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Under the title “Dicarm” this novel won for its author, RaronescC

the Nobel Peace Prize

The story contains some passages strangely prophetic of the

present world struggle, althongh

Franco-Prussian War of 44 years ago.

the final scene of the story is the
The hypocrisy of a nation

adopting conscription and a policy of huge armaments and pretend-
ing to hope for peace is proven to the hilt.

IT IS A WOMAN’'S PROTEST AGAINST WAR

. START WITH THE

(%,
WO NSNS N
the ~Nortn Siation., Here the crowds

of wounded and dying were arriving,
and the public crowded in: with sup-
plies and looxing for friends; there
were purses, puns, physicjans, men
end woman from every rank, and the
officials were busy pushing bac*™ the
‘él‘O‘.\'d\. They sent me off toc ® ju
1 protested: "7 want to take the aasxt
north,” but was informed that there
‘were_nog trains for passengérs, in or
der to keep the lines opened for the
arrival of the wounded. Ounly one
train would go out, and that wes ex-
clusively for ne Relief Corps,

“May I go by that train?”

“Impossible.” The voice © within
kept calling fer me to come. 1 was
about to despair when 1 cauvght sight
of the President of the Relief Corps.
I rushed to him: “For pity’'s sake, help

me, "gon S Ycu | know me!
Barown .3 Tilling, General Althaus's
daughter. You are sbout to send a

train to Bohemia. My dying husband
needs me there. If you have a heart,
Jet me go with that train.” ®
With many misgivings he finally
arranged to put me in the car of a
surgeon who accompanied the train.
It would be ready in an hour. I could
not stay in the waiting-room; every-
thing was turned into a hospital, and
everywhere lay and crouched the
wretehed neglected forms of the man-
gled and wounded. And train after
train came in with more wounded, and
they were as quickly placed and car
yied away. .\t my feet was laid a man

who gasped unceasingly, making a
continuous gurgling sound. I stooped
to speak a sympathetic word, but

covered my face in horror. He no
longer looked like a human being, his
undeir™jaw was shot away, and his
eyes were hanglug from their monkets.
ﬂﬁ:u reeking with decay cor-
rn n. My head sank back against
“the wall. Bug¢ the sickening idea came
4uto my head--could it be Frederick?
No, it was not he., P
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| As wney curried (he poor gurglin
wretch away the regimental doctor
said, “He need not go bazk to the hine
pital ® he is already three-f ® h
dead.” And witnh that the ag ... ed
¢reature threw up both his hands In
pleading to heaveun,

-

The hour passed, and I starfed with
the two surgeons and four Sisters of
Charity and several soldiers. Th
carriage. was hot and filled with
mingled odor of hospital and incense.
and I felt deathly sick. I leaned Dack
in m_ %.orner and closed my eyes.

“Are you ill?” asked the symp:-
thetic young surgeon. “I hear yen ar
joining your wounded husbal /@1

Koniggratz. Do you know where to
look for him?"” ;

“No, but I expect to meet Dr
Bresser.”

“l know him. We vigited the

battle-field together three days ago.”

“Visited the battle-field?” I repeat
ed, shuddering. “Oh, fell me about
B
' The surgeon told his story, and |
put it afterwards into my journal as
, I remembered it. From there 1 copy
| it now. 1 had remembered it qrite
 accurately, for into every scenc my
imagination thrust one fixed idea---
that there would be found my wounded
Frederick, calling for.me:

Behind a little hill the ambula co
corps lay protected. Beyond, the en-
gagement had already begun. The
very earth and air trembled with the
heat and explosions. Clouds of smoke
and roaring artillery filled space. Or-
‘ders came that we should fetch the
wounded from the fleld. It iakes some
‘herofsm to march into the midst of a
battle when none of the fury of the
conflict is in ¢he mind to urge you on.
The corporal {n charge-of the relief
ordered the men o a point whe"’ the
enemy had opened fire. Aceos” .D
o.en ground .they met greugs of
wounded dragging themselves aud

.4 heloing . each other.. Ope tfall ivNe-
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"Qhutlou. They ed: “We
ve eaten nothiag fer two days.
an enforced o gtwalve

ﬁn and a bit of slesp, we were
" oalled-to the Aght shrefresbed.” -
The rellef patrol pushed on. Let

them look out for themaslves, the sur-

geons @were. urged on to .the more -

desperately wounded. They might %>
picked u» on the way back, after 1elp
had been rendered to those lylng thick
in the battle. Everywhnere lies a bl
ing muss. The woundea swarm anou
thick: r and thicker, cre2plug and ora:
ging themsclves over mouuds o
corpzes, all stretohed .n manglc. pos
tions with the death-wrilius: s.1.
evident-——hands elawing the grou d,
eyes and tongues pro,ecting teet
gnashed, anuy wmowtns gapitg as Lo
st preath ned been drawa.
l:., with their 1tsabs and bo i s
gled into shapelessness amd slillc..d
with the death agony. 3

Down through a little sevine the
patrol pushed.
wourndcd were lying in heaps 10!
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heroes until, suddenly, there comes
the signal horn calling t6 ancthor pari
of ti 'd, while the hroken wretches
piteously beg not to be deserted. An
adjutant comes in hot haste. Evident-
' ly a general has been wounded. The
| surgeons must follow, begging the
| poor fellows to have patience for they
will return, But the prom was

never meant and never believtd.

On, on they must follow the adju-
tant. Cries and groans to right and
left are unheeded, and though some of
the rescuing party falls, they are left
with the rest. Men wrlthing with
horrible wounds, torn by horses’ hoofs,
crushed by passing guns, seeing the
rescuers, rear themselves and call for
help with a last effort., But on, on,
over them all!

®

So it goes on, page after page, in
my journal. One account tells how a
ghell burst over a group of wounded
who had just been bandaged and re
lieved, tearing them to pieces. Again,
it tells how the fighting broke ou!
around the ambulances, a fleeing and
pursuing troop sweeping down the
wounded, dying, and surgeons, all t«
gether; or when terrified riderl s
horges, myddened with agony rushe
over the wounded on the stretc!
throwing them crushed and lifcl
the ground. Again, the most frightit
scene of all is described: A hundre
helpless men lay in a farmhouse whe
their wounds had been dress-d
a shell set the place 'n a blaze, an
their shrieks will ever remain in t!
memoiy of those who neard it
| in mine, for I fancied again, wa
surgeon spoke, that *Frederick wa
there, and I heard hLis volce out
the place of torture, and 1 fe/
in my seat. I

“Oh, dear lady,” the surgec .
claimed, “I must not try your nerves.

But I had not yet heard enouzh tr
my thirgt for the horribl
wou’ 1 hear more, and I said, “No, no
contlnue: ‘low was the next morn
ing?"- So ne continued:

A Dbattle-fleld by night is hideous
enovzh, but under the glorious sun the
fiendish work of man seems doubly
fiendish. What the night made seem
ghostly, the daylight revealed as ab-
#olutely hopeless. Then one firs'
realizes the countless decad—In the
streets, the fields.

There is no cannonading, no rattle
of musketry, no drums or trumpet-
blasts, no flags, no regimentals; the
only sound is the low moaning of the
poor wretches who are dying without
aid. The steaming earth is saturated
with red puddle that shimmer, reek,
and clot in the sun, Everywhere lie
gcattered the abandoned sabres,
bayonets, knapsacks, cloaks, broken
carriages, wagons, and cannon, the
half-dead horses staggering up and
down and hideously Dbellowing out
thel” ¢'ving shrieks. There is n45'ittle
hollow into which the wounde! had
dragged themselves, but it is clear
that a battery had driven over them.

the hoofs and wheels crushing them

into a pulpy oozing mass wh' ;till

alive —yes, hopelessly alive
Bu'@®:ven more helli
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. all this
¢ of that vile
(e ghouls whieh
creep In "ake of the battle, to
plund: _a spoil the c¢ead. They
s!i: . among the co pses, mercilessly
tearing off their vuluables, mutilating
and hacking ¢ven the living if they
still have li.e enough to defend them-
selve;, snatching out their eyes 10
make them unrecognizable.

And so they lie, day after day, these
poor wretches, for the Sanitary Co.ps,
though they work untiringly, cannot
stop for the hopeless ones who beg
that they be shot or stabbed in their
helpless misery. From above the car-
rion crows are watching from the
trees, preparing to descend for their
dinne-. Even the starved village dogs
eomt....nd lick the open flesh. @

Then comes the great interment.
They dig long shallow trenches, and
the bodies are thrown in helster
skelter, heads up and heads down.
uAha thev_bean the bodies itnto mounds

|

Here the deal and

and cover them with a few feet of

dirt. Let the rain wash it away, vlo

carea? a
“Now, will you hear what happer ed
the next day?’
“Oh.‘ cad ®oll you that,” 1 inters
ropted” “In the capital of the vi-

terfous country the reporis have nl"‘

rived. In the forenoon, while tihe
hyenas of the battle-field work round
the trenches, the fn the
¢hurches are sing Praive God
whom all " i
evening, .
have Locen buried while ret bre
perhap put lighted « les
window-sill, for th i) 15
flluminated for a sign of joy.
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comody is mark
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What a jyut
Long after the surgeon cea
his story we caught glimpses from the
window of the effects of the war,
True, there ware no scenes of devas-

ed to

tatior ut evem i
f i

ing,

passcd ny tra

wounded to the indan:

| Stations were emaniulcd T

| waiting to be esrvied fart o1

had beer brouogdt by wn o

from the field, and wer Itiig .o 2
either to the hespita’'s or ¢ ! s
At every halt tde Blsicrs 7 na i

in our party immediately busied them
selves, bet 1 was useless. The uproar
about fthe stations was iike a le-
wildering dream; people were running
about confusedly, the troops were tik-
ing the trains to go farther, the wound-
ed and bleeding were swarming every

where, and the screams of women
added to the frightful conditions
Cannons and baggage wagons rumbicd
by; trains followed, carrying the re- |
serves from Vienns, The soldier:
were crammed in cattle-trucks
freight-cars—Jjust as cattle are

to the slaughter—and were they

I could not help thinking, were f
not being sent to the big political
shambles where the oflicial butchers
seek their profits? They rushed
on the rattling wheels like the wi ‘
and howling war-song p
the cars., An armed host
through the fields or roads
or horse, with flags flying, has a cer- |
tain antique touch of the poetic, more

. '
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| where tbey were a woek
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modernism and civilization ® vhich | very filtie 1n the wa, ol rtresses
brings the nations nearer {
1ld be u X0 9
he battle to let barbai U rwan
hideous contradiction. And even ) p
de .ll\ ntradi ‘u 1 evel wdoubts armed wih vra [\,.“”.‘“
ciicking telegraph, ma 1
‘ tning to d L0 { Kunows
- “.i l‘ .y.’ T n : ! i L { e vall
to bring his lLfe into immediate and | \ ;
close touch with his fellows—to t} ! o g rat suarrende-
' it sho ‘ y
of barbarity! Our b t before . "
barbarians is, "‘Behold our civilizatio ,‘i L4 1 L refused
our railroads, our telegraph lines { re, Americ n 2nd other
and then we debase the thi :
ising them ‘o enforce and mult | - we oy
OUr Own savagery. | hich cap v declared peurrad, The
Such thoughts deepened and embit- ) ¥ )
{ ~t citv 8 de.l ire beliioerent
tered my sorrow. Happy wei { | >
who were simply .weeping nd wri ] A get
ing their hands, whose souls did n« ’ -
g ' P ol wat of 11, Of the seven great
rise up in wrath against the \v?m.s-l :
hideous comedy, who did t ac | gities ! western A 1a Minor to
nGye arraign wi . ’L,.. .‘.“j:.r“_ { ¢ "-“1~.

—flot even that Lord of Aruiies whom
they believed to be the loving author
of all their misery!

Late in the evening I arrived at
Koniginhof, my companions having
left me at an earlier station, What

if Dr. Bresser failed to meet me? My

nerves were quite shattered by the |
night's experiences, and only my ex
treme¢ anxiety about Frederick sus-
tained me.

The station in Koniginhof was over
flowing with wounded men; they were |

lying everywhere—Iin every nook and
corner, in the ground, cnd on the
stones. The night was very dark,
there was no moon, and only a few
lanterns lighted the station, I sank
on to a bench, put my luggage on
ground before me, overcome with the
desire for sleep. I began to reolize
the absurdity of my coming. What il
Frederick were already at home, or
perhaps dead and buried? Oh, to be
able to sleep and forget it, and per-
haps even néver wake again to behold
all this world of horror! At least, lct
me rot live on and find Frederick
amol. ® he “missing.” Was perhaps my
boy at heme calling for me? What it
I did not find Dr. Bresser? What
should I do in tha' case? Luckily 1
had a little bag with money about my
neck and money always affords some
help out of difficulties. Anc®[ in-
voluntarily felt for the bag. The fas-
tenings were torn off—it was gone.
What a blow! Still, the floods of mis-
Cotrued on page 3
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PRZEMSYL VUTER FORTS
HAVE FALLEN
march 18.—A Pwess Assccia-
tioh' zeport from Petrogred eays that
the outer forts at Przemsyl have fallen
tefore the Russian attacks.
Petrograd MthIB —ARusg;ar.sA :’:e
» {ighting upon German soil. -
:ga:cb rom 'w?}uw states that the
terman forces, defending Laugszargen,
in Fast Prussia, have been beaten
ny the Rues:ans after a ferce attack,
the Muscovite _treops tcvancirg into
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Injun Bones and Huskies”” by J. R.
Fraser in March Rod and Gun is no lap-
dog story but an account ot a desperate
encounter which two adventurers in the
fur north had with a band of ferccious
buskies from which they narrowly e:-

aped with their lives. ‘‘That Cub ol
Patrick’s’’ isa somewhat amusing tale-
though Pat himself found the exper-
ience very provoking -of a captured
‘bear cub that proved one too much for
his captor. ‘‘A Visit to the Nakimu
Caves of Glacier Park, B. C.,”" “Win"
dobin’s Cabin,”’ ‘‘The Passing of the
Buffalo’’ and other stories and articles:
along with regular departments, go to
meke vp a fine March number. The
sportsman’s publication is issued at
Woodstock, Ont,, by W. J. Taylor,
Limited.




