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It will be seen, by the first chapter, how fortuitous
though inevitable was the writing of this little book,
begun before the American troops came to France; yet
it happens to concern that part of the war zone wherein
our men are preparing themselves for battle, and which
will be quickened with their blood.

The time has scarcely come to write of the world war;
indeed, it is only between wars that one can write of
them, when wisdom, with accompanying imagination,
looks down the great perspectives; now men’s utmost
energies are concentrated upon deeds of passion performed
in hope or in despair.

Oliver’s Ordeal by Battle of 1915 remains the most
scholarly and philosophic of the war books; Masefield’s
Gallipoli the most artistic. But even these, and the
many, many others, give not so much a sense of inadequacy
as of impossibility.

Letters from strong souls undergoing supreme emotions
have emanated from the trenches or the air. We
have mourned young perished singers: Rupert Brooke,
Alan Seeger. But for the most part, and so it must be,
war books are limited to the relation of personal deeds
and sufferings, and descriptions of localities where they
have taken place, colored more or less by the temperament
of each—even as I, “en passant par la Lorraine,”
wrote these pages.

Edith Coues O’Shaughnessy.

33 rue de l’Université, Paris,

January 19, 1918.
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Paris, Thursday, June 7, 1917.

Even personal events have their outriders, and this
is how an unexpectant lady, still fiancée to Mexico,
received from Destiny various indications that she was
to go there where men, ten thousand upon ten thousand,
lay down their lives pro patria. Like everything, it was
simple when it had happened.

At the Foire Saint-Sulpice, where I was serving at the
tea-stall, I met E. M. C., whom I thought in California.
After greetings (we had not seen each other since the
fatal month of October, 1916) she said to me:

“You must come down to Lunéville where I have a
house, and visit the village of Vitrimont, that mother is
rebuilding.”

I answered: “My dear, I’m still tied to Mexico, and
I can see my publishers frowning all the way across the
ocean if the second much-promised, long-delayed book
doesn’t arrive. I oughtn’t even to peep at anything else
for the moment.”

Then, tea victims beginning to crowd in, “business as
usual” engaged us and we parted.

When I got home I found that Joseph Reinach, met
but once—Polybe of the delightful Commentaires—had
sent me his brochure, Le Village Reconstitué. I still
didn’t hear the outriders galloping down the street.

In the evening I dined chez Laurent with Mr. C.,
known in Mexico. When I got there I found that his
sister, Madame Saint-R. T., Présidente de La Renaissance
des Foyers, was going into Lorraine, to Lunéville
itself, the next day; conversation was almost entirely of
the practical work to be done in the devastated districts,
and the deeply engaging philosophie de la guerre, of how
one had not only to rebuild villages, but to remake souls
and lives.

A quoi bon donner des chemises? Give tools and implements,
or a brace of rabbits, that nature may take
its course and the peasant can say, “Soon I will have a
dozen rabbits, and twenty-five francs that I have
earned.”

Some one observed that it really would be the rabbits,
however—it is any living, productive thing that is
of account, beyond all else, in the dead and silent places
of devastation, and gifts of twelve chickens and one
cock are demanded rather even than shoes.

As we were pleasantly dining in the garden, and
philosophizing sometimes with tears, sometimes smiles,
a terrific thunder-storm broke over Paris, and we all
crowded into the big central room, with piles of hastily
torn-off, muddy table-linen. We sat talking, however,
till they turned both ourselves and the lights out. As
we parted, Madame Saint-R. T.’s last words were,
“But try to come down to Lunéville.”

I thought to myself that night, “Things are getting
hot.” I believe in signs from heaven, and signs from
heaven are not to be neglected.
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On Saturday, when E. M. stopped by for me to go
again to the Foire, I said:

“I believe I will go to Lunéville. What does one do
about papers?”

We straightway went to the Rue François Premier,
not being in the mañana class, either of us, and found
there a charming specimen of jeunesse dorée, intellectual,
“sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,” but doing
his bit. Shears for the cutting of red tape were
liberally applied, and my papers were promised in an
unprecedented three days.

As we “swept” out I said to E. M., “You don’t
think we were too strenuous?”

She said, “Oh, they are used to us now, though it was
a thrilling moment when you ripped your photograph
(such a photograph!) from the duplicate of your passport!”

The aforementioned charming specimen, M. de P.,
had said a photograph was essential; it was Saturday
afternoon, the next day was Sunday, and for some unexplained
reason photographers don’t seem to work in
France on Mondays, at least not in war-time.

It was about this time that E. M. said, in a dégagé
way: “I am going down to Verdun with a friend. It’s
awfully difficult, and the women who have been there
can be counted on one’s fingers. I wish you could go,
too.”

I said, “That’s out of the question.” But I thought
to myself, “We will see what Fate decides.” It’s a great
thing to keep astride of her, anyway.

On account of Sunday coming in between, my papers
could not be ready in time for me to leave with her on
Tuesday (they have to be sent to the Quartier-Général
to be stamped), but they were promised for Wednesday
that I might start for Lunéville on Thursday. I went
to see E. M. at her aunt’s, the Princess P.’s, on Monday
night for a few last words and injunctions. I found
her after passing through some lovely dove-gray rooms
with priceless old portraits of Polish great, hanging on
silvery walls, and rare bibelots and porcelains discreetly
scattered on charming tables rising from gray carpetings.
She greeted me by saying, “It’s all arranged for you to
go to Verdun, too.”

“Verdun!” I cried. “Glory and sorrow of France!”

I didn’t ask how, but thought of the harmonious
working of chance that brings as many gifts as blows
in its train.

Thursday, June 14th, 10.30 a.m.

We slipped out of the station, flooded with waves of
blue-clad men, at eight o’clock, and since then there
has been a constant stopping of the train in green, glade-like
places to let troop-trains pass. A while ago I found
myself looking out on a river, and a shiver went over
me. It was the jade-colored, slow-flowing Marne.

White morning-glories are thick on every hedge, and
wild roses such as grow in New England lanes, and there
are many thistles, soft and magenta-colored; lindens,
acacias, and poplars abound and hang delicately over
the banks of the river.

Lying open on my lap is the Revue de Paris of June
1st, but I can’t read even the beautiful “Lettres d’un
Officier Italien”—(Giosué Borsi[1]), breathing a deep
spirit of conformity to the will of God and showing the
evolution that many an intellectuel catholique of his
generation has gone through in Italy. In his dugout
were Dante, Homer, Ariosto, the Gospels, St. Augustine,
Pascal, and Le Manuel du Parfait Caporal et les Secours
d’Urgence. And he loved his mother and let her know it.

All along the route are villages and peaceful country
houses, near the train, bowered in acacia and linden;
elder-bushes are in full bloom, too, and we pass many
green kitchen gardens. Women are shaking blankets
out of windows, and looking at the train going to the
front, thinking, who shall say what thoughts?

Later.

Big movement of troops is delaying us, and it has been
a morning spent among emerald-green hills, pale, like
Guatemalan or Bolivian emeralds, not like the deep-colored
gems of the Rue de la Paix. Everywhere are
patches of blue-clad men, marching down white roads
between green fields melting into the blue sky at the
point of the eyes’ vision. Still others are bathing in the
pale, warm Marne or resting on its banks. Trains go
past loaded with battered autos, camions and guns
coming from the front, or others with neatly covered,
newly repaired machines of death, going out.

All were silent in the train at first. “Méfiez-vous, les
oreilles ennemies vous écoutent” is the device placarded
everywhere. In my coupé some one feeling slightly,
very slightly, facetious, had rubbed out the first two
letters of oreilles, changed the first “e” into an “f,” so
that it read, “Méfiez-vous, les filles ennemies vous écoutent.”
The ruling passion strong in death!

We pass Epernay, whose little vine-planted hills had
run red, before the treading out of its 1914 wine, with the
blood of English and French heroes.

At last we began to talk, a dark-eyed colonel of infantry
with the Grand’ Croix de la Légion d’Honneur
having reached down my bag for me.

It is a historic date for France and for ourselves.

The night before, General Pershing arrived in Paris,
with his guerdon of help, mayhap salvation. All the
newspapers had pictures of him and his staff, their
reception at the station, the crowd before the Hôtel
Crillon. One officer told the story of the woman in the
crowd who was so little that there wasn’t the slightest
chance of her seeing anything or anybody. When asked
why she was there she answered, “Mais j’aurai assisté,”
and that, it seems to me, is the epitome and epitaph of
the generation whose fate it is to see with their eyes
the world war.

In the Station, Châlons-sur-Marne, 2.30 p.m.

Extreme heat. Train four hours late on account of
the movement of troops. Wave after wave of horizon
blue undulates through the station. They are lying
about, standing about, sitting about—the poilus. Half
hidden by their equipment, their countless bundles tied
around their waists, slung on their shoulders, under their
arms, they seem indescribably weary and dusty, turned
toward the blazing front where the best they can hope is
la bonne blessure—theirs not to reason why. Sometimes
30,000 pass through Châlons in a day.

Now it comes to me that our men—our fresh, eager,
beautiful young men, such as I saw disembark at Vera
Cruz—will pass through this same station to that same
blazing front....

By my window, on the siding, is passing an endless
train of box-cars, with four horses in the ends of each
car. Between the horses’ forefeet, pale-blue groups of
men are crowded; no room to lie, scarcely to sit—cramped,
hot, with their eternal accoutrement. One
bent group was playing cards, the horses’ heads above
them. But mostly they are looking out at people who
are not called upon to die.

Later.

Pangs of hunger began to assail me as the train pulled
out. I went into the dining-car and had a modest,
belated repast of œufs sur le plat, cheese and fruit.
At the tables were groups of uniformed men talking in
low voices of what had been and what might have been.
As I looked out of the window, while waiting, my eyes
fell upon the first band of prisoners I had seen—tall,
stalwart men, wearing the round white cap with its
band of red—at work on the roads, those veins and arteries
of France.

An officer, once the most civilian of civilians, looking
like the pictures of Alexandre Dumas fils on the
covers of cheap editions of La Dame aux Camélias, with
bushy hair parted on one side, mustache, and stubby
Napoleon, broad face and twinkling eyes, pointed out
Sermaize, the first of the devastated villages we passed,
which has been rebuilt by the English Society of Friends.
“Conscientious objectors” don’t intend to let the sons
of Mars do everything, but they can’t keep pace with
the destruction. In Le Village Reconstitué M. Reinach
speaks of the ugliness of the models proposed to the
victims, which pass understanding, and says that even
the vocabulary of Huysmans would not suffice to give
the least idea of them. What the peasant wants is
“mon village,” which doesn’t at all resemble what the
commis voyageur en laideur proposes.

Revigny, 4.30 p.m.

I have seen the first black crosses in a green field
bounded by clumps of poplar against the clear sky.
Revigny is a mass of ruins, roofless houses, heaps of mortar,
and endless quantities of blue-clad, heavily laden
men coming and going in the station—the eternal waiting,
waiting for transit. Revigny is on the road to
Verdun, Alexandre Dumas fils told me. He gets out at
Bar-le-Duc, which is now the point of departure to the
fateful fortress. Groups of yellow Annamites are working
at the roads. They are imported for that purpose,
being of little use when the cannon sounds.

Awhile ago two young Breton under-officers, colonials,
came into the compartment. They had been at school
together and had not met for ten years until just now
on the train. They watched together the shifting scenery;
one was coming from a young wife, the other from
a fiancée.

Gondrecourt.

Two symmetrical fifteenth-century towers pierce a
pale-blue sky. One of the young Bretons tells me that
for some time the train has been making a great détour,
as the straight line to Nancy would take it through
Commercy, daily bombarded by the enemy.

Pagny, 5.30 o’clock p.m.

Here we pick up the Meuse—and there still follows
us the pink-and-gray ribbon of willow-fringed canal that
links the Marne to the Rhine, and which all day long
has looked like the marble the Italians call cipollino.
But I remember that its greenness has been but lately
colored with a crimson dye.

Toul (where we thread up the Moselle), 5.50.

We have just passed Toul. Great barracks are near
the station, and on the opposite hill is the fortress, high
against the sky, bound to Verdun by an uninterrupted
series of forts. It is a place de guerre de première classe.
The Romans had an encampment here, and Vauban
made the fortifications of his time.

And because the mind is not always held to the
thing in view, even though it be of great moment, I
thought how Toul was the town where Hilaire Belloc
did his military service, “was in arms for his sins”;
from here it was that he set out upon the “path to
Rome” in fulfilment of his vow. Other things laid long
away in memory came to mind, and I was only jerked
back as my eye was caught by a group of German
prisoners being marched past the station, one soldier,
with a pointed bayonet, in front of them and another
behind.

And at Nancy we are to knit up the river Meurthe.


CHAPTER II
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Nancy, a dream of the eighteenth century, with the
réveillé of twentieth-century guns.

We arrived at Nancy five hours late, at seven o’clock.

No sign of E. M., no sign of anything familiar. Fortunately
I was flanked by Brittany, and a stout heart
did the rest. When we found that the next train for
Lunéville would leave at nine o’clock, I asked them to
dine with me and take a little walk about the town.
Our luggage—we were all traveling light, I with a hand-bag
and flat straw valise, they with two iron helmets—was
given to the consigne and, after my sauf-conduit had
been stamped in three separate places, we departed.

The square before the station was surging with the
usual pale-blue waves, and as we crossed it the odor
of leather and tired feet and hot men was a good deal
stronger than the linden scent. We passed a very banal
statue of Thiers, Libérateur du Territoire, and some horrors
of art nouveau. A construction with colored-glass
windows and unnatural cupolas and gilding and mushy
outlines protruded from a corner, and its name, for its
sins, was Hôtel Excelsior. But we were searching for
the celebrated Place Stanislas. After asking a passer-by,
we were directed to a street whose name I have forgotten,
and we started down its rather distinguished
length of gray, well-built houses of another century,
many of them having the double Lorraine cross in red
to indicate cellar accommodations, with the number they
could shelter.
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When, suddenly, we stepped into the Place Stanislas,
I almost swooned with joy. I was in full eighteenth
century, in the midst of one of its most perfect creations,
with the low boom of the twentieth-century guns in the
distance.

Quickly my spirit was ravished from the world of
combat into the still, calm, beautiful world of art, within
the enchantments of the grilles of Jean Lamour. A
sensation sweet, satisfying, unfelt since the beginning of
the war, invaded me. I gazed entranced upon that delicate
tracery of wrought iron, like some rich guipure, at the
four corners of the square of buildings, its lovely gilding
reflecting a soft light; and, outlined against a heaven
colored especially for them—pale blue, with threads of
palest pink, and a hint of gray and yellow—were urns
and torches and figures, half human, half divine, supporting
them. The beautiful fountains in the corners
were banked with sand-bags, but their contours were in
harmony with the other grilles, and one was surmounted
by an Amphitrite, the other by a Neptune. It was all
a symbol of a state of mind, a flowering of feeling, to
which had been vouchsafed a perfection of expression.

There is an Arc de Triomphe, put up by Stanislas at
one end, in honor of his kingly son-in-law, in front of
the Hôtel de Ville, and a statue of Stanislas himself in
the middle, bearing the name “Stanislas,” the date
of 1831, and “La Lorraine Reconnaissante.” In looking
about, my eye fell on the Restaurant Stanislas, dans la
note, certainly, and I decided to dine there. We found
that we had time to investigate a little further, and
turned down by the café into a most lovely linden-scented
square called Place de la Carrière. Through the
double lines of trees between the fountains at the farther
end was visible an old palace, and the square was flanked
by houses that courtiers only could have lived in. It
all cried out, “Stay with me awhile.” An old park was
at one side, with trees planted en quinconce[2]—chestnuts,
ash, trembling poplars—and everywhere was the
penetrating fragrance of the lindens. It was so sweet
and loosening under the shade, after the long hot day
in the train, that the young officers began to talk, one
of his fiancée waiting in Les Landes, the other of his
wife of a year, seen only twice seven days. And then
again we were silent, and under the flowering trees I
was seized with a great longing for the beautiful and
calm, for the arts and ways of Peace. It seemed to me
I could not longer think of this, that, or the other “offensive,”
but that I must see before my eyes, hear with
my ears, feel with my touch, the lovely, the melodic,
the benign. O bon Jésus! Not of the battle-fields, not
of réformés, of limbless, sightless men, not of starving,
frightened children, not of black-robed women, not of
lonely deaths, not of munition-factories. What is this
world we are in?

I don’t know how long we were silent, but at last one
of the young men said, “We must think of the hour.”
Then came a glancing at wrist watches, rattling of
identity disks, and we went back to the café and got a
table by the window, where we could look out on the
lovely, calm ensemble and the fading sky. The menu
was brought; it was a meatless day, but with a snap of
the eye the waiter recommended œufs à la gelée. We
understood later, when we found, concealed in the bottom
of each little dish under the egg, a thick, round
piece of ham. Fried perch, new potatoes, salad, strawberries
and cream, with the celebrated macarons of
Nancy—des Sœurs Macarons, as the little piece of paper
underneath each says—made a delicious menu. A certain
petit vin gris du pays had been recommended us
with another snap of the eye.

As we sat waiting, one of the officers exclaimed at a
giant, lonely, priestly figure passing through the Place:

“Le voilà, l’aumônier du 52ème.”

I said, “Do run after him and ask him for dinner,
too.”

He came back with the young man and we had a
most enjoyable repast. The chaplain knew all the
things about Nancy that we didn’t. He was a huge,
bearded man, who might have been with the hosts of
Charlemagne, and was a native of Commercy, where
Stanislas used to go with his court. The two Bretons
were very Catholic and very royalist; when I remarked
upon it, they said, simply, “Oh, we are all that way, par
là,” and they spoke names of great men born in Brittany,
and the aumônier told tales of near yesterdays surpassing
those of the heroic age. The gayest of the Bretons, he who
had not just left his young wife and his child unborn,
began to sing, “Voici un sône tout nouveau,” and suddenly
it was a quarter before nine and we had time only
for a dash to the station d’une bonne allure militaire,
which left me breathless. The nine-o’clock train didn’t,
however, leave till ten, as it was waiting for the Paris
train, which didn’t arrive at all. Finally, in a strange
heat, vagaries of lightning without thunder or rain—the
thunder we did hear wasn’t the old-time, pleasant,
celestial sort, but something with an easily traceable,
regular, decisive sound—we pulled out of the station,
I not knowing where I was going—no address in the
town of Lunéville.

A thick, heavy, soft, enveloping night was about us.

Groups of soldiers were lying, sitting, standing in the
little stations. We stopped every few minutes, and I
could distinguish them by the light of cigarette or
lantern on their guns and equipment, waiting for motors
to take them to the trenches. At one place I had to
descend to show my sauf-conduit; it was inspected and
stamped by the flickering light of a blue-veiled lantern,
and I climbed in again. I was beginning to feel a bit
tired, and the end was not in sight.

We descended at Lunéville in complete darkness, a
motley crowd of military and civilians. My companions
were due at different points at dawn—Baccarat
and the Forest of Parroy. As I write, they are in the
trenches. They put me into the hands of a commissaire
who said he lived opposite E. M.’s. I waited, standing
by the door, while he locked up the station, looking
out on the silhouette of a gutted, roofless house, showing
dimly against the soft night sky. At last there was a
sound of rattling of keys and the commissaire picked me
and my luggage up. We started forth, the only human
beings visible, in what seemed a deserted town—no
lights in streets or houses.

As we passed a wide open space the scent of flowering
lindens enveloped me, and with me walked the ghosts
of lovely and too-amiable ladies, of witty rulers loving
the arts as well as women—Duke Léopold and Madame
de Craon, King Stanislas and Madame de Boufflers, and
Voltaire and Madame du Châtelet.

We walked seemingly through the entire town toward
a freshness of parks, and in darkness we arrived before
a garden gate; silence, and the bell nowhere to be
found. After looking for it in the light of various
matches—vainly, of course—the commissaire had the
brilliant idea of going to the house next door, la maison
de M. le Maire, the celebrated M. Keller. A woman
came out and showed the bell where nobody would ever
have thought of looking for it, and, furthermore, masked
by vines. The door was finally opened by a tall, slender,
white-robed figure with two black braids showing over
her shoulders and a floating scarf. I thought it a vision
of Isolde, but it proved to be Miss P., who cried:

“We had given you up! We waited at Nancy till
the train came in, and then had to motor back as quickly
as possible on account of the lights.”

I went in, to find E. M. in a most becoming, slinky,
pale-blue satin négligé, also with braids on her shoulders.
I’d rather have found them both in paniers, shaking the
powder out of their hair. However, I can’t complain;
it was all pretty good as regards the stage-setting. We
embraced. I explained that various zealous guardians
of the gates of Nancy had stamped my sauf-conduit,
and, as I was certainly the only one of my species arriving
by that train, they should have given news of me
when asked concerning une Américaine. Then, as the
only healthy rooms in Lunéville in 1917 are on the
ground floor, I departed to one that had been retained
for me at the Hôtel des Vosges. Again through the
soft-scented night, guided by my commissaire, to a room
of extreme cleanliness and a most comfortable bed.

It is 2 A.M. I am too tired to sleep. My mind is
jacked up by all the twists and turns of the day. I
have been reading the Cour de Lunéville, by Gaston
Maugras, found in my room, belonging to E. M.

Three o’clock. Soft, very soft booming of cannon,
and a deep-toned bell. But no “poppy throws around
my bed its lulling charities.”
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Lunéville, a dream of fair women of old and new
times, linden scents, and circling Taubes and little
white puffs of shrapnel against blue skies.

Hôtel des Vosges, June 15th, 8 a.m.

Have just breakfasted to the gentle accompaniment
of firing on a Taube.

Dear old village life began at an early hour, but of
course the Taube put the cocks and the carts and the
geese and all the other usual auroral sounds quite in
the background.

My breakfast service is decorated with the same
double cross of Lorraine that I saw on various houses
in Nancy indicating comfortable cellar accommodation.
The cross with the chardon lorrain (Lorraine thistle) is
everywhere.

Popping and cannonading going on at a lively rate,
and whir of aero wheels; a beautiful day. Some little
white puffs of shrapnel visible from my window; I
must get dressed and investigate.

Cannonading just stopped. I don’t know whether he
got off or was got.

The hotel is discreet and clean, avec un petit air.

It has been a good house of the good epoch, and over
each window are diverse and charming eighteenth-century
motifs in gray stone.

6.30 p.m.

Just home from Vitrimont in a blinding blaze of
sun, in a motor driven by E. M., and bearing in
large letters the words “Commission Californienne pour
la Reconstruction des Villages Dévastés,” a sort of
“open sesame,” and everywhere bayonets were lowered
to let us pass. Nerves a-quiver with another day’s impressions.
Tried lying down, but it didn’t go, so I am
in an arm-chair looking out of my Lorraine window in
full eighteenth century as regards setting, but with a
very definite tide of twentieth-century warfare sweeping
through it all. Meant to go to church, where there
are special prayers to be offered up, at Benediction, for
the needs of Lorraine, but, though the spirit was willing,
the rest of me was like lead after the hot, full day and
two hours in one spot too tempting.

This morning, before I was dressed, E. M. and
Mrs. C. P., also staying in the hotel, appeared, so I
hastily harnessed up for the day and sallied forth with
them. We went first to the charming old house of
Mlle. Guérin, and, going in through a wide hallway,
stepped out into a large garden, where, under some
trees, several ladies were sitting, one of them Madame
Saint-R. T. We embraced cordially, in the very evident
fulfilment of destiny. Madame Saint-R. T. was
reading Pierre Boyé’s Cour de Lunéville, which I matched
with Gaston Maugras’s, and then I looked about me.

The house, gray and long and low, was, until a hundred
years ago, a Capuchin monastery, when it came
into the hands of Mlle. Guérin’s family. There are old
linden-trees in the garden, and some tall cedars and
roses not doing very well; and masses of canterbury-bells
and geraniums. At one end of the garden, against
the wall, is an ancient statue of the Virgin, dark, moss-grown,
against still darker walls; we placed the flowers
we had gathered on her breast and in the hands of the
Child. Avions were humming above in the perfect sky,
and against the faultless blue was a very white crescent
moon just discernible.

After accepting an invitation for dinner that night,
we walked out through the town toward the Château,
once the haunt of witty rulers, philosophers, and of the
fair and evidently too-amiable ladies beloved by them.
However, when we got into the great square of the
palace I forgot about them, for, looking up at the statue
of Lasalle, born in Metz, 1775, and fallen at the battle
of Wagram, 1807, were two Senegalese whom we looked
at as the Lunéville populace might once have looked at
the camels the young Duke Léopold brought back with
him from his wars with the Turks. The juxtaposition
was as strange. One of the Senegalese had on a
blue cap, the other a red. We gave each one a franc
for cigarettes, received large-mouthed, white-toothed
smiles, and proceeded to look at the remains of a German
avion which had fallen beside the statue the day before,
the most complete wreck possible. The aviator had
been killed and his broken wings were being removed to
the Museum. It made me quite still—there was something
so complete about it all, the great Château in the
background, the statue of
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