






1-'HE od-:M:01:ti.A.N. 

(2) From Prjvate EDWARD SWIFT," Somewhere in France.'' 

13th June. 

Two days ago we took up our position in a new part of the 
line, and thought it was for the usual period of four days; but 
we were relieved after 24 hours. When we go to the trenches, 
each man carries as much of his own food as he can-not Army 
rations. I was carrying :rp.ine in a biscuit tin, and on reaching 
a certain point in the line I stumbled over my box. This pro­
duced sundry remarks from the soldiers who were being re­
lieved, one remark being," Hullo! Are you drunk?" Imagine 
my surprise on getting up to find it came-I think-from an­
other B. County School scholar, by the name of Christie Davies, 
of Southerndown, whose brother Stanley I knew at School, and 
who is now in our Brigade. 

During :m.y last two periods in the trenches I have been 
with the Bomb-throwers on a listening post, which is generally 
at the end of a trench jutting out from our line towards the 
Germans. We have to be very still and watch through a loop­
hole, and listen at night for the approach of the enemy, and so 
prevent a surprise attack. Should there be an attack we stand 
to the post and bomb them back until we are reinforced. Our 
post must not be left until we are relieved, and I might add it is 
trying work. 

Last week I was greatly {nspired whilst waiting in the 
darkness to relieve a Scottish regiment. We were standing in 
a small deserted town, under cover of the ruined Church; not 
a house stood intact. 

Presently, in the distance, we could hear the steady step of 
troops coming from the trenches, headed by pipers playing sub­
dued marches. 'l'hey swung by us wi�h a firm, steady step and 
a good swing of the kilt. Hardly a voice could be heard, ex­
cept an occasional challenge, followed by the soldiers' greeting 
"Cheero !" and the name of the regiment, etc. 

Our la&t positio-n was on the edge of a hill, over-looking a 
beautiful valley gay with poppies and white flowers. 

The enemy has ceased the offensive, and though we are not 
pushing them back very fast, we have the upper hand, and it 
can only be a matter of time before we get t1i.em on the run. 
In the trench we captured, two German letters were found, 
written last Christmas from one soldier to another. These speak 
of the "long-looked-for peace." 

THE OGMORIAN. i 

(3) From Trooper DONALD GRANT, "Somewhere in France." 

June 20th, 1915. 

_ Having heard that you have not.'had many letters from this 
side of the Channel, I thought perha'ps that you mio-ht like a 
line from one of the old boys ...... � . 

0 

To begin with, I belong· to ,a TerTitorial Cavalry Reo-iment 
(X orth Somerset Yeomanry), and I came out here about a 

0

month 
�go with a draft of some 70 men. The voyage across from 

. Sout�ampton started about ? p.m., and was very unadventurous, 
nothmg of any note happenmg. • Of course, when darkness came 
on no lights of any sort were allowed to be shown not even the 
striking _of a 1�a.tch. Creeping along on either ;ide, although 
har�ly disce_rmble, were two destroyers, which acted as escorts 
until we arrived safely at Le Havre, about midnight. 

'rhere we anchored until about 7 o'clock the next mornino­
wh�n we proceeded up the river Seine to Rouen, where ;� 
arn:ved about 2.30 _p.m. There we stayed at a Cavalry Base 
unt�l the ne:s:� evenrn�, when we proceeded by train to join our 
regiment, which �e did about 5 p.m. the next clay, after having 
passed through miles of pretty country, which seemed to me to 
be more beautiful than ever, with the solemn stillness and the 
cloud of war which overhung everything. 

Tlie land around here is covered with crops, and when you 
see n_o one �ut women and a few old men working at them from 
sunrise until sunset, you begin to . realise how wholly and 
thoroughly _Fr�nce has put _her best rnto the field, and you can­
not help _th1�kmg of the s�ill ctowcl�d �1ale popul_ation of Eng­
land

-:--
thmkmg perhaps a httle of this side, but clomg absolutely 

nothmg, because they have not yet been made to serve. 

I am stationed now within a few miles of the front line 
trenches, and even as I write the artillery can be heard roarino-
3:way? sounding more like 01!-e continual clap of thunder tha� 
hke mstruments made by scientists to destroy armies. 

So far I have not �een in�o any Cavalry engagements, but 
hope to go soon,. and with a 1?it of luck, take part in a Cavalry 
charge, after w�ich I may w�sh myself back in England. But 
so far I �,m havn�g a _r��l_ hohda:y, or, at any rate, consider it as
�u?h. . Roughmg it 1_s certamly a term to describe it, but 
it 1s a mild one. 

Of com:se, w� are st�ll training hard, all clay and every day, 
b1Jt look a.t :i.t all rn the hght that every new move or parry with 
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