjel"o('(.f alfl MO~t 01 tlte fais- a'tJ.II'el(? welf taie a Ifo/l beoaa~e 

t/u.,,-e, aJl'e oltel( ~erMal( .fooat".f allov-e,-. th,e ;l'a.oe. It ~ a!.ro tie ol'o~e..r( to t!te ,fkll 

J/art;r tJ.I(I tu baJl'bullVl~e alfa' tJ.tt t!te oth,ef4' Ifa,ft"f t/t,11fJ4 Ie.!(flferl to Iffaie fO«.I" ~tt1.f at 

tu ~el(()k tJ..f bNél a.f 10~~/JIe. f}0lleaS'e 1(Jl"j"û-e Me tf I~e a!r-ea,? toll Fa 0.1101 

t!tlr, 
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/,o/~ftirJ-lllfP al(I/I(alt, a tY'l'ibl'e, l'acLe~ bat 1/4 ê ~/t a ~/1f1'e, bPl(e pl te/(Iolf PI' 

a"ltilirj. l1/(tIja~t a~ It h/t h/~ he Iov-e tirtp the tl'e/(ch a/(I Ia/(Id l'tj'ht PI( tPl pl/I(! 

bl'e4.tfo.s'~ bl'eaitirj Pife, plJfP~ aa/(t~ l(v~ pl/I(t1/'lIfalalt, a/(cl ~el(cIJirj the l'~t pi/I(/I 

bl'e4.1 l"aftpl( I~tp tlu Ma'~ cla.cfbPt1/'k lir the fl'Pc~~. Ile !ot tf, ll'etel(Id to bl'a~h 

olf; Iootel 0/' al(IIo"'1( tlu tl'el(e~ tp ~ee "'hO eke ",a~ aboat (;"~t uU,(/II(/I), a/(cI~~t 

tf/l(l'IuI at Me /fie ~ ",a.s' ,rPl't pl ~alff ellfb(if-I'a~~ecl Mat .te 'cl clùt~bel M! bl'eai/a~t. '* o/Jploll~eJ, ,rPl't pl "'Iiritirj aI(l ~1If1-girj at the ~aJlre ttHre-the "'~ #,,«.1' 

fatw.loe.r, alfrl the/( he Il'o",/(d a/(cl ~at" ho", r"./tz b/oP,? I(eo.!" lot hlHr th/~ tu,(e, Ile 

kil a,b J,/~ ",oal(Iei hal(rI a/(cl /ll(ade a f~~ o/lt1/'elftf;t ",/thPat alfj fatir. Ile weI( tl'Iul tp 

foot at /Ke thl'0"lh the J,ple. nel( he ~hl'"!!ecl. 

~ toot pli ~/~ .s'tu! ha~ fat It PI( the !l'pa/(cl to 1If!ll'tjh-t alfc/ ~at cIo"'l( PI( to; 01 
It. talf ~ ~av-e bUIf v-el'fI CPMlpl'table., tJ,a~ bat h-e foolecl glU J,e I(eeclel tp ,rIt 10"'1(. ( 

",a.r .s'tlll ip!"irj aflue pl bl'eacl al(cI /f(at'Ilfalaclblir IIfl htllfc!. 
II/) J. 1 pli C/tl/(arutll(, e/tl. 

~ iall'eallt 171111f1 ~h-pafclel'. 

(lfollel, .s'fo",t,. 

Ife fPlirtei at tJ,e bl'eac/ lir IIfl J,tl/(I 0.1(1 (}.~ierl Me tf tal(a"a/(.s' ~J,f1/i'e t~et"" 

bl'eai{a.s't. 

"I1"'tiJ,~ Il (~atr/. 

1/1(11 !av-e ilHr MfI bl'eafla~t. 
1/1(1 he ate all17f It I~ a Matte!" pl ,r~c17l(rLr, Cf1/i'e/a.! /(ot to b/oOt{, It "'I"th h-/~ 

NlPal(r!, NlJ,leh Nla.s' a!"'ea~ J'tf1/i'ttirj tp Ipl"/I( a J'cab. lIel'e 1 wa.s' .s'Itttirj lir "W' tl"el(ch 

NlI"ti a Nloal(cluI.s'c17at 1 Md /(ev-t,1' lIfet belol"e alfl !te ",a.s' eatiirf a",t1.? IIfl l'at/PI(~. It 

rI;r/" ~ Jotw /Ke Mae!t, bUau.&"e (NIa&" 1If17l'e cu.t"IPa&" tJ,al( klfjfl'I' tt/!te/( 1"(1. of/e/(l t!te 

I(tj/,t .s'tl"t1.Jirlirj tp .s'U if t!te e/(e/l(!' I~ arlv-al(etirj acl"o&".s' ;1!ollfa/(,flal(c/ a/(ri tl"jfirj tp ~/uf 

fir I4lJat u.fe/(ftalt, aJlrO(l.I(f.f tp a /ll(acl~ fac/lle, l''a ,et al! te/(&"eI tf a/(I a.s'aa!1t do/( ê 
fuI M(l.ci /f'k t4.ftirj. {)/(t, tlu 1711/cel'.s' f1/i'e lat iel"e. 
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Ile- I4Ia~ I(ot a ~",allllra~ bat h-e- I4Ia,f ,ftr-alfjelj Ia.Jirtr-1101( t il(ol4l h-Ol4l to 

rluo,.,lbe-lt ~aott" bat ~e ~arl a I4Id.? 01 /ffOtNÎrj t~o.t I4Ia,f t!'el"! Ilalri 0.1(1 j',.,aoefo( I(ot 

lte l''a I4IOa!rlIÏlrtlflire- a ,follle,., to he at aIl. T~e,.,e «Ia,f J'o",et~/Îrj "'tlfl'oal aioat 

itir-o.J' Il j'Oalu~t {l(el4l t~at ~e eoall,et h-It Ile, tl",~ 0.1(1 it I4Ioall all4l~ be a 

~o,.,atoJ, 0,., alIM~ «Ioal(rI 01" 10 th-I"0«.Jh- h-/~ ~al(I I4Iithoat h-Ittillj alf#'t~/Îrj IÎlrlo,.,to.l(t. Ile 

wo,.,e- 14;, «Ioal(I t~ 0.1100" lIrulal. 'éTaJ't a J'e,.,ateh 'Fa ooall'hraj',ite h-thr J'~Îrj «Ikl( 

k wa4' ,.,ea./~ lit tel"r-Ible /,d/ir. !Vot tlt-at /r,e I4IaJ' 1(0141. Ile I4Ia,f o&'al(~ oS'h-at!'el( al(I/r,e 

eH-1( },al oS'OIlr~ Ooloj'"e o~ bat t/r,at Il",,,? ~ee", to Ir-ev-el(t hù( l'''O/f( letÎrj a t0«.Jft, 

J'oillet". Ile I4Ia.f v-e"'j ",aeft, the J'Ol"t 01,el"J'OI( ?Oa Ploal'I e.e/,eet to ",eet lir ol(e 01 t/r,o,fe 

Mel( ~ olalJ' ~'! a &l(rI~ a!te/"I(oolf, aI(l ft,e I4IoaI'Ilirv-ite ?Oa lit aI(l h«.j pa a jlaJ'oS' 01 

U/,el(oS'lH tl4le~rar -011 &oteh 0.1(1 aJ'i jOa aboat /fIe lir tlte eolol('é.f. cfo/ffebo" I4IhO 

wDali l'eI(I j'Oa "'Ol(ej for- a ,fhat!'e al(Il(we,., e,J;leot tOlet it baat. Ile I4Ioall ft,av-e 100teJ 

1U"lut~ J'aitulti, 0 coat 0.1(1 taii'J', /f(aOh- /f(Ol'e J'O thal( /r,e «Ia,f lir h-iJ' Il'eel(J'. [;.el( tk 

lleubirf I4IaJ'l(? IKae~. 8at he ooall eer-tatirt, tt!!. Th-el'e ",aJ' a oel'talir 1'0«.J/r,I(~,f, 

a~ weI(, th-at j'Oa ooallluJ't J'el(,fe lit /r,IÏIr. Ev-el"!t/r,i/fj' tel(,ful, 1 eoal'Ileel';t aJ' 1 
4'at tw,e- wateh-i", h-IÎIr. ne o5'Ol't 0l/f(al( I4Iio j0eJ' a",~ 01( leav-e al(IIoeJ'1( ? il(o", «Ih-at 

to 10 «Ilti h-'Ïlro5'elf t/r,eI"e, J'O he OO/f(eJ' bact, ~(//'&~ nel'e are a lel4l lir wer-j l'tflhrel(t, 

0,1(1 tUj Iuo/f(e J'o,.,t Oljootl-l'aoi e/r,ar/f(J'-/~e hearlol a eli-a; oallul ROjel'J' tie 

otw. o5'ollle,.,o5' aotaa/~ ,at 01( t/r,e /r,eo./lol"lool laei belol'e 10'Ïrj litto th-e 11'd.§'. 10a 

jaJ't {1(0l4l tk.re e/r,a;o5' ri /f(f1.l(tlfe ,fO/f(eh-Ol4l to J'fI.I"v-!(J.e, bat jOa oa.l(? J'u tft,e/f( Iolir! 

a",th-IIfj ei'J'e--lit th-e l'eal "'01'11, IlKealf, aftel' tft,e Iv' at". 1105' 101' /f(e, 1,l'elUl' to 

tee/' Ffi.!' Il'otfl.l''e ao5' "'1' eit1.!'/f(. 

Twe at"e J'o",e leo/'I'e hel'e, Ek;et/r" I4Ih-O t1.!'e 05'0 o/'w"J'! tJ.I(I J'O jr-aeeho5' t/r,at 

jO"jaJ't {"o", t/r,at if tkl"e I~ a J'el"a,t; 01 J'il'a,t;l(ellt,'Îrj at"oaI(II4Iit/r,lir a "'Ife tft,ej «Iiff 

MO,/(tlp to le IKol'talt, «Ioal(Ie/ bj it weI( tf 1(0bO{, PlaJ' weI( thliritÎrj 01 alÎlrIÎrj at th-eIK. 

Tit;, e~ I4Ia,f tk ~1005'lte 01 tiat. Ile IPtllZu/itIo",al(J'!a.I(I lor- eAI',~t~ J'aie. Ile 

IIdJ, ? o,.,alll( or-I"alf, or- weI( el'oaeft,. Ile I4Ialter/. tO/f(e lo~ ofjJel(I t/r,u'tt- ",/r,o/e ttÎlre at 
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tk fMt IQlt/c,oat ,fO Maci, t1.f .ftlcirirj th-e- tOf$' 01 th-ell" /c,eack (lat 01 th-e tl'urCh- lir 

Idj~/c,t Je-caa.fe- 01 th-e- .flf{bel"~ alf' t/c,/.f /I(alf .ftl"ollul acI"O.f.f ;1/o/l(al(.f&lfl tie le- bloo'l 

OIQlfed It. I1lfll(o«l /c,e «Ia.f e-atl1f MI bl"eatfo.ft tie, It «Ia.f tie- /I(O.ft Ol'cIJ~a!'/I thl1f lir 

tk «IO~/a; ,f/lrltir! t/c,~o«.ji tie 100' «Iielf h-e- caajh-t Iffe «IatolL' 11f h-Ihr, 

Ile l'ooie! tie alf olftoer-a ea;tt1/~ at th-e- ,"el"l tea.f~ bat It «Ia.f Ihrf0.f.flbl'e­

to tell. tfua .fUI Jelo~e- t/c,el!o Oat to batt&, ev-e~!bO" ie~e l'elffOV-U tie-II" l'al([ 

IIf.ftjlflâ t1lfl e/lrjJtle.t th-etÏ'-jJoc~t.r, nel .S"t1j Il f",t.ltz ca;t«.l"e.t 10" alf' j'O" ~e- jlot ofOlfre­

~~Malf ,fOall-e-IfI"'.f lir j'O~ 10c~t, J,e- 'II .fh-oot #tJa l'tjit tielf t1lfcl tlte-t'e--lir tie foOt" 
111ft! IfObO"? «Iet1I'.f ~al(t lir.s'tjlfla lirtO batt/'e, becaa.re tlte! .rt1j .rollfe ol/toel'.f iav-e- bUIf 

to~taJ'.eI. hO/lr «IJ,at / cal( tef( ti/of Ij> a l''<<./f(O<<.l'' to~ al'ti0"f'i .ro/l(e let1jJ1e telll~ett/l 

eOlflNircl1f ,fto~/u, It~ ~atie~ cIJl/toal't to te-If «Iltat~ tl'ae- at'oal(cI iel'e-, 8at, t1jtV~ 

I~ bUIf tJ,liritÎrjJ t1I(II;" Ifot .ro/l!o.fecl to 10 tltat. cfo tf alfj/bo" a.r& Iffe-, / tel/ tltem 

tM.tlt~(}.llt~ae. 

Ile (}.,fie! /Ire !tO«l1'o1fj' 1 !tal JUif at tie 11'0I(t. 

1 toIt! /c,lÎIr /tire, «Iu& t1l(cll/fotioe-ci MJf.fe-f/ ca/tir! ItIM (~/'" I~ / "'4 t iau-e t~ 01 

eo~.f~ beet1a.fe / lieu t tif 0«1 !tlj> l''a/f,, bat It ,feetr.~cI o/;I't1jJl'late-, 

((8;t 01 a balfj-«/J tiitre
l 

1j>1f t It?" Ile- «Itirtecl at /Ire-, 

1 tolcl /c,IM iO«llt~ beelf altt!e !tatÏ'-1 .ro la!' aI(l tiat /;" /fot (J..ru( to betÏrjl .fMt 

t1~ «I!tIOi, I~ t~ae. 

I1JkYir k ,f/lr;luI. 

EI.r,et~ /c,/~ tut!t ",el'e «Iil'te~ tialf alfj/I~e- ev-e~ .ree~ alft! tie J'alf;,.(). ,fOl't 01 

,t'.rtelfM 011 t!te/lr. tr t!te- Mlckt 01 aIl tlr/.r "it-t al(' /1(0." l't ,fe-e/l(erl ~eaf~ ,ft~alfje to 

/I(~ bat tklf 1 !ta'" t .flejJt (}./frl !tari /c,at'/~ ea telf, 

Ife, latter! /Ir? t/fu. 'ït~ !ool to !tave-1°0. lacl.r lir «I1'tIr- a~ J/!te ,ft1/d. 

II'o0ieJ rIo"'1f t1t «IJ,e~e !te- !tacl toacJ,el/lre a/f/.ra«l a ,f/l(alf CIÏ'-Cle 01 rllo«l! 

Jloocl 01( /I(? t~OaJ'el",f. 

11/ft! t/c,elf /c,e aJ'tei Me «I!tIOi, «It1j h-I'.r l''ej'Ihrelft «Ia.r. (1;" J'01"1"ff', t!tel ",O/f t let 
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Me, tell ?O(,( «I1e;olt, Me,}, /le, aJaJ' I(lire. /If;!U' a"'~J'olf(e.!tO«l1 lir t!te, 1(1j-!tt, lee, leal 

4'tl"tlp I(lire, /1(ile.J' cfoatlee.aJ't 01 ",leel"e, lee. "'11.0:." J'''II0J'uI to be, Mire.If(;!U' lir a z(fzatllÎf/ 
tl"e,l(ole "'(Jall taie at le.aJ't ftil-e. !tOal"J' to ",ait, ! toll !t;If(, 

Il!1 tk MOI"e, 1"e4.J'M t(J ,et /1((JINÏrj) lee, J'oil. ne.", qfatir tlee, tut~ 0.1(1 lee. 

tiv-l(uI al(rI J'tartel «IalttÎf/ tl«lOj, 8(,(t ",lee.1( Ae, J'a", If(l' bl"e.arl QI( tlee. r!a.etb(larclJ' at lel~ 

fut, k J'ttl/le.a: t(,(f"l(eI (JI( leè Ieee! al(rI ",alferl f,aof, t(l",arck me., tvlee,1( Iee ",aJ' ab(lat 

tel( lut a",ajJ Iee. aJ'iuJ Me, /f(1' 1((lJ!(e" 1/1(11 tolrl lelÎ!r, 

I1l(rI lee, J'alrl tleat lee, !tari e.ate.1( leall (ll/lrl' f,1"e.atlaJ't al(rlle.rI tlee.l"U't 01 it tQ tlee. 

ratJ' lir tlee. f,ott(l/f( 01 tlee. tl"e.l(ele Mri tleat lee ",aJ' 101Îf/ tOlf(afe /t"l tOIf(e" 

1 toll le!Îlr I(ot t(l "'01"1"1' ab(lat I~ bat 1 J't{,(jf(bferl a g'ttle. 01( If(l ",Ol"~ ",!tiele /lracle 

kM aJ'i Me. Il! "'11.J' l(el"{)-(laJ', 
I1l(rI! tQlrI 1e;1f( l ",aJ' afl"all J'O, 

I1l(rI ft,e, lattul /f(1' J'leo(,(!clel" 11.1(1 to!I If(e. ;t clJc!tr ê /lrattel", 

'ï~ oe.l"tl1.iir l'II,e.t aJ'e.rI t(l/~ etit-, Il 1 J'oie/. 

Ife, tQIr/ Me. t~l1.t lee. rltéltr ê r-e.OO/lr/f(el(rI tleat al(rI tleat tlee. d'1? JWa ~t aJ'uI tQ ;t I~ 

tk r/tlj allQI tlel~ ",illbe (J{)-e,I", 
To «Ift,/ele 1 J'air/: 'ï ",0(,(!4 ê If(lirri tleat ClI(e, f,1t, J'Iit-, Il 

'tt~ lut al(r/e,fIJ PI"U'tM "lee. J'ale/. 

I1jat~ tlee J'/lrl'le I1.l(rI tlee. teetle. 

lï tell j'tIa ",lel1.t, Il lee. J'at" l"eaelelÎf/ lirtQ leè tal(l'e l(loie.t, !(la we.". $'UI( al( ~Ol( 

el"tJJ'J' belol"e, Fil 
((p. ?" ùll", 

''!II( il"QI( el"(JJ'J', Il Ife, lalferl Qat tlel~ t'ttfe OI"(JJ'J' ",lel'eh- &oferll"atkl" t'te, al( 

/rH "'Itle fat e,l(rU 01( it. ne? 1 tlee, tler-lf(alfJ' a$'e ie (JI( 0.11 tleuit- al(tf(JI"If(~ bat tlel~ Me 

lVa~ Marle (JI /1(etal al(rI J'eelf(e.rll(l'eel" tleal( (lee (lCleel"J'. Ife 11"e.J'J'e.rI /t--a.J'I1f lel~ 

al(<<I(J(,(l(rlui leal(rI $'0 aJ' t(J a{)-(J;r/ b&O";1fj tlee.lI"ize.-lirt(l If(l' leal(rI al(rI tleel( laJ'leuf MI' 

lilfP.f oloJ'uI QtJ-eII';t. Tleel( lee $'at rIo",1( QI( lel~ J'tee! leat apir. 
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I1l(rI /c,e- tolrl Me- t/c,at /c,e d!oUel( It tie fa.ft I(tj/c,t, Pl'oJaJIy aJoa.t S'Il; /riJ{if.f 'if", 
#tire-tUl(t/r, I/(al( /c,e ~ ftflu( /c,e- .fa.;~ I(ot eoa.l(tilfj t/r,e MU ie .riot l-riJl/( IL1/' olt alfi 

I1t'ti/c,t ~ap'e j((.~t ""O((.l(rlu/. Ile- ~éItr ê belep'e Ù ooa.l(ti1! tltO.fe, Tlt/'.r olfe uJa.f al( iJlticel' 17/ 

,fOI/(e- ,f(JfI'~ /c,e- tolrl Me-, ",,/r,() ""a.f ~llJirj ofl'ckl'.f t() tlte otltel'.f lir tie hitz II'Mt tl'elfc/r, 

«I/r,el( ~e-!ot /c,lÎ1r. 

I~e I"~t fl'eaff'.ru( él'.r;etlt, tkat tltat~ itON! tkOaj/r,t Ite ""aS' al( 0llicel'-Ice 

«Ia,fl( ? CfU'fI'j'9 a fl'Ifle" ha.t OI(~ a !l'.rtol tt~rI tVl'tk a cOl'rll'atltefl' !t'te a /(ecit;e aroa.lfrl 

/r,;,f I(ui 0.1(10. fl'at/c,efl' l(aolC, fooirirt fl(ife at /c,1'.r he&. 

cfo /c,e ~a;I t/r,at t/r,e! «Iefl'e ~/1?- fl'ljAt M tlte e~e 0/ tlte;~ tl'e/(ck, ;l'acticallft 

01( to; 01 tkel/(. 111(1 tlte Me ke t'flecl .ftOoe! 0/' al(e! be/al( to ofl'clel' Itl'.r !frel( (J((.t lirtO 

IIol/(al(~fal(I to cio /fr((.C/c, t/r,e .faHre tltlirj tkat /r,e al(e! Itir /fret( Nel'e cIoilf!' S'o t/c,e/l!".ft I~ 

t~e aI(l ff'.rtel(erl CfU'el((.lt, t<l(ttfl't .fo((.lîclei !t'te, tltel'e «Iel'e 01(& a l-e«l 01 tlteM !elt lir 

tJ-e tfl'el(c/r" 0.1(1 t/r,el( t/c,e/l fl'a.;;lellt. 111(e! tltl'.r mal( NkO ate ail m! bl'eaila.ft !ot tlte 

oilleue- ",/r,;1e, /c,1'.r fack «Iel(t Ofl'efl' tlte ;aro/et. ffCI1;ee! kim 1'0a.l(cI tke I(ect <</l'tlt M/I arlfr 

P./frl /,((.~/c,er! tke il(ife lirtO /r,1'.r tkfl'Oat, t<.f/1?- /r,1'.r hOcl;t to Ca..fltiM M! la/~ 1/ Ite .faie!. I1lfl 

t/r,el( /c,e tofc/ I/(e /r,ON «I/c,el( tlte- kif( 01 tke tl(ie kl't Itl'.r I(ec" It !frade a clctirJ' I(ol'.re 

heca((.,fe t/r,e /c,al(IIe, ,ftfl'((.ct /c,1S' IfI'tJI( CfI'oS'S' alfrl tltat~ Nk! titiS' S'coa.t ckcickl to taie, l't, 

/le /,olirte-I at !fr! /r,al(c!. TIte p'.rt «laS' S'tt'f! cfoS'ei aroMI tke CI'O.f,!l, 11ft!- a!.ro kal 

a ~~~,;y/~Lr/~tI~ ht<t 1'", Lee;;1f! tltat, 1/ 

I1l(rll aS'ieri /c,;1/( «I/c,at tkat NaS' ~o /c,e «Irote l't cIo«ll( aI(l tkel( Ite- toll Me t/c,at l't 

«Ia,f a lorlet-IKe-l(ot. Ile reackerllirto /c,;~l ;ociet O!atir alfri ;rorlv.cerl a ;l'cta.fl'e- 01 a 

,f",eetJ,e-fU'~ ""kl'c/c, wa~ ,ftil(ecll"S't helow t/r,e lace- to a lIei/(fI'l'cl Ile riJétr ê j4'u-e- "fe 

I1t'((.C~ of a Ckal(Ce to foot helOl'e ke ;a.t it aNo/IJ b((.t tltel'e NaS' S'ometltilfj abo((.t /r,efl' lace 

t/r,at ",aS' laHrl'lta,.. 

/le- fooU at t/c,e .ftatir ~e /r,arllKacle- CIl( m! !l'eel(S'. ('tal'r? abo((.t t/r,a~ 1/ /c,e ~at~ 

l'ooft9 rIo«l/( at IK! 1f#J Ibt<t t/c,e-fI'e 'II he- I/(Ol'e, /1 

I1I(I/c,e ,f1K;fer! al(rI.ftool al(rI!fl.t 01( /c,ir ttir Itat. 
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Ih ~a;' tiat It lIIa~ po' f"OWIir? /Ke ou-e~ hi~ ~~o«.I'U" ().~ k «Iallul awtJ.j. 
I1I(IIIelt Fuirt 0.1(1 ~II/ea.fj ().I(I.s','oi ().I(' .s'o",t 01 aIl tl(ottd-a,t' at tlu ~aJfre, tiÎKe. 

1 w(JJ(tu! to ~O/K/~ 0'" c"'/I 0", l'a."li, d~ ~Ol1feth-lirj, J"t 1 jv.~t ~at tWe footi,,! at tlu, 
erlJ.S'~ tiat lIuirr,'oJ, h-o.I WO"'I( abO"t J,/~ I(eet t'te (). tle «'I(ti'l ilr leati. r!1(1 0.111 Lelt 
tJtiritiri waof tlea.t tlult l',itl~J,o«.11 Mv-e, I~ I(ot Me. 111('1 tJ,ou.lh-t abO"t r".ltr looLtiri at 

tie /"éfa!"~ 1 car"'l 01 j'Ou., aI(l teel'ir? It ().~ 1",00/01 /f(? tfe,/f(/~~. /11(11 th-0"lit 01 tkM 
IUof'Ïrj It tJ.rd«'1(1 QI(' Io.«.J/uirJ abO"t It aI(l ~fJ.?IÎtJ' J,Ol"I"lble tJi"P abO"t pa al(Ilitr/tattirj 
F (JJ(I I/(~ t~tw. to M().~ ea.clt otJ,e,,- l'afl./J,. Mat J,a' / Iol(e? Ija~t j'(J./H ~OMe,JO" 

1/(/ J",ea.ifo.s't 10", eh-"'I;,t~ ~o.te. 1 rb'rtr ê le.re",v-e t!t,e, c",o~~ 0.1(11 Jttr ( wal(t It. It 
I/(atle Me fuI tte 1 i-a' bUI( t!t,e, ol(e IIIh,O Ital ~/p.elf tlte ll(t/e lirtO tltl~ Il;c.~ lIuir~/"c1t ~ 
t/,rdat al(r/ tkl( ~tol'el( kr Il'0 tfut-e ().~ /J",ool 

& «Ikl( tk. CO eaJfre ",0«'1(1 td tell «.~ Ille tVel"e Jelirf "'o/Il'acu! o.l(rI we .rt(J/l'ter/ 
1"1f /oWI( tu cOI1fIK«'I(I'oatIQl( t",el(elt td tlte l''e.re,,,1H4, IMarie ce,,,,taù tJ,at 1 waof at tlu, 
JacL dl t!te ~ire, al(t!, IIIkl( 1 ll(e«l t!t,e,,,,e waof l(oJo,,? l'ooftirj 11«.~1ter/ t/te, C"'O,f~ lirtO tlu, 
1/(11.1 dl t!te t~e,l(clt wo.ll alfl II/o.of rIol(e III/tlt lé; It «IQI( ê t«.l"l( 0/' «'I(ti'l alfoth-fU" ~oUt~ "p 
It (}(,(t 0", a ofJ,e11 JI'a.ft .s'el(rh It It,tirj. TIte ~tt1lir ~ ~t;11 01( "'1 t",o«.~e",1, th-0"llt. 

1 101( ~ «Ialft tk to pt jOli.!" I/ctfl.l"e, E&/etlt. /~ ,ot Fa w"'Of/Jeri 0/' I(d«l, lit 
,fOMe III@ 10/'1;1" 1 t",a'd 10", foar e'itJ/4'ett~ 1IIh-1'o1t I~e l'VeIf o/J alfjw~ of 0 1 co.I( fuI 
tie Mariol! Fa, b«.t 1'. ~t{JJ6liÏtf to luI Itie- t!tat~ I(ot elf0ll./h- alfjl1fo",e,. tu 1 J'Ot to 

tleriritirj aboat lu/'ir? IKFel'! al1i1-e aI(l iee/JlÎrJ' Fat" /,l''ctare 0.«IfJ.? l",oM t~ 0.1(11 
etJJlfe 0/' wlei, tltl~ al(olf#"'l'tj t!tllf!. Ltie- 1 ~t1It( "it 11/0",4 l'II /f(().ie, ~ 0.11 tlH, kro 
,fto",l"e4 ra lIIal(t I/(e to. 

1 l''ea.I,,,, ~H- to pt !OIÎrf I(O«l-we ~e ",owÏr! Jact 0/' to tk f~dl(t (,t.el(ck- 10", 
tie I(tji~ al(' we rI Je 1ea.IHÏtf alfj Mlirate I(dlII. Bat /,l'ea~e ll(o«) t!tat 1 eaJ6'~# tk 
Ile~e eloofe to I/(e, lir.s"/~ /1(# fal(l'o, 0.1(' tltat tk «)@ /fJle", I~ a.f t{fltt o..s" 1 eal( Mate, I~ 

a,,' IIoIH !(I{(. 
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The schoolhouse itself is a simple room with six rows of desks and a total 

capacity of twenty-four students, although there haven 't becn that many since the 

middle of the last century, when the French finally became the majority of the 
population. Most of the students come either from newly settled British families or, 

although this is increasingly rare, from the descendants of United Empire Loyalists 

who fled to the area after the American Revolution in order to remain loyal to their 

King. 

It is a low structure, made from stones cleared from the fields and reinforced 

with timbers. The roof is of simple wood tiling, and has a small hole at one end for 

the chimney of the stove which sits in the middle of the aisle bctween the desks of the 
second-to-Iast row. 

Most of the children who go to school here arc qUltl! young; Miss Callaghan' s 

oldest student now is a cripple called Francis Baker-he 's seventeen. Ile doesn't 

learn much anymore, but he's of no use on his family's fanll, and. because he knows 

most of the lessons by healt, is a general help to Miss Callaghan. This, and the 

goodness of her heart, is why she agrees to keep him around ln the winter, for 

instance, it is his job to keep the stove going "no mattel what", a responsibility which 

he accepts proudly. Recently, she has been tryillg to get hirn to speak more 
often-her predecessor told her rather bluntly that he was a bit dim, but Elspeth isn't 

convinced. He spends much of his time at the southern window in the second row, 

watching Old Man Preston's team of Percherons-Gcorgie and Franco-gntze, and 

she's sometimes almost certain that he's thinking great thoughts. 

Below the schoolhouse to the south is a large open field that descends into the 

valley to Anchor Brook and rises two acres to the opposite hill, on top of which sits a 

mode st barn and the rather rough stone house built a couple of decades ago by Old 

Man Preston and sorne men from the viIJage. Virgillia, the youngest, occupies an 

upstairs bedroom which directly faces the schoolhouse across the valley. Now 

almost fifteen, she attended the school until the middle of Mareh, whcn she had to 

retum home to help in the absence of her older brother, Alistair, who was finally 

accepted by the army (mostly thanks to his father's effolts). Now, although she 

daren't admit it, she prays for his safe retum not espccially for his sakc, but bccause 

she hates the roughness of her hands from the field work, and longs to regam her 

rightful place in the fourth row next to hcr vel)' best of ail fricnds, Victoria 

McDougall. 

In the Preston dining room, presiding grandly over the table, is an ornate 

plaster-framed portrait of a stately corseted lady drcssed in a simple closed-collar 
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black dress. She sits, hands carefuJly gathered at her waist, watching silently as the 
family flows in and out during the day. A depiction of his great aunt, she is the only 
non-essential Dld Man Preston brought over with him, and is one of the primary 
sources ofhis reputation as a bit of an eccentric. Most of the family complains about 

her, but he insists on keeping her in the most prominent place in the little house. And 

Miss Callaghan thinks she looks like Ahtair. 

Just because they have to stay home, Old Man Preston insists rather 
loudly-as he does with most things-doesn 't mean they have to go uneducated. His 
son, to whom he of course paid the most attention, was re~ding at the age of four 
under his father's tutelage and never saw the inside of the schoolhouse until he 
started courting Miss Callaghan shortly after she took over from Mrs. Tomlinson in 

the Spring of 1913, and it's testimony to Old Man Preston's methods that many say 

Alistair's looking to be the cleverest man in the area. 

But he's in France or Belgium by now, 50 nobody really talks about him 
anymore, at least not in front of his family or Miss Callaghan. People here have 

learned not to talk too freely about the lads in case they don't come home. 
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9 w.wll9 W4VL4l.-.hlflHtl(a.v, Cl!.LlelL' Ul"0IlLln3 10 le'lm~ "laI! :,Otl'1 "g~"I\"e~-a ,1<l .. ~,,'1 

~41,e,ndo,fktlLvdl{4l/<1t1!~9l'l{~ uluC{~ ~<1l1wli.II\At.'l 9 l'<l<lr ulll! .. m "n.! ,"<llhl .. '1 "ll:o!l/!o/'l Il:,,,:, 

~J'~lK,.J"II,.\w~I:"Ml~ Ulull:"~gu,,.t~ ll:~ .vu;r9 ,lu :1'111' .'3 ~no\" ll!nl i\'.\ lIl'Hlnll .. 

~ Q.f\Il!.Ufu.,i..~:r m.uC4l/ i.,,~li.ncl, Cul CI\<l'Vl"~ ll!"l ~ml uu oVo/'1 1/: .. ,0/ g .. ",:, .\I!"I ul "".1 

fc~ if" a. di..lcK IlLUe oU! 111 .. '''(1 nt 1<1 .\ o 1Il.c1: 0 ,", p,'lol4/et :I<l fi 111111 IIIU e ... · .. ,1 ni" Il:,d :/41" ,."", .. 

btt4J"l\Al.j ~",9'11",.Hllt4l/~<l" .. un'llIhltVl~lu",ll{o,",f-lII~l'Hall,,9' li l.\ 1'.1'1 11\0/ 1" I:ll~' I",\tl 

f~(UuL ~ :J'lUit! C.z..ll.vt.l LI: '10/41.- ,,, .. </.-I~~ ufL<I.-'l' :J<1U' ~ .. ' ,v'liLt .. n Il:''IIl, 

W~ '{aJ, tI:&l/ '1ull: .. "" UnFll'1tllllul ..... "lI.w~ Il:ut. <11\", of Ill:, .\ 111,1 .. ,,1' .,--U3 '1,ull'",:, 

'.Yauni .\~fuLft~ Wo.'l fi.{'{'e.1 nL:thlll1J 'tÏ II~ l u fol .v"I":I~ ufl .. 'l :/"" .,1 Il 11",,1 ;/'''Ill 1'1"'l1tl\:/' (.<J 
J.o.n:L ~ruJ.W, wl::r9 I{a~ .. n:llu{',l :/011 :Jelr--.9 IVlO(:U(:{'~ ,llll,,'1, ".'.HlI 1" C.UIl .. 1" Inm" ,~ill: 

tf~ dut\9e1t1 ~<l.t" a.'I<l/ ( .... ""Ile 1\<1''')' ululll: ..... flllll.i.I':J' 011(';, tÏ"~1 :J411 l/{o!, ('".\1 ('4/II .. II,I{o/ W1"t .. , 

~LvuIu:r ffi'lUlll.'.utY Wu.l ln.' I .. ult.l ,,,1: en, 1: ..... eulll.o/., ll10lllui .~d 1: Il:01 P"I'4/'1 Il: l.l Ilh''1IIi.n:J~ l'd'il 

1L.uJ< 9 ca.,':L i.1lUl-~inl!/ \,ll:ul, a IlUl.,t.I! ..... I'i./: .. , 1,,- '1""" Il:0/ l',,~I ('dl .. '1 f'l'llll U IIIUIl~-W"11t 
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Ka,ù, f.o, li{ uJS ~t Lf!.w 4/) Lf! i.n:J.I, u~ i)Jl: r! 

9 ~.n.aW,tLJVLo.gu[I':J,wa,;t,f:""{',l-':t"IlIlUl':({ 1",I:U1Il' l(:l.\, l!uL<J 1lU.,~ :JOII'IlWIt ... , ll:u,,}) 

~ tll4JU~L 9 wauCl. 9 of Lot." cule!: IIUJ~I/{'f luœ.i.ll:r 10, :J"" u., l~ :J'w, W"'/l4/' f{ .. lI ... ' 'Ul«t 10, 

nw-tflÙ I1t-o./U1ÎI\:J" ffi"u'{'II.;}' cuu:JJ:1, II~ ,1<1-i.n:J' llr--LL wu.') 'UlU{'{')J 'fuit ... , .. m,gwlIul.,.\i.IIW 

ffiut i.tcla.e.6-,~L.llI.lUl"" .ll'lUII~.u l", IIlAU, [uUIl.'l ..... .'l"-IllAlIi.II~ ,<J eo .. {~l, .\we(1l1.' tl{uf, :I0tl' U/I..4V I:M'" 
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f"".}~ LIlAUlLl:r ~J<ll\'Hl,fUrR-4I/t<ù illo, :Jau· ~ ,lw tf!uL, éîcw lQ~ da :Jau ~ luCE, lu, 1llAl/ a.\-- if 
9 WVl4b",uj{ul{4Vt.v wiU!' :J<lA1,'! 

9 anL- f{U-\~iflW U{4b nw~L ,liffi.:uCL ÜfllAl/ e~l<M~iIlW r:UA'" k Wltlle- lw :J~" 9 da,~'L wu.t!, 

r-u' lu, tJ{Mle, tf{ul/ ;Jau, (l/W,-.laL c al\~ LaIlL[I:J' Ul--IIUt ll{~HI~JR ~--fiecaIM e- ;Jau aI'l4lj llL- une- wuw 0Jt.­

~~&ut i.e.) .!la. ~li.ffkUCt.la. cafll1l/l<l.'l.'l uCC at LI:o.l~ lnia. a- Ce-lb i.,~ a wuw wl{i.cK wiŒ 

.!Iuurul :JAUlUil~ a.ulllllCO-f\W"-«t, (uut. w~'w I{a~e- nd<!lt- call1Al/ Cl.'l e~ ifw lw 1ll.4b a..!I-. U{«cY Ja.lu, 

:to-«, ~o~lwtin~ ,g f~ C(Lu 9 I{a "-~ Lw wltHe- a :J/l<lU 1., LUIll4b c l{ull~uof\if\:J' aU/I/ ~ Cl.'J-. LI{~ at\4b 

tJ{in:J' lJ{uL wiL'C Ceep/ gaut of Il.'l :J-<1il\~J' LI{'tou:JJ{ a{'uUl.'ll all:JLf{ifl:J" guI., 9 ,loufiL tf!uL 9 WO-f,CJ, 

g4bcO-fWil\ctn~1' e<l~'ClII.'l"'" l<JwII\uIlWIJA'-<lpl'"", f{a~,laf\"'" ltr--(\I~ fiadC:r--4~ 9 dall:L wunL 

la. .'l~uL :JOU <ll1e, 'If 1 I{o.~ Il. .'l L('l';" Il<l.~ lCCL't,b p,'Illfe.~.'l LIl~' f1\~' IIlld;JLI1:J' Ca"-e- a/l, CLIl:Jlf{lfl:J/ Cl.'l 

"oflW~1 Cl.'l ll{ut. (fncl .'lOIlL<llllllAl.'l 9 lf{illlL II{al ~tOIl ,~au{'d C~ 11\~,cf{ CIl.LLvv aft ~nawifl:J' 

.'l,,[I[I:], II{ll\~J<'l afioui. 1ll1J ('ife~-{'ire, I{{al u.'l 9 ''''lde. LI{l.') 9 allt. ,~eU/lill:J' 1I\1J' gcu"", anet. wl{ae­

fL'ow4I-IW,LS,II.ula;I',IIt<l.'l.'l, all,tlf{al9 ,"enLia Iwl a lll1.Lo ,~'tae La WHl K<lcau.'le-9 ~naW,l{a.o}, 

lluuf.,:t<lu.(li M-<l,lo.'le4"I11Al/ln,iL. ,g lltone,llLLf{i.'l m-<1'tllll1:J" und 9 pul a l'lllCe-LllwIIUlcf{ . .'llU/lcf{ 

Ul--lL" CuuL~l1ulJ'I~ .. ('eun. Cfn,l eilf{4t/l/9'~""':J"ille41 u {'tUCe ,~el~j:(,a't lf{e-,""lvvWCl.'l Laaf{at, 

g<l-CUII"'14Ul(,.'le~1\<'l Il:J1{I<1-/{,on'lIl4blf{all.1I11.'lecl Lll Ke, ctl\;J''''u~, <g'Ilt..'la'lIl:J~-enau:JJ{ utlf{ut. 

9 IIe4/.I :/011 la. Cna.," (fCl~luilt, lf{aL 9 I{u,~e I\e~e/l {'o~e41 ;}OU Ke,:,,"~e- :Jau W<l-Ite- (l 

f.<l-'luic <l'l' "-"-<lll-- p«lllic U(1(L'lt';J' nUl~': Il ('lne. lUIt.'l 011. 9 .~o u(',LI:u l<l' fll'l' :Jall la 1 f{ in~, l{{uL. 9 wau~L 
'l<l<'lJU~t.;loU u";J'C",,,.'l i.f. :JOli CUIll-<l,I{ollL<l .~af{oIiL I:U~lll~J"~OIl un;J'IlVOl41u~ Ult· ~iCC<l,t.al\:Jaf\""'OJt.­

,lan<ld'Ul4.·I{ of afl;tlf{l"~J,uLul'L'. 9 ,.,lunL :JOli 10 ~Oll~ e"~/!'.'la ."'"",~all':J-<l! Il'W-''-in:J'uI~uull' ~"-Ol..'l, 
u.ulll{ul'~ il, !:ff{e-'l4l.'ll ,loe.'l.I'LIll-<lall.un;JII{lnw1a IlVOl,.)O clon.'t ,"'ll'l'l;J,ae-auLlI, a~i:Jj{l? 

(t {'l' . l' {'ll' l' (1 l' (J Il lI' . - (1 1 Ü 'tolU :1' \~l') 1 ~,llll "011.. H' le'te, V ,~elll o,~e'l 10 L l<l dl<ln· IW UflOl.'lth]a.~ (l'Ut. .'l(lL 
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~Ollll fum~{I;/ I{ocl 1114/ ll~.e't III .II1IIP<l't U:JUlll CU.'l1 nl:JJ{L, Ulul 9'IIL 1~<l~Ol.Cl Lw 'l~L 
lI!«l II{e;J u{'L' ~e,,"\' 'lull<l' ,.., .. i'l'. ~j-I{e:/ ,,' .. 't .. flll'C af 'l"e.'lLio.w agaul .~I:al nut l'tit4ll'W laCet. 

agulIl :J0ll'l lilll-<l 0,'.41'1 11{<lIt ... 81'"u.'l1l ,Lan'I '''',Il'l;/, 11\~/ l'a"-... , 9 ,Li.I.~'llJr.ll{wLan:JlI{l''1J'al 
('l' (1. L 1 1 l' 1 (1 1 l' 1 . LI L LI' 1 lI' L {'l lI' lI' u 1 Ü (,II.'l '<llhlCl e, \~ lU ::J U.'l.'lllllh!( ;/llll HU '~'ll en II leflt. un, lell. a a. 1"'-111- ''''''' 'lOl..'lL 

WU.'l wf{uL '''J'llll'I{I{I~/ \~O.'l ,,'lillen Cd,~een .)"II41'tul<lcl l'o~<l'l.'l (lIlll l/{aL L1{ul'.'l ({a.o}.9 rut. Ll, 

:/011 Ulule't.'llaml) ,11\,1 ll~al ,~U~ Ir:ut. (~OUlt ful/{ ... 't Lil pa'tLi~IIl'u.'l .'le<tl1W 'lutt"", ~~~ un· :J<lA1/1/ 
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Il"/ 1~ 1917 

{)~l4t Efrlet~ 

/fie, :.e JUI( "1( tk, M(J~ I(OW f"~ lo~ d~ a!th-(J"!~ tk#, ttlOI( ê let Me tell FU 

wWe Ide;"e /pl'" (,rot t~at I/all l1f{'(c~ attelftlM a,,?fQalJ. TIte 1'p~l(e! ~ar allut(led 

lire 'I"''te, a IfIOe- o/'I"JC'~I(I~ (" lNéw rO/l(e 01 (ie he/fei COUl(t~~;1e, a.r it ~1Jj.r .rlottl,? 

tJr,,'$I~ .raJfr/l(~. U/kl( Fa. gel(I a lettl I~ at tJ-e II'Mt, JIU" tel(l tt) Ip~~t t~at 
tu",e I~ alfJ't~/." el.re, al(t! It war a wel'e(J/f(e fl'e1f(lir/~ t(J .ree .r(J/I(et~/Îr/ I(a~al 

Qj',I?IÎ(--alfd MOfl'e U"l'eo,â/~ to tfllfelltfp/I(etlcilf/ ptiel" t~al( IIf"I alfl eOI"Iite. Tk 

~M.r lit ti/tf 1"t;f;"1( aJ"e 'I",'te a'tlfefl'e/ft 11"0/1( p~~et!-el"ltlci1f Itf l(otioeaJI/ 

tfK1111uc-a Iucalllrl1l( ttI~P pflefl'el a.J' ~o/l(e f~e"fh /l(1'/L tflatf telgirj Me ti.at tld" kl(""d 

acJC'e.f u""e f~ CMtffdel"ei a l''ial(tlc l'Ieoe pf !a./{I/ 8ut, a.r Il to e(J/I(/,el(tfate, thell" 

1"'''''''1''' ~el1.fPI( I~ th-l1t Muci Iu~~ aI(l th-ej' Jéav-e letflefl' /~etlatol".r tp ",P~~, ajout,· 

'Y11t~~e-l(t~ ti.e M~ beaJ"tf tft;!llit E~"Ie IJ./#-e oll,it ti.e AI;.r, a l'pol "ü-e kl(~ellf(ll~ 
r"M we.. ()I(e liraI( toll Me tiat i.e tUatf !efttÏrJ' l''ea~ 101" i/~ t~/~d eut of ht1j, a./{I 

tiat, if ti.e, we-at~ lull af, i.e M'Îht weI( l1fal(Oje a Ipu.I"t~. IVe bill'etd fit h/~ JaJ"1( 

fo,. tu I(tiJ"t, aI(l tk farMeJC' ùlN'ted UI/ff/lf? al(II tp J"el; tUl'th- !t/~ telJ.Jfr to ~O/'~PtU tie 

1/e,IU. ne? ttlere, pl ail t!t/~ t«JO IPulfJ' tt,lerlale.f--a /lfO/'e aI(l a plriÎir;J 

altMfI.j~ t!te p/~ÏrJ' ~al ~(J /1(UO~ .fj'{,(l(t ~e /"e/fflitlerl /1(e 01 ~etJl"l'é, alfjwl1?' 1 0001( ~ 

/,dJ'~/Jt, rI~cl'/Je t" ?pa ttlh-at a/lea.fu.l"e f't tflatf tp a'o ~O/f(e ~eal/h-~/'oalw(J/"t tUlt~ 
k-(J"~e,t apruir--ttll'tJ,,"ut ttlP~~?,ÏrJ' tpp l1r«.oh- ab(Ja.t Jetitf ~i.ot at. /Ve,;c,e about "il-e /f(11~ 

r"M t~ l/"pl(t Ifite k~e, al(~ a/th-p«.J'i ttle cal( ftlll h-eaJ" th-e JaJ"~t1J'e.f pl O/'tll~/, 
1lIe,:.e lfAI6'lfed to .fh.a.t the tklll", ~(J«.I(I put. 1 ttla.r i.ott-tt-Iftéd J, t!te ttt-oa.bl'e 1 ial 

k-tvrdAirj t!te Iepl'~e..f'-ltfu,t''p(J.fe Fa. eo«.II bllJ.Jlre l't Pif /1(1 /fot Ll(ottl'ÎrJ' ti.e a/fIMal'f (J.I(I 

tiu~ tl"aJit/Ïrj'-ba.t l'v.e l''eal~ I(otlod tleat I~e l'u.rt ?UJ'te a bl't ol.ft~elfjtJr-/fpt tp 

1/(e,l(tlfll( tffl/f(e, !,it-th/ 8ut /f(o~e tial( a1?thfÏtf el.re, It IVa.r a l''eal/,le.a.f~e to Je, able. tfl 

tftt1ltrl 0/' .ft~t1Jiht ~it aI(l (JI( ""! et!-el( II"P«'lfcl/ AII"I the /air ialJ'e bUI( ~t1ff'irj tk 
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~aJKl, tJ,;". 
f/ow-- aalft~ t!"aM~ l''al( Qat a feIQ rlap ~q, ~P ~/irce tiel( 1 h.at.!-e JUI( eatl/fj 

UClaJ'/Ht, wh.at (Q1;:n. CPIlrI; tQ calI ?;elfci ,t1é,-/~~ u~elftiâ/~ b~Qkl( o/J 8a/~ 
Bu!",lth. b/~ 01 J",eal alfrl tea. It~ I(Qt Jaa: ~ea/~ I~ III~ ra o/J faite (Qel" bat It 
1ot4 pt a i'ttle Jp"'lirj- alfrll~.s, rlttlloalt tp be h-a"'1"! fQ", It PI( aocPfl.l(t QI th.e ~/I(ell. 

!I ~ 01 a~ ja~t 101( ? tQO /l(aci luI ~te eatl1f alfj"'p'!. IlIrpell oltel( /titrl th.at 1 PI((, 
eo.t if/luI( IIfI4'tpllrach. ~ttf al(rI 1 l''ea~~e tft.at It ~ Jecaa~e 1 ft.av-e,J( ~ eatel( lit a ",h.I!e. 

Poo~ thÎlr/l(! 4'UIlr~ to Je ~4fe~/irj IKOI"i- tlt.al( 1Ir0~t. IV luI( IQe ft.a' /tit/~ft.eI 
U~/irJ (Q!tJ, tk ft.o",~~ tft.e far-lIrel" l'av-e a!S' a ~aci la Il ollQtatoe.J' alfl ()I(IPI(!S' al(' a 
bottte, ollV,ire ",i/cft. ",e JI"ot<jit bac! to tft.e /air lir tlt.e b~l(. cfafflce it to ~p.! tiat tk 

po' ,;r/,,? Ia~t 10". p/ft,el( If/e ft.a' ~at rio",,, 4te", tie lIrea" VI/ffM! toot Me a~lrle 
fall;t" aI(l !S'alrl ft.e IQalftei tp S'io", Me ~o/ffeth.llf/. /le alft/;rI ()I(e QI ft./~ bPQ~ ~fp",t, alfrl 

/,«lluI ft,/~ loot oat. PQQ!" t;ft.Of, it ",aor ob"iou.~ tiat ft.e (QaS' lir ,u.lte a J;t olltUir. /VUI( ft.e 
,.ollul baci tk ~oct IIrll.clt. of i/~ ~"ir OaJf(e 011 ",Itft, I~ If~ tJ,e Ol"et1l1r 011 tk tOf' 01 

1If1ft. !Ir:r loot al(rleI"l(eatft. ",a~ fll.lte ,.0.«1 alfrlllir'" alfrlorlKellei Ia!K1 al(rI u-a;aet, ~ottelf. 
Tu, (QOI"l(ed a.r abP«.t tft,/.r lir t!,,(JJirl1f--It COl1feof II"PIK !S'tatrrltirJ' lir cpl' ",atel" fO,. too 

10",. It~ ~te a bal f~o~tJ;te. 1 ft.av-e beelf c~efol to t~#' to fu-; /I(! lut rII"~1( 

t~,~ It~ IMI0,f.riJ/e, tp 10 lo~ tft,e IKO~t /at't; JIOu. oalf ~tllll'et alV~ ",Itft, .rlee/lirj 
bOl"efoo~ ",J,ioft, O~4' el(0"l'h, ,.elef-lIr! fut fJ/I'e S'«!ollel( alfrl a If'ttle !S'P~e, bat 

I(otluïrf tie, th'twllr!~. Ile toll lire tft.at tlte /atit «la.r fU.Oh, tltat It ~/t ft.llIr I!"PM .rluf'Îrj. 
PO(l~ eft.o/' J,ao.'l(o ;rlea If/ltat tp do. Ile !S'tUd tft.at Ite rI;cf" ~ IKlirrl th.e S'heltir!' 0", th.e IIrll.rI ott 

tu tée 0", tk l''attf P~ tk '(;.elfcft, Pie 0", a"?th.lirj el.re, Jat ft.e /a.,rt (Qal(ter! to be able 

fi ",ait (Q1'th,o«.t lulfirj- tft,at k «Iaor le!"/ffal(elftt, rle.rt~fJjIirj h,I$o lut. I~ .rUIf lal.r 
C,./IiIM-1( tJ,e, ~ lo!S't a Ju.'{, 01" «Ih.U( tft.e! ~e !Nift,tel(er! aJp«.t J'0IÏrJ' lirtp Jatt~ bat 
th«., j«~t ~Q!"t 01 Cf1Jlre o/'fJ/I't ~'k th-at l''lj-h-t lir !l''()I(t 01 lire, Tull Me h-e IJr/" ? «Ial(t to 

~ta, I4Iltft, 1I.,f fol" t/e.e Jtj-fa~ft, th,o.t~ !pt to be OOIf(IÏrJ '$Ô, o.lfrl tft.at k 'ri ft.a' el(oaJl~, 

It~ h.o~I"IJIe, E&/etft" bat 1 ",ea/~ h.o.ll(p lilea «Ih-at to S'~ to h.IM. Il"eo~l(ei 
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tJ4.t 1 /(IaJl ~«II'Nd t(} el(oo~~ ~/M al('(f/~ ith( tlu lulfl'e t(} oOllre Jaoi l~tO t!te 

IfI'ar-JOa tl(Oll/, telllelM t~at «le ",e~e 01( O(if II/~ to jOlir t~e laJ't br; l'aJ''' aI(l tiat 
/(le II/Pail ~(}O/f Je oe!eJ~atrÎr! I~ tlee ~tfl'ut.f 01 Parl':f al(rI a!! t~at-Jat /luaJt tiat it 

/(Ioalt! up.e II/(J~fd Juaa~e 1101(? lart/oal'aJ'(, Jetf'we it /f(Felf. !VotilÏrj ~ tfl'ae 

~OfJJ(I ~e-t~t~ tie fr~~t tillf! j'Pa !etJ./i-If. l1/(rll f(Jalfrl tiat 1 II/alftul to I1jfl'U 

II/Itle IeIM a/(I t(J llirrl eOlKe ~etJ.e(}l( tt' 'lire «1 ae II/el!, a/(rl oOllre o/J ",Iti J'ollre "'IJ.? to U'c'3be 
IIII'(J(I(,(t JUÏrj J'hot Ffi' I~et'llo~ bat 1 c(J(,(/'" ? lIraetefl' t/e.e oo~a;e, (JfI' tlu- etlf'/~i#i (JfI' 

tlu, IiIO~~ o~ UH/(jaet the el(e~J'! to 10 alfj't~/Ïrj at aIl. / ",a~ J'O tt~eI alll walfterl 
111114' t(J flt"ft a t'ttle. 

cft, l toll ititr 1 1I/(Ja.lrI ~Ofl't it oat alfl l ",elft ov-efl' to tie ot~efl' el(rI of tk JtJ./i-/f a/frl 

JfI'dUflet OH!" tk Lleu.tel(a/ft. 

POOl" chiKlIrj ",aJ' ter-fI'lb(, eIlrJtJ./i-~aJ'eerl, alfl ",~elf tie Lleu.tel(alft at fr~et aJ'U 

lIIJ4.t /(Ia4' tu /Katte!" ie J'oirl tiat It ",a&' l(otilÏrj al(rI ~Ofl't 01 oov-efl'ed o/J i;.~ loot II/It~ 

4'OlKe J'tfl'aw. 

"Look t(J /Ke t'le a ifl'ett? barl oaJ'e 01 ~el(c/r, f'oo~ J'lit-, "/J'ail. (/Karle M! ",olce 

I"/,er--JuaaJ'e, 1 ~«II(J~e, 1 tJ,0"l~t It ",oall Ma~ /f(e &,oa/(rl o!wefl'eI". / t/fell/ til':f 

lI/aJ' chÏlr/K! ~ J{f c~o./(oe t(l jet ~o/l(e !eo.v-e. 

l1/f/.ro tk Lleu.tel(a/ft a~ted if ~e (xlalrl ~av-e a !oo( 

l1/frl tTtiK/K? lallellel':f {oot (lat {fI'O/l( t~e et~aw al(rI tie Lleu.tel(al(t luoU at It fofl' 

allol a 4'U(}I(r!. ~a ooall tell ie """ ? fl'ea/~ II/a/ft to !oot, Jat ~e, i/fell/ ie i~rI to. 

'~ cal( ç ~o.i!'e ~! /(UII ~eol"a;t cOllrjJlaùlÏrj aJoa t a t'ttle "~OO/f(fO~~ Il ~e .rail, 

If/ce t1Ifi J!oo,? luarl eo tlee ot~e~J' ",oall ietJ./i- a&o, "t~efl'e «Jo«l'" ~ Je a""J(},? !elt at 

tlu, f(Jl(t/" ,11(1 tlu/( ie, J'Ofl't of ,,1tJ./i-el at tll/HlIr? (/u.~t to Maie oel"tl1J~ t~t1.t wefl'p/fe ,~ 

tlu, JQ/6'1( i/(ell/lilho Je II/a.r tait/if/' aJoat. 

l1/frllofl' a/f I~~tal(t Ilelt tie liai /Harle the J'ilwt /f(,':fta~ olMII tiMe iel"e. 

dtÎlrIKj, th'':f 1(J(JfI' c~o/J f~(I/I( ~orl-tl(o"'~(,{/hefl'e ,~;ffa/(/toJa, harl Ofl'(JJ'J'erI tie "oa.ft~1 to 

1H;'lt ~~ wrcle lir gwJ~(}(lie o.lfl &teolrlel to l'o/~ «1 t1./frl ~arl fOll.j~t l1'e~! JI"aHt, t1JtJ IiIt1.JI 
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,,11 Je,tte,.. bat 1(11 «Io",~e tJ,tJ.1( 0."1 (JI t/et, fl'wt ola~ alfll(lJ«I 1 J,al be,tfl'aF J,/~ t"'a~t tJ.1(1 

MtJ.rIe, Nit a latl./J,I"I ~toot. ()I(e, 01 tJ,e, lark F'llerI oat tJ,tJ.t ~e «ItJ..f tlJII '~/it~ /1 to be 

«11'(1, Id tJ.t «IaJ'--tJ4t Jo tJ. tU''IK tlu/a.fe, J,efl'e to I~o",:~e .fOlfrelJl(e, ",J,o ~J,O«l.f ~/~ letJ./I'. 

/t~ "'It~ ",ea/~ butJ.a.fe, «Ie:-'e tJ.II .fo~erI-j"a kaJ" larl.r !fI'fJ.?!irj tJ.lfl talttirj tll 

t!ut;. MOtW,f alfl lKtJ.trirj- ~/t~ IfI'OIKI~e.r t'te '~I j"aju..ft pet lKe thfl'0tl./J, tJ,/~ 1 ~«IetJ./I' 
/'11,,~ ... Il tJ.I(I tJ.II tk-at ~1J",t 01 tJ,llfj'"-ba.t l''a. ~e I(lJt tJ.IIo«lerl t(J .fh-IJ«I If Ofl' welf let 

1'( be, [,,(J«II(. Tiu 1",lJblelfr l'.f tJ,at le~ oSjôl"earl.r weI( la.rte,fI' t~al( tlu t'oe we, tJ.lfl Il 

eHf6'lbO" «Iet"e, talttitj tJ.blJat 1e,11fj .ro~erI Il"ett! .fOIJI( tJ,e, «I~1J1e l''tftiKelft «Ioall be 

1aJ"tJ./pui b!letJ./I' 0.1(1 th-/~ ItJ./I(lf «I~ «Ioall I(we", jet l'(.re/f "'(JI(. 8at th-/~ «ItJ..f 

,;~e,I(t. ~fI'tJ.l(terl, «le tJ.II ~av-e, .f«llJllu( Iu~ tJ.I(II(OblJ'I tte.r bet1f eatelf tJ.t;,.e, .ff tlu 

l'oe, kt thÎlr/K! J41 1'( fl'e,a/~ 10.1. I1lfl .fOlfre Ifrl~ ~al II"ev-el(te,d J,/~ /Kot~et" II"OIK 

l'''tttitj /K1J.ft 01 J,/~ !ettet".f, bat J,e, Lelt ,etttirj h-el".f alfl.fJ,e, «Ia.f ft!-tttirj Ifrtlfl'e, al(l/KtlfI'e 

«IIIl"fI'l'u/ Juaa~e .f!ee «Ia.fl( ê ~~Iirj- alfjtJ,llfj. Mel( h-e h-ad OI"IJ.f.fe4 tJ,e otlal(tl"! ttl .fU 

Jir fJ.I(o/e" 1'( /Va.f 1" t~ J,tIj'e of bet~1' o/lll"elfti'oel a.f a Ia«l,r,--th-at h-tJ.I bUI( tk 

Jrt tJ.IHI(tfut-e IJI ~lf tle. Ife, Jo ttl~1lJ Ifre tJ.blJat th-e t",atit fl'1'Ie a I(J(JI r!tJzel( tiÎlr~ .flitoe 

/:", /Ket J,IÎIr, Ffi' ~IJ'~ ,ftJ.ie. I1I(II(IJ«I k «Ia.f .fltti.", I~ a J~1f II( l((JfI'th-et"1( rral(oe fJ.If' 
Ju'" ~elf(, oh-a.ftiÎeI. bj t~e v-e,fI'# letIjJle «Ih-IJ «Iefl'e .fo/l!tI.fe,d tlJ .fo/'l(Jl"t h-IÎIr. PlJtll" o~o/' 

",!tJ«I~ ;ut tll( ~/~ btllJt 0.1(1 btfal( t(J «lUI faite Ir-eet,. 

111(' .ftl tJ..f t/te Lluctel(aI(t .fat ba.oi 1P«I1f 1 .ftlJl"/Kel tlv-efl' tlJ ~/iK al(' delfrtJ.l(le/ t~at 

Je rio "'"/Keth-I",. 

111f' ie, .fatd tltlÎ «ItJ..f 1~.faJtlfI'rb~atltllf alfl J-e th-I"eatelfe,r/ /Ke «I1't~ a otJfU4't-/KaJ"tial, 

/Vlelok-, tJ.d' 1'", d'~e ~a OtJ.1f IÎlrP.jlite" .f!M.t /Ke 0/' !l''ett, yw'ot",. 

&, 1 «Iel(t Jaoi ttl thiKlfrl' tJ.lfri tfl'l'erI tlJ o/'tllojlÎe l(lfI' tk ",h,tI!e 4frvit; kt lu 

«Ilia" JaN I(tltltl"" IJI it. I1l(rI ~e .flJl"t (II h-tJ./f th-a.l(ieJ /Ke IIJ", tfl'#'ÏrJI bat twe «Ia,f 

"'"MetN"" a!"tI,ft a"ll"/Iit IeIÎ V'tll'ce, tJ.1f' h-e, ~a' .fttIjJlerI 0"'1111. 

~ ~~tel tk-at IVe Itl (laf.rlrle, Itlr- a Jlt--Fa ilftl«l, j(.ft ttl JUt tJ.«Ia, Il"tI/K 

tu II/Mit, tluirj, al(rli tJ.jfl'ed. /I.f .flJtII( tJ.,f «le .rtlJtlrI 0/', Jllf(/1(!!at hl~ aJ"/1( ~tlal(rI/Ke; 1 
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tMa/h.t lu lfur/ullee~ ",altir;l bat th-at Ifr~ ~atl-e, hUIf alf e~oa.fe,. t?atr/~ /t wa.f 
a!,t.ealj fa;t~ ItJI&''' al'th-o'1fh tJ.y-e, «IrU a bit 01 Cl ,l'P<<I OPMI1f f~p/f( tk II~ut/olf pl tk 

rOIft. 11~ w~ III~lft ~!olllt, th.~P"lh- tAe fté-II-;'é1of6' O/M/f(1 foa/fl/t faite toalA léllÎrjJ 

altM"lh he IIIa.f Ital;" «I/th- th-e lùJit ack/~ahrMe eoall ja~t .fU tk !teatl-/I 
oatAitt4 01 tJ.e t«lO J.ott-~~ IIIJ.loh- wett-e .ftlll,f6't1.ZI/fI. IVe «Ielft do«llf to a t'ttle 
oYt~tAllf-lItaoJ. lte, lI/foAdf6' 8tt-oo~ Jaot hOlfre--lllfl iTtiff/f(/I toot olf A/~ bOO~ al(I/,at 

~~ fut lit tA~ 001'1 wattI'J iliA/oh-/,l''d/l(/,tdlit hliff faite, a lUI ~tjA. I/lfla.f we ~at tJ.f-ll-e 
J,e, a~luIllte aboat AO/f(e, alflaboat the Aof6'~u tJ.ef6'e a/fl aboat tJ.e «Iattl" aI(l t!te falfl 

I1./(I/fiat tlu atÎ'- ~/I(elld tie. MI th~ t'te. /le .fa;cI J.e «Ia~ j'Olirj to f(fAt a~ but Ae 

coa'i ~o k coall,et haot tO.fU It eJlaott} AO«lI I~ett-ibel;t; al('l tdll AtHr Ille 'I.fet o/J 
a oYo/'/,etI' Idl" J.liff alfl weI( tdll J.;/f( «Ih-at we 'cl Je J.av-I1f. 

I/lfl / ooal'" ? J.e/; teltirj /i,i/l( ahoat fd"' a/fl aJoat h-O«l !Da.'" «IOf6'rk aI(l ?P~ Iou-e 
LuI lite Irollr 1011f too wlit~ aroal(I J.ett-e. l1/fll tdll J.lhr abo/(t tie, !thre «le oftartd 

Lt;YJ#IÏrf .ff tJ.e /,olfl «IJ.U( «le frÎ'-oft ~tartel l'~o;ef6'~ cP~tiÏrj', al(Iaboat the III~ «le 

tde Çf;d~,;~ "1 td tJ.~ ~lelf alfilitrlal'Je lit o~ofelv-~ «IJ.;fe, h-e ,tt-rat4, alfl aboat h.O«l j<'a 

COlite Pfl.t dlftO jO~ l0tt-Oh to htt-a~i tAe tlfo~ oat 01 j'O~ AtVÎ'- lit tie /lr0f6'1f11f. I/lfll 

oYMwul Alitr jOa.tt' Ilotatt'e, alfl h-e tdl'I Me AO«l heaatilal !pa (J/'e alfl 01 OOa.tt'~e 1 h.al to 

apru. Il,.,I/t /l(ale lire re,at~~ AOIII t~e/f(e-Ifcloaoft, 1 Iffl~of 1""' a/frl id'" hait, l/ful to 

oYarwiH., al'I'o{ tA/~ to Maie, it baot td !Da of 0 «le OM Ie-Ifett-ate I(ew 1Ire-/I(drle.f. 

8, t!te !titre Ille ,ot Jaot to tAe bar", /l(Ooft 01 tJ.e /adJ. «Iett-e- a~'u/" aftA0'1fh a 

le'" J.al acta.a/~ ~to.r' «f' to o/J0l'oj/~e to UtiffMjI "'/tt'oJ. wa~ If;oe td ofee-, alfl Me Aal 
etHlf jPlfe ~o far a~ to ~Clv-e- aof bett-tk f(J~ tAe- 1f(fJ.t. 

Tu", ear(, tlu~ Iffdf6'lflir;l tie- L,ëate-Ifa/ft alflfoa/foec! tiat J.e ial/l(alft1jM to ,e-t 

"of' to oftP.j' a/(otJ.e.'" da, he-oaaofe J.e- ti,oUjlt-t ",e- /feulel to ~e.ft"l'.. alfl ie Iooiul a t O;/Ir/l(' 

11./(1 /Ire a~ lu, ofat";t. 1 IIIal(t j'tla to ,{1f0"" E&letJ., tiat 1 be~ If 0 /11111/11 wAa~oetHfl' to 

tM.t 1Itt1.!r--!te r jaoft ttt-"Îr/ to cio A/~ b~t «I/th- wAat h-e- h-a.f. tvA/oA I~ ttt-ae fol" 

wer,bOr{, AtI"e, 4tt/" aIl'. Bat Icel"tatitt, «Ioalet, ? «IMt to he lit iir /,lace. 1 t/(o", 
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tJ.at ,l4-llot .fo/Jl0.ful to b~ tu oa.f~, bat 1 ~a",e, 1(0 a.sy;,~at;OI(.f to eOlfflffal(d ",ft,at.roeHl". 

111f1l/11.j, /;" 011 to IQ ~~/Io~/ÎrJ' "'Il~ ale", 01 tk l'o.I~,,,~ ~e, 101ir! to 10110", 

tJ,e JfI'oot to tfl'! 11.1(, ft~rI a Jtjjefl' ~/v-efl' Ofl' h-o/'e a/fl #,0 lofl' a Jit 01 a .f""hr-tl~1 J~ 

reat to ~t clealf l1J'01ir/ 
I/oH?Da, al(' ""fI ",~;te .f001(. 
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From the Glen you can see for miles, especially If ifs clear. On a good day you 

"an spot Jay Peak to the South, and Hemt Lake, six hundred feet bc1ow, looks close 

enough to dive into. The spot itself is quite isolated, and not many people know how 

to get there, much less make the tl'ek up the back side of the hill and through the tra11 

in the woods. Some say there are bears up there, and maybc even a cougar or two. 

but if you go on horseback you 're unlikely to be bothel ed by any of them. And only 
a very hungry-or very rabid-bear would attack a cm1 hm se as hugc as GCOIgic 

And an animal used to spending nights 111 the fields knew full weil how to use I11S 

legs to prote ct himself. One good kick-in the head-would be cnough to break a 

bear'sjaw, ifnot crush his skull. 

Breaking into the clearing is always the bcst pm t bccause you come out onto il 

sort of plateau right on top of a cliff after almost an hour in the woods Ir you go on a 

sunny day, the change in light is enough to make you want to look up to lind its 

source. Today, though, the anival serves only to contillll the nder's suspicion of 

thunder by exposing her and the horse to tall black c1ouds. lt onen rains at thls lime 

of year, and because ifs always so hot and so hlllllld, it's impossible to tell where 

and when the stOlms are going to hit. 

Elspeth dismounts at the edge of the clearing and retl ieves a length of fÎ'<lyed 

rope from her saddlebag, attaching it first to Ge01-gJe's halter and then to a thin white 

birch, looking ridiculously naked against the background of pines and maples Ifs 

not enough to hold him, of course, but at least thls way he knows he's not meant to 

go anywhere. And he's so placld that the thundel doesn't seem to bothel hlln the 

way it does other horses. 

Ifs nice to go on a httle adventure, cven if It is to such a nunJllélr spot I,a<;t 

time, it was the same rider, although she blOught the man \ vOlce and lus more 

defined physical inputs with her then As she wal ks towar ds the edge of thc ch ft: ~he 
thinks briefly of how kind it was of Old Man Preston to lend her the "beastlC" for the 

day. After three solid weeks of work-mo~tly to bllllg in hay fOI hls own wmter 

consumption (although Elspeth doubted that he kncw it) _. Georglc was up for a bit of 

il ride. 
Not that he had seemed in the slight bit intcle~ted on where he was gOll1g. 1 le 

knew that Alistair wasn't there, and he had a sort of pa~sive way of letting El~peth 

know that he knew. She knew soon after thcy had Icft that he was not gOlllg to hclp 

her re-create her last trek up here with her young fiancé the evcning beforc he Icft for 

the fray. 
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From the leather bag slung on the other side of the saddle she carefully 

retrieves a large flat stone she has chosen from Anchor Brook and walks it over to the 

cairn in the middle of the clearing. Finding a place for it right next to the stone she 

aml Alistair had brought here just a few months ago, she lowers it carefully into place 

and takes three steps back to survey the pile. 

Satisfied, she walks deliberately to a place undemeath the lip of a boulder 

about three feet from the edge of the cliff. carefully folds her legs under her and sits 

easily down in the moist grass where she and Alistair last embraced. 

"1 want to tell you something," she says, "1 want you to think about the last 

time we were here, 1 want you to remember how we came running under this boulder 

whcn it started to rain, and about how Georgie thought it was a game and tried to 

follow us. 1 want you to remember him tIying to get his head under the lip of the 

rock as if getting his he ad out of the rain would somehow keep the whole of his body 

dry and how, once again, he had made us laugh." 

She looks out over the valley at the approaching wall of rain and consciously 

pushes her he ad back against the rock, getting as far undemeath it as she cano Weary 

of the thunder, she raises her voice: "And 1 want you to think about how the water 

came down under the lip of the rock, how you tumed to cover me-to keep the water 

off, you said ..... 

A guilty smile. 

" ... and how we had left that aftemoon knowing that it was going to be our last 

time up here together before you left. And you had become so excited when 1 told 

you on the way up that 1 had spent the whole moming preparing for the trip, and that 

yes, 1 was rcady for you, and 1 really wanted to before you left...Oh, and 1 want you 

to realise that 1 wanted to like l 've never wanted anything ever before, because 1 
lovcd you then and 1 love you more now and 1 cel1ainly don't regret what we did." 

She straightens her legs and folds her right anTI carefully under her head, using 

it as a pillow as site lies slowly down on the dark em1h at the very back of the 

crevice. "And 1 want you to know," she says, brushing her thick blonde tangle over 

the top of her head to expose the impossibly intricate ear, inviting his mouth, "1 want 

you to know that 1 was in love with you-or the idea of you-the concept that there 

was ayou, and that 1 would find him-you, 1 mean-long before we ever met." 

A thick dark drop splotches onto the grey rock in front of her, briefly raising a 

little silver flash of water before settling. The lightning's getting closer now and it 

wouldn't be a good idea to go out into the clearing. She closes her eyes heavily, 

thinking of the way she and Alistair snuck back after their final encounter, giddy as 
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children, their hands guilty with new smells, their mouths invaded with musky new 

tastes. 

She whispers into the crook of her 31111. "'1 miss you, Alistair," she says, 

closing her eyes to imagine his face saying "1 miss you back." 

The heavy air, fragrant with pollen and the smell of wct moss, flows in and out 

of her rhythmically, mocking the thunder with its peacefulncss. At the edge of thc 

clearing, Georgie lifts bis he ad and looks in the dilection of the thundcr. enjoymg the 

cool massage of heavy rain on his sweaty back. Seeing nothing, he sighs and lowcl's 

his head back to the sweet grass at the base of the naked birch. 

Under the rock, his rider sleeps quietly, her dreams fillcd with tl'enelles and 

exploding artillery sbells-sound-effects graciously provided by the building stonn. 
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The Sixth Canadian Mounted Rifles, like many Canadian regiments active 

along the Western Front, was pretty much thrown together at the beginning of the 

war, although it has proven itself quite valuable in combat since. Comprised 

essentially of young volunteers from the Eastern Townships south of the Saint 

Lawrence river and just North of New Hampshire, Vennont and New York States, 

the 6th CMR is part of the Canadian ExpeditionalY Force which has, to date, earned 

itself the reputation for being the best corps on the Allied side. 

The 6th has been at it pretty much since the third army crossed the Atlantic 

towards the end of 1915, and was especially successful in the greatest of Canadian 

Victories to date, on Vimy Ridge beginning on Easter Sunday of 1916. The 

Canadians, as the allied press is fond of pointing out in the absence of any allowable 

I~al news about the war, are tough and highly disciplined. Incidents of desertion, 

parasitic disease caused by uncleanliness and generally slipshod hygiene, shell-shock 

and other trench-related ailments are noticeably lower among the Canadians, as is 

also the case for the other colonial army from Australia and New Zealand, which here 

are referred to simply as the ANZACs. Of the Canadians it is said is a particular 

hardiness and bravery, stemming, no doubt, from the harsh conditions of their 

homeland. They are weil treated in both England and France, countries which both 

claim the Canadians to be brothers, or at the vely most cousins, not foreigners like 

the Americans who may just be coerced into really joining the war and helping to fill 

in the gap soon to be left by the Russians and their impendmg revolution. Finally, 

the Canadian Corps is commanded by Arthur Cunie, a massive pear of a man for 

whom Haig, the commander in chief is said to have tremendously high respect. 

Also worthy of mention are the men and women of the Canadian field 

hospitals-the medical branch of the corps. Like the infantry, they have earned an 

enviable reputation for their skill and tenacity and seem wholly dedicated to saving 

the lives of any wounded man brought to them, be he Canadian, French or even 

Gennan. Their rate of success, like the infantry's, is the highest in the Allied war 

effort-this despite continually being forced to operate under the most horrendous of 

conditions. 

The sixth, like any front-li ne and combat-active regiment, regularly recruits, 

trains and puts into active service a number of new soldiers in order to counteract the 

attrition nonnally experienced during war. Recruitment is not difficult-almost 

everybody wants to go and fight, especially now that the true atrocities of the Hun's 

army have been fully exposed-the difficult pal1 is ensuring that the lads recruited 
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won't be so missed on their fanns that agricultllral production suffers. You scc, 
factory workers and especially soldiers need to be fcd. To this, ll1any recruiters are 
especially attentive, and young men have been refused not because they were 
unsuitable-indeed, they were assured that they would have made fine and tough 
soldiers-but because they were more valllable in the fields producing food for the 
war effort. Understandably, this is often quite a blow to an eager and patriotic young 

man. 
In sorne cases, however. these young men have persisted and been accepted 

upon the receipt of proof that another family mell1ber or friend-often a 
woman-could fill their place on the faIm. Often, final acceptance is due not only to 
the persistence of the young man involved, but also that ofhis father, who, likc CVCly 

parent in a great war such as this, imagines his hardened son coming home with a 
chest rightfully covered with shill1mering medals. 

One such case is that of Private Preston who, as we speak, is marching 
towards the Ypres Salient in southem Belgium with the l'est of the 6th (,MR. You 

see, because oftheir excellent reputation for soldiering, Haig has decided to send the 
Canadian Corps to try to break a stalemate which has existed in the salient since the 
early days of the war. He is hoping for the Canadians to repent their performance 
from Vimy. Miserable and muddy in their tl'enches, the ANZACs are enger to be 

relieved. 
Oh ... and although they don't know it yet, the prime objective of the sixth is 

going to be to capture what's left of a little village called Passchendacle, the skclctal 

houses of which are perched on top of a hilly wasteland of mud and cordite and wire. 
The attack is tentatively scheduled for the third weck in Octobcr, and you 

didn't hear th at-or any ofthis-from me. 
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a sharp, tough woman with peppered hair, a slightly too-Iarge nose, nervous 

hands kneading above her apron: 

Hello. 
My name is Angela. 
It's a bit of a funny name, 1 know, sorne say it's a commoner narne, and it's 

not very proper. But it's mine, and l've gotten quite used to it, thank you very rnuch, 

so 1 don 't mind it so much anymore. And nobody in this God-forsaken land cares 

much for the difference between cornrnoner narnes and proper names. You see, we 

have other things to worry about here. 
There·s the animais and the fields. My husband Peter has chosen to live out 

his years as a beef fanner, and we have about one hundred head of cattle. Most 

people round these parts here calI hirn "Old Man Preston" although 1 can't accept the 
idea that a forty-seven year old man is really "oId"-especially not since 1 am forty­

three myself. 1 know l'm mean to be bashful about these things, and there was a time 
when 1 would never have dreamed of telling rny age to anyone, much less a stranger 

such as yourself. But ifs such a bother wonying about such things, and nobody 

around here pays them much attention anyhow. 
Don't get me wrong. If His Royal Majesty the King came over to my house 

for supper l' d know how to feed him without getting anything wrong and without 
offending his rnuch-touted sensibilities. We could give him sorne of our own beef. 

My girl Virginia would do here best to chaim him to death-she'lI be a woman very 

soon, you know-and l'm sure my husband would bore him with talk of the bloody 

War and try to convince him to have my son Alistair-who's over there fighting 

now-knighted in Buckingham Palace in front of rows of Dukes and Duchesses. 

ft would be qui te an evening, and 1 could really make a success of it. 

It's just not very likely that 1'11 ever get the chance to prove that. 

l'm sorry, 1 tend to get distracted quite easily. Vou see, ifs not often that 1 get 

to talk to anyone different around here. 

So anyway, where was I? 

That's right, 1 was talking about the things 1 wOlly about. WeIl, of course 
there's ail the usual things to wOlly about around here-things having to do with 

staying alive, 1 mean. And evet)' wife worries about her husband, and Peter can 

certainly be a handful, especially when he gets to talking about England, which he 

does quite often these days on account of Alistair being over in Europe with the 

army. And he's rather fond ofyelling, although that's really as far as it ever gets. 
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You see, 1 think he sort of blames me for our ... welJ, for our rather precipitous 
departure. If s indiscreet of me to say so, but Alistair was bOlll in Canada, but he 
wasn't conceived here. When 1 found out that 1 was wllh cluld, Peter wanted to 
many me, but on account of my being raised Catholic we couldn 't find anybody to 

do it. And then he came up with this Canada idea. He had a mate who had come 
over here and made a fOttone in the liquor trade in Montreal, and 1 suppose Peter sort 

of figured he could do the same, and of cOlllse the captain would many us on the 
boat. What could be simpler? So 1 went along with the idea-what clsc was 1 to do? 

But we got here and found that it wasn't easy. 1 can't complain, you 

understand, but this has ail been tremendously hard work. 1 used to be quite li 

delicate woman, and the gentlemen would talk to me ail the time 
1 had soft hands-like a princess, Mother used to tell me .. 

If 1 went into the city now they would probably thmk of mc as an old fanu 

wench. Which is, J suppose, what 1 have become. 1 don 't know that 1 regret it, you 

understand, although if 1 knew then what 1 know now 1 doubt vely much that 1 would 

have let myself get pregnant. 

1 don't even know that 1 loved him then. 

1 doubt it. 
But he was so persistent, so convincing. Now that 1 think about it 1 would say 

that if anything he frightened me into il. 
Peter, you understand, was never much of a good communicator. Vou sec, he 

speaks very weU, but in a way that you can 't really trust him unless you undcrstalld 

that that's just his way. The liquor business is ail about sclling, and he just wasn 't 

made for it. So after 1 had Alistair we moved out here and bought a dozen hcad of 

cattle with the money 1 received wh en my mother died It was lucky, that, becausc 

when 1 left England she said 1 was dooming her to die alone and that sile would ncvcr 

forgive me for it. ft was rather ni ce to know that she had-forgiven me, 1 mean--but 

a letter would have been best, 1 think. If nothing cIse it would havc given me a 

chance to respond. 
1 was happy to be able to get Peter away from dl ink. 

My daughter Virginia was born right here in the house when Alistair was four. 

1 remember it weil because it was just about the hottest day 1 can remember. After 

that we tried for another, but she was stillborn, the poor thing. Peter didn't even let 

me see her; he took her right away and buried her somewhere near the edge of the 

clearing. It was a difficult thing, that, and it nearly killed me. So wc haven 't tricd 

stnce. 
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But with the help of sorne of the people around these parts, we 've still been 

able to make a go of it, and, as Peter will eagerly tell you if you give him the chance, 

sorne of our beef is even going to feed the soldiers. 

And any mother worries about her son, and there are thousands of us in this 

COUlltry waiting for them to come back. But it's really difficuIt trying to imagine 

Alistair out there. He' s many wonderful things, but he' s worlds away from his 

father, and 1 just can't imagine him being anything other than horribly out of place in 

the army. Of ail the things Alistair is suited for, that is probably the last. 

You should have seen him here on the farm. He just has a way with the 

animais. His father spends hours out there yelling and screaming at them, and they 

never do what he wants them to, but Alistair would just talk softly to them and off 

they'd go, ready to work for him ail day. Wh en 1 say that we all miss hirn here, 1 

don't just mean the humans. The animais do too. Peter doesn't agree. Says the 

beasties are too stupid to know the difference But 1 swear to you they know he's 

missing. You can see it in their eyes. 

His young lady cornes around here quite frequently, and she even takes one of 

our work horses up to the Glen evely so often. She's really quite a specimen. 1 

sometimes look at her and wonder if that's what 1 would have been like had 1 

managed to avoid getting pregnant. l'rn not sure, but 1 think that my Virginia might 

just turn out like that if 1 can convince that husband of mine to let her go into the city 

to keep up her schooling. 

And Elspeth is the best thing that 1 could have ever wished for Alistair, and 

those two reany have something. 1 know that ifs her letters that give hirn the courage 

to keep up the fight, and l'm more grateful to her for that than 1 could ever possihly 

express. 

1 just hope he makes it home so that those two can join us here on the fann. 

We're not getting any younger, you know, and Alistair is so weIl suited to 

work with animais. He would be the fanner Peter always tried to convince himself 

he was, but has never quite managed. Not that we would ever tell him-that might 

he just the thing to make him cany out sorne of his threats, although 1 quite honestly 

doubt it. Anyway, evelybody around here loves Alistair, but they look at my 

husband a little sideways. Anyway, with a bit of prayer and a lot of luck, 1 reckon 

this will ail work itself out. 

1 think l've said enough. 

Listen, 1 reaHy need to get moving-Peter'll kill me if supper's not ready 

when he gets back from his chores, and 1 need to go up and check on Virginia, whose 
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come down with one ofher colds, poor thing. Honestly, the thought of a child having 

a cold at the end of the summer! 

If you do see Alistair, do give him aIl my best, tell him to change his socks 

everyday so that he doesn 't get that hOll"ible trench foot, and for God' s sakes promise 

me that you won 't tell him that he was conceived before his rather and 1 wcre 

married. 1 don't want him to feel unwanted, and 1 certainly think he's got enough to 

worry about right now. 
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"In battle aIl of the mIes of nOlmal human existence are perforee suspended." 
"Stop talking like a lawyer." Alistair flashes a nervous smile below the 

parapet. 
"Don't interrupt me-I'm trying to remember it aIl." 
"Sorry." 
"Ifs not that you becomt! less human, or rather somewhat unhuman, but rather 

that you have to suppress certain tendencies innate in the human psyche in order to 
even have a chance of surviving. If you go in thinking you're going to be a hero, 
chances are you won 't come out. At least not in one piece. And by far the most 
dangerous thing-and this is strongty and continualty reinforced by the mOle 

experienced members of the 6th as you well know" he nods deeply to get Alistair to 
agree "-- is anger. War is as much about how you govem and control your own mind 
as it is about firing rifles and thrusting bayonets into the soft underbellies of 
unsuspecting Germans. Just about everyone knows how difficult it is to supprcss 
anger here, but they also know how fundamental it is to survlval. Those who didn 't 
believe it are de ad now." 

"Or highly decorated." 
"And what good is that?" 
"1'11 give you that, Jimmy." Ifs funny how drink affects different people, 

Alistair thinks. Before every battle, they get a rum ration to get them ready, and ail it 
seems to do to Jimmy is m~ke him ail chatty, which doesn 't seem hkt! the idcal state 
for a man to be in before going over the top. If he capturcd anyone he'd probably 
talk him to death. 

Alistair allows himself a shallow smile. J immy doesn't see il. 
"Thank you. As 1 was saying, wh en you get angly you 're hundreds of times 

more likely to do something stupid, like run out 1I1to Nomansland with your rifle 
blaring-and then find yourself three hundred yards fi om the nearest fi'iendly trench 
with no ammunition and nothing but a knife or a fist to swing at Fntz." 

A brief pause as the order to fix bayonets is given. 
Jimmy: "in the fighting of war, anger is more dangerous than virtually 

everything, except for fear. " 
The irony, of course, is wonderful, although Alistair finds it difficult to bclievc 

that anybody else has even thought about it becausc thcy wcrc too cxcited about 
getting their share of the mm. If you're frightened about dying, then your bcst 
chance of preventing such an eventuality is to avoid, somehow, being frightened. 
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And if you 're angry at the enemy and really want to kill hi m, your best chance at 

success lies in being calm and careful-and cel1ainly not angry. 

A nervous hand reaches into the tunic and fingers the wax paper over 

Eispeth's picture. 

Jimmy: "so don 't let yourself get frightened and don 't get angry, no matter 

what you see and no matter what happens. Keep your wits about you and for God's 

sakes don 't cry out if you get hurt, because it'll alert the enemy as weil. Just sit tight 

and they'lI get to you, alright?" 

Alistair allows a brier thought about a rumour that an oudit had decided to 

attach small metal plates to their backs to make them more identifiable in the event 

that they got wounded. lt, like this, was a pre-dawn attack. It wasn't a success. 

When the sun had come up three ho urs later it reflected off the moving metal plates 

of the wounded as they tried to drag themselves back to their own trenches. The 

Gennan sni pers have never had it so easy, they said. Like shooting fish in a barrel. 

Who came up with that, anyway? The trick, of course, is not to keep quiet, 

but rather to know when to yell. Of course ifs even better to just not get shot and 

thereby avoid the problem altogether, but then again you don 't have aIl that much 

control over that. 

"Jimmy?" 

"Yes." 

"1 have a confession." 

"1 don't want to hear it." 

"1 don't think l've ever been this excited before." 

"1 told you 1 didn 't want to hear it." 

"If s true." 

"Don't let it be." 

"What?" 

"Ifyou get excited, you get dead. Don't get excited. Don't get angry. Don't 

get scared. When the CO gives the order, go over the top with the rest of us and do 

your job. Get that done and get back." 

"In and out?" 
"In and O\;t." 

"That's it?" 

"No more, no less. You want to live, don 't you?" 

"Of course 1 do." 

"So don't get excited." 
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"1 can't help it." 

"Ifs not rugger, for Christ's sakes. Here, the other team shoots at you." 

Alistair looks down the trench to his right. Everybody looks ready enough. 

"The silence is really starting to bother me," Jimmy whispers. 

Alistair checks his bayonet and lemoves the safety on hts rifle, pretending not 

to hear the man to his left. A quick hand darts into the tunie and touches Elspeth one 

more time and then settles back onto the shaft of the rifle. Bchind him, the sergeanCs 

heavy breath forces itself into the whistIe. Lads ail about him start to go over the top. 

Jimmy's the first. 

Alistair would have been next to him, but he couldn 't get a good enough hold 

on the wall of the trench. Finding footing, he pushes himsclf quickly into thc world 

above. In front, about four hundred yards away, is the objective-a small Gcrman 

pillbox which has yet to begin flashing with machine gl1n fite Next to it, to the lcft, 

is the trunk of an Elm, the top of which has becn reduccd to splintcl sand spikes by a 
shell. "El-urn", Alistair repeats, mimicking the farmers at home The attack has bccn 

planned for them to be behind the pillbox, buying valuable t\lne beforc the gun can hc 

turned to bear down on them. A sm aH raiding party of fiftcel1, their whole mission is 

to take fewer than ten minutes. More than that, and they don't stand a chance. Ifs a 
simple objective-capture the pillbox and hold it--and, in ail likclihood, usc Fritz's 

own gun to hold back his infantly. 

Something's wrong. It's too qUIet. 

What's striking about this is how different it ail is. Alistair had just assumcd 

that his tirst real foray into Nomansland would be during a heavy barrage, tlying to 

inch forward under a canopy of lobbed shells, getting stuck in barhed wite and fàlllllg 

into flooded shell holes. His dreams had brought visions of falling into a cold hole 

only to be pulled under the water by the rotting arms of dead soldicrs. But the 

artillery now is distant and irnprecise, and the signal flares arching through the sky 

make it easy to avoid the flooded claters and God-knows-what insidc them Nobody 

seems to have any clm'! that they're even hete. Nobody has fired yct-from either 

side. 

Instinctively, he shuffles over in the mud, running as ql1ickly as he can without 

standing any more than he has to, over to Jimmy, who tS crouched at the edgc of one 

of the craters, peering down his rifle at the pillbox The foot mg is atrociously 

imprecise, rnuddy, wet and uneven with shell casings, rifles, knives and 

bodies-sorne whole, most not. And the srncll is mtolcrablc Droppmg his gear 

heavily down next to Jimmy, Alistair fails to shake his concentration 
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"1 saw one of them, Alistair, 1 saw him movmg one of the boxes of 

ammunition. They know we're here." 
A sharp look left, right, then straight at the objective. No movement other 

than that oftheir company. Nothing. 

Alistair: "so why stop?" 
A single shot, from the right, is fired by one of the other soldiers. Hunched 

over their rifles, grotesque Quasimodos cradlin~ ~1l1ificial erections, they advance 
methodically towards the pillbox in the moonlight. 

There's a persistent and rather nasty rumour here that there are actually three 
armies fighting in the salient. There's us, of course, and Fritz, but they say that 
there's a third force made up of a combination of the two. According to the story, the 

wounded-Ieft for dead-from both si des, and dese11ers and "windys" ail live 

together in their own tunnels and trenches in the middle of Nomansland. They eat 

rats and the carcasses of their comrades after they've fallen, and they come out to 
raid the bodies of the dead and the almost dead late at night. They say they prefer to 
find men wounded, so that they know the meat they eat is going to be as fresh as 

possible. They'lI crack your skull clean open and suck out your braira right there in 
Nomansland. It's true. And after two years of war, they're starting to be a real 

problem. They've forgotten how to talk, so there's no reasoning with them. That's 

the worst. If they get you, you're fini shed. That's what happens to a lot of the 

missing soldiers. They get eaten. Or they join up. Either way, they're considered 

dead. You certainly wouldn 't want litde Francis to come home from the war with a 

persistent taste for human flesh, now would you? Even the officers are worried about 

the m, right up to the C in C. They say they're going to have to send out 

extennination teams when the war's over just to cieal with them. 
Don 't forget, anything 's possible here, especially if it sounds impossibie. 

Alistair looks over at the advancing line arching off to their right. "We've got 

to join them, Jimmy. We'lI be shot for this if we don 't." 

"We'lI be shot ifwe do." 
"What?" 

"Fritz knows we're coming. Must of heard the whistle. They'lI wait until 

we're weIl within range and they'lI open fire. We don't have a bloody chance unless 

we fire." 

Alistair lines his rifle up on the target and puts his finger on the trigger, but 

Jimmy grabs his forerunl before he can get the shot off. 

"Not yet," he says. 
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"Why not?" 

"We're too far. If you do that from here your chances of getting uny of them 

are smalI, and ail you'lI do is let them know we're hCle ... " Jimmy lowcrs thc l'Ille and 

brings it down to his hip like the others ..... which wouldn't be such a cIevcl thing tn 

do." 

"There," Alistair grabs Jimmy's alll1 and points out to the left, "solllethlllg 

moved." 

They squint at the spot, nying to discern a change in the sllrf~lce of the 

glistening mud. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Of course l'm sure." 

Two more 5hots from the advancing company They've gone about halfway to 

the pillbox, and are now weil within range. Jimmy and Alistair pcrch fi'ozcn III theil 

shell hole, fort., yards ahead of their own trench, strallling to sec lllovClllcnl to thcir 

left. 

"1 don't think there's anything there." 

"1 swear 1 saw something." 

"Of course you did. l'm not saying yOll '1 C a liaI', 1'111 Just saying lhai whatcvcl 

it was isn 't there any more, alright?" 

Alistair nods slo"ly, eyes fixed on the spot 

"It was probably just a rat," Jimmy says. 

"Yeah, probably just a rat." 

Jimmy pats Alistair's thigh and heads out over the top lip of the hole and 

towards the pillbox. Alistair darts a left hnnd into his tunie and fingers Elspeth 's 

picture. She's still there, and still dly, and probably still smihng He brings llls hand 

back to the shaft of the weapon. It's cool-no shots filcd yet, and the rifle's still 

c1ean. A shallow swallow. "Big fucking rat," he lll11tters, scrambling up the muddy 

edge of the shell hole after Jimmy's lead. 
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The wetness at the back of her neck wakes her suddenly. Not realising that 

ifs water from the top of the rock and not sorne insect, she slaps instinctively, 

cupping her hand to mimic the curvature of her skin. If nothing else, it helps her 

wake up. She looks carefully out from the rock and over the valley, seeing nothing 

but hJackness. She swallows heavily, cringing slightly at the stale taste in her mouth, 

closes her eyes and pops them open again, acutely aware of the sound they make. 

There. At least this time she can see a few stars, and the very faint outline of 

what must he the edge of the cliff. Pulling herself out from under the boulder, she 

straightens her dress and checks it carefully. It's filthy, and a large stretch above her 

right hip is wet from where she was Iying in the rnoss. Silly, really. It was perfectly 

c1ean this morning. 

Now where's Georgie gotten himselfto? 

There, by the birch, is none of the dark rnass she expected to see curiously 

lifting a heavy head on a muscular neck as she approached. 

Thi~ could he a problem. 

She calls his name, too quietly at first, her voice grown unaccustomed to use. 

After three tries, she sees his black mass approaching from the other si de of the 

clearing. 

He nuzzles his heavy head against her che st and she smells the pine needles on 

his breath. 

She smells different to him, vaguely musky, and tired. She's softer now, and 

wann with sleep. He's going to have to find the way back for the both of them. 

Where was she for ail that time? When she left, it was raining, but the ground isn 't 

even wet any more, only vaguely damp. The rain wasn't enough to penetrate much 

below the surface. And the footing in the woods will be difficult in the dark, 

especially if it rained there as weil. 

Georgie lifts his head, snapping both ears around towards a noise in the 

woods. Flaring his nostrils, he smells only the damp eaI1h and the trees. 

Elspeth rubs his nose, dreamily looking out over the valley and irnagining a 

battle scene unfolding in front of her. Her mind still full of shell blasts and glowing 

fires, she imagines being a genelal fingering an omate waxed moustache and gravely 

watching the baule unfold below. 

This rouses her, and she carefully rnounts the horse, talking softIy to him as he 

leads her down the trail to home. 

God knows what time it is, she thinks as she ducks to clear the first branch. 
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That's the problem with a horse who's not used to being riddcn-he judges 

the height of the branches he passes under without eonsidering the rider on his back. 

After ducking a few times, Elspeth decides to stay down, to proteet her eyes from the 
inky twigs which scratch at her face and because she still hasn 't woken up propcl'ly. 
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ALISTAIR: 

Don't be frightened. 

Don't get excited. 

Don't be frightened. 

No heroism. 

Sure, righl. 

Whatever. 
Just stick to don 't get shot, and you' 11 be just fine. 

47 
Book II 

Try to think about something else, but don 't real/y think about anything else. 

Alright. 

Elspeth. 

Right: too much hair, the way she pulls it back over her ear, the warm smell at 

her neck when she wakes up, her skin pink and raised where she was leaning on il. 

Her teeth. They way the hair tiekles my nose when she's on top ofme. 

Mmmm. That's nice. 

And everything else. 

There. 1 think ifs working. 

Still nothing fi'OIn the pillbox, nothing at ail. Jesus, 1 wish they would have 

given us sorne more rum. ft can't have been more than a few minutes and l'm eold 

again. Think about Elspeth again. 

Georgie, the Glen, big blue eyes full of my face. 

Shit. This isn 't working. 

Big blue eyes full of my face. 

Cold smelly mud coming right through my tunie. Have to finrl myself one of 

those llew long coats. Rain 's qui te steady now. 

Big blue eyes full of my face. 

And Illy throat hUl1s. 

Maybe l'm getting a cold. That would be great-really. Get a eold and get a 

leave WalTallt. At the vely least it would plug up my nose so that 1 wouldn't smell 

this place. 1 don 't Cale if 1 never see it again or nevel' smell it again. A ni ce eold 

right now would be great. 

Big blue eyes full of Illy face. 

Remarkable how the Illud sticks to you here. 

Like glue. They say that ifs because ifs full of shit. Really. For a century 

they fertilised these fields with it, and now they have us roll around like damned pigs 
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and shoot at each other. 

What was that? 

Jimmy's taken cover-do the same. Just watch him and do whatcvcr he docs. 

This time if s real. 

Three bursts from the pillbox. Four seconds each. They must huvc plenty of 

ammunihon ifthey're firing like that. Either lhat or lhey're very scared, which would 

be perfectly reasonable. 

Keep your head down and wait. Thal' s it, curl your hands over your f~lCC and 

get as close to the ground as you can without digging But keep the ritle dly or it'Il 

jam. (Not that ifs been used, of course, but appearanccs arc important, cspecially 

here. And Jimmy might need it ifhis jams again.) 

Jesus, this stuff really smells. They say you get infecled l'cal quick if you gel 

injured out here, and to smell this crap is to believe them. Remcmbcr Private 

Johnston who sat down on a spot where the gas had scttlcd and stood \lI' with Il rash 

aIl over his legs. Like you can rcally sec where you sit in this darklless. Thcrc could 

be ten bodies in this hole~ detached anns, floating cyeballs looking helplessly at the 

flares in the sky. 

A hand on my shoulder. This should stmtle me, out It doesn't. Maybc 1 just 

don't want it to. 

"Alistair?" Loud in my left ear. Mud in Illy right. 

Open your eyes. Now take your ann away from in front of your f~lce. 

It's Jimmy. "What?" 

"Ifs alright, they weren't shooting this way." 

The others. Christ, they must have gottcn the others. Fired enough bursts to 

cut them apart. "Do you think they ... " 

"1 don't know." 

"Were they firing that way?" 

"1 don't know-I wasn't looking." 

"Well, maybe they weren't." Of course not. 

He's not looking at me any more. He's crawled up to the edge of the hole and 

is looking down his gun at the pmbox. 

Get up next to him. 

Don't want to be alone out here ... was that on the list" 

Something's very wrong. It's not supposcd to be Iike this. 

Jimmy's voice, whispering: "1 think they got the others." 

How cao he say that so calmly? 



49 
Enfilade Book II 

been." 

SwalJow. 

Ouch-sore throat, remember? Not very clever. 

"How do you know?" God, 1 can hardly even talk. 

"They've got the gun around and it's pointing at where they would have 

" ... 00 you think they're ail dead?" 

This one's going to end up with a lot of adjutants at the front door. 

"1 don 't know." 

"So what do we do now?" 

"1 don't know." 

Wow. This is new. Encourage him-he's bound to come up with sornething. 

Me: "what? We can't stay here. When the sun cornes up we'lI be goddamn 

sitting ducks." 

"1 know." 

"Why don 't we just go back?" 

"We can't leave the others like that. They might be alive ... " 

Yeah, right. 1 didn 't see thern heading over here to take care of us in too much 

ofa hurry ... 

Don't think that! 

Jesus, that's horrible. What the hel1's the matter with me? 

" ... sorne ofthem, 1 mean." 

A quick slap on the inner right thigh-lice biting again. Damn. They've been 

quiet aIl night. 1 almost forgot they were there. The wet must have woken them up. 

Don't get too distracted. "What if they send others out to find our party?" 

"They won 't. " 

"Why not?" 

"Not enough time. The sun'lI be up soon." 

Stupid question. 1 knew that. 

"So what do we do then?" 

Jimmy pulls his lips into his mouth, making a squeaking sound that used to be 

funny. This means he's thinking. 

Just, whatever you come up with, don't make me go and look for the others, 

alright? 1 think l've had enough for now. 

"1 don't see that we have much choice." 

Good, so we go back, right? 

"We have to look for them." There's reselvation in his voice. 
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Courage. Courage, as the French at home say, like a pl1lyer. Or a 

benediction. Mother, Elspeth, Virginia, Georgie and Fathcr. Right hand tightens 

around the grip of the rifle. Get it over with. Go in, go out, try to do Illy job. We 

have to look for them. It's oilly fair. They would have to look for us. 

Don't think about the lice in your underwear. Don't think about the one 

crawling up between your ... no, don't. Right. 

No lice, no mud, no rain, no cold. Good. Now get Jimmy's attention. 

Me: "alright, then, let's go." 

That's it. 

Safety off. 
A quick glance at the pillbox: no movement. 

Alright. Only about fifty yards-keep low. 

Go, go, GO! 

Over the top and to the right run as fast as yOll can without standing kccp the 

legs apart for the best possible balance a quick hop over a horse's corpse, duck to the 

left behind an embankment. 

l'm breathing hard too hard maybe pushing Illy hcal1 into my tluoat 1 can fecl 

the veins in my forehead pulsing up and down 

Now dive onto the lip of eal1h and wait for Jimmy. 

He can 't be more than a few feet... 

Here, now, right under me, sorne pOOl' dead bastard groans as my weight 

forces the air out ofwhat's left ofhis lungs. 

Christ, the smell is unbelievable. 

Roll off him and to the right. 

Jesus, l'm sweating now, like my brain's trying to swell its way out through 

my eyes and ears. 

Oh God, maybe he was gassed! 

Is this what it feels like? 

A quick image of my face swollen and bloody: poisoned. 

Shit, l'm screaming. 

Stop it. 

Stop it! 

Cover your mouth. Clamp the hand right over your mouth. 

At least rve stopped rolling. 

Feels like l've been kicked low in the stornach, just above the belt. 

Mud in my eyes. 
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Close them tight and pop them open again. 

1 think J'm crying. It's too wann on my face to be the rain. 

Just relax. 

Breathe. 

1 can 't. 

l'm gagging. Bile and rum in my mouth, hurling forward through cIosed 

fingers. My stomach's forcing its way into my ribcage and up to my throat. 

Cough it out. 

Hunch over, guard your belly. 

Right, now open your eyes. 

They hurt. 1 ean't believe this. My eyes hurt. Maybe the swelling from the 

gas has already started. l'Il be blind in twenty minutes, maybe fifteen. 

Where the hell am I? 

Why is it so fucking quiet? 

No Jimmy anywhere. 

Maybe he was hit. 

No. Don't think that. Jimmy's just fine. 

Right. Big blue eyes full of my face. 

Just piek up your rifle and continue looking for the others. 

Daim:! No rifle. Just mud and what feels like a bit ofbarbed wire. 

There, there. Just breathe and tly to relax. 

Swallow. 

Bile, mm, sore throat. The bile hm1s more the second time around. 

There, now think. Nobody's shooting at you right now and that's what you 

want. And if you really were gassed wh en you landed on him it would hurt a lot 

more right now. 

Alright, so 1 was canying the rifle by its shaft in my right hand, and 1 was 

ronning. Then there was the hop to clear the horse and 1 dove onto that poor bloated 

bastard. Then 1 rolled down the edge of this embankment but managed to stop before 

the puddle and God-knows-what-else at the bottom. 

1 must have left the rifle back up there. 

Right. 

Back up the hill-hands and fet't. Too slippely for hands alone. This IS 

ridiculous. 1 must look really batty. 

It's raining harder now, which stings the eyes. And it's starting to get light. 

Fuek, l've got to get out of here. 
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There. Something's moving, and it's much too tall to be a rat. 

From the right, where the l'est of the company must have been wh en wc lost 

sight of them. Ifs too dark to tell, but he can't be flOlll a laiding pm1y becausc 

there'd be more ofthem. Fritz always travels in threes. 

But what if two of them got killed? He's walking towards the Gcnnall side. 

nnt the other way around. And he' s walking like he' s tired. 

l'm sure l' d make a nice prize. 

At least take out your knife. 

1...1 can't. Ifs not here-ifs still on the end of the rifle. 

He's getting closer. 1 freeze and maybe he won't see me. (This works with 

snakes at home.) 

Big blue eyes full of my face. 

Can't be more than ten feet away. 

Jesus, Elspeth, 1 love you more than anything. 

"Alistair?" 

Hand on my shoulder. 

If he wanted to kill me, l' d be dead by now. 

Thankyou. 

Alright, open your eyes. 

"Jimmy?" 

"The others are dead." 

"AIl ofthem?" 

"1 couldn't find Anderson. But ail the others were thcre .. Vou hurt?" 

"Vm.,," alright, quick inventOly-legs, aJ111S, body, head, " ... no. l'm alright." 

"Good. We've got to get back. There's only a fcw minutes before the sun 

cornes up." 

says. 

His hand grabs my ann,just under the elbow. 

Me: "1 need my rifle." 

"Where is it?" 

"Vp there somewhere." 1 point. Vaguely. 

Jimmy looks up. He shakes his hcad. "We'd be exposed to fire up there," he 

He's right, of course. 



53 
Enfilade Book II 

ELSPETH: 

1 was never flightened of the forest because nobody ever taught me to be. 1 

think it's one of those things you have to be taught. But that's not making al1 that 

much of a difference now. It might be because l've been dreaming and thinking so 

much about where my Alistair must be right now, but the forest seems so different to 

me. When we came back from our session up here, 1 hardly noticed it passing-I 

remember restinB my head on Alistair's shoulder as 1 sat behind him on the way back, 

and ail 1 wanted was to smell that spot on him for as long as 1 could. And 1 remember 

the feeling of my wetness-and his wetness as well-between me and the horse. 

Then, the forest couldn 't last long enough, even though he had slowed Georgie a 

number of times. Now, ail 1 want is my bed and a dly set of c1othes. 

That's terribly selfish of me to say, 1 know, especially in light of Alistair. 

They say the lads go weeks out there without getting so much as a roof over their 

heads, unless you count those funk holes they eut as sleeping-places out of the sides 

of the trenches. It must be hOlTible to sleep in the rain. 

He's such a sweetheart. 

1 know it makes me sound weak, but 1 r.ried for an hOUT wh en he asked me to 

marry him. He said that he wanted to take care of me, and that he couldn 't think of a 

better way of doing it. 

Even if 1 had wanted to, how could 1 have said "no" to that? 

Ali 1 really want is to have a chance to tIy with him, and all 1 keep thinking 

about is wh ether he's even still alive as 1 think these things. 

And 1 can't help imagining the telegram or the ad jutant that will come if he's 

been kilIed. And a11 of this dreaming will be for nothing. 

Sometimes l 'm such a ninny that J can 't imagine ever lasting until he comes 

home. And 1 know that if s selfish but 1 pray that he cornes home in the next few 

weeks because 1 know how much he loves to see the leaves as they flash off the trees 

in the wind. 

1 can feel il. 1 know it's unbelievable, and that you'll scoff at me for saying 

so, but 1 can feel it, Tight here, where my belly pushes against the horse's back, just 

below Illy navel. 1 can feel the wannth. 1 can feel how good a father he will be. 

And sometimes 1 wish that 1 hadn 't timed it the last time we were up 

here-that 1 had told him "yes" when 1 knew there was a chance that he could have 

made me pregnant. 1 never would have done that, you understand, because it would 

have to have been our decision together-but 1 don 't know that l'Il be able to forgive 
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myselffor not having his baby when 1 could have ifhe doesn't come back. 
Men like Alistair are rare, and right now 1 wallt his baby more th an unything. 
God. 
You know, the one thing 1 Ileed to do to get myself through ail of this is to 

stop making myself cry so often. 
AlI 1 want is to be at home, in Illy wurm bed, with Illy Ilew husband, and 1 

want him to rest his he ad on the spot on my belly where 1 can already l'eel him. 
1 don't think that's V/rong. 
1 really don 't. 
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ALISTAIR: 

"Look, Alistair, we'lI get back to the trenches and send somebody out to get 

your rifle afterwards, alright?" 

"The Lieutenant' s not going to like that." 

"Ifwe don't get back soon there won't be anything left ofus to like." 

This makes good sense. Nod agreement. 

That wasn 't a good idea-my head really hurts. 

The run back should be easy enough. It can 't be too far. 

As long as nobody shoots me. 

And the shelling will st art up again any minute, and God himself knows 1 

don 't want to be in the middle of that. 

There goes Jimmy. Stand, but crouch ... And-go. 

Alright, ail 1 have to do is keep my feet in his prints and rH be fine. It's bright 

enough now to see them without straining. No shelling yet. 1 can feel myself smiling 

at the way his footprints stalt out big and slowly collapse as the mud settles back into 

place. 

That's it. Now l've definitely gone mad. 

1 follow his left tum towards a hole in the barbed wire. 

"Ginger Snap! Ginger Snap! Ginger Snap!" Jimmy yells the password at the 

sentry. 

hit. 

yet. 

The first shell of the moming is fired from up ahead. Ten seconds and it will 

There. 1 can see the sentty's periscope. 1 can't believe nobody's shot at us 

Quick hop over the parapet and that's it. 

Jesus, Mary, and God. 

Maybe l'Il land on somebody's breakfast. 

This fails to make me smile. 
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2. 

"1 really don't think that's a vely realistic thing to say, Peter, thaCs ail." 

"Oh, and 1 suppose you think it's realistic of me to agree to send her off to the 

eity just like that? y ou really don' t have a cl ue d!) yon?" 

Angela's expression is hard, unyielding. "1 think 1 have more of an idea thun 

you do" 

"What! Since when are you an expert on these things? You never went to a 
day of sehool in your life." 

"1 don't have to be an expe11 on these things. l'Ill a woman ~lIld shc's Illy 

daughter and that's aIl that .. eally matters." 

"So you would have me send off my dallghter to the city bcforc 1 even know if 

my son's eoming home? Because you'le a woman and that's wltat she's going to be 

so you know." 

"1 reckon that that way there would be room fOI hel in the upper schools--on 

account of ail the young men being away, 1 mean " 

"So what happens when the lads get back?" 

"Weil, at least she will have gotten some education." 

"This is insane. You 're talking like a bloody suffragette." He sights her down 

an outstretched arm ending in a pointing index finger. "You 'vc bcen givcn too much 

freedom as it is, and ifs gotten to that feeble litt le head of yOlll s Y ou'lI be wanting 

to go yourself next." 

She moves carefully, placing herself across the table t'rom her hllsband, with 

an easy escape on either side. 

"No," she says calmly, "ifs aIready too late for mc." 

"And what does that mean?" 

She can see the veins bulging in his neck. 

"Eh?" This he yells, loud enough for Virginia upstairs to hcar. 

''l'm too old, Peter." 

"Right, and 1 suppose 1 took you away fi'om a brillJant carcer in the academic 

world and we would ail he so much better off and happicr and thcre would be world 

peace ifI'd have let you follow your bloody destiny, nght?" 

Angela sighs, gathering her hands at her waist, carefully meshing the fingers 

into each other dnd thinking hriefly of the church game she had taught to the children. 

She takes a breath to speak and then stops, realising that her husband hasn't finishcd. 

"1 mean, that is the way you think, isn't It?" The yclling IS beginning to 
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weaken his voiec. "1 suppose 1 should have left you there, pregnant and bloody 

al one. 1 should have left you without a penny and with a goddamn bastard in your 

beUy for ail the worId to see what a slut you were, right?" 

She begins to speak and then pauses, reminding herself to stay calm. It's only 

talk. "No, Peter. Not at ail. We made the choices we made, and you were as gallant 

and as gentIemanly and as righteous as you could have been, and 1 was as much part 

of the decisions as 1 needed to be." 

He doesn't believe her. 

Him: "so what's the problem then?" 

"The problem, ifyou must caU it that, is that Elspeth sees real potential in that 

daughter of ours, and 1 happen to agree with her. That's the reality we have to face. 

And l'm not going to be one who stands in the way of my ehild, and l'm not going to 

stand here and let you tell her that she ean't go to school..." 

"Vou 're not goillg to leI me? Is that what 1 heard? There must be something 

wrong with my hearillg because tha1's what 1 heatd. 1 heard you say that you weren't 

going to let me do something. Last time 1 looked 1 was the man of this house. Last 

time 1 looked 1 was the one who made the decislOns. La~t time 1 looked 1 was the one 

who said what my children were going to do. There must be something wrong with 

my hearing because 1 heard you say that you weren't going to let me do something, 

but 1 know in my heal1 of heat1s that you would never say such a thing to the man 

who has provided for you and your blessed daughter ail these years." 

"Please, Peter, this isn't about us." 

"Oh, ail contrwre, my dear, it's ail about us. It's about how you don't respect 

any of the sacrifices 1 make around here. Do you really think that ail of this"-a 

broad sweeping of the left ann-"comes like a bloody gift from the heavens? Do you 

realise what Alistair's off there fighting for? Does it ail mean anything to you at ail?" 

"If Alistair were here he'd be on my side and you know it. He's the one who 

taught Virginia how to read when you couldn't be bothered-because she's a girl, no 

doubt-and he was the one who got them to like the idea of using their minds. 1 bet 

you that if he were standmg right here next to me this vely mmute he' d tell you that 

himself. And 1 bet you would listen, too." 

"Don 't be ridiculous." 

''l'm not bdng ridiculous." 

"Oh, so 1 suppose you think 1 am, right?" 

..... no, but youjust don't seem to want to understand." 

"And what's that supposed to mean?" His voice IS quieter now, tired: 
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frustrated. 
"Ifs not slipposed to mean anything, Peter. .. Look, let me put this another way. 

Virginia has decided to go to school in the city, and 1 for one think ifs a wonderful 
idea, and so does your future daughter-in-Iaw. You may not agrcc, and that's 
fine-there's nothing wrong with that at ali-but Vilginia, as you weil know, IS Just 
as stubbom and as detennined as you are, and when she gets something into her head 
she'.; going to do it-for better or worse. It's glallngly obvlOUS that she wallts this. 
and 1 know that she'll do it one way or another. And we can either stand in her way 
and make her resent us or we can agree to send her and give her our blessing. ICs 
really up to us to do it that way. And if we don 't wc ll1ight weil lose her for good " 

''l've never heard su ch nonsense." 
"Look, Peter, what do you possibly have ta galll by keeping her herc against 

her will?" 
"You want to know what 1 have to gain?" 

She nods. 
"Nothing," he says, "nothing at aIl. But why don 't you ask mc what she has to 

gain by staying here? Eh? Did that ever occur to you? 1 didn 't thlllk so But wh al 
you don 't seem ta want to realise IS that she has so much to lose if she goes and so 
much to gain if she stays. You say that you know becausc yOll 'rc a woman FlIlc. 
But there's another thing that you need to conslder, and thal's Ihal 1 know oecause 1 
am a man. 1 know what men me, and 1 know whal men aIe Itke III thc 
city-especially a city full ofreturning soldicls---whlcll IS whal Monlleal will be any 

day now. Do you really think she's going to know how to deal with a city full of 
rowdy soldiers who have barely seen evcn a French whol e III the la~t three years" 

Come, now. 1 know what we went through, and how easlly yOlll life wa~ tUll1ed 
upside-down because you got pregnant at the wlOng tune But you werc lucky 
because it was my child, and 1 knew what rny dut y wa~ and 1 acted accordlllgly - l 've 

spent a good deal of my life doing the l'ight t1l1ng because it was Just that and becausc 
it'sjust what one does ... But what is it that makes you thlllk that it won't happen that 
our daughter will let a soldier-boy get a littlc too affcctlOnate" And what happens if 

he disappears having left her a little forget-me-not fe~tering III her belly? Ilave you 
thought of that? What if he infects her with ~oll1ethinb he got from a trollop on the 

continent-what about that?" 
Her expression is ernpty, and he can hal dly tell whethcl ~he 's IIstClllllg. 
He lifts his arm, waving an upturned palm across the table at 11IS wire. "You 

talk ofhow she needs to do what she wants to do," he says, "and how, If wc stand in 
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her way, she'll only resent us an we'lI lose her. Alright, fair enough. But what 

happens if she gets pregnant and disappears? Then haven't we lost her anyway? 

What ifshe's abandoned by this man ofhers and she cornes back here-having spent 

our money-and has a bas tard child under my roof? Doesn 't it make more sense to 

keep her here at least until Alistair gets back?" 

She swallows lightly and tries a smile, tilting her he ad slightly towards her left 

shoulder. She lifts her hand to her forehead and pushes a strand of peppered hair out 

of her eye, taking and deep breath to gather patience. 

"1 don't know, Peter. 1 just don't know. 1 suppose every mother thinks she 

did a better job than her mother did on her, and 1 really wish that 1 could just tell you 

that that just won't happen to Virginia, but 1 don't know that 1 can-at least not and 

be completely honest about it. It might happen. But 1 don't see why you think ifs 

more likely that she gets herself into trouble in Montreal than out here." 

"That's simple," he says, almost sympathetically, "we can keep an eye on her 

here-Iook out for her best interests." 

"1 still think her best interests are to go." 

"1 know you do, but..."-and this is a clever tactic-"'the reality is that we just 

don't have the money." 

"And if we did?" 

"We don't." That's it. Stick with it. 

"And if 1 managed to get some?" 

"There's no point in even arguing it, Angela." 

"Can we at least agree not to decide now?" 

"Why?" 

"Weil, because 1 think when Alistair gets back," she pauses briefly, aware that 

only effort and concentration had made her say when, "that you might want to 

reconsider ... " 

She knows he has the 1110ney, in the tack l'Oom of the bam, stuffed into the bag 

on the lcft side of the childl en 's saddle Virginia used when she was smaller. One 

hundred and seventy-three dollars-she counted it earlier this moming, when he was 

off skidding logs out of the woods. One hundred and seventy-three dollars. It would 

be enough to get her there and get her settled, but after that she would find work. If 

the soldiers were back she could get work as a nurse' s helper or something like that; 

she has a pretty face. One hundred and seventy-three dollars. She looks at her feet. 

He frowns . 

.... . having spoken to hi m, 1 mean," her eyes still fixed on the feet. 
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"Do you really think that will make a difference?" 

"Yes, 1 do. You listen to Alistair, and 1 think you'lliisten to him even mOle 

when he eomes baek from this war." 

"And will you get me my supper ifl tell you that l'Il talk to Illy son about it?" 

Angela pulls her mouth into a wider, shinier smile. '" wouldn't want to 

deprive my man, now would l," she says, trying to tease, bl ietly remembcrillg the 

softness of her younger hands. Shaking her head to kill the image, she moves to the 

base of the stairs to cali the girls down to supper. 

Next time, she thinks, we'lI try him wh en his stomach's full and his guard is 

down. 
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3. 

&It'l, 1917 
{}e,a,Ht E~/et~ 

Twe ,~ ,fO MUCh" to tel'l FU th-o.t 1 A~/~ (!,{J-el( il(ow /ph-f!,/"e to ,ftl1J6't. 1 br 

/,Iea,fed to l''tfOl''t tleat l,.eMatir If(ol"e o,.IM,f ,irto.et-o.I(I th-,~ luol',le tk l'eI",f/~tel(t 
~~MQJr 1ir/al(t"l ~ J(!"ft e/fo,.(,f to h-o.V'e If(e otf.,el"/Pèe/ 

It ,fUIf(,f ,fO /wr"l to If(b-IÏ( d ,ftl"o.lf/e w~ !Medlf-o.,f 1 w,.,le to FU I(OW 1 
/tirl Mj'S'el!l"e!fUI"I fa.tle COM!O,.to.bt, lir d t'(tfe Bellio.l( lir", wAel"f!, chÎN1f(1 dl(II 0.1(1 d 

Ie/P otw. l'atH !,.OM th"e d~~th- Ao.V'e leelrlel to ,ftfJ.j IaI"lÎrj Oal" tAI"u-clfJ.j feo.v-e 
lVaJI-,.al(t, 0.1(1,'( ,fUIf(,f a,f th"ou!A th-e !l''OI(t ,l,felf l,f 0. "'01"11 d«lfJ.j. It ~ ,fUCh- 0. l'Iea,fafl'e 

tg Je aile, to ,fto.l(Io/' ,ft,.atiAt fJ.jatir/ 1 th-,iri lo,ftafl'e Ao.,f to be ol(e 01 t!te l'eo.,ft bd«ll( 

Cd,fUalttë.r 01 th-I,f waJI-. I~e h-o.lo. b,l 01 w,ire, o.,f ho.V'e tAe l''(!,,ft 01 th-e b~ bat Iluilul 
tg "tOf' Juo.u,fe 1 ,.eo./~ !elt o.,f th-0"lh- 1 ,fAouli l"(!"fel"lI'e ,fOlf(e o! th-,~ ftÎNe--",AIch" I~ 

,.ea!~ ';«,ft about th-e If(O,ft elu/t',fel 01 th-o.t ! Ao.ll'e .f'jJel(t Out h-el"e lir E afl'Ofe--wllh-F"' 
MIIoH, "QI(~ th-,.0"lh- th-e lf(e"ÜJK o! 0. l'el( 0,1(1 l'o/Jel". 1I1.r~ 1 ftirl If(Fel!; !Ol" tk 
/t~,ft tiiKe, ru !"Olf( tAe eF 01 tAe cel(,fOI" (fo,. 0.1( e,et,.o.!e/p Il"dl((" \~. tAe CQl(C,étc-jt­
We /p,fl,fIf("I!fe tAe lettef",f to P at'I'.f 0.1(1 tAel( tAI"0"lh- elP-It'dl( Matf--tA,~ ,fh-e 

dJ"uI to a/tel" MacA l'a"lhl,,, o.t If(l ,f,t'~ o.ccel(t,I) /Pit/ch- 01 COafl'.fe o.llow,f Me to be 
faite a b,l MOfl'e cal("'I. 

Ilf(u,ft drINr,l tltat 1 ho.ll'e beel( tltti(LtirJ ra.t'te Il"ee~ 01 j'Ou o!l'ate, dItA0"lh- ,'( 
"'~~J.r Me ,fOlf(ewh-at th-dt FU at'e becolf('irJ IIfOl"e 0.1(1 If(o,.e--Ao«l to lut It?-If(o,.e 
0.1(1 MOl"e "~tal(t dI(I,el"h-o/J,f (!,{J-el( ul(l"eo.l. 1101( ~ «Io.l(t pa to tlt,Ï(i tAo.t 1101( ~ oltel( 

rlredllr about Oafl' t/If((!"f tOJ'etAefIJ but 1 ftirl hfFelf to.ltirJ to FU I(ot lir tlte wdj tltat we 

a.,fed to dt t!te ~If( 01" 0/' 01( t!te qle", but ,.a.tlte,. th-e "'fJ.j 1 woull If FU Ao/'Iel(ed to be 

al(otw. ol(e o! tJ"e, elto/,f ,.tiAt !tel"e lir tk ff"fJ.j tVl'th- If(e, Ulho.t~ "II/oult dbout tA,~,~ 

tJ,at 1 fat'te /r,OI((!"ftt, 00.1( ê lUIa'e tV/r,et/r,el" It ~ o.!o(JcI t/r,11f! (JfI' 0. bal th-'irJ. It,~ !OO" 1 
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~uto", lir th-e $'e,,~e t~at Ilui t~e "uI to lirolacle fd" lir we~jth-11f/ 1 a'(J---U"lulâ/~ 

II/~ /'" ~p {~If~tel(d a"a' th-lirfi"l 01 fd" 0.1(1 t~e «IP.ff ~" fpp-e Me k~ to eOMfo~t 
I/(~Jfl.t 1 10" ~ lie tu th-O"j~t O{ fd~ Jel1f lirclalullir alfj 01 t~e IW~$' tJ,at pu 0" 

aJ'-PfI.Irl ~e. / ~tlll ~aH jO~ flct~e cop-er-ecllir t~e fociet 01 Mt ta"I'c1 b"t loltel( 

tkirt tMt~ a ltt~ «lei!, fOlirt/~~. /:" follatt1f fd" ",It~ th-/~ ",ar- beca"~e 1 ~ea/~ 
cal( ~ kt; It-Jeoafl.$'e / fI.~e fd~ IÎKo.;e to h-e/fo Me th-r-0"lh- th-e ttji-t 90~ huaa$'e- 1 
II/'-'I"te- to jOfI. abO"t Ir, 0.1(1 beOa"$'e I~e ~eel( al(cllelt t~/lI..$' h-e~e tl.at l'Ill(wet" $'to; 

tkirt;", aJOfl.t 0.,,1 th-at / «11'11 b~/1f l.oMe to Fil. wel(t"al't,. 1 ~eal& belwe tl.at III 

~taJ'-t /Yibirl tlttirp {~OM jOli. ",e 101( ê wu, Itap-e a Ito;e 01 wefl' fetWirj a,,#«I~e. 

If tljbf; ;/1 e~fo~e jOfI. to ~O/Ke ollt ,,0'" ;t'll' Je l'e.s'S' 01 a of~ocf «Ih-el( 1 jet 011 th-e .r~ti. 

1'" af-all ~ ia.$'t 00.1( ~ ffl'oteot jOaf~ollf t~at becaaS'e It ~ too lW"c~ a far-t ol/f(e 1(0«1 al(a' 

~11, ~tll!, are jOfI.. 1 101( ~ h-Ol(e.,ft~ ~ap-e tlte .rtfl'e"lt~ to f~otect jOalfl'O/f( tl.at a,,! 

I/(p~tr-It ~U/f(~ ~o fattte alfl P.JI'ttft'clâl' to ep-elf tfl't. 1 Ito;e tl.at Ioe.s'If ê o/'S'et jOfI.. 

Il(ud to te-II pa th-at t~ej rIol( ~ !~alft leap-e ",a.r~alft.r fofl' l.awirj a Iflée- ~MI' 

arPfJ.I(I ~tr-tk, Olft, ~ealt, !~al(t t~ellf a/tefl' ~wefl'e ~tr-~~ al(a' oOllfbat ~;t"atl{ll(~ 

0'-' 10'-' cOI(fJ'alucel(ce I~O/f( bal tfl'elfclt foot or- t~e /fie. Il!atir, 1 aofS'~e ~"I Mj !op-e, 

t~at 10.,,1 /K! lut are bot!t frire, J"t ~O«l 0.1(1 «I~t 1 ~~P-I",el t!te l'a.S't «Iut I~ a ~ufl'e( 

Ol(~ ~ol cal( tel'l. ~lIfe of t!te lac!.? «I~O lIfaLe It t~~0"'l~ a far-ttéalarl} JaclS'o~o/J leel' 

lact, 0.,,1 fAH,,, 000'" bat all/leell$' tti'el a"rI a /f'ttl'e J«I'ltj. l """ ê weI( fti'e /f(j 
~ifIe. fo~ e~~/~t~ .faie, 0.1(1 I~e !ot t~e e(} tel/firj Iffe ~O«l bl'oo't J~ap-e alfl.filtld 1 
1JJIf/ 

lVe;"e 0.11' MOre th-al( a /fuie I~tilttel(erl Ite~e--alfr/ Jetitf at t~;of /fuie lirl( 

rea/~ 01((, acce"taatu tltat. Tolftj~~ / «1,'11' oflee; lir a fl'eal JeI--lor- tl.e frÎ'oft ttiwe 

~,irce llelt 1Ia/f/tU/ fo" 00.1( ê be/f'we ",ltat a fl'ea.f~e ofolffet~/itf /fie t~at oal( he. 

I/I(a' I~ ",al(apr! to /rircl.folffeol(e lir (O«llf «Ih-o I~ a.r 1 «IN'te, ftirif~/"I' tlte, lQo.~!t11f/ 0.1(1 

1;-'01(1"" 0l",! t'u.lflé-,irolarltirl a 1"11' rI~!o"S'IÎrJ/ I1lfl t~e Jatlt--I oOfl.lcI 1,el(cI ~o~~ 

ra"".", aJOfl.t t~f; JtJ.t~ (tir fa(Jt / t~/irt Ilia?) 8at tlt/~ I~ ~e,a/~ faite {fI''i~teIfIÏrJI 
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JUdaJ'e (k, wea(w ~ J'Me Jarl 1(0W-~(JjÎrj al(rI eol'rI-al(II tl(O«l tha( (<<10 I~ I~OM 

l((Jw l'II Je Iooied rIowl( wl(J, M# ;aci heacltÏff 0/' th~ee 1If;1e.s' olMarl~ ~oark ((J tk 

f(J/(t. 

I1l(rI (we Q/"e al( «I(aJ'aa/~ l'~je I(VJI(Je~ 01 aJ' J,e~e-()I( a l'eap-e "'Q/"~al(~ 1 
I/(t4I(--wlwéJ, cal( (JI((, Meal( (J,at th,e, jel(e~al.r M.ll'e rlecller! ((J ~ut a.r "1101" a le«l 

,~ (0 k,av-e, aJ' 1~e.rJ, fo~ ... wei" loI" .rollfetJ,ilfj Jtj. ne! I".r( dol( ~ rio (hl.r .y(J~t 01 

(Iw~ {.(I(h.r (k! ~e aJoat (0 a,~i lo~ a l'of I~(J/I( aJ' I~ a lew lap. tu JlUa cal(.ru (ha( 

(u ~U( ~ea/~ I~" ~ 0.11 th,a( ~utfo.f. ;ft ~be It~ (J,e w/~el ba( 1 hav-e a ~ea/~ Jal 

futirj aJoa( 0.1101 (J,lS'. 

I1lfjw~ el(0"lJ, 01 (h,at. Plea.rel".S't tl({)W that I~ #~e aI(l ",;11 he Jaet a.r .S'00l( 

a~ we ca,,~( (h/~j{)J rIol(e al(rljet oa( 01 th/~ ,faee. 

1 hav-e tale" arfv.al(tt1je 01 .rO/ffe 01 (~e I~ee tiiNe J,e~e to oa(cJ, "1 (JI( 1If! 

~ea"irj--/t~,ft th~0"lh the tJ~/ol'rI colleetlQI( o!;oe(l"# whlcJ, (J,e 81"it;r J,~e #"t a.r 

~ta"rlQ/"'/~.rae (1 (~a'erl IIflire lo~ a tiir of ctj~ettu) al(" lIfo~e l''eeel((~ 010. COf! 01 

IIQ/"~~ T~~ "'hléJ, tfO"" aal(( ll'aoioa.S't, .rel(( to lIfe. ;ftalf! 01 the /aM ~ea' J,erel 
a"rI wUI( l'v-e /r~/~W Tu.r I()~ the .r,~(J, tiiNe l'fI' #~rI J'ollfeJo~ who ~ wilgir! (() (~ale 

~olJ(e(lwirj el.re lo~ it. 1 lIfa,f( C{)If!e.rJ' (0!pa (J,at ~ea"irj the.re Jook k~e i.r ~eal'~ 

~a(1ur a .f(l"a~ e~/,e~té'lfce-llooi 01( the «IO~~.r() "I!e~el((~ 1(0«1. ;ftO.f( (JI tk 

;oett"j IIIhicJ, wa.f "lt/tiirj to /ffe at J,O/ffe 11(0«1 ft~I weI( .follfe«lJ,at o/'J'ettiirj-tkre 

lIIa.r a (illfe «IJ,el( 1 coall l'earl .fOMe tteat.r 01' ~~el'~ al(rI Iooi tf' I~ollf (!te I~ (0 J'U 

tOMe(h,lirj a"~ to ",!tat «IaJ' Juirj luc~iJe" hat ~eaclt1f the «IOI"iJ" hel'e I"&,t lIfa~ lIfe 

fUl"''' fo~ a J,,,,I o~ (<<101 01" weI( .S'ollfe ft'r-If( "l"oMI to J'talflol( «Ilt!toat J',~t;1f/ I~. If 
twe ~ alf! l''eal' "'Ol'rI to le.ro~;Je allol thl.r «Iar alfl ail 01 (Itt:r ,filtire.r.r 1;" .rtact lir 

Ir~ i'~ 6er!t!t'Ïrj- i&' 1"&'( ,fO "II} t!ta( it ,"1'& ail' t!te .S'e"J'i4-to (!te ;o'ir( (/e,at 

F" 1J(1~.f Jeaa~ t!te «Itlff 1 rio !",a (~rlee" t!te t",o to /ffe are ol(e /~ t!te .rtVfre~ aI(l ~(,( 

10"1' ((J ~d'.rt :Jll'et" a"rI o/';I'ecia(e 1'tja.J'( 101' it.r 0"'1( .S'aie. 

toMe (JI tk /atl.r kl"e .fee t!ttirp 1".S't he!ol'e tJ,e/ cIt'el al(IltJ. aft"o.ft al«lP.F 
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'ue".;JuI a~ be/1f be4atifol. 1 tft,lirt tft,at it ~ beOaa~e it ~ Je4at'j tft,at tk, ~e ~I(IÎrj 

10"., ~I Je4at? tft,at tft,e, ~e ft,O/IÎrj to ~ee. 

Tu oth-U" tft,IÎrj th-at ~t".i~ I~ tft,e ".Olffalfoe tft,at ",e ~e 11({~~/Ïr!. llo/(? Mea/( 

tu tlV" ,,1 aof, #"a a/(Ie".~taI(I {oe".taùt, IfOt/ ~ bat ~atft,e~ tft,e ~/'taatiOl( ft,~e. T!te 

1"lrlte,. IÎt TU'~ I~ t".e/1(e/(loa~;~'ift,tl}, bl''ift,t, ~J,IÎrj atrl t~cltiÎrjl a /fuie 
'atrp"a~. I1IV000IeI"fo!;eo/( lirleel. 8at IVe ~e I(tJl(e 01 tft,o~e tft,IÏfp. Tltue bOO~ a/(I 

t!eue IttJ"'/~ aI(l tft,~e ;tJet1(~ a/(I--IVo".~t tJl a!!--tft,e /,eO/!e ",ft,o ~el(t a~ 

u",t--IftJ!I tie ilta tJl ".tJ/lfatroe a/(I ft,OI(Oal" tOlet af to oome ft,ert. I//(I t!te, tl'# to 

tu/' le!~Îrj it ttJ a~. M, eke "'tJa!I aI'l' tft,e BN't.f ft,av-e a CO/' 01 tft,e tJ~/o~/? 
Tu",e ~ /1(al we, ~IVeetft,e{JJI-t, a ~tJ~t 01 ~!!oIV lKai tft,at ~tio& ttJ we~,tiilfj 

jtJ"~, alfll'ee, aI(l ~ft,/~ a/(I/,eO/!e jetttÏr! aI'l ~o~t.f 01 tft,ilfP bl'o",/( 011; bat t/t,el'e ~ 

I(tJ/(e 01 tk fl-OIK(ll(ce. Il'ea!1} i~/'tate to te!! ?da tft,/~ Jeca«.~e 1 ~tit! lu! I/(eed to 

/,,,.oteet F"' bat l't ~ ~o /1(acft, a /,fJ.!'t 01 l1re /(tJIV tft,at Ij"~t oalf ê /(ot tel'! J«'a. Il l1raoh-lire­

jfl-I(/(U" lVio CaMe b, Oal' ~eotiôl( tie otft,el' 'fJ.? J'ttJf;u1Ior- a 1«.1ot bl't 018((1'1} Bul atrd 

8/~ea./"t.r, atrl ft,e to!I a~ tft,e I1rO~t ft,o~~e/(cIoa~ ~to".#,. ;" tft,e a~faa!t tJl( (/;Iff" ft,e ft,al ~u/( 

a lfrurJU" 01 h-;~ 0«11( al(l't t'tel'al'I} ft,av-e ft,/~ ~ttJma(}ft, bl'o"'tr O/e", atrl ft,e ",a~ ~;ttiÏr! 

twe, IÎt t/t,e Milile tJl AIol1ralf~!a/(" ~o~efJ.l!(lirj al(d t~,Iir! d~/e~atel} to ~ft,ov-e ft,/~ 

"1'!fJ.1(1 Jact lir. Ile Jenel tft,e I"trlfer- to /tir/~ft, ft,liN tJl/, alfl ~tfJ./I-tei J'c~eaJKIÏrj 

"b~Cel(l'tté.f (lt il/1( «Jft,el( ft,e ".efu.~erI. Tfe,at~ tft,e tJlft, tiiNe tft,e I"lflfe~ we~ aba/(Io/(ed ft,/~ 

/,Mt, alfl /t,e ~a;I tft,at J, tft,e t'tÏKe ft,e jot ttJ ft,alf"'fJ.? 10"'1( tft,e COlKma/(loatiô/( t~etrOh- ft,e 

lVa, '(}l'e4JIrIÎrj tft,fl-U tiiKM l'oale,,. tft,al( tft,e "j>elKbo«le!l'ei ma/(. I/lfl tft,e jtAlf/(e~ (}tJa!d 

U~/r, h-aH- bUI( ~ft,ot ItJl' ItJ'el"tiir! ft,1j> ;0J't, J'O ft,e, ~ lac', tft,at ft,e, ~ ~tit! ft,ere. Mel"e 

tlu, b!tJO" !tellir t/t,e ".tJm(ll(ce IÎt tft,at? 

IVe ",U'e /,~OI1rI'.s'ed J'ol1retft,ilfj, Iffl' c!e{JJI- Ekletft" ",e «Ie~e /'l"tJlffèedl't a/(d IVe ~e 

jalt I(tJt jt'tttÎrj alf! 01 it. Cft,I'Ij>t, a!1' 1 «Ialft ttJ 10 I~ J'aI"v-iv-e. 1101(? «Ial(t to ~h-oot 

~bO", 1 101( ç ",al(t to fi!! alfjbtJ't fJ.I(II 101( ? «Ial(t fJ.lfjb0't to ~ft,tJot /Ife. /jalt «Ial(t 

to tu, 0/' o/J/,efJ.!'().l(c~ al(d l1raie l't oat 01 ft,e~e,. It~ a ft,tJ~~ib!e tft,lÏr! ttJ J'al, Jat 1 
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• .s-lIlIfetlllfu IedjJe that l'II ;et a 1(I1I('(/frljÎ.<lt bal e/fd"?1e td ,et /1(e idMe b(,(t /f()t bal el(()"?1e 

tg "fi Me. !Ilot dl tk lait leel"e tait abd(,(t J'(,(ci a b'tllee,. 8(,(t tk/f II(I()(,(II 

'l''lIbaJt, lealH a orcar III" Il MIIII"" J'IIMetlel1f III" dtleel" tiat «I1I(,(lri ",eMliri F"' eu-el"l tiMe 

1"" Iolltel at lIfe--alfl Me, wel"!, tiire 1 tfa«l tlee «Id? lell/Ie /Qlltea' at M~()I th/~ 

Mt4.r, 111(11 cel"taùt, rfg/f ~ l(Ia/ft that. /VJ,elf Il'ell/)'e 1 «Ia/ft t() l'eap'e al t()ta/~ a/fl Il.r 

cllllfl'tet, al 1,lItftflb~ ca", a/fll «Ia/ft td be l''lri dl tlel't aIl. 

811.~ F(,( orUj 1 (}.JI( II/fee P.jatir ,dll'uti.", ~{,( «Iltle tlel~ «Iar. AIo«l tlellt 1:"" tllll 

F" tleat jO(,( «IIII/fwet" IlIl"pt It a/fllt «Ilfllfwel" l'''eal~ feap'e F(,( al'o/fe a/fl eu-e1"1 tiMI­

It Ufel"j« l'''()I/( tlee tJ-e1"!, baet II{ jOli./" l/(eMd"'l It «1111 CI"{Ô11'e F(,( Iltf It rfge.f I/(e Mllt 

1111111e.rtl"/Ij' ?dru" bea(,(t; tlee 1(IfJ.? tlee lleel& leav-e lut",~1 tle;1 fa/fl (,(I(ft'l jO(,( lIfa/fa;e 

tlll"lle It lirt() tu baet II{ jOli./" M/irllll(ee tJ.jaJir. 

I//fllea/f learl,! eu-e/f Idl"jlv.e Mpelf Idl" cIo,irj tlel:r tll F"' b(,(t 11e()/fe.ft~ Io/f l 
.s-u M«I eltfl- «le calf b()tle J'«.f"wp-e tlel:r. 

IlIIalft Fa to t",lI"" MI 10/),1-, tiat UthrMI hatf beellllfe 0.111111 {l''IMI a/fl,,,,()n/f 

NM.relf t() Je a/f e~ctll'e/ft .r()IIle"" «I1e/ele I~ Md",e tlea/f lea/f .rd? aJlIlI.t Mpelf. 1 «Ia/ft 

1"" to 4()«I tleat «le rfg w~t«.al,! wel"ltlelirj tOj'eth-el') a/fll «ItJ./ft pa t() t/f()«1 tleat It I~ 

MI' 111''11( beté" tleat tlee cf'gle", 1 tftlet tll Ielir-uleOlaf~ l(Iie/f tlelÏrp jt-t l''eal~ 

dalfP()('(J--tu Md",e I/iet, 1 (}.JI( t() I«rP'lv.e. 1 fi'mt, belf'we tleat. Ile ~ P'el"leaft" 

Illflll'el"l' Iwel-leearlerl alfl tfUMtf tJ. Ifat«ra! I()I" tlel:r tfdlrliel"lirj bUtflire.ftf. /I/fllee 'fI pt 

Me Mllfe eq.e,1f 1/ "a/f 't ,et MfS'el'f h-Ol1fe. I~e we/f tfee/f i'Hr /rÎ'-e lel:r l''llfe, alfl ",k/f lel~ 

t/brMell jtJ.1H IeliK M/~e. Tlee olrllll"tj/~ak leel"e I~ tiat I~ ~ I()dlf:rle tll jt-t tll() attaeleu/ 

tg alfjdlfe lir Iat'tiéalar beeaale clea/fee.f al"e t!t-ej' I(IQI( 't lIfaie I~ tft""d«.jle tk /fe~t 

.rklll"llll" a~lI/l'a/fe tftl"afÏrlI"('(/f. 8at Il"eal't, leel t!t-at UtirM! «I;!IMa~ It---lir tJ. 

~,"ilft/téJ tl/fdll./fk"'lIlé ",~alfrl k ~ bel)(J/f(e tJ. t'ttl'e I/ie MI jllllrl-l'u.e{ clearM. 

O{ c()lI./"tfe Iftr Il"lIbab~ jatft Id'ir! lIfa" bat 1 P./I( Ifttl at'v-e-IIII./" Cllllf!alfj loJ't 

27 lIfel( lir tk laJ't 1If()/ftle, lIfalfj' III tleeM for bette!" tf()it/lel"tf tMI( 1 clI(,(!1 ~ r/".e4M III 
buf---.ro It I~ 1II()l"itirf .rll~. El'we/f Ileri dl( tlee ",aill «10.1 /llflatft t«lll ItlfI tJ.j1l. 
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Fa~H I/(e" bat / wa~ 01( a barlal/,tl/"t'j ptel'Ip'? belol'e llelt alfa' It ",a~ a t'ttle 
"tl/ca&. ~Meti.fr~ IK/ a'ear E~/,etft" IVe bfl.l'# jaJ7t a lotJt (JI" al( tlfI'M bUaaJ7e t/t,at ~ 

aIl we, cal( fritl (II tk 1001" c~o/'. 

E,,(I,?~. 

/Vow t/t,e,1f, /',r 1(lIÏtj t(llut Mpelf lirt(l tft,/~ buf aI(IIMtlj"ire fI<'(( WI- lV;t~ 1/(1- alfa' 

tNitt aJ(lat t/t,e, Ulc/telKelft lit FafI' ep. gweet "'etl/lr~ M! /Qv-e, alfa'I'f1 IVN'te P.jP.Iir 

4'001(. 
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ELSPETH: 
1 had the singular misfortune in Sherbrooke today to be faced with an old 

school friend of mine who has come back from the assauIt on Vimy without the 

lower portion of his left leg and with hOlTible bum marks on his neck and part of his 

face. Vou know what it's like, when you're walking down the street and spot 

somebody like that from a distance you tly to look away and pass the person with as 

much dignity and respect-and admittedly, distance-as possible. 

Weil tha1's exactly what l've been doing thus far and exactly what 1 attempted 

to do today. 

But he knew me, so just as 1 passed he canel! out my name, so 1 had no choice 

but to stop. 

1 certainly couldn't ignore him ifhe knew who 1 was. 

His name was-or rather still is-Joseph Darby, and we knew each other 

pretty much right up until 1 moved to take that teaching post. He was a very dignified 

and proud young man, and a real favourite with the girls. But he's just not the same 

anymore. 1 mean, he was that way-the Joey Darby that 1 knew was that way-but 

the man 1 saw in the street today 1 didn 't even recognise. 

ft was really rather frightening at first because 1 didn 't know how to deal with 

him-in the sense of ail the usual platitudes, 1 mean. 1 couldn't bear to look at him in 

the face for more than a few seconds because 1 kept seeing his features, bumed, 

slowly melting and becoming my Alistair's. And his voice was so different-there 

had been real strength befort:, and the confidence of one of the most handsome men 1 

have ever known-a man who knew full weil how he appealed to the girls-but now 

he was quiet and 1 had a difficult time hearing him. l'm sure it \\tas partly my fault 

because 1 didn't want to get too close. Silly, that, really, but 1 suppose a part of me 

reckoned that whatever had happened to him might be catching, so 1 kept my distance 

even though 1 kept telling myself over and over and over that that was the very last 

thing he needed. And 1 kept ttying to get myse1f to move c'oser to him, but 1 

eouldn't. 

Now 1 don 't want you to think that he was in any way honible or a monster or 

a beast or anything remotely like that-he ~ as, as he has always been, a perfeet 

gentleman-and ail 1 could do was distance myself as much as possible and wish for 

the whole meeting to be over without upsetting him. 

So 1 pretended to be in a huny, but that didn't seem to deter him. 

And when he saw the trouble 1 was having looking at him he pulled us both 
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into a little doorway where we could finish our conversation out of the sunlight. 

1 know that makes him sound like those old Jack the Ripper stories, but he 

meant it simply to help me because 1 was having so much difficulty talkmg to him. 1 

supposed he's got used to people seeing him and having sueh problcms. He was on 

his way to a lawyer's to see if he could possibly get a btgger pension for his 

disability, because nobody was willing to hire him on accollnt of his Icg and he was, 

of course, of no use to the militmy anymore. 

1 asked him what he was living on and he said that he had inhentcd sOllle 

money from his uncle who was killed by a she11 last year but that thet c wasll 't mueh 

left. 

He hadn't even the money to blly a proper wooden leg and was just sort of 

teetering on his cane the whole time we spoke; his trouser leg was folded just bclow 

bis stump and was neatly pinned as if il had al ways becn lhal way and il was lhe 1110st 

perfectly normal and natural thing. 

And then he asked about my Alistair and 1 told him-l told it a11 just like l've 

been telling you, and it just flowed right out of me without any hesitation. And as 1 

think about it now 1 realise that it was-or rather that it must have been-part of Illy 

attempt to distance my Alistair from the man who was standing in fi'ont of me. Ali 1 

wanted was to think that 1 would never see such a thing agam, that such horrible 

things never bappened and that my Alistair was gOll1g to come home a littlc tougher 

but otherwise just as strong and as beautiful and as graceful as 1 always saw him to 

be, and that he would come by the schoolhollse one evening at the end of classes and 

pull me up onto Georgie behind him and take me up to the Glen. 

And he wouldn't even have to say a word 

But that isn't going to happen. It was right there, III fi'ont of me, a broken 

voice speaking to me out of a shadowy alcove ... and it was telling me that it wasn't 

going to happen. 

And 1 hate not wanting to face that and not wanting to come to terms with il. 

You should see the town now-there are soldiet s evctywhcl e, and you hardly see 

anybody else. But it's very different from the way it was when it filst began The 

soldiers now are quiet; almost as ifthey weren't thclc al ail. When 1 came last year, 1 

could hardly set three paces out of the train befOie 1 was approached by sorne of the 

boys offering me flowers or stockings or sugar in exchange for a liule, weil, 

company. And l'm cer1ainly no beauty. But Joey was the only one who talkcd to me 

today. 

And in that filthy little alcove he told me about tlie front and about the lice. 
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He told me of shells falling like rain and of men literally blown to bits in front of 

your eyes. He told me about those hOlTible Huns who they say have erueified 

Canadian lads with their own bayonets and left them to die there withm earshot of 

their mates who were so pinned down that they eould do nothing, and about how 

lueky hp. was to have survived his wounds. And he said that anybody who had been 

to the front would be a soldier for life and would never forget what he had done and 

what he had seen done and what he had been ordered to do. And he told me that 

what my Alistair needs more than anything is my love and my support and the 

knowledge that wherever he goes my pieture and my letters are right there with him if 

only as a sort of talisman. 

(Weil, he didn't say that exactly because thaCs not the way he talked, but that 

was what he meant). 

And ail 1 eould see was the outline of his face against the bright Oetober sun 

and the way his breath rose slowly from where hlS mouth must have been as he 

talked. 

And then he star1ed to talk about how he got injured and how he had only just 

that day come back from a visit with a gülfriend in France and his mind was still on 

her and not on being eareful so-as he put it-he eopped a blighty and now he was 

home. 

And he wished me luck, and 1 thanked him. 

And then he leaned fOl"Ward to embrace me, and he pulled me tight against 

him, erushing my breasts up against his ehest and resting ail his weight on me 50 that 

1 eould hardly breathe. 

And 1 pulled my face as far up and away as far as 1 could, ttying not to catch 

his hon'ible burns, and then he let go and 1 left him behind, there in that aleove. 

And l've been washing ever since 1 got home. 
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4. 
"Jimmy?" 

Nothing. He's more than ten feet away, and it's difticuIt to hear with all the 

commotion about, so Alistair picks up his pace and approachcs the other man. 

"Jimmy?" 

He looks up heavily, still hung over from the wcckcnd's wine and more than a 
little grumpy at the prospect ofhaving to walk at least anothcl milc to thc flOnt. 

"What is it, Alistair?" 

"Well, 1 was rather hoping you would consider doing mc a t~lVour." 

Jimmy sucks the last from his cigarette and throws it into the mud by the side 

of the road. Above, frag!le aircraft buzz gracefully through the dri.l .dc and towat ds 

the front. "What is it, Alistair?" 

"1 was thinking about ail of this, you kIlOW, and about how we 'rc about to get 

back into it ail, and 1 was rather hoping that you could make mc a promise" 

Jimmy frowns and re-adjusts the straps on his Ilicksack 

"It would be reciprocal, of COlllse, and you rcally don 't have to, It's Just that Il 

would put me a little more at ease if 1 knew thal..." 

"If you knew that somebody such as myself would talk to yOlll f~lInlly and 

your Elspeth in the event that 1 survived and that somchow you did not." 

"WeIl, 1 never thought about it quite so bluntly, but yes, essentially." 

"And you, Private Alistair Preston, in return would agree to do the sarne in thc 

event that you survived me." 

"Oh, 1 don't think that's vely likely, Jimmy, yOU'IC much bcttcr at this 

soldiering business th an 1 could ever. .. " 

"Anything can happen here, Alistair, you know that." 

Their feet drum in time on the duckboards. ThiS is no longer deliberatc 

"Yes. WeIl, yes, in that case, yes, but you understand that It 11lIght weil takc 

me sorne time to get out to that paIt of the countly aftcl 1 gol back." 

"That's alright, just so long as you do go Doesn't matter If it takcs years, 

really. 1 shan't be around to mind." A slmle Shiny tee th, Itps ~tlll ~talllcd fi'om thc 

wme. 

Alistair dutifully smiles back. 

"So what would you want me to say to them, AIr~tail?" 

From ahead: "Down!" 

A brier pause as the men crouch at the sight of an aircraft approaching from 
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the front. A British scout, it does a slow victory roll above their heads and continues 

on into Belgium. 

From behind: "bloody fool!" 

The pair stand slowly un der the weight of their packs, not bothering to brush 

the mud out of the knees of their newly c1eaned khakis. 

"Ifs difficult to say, really. 1 suppose you'd have to feel out the 

situation--and God knows 1 wouldn't want you to talk to Father and Mother the same 

way you would talk to Elspeth. 1 suppose that my parents-Father 

especiaJ1y-would want to hear alI about my bravery and my heroism and oh what a 

soldier 1 was and ail that kind of nonsense .. .In a way 1 suppose that l'm asking you to 

lie on my behalf." 

"Don 't worry about it, Alistair, everybody's a hero once tliey're dead." 

True enough. 

A nervous smile. "But you understand that 1 would want you to talk to 

Elspeth propcrly-you wouldn 't have to say any of that hero rubbish. 1 need her to 

know that 1 love her-or that 1 loved her-and that 1 really wanted us to be together. 

But 1 also want her to know that she has to continue and that she has to find the time 

and the energy and the strength to continue without me because she's making such a 

contribution to so many people and 1 wouldn 't want my passing to jeopardise that in 

any way. 1 can't posslbly tell you how imp0l1ant it is for me for yon or somebody 

cise to make this S0l1 of promise to me." 

"Easy." Jimmy's voice, deliberately soft. 

"What?" 

"Relax, Alistair, just try to take it easy." 

"But this is so imp0l1ant to me." 

""1 know it is. And yes, in the event that you were to die and 1 were to survive 

of course 1 would see your p~uents as soon as pos"ible and tell them what 1 thought 

they wanted to hear. And of course 1 would go and see your Elspeth and tell her aIl 

about how you thought and spoke of her endlessly wh en we were together and how 

badly you wanted her to go on and not let your death affect her more than it had to. 

And no, 1 would not lay so much as a finger on her. And 1 would have done aU of 

that any way, Alistair, because il' s just what one does. You know that, 1 know you 

do. But for God's sake tIy to calm down, because the more nervous and the more 

tautened-up you are the more likely you are to make me keep my promise. Alright?" 

Two sallltes as they pass through the first check-point and past the first row of 

heavy guns. By midday they'lI be back at the reserve trench 
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"Sure, Jimmy, l'Il do what 1 can." 
Up and to the left, through the mist, Elspeth appears brietly in fi'ont of him, a 

fleeting figure on top of a heavy, muscular horse. He secs hCI smile her smilc bnetly 
at hitn, whisk her hair from her eyes and coax the hO! sc II1to a canter away and 
towards the line. She's wearing her blue-and-white SUllday dress. Ahst:ur swallows 
and tastes the stale wine rotting at the back of his tlu oat The SOI cncss is gonc Ilc 
closes his eyes tightly and pops them open again, seclI1g only a Selgcant-f\'lajOl 
directing traffic from the back of a tired lookillg thoroughblcd 

He looks back at his mate. "And thallk you, Jilllllly," he says, remcmbenng 

his manners, "1 really do appreciate it." 
"1 know you do, but ifs nothing Ifs not likc 1'111 actually doing you a favolll. 

you know, 1 do expect you to do the same " 
"Of course .. .Is there anything in l'articulaI you would Itkc Ille to say"" lits 

eyes scan the horizon fOI Elspeth and GeOlglc, but bnng had. ollly Illllcs of yellow 

mud, khaki-c1ad infantIy and a gley sky. 
"No. Not especially. Just the usual, 1 suppose Although 1 would IInagillc 

that they would appreciate hearing it from somcbody who actllally kncw mc hcre." 
"Sure they would." He squints at the hOIlZOIl ahcad. 
"What are you looking at?" 

No answer. 
"What are you seeing, Alistair?" 
"Hmmm?" Still nothing, although he does spot onc of those ndlClIloll'i tanks 

stuck in the mud about a qual1er-mile to the NOl thcast "Nothll1g," he says, ~napplng 

his head back to look at Jimmy's face, "just my mimi playing tllcks on IllC, tlmt's ail " 
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Flanders is probably the dirtiest pari of the Western front, and the Ypres 

salient has been a real problem for the allied fOtces ever since the Gelman invasion 
was pushed back three-and-a-half years ago. It was the site of one of the Canadian 
Corps' tirst battles at a time when they were young and green and equipped with 

beautiful Ross hunting rifles, which are marvellously accurate but have a nasty habit 
of jamming under repeated use-especially in the presence of dust or mud, of which 
there is no shOliage in the salient. The English have a name for Ypres which the 

Canadians, since their return to the vicil1lty of Passchendaele Ridge earIier this week, 
have slowly begun to adopt. When you walk about the trenches and you listen to the 
men playing with greasy stacks of cards and gambling on the weather, you hear it aIl 

the time now. They cali this place Wlpers, and they complain about it to no end 
because it never stops raining and the shells have been falling non-stop here for over 

three years, and in their forays into No Man's Land the boys are faced with the rather 

grim prospect of cncountering not only the uSlial COlis of barbed wire, shell blasts, 
gas and machine-gun fire, but threc ycm s W0l1h of decomposmg and partially buried 

complete and fragmented human remains. 

The Canadians aie known to have a rathel, weIl, a lather unique attitude about 
Wipers or just about any of their other campaigns. The first Canadians to come here 

duce years ago were "the old OIiginals," most having had previous experience in the 
South African war-and the vast majOIity \Vele Blitish-bolll The boys you see in the 

salient now arc quite different. They me not plofessional soldiels, and their only real 

desne is to Will and go hOIrie a~ qUlckly and as c1eanly as they cano And that IS 

exactly what thcy've bccn callcd III to do here. 

It needs to be pointcd out that Sir AI1hlll Cunie, the C in C of the Canadian 

Corps in EUlOpC, has dcmandcd heavy artillelY 111 ordel to SUppOIt the advance of his 

troops, addlllg considclably to his lcplItation fOl wastl11g ~hells instead of men. For 

the last tèw weeks the corps have been resettlll1g mto the salient, laying wood en 

roads ove!' the mud (by hning up ha/h 11101 .... made of slatted wood) to allow the rapid 

deploymcnt of mcn alld cqlllpmcnt dCsplte the soft glOund ThiS of course exposes 

thcm mllch morc thall would the muaI communicatIOn trellches, but there is no 
cholce. the ycllow glound belc is 50 soft that a trcllch 15 Impossible to keep intact 

without heavy ICll1fOICelllcnt \\'lth steel plates and woodcn supports, and ail of these 

arc Icscr\'cd for thc lIont hnc. FOI the f'ilst tune Sl11ce the beg1l1I1lng of the war. 
cOl11municatwlI trcHches ha\ c vil tllally ceascd to eXlst 

Loglstics ofticcis fioll1 the COlpS \I151St that tlus 1S by 1:1r the WOISt situation 
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they have ever faced, and one officer in pat1ieular !'clatcd to IllC of having to shoot a 

donkey that had become so trapped in the mud that he could not bc frccd. 

Men routincly weep quite openly here, and nobody bothclS to do anything 

about it any more. 

The last weeks have involved primarily liule seraps wlth the cncllly-raiding 

parties and the like, but we're betting 011 this siùe that Flltz has no idea how many 

troops there are across him from No Man's Land That way wc 'II havc SUI prisc 011 

our side when the first big wave goes ove!' the top. 

Oh, and that, my ftiend, is meant to happcn this coming wcd •. 
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"1 was thinking, Alistair, about what you brought up earlier today, and 1 

thought that it might help you feel a little better ifyou filled in the will printed on the 

back of your paybook." 

Alistair looks up from among the various pieces of his dismembered rifle, a 

dirty cloth in his left hand. "Come on, Jimmy, evelybody knows that those wills 

don't ever stand up in cou11." 

"1 know, l've heard that too. But if 1 witnessed yours and you witnessed mine, 

it would make them more acceptable-in the eyes of the law, 1 mean." 

"1 saw something today, Jimmy." 

"What?" 

"Vou know how the otd originals say that a man always knows wh en he's 

going to buy it bccause something vely stlange happens to him and that there's 

nothing anybody can do about it?" 

"Vou don 't really believe in that do you?" 

"1 'm tlying not to. But 1 did see something " 

"What did you see?" 

"1 saw Elspeth on the back of Georgie. 1 saw her right there in front of me as 

plain as day." Hc looks down the ban'cl of his rifle and, satisfied, begins to put it 

back together. 

"1 wouldn 't wony about that, Alistair, you 're just seeing what you want to see. 

What happens is that your cyes gct tired and your mind stm1s ta picture what it really 

wants ta, so what yOli imagine aI~d what you really see are one m the same." 

"And don't you think that's a bad sign?" 

"No, not particularly," he says, "but 1 do thin\.. ifs a bad slgn that we 're sitting 

hCle along with the whole 1 est of the Canadian Corps waiting for God-knows-what." 

"We'le 110t hcre for a pICI11C, and you can bank on that, Jimmy. Vou 

rcmcmbcr the postcrs at hOl11c--thc ones \VIth the httlc boys askmg his Daddy what 

he did in the war?" 

Jimmy nods a shallow nad Another aClOplane buzzes by. 

"Well, yOll can tel1 them that you \Velc sittmg III a shit-filled hole with the rest 

of the C'anadian C'OIpS in October of 1917, wondcring, lIke evelybody cIse, what the 

bloody heU was going on. And yOll can tell them that you honestly had no clue 

whcthcr yOll would Sl\IYIYC. and that, as you looked up and down thls bloody hale," 

an ilIlll, its hand holdl\1g a newly-fillcd cartIidge, swceps to\Vmds d sm aIl gathering of 

soldicrs O\'CJ' an lIllploviscd stove. "you kncw bloody \Vcll that a good number of the 
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lads were never going to leave this place ... " 

"Which is a dan111 good reason to do our wills. don't you think"" 

"1 don't own anything, Jimmy, you know that." 

"N ei ther do 1." 

"So what' s the point?" 
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"Look, Alistair, this moming you seemcd desperate for me to gllarantee you 

that 1 would talk to your family and Elspeth. Ifneither one of liS survives. the sc wills 

just might. And they'Il make the gestures that wc want each other to 111uke." 

"And Ijust sign it and witness it and that's aIl?" 

"Thal' s aIl." 

Alistair perches his rifle against the cOllugatcd-sted wall of the tlcnch and 

slides over to make a spot on his canvas ground shect for Jimmy Ilc leaches into his 

tunic, fingers past the covered Elspeth and pulls out h is paybook 
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1. 

ALISTAIR: 
Christ, just what 1 need. 
Is it really too much to ask to ny to get a little sleep out here? 
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l'm in a bunker. Or at least a rather pOOl' excuse for onc. 1t. tough to build u 
real bunker around here-the ground' s too soft. 

Trying to sleep. 
We had a false alalm for gas about t\Venty minutes ago, and Jimmy's doing his 

sentry duty with his mask on. Scmed the he11 out of Ille and no\\' ifs diflicult to 
settle down again. 1 think 1 got too used to that bed. 

The ground is so satut'ated here that a lot of Ihe shc11s don't CVCII cxplode 
They just sink clean into the Illud. l1's a httle Silly, Ically, be~allse yOli scnd yOlllsclf 

flying to the ground, make a big splash and cover yOlll head, but when yOli expcct " 
big boom your hear nothing. Or if you'lc Ically close you hear a SOIt of sloppy 
splash. Either way, ifs not what you'vc come to cxpcct 

But if 1 got lazy and stoppcd taking cover, 1 know that thc vcry fil sI shell 

would explode and that would be it 
What's difficult, of course, is tlying to convince Ihe ncw 1. 'Is thal thclc Ically 

is danger from these shells. 
And on top of it aH this land is now fillcd with hundlcds of unexplodcd shclls 

Planted like tulip bulbs, waitll1g for someone to makc thcm cxplodc They could he 

here for years. 
Then again, so could 1. 

Tum over. 
Ouch! 
Why is it fhat 1 always forget about the bayo11cl al 111y wais!" 
Tum the belt and shlft the knife to the othcr Illp. 
There. 
Now my neck hUl1s. 
Ofcourse. 
1 bet l'm picking up new lice hel c Vou ~pelld tell bloody fi anes to get your 

unifonn de-Ioused and it lélSts until you have to tly to slcep in a tlelH.:h 
If 1 concentrate 1 can probably fcel one clawling 011 me. 
Thele. Coming up my lcg. 1 kncw it Saon they'11 be aIl over, ~ucklllg blood 

out of me. Do you think they could actually kil) YOll- If they ~ucked out enough, 1 

mean? They must be doing better than anyllllng c)~e with Iim war Except mayhe 
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for the rats. 
Ignore them. Ifyou don't you'll become frantic in about three hours. This has 

been proven by experience. 
Right. 
Don 't think about them sucking out your blood. 
So slecp. 
What if 1 can 't? l'II be going out, probably tomorrow or early the next 

moming and l'II be so cross-cyed that 1 won 't even know which way ta run. 
Not that 1 do now anyway. 
But this is serious. IfI'm to have a chance to survive, 1 have ta sleep. 
Alright. 
Nice and comfy? 
Weil, good enough. 
Right, now think about nothil1g ... 
ICs not working How can 1 think about nothing? 
Another shell, about fi ft y ymds away. This one explodes on eue, but of course 

l'm already Iying down. And l'Ill already undclground. The vibration brings a little 
dirt down from the ceiling and il1to my hair. But thele's really no point in brushing it 
out. Not now, at least. 

TUIll over again. 
No, that won't work. l'm too tired ta turn over and not comf0l1able enough to 

sleep. And Illy hair's full of dil1 

A sigh. Not dcep enough. 
So just sleep then. 

Right. 

A quick check that the gas mask is still there. 
Of course i t is. 

This is the foUI th time l've checked since .. weil, since 1 got here. 
The sun Will be up saon, and the mortllllg stand-to 

Then l'II be able to see who cise has bought It since we went on leave. 
SOllle new ones, natLually, bccause they don 't have a clue what they're doing. 

This is truc for everyollc, of course, but we have to have some sense of something or 
other for having livcd out hele for ail this time 

Then agam l've only been hCle a few 1110llths. 
Enough. 

Slecp--rel11cmbcr sleep? 
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Right, 1 need to sleep. 
That's established. 
Relax. 
How? 
Think about Elspeth. 
What, ju~t like that? 
Why not? 
... Mmmm. Pretty girl. 

1 wonder which of my letters she has gottcll so far. Il' s IidiculollS to CVCIl tly 
to think about it. Even if they make it past the censors they Illight Ilot makt: the tnl) 
back home. They say that one in three ships is sllnk by a sllbmarinc 011 its way across 
the Atlantic. (1 wonder what a submat ine looks hke.) Eveil If they dill get tillough 
she's probably running a good month behmd That wOllld mean that, asslIllling ail 
the letlers got through, the last one she would havt: sccn was the one that 1 \Vlote 
from the barn when Jimmy's feet werc in sllch bad shape 

Jesus, a qua11er of our section has bcen kllled or in.lurt:d sillee thcn 
And 1 was damn near one of thcm. 
Not that she would know this, of course. 
For aIl she knows 1 might not cvcn bc alive any more 
And what about when she sees Ille agalll" 1 lave 1 changed al ail" 1 cali 't 

imagine that 1 haven 't-I've been lctting thls Will gel lo me f~\1 100 much to 1101 he 
changed by it-but will she like it? Will she slilllike me? 

1 bet she'Il make me start shavmg evcry day agalll. 

And she'Il think l'm too thm, but Ihat can hc clllcd 

Especially by her. 
And then of course she'lI be diffclcnt sOl11chow, J'Ill SUIC 1 CHU ~tili scc hCI, 

just, and the way her neck becomcs hel car But ~ülllctllllCS 1 have to look al hcr 
picture just to remember what she looks Itkc 1 know whclc the bitl) are and. 

everything, and 1 can lemcmber some lovcly delatls, bill 1 jusI (jlllle hOllc!->tly call't 

quite figure how they corne togethcr 
Sit up and take out the picture. 
There, now unwlap it. 
The wax paper's ftaying. l'II have to find somc more ~OOII 

There's a reallimit tü what l'II sec in lhls Ilght, bill at lea~t il might help. 

There. 
That's a little mOle hkc 1t. 



80 
Enfilade Book III 

God, she doesn 't even look lik~ what 1 pictured. 

Flat and statie. In this light she looks grey, and there's no hint of the size or 

col our of her eyes. 

And the damn picture is three years old. She didn't look like this when 1 left. 

She came to Sherbrooke to see me off, 1 remember, it was just starting to get 

warm and she was wealing her blue Sunday dress and ... 

Ali 1 ean remember is the dress. It was almost seven months ago. 

1 wonder how much longer her hair's gotten itself. Maybe she had it trimmed. 

Maybe not. 

And 1 can 't honestly remember what she smells like. 

1 remember liking it-or loving it-and 1 remember revelling in that. 1 used to 

be able to smell her moods on her. This means that l'm more than a little eccentric, 1 

know, because she told me, but it meant evelything to me to be able to smell her, and 

right now 1 can 't honestly remember what it was like. 

1 should have tried to remcmber her smell when J was at the hotel, but it just 

didn 't occur to me then bccause 1 was so excited about the bed. 

Maybe it's ail this shitty eal1h l'm Iyillg in. 1 plObably wouldn't be able to 

smell her if she was light here sitting in fI ont of me 

Of course if she weI e in front of me now 1 could touch her, which would more 

than make up for it. 

And 1 could draw my hand slowly forwaId under her ear and we could lie 

down and ... 

No. Thcrc's rcally no point 111 thinking about that now. ft isn't going ta heIp 

any and It ccrtainly won't make it any casier ta sleep Which IS meant ta be what l'm 

in here for in the fÎI st place, 1 emem ber? 

1 look down and my thU111b 's rubbing back and 1'orth across her face. 

Tlus IS a pOOl' substitute for the Ical thll1g. 1 wonder whether, about three 

hundrcd yards that way, thcre's some other lad Joing exactly the same thing in his 

hale. 1'111 CCI tain then: IS. 

My thulIlb stops moving and then It stat1s agam. 

Over thcrc, ta the left, to the right, bch1l1d the lines, a1l along the trenches. 

They say you can walk from the channel ta the SWISS bOider without ever leaving 

your trcnch, and 1 bct thcrc's someone doing thls right now all along that line. 

'rtlOusands of us, rubb1l1g our thumbs back and forth agamst the hard surfaces of 

photoglaphs. And on both sldes of Nomansland. 

1 bet I-Icilll ich was doing this to his swccthcm t befOle he had his throat eut. 
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We'Il probably a11 be doing it when the sun comes up. Ifs casier than slccp, 
and it cairns the nerves better. SOllle of the lads who don 't havc swecthcarts do It 
with pictures of their mothers or sistels-or evcn OIlCS thcy'vc clippcd ti'om 
somewhere or other. Vou can buy pictures Jike these in sOllle of the villages. 

It's impossible to sleep around here tonight anyway bccause of the amount of 
activity. Something's about to happen. 

And those aeroplanes are starting to be a leal nuisil'lce As if wc JOIt't already 
have enough to wony about, we have to keep an eye on the sky in case they swoop 

down to strafe us. 
Mines below, planes and shells above, bat bed wire and machine gUlls ail 

around. 

1 don '1 wanl her 10 know Ilus. 

A swallow. Stale wine in the back of Illy tluoat, 1 emnants of hlead that tastes 
of sawdust fonning :a paste on my palate. 

Put her away. 
Carefully. 
There, now lie down again and tJy ta sleep. 

My lips are sore. 
Quick check for the gas mask. Still thcre. 

The other lads are ail asleep. 
There's a trick for this which l'II try. Just listen ta one of the othel chaps 

carefu11y and tJy to match his breathmg M UI11 taught mc lhat. 1 r you can make a 
game of it, you just SOlt of trick yOUi self inlo breathing like your a~lccJ> and lhell, if 

aIl goes well, you're asleep before you know it 

Alright. .. 
Of course thi:; only works when yOll cali actllally hear the othcl pcrson 's 

breathing. 
Another swallow. 
Concentrate on keeping your cyes c\oscd 
We live like animais hel c. Dlggillg holes Ilke this 10 gel away l'JOrn our 

enemies, sleepmg with rats and wOllns and hel: LylIlg ln the ~hit bceau~e Il'~ the 
only option to standing in It. And if l'Ill lucky tlll'> bUllkl:r won't collap'ic on me and 
bury me under ten fect of mud. Thal's by fat the WOI~t way to dil: hCIC, becau,>c yOll 

know exactly what's happening to yOll and you havc plellty of tUlle to lealJ~c It 

before you go unconscious. It can take as many a~ tCIl 1lI1.111ItC'>, alld If thelc arc auy 
air-pockets you mü~ht actually survive. Assullllng sOll1cbody ,>el:~ what happcns and 
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actually risks trying to dig you out, that is. Sometimes when lads get buried alive 

they shoot themselves instead of having to die like that, and a11 the digging parties 

find is a bunch of suicides. Then they don 't even get a decent burial. 

Then again, they are buried in a SOli of pre-made grave. 

Right here, where l'm lying, 1 might well lie for the rest of time. If one of 

those shells strikcs a direct hit, that is. And if 1 sleep through the rest of tonight 

somebody else will take my place in the day, and this will become his grave instead. 

Sooner or later this hole will be a crypt. 

And after aIl this is over the fields will be cleared and it will aIl go back to 

normal. And fm'mers will walk past this spot every day with their horses. And 

somewhere, undcr that, the ground will be fertilised with ... us. And it will be booby­

trapped ail over with the shells, and for hundleds of years the ploughs will tum up 

barbed wire and rifles and bayonets and iron crosses and razors and combs, and 

people will come flOm miles away in the hopes of finding a little piece of this bloody 

mess to bring home and put on the mantelpiece next to the photograph of uncle 

Thomas who dicd in the trenehes. 

And /:'/.\pelh will come, if 1 die here 111 IllIs hole, sile 'II come and rIde up Ihe 

side of Ihe rulge 10 look dO\l'n on ",here 1 clied. She \l'on " knoll' exaclly, of course, 

bul she 'II rule up 10 Ihe Germal1 suie whel'e J'ou can see 11111ch beller Ihan }ro/11 t..!re. 

And sile '1/ come and she 'II say somellllng- or maybe .\he 'II JUSI If1lnk 11- - and Ihen 

sile '/1 be uMe I(} leave me here And she 'II go 10 Ihe 1111lilary cel11elery lI'herever Ihey 

decide 10 plll Il and she 'II /c~v a \l'rea/h al one oj Ille hllndred')' of Ihol/sand') of 

anonymOl/S graws mlhe hope Ihal Il JUSI /1uglll he me. And alllhe whde l'II be here, 

under Ihe mml, c()\'ered lI'tlll \l'orms am/l1ol lIce Ilke 1 am 110\1'. And the resl of me 

will hm'e gro\l'l1 "17 11110 Ihe grass. 

And she 'II mie Ihe horse nghl up 10 !Jere and .\l1e 'II s/1l1/e because she 'II feel 

.''iOme/Jung (~/l1Ie agall1. Amllhl!.!idd\· mil be green and Ihete 'II be b"'d\' and nobody 

shoolmg al m~l'(}I](', )11.\1 Cl couple hOl'se.I:,· pul/mg a p/ough "ke Georgie and Franco al 

home. And lIIull!mealll Ihelll Ihollsond\' (~l(/rJ1l\' and legs and sku"s and nobody will 

care ,r!WIIIIl{/iJrl1ls Ille y \l'cre lI'earmg hecall~e Ihe)' 'II a/l be l'olled QU'ay 

And she 'II gt.!l (~I/ fhe horse here and slll! '1/ lie dOWJ1 011 IOp of 111IS bunker. Bul 

Il won', hl' lIIucI clI~l' more, Il'/1 he lI'orm grCl\'s, (lml sile '1/ close her eyes and leI the 

,\'1II1jillfl/.!r Ami she 'II Ifunk aholll lJOII' Ire \l'ere allhe G/en hejore 1 can.' here, and 

whal lI'e so/(I ami d/(I 10 eac!J olher and 110\1'1101/ meanllhe \l'or/d 

13111 rI \l'OJ1 'Iupsel her ,·UIL'!" Ihe lelegrall1 and lhl! adjUlam al Ihe doo/" und the 

Irlp ocro.\'.\' Ihe AI/alllll' sile mil /rm'e done her CJ)'lIlg, am/II Il'un '1 upsel her lU 'le 
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here on top of me. 
She 'II smlle her snule jbr me becallse IllIs place will agalll h<l b(!alll~/i", alld 

she '/1 smile because /'11 be in a bealllJjiil place agam. 

And then, when the sun starls 10 go d01l'1l am/II gels cohl, a Il''111 will come 

and rouse her, and Ihey'lI gel vn the 110rse (og('rhel' al1d go h(wk (0 Callada. Alld my 
grass under her will slow/y lmfatd and become sIrl1lghl aga/II. 

And then 1'11 be arle to sleep. 
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2. 
"Do you ever think about what would happen if my brother died over there or 

ifhe came back without an arm or something?" 

"1 try not to think about those thlllgs, V il ginia. 1 t' s not very productive." 

"But how car I(OU not?" 

"1 can't, rea]] ,Ijust try not to. It's not going to help any." 

"Do you ever -,~t approached by anybody else? Do they ever come up to you 
hoping that Alistair's died or lost an arm or something and that you'll take them 

instead?" 

"No!. .. Honestly, where do you get sueh ideas?" 

"1 don 't know, 1 just thought weil, because aIJ the men have always looked at 

you, and the way that Paul MJlJer sometllnes llsed to come by school Just to chat, 

thafs ail." 

"ft doesn't wOlk that way, Virginia. When you find yourself a man you decide 

to stay with like 1 did, ail ofthat WIll seem as silly to yOll as it does to me now." 

"WeIl, 1 a/11 almost fifteen." 

"It's not how old you are." 

"What is It then?" 

Elspeth sighs and puts her hand on top of Virglllia 's. These conversations 

aren't supposcd to happcn, she Icminds herself. ThIS is what happens when you give 

a fifteen-year-old a glass of wine, which Just doesn 't seem like al1 that c1ever an idea 

any more. "ICs more what you've ltved through in those years. And 1 had no idea 

wh en 1 was fifteell. 1 had never eVCll klssed a boy." 

Vlrginia pulls her hand away and SIts up in the chail HI have," she says. 

"That may we1l be, but It doesn 't removc flOm the faet that you don 't real1y 

understand .. " 

"\t was Fumels Bakel, and it happened behmd the schoolhouse during a 

recess SOllle of the gllls say It doesll't COllnt Oll aCCollllt of his bcmg a cripple and 

ail, but 1 say il COllllts FeIt rather fUlllly, Ically. Does il l'cel funny to you?" 

"Well, \'ve never rcally thought about il 1l0W have I? 1 suppose il felt funny 

Illy first time as weIl, but yOll get lIsed to It and you get to like It." 

"Like with drinkl!lg eoffee'~" 

"1 suppose so:' 

"Î\lo11y says SOIlle boys aIe better al it than others." 

"And Molly woulJ kIlOW, would sheT' 
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"To have her tell it." 
"WeIl, Molly's right." 

"So what makes a good kissel?" 

"Y ou really want to know this?" 

"Of course 1 do. 1 wouldn't ask ifI didn't wan! to know " 

"It's not really a technical thing. You havc to rcmcmber that the saille way 

differel1t boys are different with these things so are dliTercnt guIs dllTcICIlt " 

feels." 

"Right. So what makes a good kisscr?" 

"If you must know, what makes a good kissCl is how yOli l'ccl and how hc 

She smiles into a laugh. "And good tccth don't hurt clther" 

"So if 1 get to go to the city 1 should look for a nicc boy with good tecth " 

"And a job." 

"How does that affect whether he's good at lt or 110t'1" 

Elspeth: "it doesn't." 

"Oh, right. But it does affect how he'lI be able to tlcat me Do yOll tlllnk l'd 

like it there?" 
"1 wouldn't have suggcstcd lt lJ1 the filst plaœ If 1 dl(\lI't tlllllk you'd Ilke It " 

"So what's It like?" 
"WeIl, we would plObably tly to scnd yOll to a bOH! dlllg school wh CI e yOll 

would live full time, if we can find the money inltlally, thal IS TheY'1 e lI~lIally 11111 

by nans and ... " 

"Nuns?" Fear. 
"Yes, nuns. But thcy shouldn't glvc yOll 1Il1ich tlOlIble becall~c yOlll ll1otlll.:r 

told me that she was Cathollc helself" 

"Yes, but l'm not." 
"It might weIl mean tlie diffelcnce betwcel1 gOlllg 011 with yOllr ~cho()llIIg alld 

stopping now, VÎlginia, 50 if 1 weil' you l'd do Illy bc~t to be Cathoilc " 

"AIright, l'Il be Catholic thcn It .lll~t IllCallS l'II have to wO/k on Illy Latlll a 

little before 1 go, right?" 
"It's a little more complicated than that, but It wouldn't hlllt Alld it\. Ilot that 

they don't take glIls who men't Cathollc, It'S JlI"t that th<..:y pl(.:fcl Ilot 10 So If thl:Y 

had to choose betwecn a Cathohc and a nOIl-C'at!Jollc th<..:y'd go wlth the ('alhollc 

We'll just havc to te1l them that yOll weil' mcant to be Calhohc and Ihat Il',, up 10 

them to make sUIe that that's what yOll bccome. That way we'll lurn Il to your 

advantage. You'lI have to I<..:arn how to hUIl101l1 them, but l'Ill cCltal1l that yOIl of' ail 
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people can manage that." 
"Will 1 have to get a job?" 
"WeIl, yes and no." 
"What do you mean?" 
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"Yes, in all likelihood you will have a job after a few days thel c, but no, you 
won't have to go out and get it. The nuns do a lot of work, cspecially with this war 
on~ and they'lI give you a job to do l'Ill sure. You n1lght CVCIl clld up takmg cale of 
soldiers." 

"Maybe J could find a good one that way One who's a good "ISSCI, 1 mcall" 
"Maybe." 
"Will they pay me?" 
She catches Elspeth 's explession, "the Huns, 1 meall." 

"Dh ... No, 1 doubt il. But they'lI put you up and educatc you and depcnding on 
how good you are at the job you do you might weil be able to gct ail lhal for 
nothing." 

"Right, so let's say 1 do that for a few years Theil whatT' 
"WeIl, ifyou like you can go on \Vith yom studics," 
"Where?" 
"It doesn't really matter." 
"But a lot of places don 't take girls ,. 
"Y es, 1 know, but ifs not as simple as that. You don 'l have to go to anothcr 

school." 
"So then what do 1 do?" -
"Anything you want...There's something you rcally necd 10 undclstand abOlll 

learning, Virginia, and that's that it doesn't have to he sGmcthlllg you do in a 
schoolhouse or an upper school or even a UnlVCISlty Just bccause you'le ICéll1ling 
doesn't mean you have to have 'iomebody teaclllng yOll 1 f yOll learn how lo tcach 
yourself, you'll continue your studies until the day you die bccause you'll love to 
learn about ail SOlis of things you 've only Just beglll1 to thlllk about and countless 
things you have yet to find ... Look at yOlll brothcl---he's taught himself llIost of whal 
he knows just by reading. And you can't hOllc~tly tcll me your falher taught him 
everything. Leaming starts in the school, Vil gil1la, but it docsn 't ~lOp thcre by any 

means." 
"So then you're stiIlleaming even though you're not in school?" 
"Absolutely. J leam just as much today as 1 dld when 1 wa~ ln schooJ Maybc 

even more. But the SOt1 of thing I Icam now is vCly diffclent " 
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"Like?" 

"Weil, when 1 was in upper school in Montreal we had very strict mIes on 

account of our being girls and it was diffieuIt to get a taste for what was really going 

on around us." 

"Which is why you hadn't kissed a boy yet." 

"A1l10ng other things, yeso But when 1 came out here to teaeh 1 stm1ed to learn 

about ail sorts of things like fields and erops and how to take proper care of horses 

and all of that sort of thing. " 

"1 already know those things." 

"1 know you do, Virginia, and 1 suppose that puts you ahead of me at your age, 

not that it's a competition, you understand. But it's not the only thing 1 leamed wh en 

1 came herc, and ifs cCltainly not the lnost impOJ1ant 1 staned to learn about myself 

mon:, and 1 starlcd to understand what 11 IS thal 1 want and what It is that 1 need, and 1 

startcd to see a whole great mass of new ideas and ne\'v possibihties " 

"Thaes my brother's fauIt isn 't it?" 

"Weil, 1 don 't know that 1 would say that it was his jaulf, exactly, but a good 

deal of it is thanks to him, yes." 

'~Is that what makes it diffelent flOm the others?" 

"Ycs, 1 suppose it is. When Y/JJ love somebody, Virginia, it makes it vely 

different from having a boyfriend for the sake of having one. And it's very easy to 

love someone who teaches you so much about so many things." 

"So thcn does that make him a good kisser?" 

A smile. Big, white teeth. "You don't really want to know that about your 

brother, now do you?" 

"Not really . What 1 mean is: is that the sOl1 of thing lhat makes one boy a 

better kisscr-for you, and 1 suppose fOI me, one day, 1 mean-than another?" 

"Yes, absolutely." 

"So that's why you've deeided to wait untll he eomes baek befOle you make 

up your mind about allythillg?" 

"There's nothing left to make up mi mllld about, l've deeided and l'm very 

happy with my decision." 

"What ifhe comcs home different?" 

"Weil, he's bound to, now isn 't he? Nobody goes to Europe without coming 

back different, and 1 doubt vely much that Alistair will." 

"Won 't that change things?" 

"Certainly it w;1I change things But 1'11 be different as well. Maybe 1 won't 
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have changed as much, but l'Il celiainly be dlfferent. People ai cn 't statie, VlIginia 

In aIl the time you've been sitting in the fourth row of my schoolhouse 1 sinccrely 
hope you've come to understand at Icast that. 1 \Vas tclling you how Important it is to 
me that 1 keep leaming from evelything around me, you remcmbci ')" 

An impatient nod. 

"Weil, just as 1 leamed flOlll Alistair bcing hcre, l'vc also lcarned fi·om his 
being away, and that has changed me. Y ou ') e very interested 111 boys and men and 

love and ail that SOli of thing right now, and that's pcrfectly normal, but whcn you 're 

with someone you love then nothing el se appeals to you. You wei c talking about 

trying to choose a boy who was a good kisser. That doesn 't matter. CllOoslI/g a boy 
is a bit of a silly idea, really, becaust' that's just not the way it WOi ks When he 

cornes along itjust feels like the right thing. It's Ilot a loglcal thlIIg ,It ail And whell 

it feels right it'll feel I"ight when you kiss him, and that wi Il makc JUill a gond "-isser. 

But what makes you stay with him is that yOll talk to cach other and yOll Icarn from 
each other and you want to be with each othcl not bccause It makes sense or isn't he 

clever or what a kisser or anything likc that, but bccause you can feel IIlsidc that ifs 

the right thing to do and you can 't imagine yOllrsel f dOlllg otherwise " 

"And that's what my older brather is?" 
"Yes. That's what Alistair is to me " 
"What ifhe comes back and he's not any mOlc'!" 

"Then l'Il-no, then lI'e 'I/-deal with it whcn the time COines l3ut 1 ccrtainly 

can't go on the assumption that that's going to happcn and start frcqucnting ail thc 

bachelors in the county, now can I?" 

"Because you won 't find one that' s as good a klsscr as my brothcr " 

"WeB, in a manner of speaking, yes." 
Virginia sits forward in her chair, leaning aclOss the table towards Elspeth. 

"Do you really think l'm meant to go off to school?" she asks 
"Yes, Virgini::l. 1 do. We've bcen tlllollgh thls hundleds of timcs, and yOll 

know what 1 think.' 
"Yes, but Father says girls merl't meant to go to sehnol becallse thcy'rc just 

not made for it." 
"You don't really think that he's right, now do you')" 

"Weil, no, it's not necessarily that But whcn yOIJ get told !'olllcthmg over and 

over every time it's brought up then it's hard to kccp bclicvmg in sOlllcthing elsc. 

And there are other things to consider." 

"Like?" 
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"Like that it's making things more than a little difficult at home. Mother and 

Father fight over it every time ifs brought up, and 1 think Father's stmting to see it as 

man-versus-woman. But what he doesn 't know is that it really doesn 't have ta be 

that way at aIl. Why does he have such a Pi'oblem with the idea?" 

"That's not for me to say, Virgima, 1 hmdly know the man." 

"But what do you Ihmk it is-you must have sorne idea " 

"Ifs not my place to meddle, and l'm only a distant observer but. .. but 1 think 

that he wants to keep you around so that he can use you ta his advantage." 

"How?" 

"Weil, if he keeps you at home then he can control exactly what you do and 

who you see, and he thinks that he'lI be able to cont101 who you end up manying and 

aIl that salt of thing ... But you see maybe that's not quite faIr of me .1 don 't mean ta 

make him sound like a bad pelson-it's not that, leally-I just don't think he's 

prepared to let you go somewhere where you 'Il be completely away from his control. 

He's just bcmg a parent, and 1 t1l1nk he genuinely wants to take care of you 'and he 

genuinely thmks you'lI get into some sort of trouble if you leave-or at the vely least 

you won't come back. But what he doesn't seem to be able ta understand is the 

implications ifyou don't leave and tfhe wins .. " 

"He won't. 1'11 go by myself if 1 have to." 

"What are yeu going ta do, sneak away in the night?" 

"Maybc. If it cornes to that, 1 mean " 

"And have you thought ëlbout what that would mean for those of us who stay 

behind? What will it be like for yom math el' after you've left? Even ifyou don't tell 

her about it bcfore and don't tell her where you're going, thele's no way your father's 

going to bclieve that she knew nothmg about 1t. And Gad knows what he's g~ing to 

think about me if you do that." 

"Don't you want me to go ta school?" 

"Yes, of course 1 do, but 1 also want you to understand that you don't have ta 

do it that way Look. 1 know you feel stuck and angly and frustrated, but tha1's no 

way ta leave. If yOll do that you can't ever come back, and 1 don't think that's what 

you want. We've been tJying, Vlrginia, yOul mother and J, to find you a way to get 

to school and make it acceptable to evelybody mclllding that father of yours, and 1 
still think wc'Il be able to succeed. But you have to be patient. These things don't 

just happen over night " 

"Will 1 have to wait untll AlistaÎr gets back?" 

., Peillaps." 
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"Do you think that he would help at aIl?" 

"WeIl, if you mean do 1 think that he \Voult! want you to go to school in the 
city, then the answer is yeso And 1 think he' d talk to yOlll t~lIher about it, and 1 know 
for a fact that your father will listen to him, espccially after he 's donc lus bit in this 
war. In fact, if aIl goes really weIl AlIstair may help you bcfore he cvell gels back " 

"How would he do that?" 

"With a letter. 1 told him, a few ,', ceks ago, about ail thlS, and 1 have a feeling 
he might weIl decide to talk to your father about it " 

"Then maybe 1 could get to school in the city for Janualy'7" 

"WeIl, 1 suppose it's possible, but 1 cel1alllly wouldn't rely 011 It " 

"Maybe Mum will be able to convincc him if Alistair's Ietter doesn't come." 
"Maybe." 

"He ùoesn 't listen to her, you kno\V. 1 don 't thlll\... he ever dld And he 

certainly doesn't listen to me 1 think you'lc the only glll he listens to, and 1 think he 
only does that on account of your being cngaged to Illy bIOtite!". 1 thlll\... he hstens to 

you as a favour to Alistair, and 1 guess he just docsn 't feel he owcs .lny of the rest of 
our sex any favours at aIl " 

say." 

"'!ou're probably right, but. .. " 

Virginia's voice, straining to sound like Elspeth 's: "but ifs Ilot Illy place to 

A smile. 
Virginia: "you know what?" 
"What?" 

"1 bet he's not even a good kisser." 

"1 don 't even want to think about it." 
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3. 

OctJber29,1917,23:40 
ACTING MAJOR GEORGE WINSTON PERCY: 

Gentlemen, 1 have brought you together to brief you on our objectives for 

tomorrow morning's attack and to answer any such questions as you may have 
regarding tomorrow moming's offensive 

We will assemblc here for our morning stand-to at 05:30 hours. At that time 
you will be glven your rum ration and reminded of the objectives and further 
separatcd into raiding parties and givcn more specifie objectives 

At precisely 0630 hOllls we are to proceed thirty-five degrft's East North East 

and take thls emplacement wlllch has bcen named Vapour Falln for the purposes of 

our offensive. The artillclY ban age will beg1l1 ten minutes befme our attack and will 
advance of the rate oftlnce hundr i ymds pel hour unless ehanged during the attack. 
The first shells wIll land two hunL ed yards fIOI11 OUI CUITent posItion. At 12:00 

hours you are to report to the cOl11manding officel on the mOnlmg's pIOgress. Should 

you reach the objective befme that time you ai e to hold your position and not 
advance so as to wald off any countel-attaek which the enemy may be inclined to 

launch. 

You are reminded that full equipment must be canied. 1 know that the 
conditions here have often led some of you to discarà eel1ain items which you 

consider unnecessary. In view of said conditions 1 have, except in the gravest of 

these ovel sights, endeavoured to look the other \Vay. That will not be the case for 

tomOlTOW' s advance. 

ln addition to standmd equipmcnt you ai e each bemg issued additiollaI 

ammunition. Please sec the qllm1ennastel after thl5 bllcfing to plck up your share. 

Vou arc reminded to fire only on a visible positIOn and only when within range. 

Gentlemen, very few of you hele have fought 111 conditIOns such as these 
before, but 1 am grateflll that you ail have some experience of the Westem Front. 1 

have no deslle to dictatc the natme of yom advance Be leminded that the gunners 

will advance the barrage by tlllee hundled yards per hour and that your objective is 
Vapour Fall11. Wc aIl know how difficult It is to move over this ground, and, short of 

a miracle, tomOITOW I110rning will be no dlffel cnt. Do your best to keep up the pace, 

and tly to stay out of the shell holes 

1 am reminded to stress that in the event that a comrade is wounded, you are to 
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plant his rifle ban'el-down in the ground as close as possible to the casualty so as tl) 
alert the .tledicals and then continue \Vith the attack. StaYIl1~ with the wOUlH.lcd will . '-

not be tolerated and will be considelcd insuboldll1atwn Should you considcl thc 
chances of the downed soldier's survivaJ IllIIlIIllal to IllI, do not stand lm Illle Ilc:\t to 

him. This will enable the casualty palties to gel to men more h"c1y to survive thclr 
wounds more quickly and more cfficiently 

1 have been assured by the flying corps that we will be plOtected liom stlafing 
runs from Gennan aircraft such as wc have ocen suoJccted to ovel the last few days. 

so that may weil no longer be a conceI1l. 

The weather is not expectcd to change, wllIch means wc will advHnce in ail 
likelihood in a light fog, which will help "ccp the acroplancs away Whell ohtaining 

your ammunîtion from the qum1ermastcl you will bc handed a bIler Itst of passwOl ds 
for the attack. Read it, COllumt It to lllCIl101y and dcstroy It befolc mortllllg stand-to 

If there are no questions 1 would advi se yOll to 1 c~t as oest yOLJ can and prepat c 
your weapons for the advance We wele brought III hele, gentlemen. to Icllcve Olll 

friends the ANZACs, who were unable to captlllc the obJcctlve Lct's show them 

what we can do. 

Dismissed. 
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October 30, ]917,06'00; 

ALISTAIR: 

Jimmy: "Y ou ready?" 
"No." This is true, l'm not. 
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"What do you mean you 're not ready-I've personally checked your pack and 
we've heen through aJl the passwords anô you must have c1eaned your damn rifle 
twenty times in the last six hours, you have your mask and your emergency 
dressing's still sewcd into your tunic, the bloody wills are sigTled and ready to go and 
we've had our rum .what have we forgotten?" 

"Nothing that 1 am aware of." 
"So whaCs the problcm th en?" 
"Thcrc's ne problem l'm just not lcady, tha1's aIl." Ifs too cold to go 

anywhere, and it doesn 't look like the fog's going to get any thinner. And the sun 

just doesn 't fcel like it wants to be up. This means most people will he inclined to 
shoot anyone on slght. My chances of bemg shot are as high as evt::r, only now 
there's a good chance that l'Il get shot by one of our own as weIl. Rather like a 
suicide only with the help of an unwitting private of some sort. It'lI make him feel 
like a right twit, l'm sure. 

Jimmy looks upset. 1 say: "you can't honestly teJl me that anyone with half a 
fucking blain expects that we're going to do anything other than make this mess 
worse in wcather like this We'lI just be adding more body bits to th'? soup." (We 
swear a lot in the trenches, which is another habit of which l'Il have to l'id myself 
before going home.) 

This does not seem to have done l11uch to make hlln feel better. 
Jimmy: "look, Alistair, nobody put you in chmge ofthis " 

"1 noticed." 

"Weil, did it ever occur to you that there was a teason for that?" 
·'Yes." 

"And what do you think that isT 
"Simple: l'dget us ail out ofhere. And intact, too." 
"You'djust up and leave. Stroll away, ifyou will." 
"Yup." 
"Why?" 

"Why not? You can't honestly tell me we're actually getting anywhere." But 
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Christ they're going to 111ake me go out lIlto that mess anyway aren 't they" lkcause 

that's what they do and that's the way it is and there isn't a danlll thing 1 01 anybody 

else ean do about it. 

Last night, no sleep, reaIly, just constant thoughts of heads and al111S bohblllg 

out of shell holes like apples in a banel at a chtld's party And Elspdh nding 

Georgie around. No success, no objectivcs, no encmy, evell Legs and anns and 

heads trying to pull me into their mess, but Ilothing else Alld this ail IS thick, as If 

the fog is made oflittle grey solids and brcathing thcm is like olcathmg water, fOlcing 

it heavily into and out of the lungs. 

fray." 

A heavy, industrial mist that smclls vaguely of oil and COI dite 

Dead. 

Perfeet day to he gassed, this. 

"Look, Alistair, l'm tiled of going through thls evcly t\lne wc go out into the 

"WeIl, maybe l'Ill tired of doing it, too." 

"You can complain to me aIl you want, you know, ifs Ilot going to ùo either 

one of us any good." 

This is true. "So what then?" 

"Nothing. " 

"We just sit here whIle evcryoody else goes over the top"''' That would he 

ideal. Maybe 1 eould crouch and nobody wOlllù notIce Ille 1 could gel out lI1y ~pade, 

dig a hole and have Jimmy fill in the top of It and 1 could breathc through a pIpe 

"No, we do exactly what we'l c supposed to Nothlllg 1l10\l.~, nothlllg less Il' s 

just a question of doing our jobs" 

This is ridiclllolls. If this were really il Job 1 cOlild qlut witholll bClIlg shot 

"How can you see it as a job? Nobody in his 1 ight mind would do tllls fOI a 

living-nobody in his right mind would do thi~ unIe!>!> he absolutcly had no chOlcc " 

"Which brings us back to our prcdlcamcllt We have IlO chOlee " 

"So we just do it and hope to w~t It over wrth as qurckly as we can"" 

"Don't see how else it cOllld be donc" 

The problem, of course, is that Ilcrther do 1 

The best thing would be to filld anothcr ~ollltlOlI, to put dowll thi~ sIlly ul1LJ~ed 

rifle and just stroll back away ft om ail thrs, but wc' d oc court-mar1iallcd JJ1 a mInute 

Or we could fight our way out, but that would gd lJ~ lIlto cvell more trouble Wc 

could have gotten ourselves VD and gone to one of the ho'>pllals 10 be treated, but rt'~ 

a little late to be thinking about that and it gets home that you 'vc bccn with a 
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prostitute, whicp would not go down too well. Elspeth's awflllly understanding, but 1 

think she may have trouble with that one. Then theIe's the self-inflicted wounds, but 

l've never had the courage to l'O anything IIkc that. This is a little strange of me, 1 

know, but l've always had an admiration for people who ate able to seriously hurt 

themselves in order to get away from aIl of dllS. If nothing cIse It betI ays an intensity 

of desire. But 1 just can't. 1 don 't know that 1 have any II1temity at aIl any more, and 

1 don 't know that 1 want anything that badly If l dld thcy llllght send me home, but 

l'd be discharged and l'd have some sort of defonnity or scar or other mark to remmd 

me constantly of what 1 had done, and 1 doubt that 1 cOllld cope with that. 

Then, of course, there's suicide, but that really wouldn 't solve much and 1 

haven 't the courage anyway. 1 suppose l'm still holding on to the idea that 1 can get 

away from here without anything at aIl. 

Clean in, c1ean out. Jimmy's right, thele really is no other way. 

Father always said to do things that way. He wouldn't have any trouble with 

this. 

Overhead, the first shell of the 1110111ing arcs towards the Gennan lines, right 

on schedule. In four minutes we'll be going Ovel the top behind Percy. 

Jimmy's back tl.. checking his lifle and pack 1 push a hand into the tunic and 

fcel EIspcth's pictUIe again. This fails to comf0I1 me lt doesn't even look like her, 

and it certainly doesn't feellike her 

Superimposed Images of bloatcd bodies exhallI1g heavIly on my race, frothy 

blood bubbling out of open 1l10uths. 

Jimmy. "you want ta go through this one mOle time?" 

"Sure, why not?" Maybe it will distract me a ;Ittle. 

"Alright. Our objective IS ... " 

"Vapour Fann " 

"Which is,?" 

HA hole in the mud by now, no doubt." 

"No, 1 meau where is it?" 
"East North East Thirty degrees. About a qualter mile" 1 point. In the right 

direction, too, v/hich 1 think surprises Jimmy a little "Funny name, that, isn't it? 1 

mean-Vapour Fann--what do you suppose they fallned there?" 

Gas? Maybc that's wllere Fritz makes it ail. 

Souls? Dante would love that. 

Some of the wondcrful ghostly mists fr om the Greeks? 

"1 don't honestly see how that makes any sort ofdifference ta us now." 
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"No, no, gumted. But what \Vas thele befme?" 

Doric columns, men in bronze anllour, gods changing shape and seduclllg one 

another. 

"Look, Alistair, l'd suggest you find something cise to think about becausc 
you're about to go into somcthing VCly dangel:ms, If 1 \\lTC you rd be thmking 

about being in the I"ight place and being l'ully cquipped alld not gett ing stuck 111 

Nomansland the way you were last week. Now tt'lI me ho\\' lJlIli:kly thc :utillcl)' 
barrage will advc:nce." 

"Three ht:ndled yards pel hour, st:l1t!l1g two hundlcd yatd~ l'Will helc" A 

quick image ofus advancing undel a l:lcchalllsed patasol oflobbcd shells 

They take lhe iron ftOm the graune!, melt it 111tO shells and then fOlee It back 

into the earth. AlOuod and arauIld 
"Right, 50 to be sare you don't "..'ant to advani:c at IIlOlC than ,. 

"Two hundled yards per hour." That SOllllds tao slow But the groulle! IS VCI)' 

difficult. Jesus, ifthey're making us advance at that pace It lllcans that 's how qllickly 

they expect us to be able to advance And if the past is any mdlcatloll they tend, if 

anything, to over-estlmate 

"Unless ?" 
"Unless we hear othelwise thlOUgh the channel s." This is what school Illust 

be like. "Look, Jimmy, 1 know this," 

"And you're going to keep knowing it until wc 're donc and yOll' re not gOll1g 

to know anything cIse. Because if yOli know anythlllg ebc in the nex! )IX houls 

you'Il be thmking about that sOll1cthing cIse and wlllle you'lc thlllking abolit It a 

bullet'Il get you, But if you know ooly the bulleb and the gas (lnd thc shelb l!tcn 

you'Il b\! able to know everything cIse you eould po~slbly want to know anCI wc gd 

to Vapour FanTI and have securt'd I~, but not bcfole, ah 19ht')" 

"Alnght." That's a comfoltlllg thought 

Two more minutes 

Elspeth mj;YJt7t (~ll11e lt1 a creul11 bloll,\e IJallgll1K gracefidly over her hrl!usls, 

and a big :m1lle I.ast Clmslmas, wllen she gave me 1111\' plclure amI some 111()lher-()!­

pearl bullons wluch J 've had pllt on Ihe \'11Ir/ J 'm 10 ll'ear when lI'e f/wrry And Ihe 

fire playmg offlhe Iighl m her eyes, and Ihe slllny leelll 

And later her lI'arm, sojt "and') on Illy ehesl And her j()kmg a/Will hoU' / 

smelled ofmaple because / 'd splll all110sllhree ellOrc!\' lhal day a/one And hmv sile 

said J was Iighl becau e of/he stram on myarl1l,\ and ,\holilders 

And how / tala her Ihal J was llght becoll\'e Ill'a\ exclled and Ihal Iwus happy, 
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and thall wOllld have heen )lISI as IIghl Ifl had spent 1 he who! e day /YI bed. 

And Ihe .\'nu!e a!Jove me, Ihe loss of Ihe hatr brw'hmg my neck and the face 

snapptng around and Ihe lIuposslhly bIlle eyes 

Jimmy: "AJright, Alistail, are we ail setT 

Big blue eycs full of my face. 
"Yes, JlInrny, wc're ail sct We'lI bc alllght." 

He pats me on thc back of the ncck, just below the helmet and ab ove the 

collaI. This pmt of me fccls wallll and alive. 

"Thirty seconds, pass it down." 

Jimmy: "twcnty-five seconds, pass It clown." A wink. 

Me, to a soJdicr to my light who's trying to clean his spectacles: "Twenty 

seconds, pass It down." 

1 can hem my hcm1, nght bctwecn my em s. 

Bayonct' s on 

My socks are falling down Not much, but Just enough for the rnud to get to 

the skin. If 1'111 not calcful 1'11 get frostbite there At feast it would kilJ the lice. 

Percy SClillics in behind me and pelches on the parapet just to Jimmy's feft. 

Christ, the last thll1g 1 lleed IS ta be ne-xt to goddamn the CO for this 

"On boysl" he yells, hls fist above 111s head. 

Tltat' S It, wc 're ovcr. 

Can 't sec anylhing from up here, no mOle than flOm the trench. But they're 

firing at us from a few hundred fect ahead and to the Jeft. l'l1i running quite hard 

now. 

Quick look left. Stay low and out of the field of fire. Christ, 1 can't see more 

than three or four men down each side. 

Jimmy'') stopped, he's cl'Ouched over sornething. 
"Jimmy?" 

Nothing. 

Yell. 

"J immy?" 

He tUIl1S his he ad and looks Illy way. 

l've stopped on my stomach, perching up on my elbows. 

He looks down again and plants a rifle in the ground. He looks back at me and 

then down one mOle time, plcks up his tifle and IlIns towards me, holding his helmet 

hard on his head because 11IS stIap's broken. 

"CO's dead," he says, land11lg hem ily next to me. 
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There, on his tunic just above the right-hand pocket, il sh\l1l1lg dlllllp of ye\hm 

and red. 

"Sniper shot him clean through the fOlchead. Dldn't have a blondy chance .. 
My belly t'cels heavy, alive Somcwhclc in Iiont orus I~ a sni pel who call scc 

through this me~s weU cnough to get one sho! Illto the CO's lnain 

Rifle fire laises httle cratcrs 111 thc mlld to the right likc a Ically h:l1d raill 

Shadows of the lads lurchmg slowly forwald, stIain1l1g to find sOlllcthlllg to shoot al 
Puu'id mist rising flOm recent shell holes, 

"Guess that means Johnson's in chalgl'. Somebody ought to tl'lllulll." 

Jimmy squints: "whele's the l'Ille file coming flOlll?" 

As if 1 have any idea 

The Gennans, ifs com1l1g flOl11 thc Gcrmans, l'OU 1'001 '1'IH:y'IC the one~ OVCI 

that way and they'le rather upset now because w<:'yc bcen pOllndlllg th<:111 \VIth 

artillery for rnonths now And those who aIl' still allvc havc bl'l'n dlIVl'1l 11I::ll by II, 
because their ears arc bleedlllg and for montl1s aIl thcy'yc wantet! hl do IS gLi a dcall 

shot at us and now they've got Il sa they'll' shoo11llg as 1Il1lch a~ they can heclIlisc 

they know that they'te bOllnd to hlt SOI11C of us and they know wc 'IC COll1l\1g acro!>~ 

this fucking shithole of a field Times whelc the IIllc tire's COllllllg flOlll, and 110, It 

doesn't make a whole lot of sense fOI us ta lire back But If It lIIakes yOll l'cel ally 

betler go right ahead 
1 beat him ta it 1'111 so tlght and so bloody wlIldy that 1 till: Illy Illk At 

nothing in particular, but in the right direction 

"What are yOll shoot1l1g at?" 

He's straining 11Is eyes, squinting like a Chinaman 

"1 don't know. It just went off." 
Percy had six childlcn SIX of thc uglicst, pastlc~l-lookil1g IIttle bla1s yOll 

could ever possibly imaglllc at olle of thosc pOl1lpOll~ Chlï~tll1a., tlllllg~ \Il a bIg dub 

room with old trophies in a case, evclybody knows tills bccausc ail hc would do 15 

~how the damn plctUle over and over again And 1l0W thell father i!> Iylllg back thelc 

in the mud with halfhis blains blown Ol1to Jimmy's tUlllC 

"Weil, don't fire unttl yOll sec ~ornconc to lire at" 1 le say" tlll~ a<, d' 1 WCIC 

going to pass this someone the bail 

Right. 1 nad a shallow nnd 

He crawls foz ward on his clbows, shakmg 1115 Icg~ like a snake trylllg 10 g<:t 

out of its skm. Looks llke hc's tlymg to WlpC oIT what'~ Idi of Pen;y llc'5 off 

slightly to the left and nght around a body, too f~l1 gone to tell whcthcr It wa~ a 
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Gennan or one of ours. 

Wait for his feet ta come in front and then follow. 

Elspeth, on Georgie, .mulmg down on me, as if nOlhmg were wrong at al/. 

And the heavy smell of waal and horse on 11er breasts above me. Under a stone at 

the Glen dreammg about gomg back evely day. Grass agam, and the sun of June. 

Elbows wet with mud, little claters rising aIl around from bullet fire. We've 

been out not even five minutes now and there 's at least one-fifth of us down. 

Screams ta the right. We both stop and look down the line. 

Nothing. For once, thank God 1 can't see anything. 

We have ta be really careful now because the Gelmans have had sa long ta dig 

in here that they've set up these cones offocused fire. The pillboxes and barbed wire 

are set up sa as ta concentrate us into these spots wh el e thcy have several guns ready 

to cut us up. Like a lobster trap-you can SWIIl1 Ill, but you're unhkely ta swim out. 

Then again we have our objective, and nobody's going to tolerate our stopping. 

"There! Three-in front and to the left." 1 shout this at Jimmy, who sights 

down his rifle at the last of them and fires. 

The man drops, but it's impossible ta tell whether he was taking caver or 

whether the bullet got him. 

Jimmy pulls himself up and runs towards where the man tèll. He's slipping aIl 

o,er the place yelling something, but 1 can 't make it out 

They can't be more than a hundled feet from where the shells are landmg. 

Christ, 1 wish 1 could just up and go 1 ight after him. 

He hops over the edge of a shell hale and the dlOps from sight. 1 pull forward 

on my elbows, tIying ta balance the weight of the geaI' on my back. 

Three sharp shots [rom ahead 

Crouch and run towmds J!mmy's hale 

As 1 pull up a bit of barbed wire snags Illy leg and tears the c1oth. Undemeath, 

my skin pink and raised, but not broken 1 pull cmefully at the wire sa as ta avoid 

cutting my finger and throw it off ta the right. 

Still nothing from the shell hole. 

Big b!ue eyes full of my face. 

There were three of them in that hale, sa 1 sel. the gun on my hip with the 

bayonet weU fOlward and charge as best 1 cano Left bot over right, knees bent, like 

trying to run quickly thlOUgh the woods at home (lIlly with seventy pounds of 

equipment on the back. A quick hop to avoid a corpse iying on its back only without 

its legs, a thinning hand still wrapped around a rifle. 
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Lungs fi]ling too ~luickly, heavy with g1t~y aIr SomctllllcS 1 could swcar lhal 1 
hear the de ad moaning out here. 

Here, tty to shift left so as 10 have the knife pointing down whcn 1 c1car the 
edge. 

Safery's off, my finger resting on the triggcr guard. 

But the right foot slips and the left side of Illy face rails hard onlo the edge or 

the hole. Cold mud in my ear, and what looks like the handlc of a bayonct bUl'lcd Just 
in front of me. 

From the hole: "Alistair?" 

Jimmy's voice. He must have seen the end of my gUIl hanging over the cdge 
1 shift forward in the mud, my left si de cold and slick 

"Yeah." My face over the edge of the hole 
He's looking down at the German he shot Thelc's no sign of the olhcls. 

1 roll off the lip and down into the hole next to JlIllmy "Is hc deadT' 

"no. 1 got him in the leg 1 thll1k he' s J ust f~lIlltcd " 
"What?" Yelling over the rom of the shclls. 1 hook Illy lingels and tly to dlg 

the mud out of my ear. 
"He's only wounded." Jimmy seems satisfied with this 
"You'lI get a week's leave for taking him plisoncl" 1 nod to gct him to 

acknowledge this. 
Jimmy looks heavily at me. "1 hope he'lI be alllght," he shouts 

He reaches down and takes the German's nfle, cltmblllg to the edge cf the 

hole to stick it into the ground. Rifle fire bJows bits of Illud u!, around the hp of the 
hole, missing Jimmy by a few fcet. 1 help him pull the lad 50 that his l'cet al e out of 

the watef at the bottOlr. of the hole, and we both put a few cigarettes III Ills pocket. 

As long as he doesn 't roll over he won't sI ip back IIlto the watel and dlown 

His uniform is old and faded, with a lew stains herc and thcre and one of thc 

pockets tom off. But the face is young and frc~h wlth big l'cd clI'c1e~ on each of the 
cheeks. There's no Iron Cross, but 1'11 bet anytlung there'~ a plctllle of a sweetheart 

in the poeket that's still there. 
This could be the man who shot Percy. 
1 should say this, but Jnnrny alrcady knows and It'~ Ilot gorJlg to do anytlllng 

to remind him. That's probably what he was yelling about whe/l he came rulllllllg out 

here. 
Jimmy tears the field dresslllg from hi~ uniform and pICS~C~ it down on the 

Iad's wound. There's hardly any blood, although that can be a bad sign as weIl. 
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He shuffles back up to my side of the hole and we look towards our objective. 

It stiJl can 't be seen. 

limmy checks his compass calmly and points in the mist. 

Looking around, wc can't see any of the othels This means that we're either 

weil ahead of them or they've a11 given up the charge for the cover of a hole like this 

one while they try to assess the situation. 

It could also mean that. .. 

No, don 't think about that. 

Right. 

Clean in clean out. 

A quick flash of pipe smoke rising through Father's disciplined moustache. 

The sound of the attillery is almost unbearable now, and every time a shell 

cornes overhead we crouch down to the bottom of the hole and cover our ears. 

There's a sheII every two to three seconds, but most ofthem are quite far Sometimes 

three or four land at the same time. 

When a shell hits it sends mud up into the air wlllch showers us a few seconds 

later. Vou have to be careful of this because sometimes hot bits of metal come down 

with it, and they can kill you. 

When the blast is far enough away aIl you hear is a bang and the water at the 

bottom of the hole changes into a series of circles Iike a pond when you throw a stone 

into it. 

Really klssmg hïspc/h af/cr we /hroll' y/ones m/o a pond and wa/chmg Ihe 

circ/es. 11le \l'aler IS clear noll', and Ihe only sound IS Ihe frogs cal/mg 10 each olher 

across the pond and our m.'n hreal/lIng. We 're ho/Il a Imle drunk and very gUllly, 

but ail we sa/(I 10 Ihe olhers lI'as Ihal \l'e lI'ere gomg 10 lislen 10 Ihe frogs. Bul when 

we go back e\'elyhody wdl knoH', and Ihal 's \l'lien \l'e slarl hemg more Ihan fr/ends. 

And the rest, as Ihey say, IS /lISIOIY. 

Next to a hole with water, watching the circles. 

Another blast, .. eally close. The Gennan slips back into the water from the 

force of the explosion, leaving a shiny track. limmy and 1 scramble to pull him out. 

There's a new wOllnd on him: a bit of shrapnel has t0111 throllgh the flesh of 

his right shoulder. 

Good thing the bugger's not awake. 

"Alistair?" 

Jimmy's hunched over the top ofme, yelling into my right ear. 

"What?" 
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"We can't stay here." 

"Why not?" 
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"It's tao dangerous. Ifwe stay here the attack will break up and we won't get 

anywhere. " 

Yes, that rnay weil be true, but how many of the othcrs arc thinkmg that \Vay? 

Me: "alright, sa what then? We can't rcally advance until the artillclY movcs 

a little further away or we'lI be killed by our own shells." 

"Right, so we should u~e the time to OIganisc the lads and see how we stand 

for the rest of the advance." 

Oh, Christ, you're going ta rnake me go back out there Just to tly to lind the 

other lads, aren 't you? Regardless of whcthcr they shoot at me 01 not, right'l 1 

thought you said this would be clean. 

"Y ou stay here," he says, gathering his nfle and pack, "and kccp an eye on our 

friend here. 1'11 be able to find you agaill becausc of his rifle ('m going to tly to find 

what's going on. And 1 should tell the lads that the ('O's dcad " 

And he pulls off his pack sa he can Illn fa~tcl, taJ..lIlg only his rifle and the 

knife. Then another wink, ard he' s gone, back towards Olll front trench, before 1 

have a chance to answer. 

"Well, Fritz, 1 sincerely hope you 're not too lIncomfortable, Lccause it looks 

like the two ofus will be sharing this hole for at least a little while." 

No response. His mouth open, saliva glistenlllg down the slde of Ills face. 

Guaranteed this one doesn 't shave more than once a ll10nth 

Christ, this place smells. 

1 arrange Jimmy's pack to my si de and make an ann lest. This hclps me forget 

about the mud seeping through my underweaI, waklllg the lice IIItO actlOlI. 

"You should be alright, friend, that lcg wound's not really Illllch at ail because 

it's already stopped bleeding, and the bit of metal III yOlll ~hollldcr's only Just 

managed to eut through the flesh. You'lI be swigging beer and smging with your 

buddies in no time." 

This makes me laugh. 

"Maybe we can get together again after ail this is donc and you could tcach mc 

sorne of the drinking songs-especially the dirty ones! What do you say to that?" 1 

pat his intact shoulder. 

Another shell. 1 collapse on top of Fritz ta take cover, but it lands 'luite far 

off. He's frail under me, a frame without substance. If l'd have fallen any harder 1 

would have collapsed his ribcage. 



103 
Enfilade Book III 

"Don't they feed you on your si de?" 

Of course thcy don't. That's how they keep them fightmg. Like with a 

dog-ifyou never quite fecd him enough he gets this anger that you can never really 

rid him of, which makes for a great fighter. They know about this, l'm sure, and 

that's why they don't feed these lads properly. But this one's much too thin. They 

went too far. He could have fainted because of exhaustion and not because of the 

bull et. Maybe 'lis heart's given up. 

If they're ail like this then they don't have a chance. Ail we have to do is 

make them run and we'lI just march in when they're ail passed out. 

"If you don 't smoke you should give back the cigarettes-they're quite 

valuable for trading on our side, you know 1 gave thcm up months ago but still carry 

them for trading." 

1 slide my hand into hls tunic pocket and grab two of the cigarettes we gave 

him. On the way back up my finger brushes a rectangle of wax paper. 

Hi sweethem1. 

Or Mother. He's a little on the young si de for a sweethem1. 

1 pull it slowly out and begin to pull at the paper to get at the photogTaph 

No. If 1 have the picture in my mind and this bugger dies then l'Il carry that 

face with me for as long as 1 can, just so that 1 don 't fOlget. 

Back into the tunic with the photo of God-knows-who. 

1 light a cigarette and inhale because it's something to do. This hits me haTd, 

like a kick in the stomach. Must be a German fag 

"You got a will, Fritz? ... You see Jimmy-that's the man who shot your 

leg-and 1 decided to do our wills in case we ended up dead. They don't Teally hold 

up in court, but we witnessed each other's and Jimmy is training to be an advocate 

and says that might help. So if one of us dies the othel one's going to go over to see 

his folks and tly to talk thcm out of their gI ief. Good idea, don't you think?" 

Of course, there could be one right now out there who's already on his way 

back to somc Gennan village to talk to this boy' s parents and the person in that 

picture. But he' s not dead-at least not yet-and our medicals will take care of him 

as weil as they would one of ours. 

Another shell, stiJl fUI ther away 

1 c1imb up on the enemy side of the hole and poke my head out. It's a bit 

c1earer now, but 1 still can't see the objective There' s at least another hundred yards 

to where the shells are falling now, which tnealls we should move soon before Fritz 

cornes out of his hole. 
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1 snap my he ad around and see Jimmy and t",o others tlying thlOugh the aIr 
into the hole, landing with a muddy splash at the bottoll1 

Jimmy stands without h)'ing to clean off "1 blOught Jcnkins and Richardson 

with us because they wele too concentrated al theil cnd" Ile thumbs to thc Icn. 

Over his shoulders, Richmdson's looking al the lad JIlnmy inJUl'cd. Ile starts 

going through the pocket. 

"Leave him alone!" 1 yell. 

Richardson pulls his hands out of Ihe man 's tUllle and puts thcm IIp III the air 

He's holding two cigarettes. "He won 't miss them," he says, and thcn smiles. 
bringing one to his mouth and lighting it. 

Jimmy: "Listen, there are men to the left and ta the 1 ight, and most of thcm me 

within twenty yards of our position lelativc ta the cncmy So WC'IC going to keep 

advancing fifty yards behind the balTage so as to sllrpnse thcm whcn they l'OIlle out 

of their bunkers. How far are the shells landing fhnll hCI e"" 

Twenty yards. No, he won't believc that SA fi ft y No "A hundled yards," 1 

say, "at least." 

Never was much of a liar. 

We crawl up to the edge together and 1 show him whcrc the shells me landillg 

In between is what looks like it used ta be a tlench, wlth a battcrcd pdlbox 10 the len. 

Jimmy points: "you seen any fil e out of thcl e')" 

"No. Then again 1 haven 't J'eally h icd ta plOvoke It " 

"Right, weIl we'lI movc on the tlcnch" Jillll1ly rails onto 11Is back on top of 

his pack and slides his allns through the straps 
Fighting the enemy 111 th\.! tlcnch Hand-to-hand and with no 100m Enfilade 

fire coming down the line, probably from the pJllbox And LIS wlth seventy-pound 

packs to slow us down. Jesus, he can 't be SCI ious. 
He drops down into the hole ta tell the othel s. It looks qUIet out lhel e, allllo~l 

calm. 1 feel the emptiness of my stomach and my tongue sweats and tlllckells in Illy 

mouth. There could be three hundred Germans hlddcn in flOnt of us 

Jimmy to the left, Jenkins and RIchardson to the nght 

Big blue eyes full of my face 

Lice teeming down my belly. 

"Alright," says Jenkms, "Iet's get thls ovel wlth " 

And that's it, he's over and on his way Jimmy's next, he hops right out as 

soon as he sees Jenkins go, and then me and Hichélldson at about the same lime. 

Nothing. 
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A barrage of shclls landing ahead, two or three evely second, but they're quite 

far now, and 1 feel like my flanks are safe because there's lads on either side of me. 

The ground's pretty busted up here, but it's easier to advance when you know what 

you're shooting for. 

Quick flash of a knife buried in Heinrich 's throat, the clIck of metal-on-metal 

as the hilt :;tnkes the Iron Cross. 

Vergessmlcllnlchl. 
Thirty yards to the trench now. 

Sounds of gunfire, but ifs not aimed at us. 

Twenty. Jimmy, by far the fastest of us, is almost there. He hooks his rifle up 

above his head and arches the knife down towat ds the trench 

Ten. Five or six more steps .. 

Hlspelh .\'nu/mg as sile brmgs GeorgIe up lu a canter. 
Something hits me, hard, from the left, in the mouth. 

The muddy edge of the tIench lifts slowly towards my face, spiralling into me 

like water into a whirlpool. Then it fades and finally goes black. 

Fallll1g ouI oj McGlIIre 's 1I'1I/Oll' tree and d01l'n mlo Ihe creek, opening a 
wound on Ihe suie ofmy head Good t/lIng Ihe hone was soji, Ihey sanl, and 1 never 
even jéllil. 

So Ilus IS whal Il 's Itke 10 jly. 

Watchmg Ihe pmk of Ihe b/ood go clown Ihe ji'esh creek and over Ihe slones as 
Il slowly dl.\·slpales, feedmg Ihefish. 

RISll1g sloll'/y 0111 of Ihe rusly complexlOl1 oj Ilus land, all'ay ji'om Ihe ml/d, 

Ihrollgh a cal10py oflohhed shell.\· and 1001'ard\' the S1I17. A q1llck Sll'OOp over Do ver, 

and Ihe slr/ped cam'as la1l'l1 chatrs arranged 10 lIear Ihe sIJel/mg acros.\· Ihe channel. 
71wn arOlllul, rol!ing hack Iml'arc!\' Ihe coas! and then hack a/oJ7g Ihe road Imed wah 

bloaled horses. Lymg /J7 a makeslllji gral'e and IOllc/Ul1g a damp pholograph. 

Followmg Ille and Hlspelh COl1lll1g Ihrollgh Ihe l\'ood..,· on Ihe horse, Iryll1g hard 10 

take as long as posslhle. Walcll/l1g Fa/her slI'ear as he cll/ps a\l'ay .\'Ome skm clIllmg 
wood. 111e cramped IlOhl of Ihe lroop slllp, end/es . ..,' dISCUSSIOns abolll breasl size (a 

deVilish .ml/le -- "more Ihal1 a handjit! IS a Il'aste, hllt look al the size of lhese 
handv' ") alld Ihe heslll'ay 10 gel al ,hem 

"Preston's down!" The voice close, unfamiliar. 

Something pulls my rifle from my hand and reaches into my tunic and quickly 

takes my watch. 

Me, heavy and limp, sinking into the mud The wannth of my own shit 
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against my thigh. 

Hands of the dead pulling me to them, rats tighting over my eycs under a rusty 

arch ofbarbed wire, their play lit by a signal flare 
Elspeth 's face hangmg playjitlly o\'er me, Cl ,'eil jlO\l'lIlg o\'('/" /ter hlg Nul' 

eyes. My hands made small by her \l'al'/II b l'e as/s, her Il/ps pllslunf, h(,ll\'/~1' lIg11lllsl 

me, thejlash ofcl'lmson al her neck. Her schoolllOlIse \l'Ilh her /11/1'0111 0/11, Il'eol'lllg 

a yellowing dress \1'//11 lace around Ihe neck and a slall1 al/he Itelll, lI'alklllg 1001'l/l'd .. 

me and cradlmg nell' books. 

"foll 're gomg 10 love this one." Her .\'I11/le, a homl S(~/I lInd Il'al'/11 011 lOp (~l 

mine. 

"How bad is it?" Panic. Jimmy's voice, gctting clOSCI. 

A heavy tug at my left si de A pause, and a pull at Illy 1 ight al III whidl tlllllS 

me over like the blades of a windmill 

The stranger's voice: "Jesus" 
This is where it stops, and this is whcre 1 [ccd the land and what will onc day 

grow up into the grass. 

Dearest Elspeth, if only 1 could make yOll know how 1 think of yOll dUllllg 

these times. 
PlIshmg mlo you lIne/er Ihe boulder al Ille Glell, slwolmg /hrough and (Jill 

your eyes, IIp pasl Ihe rouglme.\s (llhe stone (//1(1 {}\'er llie ,'alley, gu/dy II'lIh lIell' 

feeling. fOll hG/r and pollen and crI/shed ('edar needles (/ml yuur H'ell1ess ('omh/l1l1lg 

in my nase. A conlented sl1ule, and you 117 ji'ol11 (d'/he ScllOolllOlIse aKlIlII H'llh (/ dl/Id 

cradled ln front of yOll. 

"foll 're going 10 love IllIS one. " And a lI'ule snI/le. 

Home. 

Jimmy: "We can'tjllst leave him hCle l " 

"There's nothing yOll can do for hlln now Lct's Just get on with the attack." 

"l'm planting his rifle in the ground." 

"You can't do that! He won't last tCIl mllllltc~ and you know Il. Hall' 11Is 

Goddamn face is gone." 

Hope you enjoy the watch, my fnend 
Molher's screams as she sqlleeze\' a deucl clllld ouI oj her, Ihe pool oj h!ood 

on the kltchen jloor, Falher h f1uvy 11'//11 drtnk. 

Virgmla, sofi and bnghl, pomlll1g al plCllll'e\ 111 a hook and gurglmg wllh 

smells. Her dOllgh finger darlmg al Ihe {Jage and the ImpO\slble vOlee b/ur/mg 

"apple" as IOl/dly as pOSSible. 



107 
Er.jilade Book III 

Falher's hand dlggmg mlo my shoulder, jingermg Ihe palch on my lume. HIS 

hrealh on my neck. "j never Ihoughl j'd say 111Is, Allslalf, bUI J'm proud" A 

ca//oused hand prodllcmg il hox wi/h Ihe lI'a/ch m I! SIX mon/hs ' worth. alleast. 

l!'/spelh runnmg ajier Ihe Iram, Irymg nol 10 cry. We will be loge/her. 

A weight on top of me, breath heavy on my left ear. "Hang in there, Alistair. 
EJ5peth needs you alive." 

A hand pulJs my tin hat off and perches it over the void on the side of my 
hcad. A quick pat on the chest, and the sound of feet in the mud farling. The c10th 
unfoJding under where the hand touched me, the skin hot and aJive undemeath. 

,So /his 1.';' whal /1 feels Ilke. 

Big blue eyes ... 



Bool{ IV 
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1. 
Novernber 1, ] 9] 7; 

Major Edward Selkirk, Number 8 Canadian Field Ambulance: 

l've becn asked to say a few words ta update you on the condition of Pvt. 
Alistair Preston of the 6th CMR. 

Preston was brought into the inner Cil cie of our hospital in the early rnoming 
hours of October 31, when 1 had just begun my shift. He had extremely low blood 
pressure and an irregular pulse, and was brought 111to the inner circIe by my colleague 
Ooctor Mycrs who felt that the time had come to give the soldier the medical 
attention he had becn waiting for Preston had been unconscious since the time of his 
injury or VCly near it. Doctor Myel s IT1dicated to me that Preston had been lying on 
his stretchcr in the ollter circle for close to ten hours, having been brought in by a 
stretcher-party at approximately 16:30 that aftemoon. The patient was unconscious 
and covered from head to toe with mud, indicatmg either that he was injured after 
sorne time in battle or that he was dropped by the stretcher-bearers, which, 
considering that it takes six men to cany one stretcher over the ground here, is not 
aItogether unusuaI. 

Preston 's wound was such that it initia))y seemed to be ÎlTeparable-the 

degree of laceration to the facial area was quite severe, and it appeared as though the 
facial bone and part of the skull itself was shattered, in aIl hkelihood by a machine­
gun round. Head wounds of that SOIt have a vely low survival rate, and are therefore 

usually given attention only wh en another soldier WJth more survivable wounds is 110t 
also waiting for surgely, which has celtamly not been the case of late. But after 1 had 

the wound washed, it became obvious that the bone damage to the facial plate was 
minimal and that only the ja\v apjJcared to be damaged beyond reasonable repair. 
Preston's wound was causcd by a single round which entered his mouth through a 

small hole on l11s Icft check, tlavellll1g thlOugh tne mouth and rising to the upper jaw 
area on the right si de, where It shattered the bone, sending fragments thereof as weIl 
as teeth upwards and outwards both up into the facial alea and out through the right 
check. The area below the right eye was bloody and bruised, and there was a large 

laceration nmning from the right nostril to within half 3n II1ch of the right temple, A 
good portion of the upper-right jaw was missing, 

Sm'gely in such cases is reasonably stlaIghtforwmd but must be done within 
thit1y-six hours of the wound having been inflicted 111 order to minimise the chances 

of gas-gangrcne, which is a condition caused by the entrance of various bacteria into 
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the wound from the mud in this area and l'rom cloth OI othcl sllch pl)lIutants ",Iudl 

may also enter the wound Whcn wc bcgull 10 tlcat casualtl\:s in thls \\.11, \\C 

operated under the asslImptloll that thesc WCI c stamhll d \\ lHllHb but Sl)l)(l di::-.cm'ci cd 

that many lads dled of tins new condition---wlllCh wts thc flcsh and c\'L'lltllally leads 
to a massive infection, usuai1y of the blood, and 1'inall)', dcath f\tan}' sl)ldlCIS made 

what seemcd to be a full recovely and dICd S001l aftcr havlIlg !cft thc hospllal \Vhat 

we do now is remove approximately hall' ail inch of healthy fle::-.h to clthcl Sille nI' the 

wound, which appears to have at least slowcd the plOb!cm 

1 operated on Private Plcston fOI apPIO'\lIl1ately two h"ul S The opelatlOn 

initially consisted of wiring the jaw shut so as to pl CSCI vc as nlllch of It as possible 

and to allow what bone IS left to hcal propcrly ThiS done, the ~ec{)nd st.lge was to 

cut away the wounded flcsh on the facial platl~ as weil as the cu~toillary addltional 
half-inch to prevent gas ganglcne Having donc tlllS, a holc \Vas !cft 011 the f:lclal 

plate-which 1 have closed l>y stletching thc t\\'o elllis of the ~h.lll to med each othel 

and c10sing with stitches, This is pel haps a bit large of a gap to he filllllg wlth 

stretching al one, and will cause substantlal blll!Slllg, pedlap~ ~ollle ofE,cttlng of the 

right eyehd and of course a rather 1:1Ige faCial scal 1 al ... o antlclpate that the patient 

will never again be able to chew on the l1ght ~ide of Ills l1loluh, and !:..pccch "J..lIls lIIay 

have to be re"leamed in light of the damage Shavlllg WIll of COllI,>e ht: dtfTicult, and 

there are likely to be problems \VIth l11-groWlI1g hallS and, 1Il00e Illlmedlatt:ly, wlth 

hairs growing into the wound itself The tonguc appc:lI cd 1Il1afTedcd, hut the ~ellst:s 

of taste and smell may well be dlllled whell the patlcnt l'ully 1 ecovel ~ COIl'>CiOllslle!:..s 

Also, a head wound of this S0l1 usually affccts thc eal~, onen mah.lIlg It difliclllt 1'01 

the lad to recover his sense of balance Fillally, thel e wa') a chancc th al the Iighl eye 

may be blind, depcnding on the tl ajCctOly of the bunc ft agmcnb ft 0111 the upper Jilw; 

l( il) possible that a fragment could h~tvC lodgcd clther 111 the eye it'icl l' 01 wlthlll the 

optic nerve. 
Upon checking on the patlcnt cm hel thl~ mOl Illllg, 1 wa~ plea..,cd to lind IIIIll 

conscious, if a little disoncllted HIS VISIOn ~CCIll~ lInalTeclcd, but 11I~ eyc wa~ 

swoIIen and tearing during the tllne 1 wa~ with hllll, whlch Illay be Illdlcatlve of ~ollle 

latent damage but could also jllSt be Ilom the bnllslllg III the aIea "he patIent 
seemed uninterested in communicating mueh wlth Ille, although he dld Il..,tell qUlle 

intently to what 1 had to say about hls IlljlmeS and how they Wl:I e tl t:atcd 

He was back asleep bel' Ole 1 left 
As we are a fOlward medical statIon, 1 have declded to tramlcr Ple~ton to a 

more substantial hospital near the coast, whcle they call mOllltor Ills recovcry and 
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remove his stitches in about two to three weeks He will leave by ambulance in the 
moming, by which time, J belicve, he will be stIOng enough to make the trip safely. 1 

have recommended to my (;o]]eagues that Preston be honourably discharged and 
shippcd back to Canada, as it is my opmion that his injuries will at the very least 
make it cxtrcmcly difficult for hml to communicate oral1y and to survive on nonnal, 

hard food. FUl1hennole, hls eye may weil be damaged to the point that depth 
perception is affected Ali of these factors combine to now make him unsuitable, in 
my mind, for lire at the tIcnchcs. 

Private Preston has had two visitors since he aITived here, both of whom were 
in the battle with him He was, 1 believe, unconscious during both of those visits. 



III ._----
Enfilade Bool\. 1\' 

'Dear Miçs Ca[fagfzan, :A/...~"'l/cmljcr 1:.!, L917 
you /iave no doubt bylUYlV reœivel ojjicùz{'ll/cn{ llial !/olir/il1T1CI' "~I 

jrientf Private J1Lfiçtair Preston~7vas 'lVOlllltfed' in val t fi' Ùl flic l'udil l!Iom illl{ 
hours of OctoGer 31st of tfiis year. 'H'lîife J rt.'j]rel flot liilvÙ~l lil1J tlFc occa.,·ù;n 
to maR!. !Jour acquaintilllce in persol/, J jecf tliat, tlilOl'lllÏ "~I 1111 mc/olls 
conversations witli .9Lfiçtair, J K!lÙZU !JOli 'luc/{ t!noll!]li 10 ilS!(!IOli 10 t~a~mf IIll' 

tfie liberty of beùrg canaûf. 
1 wil[ send tliis fetter zuitfi il IlU rse Oll il lio.,p it Il [.,,-1; IJI 'll'Ii idi i ... 1L,tl'l/ill.!1 in 

a jew hours, so !Jou sfwufd receive it 'lvilfwlIl llie lIslIl1f 1{e1~I!I. Ii sCl'l11et! 10 Ille 
a gCOt! wea tliat !JOU liave tlii<:; ù~forlfla 1 ion liS .... 0011 ilS l'0ssiMi.'. 

1 write tlit:ç fiole to !JOli vectlllse il 1: ... 'Zulia! YIII: ... ltlir requL' .... !ell 110 tllld 
Gecause 1 am more tliall liapp!J to dà SOI i/Olrlj/ 10 lry 10 l'lit !/Oll tl /il/le more 
up-to-cfate as to !Jour yOU1lg man's COI/d'ilion. 'Iliae lS, 0/ COllrse, afwllys /10o,{ 
neWs and Eaa neWs in tfœse situations, Vllt l 'm plellsel{ 10 reporl 1 liai J-lli: ... lllir 
seems to be in remarlQzGfé spirits tlntf (ool(..; 10 be 011 IiI:"; 'lllll!J 10 fIlil/(ill!l a ilood 
recovery. 

1 t iç onfy in tlie fast two or tliree dÎl!Js Ilia 1 1 fiave 1101 Îœt{ li Îm cOlIscioliS 

for more tfzan a jew miJlul~.s at tl lime, and lie i l
,- ati{e 10 reco/pl i'je /Ile llIU{ si il! 

seems very mucli concenœd 'luitli !Jour 'lve([ tieiJlg. 'Fo 1 liai elld~ 1 liave /1/tllllljlelr 
to sa[vage tlie pictllre of !Jou that he carried il/ IiI:'" IUllic silice L1~/lJre 'lue 
met-] purchased a sma[[fmme at tlie 6e!]illllùljl oI Ill!) feave period lIlId !J0u'({ 
Ge pfeasea, ] am sure, ta k!lOW that !Jour image 1I000V (oot<:.s over liilll Il ~JfiL tllld 
{ay. 1 confess tnat 1 WtlS more tnall a fiu (e lllleas!J aboul /loillg 10 sœ ./qfi ... lair 
Gecause 1 lia ven 't mucn of il stolfll1c1î for liosp il 0[", bu L 1 Jœl' rOlfgl}rt able il/ 
reporting tfzat .9Lfiçtair iç one of tlie lieaftlliesl-loo/(ill!1 cl/suall ies lll/!J0lle couur 
imagine. 1 was afraid, 'li/hen 1 smil lilm just ajler t/ie operaI iOll, 1 liai lie 
wasn't goiJtg to ma/Q!. it, fie (oolQ~d llirec-quarlersgo!le llfretU0. 'l~1I1 lUni/, n'st 
assurd, 1 /iave no douEts. 

1 fzave Geen goading hùn afoll/J witli llie doclor and sOllle Ilurse."·, [0 iry 
to get out of bd,' thiç lie j-ina(fy aùf tod{l!J, afiliouilfi lie of course rcmains qllile 
{isoriented. 9iiç womuf was .weli tliat hù' Ea(l/llce WllS affecler!, alll{ lie lilld a 
goo{ {ea[ of aifficu[t!J standing E!J fiimse(f (J!ïi'i sale( llie doc 1 or did illforl1llflc 
tfzat it was remarf(a6fe tfzat Jlfiçtair evell goL lliat Jar lfûç SOOll after lil:ç ùyllry, 
so tfzat is encollragi1lg neWs. 



112 
Enfilade 

!J{is jaw is wirea sfwt so as to ena6fe il to fiea{ as we[[ aruf as quic/(fy as 
posswfe, so lie eats-or ratlier arink:'i-a /iig/i-protein concoction w/iic/i 
actuallg tastes much better than anyt/iing in trte trendle..'i, ana lie seems to ftave 
{ost onfg a few pou mis, wfiicli again is ex...ce{fent news. 

%e doctor te{fs me tliat /iis lia ra pafate Was afso damage! Gy the Guffet, 
aruf 1 must infonn you tfUlt /iis upper rig/it jaw is virtuaf4 gone. '1I1ese, 
com6ined witli tlie fact tfIat liis jaw iç wired s/iut, maR!- it e:{f:remefg difficu!t 
jor /iim to COl1Vl1UnÏcate. 1 broug/it /iün a pad and penci~ w/iic/i lie uses a great 
tfea~ but 1 t/iin/( tliat ne's becoming quite frustrated. 1 tried jo/(ing wit/i /iiln 
about liaving to finaf4 sfiut up for a w/iife, and lie did liave tlie sense of 
Iiur1Vur to smife, 6ut 1 do tfiin/(tfiat it's quite t'!Jing on fiil11. 

?,ou K!UYW, 1 am certain, tfIat /iiç diçcha'lfe lias been approvecf aruf tliat 
ne sftoufi{ Ge rwme lit time for C/iristmas, whic/i i'i certainfy WOnderfu{ news jor 
evety0ne, aftliougli l 'wI!f miçs fiim liere. 1 t 's a 6it trick;; to say, but many of 
the faas at trte front dream of goillgliome witli an injury {ikg. Jltfistau's, ami 
many are fiR!fg to foof( on fiiç situation witli more tlian a fittfe Git of enV!}. ln 
many ways fte lias been very jortunatei had tlie buffet fiit liim a liaif-secomi 
filter, lie woufj{ liave been /(j{fet{ in .. çtantfy. He's a fittfe Geat up riglit now ana 
ne wi!l/iave a ratfzer nasty scar, 6ut /i.ir; fife iç certainfy not in danger, and lie iç 
fucky enough to be goillg fW711e, whicli iç a[[ any of us reaffy want. 

l'rn afraid tfiat tlie time has now corne to be a fittfe more airect ana 
perkaps a fiufe more bfzl1lt. 5'lgain, pfease do fO'lfive Trte, but 1 fœ[ tkat tlie 
circumstallces aictate such a trave..'ity. 

1 Tl tfte time, !Miss caffagkall, tliat 1 liave R!zown JLfistair, 1 Jeef tliat 1 
liave beerl cfo . .;er to liim lil many ways than lias an!J01te e['ie, yoursefJ i1lCfiufet!. 
1 do flOt 'UJiçh to in an!J way mitigate tlie strengtli of trte fove tlie two of you so 
obviousfg sfiare, but wlien a man L'i put into a trenc/i ami sftot at for 111Ontl1s on 
end !f0ll GegÙl to see in him tliil1gS liJliicfi otrzers--'UJ11o liave rigf..t~lu[[y 6een 
absellt jrom tliiç mes.":; 1110rfi{-1rwy lIOt have been aware of 1 say t/iis flOt to 
Wtlm !Jou, Gut rather to cOllgratufi.zte !Jou. jtfiçtair lias sfwwn liimsefJ to Ge Olte 
trte 1!t'St e:(~l't ù111af liumml beings 1 have had tfie ftonour of k!wwing, ana lias 
proven /iirn.çefJ a wort/iy am{ prized comrade. '!fie pressures of tliiç {ife are 
elton11OuS, and .PlIiçtair lias rUl1u{fed tliem with remar/(a6fe grace and poise. 
ry'ou are tnif!! jortll1ltlte, Mi.;,..; Ca[[agfum, to 6e engage! to such a man, am{, 
jrom w/iat 1 have hean{ from him of !JOli, fie iç tndj; f0rtunate to /iave gotten 
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liis liarufs on a woman sucli as yourselJ. 
1 am certain tfiat !Jou /Qum! tlii" but :'lft: .. tllir spetl~, llnd- tliùl~" 

constantfg of you, Gut ne aoes 50 in a 1Vtl!J wliicli i.., very dijfercnt JrOlll tlitlt of 
tfze otner faas nere. '.Many of t(lem ta [1( of Women ratfier as y' tlie!J werc fa(l(jng 

of tliings to go fwme tO-Ilia tliiflgs, to Ge certain, but tliùlfIS TlVlletliefcss. 
Œ1ese 6ays speak of fook§ and sme[[" ana cfa so witli tl cll1u{our wliicli ,: .. 1I0t 
appropria te for me to repeat nere. Œut 5lfistair llever SpO~ of !JOli ill SIJcli tl 

wag, and intfeerf refusd to Ge coerced illtO doùIfj so b!} tlie otlier fiuf.,. ~J.[e lias 
for !Jou, !Jvli,s Callaglian, a sillgular love and adllliratùJ1l, tlm{ lie rtji,ses to lét 
its integritg Ge colnpromi,etf b!! tlie rigours of fije at 1lJar. ~J.{e mil!J Ilot be tfie 
oest sofdier our country has ever prodllce~ but fie certail/(t; is Il more 
hotUJuraofe and lnore brave man tnan 1110St of us fiere. 1 do 1l0l lIlea1l 10 sllll!1est 
tfzat !Jou ao oot a{ready fQww ana 110 dOl/ot appreciate tliese Jacts, bllt rallier 
wantet to reinforee tlie,n witli TT1!J views. 

fJ1iat sa~ tfiere relnaÙlS one tliing for me to address, a1ld tlint, qllÏte 
simpfy, is tlie e~ent of Ylllçtair's ziifuries. Jls 1 tn/st 1 liave made ckar, il iç 111!.! 
oelief t/iat fie wiff fu[[y recover and sliou{rf be aGre to reslIIne Ii,:ç usua[ {ife 
witliin a few IftOnths. Œut llfUtst warn !JOli tliat tlie Jll fi,l air !Jou 1iJi{{see come 
off tfie Goat or tlie train or wl1at have !Jou wi{[ be sigTli)icl1lll/jj differeTlI from 
tfze one you fast saw severa[ 1110nths ago. %e riglit-fial/d side oJ iii:, Jace w11{ 
oe nome to a scar tfiat nms the fengl/i of fzt:, cfieek.. lo Iii, ear, and 1lJi[f be for 
tfie rest of Iii, [ife. ?lie 60ne befOw hi, right e!Je iç co{{apsed, wliicli meOllJ lliat 
tfie ege itseif aoes Not sit as nigli as does the kJt, aftlioll!Jh, mercifu{fy, il does 
function perfectfy we[f. 'l3ecause of niç jaw injUl"!,/J ftel:, prone 10 droo[ùlJj 011 
liimseif, and liiç speecli--wfœn it returns-i, fiK!!0 to be sfttrred. 1 sa!J lhese 
tliings 6ecause 1 fee{ tl1at !Jou Tnust k...n071J, in case !Jou 1IJere tlie sort (1 persoll 
wfw neetfetf to prepare for aeafing with Sil di reafil ies. .9l[ùlair iç, ill tfie 
cont~ of tfie Iiospita~ takill9 Iii, scar and drooftirg quite we[r, out fie J1ta!} 
/iave sorne trou6fe facing Eotli !Jou and tlie worM al large. ..9lgaill, 1 do lIot 
wisli to suggest tliat !Jou will llecessari!y wish to cOllsider tfii'> at arr, Gui 1 do 
feel it pnufent to wanl !Jou. 

fJIie final issue, of course, ù tfrat of tfie slate of Jlfiçtair's spirits. 1 can 
teU !Jou tliat oo6od!J w/io was in that battk wi[[ ever Jorgel it, and 1 can te{[ 
you tfiat .9l[istau of a[l peopfe will reTnember eve'!} detaif liS cfearfg as if ne 
were tliere. ln tliat sense, none of us will ever feave lliat place. ln some of our 
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conversations fie mentwned to me tliat fze was concerned about te{{ing !Jou too 
mucIi about tliis prace aruf tliereb!J ruining you in some way, and fie a[wa!Js 
e~resself a neetf to escape tlie war witliout ta/(ing an!J of it Iiome witfi liim to 
!Jou. 9Ie tfoubtfess rea[ises bg now tliat tliat is impossibfe, it's {iterallg riglit 
tliere on liis jace, ami, wlietlier fze IQwws ft or not, lie must come to terms witfi 
it-as must !Jou-if lie is to ma/& liis {ife witli !Jou successful l te[{ !Jou tliis 
because l ktww tliat !Jou are an intelligent and motivatetf person, and 1 f:J.ww 
tliat you wi{{ liefp .Yt{istair in an!J wa!J !Jou cano 'But pfease affow fiim tfie 
aignity lie tfeserves to jùuf witli regaf{fs to tliis war, and a {fO'W fiim to continue 
witli wliatever memorœs fze jeefs lie must ~ep. If you in an!J way ma/(ç liim 
jœl unwefcome 6ecause of liiç wouru{s or beeause of liiç memories, 1 fear tliat 
fie ma!J not jiTu{ tlie courage lie neds to continue witli liiç {ife. 1 say tliis to 
!Jou witli a[{ conjüfellee and pride, and l as(you, in !Jour eapacity as tlie one 
person .!llfistair prizes trte most in tliis worU to do everytliing !Jou can for liim. 
9fe is a wOnderfu[ man, Miçs Ca{fnglian, and fU!. tfe..çerves everytliing ne can 
possi6Eg get . 

.Ytgain, pfease jorgive me if any of tliiç was in any way too jOruJar~ but 
1 finnly believe tliat it needetf to Ge comlf1Unieated. 

1{est assured tliat as soon as 1 am done witli 111y tour liere 1 wif{ come 
and visit !Jou botfi. 1 fookJorward to seeing for l11!JsefJ everytliing tliat .9llistair 
aescriGetf so vivüffg, ami: in tlie lnealltitne, wiçfi gou tlie be..çt of a{{ possibfe 
fucR.: 

yours very trnEg, 
J aines Micfzae{ 1[etclie, 
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Oecember 12, 1917; 
ALISTAIR: 
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My eyes heavy, sinking into a headache like stones to the bottom of the pond. 
1 can't move my hands because the doctor ticd them down to the cdgcs of thc 

bed. It's written in my file that 1 like to scratch Œy wound, 01 1 athel that 1 \Vas round 
trying to scratch it, which l'rn not allowed to do becallse 1 might pull at the stitchcs 1 
was told this, of course, and that an itchy wound is one that is healing, 50 1 prOllllscd 
l'd leave it alone. 

But 1 couldn't. 
It felt like it was aJive for Christ' s sake. 
Dreams of maggots eating away Illy face 
So they've gone and tied me to the bed as if 1 wei c a psychotic 
1 opened my eyes only twice on the way hele- 01 at Icast only tWlce that 1 

remember. First, 1 was in a large room-mllch largcl than any 1 havc bcen in, and ail 
1 could see abo've me was a htgh steel roof wlth slIspcndcd lights Thcrc was much 
noise about me, but it was busy noise, a sort of nOise that makes yOli l'ccl IIkc yOll 'IC 

in the way ifyou're not moving or ifyou don't at Icast know that yOll'IC going to hc 
moving in a bit. Pigeons flew back and fOIth bctwecn thc Clos~pleces of the 100C and 
1 heard the whistIes of the trains. My right eye \Vas so swollcn then that 1 could 
hardly see out ofit, but the doctor said l'd be able to aga1l1, in time 

The next time 1 was outsidc, or Jather 1 tlllnk it must have bccn outslde 
because it felt like 1 wa~ being raincd on, but yOll sec it's Jatllcr difficult 1'01 IllC (0 

tell. 1 get sorne rcally sU'ange sensations sOllletimcs--mostly on rny facc whcre 1 got 
hit-so that iCs difficult to know what's leally happcnlJlg and what's only just a 
product ofmy wounds. Or, for that mattcl, of Illy IInaglflatioll. 

Maggots again. 
1 wish 1 could get that out of my head. 
This makes me want to srnile, but 1 stop because of the palll 
StiIl, compared to the other lads 1 was lucky 
So 1 opened my eyes because 1 feIt the Iain, and what 1 saw above was a rather 

heavy industrial sky, 50 much so that 1 thought 1 wa~ back 1/1 Wlpers, but thal didn't 
make sense because 1 couldn 't hcar much of allytlllllg that SOlllldcd Ilkc war. Therc 
were no explosions or shell blasts or nfle file or anythrng Irke that, and that's whcn J 

realised that the smell was wrong. What 1 could ~mell wa'i the ~ea, sorncthing 1 gol 

used to because of this war, a sort of sickly and vagucly ~wcct smcll of living salt 
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water. It still seems completely at1ificial to me, especially from inside this steel box. 
Doctor Thompson told me that he had aITanged for me to leave and that it 

would be bcttcr if he stopped the morphine-he didn 't think the pain would be too 
bad but said that l'd probably be a bit grog!:,'Y and have trouble keeping my wits about 
me. 1 had just assumed that he had meant in a few days' time, but that was the last 
time 1 saw him and, weil, hcre 1 am in the hold of sorne SOIt of hospital ship. 1 really 

wish l'd have been given a chance to thank him. 
l've only tried to talk once, and it really didn 't work too well l'm afraid ail 1 

managed was a rather barbaric noise and a bit more drool than usual oozing down my 

chin, aIthough the nurse was kind enough to dab that away, something that 1 would 
have done myself had 1 been able to move my hands. 1 mean, 1 am at least capable of 
doing tha1. They tell me it may take a few 1110nths for me to re-learn how to talk, but 
that isn 't going to really stal1 happening until they take the stitches out of my cheek, 
which is not meant to happen until 1 get back to Halifax around Christmas time. 

This thing's creaking ail about me, and you can feel it flex, which must mean 
that the sea's quite rough. 1 still haven 't the balance, so it could be perfectly calm out 

there and l'd still fecl as nauseous 
les like this in submarines, they say, only tighter and daller. And because 

you're below the water you hear things amplified. Vlrginia used to like playing with 
that in the pond-when she was younger she'd tly to tell me something un der water 
and l'd have to deciphf~r what she had said 1 never got any of it right, but it did 
sound awfully strange, and she thought it was the best game she' d ever come up with. 
Until she discovered cards, anyway. 

Only difference being, of course, that the submarines are trying to kill us. 

Still, ifs so bloody rough today that nothing as small as a submarine would try to 
come to the surface. 

Christ, 1 wish 1 could turn over plOpeIly. 

They won 't let me because l'm not to lie on thc wound, and my hands are still 
tied. The folds in this blanket are starting to hat'den under me, and my skin sweats 
into them on commando They'll make little pink dents in me. 1'11 end up getting to 
Halifax with Illy face lookingjust fine and a back that's so crooked 1 won't be able to 
stand even whcn 1 get Illy balance back. 

Open the eyes again. 

The lights are swinging quite vlOlently now, although not in any apparent 
pattem with the creaking. 

If 1 wasn't tied down 1 would have fallen out ofmy bed by now. 
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1 flex my jaw as best 1 can, which is the only way to c1ear my light eHI'. Il 
makes a scrunching sound, like paper gathered into a bail. and then the rushing of :ur 

into the ear itself, violent and loud. 1 tIy to do this CVCly time 1 think of it, to kcep the 

air in there fresh. 1 keep thinking that otherwise a rather nasty little bug will take up 
residence. Maybe a maggot from my face-I don't kncw So 1 keep flcxmg my Jaw 

to keep my ears clear. 

1 don't know that it's a good idea, but it does give me somcthing to do. And 

something else to think about. 

And 1 haven't had a shave since before the injUlY, which 1 think is going to he 

a bit of a problem, because they're going to have to shave mc bcfme the stitchcs 

come out, they said. It's going to hUIt like hell And 1'111 likcly to havc IIlgrown hairs 

because of the way they pulled my face back together And now, J lIullly has told IIlC. 

my beard stops abruptly half way down Illy nght cheek, wlllch. If nothing cise. IS 

likely to make me look like a real idiot llnless 1 shave twice a day fOl the rest of Illy 

days. 
Still, these are not real problems. But 1 like to thlllk about them becallse it 

keeps me sharp and it keeps me awake. 

And it takes my mind off the blood. 

1 tried to tell the nurse here about it, but It'S (]llItc difficult and shc's obvlOlIsly 

got better things-or worse things, rathel-to wony about. but l'Ill afl(lId it's making 

me qui te sick. Doctor Thompson told me that the l" 'cding wOlild continuc for qllite 

sorne time because of the hole in my palate, so he used to put sOll1e Ilew gallzc in Illy 

mouth every few hours. Vou see, it can't fonn a propCI scab bccausc Il neve! Ically 

dries out. But nobody's changed it since 1 got on thi~ sll/p, and It's so satlllatcd 1l0W 

that 1 can't help but taste it and swallow it And my belly's hcavy wlth the blood It's 

trying to digest. 1 haven't been able to tas te anythl/lg cise since the II1j 1II y, although 

the paste that they've been making me swallow probably wouldll't taste of much 

anyway. 
At least blood is nutritious. Again, the painful smIlc 

1 suppose that makes me a bit of a canrllbal, in a way. 



Hnji/ade 

2. 
Oecember 17, 1917: 

"Weil, it's a bit of a relief, really, wouldn 't you say, Peter?" 
"No, Angela, 1 don't really know that 1 would." 
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"Still, ifs not the worst news we could have gotten, by any means." She nods 
to get her husband to agree. 

It doesn't work. 
"Oh?" 
"Weil, for months now ail l've been praying for is for our Alistair to come 

home, and now that's exactly what he's doing We certainly have to be thankful for 
that, at least." 

He picks up the telegram between rough fingers. "That's what this says. But 
it also says that he's hUIt. They don't send them back for no apparent reason, you 
know." He lets the cmd fall back to the table. 

"But Jimmy's letter said 1t wasn't so bad." 
"He hasn 't lost an ann or anything, no But the letter, if you'lI recaIl, dear, 

also said that he might not be able to regain his balance plOperly" He lifts his hand 
to smooth the edges ofhis waxed moustache 

"1 don't see why we sholild make such a fms about something like that." 
"It's not that l'm saying that l'm not tharil-:flll, Angela, ifs just that l'm more, 

weIl, relleved than anything else. But the leality 1S that Alistall IS not coming home 
to us here in our dining room; the reality is that he's coming home to a hospital in 

Sherbrooke where he'I1 be for some time before he can even think of coming back 
here." He inhales deeply throllgh his nostrils, c10sing his eyes to gather patience. 
Popping them open, he fixes on the woman across the table. "1 know you, Angela, 
and 1 know that the first thing that you wanted to do when you got that telegram was 
walk over to the stove and stm1 pleparing food for hlS coming-home pmty. And you 
would have gone out and invited evelyone you could think of. Bnt he's not coming 
back here and he's not even going to be able ta eat. That Jimmy says he can't even 
talk, for Christ's sake. If you came back like that would you really want a party? 
Would you really feel like having your mother making a fllSS over you?" 

"You 're not going to like this, but: yes, 1 would." 
"DOI1"t yOll thinI-. he's a little old for that?" 
"No, Peter, cel1ainly not." 
"e ,. ,ome, now. 
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"Well, Peter, what option do we have? Do wc just go to the hospital when he 
gets here and give him a little peck on the intact check and tcll him thal wc 'rc really 
proud before we get ushered out by sOllle doctor'l \V c' re his t~l1ntly, and we nccd to 
show him that we're happy that he's homc and that he's gOlllg to bc alright. And wc 
should make him special Christmas presents and bake IUIll soft thlllgs that he can 
swallowand we should aIl make him fcel wclcoll1e and make hiJl1 l'ccl that he' s OUI 
hero. regardless of whether he really is or not 1 don't cale If he dld nothlllg of use 
over there, we~re going to give him our own l'amrly yc. l'Ill going to go down to the 
market and buy as much marzipan as 1 can find ... Wc havc to let hilll know that hc's 
come home, for goodness sake. And we have to acccpt whatcver this injury is going 
to mean to his life and to our lives, and we have a dut y to makc him l'ccl that." 

"Yes, that may weIl be, but we don't have to celeblatc it, Angela. What If the 
poor bugger just wants to be left al one? What if he Just wallts to bc wlth his 
girlfriend?" 

"Then he'Illet us know that }-Ie'lI cCltainly lind sOllle way to COIllIllIIIIIl;atc if 
he feels that strongly about it. But we can'l honc~tly \VOl k fwm that assulllplion. 
What ifhe wants us to make a big hullabaloo about It and wc only glcct him as if he 
were gone to the city for just a fcw days? What do yOll thlllk that would do" That's 
just about the worst thing that cOllld happen, Petcl Wc have to makc a fuss, and 1 

refuse not to." 
"Right. WeIl, 1 suppose there's not much lell to disclIss, then is thclc'!" 

"1 also want to make sure that you WOI1't be il bother to hi Ill, Peler" 

He frowns, wrapping heavy hands alOlIlld his tca. "Secll1s lu me that you' Il be 

bothering him much more than 1 will," he says. 
"You have a ... " she exhales into a slgh, looking up ta the cetling and then 

snapping her attention back to the man aclOss the table, "weil, a lendel/(Y to turn 

these things into something that they're not, and 1'111 afJard th al you'rc going lo 

maybe bother Alistair about that at a time whcn hc Il1lght Ilot exactly hc the he')t 

equipped to deal with it cordially." 
"Andjust what do you mean by thal? l'm celtalllly nol gOlIIg lo he baking for 

him and making feellike he has to eat, dlawlIlg attention to hi~ lI1J\IIy, whlch is more 
than can be said for sorne of the people in this roOIn" A~ hc says this, ~hc watchcs 

the heavy bristles ofhis moustache curling up towmds Ills 1I0stnis 
"1 just think he rnight be best Icft alonc fOi a bit abOlit ~omc of the thing~ thal 

you're going to want to know " 
He opens his eyes widely and lifts his cyeblows as high as he carl" "Iikc?" 
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"Weil, like what the war was really like for him, and what he thought of the 

trenches and the life there and ail that S0l1 ofthing." 

"And you don 't think that 1 have any SOIt of right to know about these things." 

"1 certainly don't think of it as a right, no." 

"What, then? A privilege? Look, Angela, this may come as a bit of a surprise 

to you but my life here is not highly charged with intrigue and excitement, and l'm 
really quite happy, thank you vely much, to have been able to do my bit by sen ding a 

boy over thcre, and 1 intend to fully filld out exactly what it was like and what he 

thought ofit and who the lads were and everything else that he's willing to tell me. 1 

don't even know which battle he was in, for God's sake. And now you're trying to 

tell me that l'm not to ask him?" 

She stands to get the teapot, talking away from her husband. "No," she says, 

"ail that l'm tlying to say is tly not to be too surprised or upset if he doesn 't want to 

talk about it, that' salI." 

-----------------~ ----
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Virginia's told me that it's really the best thing that wc cOllld cver have hopcd 
for, for the two of us, she means-Alistair and me, that is--but 1 think shc must have 
said it more because she saw that it was bothering me than bccause she really 
believes it. 

And whether she does or not ifs definitely the best tll1ng fOI her that Altstair's 
come home this early, injury or not, so ifs normal that she'd say slleh a thing. And 
she's young and a little stupid, so she couldn't possibly know what this is really ail 

about. 
But 1 really need to beheve her, and to bellevc that she' S 1 ight and that Alistair 

will 1)e the same--or at least enollgh the saille fOI us to be able to kcep gOlllg and to 
keep on with our plans. 

1 just don 't know that 1 cano 
Looking around here ifs difficult not ta be affccted by It. 1 know It will bc a 

good three days now until he cornes off his boat, and even thls tl ain WOIl't gel 10 

Halifax befme nine tomOlTOW morning-at the emliest, thcy tcll lIle---bull'm already 
dreading it. 1 must be one of the only tIuce or four WOIllCIl 011 this tlung Il 's only 
because 1 was lucky enough to know one of the officel s who happells to be travelllllg 
today-he's an old drinking buddy of my fathel's and about as rcady for war as he is 

for life as a maid-that they even let me 011. 

But here 1 am, staring out at gley winter shooting by the wlIldow trying to 
imagine an Alistair doing the same on his boat. 

And is he thinking that he'lI get off the boat and l'II be there? l've heard that 
boats at this time ofyear are covered with icc--even on the decks. \VllIeh Illusllllake 
them quite pretty, l'd imagine. But is he in ally way to be able to appreciate that? 

Does he know the lengths that J'VC becll to for him III the la~t few days" Does 
he even care? Why should he-he' s plObably III so mueh pa1l1 that he doesn 't cven 
realise where he is or maybe even who he IS, but what If he docs" That 
friend-James, he called himself, but 1 cali him JIII1my (till') 15 olle of tht: tl ick~ 1 uscd 
to feel closer to Alistair while he was away)-seelll'i to thlllk that he "hould he 
recovered at Jeast weil enough by now ta know what'~ happcncd to hun and wherc he 
is, but is he thinking about it? l'd IInagmc that I1'S mOle than a Intle dlfTicult to 
concentrate on much of anything whe'.l you 'le ~tuck in that sort of predlcarncnt, but 
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l'd like to think that l'm worth his attention, wh en he is awake, at the very least. 

And l'm riding this thing towards him, and he' s steaming towards me, and 

we're going to meet in a place l've never been and he's only been once before, no 

doubt in a decidedly different mood th an he']) ~)e in in thlee day's time. 

That's ifhe's in a mood at ail; ifhe's conscious 

If he's even alIve, for God's sake. There's no way to know if the ship 

managed to keep out of the way of the U-boats, and if it did, what's to say that 

Alistair made it through the joumey? What if he died of sorne infection on the boat? 

A lot of the lads get blood infections weeks after they've been wounded, they say. 

Christ, 1 might be sitting here in a train full of troops, two month's wages in 

my pocket and a bag full of his mother's bloody baking just to meet a corpse. 

Maybe l'm just being a bitch. 

1 think there's something telTibly the matter with me. Not anything like an 

injury or a disease or something wrong inside, but rather sornething the matter with 

what l've become. 1 used to sit and dleam about even being able to come and be with 

Alistair and about how it would mean so much to just be able to stop worrying-or at 

the very least wOlly just a little less, but it hasn't been that at aIl. l'm supposed to be 

excited about this, for God's sake, l'm supposed to be thankful and happy and 

looking forward to the way he sm~lls and how he used to hook his alm under the arch 

in my back. 

But he won't sIlle]) the saille. He'lI smell of old wool unifOlm and ail things 

medical. 

He'lI smell sick, and old, like Grandpa before he died. 

And he probably won 't waIlt to hook his ann under me, and he may not even 

be able to. And if he does want to 1 don 't honestly know if l'Il be in any way to let 

him. 

Vou see what S0I1 of hon ible things l've been thinking? 

1 do my best, you understand, but it has just plain stopped working. 1 try to 

run back through the old favourites and think about us at the Glen and last Christmas 

and even his sistcr's birthday, but 1 keep seeing that hon·id, broken man in that 

alcove, teetering forwmd to crush Illy breasts, his face blotchy pink and swollen, his 

eyes almost gOlle behind folds of skin. 

Is that \Vhat Alistair will look like? ls that what he 'Il be like? Is he just 

waiting to crush my breasts? 

Open, tense hands, outstretched and waiting to sink into me with hard tendons 

and dil1y nails. Squeezing at Illy breasts like they \Vere teenage pimples. 

---------------------- ~---~~-~---
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Is that what l'm steaming to? 
Alistair's face in the window next to mine, only half is th\! dark r\!d of dl i\!d 

blood. He tries t\> smile, but if s crooked and obsccnc. 

A shake goes through me, rising to the bas\! of Illy Iwck. 1 clos\! Illy eyes and 
open them again. This makes his facc disappcar, aIthollgh mille, pakl than 1 
rernember, still hovels. 

1 never should have gotten on this dalllll tl Hill 

"Excuse me, Miss Callaghan?" A big man, a li\!ut\!nant, judgillg l'rom th\! 
stripes. 

"Y es?" 

"Forgive me ma 'am, we do not know each other. Ollly the colonel told me 
you were the daughter of a friend of his and 1 got to thinklllg yOll nllght wallt to shme 
sorne of my tea?" 

"Oh, no, 1 couldn 't." 
"It's no bother, really." He's got a lovcly smlle 
"No, thank you, 1 don 't think that wOllld be appropl'late." 

He stares down at me. 
"Oh, weIl, aIl right. But only so long as yOll shan~ sOl11e of the seolles l'vc got 

in rny bag." 
"Love to." And he sits next to me as 1 lowcl Illy aI m mto the bag to pull out 

sorne food. My hand brushes the edge ofhis tJ'OlIScr on the way clown. 
"Bit ofa silly idea," 1 say, mOle to myselfthan to thc soldier 

"What' s that?" 
"WeIl, my mother-in-law made these for hCI SOIl, whom l'Ill on Illy way to 

rneet DOW, only he probably can't eat anythlIIg solid, and CYCII If he could, they'd be 

as hard as stones by the time they got to hllll." 
''l'm sorry to hear that," he says, seone erumbs fumbllllg out of Ills ll10uth and 

OlltO the tunic, "had a bit of a rough time oycr thcl c, has hc"" 

"Yes, 1 suppose you could say that" The tca's hOlllbly cold, and Ilot \cry 
good, but at least it's somethmg. 

"Still, he's awfully lucky to have a glll like you eomillg to m<.:ct hun. Most of 
the wives have to wait at home hke CYelyonc cise. Ile WOIl't bc expcctlllg to !'cc you 

when he gets offthat boat-I'm sure it'Il he a wondclful ~Ulpll~C." 
My stomaeh's not happy wlth the tca, and the ~wayll1g of thc traJl1 ccrtaJl1ly 

doesn 't help. 
"Forgive me if this is too forward, but you look Il ke you' d makc a fine wi fc," 
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he says, accepting another scone from the bag. 
"Thank you, that's vely kind ... " 
"John. Johnny, 1 mean-cali me Johnny, evelybody does." 
"Weil. thank you, Johnny 1 celtainly hope that you're right. Still, 1 suppose 

l'II soon find out." 1 smile as 1 say his name. 
"Been away for Jong, then has he?" 
"A little over six months." 
"That's not so bad. Some of us stay over for years, you know. 1 suppose that 

sorne of us stay forever, if you know what 1... weil, still at least he' s coming home. 
Look, Miss Callaghan, ifyou don't l11ind my askll1g, what might his name be?" 

"His name's Preston, Alistair Preston" The window's almost completely 
fogged up now, and only the vague glows of distant lights move across the pane. 

"Weil, l'm sure he's a fine lad, thls Pleston of yours. And he's vely Jucky ta 
have you waiting for him ,. 

Yes, 1 thmk he is. 1 sllllle my polite smile and nod. 
"Ifyou don't l11ind Illy asking, Miss Callaghan, his injUlY, ifs not, ah ... " 
"Weil, of course ifs difficult to know from what the anny tells one--I mean 

ail that they say is that he's alive but that he's sustained mjuries severe enough to 
have him sent back here, but beyond that there's not l11uch official infOImation. But 
l'm fortunate in that one of his mates was kind enough to send a letter describing a 
litde more about what Alistair's wounds wele like, and they don't sound too bad." 

"Hit by shrapnel, was he?" 
"No, they said It was gunfire." Johnny tightens next to me. "Blew off part of 

hisjaw and damaged his ear." 
·'1 am sony to hear that, Miss Callaghan, 1 was only nying to make 

conversation. " 
"No, no, Johnny, don 't be silly, tha1's .. well, that's just fine l've been 

thinking about it ever since 1 found out, and it cel talllly doesn't hUl1 any to taJk to 
you about it. Ifs somethlllg l'm gOlllg to have to come to telln~ with, so 1 might as 
weil get on with it." 

He pats Illy lap lightly and 1 let him. 'Tm certam that thmgs will work out ail 

right, Miss Callaghan. 1 know that if 1 \Vele COl11l11g back 1I1Jured like that it would do 
me a world of good to know that 1 had a gid hke you WaItlllg for me." 

"Thank you, Johnny, tha1' s vely kind of yOll." 

"Weil, Miss Callaghan, 1 think 1 best be leaving yOll to yOul thoughts now. 
hope you don't think me too forwmd for having sat down here .. " 
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"No, of course not." 

He smiles again, and nods deeply. 

"Weil," he says, brushing the crumbs off his trollsers as hl! stands, "thallk yOtl, 

again, Miss Callaghan, and the very best ofluck." 

"Thank you, Johnny, you too." He huns towmds the back of the car. "Oh, 

and Johnny?" 

"Yes, Miss Callaghan?" His face ruddy, smtling wldc1y 

''l'd like you to share these with ymll mates: it's likcJy 10 he the last time in il 

while that you'll have anything homc-baked." 1 11ft the bag to his hand, wlllch 

brushes mine. Ifs too soft for a soldier's. 

"Are you certain you won 't be necding lhcm, MISS C'allaghan"" 

"Of course 1 am, Johnny, what am 1 gOlllg to do \Vith a hag full of SCOIH:S?" 

"Weil then, thank you, again-from ail of llS- -and good lIight " 

"Good night, Johnny." 

And 1 close my eyes and try 10 focus 011 the click-click of the lalls 1I11der Ille 

and on the Glen and riding through the woods with I\lIstall III flOllt of Ille 011 the 

horse. But 1 see his sCalTed face-lhrce limes as bad as Il's bOllnd to he, J'Ill 

sure-and can't help but feel that l'Ill the last gitI po or Johnny will cyel sec 

Hope they like the scones. 
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3. 

December 21, 1917: 

Halifax is a mess, and that's really the on]y way to describe it. It's clear to 
anyone who looks out over this bay. And it's a bit embanassing to try to explain 
why, and, bclieve it or not, it has vely little to do with the war. The Kaiser himself 
could scarcely have hoped for better results. 

Two wccks ago a French munitions vesse) exploded in the harbour, lighting 
fires over the entlre N0l1h end of the city and killing an estimated 1,000 civilians and 
military personnel 

Desplte thlS, the hm bou'· remains open, although many of the casualties now 
being unloadcd are tinding themselves in a wasteland at least somewhat comparable 
to that they thought they had left in the fields of France and Belgium, which makes 
for a bit of a difficult homecomlllg, to say the least. Many of the troops scheduled to 
be shipped out to the continent or to Eng]and herse]f this week have been given 
official ordcrs to remain ln Halifax until such tune as the tires are finally put out and 
housing and IOglStics problems are at least milllmally solved and the full 
infrastructure put back into place. After ail, thele is a wal on. 

The delay IS unlikely to last mOle than a fe\\' mOle days 
And the ships continue to enter and exit tlle pOlt at a bnsk pace. 
8ecause of the damage caused by the explosion, space is at a premium in the 

harbour, and many ships an·ive and leave again within twenty-four hours, far less 

than the usual stop-over time. 
Which, III tlllll, has led to a greater chaos among the young and sometimes 

not-so-young ladics who hne the plels and the quays waiting to see when their 
husbandlfianceelboyfriendlbrother/son emerges from the hold of one of these ships 

after months or years in Europe. Since they don 't know when the applicable ship 

will dock-many don 't eve~ know which ship it is, and more than a few eventually 
retum home without their much hoped-for prize-they often spend entire weeks 

milling about the p0l1 and the sOlting station and watching the streams of wounded 
coming out of any given ship on any given day 

And becausc thcle's vCly little housing about now, some are rumoured to sleep 

there as weil. 1 ne\'cr used to belIe\'e it, you llnderstand, but now that 50 many of our 

hou ses have bumed down, 1 really don 't see whel e they could ail be staying. 

This IS a won deI fui place to watch from, l' d be exaggeratmg only a little if 1 
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told you that the entite Canadian effOlt in this war-and a Ilot insubstalltial 
percentage of the American and BlItish eff0l1s as well-havc passcd. or will at SOIllC 

rime or another pass below us and through this pOlt It's full all110st cvcry day now. 
and has been for the better part of two years, and when yOli realisc that each day 
those are diffèrent people milling about, you start to gct an idca of thc sc ope of thls 
whole undeltaking. Even the explosion hasn't affccted it ail that Illuch 

Ifyou come fOTWmd with me now and look down ta the pOIt and towards the 
grey water, to the left of the tires, you'lI see that olle such shi p is just Plilling into the 
harbour; this particular vessel has come directly flOm the contincnt and blings the 
first wave of wounded from the battle in Passchendaele wInch took placc towards the 
end ofOctober. Within its holds, ovcr elght hundrcd casualties arc as wc speak bClllg 
prepared for their brief exit into the cold ail JJcfOl c being scnt, in the WOi st or ail 
cases, directly to the hospltals here in the city 01, as IS 1I10lC onen the case, to tilc 
sorting station and then ta the val ious tl ains wIll ch al c waltlllg to 1H ing thclI1 c10SCI to 
their points of migin wherever they may be here 111 the D0ll111110n 

Sorne, of course, will have dled on the sll1p SOI11C other S will (hc vcry soon, 
perhaps before they even get a chance ta meet the ladres who Slt wartlllg for them 
Still others never even made it ta the shlp in thc fil st place 

But if you look at the wornen at the base of the gangplank now you won't sce 

any of that. For them only excitement, nervous, to be ~urc, but excltemcnt 
nonetheless, occupies their minds Most will meet whomevcr It IS, but 1I10~t wrll also 
be confronted with a reality for which vcry few are preparcd fhat the men they grect 
are casualties of war, and as such onen cllppled, drsfigulcd or otherwlse 

incapacitated. And cel1ainly changed for life 
And see here, friend, the eleventh off the ShIP, wlappcJ tlghtly III a hcavy 

green blanket and canied carefully by two dock hallds' he IS olle of the fortllnatc fcw 

for whom a woman awaits below 
And despite his wounds-Ill thls case bctl aycd to ail by a hcavy staincd 

bandage across more than half hls face-she recognlses hlln the millutc he erncrgcs 

from the hold of the ship, meP'lOries of fecllnd SUll1mel IlIghts flooding hcr 
He's thin, of course, much more sa th an ~hc has ever known hun to be, and 

horribly pale. But it IS him, and she knows thls. 
She pulls her hands from a heavy coat and gather~ them ln front of her, 

blowing into them as she pushes to the front of the crowd, the cllvy of the women 

who let her quietly through 
He's carried slowly over the icy water bctwccn the '>hrp and the pihngs and 
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down to the dock, small puffs ofheavy breath rising white from his nostrils. 

As they regain land the dock hands cany him a sh0l1 distance towards the 

sorting station before she catches up to them. 

Happy for the tip, they stop their walk and hold the stretcher steady between 

them as if waiting for her approval of the prize. 

He opens his eyes slowly, wondering why the scrunching of the snow under 

thf'ir feet has stoppe d, but sees only his own breath rising into an impossibly bright 

winter sun. 

"Hello," the girl says, smiling as she stoops to the intact half of his face, 

"wei come home. l've missed you, sweetheat1, more than you could know." 

Her hand, ignoring the cold, settles on the blanket above his ehest, reviving the 

now tender flesh undemeath. A simple ring shines prominent on the requisite finger. 

He smiles a crooked, painful smile, inhaling deeply as she lowers to kiss his 

swollen mouth, straining to draw her scent into his lungs. 

And her pink hand tightens, drawing the heavy blanket together, and she 

slowly straightens again, looking past the stretcher and out over the water. 

And seeing this, the dock hands begin walking slowly once again, with the 

woman keeping pace next to the stretcher as they disappear together into the sorting 

station. 

And this, friend, in one way or another, happened here fifty times yesterday, 

and will happen another fi ft y tomOll'OW. 
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December23, 1917; 

Dr. Alfred Franklin, Halifax s011ing station: 

1 have just come from my time with the patient, and am cxtrcmcly ptcascd 
with his state. 1 spent close to two hours removing the stitchcs and wiring ftom the 
jaw, and the healing evident is quite remarkable considcring the cxtent of the 
wounds. 

Preston's jaw appears to have healed weil enough fOi me to recolllmcnd that 
he once again tI)' a few sol id foods-aIthough, of COlll se, only 011 the left sicle of the 
mouth. The palate has healed to the point that blecding is minllnal to nit, and the 
patient is able to open and close his mouth nonnally This said, dlOohng is still 
somewhat of a problem, aIthough he seems to have learned to contam it (Juite weil 
and there is no reason to assume that he will Ilot contain It complctcly wlth11l a fcw 
weeks' time. As for the facial wound, It IS sig1l1ficant and has affectcd 1115 

appearance quite a bit. While there is still mllch bruising and ycllowing of the al ca 
around the scar-making it appear worse, leally, than it is--it IS sare lo say lhal It 
will remain prominent on the face. The righl eye droops somcwhat bceal/se of the 
damage lU the facial plate, although this arca is \lOtOl iously slow to heal 1 prcdlct 
that the problem will, if anything, get better with time. 

AIl of which brings me to the final point-that of the damage to the young 
man's ear. While nothing immediately eomcs to view upon inspection, It 15 obvlOus 
that this area is signifieantly damaged. 1 have becn encouraging the paticnt- -with the 
gracious help of his young lady-to stand and to walk ThiS, 1 think, is the most 
difficult part of his recovely; he stands only wlth lllllCh dl fficulty and has takcn 110 

more than one step sinee his injUlY oeeuned This ought to implove, like thc l'est, 
with time and as the patient gathers strength fJom solld food 1 have Iccommcnded 
that he be retumed to Sherbrooke, where he is likely to rcmain in h05pital for a good 
month or so before being able to regain his home It may abo bc a good Idea for him 
to get a wheelchair or perhaps even crutches, to serve a~ a stop-gap bctwcen 11IS 

condition now and that of a fully mobile, fully Iccovcled ~oldicJ 1 have lIIc1udcd a 
statement to this effeet in my repOIt. 

Finally, Preston has begun to speak again, aibcil wlth much dlf1iculty and an 
understandable amount of embanassment. 1 le spcaks not III 

sentences-eommunicating with the minimum of word<,--and seems more 
comfortable whispering them into the ear of his young lady. He was, 1 am pleascd to 
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say, gracious enough to thank me and wish me a Meny Christmas. 
1 wish aH my patients were able to do that. 
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ALISTAIR: 
"Alistair?" Elspeth' s soft voice in my cm. 
1 open my eyes slowly, aware of the rhythmic movement of the train and the 

dark shadows of bare trees filing past the window. She spent a fortunc in bribes to 
get on this thing, l'm certain. 

"Ifs Christmas now," she says, "it's JlIst after midnight. 1 d,dn't know 
whether to wake you because you seemed so peaceful and so rcla:\cd, but 1 wanted to 
be the first to wish you a Meny Christmas." 

1 smile for her, and she crases tlus with an open kiss. 
"1 prayed," she says, "for you to be hele for me to be able to kiss yOll on 

Christmas, evety day. Not in church, you undcrstand, and Ilot CVCIl Ically to God---I 
don't know who to, but 1 did pray. l'm very fOltlln3tc, you know, Allstmr For a 

long time 1 really didn't think you' d ever come back." 
Neither did 1. 1 make an explcssion and gcstlllc to myscIf. and she 

understands this. There's a flash of pink on her face where she was leaning against 
the window frame before she came to my bertll. 

"Alistair?" 
1 make a yes noise and open Illy eyes again. She looks cm efully at the leff slde 

ofmy face. My right is to the edge of the tl(UI1, so ftom hCI (JOlllt of vicw 1 must look 
aImost like 1 used to. 1 tly to keep her on that sidc. She's bcen tCrllbly good about 
the way 1 look-much more brave than !II(\ 1 must eonfcss-- -but 1 know that it 

bothers her nonetheless. And thele's no point upsettmg her more than 1 have to. 
"You know what 1 dream about now, Ahstall?" 

1 blink, consciously; slowly. 
"1 dream about you being able to ride agalll 1 know it will take time, and 1 

don't want you to feellike you're under any sort of (Jlcssurc or anythmg like that, but 

l'd love to do il." She inhales heavily through hCI 1l0~tl ds, 10wcI ing her head onto 
myehest. Her hair feels wann and female. 'Td lovc to go back up thcre with yOll, 
Alistair. When 1 think auout it 1 lealise that that's Ically ail l'vc bccn thinkmg about 

ail this time that you've been away . .I mean, 1 did thlllk about other things like wh en 
we get married and all the problems with you!' SlstCI and that Hlthcr of yours and his 
bloody discipline and 1 did of coulse think about my ~tlldcnts bCCélll')C It IS my Job, 
but none of that matters. Even thinking about mccting yOll agaIn III a bUl nlllg t:ity, of 
ail things, seems peripheral now. ft ail somchow had somcthing to do wlth gettmg 

back on that horse with you." She say~ thls la~t Pétlt wlth hCI f~lCC up abovc mille, 
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looking quickly at my wound and then back at my left eye, a smile widening above 
shiny teeth: "sometimes 1 even think Georgie thought about it." 

This makes me smile, which hur1s. 1 pull a hand out from under the blanket 
and onto her cheek, and she leans her face into my fingers. 

She pulls her atm forward to do the same to me, but il' s the right si de and her 
hand stops short. She looks down to where my chin is and then back up to my eye, 
her hand in the air above my face. 

"Can 1 touch?" 
1 nod a shallow nod 
Her hand lowers slowly onto the raised scar. 
Jesus, Alistair, whatever you do don 't flinch. 
1 tense my face and wait for the pain, but it doesn 't come. 1 can hardly even 

feel it at ail. 
"Alistair, could you ... " she pushes lightly with her hand and 1 let my head roll 

to the left and towards the centre of the train. 
1 feellike a dog. 
And then it comes. A sharp sensation tingling down from my face and into my 

neck and down to the base of my spine as she kisses the scar. Il's not pain, exactly, 
but ifs not pleasure either. 

And she takes her right hand and pushes Illy head back so that l 'm facing up 
into her eyes. 

''l'm sony," she says, a shiny streak down her left cheek. 
"No," 1 manage, "i-it didn 't IU1I1." 
"No, Alistair, that's not what 1 mean. l 'm not sony that 1 kissed you there. 

wanted to and 1 did and l'm happy that 1 did." 
So then what's the matter? Tlus is a frown. 
Her lower lip tightens and pulls into her mouth. 
''l'm sony," she says, "because 1 don 't know that 1 did enough. 1 spent the 

longe st times, Alistair, trying to imagine you thele and what it must have been like 
and how they were going to min you and make you something less to come home to 
me-for me--and ail 1 can think now is that ! was being the most selfish bitch 1 

possibly could have been. And 1 tried not to think It, but it kept following me around 
and everybody kept bringing it up until it was ail 1 could possibly think about. .. Christ, 
1 thought you' d be SOIlle SOIt of beast by the time you finally came off that boat. 1 got 
myself into such astate that 1 was almost aft'aid of you and of what you might have 
become. When 1 got into Halifax to meet you the place was onjire, for God's sake." 
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She inhale!' deeply and looks out the window at the shado\Vs of the trccs. 
"It's just that...it's just that none of this seemed l'cal to IllC any mOlC, and 1 \Vas 

50 sure that rd never be able to feel anything again. It \Vas as if 1 hall cast mysclf as 
this girl and that's what 1 was stuck beillg, whcther 1 wantcd lo or not-whethcr 1 

even could or not. And l'm sony because 1 cOllld have wnttcn so much mOle, and 
sent you things and kept thinking about you only in the best possible way and then 
you would have had a better time of it. l'm SOlly, Alistair, bccallsc 1 Ict it ail get to 
us and 1 had no right to, especially since you were th~ one who was in so much 
danger aIl the time. l'm sony because 1 fcel sOIllchow that 1 fmled ... " 

"No." As 1 say this saliva l'uns down my chin and she dubs this off with the 
corner of the blanket. 

"What do you mean, 'no'?" 
"Don 't," 1 say. 
"Didn't you think that you could have gotten mOle-from me, Imcan-when 

you were there?" 
"No." 
"My letters were enough?" 
"Of course." 
"But, Alistair, 1 could have done so much more ... " 
"No." 1 pull her down to me, her face pushing II1to the pillow bctwecn Illy 

head and the edge of the car, her breasts warm and tight on my abdomen. 
It wasn't the letters, for God's sake. They helped, yes, but only in so Illuch as 

1 knew you were still about and still drcaming our dleam wilh me. They helpcd 
because they allowe<1 me to see that thele was a sense somcwhere that SOIllC things 
were going to retum to a semblance of normal ~ome day and for some one. Thcy 

helped me know there was a sanity. 
"It was the idea," 1 whisper into an imposslbly IIIll1cate car. 
And with this she lifts her head and looks II1to Illy eye again, makmg sure Ihat 

1 mean it. 
Satisfied, she smiles and says, "meny Christmas," bringing her Illouth back 

down onto mine. 
You too, sweetheal1, you too. 
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Oecember 27, ) 917~ 

ALISTAIR: 
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Just so you know, l'm being taken off to my parents'-or my place. 
really-for what is surely going to amount to a belated welcome-home-merry-happy­
oh-God-aren 't-we-fortunate session, no doubt in front of a pot-bellied stove with 
Father's pipe smoke filling an already crowded room. Elspeth managed to get sorne 
of the lads at the hospital to he)p load me onto the train, and Father's going to meet 
us in town to unload me and put me in the back of a catl'iage and then plonk me in 
the big arm chair at the foot of the table, which, for once, will be mine, at Ieast for 
tonight. Ifs the only thing in the house l'li be able to sit up in for any length of time, 
on account of my balance. 

If nothing cIse, it gives me a wonderful excuse to drink 
And, although Elspeth's being far too non-committal about it, we're going to 

head back to town for the seven o'clock train to Sherbrooke in the moming. And, no, 
1 don't plan to sleep, although 1 do plan to enjoy the pleasures of wine and whisky 
and the wonderful potential ftwalting impatiently in each bottle. 

And, as much as 1 hate to admit it, 1 am looking fOl'Ward to seeing it a11 again. 
Especia11y Virginia, and Mother, and Georgie and Fathel. 

Of course it won 't be anything like 1 imagined it before 1 ended up getting 
myself shot. For one thing, l'm not even in unifonTI, and even if 1 was 1 don 't have 
any medals to stick on my chest (although l've heard rumblings at the hospital that 
they're going to try to get me one for some brave deed they a11 assume that 1 did at 
some time or another). But 1'11 ce11ainly still be the centre of attention. And even 
without the medai Father williisten to whatever 1 decide to say. Or-and this makes 
me smile-be disappointed at whatever 1 decide not to say. 

And Mother, bless her, is fretting a11 over the house getting it a11 ready for me 
and briefing Virginia on how to behave. 

And Elspeth has been wonderful about ail of this. She's put the whole visit 
together, with more th an a little help from my mother, she assures me, but it remains 
her eff0l1. 1 told her that the last thing 1 wanted was to see thema11 again in some 
hospital, and if nothing cIse it would have been difficult for Father to get away from 
the animaIs for anything more than a few hours, cven if those soldiers of the soil are 
as good as they say they are. Nobody knows the animaIs like the man whose raised 
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them, no matter how hard they uy. Christ, theY'le just boys tlying to do something 
useful before they get to go to the u'enches and get their pink littlc limbs eaten by lice 
and their goddamn faces blown off. 

No, 1 told her that when 1 went home it was going to be exactly that and not 
me going almost home but having to stop in the hospital If it \Vere up to me l'd tly 
to just walk in some aftemoon when they didn 't cvcn know 1 \Vas in the countly and 
just emerge from the woods as if that were whcle 1 had been Imlll1g ail thls time But 
that's just not possible any more. And Mlllll, to her credit, will have cooked so mllch 
food as to be ridiculous, and ail l'II be able to eat will be mashed potatocs and Clin ots 
with juice from the tUlkey over the top. She makes il with bacon, right there on the 
skin, and it gives the bÎld a wonderflll taste. And that way, whcll 1 stal t drooling 
down my chin l'Il be able to tell her that it's because of the smdl of the food and not 

mymJury. 
And 1 will be able to tell her, If only III ShOi t scntences 1 can talk 1I0W, 

although not very weil. They tell me ifs a combmatlOn of two thmgs a mangled 
hard palate and muscular fatigue in the jaw. The doc says the lIluslulm f~ltiguc will 
keep getting better but the palate is unlikc1y to reform, so 1 havc to Icarn to 
compensate for that. Ali of which means that 1 have to com:enl1 ate and think of the 
mechanics of it when 1 want to talk. And the se al' stIll hurfs whenevcr 1 Illove Illy 
mouth, which is not good incentive to babble on endlessly It taJ..es a lot of cff(}J t, but 
1 can talk, even though 1 sound like a drunk. And it's still casier tu whisper. 

"ElsT' 

"Yes, Alistair?" 
"No presents?" 
"No, we didn 't bring any presents. But don't wOJly ahout that .Oh, but your 

mother sent me to Halifax with a bag fuH of SCOlles but 1 gave th cm away because 1 

knew they'd be like stones by the time you got thcm, but if shc scellls mtercsted, 

don't forget to thank her, alright?" 
1 nod. Right, scones. 1 can do that. 
Train's slowing down. 
"They']] certainly have some plesents for us," she contlllucs, "and especially 

for you, but rd be very SUIVI ised if they're expeeting something 1 think that they'lI 

understand that we haven't l'eally had the time and that we'vc had other things on our 

mind." And she looks quickly out and back at me: "right, Albtalr," ~he says, "this 15 

us." And she stal1s checking my c10thes to make ~LJrc aIl the scarve~ arc on and ail 

the buttons are buttoned. Satisfied, she kisses me qUlckly, ~mlles, and says "ail set?" 
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1 shrug. 

"Come on then." 

And 1 stand by bracing myself against the edge of the seat, and a steward ho Ids 

my arm solid around his neck and walks me out of the train behind EIspeth's lead. 1 

can't be sure, but 1 think that he's looking at her behind as she struggles to pull her 

coat on. And 1 really can't say anything because he's already lefused the tip. And 

he's right, it is nice to look at. 

And there, about two hundred feet doser to where the front of the train 

stopped, is Father. He's the S0l1 of man you'd know anywhere, although it's hard to 

say what it is that makes him that way. Probably the way he stands. He hasn't se en 

us yet: he's just looking alOund at ail the people, uying to look bored, smoothing the 

waxy edges of his moustache. But Elspeth 's se en 11IITI, and in a few moments now 

she will have caught up to him. 

The train's whistle goes off and the steward quickly plonks me clown on one 

of the waiting benches-made 1 idiculously low by the depth of the hardened 

snow-and thcn steps back to salute me. "Meny Christmas, sir," he says, running to 

the train which has already stm1ed moving And 1 look up and to my left and there 

Elspeth and Father walk quickly towards me as the tram thump-thumps its way out of 

the station. He comes right up in flOnt of me and pute; his gloved hands on my 

shoulders, surveying me like he did after 1 flew flOm McGuire's old willow. 

"Good to have you back, son." He smiles, taking his hands off me and moving 

to sit next to me and to the right He looks over towards me. "Doesn't look so bad to 

me," he says, "they should have kept you over there a little longer." And with th!e; he 

pushes my shoulder, harder than 1 remember hll1l doing, but remembers about my 

balance in time to grab at the sleeve of Illy coat and stop me from lying down on the 

bench. 

Elspeth looks at me like 1 should do something, so 1 tum to him and smile. "1 

don't think so." 

"You can talk! 1 didn't think you were going to be able to yet." 

He looks up to Elspeth, who's got her hands cradled in front of her. Looking 

down to Father, she smiles a smile which looks as conu'ived as mine must have been, 

and says, "yes, Ml'. Preston, isn 't it wonderful?" 

"CcI1ainly, we are fortunate for this." He hits my knee and ~~ .. n", to rub the 

tops ofhis thighs. This means we're to get moving. 

He looks quickly up at Elspeth and catches her without her smile and then 

tums back to face me. "ShaH we get moving-your mother and sister are dying to 
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see you-it's aIl we've been talking about for wecks now." 
And 1 nod and EI'ipeth says, "yes, 1 think that would be a good idea." 
God, she's weil brought up. 
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And Father lifts my 1'ight ann and hooks It o\'cr 1115 ne~k, pulling us hoth up 
from the bench. Under the coat, he fcels stern and taut Dlsclplincd. he would want 
me to say. 

"He's got quite a bit of strcngth now, sir," Elspeth says, walklllg ne~1 10 hilll, 
"it's just the balance which hasn't come back yel Thcre's no sense 111 strailllllg 
yourself." 

He tums quickly to her, pulling evcn mOle of Illy weight off the snow, "doll't 
be silly," he says. 

Close to my face, he smells of furs and winter and thc pIpe he likcs to snlOkc 
whenever he takes the caniage out And vagllely, ! thlllk, of wlllsky. 

And 1 look up and fOl'ward and see Il Thel e, looklllg thot oughly bOl cd and 
vaguely tired is Georgie, his sides tlanked by the wood en Ieadcl sand kalhcr 1 CIllS 

which run back ta the open front scat of sleigh. I1e's nol eYrn tled to anyllllllg 
Behind him, the seat only has room for two of liS A qlllck flash of me belllg 

thrown in the back, Iying on the bare slattcd wood Ilke a log fOI Ihe (ire 01 a newly 

de ad deer. That's how 1 was III the ambulance, JII11Illy lold me And wc get c10ser 
and Elspeth calls the horse's name and he Itfts Ills head, lurtllng tufty cal ~ towat ds us 
"That's it," she says, "come on

'
" and she squats ta clap hel Ihighs wlth the leather of 

the mittens. Georgie cames slowly towards liS, the can lagc slclgh sWlnglllg c1l1mslly 

behind, and we a11 stop walking. 
"Father?" 
"Hmmm?" 

"Where's Franco?" 
"Oh, 1 left him at the hOllse 111 case yOlll mother needcd anything, and your 

sister's been trying ta train him. She's doing a remarkablejob." 
Georgie slows carefully and walks right to Elspeth, who takes 11Is head onto 

her shoulder and steers it towards me. 1 smile a ~hallow ~Jllile al GCOJgle as she lells 

him that l've come back. 
And he pulls his head up from Ebpeth and walk,> cmefully over to me, 

bringing his big brown eye level wlth mille and snllling dceply al my c1othes. 
"Hi," 1 say, rubbing the soft flab of his nase betwcen Ihe no.,tnls. 

And with thls Father helps me into the fJOnt of the carnage wlth hirn and 

Elspeth hops into the back. 1 tly to say sornelhing, but ~he tells me not to be silly and 
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to ride up with my father. 
"Don't argue with the girl," he says, pulling heavily on the reins as if Georgie 

didn't know the way, "she's right." 
And we glide over the land and past the famls where 1 played when 1 was 

young-Fichault's, McGuire's, Richards'. The old willow is stIll there, its branches 
bending over the frozen clystal of the ':,tream. And then down in front of the 
schoolhouse with a thin cap of snow 011 it~ roof, down the hill towards the little 
bridge over Anchor Brook ~nd then up the other si de towards the house. It looks 
exactly the same, only maybe a little rougher and a little mOle wild than it did when 1 
left. And as we come up to it Father starts gestunng to the woods and to the barn, 
eXplaining where he skiddcd out the de ad tl'ees for this winter's wood and how he 
changed over the stalls so as to connect Franco's directly with the paddock, making 
Virginia's efforts at trallling him casier And as he ta!!~s the runners of the sleigh 
meh parallel tracks in the hmd snow up the side of the hill and towards the house. 
The sun 's almost gone now, and the snow's glowing an eerie blue. Evetything looks 
so c1ean it's a1most shilling and the air passes sharply in and out of my chest. 

And aIl 1 can think IS how nice it would be to be in back with Elspeth, 
watching ail of this emerge magic from the back of the sIed like a wake, sharing her 
wannth under the heavy blanket. 

ln front of the house, arranged cmefully side-by-side on the porch are Mother 
and Virginia, plump and ruddy in theil best dlesses, not having bothered to coyer up 
fo!' the cold. And as they wave Father whips GeOigie to urge him faster up the hiJI, 
and 1 hear Elspeth squeak as she braces against the sled's acceleration 

As Mother and Virginia wave they both Jift onto their toes and back down 
again repeatedly Then as tlie calTiage passes the open end of the bam they run out 
onto the hard snow in front of the hou se, dresses billowing behind them. 

"You had better let your mother gl ect you tirst," Father says, pulling lazily on 
the reins, "1 don 't think she can bear the cold as weil as that sister of yours " 

1 tUIll to 111111 and he winks. 
"Alistair!" My 1110thcr's stamed smile as she shuffles up to the iron step to the 

side of the seat, bringing her face level with mine. 1 tU111 quickly to face her, more to 
show the part that looks like it llsed to than to see her 

"Hi," 1 say. The pain on my cheek tells me that l'm smiling. And she looks 
down at me and brings her anns around my head, pullmg Illy wound to the folded 
c10th above her abdomen. 

"I1's lovcly to see you, again, Alistair," she says. As she releases me she steps 
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back down onto the grollnd, and 1 sec Vilgil11a stanùlIlg patientl)' by the fiont stcps. il 

small arc in the snow whelc she's becn swin!.Ûn~ hel foot aCloss the surface l "'a\'e ... "-

with my left hand, ttying to wink \\ ith Illy nght eye 
"Hello, big brother," she says, "welcome home" 1 IlOt! to ad.now:edge titIS 

and she smiles briefly, looking down at the pattern hel foot made and then bac,," L1p. 

this time at Father. 

l'm certain she's been told Ilot to staIe at Illy sc al 
"Why don 't you let me put GCOIgic away," she say s, still looJ...ing down, "so 

the rest ofyou can get inside and get settleù?" 
Mother: "yes, Virginia, 1 think that would be a good Idea" And without 

knowing it, Father aglees, tUI11ing towmds me and pulling Illy "1 III over his hcad 

Elspeth goes into the barn with Vlrglllla, saying sOllletlung about hdplllg her, 
and Mother holds the door open, 1110vIIlg the boots out of the \Vay so \Ve call hoth gel 

in the door togcther. 
"My," she says, her hand unwl applllg olle of Illy SCat vcs, "that Ebpeth 

certainly did wrap you up weIl." 
While she does this, Father props me up flOl11 behind so that 1 don't topplc, 

and then, on Mothcr's suggestion, starts to help \Vith Illy boots 
"Never thought l'd see you do that agam, Peter," she smiles 

"No, Angela, neither did 1." 
And 1 see my bon y feet exposed, 1 H.hculoliS and tl a/l~lucellt, so/kl than Illy 

hands have ever been. 
"WeIJ, you celtainly took good enough cale of 'hem," Mother says 
1 nod sharply. Yes, Mummy, 1 changed Illy socks almost every day, just IJkc 

yon said, and after 1 got hUl1 and they de-Ioused me they ~taI Ied gdtlllg tholOughly 

pampered. And of course 1 still haven't used the dalllll tlllllgS yet 
1 imagine them in her eyes, soft and dOllghy Ilke a du Id' s, hanglllg out 

ridiculous and pink flOm a an indetenninate bUlldle of wllltel c1othes, a melting 

snowball fonning a patch of wet in the ~ll1all of Illy young back 
She reaches into the cupboard next to the door and pulls out il uUlldlc of royal 

purple wool, made brighter by too much wa~hll1g, UI1IOlIlIIg what turns out to he a 

pair of heavy knit socks. "These ollght to keep yOll warm," ~he 'iays, handlllg them 

down to my father as 1 point my tocs 

"Thank you," 1 say. 
"Don't be silly, Alistair, l'm not going to have your fect catchlllg cold in Illy 

house, not now. And don't you wony, there's plcnty of other prc~cnt'i COllllllg" She 
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smiles a mother smile and Father stands heavily next to me, catching my ann around 
his neck on the way up. We look down and together consider ruy purple feet as they 
stick out from the gathered boUoms ofmy grey tlOuselS. 

"Right," Father says, "shaH we get you installed at the table?" 
"No, Peter, 1 thought in the sitting room with the Cluistma3 tl'ee would be best. 

The bird won 't be ready for at least another hour." 
"We've been thlOugh this, Angela. He won 't be able to sit in the sitting room 

because he needs something solid. l'ru going to put him in the arIDchair at the end of 
the table." 

"No you're not. 1 put that chair in the sitting room, by the tree, and the fire's 
alrcady weil under way. You'II just have to move him when it comes time for 

" . supper, sne says. 
Father exhales heavily and tUIllS me towmds the sitting 100m, grunting quickly 

as he lifts me completely off my weight 1 th1l1k of telling him not to, but don 't 
bother. 

And thcre's the chair, just whele Mothel said, looking big and stupid in the 
middle of the floor. And the other seats circle it carefully, aIthough It'S pointed at 
none of them but rathel straight at the tlee. It's a small one thls year, but more dense 
than usual. And she's really made an eff0l1-there must be fifty candies on that 
thing, and we haven 't had candIes on the Christmas tree since just after the 
miscaniage And undemeath, she's set up the porcelain village and lit ail the candIes 
in the little hou ses, c1umps of law cotton providing the town 's snow. And there's a 

sleigh there wlllch 1 see as Father plonks me into the chaIr, and two black streaks in 
the cotton behind its runnel s. The presents, or what 1 ean see of them, are lining the 
walls of the room behind the Christmas tree and closer to the fire. The wood's 
maple, and it's vel)' dlY-You can tell from the smell and the coloUi' of the flame. 

"There," Fathel says, "1 hope you 'Il be alright there for a bit." 
"Fine," 1 say, cllIling Illy pUl-ple toes up and closer to the tire. 
"Well," he says, standing, "1 think we eould both do with a bit of a drink, 

don 't you?" And he tUIl1S and walks slowly towards the kitchen, slouching to avoid 
the wooden beam in the 111Iddle of the eeiling 

Mother's voice, vague and to my right: "It l'eally doesn 't look like much at ail, 
you know. l'm qllltc certain you '11 be lookmg just fine and walking about in no 
time." 

1 imagine my sear looking brave for her in the flash mg orange Iight of the fire. 
That's not \\ hat the doctors say, l'v1um. They don 't even know if 1'11 get my 
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balance back or whether 1'111 just going to have to re-1earn it ait ftom scratch. But 

either way it doesn't look like l'Il be walking about for a while. And God knows tht: 

scar's not going anywhere. 
"From what that friend ofyours told us 1 thought it would bt: 1l1uch worse than 

it looks to me, Alistair." Her voice is c10ser now, her smell like none other next to 

me in the little mom. 
I feel the wound heating slowly on Illy face 
Lymg heavy on Ihe cOllch 011 a \l'(lrtl1 Jl/ly mg/II, I1IJ' hallda,~ed hel/li smklIIg 

into yOllr lap. Mlimmy lold yOll 1101 10 clllllb Ihallree, aI/(l Il'(' l1e11'e 10 IIs/e/1 lu 0111' 

MlImnlles othenl'Ise tJungs Itke Ilus are g01l1g 10 )IIS/ keep Illlppemllg 

"You'lI see, Alistair, evetything will start falling back into place for yOll" 

And she tums in front of me, hooking her face mound to make Slll e that 1 sec het 

smile. I look quickly to the tree and then back at hcl. Shc's still sllllling 
"Thanks for the seones," 1 say, aClltcly awmc of the bllghtncss of Illy l'cet. 

"You're quite we1come," she says, smtllllg \VIder 
Eispeth's voice getting louder as she walks lIlto thc 100111' 'Tm Cl:ltaill hc'II 

remember to mention it, but if he doesn 't, you rcmind hllll. Ile does know bccausc 

we talked about it and he does agree that you should go." 
And Father and Elspeth and Virginia aIl mnve 1Il the loom, and Fathcr hands 

me a crystal glass, which l've never seen before Full of scotch And 1 sip but 1 can't 

taste anything because it burns at the cut in my mouth, which makcs Illy saliva flow 

twice as much as usual. 
"Good for you," he says, catch mg the look on Illy tllce, "put sorne lite b~lck 

into that frame of yours " 
I hold up my glass and tilt it slighlly towatds hlln. "To having you back, son," 

he says before downing his glass easlly. And 1 bllllg IllIIIC to Illy hps and try 10 

swallow some more, but the drool's already 011 its way out and evclI though J try to 

keep the liquor on the side that doesn't hUIt 1 can't, and !lIIS tune the pain's too lIluch. 

So I just open my mouth and let as much of the ycllow liquld flow out as 1 cano 
Elspeth sees this before Father, and managcs to gel 10 me and WlpC Il off my 

cheek while he's still feeling his last Slp mapping lb way through and down to hls 

belly. Satisfied with her work, she winks at me, tightcns hcr hand briefly on my 

shoulder and retreats back to her place near the filC 

"So, Angela," she says, c1apping her hands togethcr and tuming to rny mother, 

"are we going to be doing presents aftel' supper likc wc did la!-.t year, or do you think 

it should be before?" 
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"1 think whatever Alistair thinks is fine." She says this like 1 deserve to decide 

because l've done something good. 

1 shrug at her. 

"Come, now, Alistair, you always got vel)' excited about presents." 

Father, sucking noisily on a newly lit pipe: "indeed. Was a time when we 

couldn't keep you away." 

1 starf! at the fire, my socks glowing bright. 

Virginia, bchind and to my right, her eyes ttying to stay off my scar: "weIl, 1 
vote for the presents first." 

Father: ~'this isn 't a dcmocracy." He says this mostly to annoy Mum, but she 

exhales qui~kly to show him that it doesn 't work. 

''l'm sure you '11 enjoy your presents as weil, Mr. Preston," Elspeth says, 

"although 1 must confess that Alistair and 1 just haven't had the time to .. " 

Mother: "don't be silly, sweetheal1, nobody expected you two to bring 

anything. We 're ver)' fortunate just to have you here." She looks to her right, 

nodding at Father, "aren 't we Peter?" 

"Mmmm? ... y es, of course, very f0l1unate indeed," he says. 

Mum: "right, then, don 't the two ofyou go won)'ing about that, now, alright?" 

1 nod. This makes me feel useful. 

And Mother bends her head down, which means she's going to say a prayer. 

"Our Father who mt in heaven, we offer thee our thanks for answering our 

prayers and retuming our son for this, the greatest of holidays." She stops long 

enough for evel)'one to know that she's finished. 

Everyone but me: "amen". 

And with this Mother lifts herself up and disappears behind the tree, emerging 

with a large package wrapped in heavy blue c10th and c10sed \Vith a red ribbon which 

she'lI want to keep and places it lightly on my lap. As she does this, she looks down 

and sees that l've hidden the glass of scotch between my legs, and places the present 

directly over it. "That's flOI11 me and your sister," she says, "but mostly your sister. 

1 hope you like it." 

"So do l," Virginia says, kneeling on the floor next to me. And not looking at 

my scar. 
1 tum quickly and see Elspeth watching me carefully, waiting poised for the 

next dribble to come down. She smiles. 

1 unwrap carefully and pull out a heavy wool pullover with a rolled collar and 

a rope design on the front. It's a SOli of cream colour, and bound to be wann. 
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"Took me forever to teach that girl to knit," Mothe!' says, unrolding the 
gannent and standing to size it against Illy cllest. 

1 suppose 1 must have once been that big. 
Virginia, to my right: "1 think 1 did alright, J\'10ther." 

Elspeth makes a sound that she agrees, and, hcming this, 1 tl)' to do the saille. 
But it's muilled by Mother pulling the thing over my neck. "Thcre," she says. 

1 smile too widely, which hUl1s. l'm stmting ta sweat aheady. 
Virginia walks over to Father and gives him a Itght leathcr-bound book, which 

he looks at, smiling graciously, and places on the floor next to lus chan. And then 
everybody's getting things at the saille time. Vilginia gets books Illostly liom 
Mother, but Father gives her only practical c10thing and a rather simple hail blllSh, 
which she, in tUtTI, places neatly next to her chair. EIspcth gets a pan of socks hke 
mine but manages to talk her way out of putting thcm on, and a book with blank 
pages to keep a diary in. This last gift seems to have special Illcanmg for Mother, 
who gives it, and Elspeth sees this and IS of course more glaclOlIs than with the 
others. And now the floor's starting to disappear undcl cololllcd doth and blight 

ribbons, and l'm sweating so much that my mouth' s gonc and dricd out. So 1 sncak 
another sip at the scotch, which doesn 't hl1rt as 1l111ch as 1 had 1 CII1CmbCI cd 

And Mother cornes over and tells me to c10sc Illy cyes, placlIIg a hard object 
on rny lap after a few seconds She tells me 1 can open thcm but 1 wail, making a 
game of guessing what it is by touch. But she's tao impaticnt, so 1 opcn Illy eycs and 
see a sturdy cane, its handle carved into the shape of a horsc 's head, aIthough one of 
the ears-the left-is missing. 

1 look up and she's smiling at me with wet eycs. "To help OVCI the Ilcxt few 

months," she says. And Wit'1 this she pulls me to her abdomen again, relcasing only 
when it's time to let me breathe. And as 1 pull back 1'111 looking down towUlds the 
floor and then slowly up, past my plll'ple feet and thcn into the 01 ange of the fire. 

And Father, lising slowly from his place to my Icft, walks over and puts his 

hand on the back post of my chair, looking wlth me IIlto the file. "Time for my 
present," he says, moving his hand to my shouldcr, "'and "m going to makc you close 

your eyes as well." 
This 1 do, and 1 hear him walk qUlckly out of the loom and up the ~talJs. Ile 

cornes back down almost right away and stalts the walk towald~ me, and 1 can hear 

Elspeth holding her breath. Must be expenslve, 1 dcclde, like the watch beforc 1 Icft. 
And 1 think if 1 got the watch berOle 1 went out thcle, 1 must surely bc gctting 

something bigger now. Like some SOIt of payment fOI sleeping 111 a mllddy fllcking 
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puddle for six months. And it'II be something to get myself better, something to get 
me somewhcre. And 1 dare let myself think that if s a horse or maybe even Georgie 
himself and that he' s going to put a bridle on my lap, but when the object finally does 
land ifs much too heavy. And col d, and long like the cane 

And Elspeth says: "1 sincerely hope that's your idea of a joke, sir," and 1 open 
my eyes and look down to my lap and see il. 

A Ross rifle with what looks like a custom stock. 
"No," he says, his eyes fixed on the weapon, "it most cel1ainly is not a joke." 

He says this so that ifs obvious that it cost him a fortune. 
Elspeth, louder: "yùu can 't be serious." 
"Oh, yes 1 can That man sitting over here is my son and 1 can damn weil give 

him anything 1 want to. And 1 certainly don't need your pennission." 
With this he looks back down and 1 see his face hanging large over me. 1 look 

down again and ifs still there and ifs still a gun Like the ones our boys went over 
there with in the tirst place, which he knows because he knows more about the anny 
and the expeditionary force th an 1 ever did, even after three months of training. A 
Ross rifle that jams in the mud and rapidly becomes about as dangerous as a pointed 
stick, only heavier. A Ross rifle like the ones ail those corpses are still holding onto 
as they slowly rot into the ground. 

1 run my finger down the stock and to the trigger. 
My ham/ stemly atthe trtgger, pOIl1/lI1g vagllely j()J'II'ard atll'here the shots are 

commg from as 1 t/y to 111O\'e jiJrll'ard ove!' a roI/mg obstacle course. Just IIke 

runmng 111 the \l'ood\' al !tome, only Ilus lime l!tere 's sel'el1ly pound\' on my back and 

bi/s of mm and steel.flYlIlg llirul/gli Ihe Qlr Iryll1g tu lear al me. And Ifl jà" they'lI 

pull me clown 10 l!temalldfillels(~ll1lymllsc/esIl.IIlbe lorn away to jèed Ihelf army. 

Elspeth: "Jesus." She says this right into Father's face as she passes him on 
her way to me, her walk quick and delibelate. 

He inflates like he's ready to hlt, but stays put 

And 1'111 stilllooking down at the gun across my lap when 1 see Eispeth's hand 
coming down onto the iron of the balTel, her fingers made small by the black of the 
gun. "Do you want this? Because 1 can take it away now, Alistair, 1 can take it away 
and you won 't have to believe that anybody ever actually gave you something like 
tbis." 

"Yes, Alistair," Father's voice, "do you want it? Because l'm certain that if 
you don't 1 will be able to glve it to somebody who will appreciate it for what it is. 1 

just thought that it \Vas time for us to go shooting together. 1 was under the 
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impression that you would now finally have the discipline to own a gun of yom 
own." He points at my lap: "piece of our history, thal. And Slll~C you aIC now too, 1 
thought you might want to own it for yOlllself." 

"Right, and 1 suppose that whatever yOli shoot at ail Altstalr's got to do is 
pretend ifs a Gennan," Elspeth snaps, hel hand tightcnÎng on thc gun. 

Father closes his eyes and inhales deeply through his nosc. Ilc opcns thcm 
again, and takes a breath to speak. 

Mother, coming closer: "Come, now, Peter, that's enoughl" 

"No, Angela, 1 don't know that it is." He says this t~lcing mc, looking dilcctly 
down at the gun. 

And 1 close my eyes, tlying to differentlHtc bctwccn thc voiccs and the 
popping of the wood on the fire. 1 open them agam and look back at Illy lap, but 1 
know before 1 see it that the glln 's still thcre bccause 1 ~all l'ccl Ils wClght ~l1lkÎng mlo 

my legs. 
And ail 1 can I/ullk IS Ihall knoll' IIIIS, and IlIl/del',\lal/d 11'1/(/1 Il 1,'; al/d ('.\ac.:/~~' 

what il 's meanl for. And 1 kl1ol1' Il hecause (~! \l'liaI 1 IllIl'e h(,c.'1/ al/d ",11('1'(', Cllld 1 

know IhlS becal/.se 1 was senl Ihere 10 find ouI hecau\'e Ihal 's ail Ihal 1 cOI/Id Iwl'e 

been domg Ihere. And evely II/ne! lIy 10 .\Iand and el'ely IllIIe sOIll{'hol~V looks al me 

in a tram or on Ihe slreellhey knOlI' Ihall knOlI', hecal/'i(J Il \' ohv/Ous And \l'IIel11hey 

see Elspeth wlIh me they \l'onder lI'helhel' Il 's l'eal or \l'helha Il 's ,\Ollie Il'l11'l}('d sense 

of duty and pl/y, or even lI'helher l 've II/sI cOl1le 11/10 .,ollle mOl1ey and IIIC11wged 10 

hire her for Ihe day. The sleward salules, pl'olld of' Illy hrllvely 1I'IIIIe he cOl'eflilly 

watches her move mfront afhlm. And Illey '1/ keep on kI101\'IIIX IIlIs, and Ille y '1/ keep 

on seeing 11, even afler 1 slarl walkmg and lalklllg agalll hecallse IllIs Ilung 1.\' li {Jarl 

ofme now, and 1111'111 never go all'ay. 1 kl1ol1' /1 11011', IIke a s/{:kncss Il 's corved 111 

my face. And ail over Europe Iholl.\·and\· o! liS lire learnmg Il, lInd 1IIOII.\'am!.\' more 

are ki//ed as a sacrifice 1o Ihls learnll1g 

Father sucks in heavily on his pipe and blows mto the ceIllIIg, watchlIIg the 
smoke dissipate between the heavy bcams that hold IIp the master bedlOom "Weil," 

he says, ''l'm offering a gift to my son, and 1 say wc let the boy dccldc " 
Elspeth shakes her head likc a tcachcr, her hand stIll on the ~haft of the gun. 
Father: "1 don't want to hear it. 1 gel enough of that flom 1I1y wife," he ~ays, 

pointing a bony finger dilectly betwecn her eye~, "1 mo~t certainly don't have to take 

it from the likes ofyou!" 
And as he says this she pulls at the gun ~o that It' ~ alrno~t completcly off my 

lap, but Virginia reaches over my right shouldcl, her ann bru~ll1ng the scar, and 
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pushes its weight back down into my thighs. The two look at each other, and Elspeth 
understands that for Virginia's sake she's not to push the fight. 

"Weil?" Father, lookllIg ~:;.:;:: ~r. me. 
1 take a deep breath, sweat stinging my eyes, my head swollen with drink. 

Elspeth's hand'~ still clutching at the gun. 
"No," 1 say. Only it's too quiet for anyone to hear. 
"What?" This is Elspeth and Father together, with Virginia repeating a half­

second later. 
And mfront oIme and above my pl/rple socks, Ihe hand thall /nwgmedfor sa 

long spreadmg Ihe hwrs of my chesl da/'kens and rois, the nads growing long and 
curlmg ;nlo Ihe sleel of Ihe glll1 IIke c1all's. 

"No!" This 1 yeH, louder th an 1 thought 1 could, tlying to push myself up and 
out of the chair. And 1 come up and stm1 moving fOl'Ward through the air towards the 
tire, the gun hitting the rough wood en floor an instant before 1 do. And Elspeth and 
Virginia drop quickly to where l'm Iying and turn me over to see that l'm alright. 1 

open my eyes and see them standing over me, with Mother's face slightly further 
behind. Father must still be standing where he was 

1 close my eyes and tty to think myself somewhere else. Somebody starts to 
shake at my shoulders and 1 open them again, ttying to con vince us ail that l'm 

alright. 
Father's voice, from where he was next to the chair: "don't be silly, he's fine. 

Just fell over, that's aH," followed by the sound ofhim sucking on the pipe. 
Mother snaps her head back over her shouldel" "you shut your mouth," she 

says, "you've done plenty already." 

And a bead of sweat runs down onto Illy lip and 1 pop out my tongue to lick it 
away, but instead of tasting saltiness ifs the walln paste of blood filling my mouth 
from the hole in my palate, made fresh by the fall or the yell, 1 don't know which. 

"1 th ... " 1 tty to tell them that l'Il be alright, only ail that cornes out is a 
bubbling sound. 

Mother pulls back, inhaling quickly and covering her mouth. This means 
there's quite a bit ofblood, and ifs bound to be on the pullover by now. 

Father's heavy steps fading as he moves out of the room and towards the 
kitchen. He's mumbling somethmg, no doubt about ttying to check on the bird. 

Elspeth comes forward al1d dabs at my cneek with a handkerchief which 

quickly grows wet and heavy. ~he looks alternately down at what she's doing and up 
at my eyes, ttying to see that 1'111 alright. 
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away. 

"Alistair?" 
1 fix on her and she's right there in front of me, no more th an a few inches 

"Do you want to get back to the doc tOI' now?" 
l'm crying now. 
1 look over to Mother, who nods a sad, detennined nod. 
From the kitchen, the sharp sound of Falher banging the lIscd tobacco out of 

his pipe. 
"Yeth," 1 say, pulling myself up to perch on Illyelbows. 
Elspeth, to Mother: "1 hope yOll undel stand, Angela, 1 just don 't kllow that it' s 

time yet. .. " 

"Don't be silly," she says, "yoll gct my son back to that hospital and you have 
him looked at. They'lI probably have to stitch him up agam " 

Father cornes back into the room, his hands gathel cd 111 li'ont of Ills face trying 
to light the pipe again. 

"There's a train leaving at nine," ViIginia volulltccrs, "1 can get you both thcre 
with plenty oftime to spare." 

Elspeth: "1 think that would be best, don't you Alistair?" 
1 nod. 
Father: "1 don't see tilat he has to go just beCé:lllSe of a Itllle blood." 
Mother: "its not just a little blood, Peter, his wound's opcl1ed again and it's 

going to need stitches. We can't keep him herc like thls." 
Father shrugs, his pipe finally lit. "l'Il kcep your plescnt f()r yOlI here, 

Alistair, it'll be waiting for when you come back." IIc ~ay'i this loudly, as if Illy 
bleeding has made me deaf. And he pats my shouldcl and l'caches down to pick the 
weapon up off the floor next to me. He leans it again~t the wall neat the trec and 
goes to sit in his chair. 

And with that the tluee girls pull me to Illy feet and Molhel hands me thc canc. 
Satisfted that 1 can make it with Elspeth and Mum and the canc, Vlrginia pulls on her 
coat and runs out to the bam to hitch up the hOlse Fathcr's stallng at the filc. And 
they dress me quietly, trying to stop the flow of blood onto my ncw pullover. And 
Mother pulls on my boots quickly over the new socks, but th CI c' ~ ~tJII a flash of 

col our sticking out above the leather. 
And satisfied that l'm ready, Elspeth dle~ses quickly. Mother cornes fOJward 

to embrace me, careful not to knock the new cane that now holds my wClght. 
''l'm sOlTy about this, Alistair, truly sony" Shc's crying qutte freely now, 1 
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can hear it in the way she breathes. And she pu1\s back enough to kiss my forehead 
and 1 feel Elspeth's hand on my back, telling me that she's ready. 

"You're more than welcome to come to the station with us, Angela." 
"No, 1 can't. 1 have to take care of that hU3band of mine ... But thank you both 

so much for coming, and please accept my apologies." 
And with this Elspeth smiles a friendly smile at Mother and clutches both of 

her hands. Outside, the shadow of the horse with his caITiage move across the 
hardened snow, so Elspeth opens the door and helps me into the back of the carriage 
with my sister. And she pulls the blanket onto me and checks that l'm sturdy before 
crawling undcr with me. 

And as we pull away from the house Mother cries openly on the porch, her 
ann waving VlgOlously above hel, Elspeth and 1 lookmg back. 

And we go Iike this, her body still tight with anger and mine weakened by the 
digesting of ils own blood, down the hill and away from the house, across Anchor 
Brook and towards the school house. And the blood hmdens on my face in the cold 
dry air. The light of the moon comes sharply down, bathing us in an eerily clean 
bIlle. And 1 can't help but think, looking around at ail of this, that we are the only 
thing moving. 

1 wish Jimmy could see it. 

And we pull in flOnt of the train station and 1 shuffle out of the carriage, 
bracing myself on Elspeth 's shoulder as 1 lower onto the snow, cane in hand. As 1 
look up from my landing Virginia's standing in front of us, close enough to help 
catch me if 1 slip. 

"Elspeth?" she asks. 
"Y es?" 
"Did you talk about? ... " 

"Yes, Virginia, 1 told you we would and we did. And il' s exactly how 1 said it 
would be." 

"So l'Il be going to school?" 
"1 don't know how we 're going to do it, Virginia, but your brother and 1 will 

get you there." 

This has been agreed, and 1 belie\-e it even more now. 1 nod. 
"Thallk you," she says, stealing a look at my wound befme hugging us both. 
"What you do is you let ail this settle for a week, and you tell your mother that 

1 told you to come to Sherbrooke. We'll have something ready by then and we'Il be 
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able to work out how we'll do it. Youjust make slIIe you do thal. and yOli make sure 
yOll don't let your father's ideas get to you." 

"l'Il be alright." she says, "but l'm definitcJy taJ..ing the Jong way back 
tonight." 

And with this she kisses us both, thanking liS again and wishing liS a Merry 
Christmas. 

"1 know you'll be fine." she says to me as she cJimbs Ol1to the carriage and 
urges the horse back into motion. 

And Elspeth walks close by me towards the train, her w:umth fragrant and 
female under our blanket. 



Epilogue 
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July Il, 1946; 

Sgt. James Preston: 

This place i~, qui te remarkable: grand and peaceful in a way that il' s diflicuIt 
to imagine ifyou haven't been here. 1 brought a stonc for thc cairn-mostly bccausc 
Mum insisted on it if 1 ever made it up hClc--and l'Ill CCI tain lhat it's quilc a bit 

higher than it must have been when tltey used to come up hcrc And lhcrc to the tcft 

and slightly above me is the stone under which l'vlothcl uscd to come and IIc, and hcre 
behind me is the now large birch to which GCOIgie lIscd to bc llcd. And Ikmt lakc 

below, and a heavy mist hanging over thc gl ccn valley walllllg 10 gel dallll> cnough 10 

turn itself iuto a thunder storm to help conjlll e Images of shclhng. In many ways 1 

wish 1 could have seen this place before 

1 myself was bom in Manitoba in FelJllwry of 1919 Mllm and Dad wenl out 

there in the summer of 1918, just after they found out that his fI icnd Jamcs -whose 

name they gave me-had been l~iIIed in an assault III Apl JI of that year. From what 1 

know he had made it to Corporal by the tIIne hc died. Mum and Dad went oui thelc 
to talk to Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher about theÏl son, as plollllsed And when thcy gOI 

there Mr. Fletcher asked them to stay for the summcl to hclp wlth the whcat And, so 

far as 1 know, they've never been back 

My aunt Virginia did come to visit evcly fcw ycar s; J don't exactly know wh al 

it is she does-not because 1 never wantcd to filld oui but bc<.:ausc ~hc doesn '1 Ically 

seem to know about it too weil herself-- but it has somcthing to do wlth buyillg and 

selling land for immigrants. And shc was IIlvolved III soldler placemcnt and 

education from 1920 to about 1925, and l'm <.:ertain lhal she 15 tlll~ IlIlle around as 

weIl. She keeps a singular affecti on for my mothcr, and whcn thcy get togethcl the 

two disappear for hours on end And ycs, she dld end up gOlllg to ~chool, and no, 1 

don't know that she's ever bccn back helc cither 
And as for all of this Ifs a bit difficult ta comment J don 't know that many of 

us leam our parents' stories in such ways, and 1 don't know that 1 likcd the 

experience. But coming up herc-albclt in a thoroughly lI1apPlOpriatc Jcep-- makcs 

0.11 of that seem peripheral. If you sir ain your eyes upwards you can probably catch a 

glance of an eagle, and for a boy used to nothll1g but flatness, that makc~ thls place 

magical. 
But ifs only a clearing on the side of a hill 
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Vou understand that it is not my story and it never will be. l've had a war ot 

my own now, and 1 have stories of my own to relate. But l'm pleased to be up here 

to see this place, and my war has given me the chance to do that. 

1 don't know and ifs something that l' d never ask in case 1 found out that l'm 

wrong, but l'd like to think that this is where 1 was conceived, on a wann spring 
night, right there under that lOCk. 



Mtel~vord 



152 
Afterword 

For any piece of fiction to be successful, the author must convey to the reader 

a sense that something important, or, ideally-vital-is at stake, that the story he or 

she is telling is of sorne significance and has sorne bearing on the life of the reader. 

If this does not occur, the piece cannot élppeal directly to the reader, at least not on an 

emotional level Yet in writing about war and more specifically about an individual 

involved directly in the fighting of that war, this concem becomes peripheral. The 

majority of readers understand immediately what is at stake if a character is being 

shot at and shelled-our common exposure to war narratives is such that we 

recognise these stories almost immediately, and, unfortunately, tend to categorise and 

dismiss them almost as quickly. Indeed, one cannot mention the First World War 

without images of trench warfare and spitting machine guns instantly filling the mind 

of tht' reader The task of the writer ttying to recount such events this late in the 

century is therefore to make these events new or present them in a new way, thereby 

surprising the reader and forcing him or her to abandon the standard reaction to war 

literature and approach the text as a novel or a poem in its own right and not one in a 

long line of now-standard treatises of the war. This may prove to be a difficult and 

daunting task, and success is, wh en present, at best only partial. 

What. then, is the attraction of wliting about the First World War? Briefly 

put, it is a monumental event whose implications are still very much a part of the 

modem world: it offers the oppOltunity to address what many consider to be the 

defining event of the twentieth centUly, one which led to the popular acceptance of 

the aesthetics of modemism, dadaism, sunealism and their offshoots and which 

marked Canada's transition from a primarily agricultural appendage of England to a 

fully mdependent cconomic force in the modem wOIld. Canadian literature and 

Canadian 311, Ille that of the rest of the wOlld, expenenced a change and an 

explosion of the 5011 never before seen. Finally, the war created what was potentially 

the Imgest-cvcr generation gap bctween the combatants and the preceding generation 

which was, in many ways, responsible for sending them to the front. Were it not for 

the war, the wOlld we know today would Ilot be the same. 

My purpose here is neither to describe nor defend the decisions that 1 made 

about the WI iting of Enfilade; that text must stand alone. Rather, 1 wish to elucidate 

the issues and conceI11S that led to those various decisions, conceming both the 

social, cultural and lustorical context and the modemist movement and its 

innovations in narTative style, fatalism, and tone. To that end, this paper is divided 

ioto two sections' the first deals directly with the war itself, the second, with the 

literary and artistic 1110vcments which it perforee engendered. 
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1. The Great 'Var 

White this is not the place to go into the origins of the war (cntire cm'ccl s have 
been spent addressing that very question), it is worthwhilc to point out that sueh a 
war had been anticipated in Europe for at least a dceade "to sm t out the siml11ering 
quarrels and rivalries that were bubbling to the boil" (Macdonald, 1). Canada, being 
geographically removed from Europe, did Ilot anticipatc a war, yet upon hem ing of 
the outbreak of hostilities in August of 1914, inunediately offered to mise a force to 
send to Europe (Meek, 2). While it is easy to frown on such an apparelltly quick and 
rash decision from our modem points of vicw, Canada at the time was a vCly 
different place, and the decision to send hoops was madc I:u'gcly out of a strong 
sense of filial n:sponsibility to the mother countly, England, many C'anadians 
considered themselves British. While it would be inaccurate to say that thclc was no 
resistance to this decision (the oppositIOn being cspeclally strong among Flcnch­
Canadians who did not see this as their war), support for the allies and for a C'anadian 
anny was extremely high, with enonnous demonstratiolls taklflg place ail over the 
country within a few weeks (FiIteau, 15). Furthennore, the al Illy was extremcly weil 
perceived by the Canadian population~ for a young man looking for an occupation, it 
offered a steady pay cheque and an allnost instant status. "in many COll1lllllllltles 
across Canada, a militia commission dell10nstlated social lespeetabillty, not milltary 
knowledge" (Morton, 5). UnfOltunately, the reahties of the Western Front wcre soon 
to prove this lack ofmilitary knowledge coslly. 

On October 3, 1914, 30,621 men forming the Canadian Expeditionary Force 
(CEF) embarked at Québec for England; thcy trained on SalisblllY Plain until gOlllg 
to France early in 1915, and on April 17 of that year they expellenccd thcir first 
combat on the Ypres salient in south-western I3elglll1l1 (Mcek, 3) In addition to thclr 
seant militaly knowledge, they went to the front with inadcquatc clothing and 
equipment, and carrying the Ross rifle, which qUlckly carncd ItscIf a rcputation for 
jamming under fire and cost many Canadians thelr IIve~ (MoI ton 42) 

The next two years for the CEF were as hOlri l11c as for the lest of the allicd 
effort. Constant reinforcement and shelling had led only to a stalemate, and 
enormous numbers of men were routinc1y bcmg klllcd III what had become a war of 
attrition. Canadians eamed a solid reputation for thel .. ~oldlering and were belllg 
included in most of the batt!es on the Westcrn FlOnt Ypres, Fc~taubert, Givenchy, 
St. Eloi, Sanctuary Wood, Hooge, Courcelette, Thiepval, Ancre 1 fcight~, and one of 
the most infamous of ail Canadian battles, Vimy Ridge (Meek, 6-9) Attacking with 
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the fuH strength of four divisions in the early morning hours of April 9, 1917, the 

Canadians took a ridge which had been considered by the enemy to be impregnable at 

the staggcring cost of 10,602 casualties and 3,598 deaths (M0l10n, 168). For a 

country as sm ail as Canada fighting in a war half a world away, the sacrifice was 

great. 

The human costs of fighting such a war were of a scale never before seen. 

Certainly, the rates of death and injUlY were extremely high, but the effects of the 

war even on sol di ers who survived uninjured were profound. Life at the front was 

like none other before, and in many ways was aimost unreal. 

Nobody actually expected the war to last any time at aIl; in 1914, just about 

everybody on the allied si de seemed to think thal the whole thing would be over by 

Christmas (Fussell, 3). EngJand was still vely much an empire and, by extension, 

conjuring the idea of empire went into the popularisation of the war-early treatises 

of the conflict champion the gallantIy and ad venture inherent in the fight, and these 

were used a great deal by propagandists: in an early poster, set in a presumably 

victorious future, a young boy looks up at his father and asks "Daddy, what did you 
do in the Great war?" (Fussell, 21) Indeed, this attitude is perhaps best exemplified 

by the words of Horace, widely quoted by British recruiters and the public at large: 

Du/ce el decorum est / Pro palrla mort, Iiterally, "it is fine and proper to die for one's 

country" (Fussell, 158).1 Rupert Brooke, in his poem "The Soldier", gave this idea a 

popular voice: "lfI should die, think only this of me: / That there's sorne corner of a 

foreign field / That is fore ver England" (lines 1-3, ix) Desmond Morton refers to this 

phenomenon as the "cult of manliness" (52). The idea, c1early, .",,'.. that dying in 

su ch a war was a privilege, and was a noble and proper thing to do for the good of 

Great Britain as a whole (inc1uding, by extension, Canada). As if this were not 

strong enough impetus to join the anny, it represented, for many Canadians, the 

highest paying job they could find and, in a counny less than fifty years old, a chance 

to do something for England in retUl11 for her eff0l1s in Canada (Morton, 51-2). 

ft would seem that the \\ al' was a grand adventure to be entered into with a sort 

of sp0l1ing zeal-it was a Gleat War in the sense that it was a tremendous event, and 

as such the opportunity to pal1icipate was to be cherished as a privilege: as Paul 

Fussell points out, war was initially viewed as "strenuous but entertaining" (25). 

Perhaps surprisingly, this attitude held up remarkably weil in the face of trench 

Wilfred Owen would of course go on to use this phrase in one of his most famous 
poe ms, referring to it as "the old Lie" (Owen, 55) 
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warfare, at least initially. In fact, in one famous incident which took place in 1915, 
Captain W. P. Nevill went over the top of his tIench to lead an att:tek by kieking a 
football into No Man's Land and beckoning his boys to follow as if eharging the net: 
he was kiIled instantly (Fussell, 27). 

But the most striking manifestation of this sporting naturc had 10 bc the 
Christmas truce of 1914, an inclediblc event 111 whieh the tighting stoppcd long 
enough for allied and Gennan soldiels to cross No Man's Land and exehangc gifts 
and Christmas greetings much hke two teams shanng drinks aner a football match; 
not surprisingly, it led to extensive courts mmtial on both sides Il is diflicult to shalC 
tea with a man one day and be motivated to kill him the ncxt (Morton, 242) While 
much has been written about the possible motIvation and ollgins of the etu istmas 
truce, it remains a striking event in that It reprcscnted a complete bleak-down of the 
tradition al war-waging machine; for a few hOllrs, the (hscipline and the sense of 
pumose which are so vital to a war effort wCle themsclves completcly defcated. 

a!though the resuIting crack-down and incl easing demonization of the enemy 
prevented such a striking show of friendship from cver emcrging agalll, that stlOng 
sense of purpose and perception of the enemy as cvil would nevcr really retUl Il to the 
soldiers fighting at the front. 

The reason for this is simple: the soldier led an incl easingly dichotoll1ollS 
lifestyle; at home and on leave he was a hero of sorts--tlte ultimate modern clvilised 
man-a lad to be encouraged by good food, good 1 est, and onen, good company, at 
the front, he lived in conditions wluch had never been concelved befOle in a helli~h 
world of mud and excrement and rotting flcsh (Ecbtcll1s, 211 and Fussell, 87). A 

soldier, if fortunate, could expect to makc the tl ansitlon bctween these wotlds ~evel al 
times during his tour of duty. If he found the lIansltloll difficult, he became an 
outcast: shell-shocked and shut up in a Scotti~h hospltal Of ~hot at the front f()f 
cowardice (Macdonald, 184-5). As if this weI e not cllough, everybody -- whether 

they had known the horrors of front-line existence or not ---was talking about the war 
and interested, at least on a surface level, in knowmg what was gOlllg on al the front 

There was an attempt by thosc left at home ta fecl ~oml: ~ort of Imk wlth thclf soldlef 
husbands and sons. To this end, for instance, packages fi-am acros~ the channel 
would arrive daily, and often contained home-baked cakc~, books, tinncd oy~tcr~ and 
other such treats (Fussell, 65-6). London itself was Ju~t ~cventy miles l'rom the front, 

the guns c1early audible on a still day, invlting the home front to become a direct 

spectator in the war, a chiIling mix of CUItUl cd nOfmallty and the heillshness of life al 

the front (Fussell, 64 and Ecksteins, 139). The proximity was rcmarkablc, but so was 
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the real gap developing between the soldier and the civilian. Perhaps the greatest 
example of this is the famous trench network which was dug in Kensington Gardens; 

the trenches were clean and neat, nicely furnished and dry, contrasting sharply with 
the muddy holes from which the soldiers were actually waging the war; not 
surprisingly, the Kensington trenches soon became one of the arrny's standing jokes 

(Fussell, 43). 
The realities of trench warfare were, of course, farther from the Kensington 

trenches than any of their Sunday visitors could have imagined. The daily reality of 

life at the front was inconceivably horrifie; in addition to incredible rates of shelling, 
machine-gun fire and gas which reduced the front area to a lifeless and grey mass, the 

human horror was tremendous: 

The odor of decomposition-masked only by the almost equally 
intolelable reek of chloride and lime-and c10uds of flies attracted by 
the canion were other inescapable curses. Limbs and torsos were 
churned up again and again by the she11ing. Working patties digging or 
repairing trenches repc"tedly uncovered corpses in al1 stages of decay 
and mutilation. 

(Ecksteins, 151) 

ln this environment soldiers would sleep, shave, play cards, write letters, and eat. 

Food supplies were sporadic, and, when present, consisted mainly of bully beef (I.e., 
corned beef) and biscuits, often mixed together to fœln what carne to be known as 

"trench pie" (Fu1ler, 59). The monotony of rations was broken only by packets of 

various foods from Britain-a luxury few Canadians could enjoy-and by mm 

rations which were ~iven befOle going into battle (Fussell, 47). Often, the food 

provided was inedible; Desmond Morton relates the story of soldiers using their 

rations, stil1 in their cans, to pave the floor of a dugout (142). ln any case, it was 
difficuIt for ally front-hne solllirr tO keep an appetite with the smell of rotting corpses 

just a few yards away. 

Heavy artillclY, used for the tirst time in massive numbers in this war, also had 

a profound effect on the combatants, as did the disonentation created by a visual field 

from which a11 markers of depth had been removed; indeed, trench life tended to 
"disorder seqllelltial thought processes and to disorient the participant" (Lee d, 130). 

ln such an environment, traditional vehicles for communication, inc1uding music and 

words, became wholly inadequate (Ecksteins, 215). As if this were not enough, 

soldiers were continuously bothered by parasites whose population exploded because 

of the war: both rats and lice were a persistent problem. The fonner exploded in 
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population and size as they fed on C01l'ses, and some soidici s made a sport of ki IIing 
as many as possible, often in fits of rage (Fussell, 49). The latter hall evelyonc on 
both sides of the line seratehîng nearly eonstantly and occasionally drove soldiels 

into frenzies (Fussell, 48). Finally, the trenehes themselves werc httle more than 
muddy holes. To help them de al \Vith the dangers of this hfe and to strcngthcn thcm 
for the attack, soldiers were given a rum ration before the attack (l'vlorton, 157). 

Once over the top, they were most often mowed do\Vn by machine-gllll tire. Thosc 

who had survived previous attacks knew exactly what they WCI c going to n,cc at thc 
next attack. The anxiety was incredible. Finally, soldiers and clvilians alike WCI C 
being fed infonnation at an unbelievable rate, and only a smalt plOp0l1ion of it \Vas 
true; the rrevailing attitude among soldiers was that anything could bc tl UC, but 
nothing they heard was necessarily true. In this way, shocking l'limours of the 

Gennans crucifying a Canadian near Sanctumy Wood in 1915 C]ulckly gallled 
respectability (Fussell, 115). 

Not surprisingly, mutinies began appearing in 1917 in both thc Frcnch and 
Australian annies (Fuller, 22-31). While these wCle dcalt with swiftly and 

effectively, their very OCCUlTence is testimony to the soldlCI s' sen sc of bcing trappcd 
in the war. Yet the reality is that what was trapping thcm thcrc \Vas not only thcir 

superiors, but the prevailing attitude on the home front--the attitude which, ancr ail, 
was responsible for sending them there in the first place. Soldiers WCIC IClllllldcd of 

this every time they opened their packets from aCloss the channel and rcad thclr 

letters from home. The pressures of the dichotomy betwccn thc culturc which lhcy 

would experience on leave in Paris and London and their existence at the flOnl WCIC 

remarkable, leading many soldiers to take on a SOI t of ghll:ed air "af'tcr sevc. al wecks 
of front tine experiences there was little that could shock" (Eckstcins, 154) Many 

soldiers looked fOlward to their leave periods, but it was pl cCI~cly thc cultlll c thal thc 
soldiers could enjoy in these cities when on leave that was 1 csponslole for scndlIIg 

them to war in the first place. The civilians they saw whcn on Icavc werc so far 
removed from the war as to seem vÏl1ually oblivious to hfe al the flOnl cvcn thosc 

who wanted to know what it was like cOllld not, bccau~c to them, thc detalb of the 

Western Front were simply too far from thcir eXI'CIICIH':C to be bclicvablc (Fus~cll, 

87). A retum home for a British soldier or a long leave pcnod to England for a 

Canadian soldier therefore became a difficlIlt and onen bitter cxpcncncc which 

hardly ever lived up to expectations. 
Indeed, there was soon a very strong sense th al thcrc was no re~il home 10 

which to retum; once having been to the front, the soldier fch that imtead of having 



158 
Afterword 

gained status in his home society, he had actually become estranged from it, and the 

longer he spent at the front the further he became from his home. The community of 

sol di ers-the only one with which he had anything in common now-replaced the 

community he had known at home. In this way, going to war, which "was initially ... a 

liberation from domesticity began to be experienced as a loss of the home" (Leed, 

215). And within too short a time, he would be back at the front and his new 

community. A mutiny wouldn 't wOlk unless it was against al1 of the culture that had 

sent him to war. 

For the vast majority of soldiers, there was no way out of this dichotomy: 

being at war for each pers on became a sort of "grossly distorted version of the 

'mechanical day-to-day' of an industrialised life" (Lee d, 91). In that way, waging 

war became part of the modern industrial work ethic; having gone to war, a young 

man could, if he survived, presumably reap the rewards of his service. The survival 

of the expression "you have to put in yOUf time in the trenches" is testimony to this 

attitude. 

Yet putting one's time in in the trenches proved to be more honific than 

anybody at home could ever possibly have imagined. By 1917, there was a very 

strong sense among the combatants that the war would never end, that it was a 

necessary part of the modem industrial predicament much like machines and factories 

and smoke-filled streets (Ecksteins, 189). Stuck in their trenches, with no apparent 

way of getting out alive, many front-line soldiers dleamed of getting a "blighty"-a 

wound severe enough to have them sent home to be greeted as heroes having 

sacrificed much for their countIy (and therefore secure their return into the society 

which they had left behind), but one which would not be life-threatening (Morton, 

181). Othcrs took it upon themselves, shooting feet and inflicting their own wounds; 

others still dcliberately infected themselves with veneleal disease in order to get away 

from the fIOn t, eventually leading to a cri sis in cases of VD by 1917 (Morton 202). 

Not surprisingly, the man forced to live in this world and deal with such a 

predicament found himself increasingly lemoved flOm the world around him; after 

some time at the front, it became difficuIt to care about much at ail, so overwhelming 

was the effect of warfare. Added to this was the sense that there was no longer a 

home to which to return. In some cases, the magnitude of this stress led to psychoses 

ofvarious s0l1s-usually di<;missed as "shell-shock"-and severe discipline problems 

like the ChristInas Duce and the mutinies mentioned above. But the vast majority did 

not mutiny and followed their ordels without complaint. 

In OIder to deal with this predicament, many men began to tum into 
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themselves for solace, and imagination and memory became increasingly important: 

"for sustenance the soldier was thrown upon his OWIl imagination The war bccamc 

increasingly a matter of individual interpretive power" (Eckstcins, 212). Sincc it was 

essentially mounting an as sault on the sanity of each soldler, the l'cal physical world 

became less and less important-for example, the tClln "sul1calism" was coincd by 

French poet Guillaume Apollinaire in 1917 while cl'Ouching in thc bottotll of a tl cne h 

during an artillery barrage (Ecksteins, 146). In the face of the t11ilure of the rational 

and the scientific, therefore, soldiers tumed increasingly to the irrational, the magical, 

and the mythic (Lee d, 228). Ghost stOlies became quite prcv .. :cnt, as did talismans, 

souvenirs, lucky channs and various olher sorts of superstitions, front-line soldiers 

often tumed to Christianity (which may help to explam thc populanty of the clucified 

Canadian story), but often also created a S0l1 of personallcllgion based on a scncs of 

rituals designed to keep the soldier alive (Fusse Il, 115) PClsonal lIlcantalions 

became extremely important, and many stories tell of soldicls feeling doollled al thc 

discovery of the loss of a lucky trinket or charll1. In many cascs, tllls tllrning IIlWaI ds 

became the source of incredible rumours, for example, angels welc wldcly bclieved 

by combatants and civilians alike to have appeared to guide the British soldicrs 

during the battle of Mons in 1914; indeed, it was considercd unpatriotic not to 

believe it (Fussell, 115-6). In othels, this tuming inwards Icd to (llOfound and 

penetrating thought-the vely thinking that, by the end of the war, wOlild glve risc to 

new literary and artistic movements. 

Yet perhaps the most remarkable-and the f'<uthcst-reaching--rcsult of this 

tum towards the inward landscape is 

a reality of extraordinaly implications the soidicl 1 epresclltcd a 
creative force. As an agent of both destruction and rcgcncration, the 
soldier inc1ined to see himself as a "frontier" pcrsonality, as a paladin 
of change and new life. He was a travcllel who had Journeycd, on 
order, to the Iimits of existence, and thclc on the pcnphcly hc "Ilvcd" in 
a unique way, on the edge of no man 's land, on the marglll of normal 
categories. 

(Eckstcins, 2 1 1) 

Like Orc in B1ake's America, the soldier in many ways came to Icprcscnt the 

force that must destroy in order to lay the land bare for the rc-bulldlf1g of the post­

revolutionary world. By the end of the war thls had aheady bcgun-through the 

efforts of Wilfred Owen and the war poets who did more to "bring the war home" 

than any other source, and "The Great War" lapidly bccamc "The War ln End AIl 
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Wars." 

From the trenchcs, then, emerged a completely new and completely changed 

generation; one that would retum to the late Victorian world which they had left and 

flood it with new ideas, new aesthetics and new systems of communication. The 

Great War is great in the sense that it was horrifie on a scale never seen before, but it 

is also great in that it engendered artistic creation which forced us to face the issues 

brought about by the realities-in this case supremely dehumanising-of the modem 

industrial world. What draws one to study this explosion is that we are to this day 

struggling to come to terms with its implications. 

2. War Narratives and the Modernist Aesthetic 

When the war officially ended at Il a.m. on November II, 1918, virtually no 

literature generated by combatants had been printed: the vast majority of information 

available on the war was officially generated or at least written by people removed 

from the action itself-censors made sure of this. That said, one can categorise war 

literature fairly easily by separating that which was generated in the trenches 

themselves-for the most part taking the fonn of poetly or somewhat loose journal 

entries-from that which was generated primarily by surviving combatants in the 

years immediately following the war. These post-war works tend to take more 

complex fonns, especially that of the novel, which is understandable given that a man 

crouching in a tIench scarcely has the time to generate as complex a form as the 

novel. For the most pat1, both the post-war and "eye-witness" forms tend primarily 

to communicate the desperation and the sense of disillusionment of the front-line 

soldier, this being especially the case for the work generated through the immediate 

post-war years up until the early 1930s (Ecksteins, 125). 

By far the most immediately recognisable of war literature generated in the 

trenches themselves is the poetty of Wilfred Owen, Siegfried Sassoon, John McCrae, 

Ivor Gumey, Isaac Rosenberg and others. In sorne cases, these were poets of 

necessity-men who wrote poetty not because they were poets in the traditional 

sense, but rather bccause their circumstances were so ten'ible and the lack of 

knowledge on the home front so striking that they felt the need to communicate 

through the medium of the poem. Llke Cokridge's Ancient Mariner, they feIt a 

compelling nccd to tell their stories, but in this case with little apparent artistty 

because that artistly would misrepresent the lealities of tt'ench warfare. Not 

surprisingly, thcir poCtIy tends to be quite brutal in its imagery and language, 

mirroring the realities oftI'ench life: 
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He pushed another bag along the top, 
Craning his body outward~ then a flare 
Gave one white glimpse of No Man's Land and wile; 
And as he dropped his he ad the instant split 
His stru11ed life with lead, and all went out. 

(Sassoon, "A WOI king Party", lines 45-9) 

While this is interesting as a testimony to the brutality of trench life, it has 

questionable merit as a poem in its OWIl right. This passage, lake the life it is 

describing, is brutal and violent, but it is also dcvoid of uny sense of cmotion. 

However, this is far from being the case with the wOIk of Wilfred Owen, who is 

considered by many to be the best of the war pocts. His poem "Futility" dcscribes 

the moving of corpses into the sun, as if ta hy to IOuse them: 

Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are si des, 
Full-nerved--still wann--too hard ta stir? 
Was it for this the clay grew tall? 
--0 what made fatuous sunbeams toil 
To break earth's sleep at ail? 

(tines 10-14, 58) 

In this case, the forces of the modem world-namely, the gUlls respollslble for the 

demise of these boys-have overwhelmed the forces of the mltural wOlld, helc 

represented as the sun which we know will not rouse them. In this way, the illdustrial 

world has unquestionably killed whatever may be lell of the Romantic aesthetic, the 

mechanical world has ovelwhelmed the natural world. 

Fussell talks at length about Owen's latent hOlllosexuality and 111s need to glve 

a voice to the men he knew in the anny (290). It is intcH;sting to notc that Owen did 

not consider himself a poet, but rather the voice of a disposscssed youth which would 

otherwise be silent. He is blatantly clear about tIlIS 111 the plefacc to his collcctcd 

poems: 

This book is not about heroes. Enghsh poctly IS not yel fit ta 
speak ofthem. 

Nor is it about deeds, or lands, nor anything about g)ory, honour, 
might, majesty, dominion, or power, except War. 

Above a1l 1 am not concerned with Poetly. 
My subject is War, and the pit y of War. 
The poetry is in the pity 

(31 ) 

By placing War and Poetry in opposition in this passage, Owen is SUL'"f.!sting that 
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they cannot coexist: the Poetry that he was taught in his private-school youth (we 

know, for instance, that he studied Horace and other traditional "Poets"-Owen's 

capitalisation here being significant) could simply not be applied to the personified 

evil "W ar." The sun cannot, in the modem industrial world, rouse the dead soldiers. 

Essentially, Owen is pointing out that the old conventions-which he lists himself in 

the second and third lines of this passage-cannot be used to describe the war. In 

much the same way that the traditional fonns of music and words and other 

communication became inadequate in the trenches (Ecksteins, 215), then, traditional 

forms of poetry-what Owen describes as "PoetIy"-were no longer adequate to the 

task of conveyillg the realities of the modem world. In this way, Owen is not 

denying himself as a poet at ail, but rather assel1l11g and illsisting that his poetry is 

necessarily removed from that which he leamed as a chi Id. It is in this light that he 

can be said to be amollg the first modemists. The old system was no longer 

adequate, so he began to use one of his own creation, and with stunning and lasting 

effect. 

In much the same way as the poetIy of the war, war fiction tends either to be 

rather brutal and artless rapportage or to take on increasingly innovative and 

thoroughly modem fonns. In the late 1920s, war nall'atives suddenly gained 

surprising popularity-spearheaded by Erich Maria Remarque's Ali Quiet on the 

Western Front, probably the only traditional book from this period that remains 

popular to this day. Its release in Janumy 1929 touched off a long series of war 

narratives which were traditional in stI'ucture and often poorly written (Ecksteins, 

276). They were produced, it would appear, to satisfy the growing appetites for war 

narratives of a generation strugglillg to come to tenns with the war and therefore now 

apparcntly rcady for thcm. Pcrhaps one of the best examples of this is Charles Yale 

Harrison's GeneraIs Die in Bed, touted on the coyer as "the great Canadian war 

novel": 

We marc1I ail night. Ten minutes' rest evely hour. The road is 
januncd with clanging m1illely. There is a steady stI'eam going our 
way. 

Yes, we are going into action; of that there can be no doubt. The 
rumours of an offensive these past months have not been idle ones. 

(178) 
White the staccato style does con vey the fragmentmy state of the mind of a soldier at 

war, the n31l'ative structure is vely traditional and the book itself riddled with a late 
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Victorian sense of popular drama. Indeed, it rcads ll1uch 1ll00C Itkc a pOOlly wlÏttcn 

and extensive piece of joumalism than a true novcl, and in many placcs sccms almost 
childish. The stOly is about the war and it is truc to trcnch lirc: III that sense, thc 

book is compelling because the war itself is compellillg, but the nanativc follows 
very much the conventions of fiction writmg as they existed bcCore thc \Var. 

Yet this tendency to apply oid techniques to new, modcl n, thcll1cs and subjccts 
was waning. Ali Quiet on the Western FlOnt \Vas a popular novel and \Vas 

substantially traditional in nalTative structure (toI d, liJ..e GencIals Die in Bcd, clltilely 
in the first pers on), but it did compellingly convcy a stlOng sense of futihty----a sensc 

which ushered in the mainstream acceptance uf modcmisll1 and pavcd the way fOI 
experimentation in natTativf fonn to better leflect content 1:llch Rcmarque 's book 

remains a compelling testimony to the sensc of alienatlon and loncliness fclt by a 

soldier at the front, told with rematkable artlstly. 

The stOlm lashes us, out of the confusion of grey and ycllow and 
the hail of spI inters whips forth like the childhke ClICS of the wOllllded, 
and in the night shattered life glOans wearily in the SIlence. 

Our hands are eal1h, our bodies clay and our eyes pools of min. 
We do not know whether we still live. 

(171 ) 

Furthennore, Erich Remarque's approach to his clcatiol1 15 vely similar to Wilfi'cd 

Owen's; in the preface to the original edltlon of his WOI k, he was caJeful to point out 
that what he had written was not the stOly of an adventUl c, but ralher the slOly of 

howa generation was destroyed by life on the Western Front (Re1l1aJque, qlloled by 

Ecksteins, 281). 

Remarque carefu]]y tells the stOly of Paul, the malll character, thwlIgh ail of 

his time at the front and during his Icave pcJÏods at home. Pnmary in this thematlc 

approach is Remarque's insistence that Paul was unablc to complctcly regain his 

sense of home; that home itself was no IOl1ger a place wlllch orfeled any sort of 

solace. In fact, it was a source of evcn grealcr tonncnt than the flOl1t, leavlllg Paul 

pining not for the retUIn ta nonnality but for the retuln to the only lIre he knows how 

to live: 

1 bite my pillow. 1 grasp the ilon 1 od~ of my bed wlth my fists. 
1 ought never to have come hele Out thcre 1 was indifferenl and onen 
hopeless;--I will never be able to be so again. 1 was a soldier, and now 
1 am nothing but an agony for rnysclt: for my mother, for cvcrything 
that is so comfortless wlthout end. 
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1 ought never to have come on leave. 

(115) 

This alienation and desperation soon becomes so strong that Paul cannot see any 

possible way out, aIthough he does finally find his peace. Without a home to return 

to, Paul's only peace comes with the bullet which kills bim. The irony of this 

theme-of freedom a'.1d escape only through death-is a powelful part of most war 

literature, and the end of Remarque's novel is perhaps one of its best known 

examples. 

Yet in many ways, Ail Quiet on the Western Front is not strictly a genuine 

representation of trench life; it is much more a long lament for the ruining of a 

generation. This eftèct is pelhaps ampIified by the fact that the book was written 

several years after the war and that Remarque tumed to writing it in 

desperation-after the disillusionment he experienced when retuming to Gennany 

after the war. Unable to put the war behind him and exist comf0l1ably in a post-war 

world, he set about writing a long lamentatIOn about what he perceived as the event 

that ruined him and his generation. In this sense, then, writing about the war became 

a way of escaping and a way of explaining his post-war unhappiness (Ecksteins, 

283). As such, it is also a condemnation of an industriahsed society for "destroying 

humane values" (Ecksteins, 283). One could even suggest that Remarque in many 

ways wishes to find his peace in much the smne way as Paul, longing, as does his 

protagonist, to lejoin the comlT1unity of soldlCIS. In this sense, then, there is little 

artistIy in the book, and, unhke the wOlks of Wilfred Owen, there is little poetIy in 

the pity, unless it is the readcr's pity for the author himself. 

The pervading sense of not belonging which IS continually reinforced in 

Remarque's work bccame a central theme for the literature that followed the war, and 

in many ways remains so today. Added to lhis was a deep sense that after the war, it 

is difficuIt to think of anything else as significant-mdeed, for many who 

expcrienced the war vlltually nothing cise mattered. 

Yet evcn a carcful rcading of Ali Quiet on the Westel11 Front reveals that, 

while a strong and vCly compelling work, it is not a novel which reflects the 

modemist fon11 in the strictest sense. Modemism as a movement began weil before 

the outbreak of the \Var-it IS the result lIot primarily of the war (aIthough the war did 

help Modemism to become the dominant and pIevalent fonu) but rather of 

industrialiscd socicty's alienation of the individual A modemist novel, therefore, 

tends to conccntrate on psychology-the intemal nanative bemg as important as the 
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external nalTative and often superseding it-and on the sense of otherness felt by the 

primary natTator of the book. This mal de siècle was amplitied and blOlIght into the 

mainstream by the war, but it did exist as an aesthetic movement for almost as long as 

machines had been a prut of the landscape. Amhé Gide's ground-breaklng 
L'Immoraliste, for instance, was first published in 1902 David Dalches sees the 11ft 

between the traditional novel and the modern novel as cleal Iy delined, where the 

preceding works-of Dickens, for instance-had vCly clcar and c.\pllcit plot lines, 

trustworthy naITators and above 4111 a sense lhal the gaps in the narrative cou\d bc 

filied in with what was generally accepted by society at large, the modcm novel 

rejects the se ideas wholehea11edly and is often openly hostile to thcm (1). Dalchcs 

goes on to elucidate what he considel s the three primat y tenets of 11l0delll tiction. the 
"breakdown of a public sense of slgnificance", "the concept of time as a continuolls 

flow rather than a series of sepalatc points," alld "the ncw view of 

consciousness ... [that] the individllal pcrsonaltty is the SlIlll of thc IIldivldllal's 

memories" (7). In this sense, modernist fiction can bc satd 10 be IlllJch 1ll00C focuscd 

on the internaI processes of a few chal actcrs than \Vas the novel pllOl to the 

modemist movement; it can also be said to be Icss dil cct, Ics~ comfOl tmg and 

ultimately, less entel1aining and mOle demanding of thc rcadcr Finally, It oltell 

relays stories of the systematic alienation of the lIldivldllal flOln the society of which 

he must be a part-Joyce's Stephen Dedallls, Glde's Michel in L'IIllIllOlali ... te am) 

Ford Madox Ford's Nan'ator in The Good Soldicr aIl cxpel iCllcc what Dalchcs calls 

"a constant state of unstable equilibrium" (19) This IS the vCly state expcllcnced hy 

soldiers at war. 
Ford's The Good Soldier is an intclcsting book in that it glcatly c1ucidatl'!> the 

attitude that sent men to the trenehes III the fil st plm;e wlthout SCI VllIg as ail exalllplc 

of that attitude. Essentially the stOly of a glOup of fllcnds who cOllle togcthcr cvcry 

year, The Good Soldier can in many ways be consldel cd to be the fil st truly modclll 

novel, and is one which managed to aliellate tnally leadcI~ uscd to t[(ldltlOllal l'onu<; 

ofnarrativt'. As such, it is a series of apparelltly loo"ely 11Ilkcd ~CClle!>, onell lcadlIIg 

the reader to great frustration bccause of whu he 01 ~he i~ Ilot told - lII~tead of 

assuming that a11 the necessaly infollnation will be plOvlded, the leadcl I~ onen 

forced to make that deduction In thls way, not only Î.) there thcmatlc allcrtatioll, 

ennui and mal de Siècle, but that sense is conveyed to the leader bccall!>c il is fOlccd 

on him or her by the disjunctive nan ati ve The effeet IS, to force the reader Ilot to Slt 

passively and watch the StOly unfold in flOnt of hlln or her, but lather to become 

actively inculpated in the narrative 
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Ford's whole view of the truth called for obliquity, for the 
conduct of microcosmic 'affairs' which reflected, in the eye of a good 
reader, not the mere sequence of history as represented by theories of 
confliet and survival, but the great historical crises which transcend the 
temporal sequcnce. 

(Kennode, 16) 

With thc use of innovative nanation, then, the fonn begins to reinforce the themes. 
"The good soldier" is not the nanator himself, but rather a friend who was a hero in 
the Boer war. The narrator, unable to care enough to be "a good soldier" himself, is 
symbolic of Yeats's rough beast which must, because of historical forces and the 
failure of the sucial system, emerge as a force in the modem world. He is indifferent 

and uncanng about anything at ail, and the book describes his increasing alienation 
and frustration. After the war-five yems aftcl FOId's book was published-this 

sense of bCll1g outside ceased to be an abenatlOll which would shock the reader; 

because of the expenellee of the 11 enehes, It was the good soldier, not the 
disillusioncd youth, who b;!came 1I1creasmgly rm e. 

Perlwps the best fktlOnal treatment of d1IS transitlOn-presenting both the 
good soldier and the disillusioned youth and doing sa tI1I ough the fonn of the modem 
noveJ-is Ernest HCl11mgway's In Our Time, filst published 111 1925. The book is 

composed of sClles of loosely collccted short stones and vignettes held together by 

sma]] narratives at the chapter headmgs (printed in Italics) and by the consistent use 

of charactcl s III Va! ious stagcs of thelr lives It can be argued that, when viewed as a 

whole, In OUrJ'lI11e IS a novel and 110t slll1ply a selles of shOit stOiies--the movement 
fro111 the begil1lling to the end of the book would suggest this, as would the 

characterisatlOll which occurs seemll1gly by accident (!he eplsodes are fIagmentary, 

but usually dcal with the samc cJl~lI actcl s)--and HCll1l1lgway, by orgamsmg these 
stories as chaptel s, cle~lIly saw the \\'ork as a novcl himself. 

The book opens with "On thc QWlI at Smyl11a," a t\vo-page drscliption of 

Annclllans aITiVll1g al Smyllla aitel havlIlg bcell mUlched across TUikey in what later 
bccamc kno\\ n .lS the Anncnlan Genocide The style IS hlghly jOlllllalistlc, and the 

tonc rCIl1:lI kably Ilat Indced, the pel sail dOlllg the 1 eporting-sct up here as a friend 

of the l1all:ltol- SCCIllS angry at the Anncllians fOI 11I1I11ng \\hat would othelwlse be a 

beautlful day ")lHI dldn't Illllld the \\omCIl \\ho \\ele ha\'1I1g bables as you did those 

with the dcad olles" (12) SUldy, thls IS thc IIldtlTelence of a soldler descnbed by 

Ecksteins- arter a ccrtalll tlllle at the flOnL nothing was shocking, and the honific 
beralllc the 1l1ulldanc ( 154). 
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From this preface-c1early from the point of VICW of sOl11conc who is 

indifferent when faced with an experience which would hOllify Illost--Ilcllllllgway 

moves the reader into the first chapter, which tleats the sensc of indestlllclibility l'ch 

by a young man, presumably bringing us back to a simpler and mOle inlloccnt tlllle 

than that of the preface. "Indian Camp" is a stOly about a young 111<111- pl ùbahly 

about ten years old-accompanying his unele across a lake to watch him perfolln li 

caesarean on an indian woman. The bilth is inclcdibly pall1ful, and the baby's nlther, 

unable to support the mental anguish of his wife's scn:all1~. cuts his own tluoat 

during the operation. We, like the young Nick and his ullcle thclJJsclves, don't 

become aware of this until after the child is barn Y ct the young N Id. secs thls as 50 

outside ofhis experience that he doesn't feel at allllnpltcated Indeed, tllS unclc's 

and his father's words are sa comf0l1ing and thc wall11th of the lakc III thc carly 

moming so beautiful that by the end of the StOly, Nick, 111 11IS youthful 1I1110Cl'l1ce, 
feels certain that he will never dlc (19) This comfOltablc wOI!d - III wllIch evell a 

suicide cannat overcame the 1 cassUl illg wOids of a lilthcl and the p\casant catly­

moming wannth of the lake water-is c lem Iy 1 Cpl cscntat l "c of thc 1Il1l0CCnCe of the 

'good soldier' approach, in this woIld, Owen's soldlels \HHtld havc bcclI wu,>ed hy 

the sun. Yet by placing tlus passagc Immedlately aHcl tht.: c1l1l1l1lg ple!;lce, 

Hemingway is forcing an Illlpendmg sense of doom 011 the IcaJL'1 wc have hL'cll 

shown what is going to happen, and éII e 110W bcÎng takcIl back to a mOI c IIlIlOCt.:l\t 

time. By structuring the beguming of the book tlllS way, lIellllIIgway l'ol(;es Il'> to 

continue reading not because wc wallt to know wllat is gOllllj to happen. hut Jathcr 

because we want to understand that tlall.'.ltloll alld t!Jat 1ll0VCIIlent 

WllCn Hemmgway maves IIlto tlcatmellh of the war and .'.oldICI'> tow;\ld,> thc 

middle of the book, the sense of indiffelcnce wlllch chalactemcd the plcface ollce 

again emerges. While wc see Nick himsclf 111 combat III OIlC of the bllcr Itallcl'>t.:d 

chapter intlOductions, it is the stOly "SoldICl'" 1 lomc" wlllch 1II0<,t cxplIcttly tlca!'> 

the soldier's sense of alienatian The ~tOly of 1\.1(:1>.'" a young i\mellcan, "Soldlcr'~ 

Home" opens with a descliption of hl'> dcpaltlll t.: fOI tht.: flont, alld cvt.:rytlllng 1<, 

perfect and ordered "ail of thcm vvcallJlg exactly the "élille helght and "tyk collar" 

(69). The second palaglaph contla)t~ thl'> pa,,<,a!-,c "hal ply, de<,C1lblllg a plcture 

which Krebs brought back \Vith hun IIUIl1 the \Val "Kreb.', and the COI pOl al look too 

big for their ul1lforms The German glll~ al e Ilot beaulrf'ul '/ he Rh Ille dot;'" flot "how 

in the picture" (69) (,Ically, tllls IS Ilot Rupert BlOoke'., \vorld III wlllch a "(Jldrcr'., 

presence Will serve ta blcss a fOlclgn land \Vllat follow,> 1'> il treatllJ(.;llt of Kle!>., al 

home after the war and his inclea~IIlg ~efl~c that he doe,>,,'t bclong cncoltlaged by /IIS 
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father to get a job, he spends his days sitting on the pareh watching girls. Yet even 
here he is unable to act, convincing himself that he daesn't need a girl and that one 

will soon come to him anyway (72). 
Yet the most striking treatment of Krebs' lack of belonging cornes when he 

discusses his indiffcrence with his mother: 

"1 don't love anybody," Krebs said. 
It wasn't any good. He couldn't tell her, he couldn't make her 

see it. ft was silly ta have said it He had only hurt her. He went over 
and took hold of her ann. She was clying with her head in her hands. 

(76) 

He couldn't tell hcr why he didn 't love anybody because she wouldn't understand; 

she was still holding onto the idcas and values they shmed befOle Krebs went to war, 
and he had becn plOfoundly changed. Indeed, Krebs is no longer a pari of her 
community, but rather a part of the community of soldiers (Leed, 215)-his only 

social skill is to take on "the easy pose of the old soldier among other soldiers" (70). 

The distance bctwecn Krcbs's post-war wodd and that of I11S mother becomes 

obvious when she tllCS to impose a solution on Krebs' inability to love anyone by 

getting him to pray with her, but he cannot (77). The pre-war solution of praying 

sim ply cannat solve Klebs' indlffclcnce-this is the embodiment of the breakdown 
of traditional [0I111S of which Ecksteins speaks (215). She ends up praying for him, 

but the rift betwccn the two is exposed--his mother wants to repair things by using 

the same old convcntions, Klebs knows that these conventions will not succeed and 

doc sn 't really scern to care anyway 

lIemingway has movcd us fi 0111 the reassuring \VOl ds of a father which make a 

child fccl that he will never dic, tlll ough the horrors of war, to a wodd in which the 

words and IItllals of a paient sllccccd only in elucldatll1g the dlffcrence between 
parcnt and c1uld. Klebs' mothcr doc') not IcaSSUIC hllll, she makes hlln lie and 

infuses him wlth an'\lety and a sensc of not bclongll1g in Il1l1ch the same way as 

Paul's mothcï thd whcn he Ictul11ed nom the Western FlOnt As such, she elucidates 

dlC gap bc1wccn the IH e-\\ al \VOl Id---in which praycl, for 1I1stance, would solve a 
probkm, and the post-war wadd in which it means nothing Krebs cannot pray 

bccause he IS no longer par t of thc comlllunity of those who see It as any sort of 
solutIon 

The end of ln Our Timc hnngs liS back to the character of Nick, who leaves 

cIvilisatIOn to go fishlllg. Thc departlllc hCle is slgnilicant· hke Krebs, presumably 

unable to fecl any scnse of be\onglllg 01 normality in the wOIld to which he letums 
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after the war, he goes back to the natmal world to seek solace. It can be said lhat this 
return to the river represents a return to romanticism and a rcnewal of faith in the 
power of the natural world~ at the vely least, it rel11inds us of thc young NIck 
dragging his hand in the water next to the canoc and the feeling he hall at thc timc 
that he would never die. Whether parts one and two of "Big Two-hcmtcd Rivel" 

actually offer Nick any sense of renewal is unclear, but the last hnc at kast ofTcl s the 
suggestion that this renewal rnight be possible: "therc wCle plcnty of days coming 
when he could fish the swamp" (156). 

In Our Time, then, is a unique and powclful novcl which uses many of the 

innovations of modemism-in pm1icular a dis jUil ct ive Ilanative plcscllling 
representative events instead of a hnear descnptIOn of evelything -- and does sn 111 li 

way that e:~gages the reader without alienating and confusing hlln 01 hCI ln OUI 
Time is not a novel in the traditional sense, but 1 ather a collagc of evcnls wlllch 

together fonn a narrative, be it in fil st or thlId pelson, about NIck or Klcbs 01 anyof 

the other characters who emerge and disappcar ThiS stlllchuc IS Ideal fOl COIlVCylllg 
the emotional, physical and cuItUI al transitIOn ftom prc-wal IIlvinclbJlIty (~hown by 

Nick in "Indian Camp") through the allcllatlon call~ed by the hOllor of war (Ill thc 
preface and "Soldier's Home") and finally towaIds lhe attempl 10 lep:m the damagc 

and the sense of futility caused by the war throllgh a rclllln to the natlllal wOlld (1lI 

parts 1 & 2 of "Big Two-hearted river") ln the ~pacc of 160 page~, thCII, 

Hemingway presents aH faccts of IIrc III the modern \VOilà, c111cldatlllg the hUlIIan 
implications of modern industnalltfe and war Vet becHuse he IS LJllle~llallled by the 

requirements of a tinear narrative, aH of the cpi~oàes bccollle cllIcml alld ~el ve to 

indicate a greater truth Whelcas Rell1aIque's Ali O.!lld oIUhL\ye,>I<;JJI_Üi>l!! ~c/ve~ 

as a traditional yet comnelling damnatlOll of W,Il, l!!_(hLI~~ 1'> altogcther 1lI00C 

subtle, steering the reader towaIds damlllllg the Wal rOI 1r1l1l,>c1f alld orfellllg Ilot ollly 
a vision of the dcstructlvcncss of tllat war but, /Il the la,>t t wo chaplel s, ~ollle hopc 

that something ncw can cmcrgc If l10thing cbe, 1 krnlllgway's Icplc,>el11atloll I~ mOlC 
completc and male honcst, telllllg a ~tory In rnuclr thl: ~allle way that people pelcelve 

their lives-tlllough a sClics of cxtIcmcly llnpOltant epl,>odl:~ witholll havllIg to fill 

in any of the dctatls in bet ween, a PIOce.,,> WlllCh would l1e<.:C.,'>:1I t1y lIl/tlgale thc 

strength of the cplsodcs thcmsclves 

Conclusion 
The First World War, thclcforc, \Vas a monumental cvcnt Ilot o/lly 111 alld of 

itself, but in that It scrvcd as a cultUi al cataly~t wlllch fOlccd the death of pre-war 
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attitudes and aesthetics. ft gave Modernism-which had existed since at least the 
tum of the ccntury-a popular audience in the surviving combatants and forced the 
posing of a number of questions regarding man's place in an increasingly 
industrial-and therefore unhuman-world. These are questions which face us to 
this day. Finally, it served as a coming of age for Canada itself, leading to a cultural 
and national renaissance of great prop011ions. 

The attraction of writing about the war therefore is self-evident; it is the 
defining event of modem life. Yet it is one that demands to be treated carefu11y if 
that treatment is to successfu11y convey the transition from pre-war neo-Victorian 
culture to the modem world and from traditional, linear nalTative style and aesthetics 
to the modemist tcchniques described above. Yet perhaps more lmportantly, writing 
about the First WOlld War remains impol1ant and applicable to today's world: we are 
still dealing with man' s struggle against the dehumanising effects of the machine (to 
say nothing of the effects of continuing wars the world over), and we ail feel 
alienated by our society at times. Although the war is temporally removed from us, it 
is still acsthctically and culturally relevant Many of the modemlst techniques which 
gained popular VOiL~ through thc war still apply because thcy adhere tG the mIes of 
human thought--in the saIlle way that one thinks 111 a series of disjunctive episodes, 
so docs a modcrl1lst text often unfold. The effect IS, If successful, a psychological 
involvemcnt of the reader; the thought plOcesses of the book become the thought 
processes of thc rcader. In this way, an author is not so much telling a story as he or 
she is cOIllmunicat111g il. The result is a much mOlC actIve reader with a much more 
pcrsonal involvcl11cnt 111 the text. Ultimatcly, thls leads to a more intense and 
gratifying expcriencc ~or the readcr. 

My dcsile III \VIIting Enfiladc \Vas not to le-write In Our Tllne in my words, 
although 1 trust 111y ICSpcct for that tcxt is sclf-evidcnt My desire, rather, was to treat 
the subjcct of wm-and its implIcations fOI the home front-1Il a way which would 
comll1unicate the cmotions involvcd to thc Icader without explicltly stating them To 
that end, 1 havc cndcavOlJlcd to cmploy many modemist techniques, primary among 
those bcing a disjunctlvc and cpisodic nan ative, while rejecting the more radical 
tcchniqucs of Illlgulstic and narrative ulcakdown cxcept in the few places where they 
seemed applOpllatc namdy, the battle SCCllCS Simply put, thel e IS no bettcr way to 
convey the intenslty of Cl11otlon IIlvolvcd III such powerful cxpencnces. Furthennore, 
sinee the lllllld tends to pCI eClve c\'cnts as eplsochc and 1 Cpl escntative and not hnear, 
1 made the Jl~cislOn to han: the story told flom a Ilu.nucl of diffelcnt points of view. 
A rcsult of this IS a selles of dlfTclcnt \'oices-I(hosynclatlc spelling and grammar 
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included-which combine to offer the reader a grcater pictllle of the t'vents 

unfolding. Also, this allows one to superimpose images of the home life with that 'lt 

the trenches, adding a fU11her dimension to the stOl)'. In this \Vay. a \'cly tl aditlOnal 

plot is conveyed as a collage instead of a simple pictllre. ft is Illy bclicf that the 
character Elspeth is in many ways as much a combatant as is her fiancéc Alistair. 

using this technique offered me the opportunity to Icplcsent that wlthout statlllg il 
explicitly and without complicating the nanativc and thcreby (hstancing the Icader 

with "he felt / she felt" constructions. 

Yet there are aspects to Enfilade which arc dccidcdly rClllovcd tiolll the 

modernist tradition, primaly among these ocing the cpistol:uy fOlln cmploycd at 

length in the first half of the work. My attraction to this fonn - whlch 15 onc of the 
oldest in the writing of the novel, examples sllch as Rlchar dson' s ('Ialls'\:, COllllllg 

quickly to mind-is simple: a pClson tcnds to CXplCSS 11II11sclf 01 hClsclf vCly 
differently in a written fonn, especially when his or hCI audlCIH':C IS c1cally tlelined 

Letters can he a wonderful vchicle for convcylllg douots and frll~1t atlOns and cau 

serve as a meaTi'O to develop a chmacter's rclatlOllshlp wlth the addlc5~ce wlthout 

imposing the structure and distance of a thild-persoll nanallvc ln that way, Illy 

attraction to the epistolmy fonn is the saille as Illy attlaction 10 the dlSJlIllctlVC and 

minimalist modemist fonn: both allow the tclling of a story wlthollt the arlificlal 

structure usually involved in such an undertaklIIg This allow5 the chalactels to 

speak for themselves, and the rcader to occollle more or 811 ob~el ver lhall somchody 

who is being told a stOly. 
My attempt her\.'!, then, has been to combinc two of the fO/llls w/llch orrcl the 

most direct voice for the charactcls IIlvolvcd III the "itOly the modcrn and the 

epistolary-while simuItaneollsly cornbinillg two cOI1Velgcllt plot~ tltat of ÂIt~tall lJ) 

Europe and that of Elspeth and thc PlcStOIl~ \Il Southt:11I Québec f/cld togcthel whcll 
necessary by a third person na ... atlvc (whcn IlIslollcal IIIfè.H matloll 1<; net:dcd, f()f 

example), the superimposition of the~c f()I/IlS and thc~e plot ItIlC~ ofrcr~ thc 

opportunity to create a mcmOlable alld compclllIlg WOI k wlllic tcl/lllg wltat 1'-, 

essentially a very traditional stOly. Enfilade, thcll, I~ ail attcmpt to tdl ail old c.,tory in 

a newway. 
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