Wil (Stg.)
May 19hLl,

My dear People,

You have asked me several times for an account of myself
from those summer days, when hopes ran so high and so many
projects were being prepared,kagpd finally the day many weeks
later, quite near Christmas, when at length you received an
answer to your enguiries... @nd had to pospone, at least,
those beautiful vrojects youw had made.

.

That evening we sat down to dinner in quite the normal
way: Charles was there before me, and Bingo, on my left, ar-
rived at the same time as myself; opposite me Harry and old
Farmer Giles were late as usual. Farmer Giles was a delight-
ful old man with grey hair and twinkling blue-grey eyes: he
belonged to the Indian Army and often used to get his leg
pulled on that account, but his name was Giles Farmer. He
was our chief source of rumour; he would never fail to come
to table with some little tit-bit of information for our ben.-
efit.., there had been a raid on Wilan, the latest BBC news
had said this or that... and today he came with the story
thet the Italians had signed an Armisticel! Ve liked old
Giles, and as he was an elderly man, and had spent many years
of his life under the tropical sun of India we forgave him
many 1little excentricities, but....

"Calm yourself, calm yourself" said Charles "we really avvrec-
iate the way in which you try to provide us with all the latest
news, but we don't want you _to strain yourself in this way!"
In prison camp even the most unlikely phece of news must be
gifted, and not thrown away until one is more than a hundred
percent sure that it is untrue, snd so of c¢ourse poor Giles
was bombarded with questions from all sides...
"Who told you Giles?"
"Where did you hear it"
"Don't take any notice of him, he's been out in the sun too
mich this afternoon....” :
"Quikét please! Tet Giles tell his tale, and then we'll see".
Yes, come on Giles and tell ud 211 about it".
"Hell"” said Giles "whilst as 1 was changing for dinner I not-
iced that the sentries were behaving in a more extraordinary
manner than usual....
"Core on Giles, cut the cackle, of course the're unusual, tlrele..
"Quiet.. go on Giles" '
«+« well they were dancing about and shouting "Guerra finita,
Guerra finite, andiamo a casa" and pointing up to my window
and waving their hands". ‘ )
I turned to BiJ's table, and shonted across to him, the hubbub
in the dining room had grown in volume, and I had to shout to
make myself heard.
"B-J, David, I say, have you heard the Jatest?".
"Yes, and it's true! Fairy has just been taldng to the sentries
and it =poears it came over the wireless at seven thirty. If
we hurry outside we ought to be able to hear the BBC",
Just then there were two big bangs on the table, the usual sig-
n 1 calling for silence, denoting that someone was going to
make en announcement. The hubbub died %o a mirmar, and the
mirpur “o perfect silence as the 5.B.0. rose in his place and
stood on a seat.
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"Gentlemen! I have just been told that Great Britian has sig-
ned an Armistice with the Italian Governement... loud cheers,
stamping of feet and clapping of handsw.. I will see the
Camp Commandant as soon as possible, and let you know the re-
sults as soon as I can”.

Everyone had by this time finished dimmer, and we all
trooped outside into the garden to listen to the wireless.
It was a warm September evening, and just begining to get
darkd TDights were still burhing in some of the rooms where
people had hurried down on hearing the glad tidings, and had
forgatten to switch out the light. Ve stood about in little
groups under the big chestnut trees, waiting for the news and
what it would bring. The wireless began to splutter... Iit-
alian, Prench, German, screeches and walls, and then at last
an Fnglish voice.. "...has signed an Armistice with General
Eisennower...." and it faded again. Ve had heard it with our
own ears, however, it was truelll :

T wandered off on my own. My mind was in a whirl and I
wanted +to think things out a little for myself. The 8th of
Jeptember. Perhaps I shall be home for Mabs birthday on the
30th, Three weeks. Yes, they ought to be able to arrange to
get us away in that time. OFf course the primary job will be
to chase the enemy back to Germany, but with a landing in
Genoa they will be in this area in less than a week, and then
there will only be the arrangements to get us away Oh boy!
Oh boy! '

T waridered through the dining hall. A couple of hardy
foursomes were playing bridge, and a couwnle in the corner were
battling at Blackgammon. I had arranged to have a game of
bridge with Jock McGinlay, but neither of us had mentioned it
under the circumstances. I could only meander around from
group to egrovp, listen to a word oxr two of what they were say-
ing, and move on., Was it possible? After all those long
months of prison 1life were we going to be free men once more?
Were we going to be able to walk by ourselves, not have to
wear silly patches on our clothes, be worried by agrravating
searches or have to appear in long rows to be counted by
ridiculous Italian officers (who couldn't count anyway)?

At nine thirty the 3.B.0. called us all together and gave
us the lsatest news. The British Government had instructed -
that we say put, and the ltalisn Commandant had requested
that we stay in the camp. The information about the Germans
was rather vague, but standing patrols were being organised
and would give us timely warring if any Germans came towards
the camp. There was a rumour that we had alnded at DLivorno,
Spezia and Genca, and in that case 1t would only be a case of
nolding out for = week at the most, until our oty forces came
to collect us. And that was all for the moment. There would
be a genersl meeting at ten o'clock tomorrow morning, when he
would give us any further information,

That night I got undressed, slipped into my py jenas and
got into bed. Ignorance 1s bliss they say.. in any case I
felt no danger whatsoever, and slept like a top until the
following morning: the last time in pyjamas and betwesen sheets
for many a long week. DBut I did not know that at the time.
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"centlemen! I have just been told that Great Britian has sig-
ned an Armistice with the Italian Governement... loud cheers,
stemping of feet and clapping of hands«.. I will see the
Camp Commandant as soon as posgible, and let you know the re-
aults as soon as I can".

Everyone had by this time finished dimner, and we all
trooped outside into the garden to listen o the wireless.
It was a warm Septerber evening, and just begingng to get
darky Dights were still burhing in some of the rooms where
people had hurried down on hearing the glad tidings, and had
forgatten to switch out the light. Ve gtood about in little
groups under the big chestnut trees, waiting for the news and
what it would bring. The wireless began to splutter... It~
alian, Prench, German, screeches and wails, and then at last
an English voice.. "...has signed an Armistice with General
Fisenhower...." snd it faded again. We had heard it with our
own ears, however, 1t was truelll -

T wandered off on my own. My mind was in a whirl and 1
wented +to think things out a little Tor myself. The 8th of
September. Perhaps I shall be home for Mabas birthday on the
30th., Three weeks., Yes, they ought to be able to arrange to
get us away in that time. Of course the primary job will be
to chase the enemy back to Germany, but with a landing in
Geno2 they will be in this area in less than a week, and then
there will only be the arrangements to get us away. Oh boy!
Oh boy! ' :

T wandered through the dining hall. A couple of hardy
foursomes were playing bridge, and a counle in the corner were
battling at Blackgammon. I had arranged to have a game of
bridge with Jock McGinlay, bdbut neither of us had mentioned it
under the circumstances. L could only meander around from 4
group to zroup, listen to a word or two of what they were sSay-
ing, and move on. Was it possible? After all those long
months of prison 1life were we going to be free men once more?
ere we going to be able to walk by ourselves, mnot have to
wear silly patches on our clothes, be worried by agrravating
searches or have to appear in long rows to be counted by
ridiculons Italian officers (who couldn't count anyway )}

At nine thirty the 5.B.0., called us all together and gave
us the latest news. The British Government had instructed
that we say put, an? the Italisn Commandant had requested
that we stay in the camp. The information about the Germans
was rather vague, but standing patrols were being organised
and would give us timely warning if any Germans came towards
the camp. There was a rumour that we had alnded at Livorno,
Spezia and Genoza, and in that case it would only be a case of
holding out for = week at the mostT, until our oy Tforces came
to collect us. And that was all for the moment. There would
be a genersl meeting at ten a'eloeck tomorrow morning, when he
wonld give us any further information,

That night I got undressed, slipped into my pyJjamas and
got into bed. Ignorance is bliss they say.. in any case 1
felt no danger whatsoever, and slept like a top until the
following morning: the last time in pyjemas and betwsen sheets
for many a long week. But I did not know that at the time.
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The following morning at breakfast time, +the S.B.0.
spoke t0 us agsaine..
"Gentlemen! have again spoken with the Camp Commandant.
The terms of the Armistice say that if Italisn troops are
attacked, they are to defend themselves, if necessary by
the force of arms: the Camp Commandant has intervreted
this 0 mean that if the Germans come to try and take us
away he must defend us., ThBi he will do. We still have
our own pickets on the three approaches to-the camp, and
they will give us ample warning of any eneny approach.
The Germans are at present only using the road +to the
West of the camp, and for the moment has not made any at-
tempt o approach. For the moment there is no reason for
us to leave the camp, but those who wish to sleep outside
the camp area may do so. T will let you know as soon a8
there are any further developements. Thank you."

We then started to break down the barbed wire surround-
ing the garden.. the Italian commander who had inaugurated
the camp was said to be an engineer, whatever he was he
certainly knew how to put up wire, because it took us a
lorg time, and much energy %o pull it down. The sentries
were still at their posts around the walls, and watched
our activities with grest amusement. We told them they
should be watching the other way, to gee if any Germans
were coming, ingtead of looking towards the camp, vut they
had become completely indifferent (if it were possible for
them to be more indifferent then they were before).. "per
nol guerra finita" they 8aid. It had been a2 war they had
embarked on by order, it was not their war and they had no
interest in it: if the Germans wanted %o go on fighting...
a shrug of the shoulders... "ma per noi, piu!"

It was dm@ightfully pleasant to stroll slong under the
warm September sun, through those fields we had looked at
through the barbed wire for so many long, weary weeks and
wonths. I stopped to talk to the odd peasants whom I met
on the road: they were 2ll overjoyed at the good tidings,
and all had the same tale to tell... "Now we can all go
home", '

Within the camp there was a subdued sir of excitement,
an alr of vncertainty. Where were our own troops? Had we
really landed at Genoa, and the other ports on the neigh._
bouring coast? What were the Germans doing? Were they
~really so busy getting their stuff out of Italy through
the Brenner Pass as to be too occupied to bother about 2
few Prisoners of ¥ar? Was it not safer to all go to ‘the
woods with as much food as we could tske with us, and wait
there? If the British were so near, there wovld not be so
long to wait, snd at least we should not be cqueht sleeping
in our beds.

We all drew a Red Cross parcel, all our tins out of the
food store, and anything we had in the confiscation &tore
in the Italian compound (here I for the first time received .
that nice blue polo jersey you sent me, but could not re~
tain when it arrived because it was blue). Unfortunately
our laundry was down in the town, and so I could not pack
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a spare set of underclothing, but I made up a neat pack on
the old Tobruk pattern.. shaving tackle, spare shirt, towel,
plenty of socks and wool to mend them, soap (for barterlng
parposes among the Itallans) my 1lttle pink elephant wrap-
ped up in one of David's thln socks, as many tins of tobacco
and cigarettes as I could push in, and a blanket avound the
lot. I decided to wear my thick underwear and my new battle-
dress which had arrived only a week or so previously, snd
carry my greatcoat. Bingo gave me a couple. of his good Eng-
lish blankets, for which I was very thunkful, because those
1little Italian things only come as far as your knees, even
when you roll yourself inte a ball. The rest of my kit, all
my notes on Psycology sand Hotel Keeping, and my diaries, and
lagst of all that famous work of art 1 had written for you..
the story since 19%5.. I packed in my suitcase., I was ready.

The feeling of uncertainty in the camp was increasing.
With the smell of freedom in our nostrils none of us had any
wish to be caught by the Germans whilst sleeping in our beds,
and so in spite of the very effective watch on the roads,
there were many of us who preferred to spend the second night
out of camp, under the trees of the nearest wood. I was one
of those, and as soon-as we had had supver, together with
Jonny Maclean, our little packs on our backs and our coats
and blankets over our shoulders, we slipped over the garden
wall, stumbled through the dismantled barbed wire, and gain-
ed the open fields. Here and there we met an odd Italian
soldier from the guard, dressed in civilian clothes: when we
asked them where they were going they merely smiled, made
that rather vulgar but very suggestive Italian geufure and
murpured "Scepare”. It was easy to see that, ~kl*thoughthe
Camp Commandant mlzht be willing to defend us should the Ger-
mang come, he would very soon not-have-any troops left to de-
fend us with. Our time there was growing short, but tonight
2t least we should be able to sleepr in peace.. even 1if the
Germans came to the camp, they would not enter the woods.

~ ¥ . .

We crossed the road along which we had walked many a time,
our gay red patches flapping in the morning breeze, but this
time there were no ganards trailing their muskets as they
slouched along beside us. This time we climbed the further
slope, the going throvghf ihe ploughed Tield was rough, but
we 6id not inteRd to go far, Jjust as far as the shelter of
the nearest trees, where we covld make our beds for the night,
and from where we could watceh the road, in case any German
patrol came slong in the early mornin g We soon found a
pleasant little nook, slipped ouvr packs from our backs, rolled
ovrselves in our gredtcoats, and after smoking a last olgarn
ette under the starry sky, were soon agleep.

The next morning we did not awake until seven o'clock., I
suggested to Jomny...
"I we can Tind a farm house somewhere around here we couvld
leave our kit there, and not have all the trouble of bringing
it out here again tonight, and also if we have to get away
from the camp in a hurry, we can travel light. ©BShall I do a
recce?™
"Good idea he replied, let's leave our kit here, and go to-
gether
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Just behind the place where we passed the night there
was a path through the wood. We followed this for sbout
a quarter of a mile, until we came to a farm house, sit-
uated just above the road we had crossed the previous ev-
ening, &nd in view of the ocsmp.. "Just the spot" said Jonny.
We walked into the conrtyard and accosted the 0ld woman who
was working there. I had to be spokesman...
"Buon gicrno Signora. ¥e are from the cawp down there and
wovld like to know if we may leave some things with you. Ve
8lept in the woods last night, and don't want to take all
our things back to the camp".
"Un momento" was a1l the response we got, but being a »ris-
oner teaches one the value of patience, if nothing else, and
80 we waited. Soon another woman appeared, presumably the
daughter of the old one, who greeted us very volubly, and
assured us that we could lesve as much as we wanted there.
she invited us into the varlour, a little low-ceilinged room
with a small table in the middle, a very decrepit couch lean-
ing against one wall, and a still older and more decrepit
sideboard leaning against the other one. She bade us he seat-
ed, and brought us two enormous pieces of white bread and
some very nice cheese. Neither of us had seen white bread
Since our desert days, and as we had not had any breakfast we
fell to with gusto., She asked us whether we had any clothes
or boots to sell, and was very pleased when we promised to
bring as much zs we could the next time we came.

I had already had the good idea of bringing ny suitocase
up to this farmhouse, and leaving it with them. Then if the
Germans should come to the camp, I should be able to save my
kit and my ~recious papers. I went Back to the camp with
this project in mind, but unfortunately when I arvived I was
detailed by Fairy to act as interpreter to the 5.B.0 and
was not able to leave the camp 211 the morning.

*H

Things seemed to have been moving. The S.B.0. had ob-
tained the consent of the Camp Commandsnt to 2llow us to ifis-
perse from the camp, and to provide us with one hundred lire
each. I was present at +these talks, and could see that the
Commandant had been impressed by the desertion of his own
soldiers, and saw it was quite impossible to protect us if
the Germanms did arrive.. he wanted to get rid of us immediate-
ly, but the $.B.0. insisted in having at least one hundred
lire for each officer and man in the camp, and ssid he would
arrange for the necessary entries to be made in our personal
vass books. By this time there was a flourishing market be-
tween the Italian soldiery and ourselves: everyone was busily
trying to accumilate as many lire as possidble by selling all
thelr kit, but the sellers were too many, and the buyers too
few, so that very soon the bottom fell out of the market, A
pair of boots would only feteh fifty lire and a shirt not as
mich as twentyfive... s8ix weeks later I had to buy a new pair
of boots for myself, and they cost me a thousand lire, and I
thought myself well done by! Just before lanch, however, 1
had time to go up to my room, and found two Ttalian soldiers
on the secrounge. They asked me if I had anything to sell. As
a matter of fact T had deposited my suitecase in the cellar and
had nothing left, bnt as an afterthought offered them one of
the Italian blakets. "Si, 81 they replied. And so as soon as
I saw they were interested T began to bargain with them, and
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before Tive minutes were up had sold them two blankets, a
couple of sheets and my 0ld pyjamas for a matter of some
two hundred lire odd. I was most proud of this piece of
business because ‘the blankets belonged to the Italian Gov-
ernment and were not mine at all, and in any case if they
nad only waited for another five minutes or so there would
have been nobody in the room, and they could have helped
themselves!

I filled a pillow slip full of tinned food, made up a
bundle of clothes and blunkets for the people in the farm-
house, and placed it all in readiness in the garden. Vord
had gone around that the camp was to be cleared by two in
the afternoon, and I had arranged to go with Pairy's party.
Already 1little groups were hegining to move of f, stumbling
figures, laden with all sorts of kit could be seen making
for the woods to the South of the camp. In the garden there
were piles of kit all over the ground, here and there some-
one waiting for a friend, or peovle saying goodbye to each
other. They did not know where they would be in siXx nonths!
time... some would be in England, some in South Africs, some
in Fgypt, some in Swituzerland, and some, unforfinate ones,

ol

in Germany.

Fairy had ordered his party to be ready at half past one.
We were to rendezvous st the farmhouse at two o'clock, and
o I struggled up the hill with my heavy load of foodstuffs
and clothes. There was not a cloud in the sky, and the sun
was very hot, so that by the time I reached the Ffarmhonse I
was already bathed in persperation. It was only the begin-
ing, but happily I did not knowl

At the Tarmhouse I sold the good woman 211 the things T
had brought with me, and came away richer by about five hun-
dred lire. They pressed wine cnto Jomy and T, whilst Mac-
Ginty went up to the bedroom with the dsughter of the house
to keep watch. What he was doing up there I do mot know, ot
very soon he came tumbling down the stairs with the news that
the sheet was hanging out of the upper window... the signal
that the Germans were approaching. "En route" came the order.
from Fairy. We were offl!

T shall make this the end of a chapter. Think of us on
that hot summer afterncon, the warm Italian sun burning oOn
our backs, which were lafen with enormous bundles ok clothes,
plankets, food and I don't know what besides. An unknown
piece of country before us and the Germans a bare quarter of
2 wile behind us. Our own troops God only knew whare!
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Jock MacGinty and I were at the end of the line, a long
stumbling line of hurryingmen, laden with bundles of 211 shapes
end sizes, I had pushed as meny extra tins of food as I could
carry into s pililow-case, but it wzs very unwieldy and kept
slipping off my shoulder. The psth we were following wandered
up the hill through a maze of low bushes thst pvlled and tusgged
at the loads on ovr backs. Jock soon got tired of carrying the
suit-case he had brought with him, and teking out only s fTew
odds that he could stuff into his pockets, he threw it into the
busghes at the side of the path. T felt very much like doing
the sawe thing, but we 4id not know what lay ahead of us, and
when we should be able to procure any food locally, so I clung
to my white pillow-case in spite of the many imprecations it
dragged out of me. ' '

I heve never known a msn march ss fast as Pairy... he
gimply flew ahead, and it was not very long before Jock and T
were well to the rear. ITan was walting for us thoughw at the
top of the hill, to show us the way the others had gone, and
very kindly offered to heln me with the pillow-case, in spite
of the fact that he was heavily laden himself.

The path lead us over the brow of a hill, and then Tell
down into a deep ravine. Bliding down, clutching at the long
grass or an occasidnal shrub was not sgo 4difficult, and the '
rest at the bottom where we were able to have a drink out of
the little stream was very welcome, but the climb np the far
side was killing. I was fortunate in that I had nails in my
koots, but one of the party called "Stinker™ was wearing or-
dinary snoes and had no purchase on the smooth grass and gravel
of the hill-side. We would ¢limb for a quarter of ap hour and
then rest for ten minutes... but what a2 long quarter of an hour
that was until it was time to have another rest, try asnd get
your breath bvack, ease your aching back and wipe the sweat out
of your eyes.

And sc we made our peirnful way across the hills snd 1ittle
valleys of this broken country. ¥We were very ovt of condition,
the sun was beating down on us with all the fury of the late
Italisn summer, and we had heavy loads of clothes and food on
our backs. We had to keep to this diffienlt, roadless country
though, because all the motorable roads were patrolled by the
rermans, and 1t was only heve, where they were unable o come
with their motor vehilcles, that we were free from pursnit.
Fairy was not taking any chances of heing captured a second
time though, and pushed on with that same determination that
won him the V.C. in those hectic days before the fgil of Tob-
ruk in 19h2.

At sbout five o'clock we came upon a little village, and

g0 cheerful was the greetings of the peasants that the csll

went up “rom all of us.. "How about some tea?". DBut Fairy was

not going to be caught sitting in a village, and lead us an-

other kilometer farther on, where we found a tiny glade in a

~little wood on the slope of a hill. Here the rest of the oarty
/" sank down on the grass, while Jock and I went back towards the
" village to see what we could forage. ’
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Ve called at the house of the girl who had hailed nus in
English as we had passed, and aqxeﬂ her 1f it were possible
Lo have some boiling wqfcr 28 we wanted to make some tea.

dhe said.."With the greateqt of pleasure" and immediately
began to light the fire underneath the oauldrcp Then she
disappeared into the village whilst we watched +the kettle
boil, and returned in a few woments with sixtesn e 823, two
Tor edo% of uws. Bhe brought bread ana nilk, and said that
although she had not enough for all of us, we must have sone
before we left, ss a vewsrd for coming Lack to feteh the +ea.

"Where did you learn such wonderful English?" I as
"In Ergland, she rep11ed I used to live with an English fam-
ily in erqtol before the war". She had been married f
years, but her husband had already heen away in the army for
the ]AUL eighteen months, and she hsd not rad any news of him
for the last three EOH&M». she was full of confidence though,
"He ?1Ll come back socor", she said, =nd in the reanwnile was
dolng his work in the fields znd the farm. She wished us
good luck, snf & speedy safe return to our homes: %%e wonl
not taske any rscompense for the things she had given us,

ALl too soon Fairy gave the order to contirme on our jour-
ney... the sun was no longer so hot, but the pack had grown
mich heavier it seemed, snd the le'ow case. was always slid-
ing off my 1 oulder, Until the sun went down I remember hut
litfle of @t journey... a long thin lire of weary men try-

ing to keep vo with that indemitable Fairy: if it rad not ben
for him we shouvuld have otonoea by the wayside a long time 2E80.

At length the oipg became somewhat etsier, and I noticed
we waere going down-hill, descending into a wide valley wit
ro=d a8t the bottom, znd seversl little villages huddled to-
gether here and theve. Once we st oped by the side of an 0ld
womaﬂwho wes resting her oxen at the plough: she gave us an
apole each. Another time we sat on the seat in frowt of a
tiny dian on the roadside, and drank large drauvghts of icas-cold
water the peonle fetohed s Trom unu ﬁGll. They vehemsnsntly
assnred us there were "niente tedeschi® in that ne ¢bh,uu£Acod
but I am afraid I was not caring uuon for the "tedeschi' at
that stege of the proceedings... my rind was concentrated on 2

nice bundle of straw where I could just roll over and beseom
ncorcoioas. ‘

We followed the road that wound its way up the valley to-
wards the line of wooded hills we could see in the distance.
Fairy pointed to them and said "That's where we sre going %o
spend the night...". Our hearts sank within us: they looked
such a long way away. The sun was sinking and our shadows on
our left were growing lougsr and longer, soon they would dis-
appgar altogether.

Suddenly, topping 2 little rise, we sow in front of ws a
team of oxen pulling = cart... and it was geing ovur way! It
did not take us long to overtake it, the hoves of unbvurdening
ovxrselves of our bundles lent Wlnéb to out tired feet, I went
shead as interpreter and ambassador to see if we could it our
loads on the cart. Yes, the vezsant was very w1l114h, re was
going as far as the village I could see on the side of the

hill,. and wonld take 2all our baggage "molto volontieri™.
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The sun had already disappeared behind the hill, and the
stars were shining by the time we reached the cluster of houses.
A stiff climb, the oxen straining at their harness, their mrs-
cles blmmerln under their sliken hides, and at Lﬁﬁt wWe were
at the entrance to the village, and hust alongside a beavtiful
barn full of wonderful straw. 8i, we could spend the night
there "molto volontieri®.. our young man was a very willing
young man.

In a very few minutes we were smwrroun@ed by enguiring men
znd women who wished to shake us by the hand, and were very
eager to kmow when the Allies were coming. ln a few wreks we
teld them (and we really believed it!) and then all will be
well: they nezrtnwy agreed with ws., The women brought vs water
to wash in, and the proprietor of the barn, the father of our
willing yO“fh w“%n the bullock cart, brouvght & fizsco with
which to celebrats the occaslon; wine ke had made himzelf e
assured us. I think he must have been helped by some under-

ﬁ3L53 of Bacchus bhecause it was one of the most beautiful wines
I had tasted Tor meny = lowg day: a rich red wine that svarkled
1ike champagne, and d1d not s s;e any the worse for being drunk
out of our cups made from cold butter snd dried milk tins,

Completely washed, clothed in & dry shirt and pants, with
bully beef and fresh white bread under my belt, I felt guite =
different man... vounded off by a mug or three of that red nec-
tar the world seemed a decidedly different place from that of
a couple of hours ago. The memories of that aweful walk faded
gently ovt of our minds, and owo by one we sought the comfort
of our bdlankets in the traw oon all was still: the villag-
ers had gone to thelr homes, Wnd 2ll tvat was Lo be hesrd was
the rustle of the gtraw as someone settled himself down to
sleep, or the lowing of a distant cow in its stall.
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