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Cantigny
George's Lone Air Raid Has

Surprising Result
• Tbia ill the .ecoad iDatcz1meattakea from the book" CantigDy. a Comer
of the War:' by CczptcziDE.,.czrta.18th iDfantrr. 1.t dfTiaioD.A. Eo F•• and
repriDted by courte.y of the author and Charle. Scribner. SODa. the
publlahe •••

By CAPT. JEREMIAH M. EVARTS
(O>pyright: 1988: By Captain Evarta.)

IWAS slightly gassed the lat-
ter part of May, 1918,during
the taking of Cantigny.

It was pleasant to be evacuat-
ed on the 2d of June to a French
hospital at Cempuis. By that
time I loved France, and I was
not above admiring a French
countess who took care of me.
The Germans commenced the
Montdidier-Noyon ofrensive on
the 9th of June, and the hospital
began to fill up promptly with
French wounded. The rollowtng
morning the doctor told me it
would take three weeks to cure
me. He said there would not
be room enough there and that
I would have to take the train
from Grandvillers to a base hos-
pital that afternoon. I hated
the idea, as there loomed the
possibility of a reassignment to
another outfit, which seemed al-
most more than one could stand.
The doctor wrote out in French
on a large tag, bearing my name,
various medical terms and in-
structions for treatment. He
tied the tag through a button
hole of my blouse. The tag con-
stituted my clearance papers.
At Grandvillers that after-

noon I got on the train, accom-
panied by an artillery officer
from the 7th field, who was also
partially cured of some sort of
gas. We sat down in a couple
of vacant chairs near the door
of what was like an American
parlor car, and I surveyed the
other occupants of the car. It
was full of Senegalese and other
colonials. All of them were
badly wounded and many had
lost a leg or arm. The car
smelled of stale blood and dress-
ings. I immediately felt well
and told the artilleryman that
I was not going to a base hospi-
tal in that car and that there
was nothing the matter with
either of us. I suppose I said
the latter because I wanted his
company, though I did not know
him well. He agreed, and when
the orderlies and doctor were
at the farther end of the car it
was a simple matter to slip out
of our end, tear up our tags, and
crawl under the car to the other
side of the train. We then ran
to the high road, where we met
a lorry going south. We stopped
it and climbed in. It contained
three British sergeants, a whole
ham, a loaf of bread, some jam,
and a bottle of real whisky. The
sergeants were very nice and
turned it all over to us, and we
ate and drank to our hearts' con-
tent. Eating and drinking had
by that time become about the
only fun in the war.
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The lorry was bound for Paris.
It was arranged that the ser-
geants should get some burlap
to wrap us in and take us to
Paris. They were to meet us
again at some appointed place
three days later and drop us
behind the sector. It was a
scheme, and by the time the
bottle was empty its' success
seemed not only possible but
probable.
It is not particularly far from

Grandvillers to Beauvais. Be-
fore we ever got to Beauvais I
thought I would die, and I re-
member that the lorry stopped
at least once so that the artn-
leryman and I could get some
brandy. I don't know whether
he knew what was the matter
with him. I was ignorant of
the nature of my disease until
the follOWing October, when I
was cured of arsenic poisoning,
and I don't suppose alcohol is a
prescribed antidote.
By the time we reached Beau.

vals I knew I would never get
to Paris, and requested to be
dropped ofr. The artilleryman
decided he would stop also, so
the sergeants took us up to the
H6tel Angleterre. There we got
a room and a bottle of cognac
and went to bed. We drank the
bottle and slept well. In the
morning we f e It better, or
thought we did. My companion
got a book from somewhere and
read in bed. I had nothing to
read and finally got up to see

what was going on downstairs.
In the courtyard of the hotel,

under a portico, there were a
number of small drinking tables,
and I sat down at one with some
anisette. On the afternoon of
the 22d of April I had drunk
anisette with some French of-
ficers and the following day had
gone into the line opposite Can-
tigny. Lots of things had hap-
pened in seven weeks. It was
rather fun to be alive and drink-
ing anisette again, even if one's
freedom were gained by being
A. W. O. L. from the base hospi-
tal or the railroad train, I never
could figure out which.
In a short time a young Brit-

ish aviator walked through the
archway into the courtyard. He
was about my age. We looked
each other over, and he came up
to the table and we started to
talk. He drank an extraordi-
nary mixture of some sort col-
ored with grenadine. Two or
three aviator friends of his
joined us, and soon everybody
began to enjoy himself. It de-
veloped that they were part of
two wings sent down to bother
the Germans in their ofrensive,
which was still going on. We
had a number of arguments
about using airplanes against
infantry, etc., and I remember
shocking them greatly by telling
how a couple of infantrymen had
killed a German aviator who
had fallen back of the French
uninjured. I reminded them
that we thought it an equally
dirty trick for aviators to direct
artillery fire and shoot their ma-
chine guns at us.
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We got along pretty well, and
soon they asked me if I WOUldn't
like to adjourn to their camp.
We did so, and I stayed all after-
noon, to dinner, and part of the
night. The next morning they
were kind enough to send a car
to the hotel to ask me to come
out, which I did. By that time
I was acquainted with about
twenty of them; the y were
great fellows. While some were
flylng, others would be on the
ground, and it was about the
best day I spent in France.
There appeared to be more fun
In their war, and there certainly
was far more food and liquor
than In mine.

A Corner of the War

broken up about 2 a. m. by a
couple of sergeants who had
been waiting since 11 to take
the officers home in a lorry.
After a small amount of difficul·
ty the officers were counted off
by the innkeeper and sergeants
and taken home. The next day
about 1 in the afternoon I man-
aged to get downstairs and was
trying to drink some coffee
while I1stening to the innkeeper's
account of the dinner, when in
walked one of my guests of the
night before.
He came to the table and sat

down with some cognac, and the
conversation was about like this:
II Welll Did you hear what hap-
pened to George?" I said no,
that I hadn't, but that I would
like to. "Well," he said, "we
got to bed about 2:30, and at 4
we were ordered to fiy. I knew
that if I couldn't fiy I would be
court-rnartlaled, so I told my
orderly to get me a pick-me-up.
I drank it and finally got dressed
and into my plane (a one-seater).
I decided that my only salvation
would be to fiy up to the line,
drop my bombs, shoot my ma-
chine guns, and come home as
fast as I COUld. Afterward I
found that each of us had the
same idea. Well, I got home
somehow and was in bed by 5:30.
But what do you think happened
to George?" I said I hadn't the
faintest Idea. He wen ton:
"Well, it seems that George had
the same idea as the rest of us,
but he got lost and fiew around
for a long time until he thought
he had missed the line. Finally
he came to what looked like
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One morning a supply officer
from the division appeared at
the hotel and told me that the
sector was pretty active. The
artillery officer returned to the
line. I decided I had better go
back to the line the next after-
noon. One of the aviators came
in, and I told him I was going
back, but that I would like to
return their kindnesses by giving
about twelve of them a farewell
dinner that night at the hotel.
He said they would come In to
dinner at 7. I went down to the
bank and exchanged $400 worth
of express checks for a bundle
of francs, which I took to the
innkeeper. I explained to him
that out of the bundle he was to
take my board, etc., and with
the balance he was to give four-
teen of us the best possible din-
ner his kitchen and wine cellar
could put on. He seemed quite
pleased, and In the afternoon he
and I selected the wines. The
dinner was, I suppose, a success-
ful one. The wines were excel-
lent; the quantity was far great-
er than all of us, even in our
most ambitious moments, could
hope to drink. The dinner was

rather a large building with a
lot of soldiers standing about,
and he thought they must be
Germans, because he figured he
was 'way behind the German
lines by that time. He dropped
his bombs and started to shoot
his machine gun at the soldiers.
In a very short time he noticed a
French airplane come alongside
and the aviator peer at him over
the cockpit. George waved at him
and then, to his great surprise,
the Frenchman put a couple of
bullets through his engine and
brought him down safely. And
what do you think George was
shooting at?" Again I admitted
I didn't know. "Well," he said,
"he was bombing your brigade
headquarters, and he hit one
mule!"
The aviator had to leave, and

I decided that it was best for me
to leave also. I put on my hel-
met, pistol, and mask and was
standing in the courtyard oppo-
site the archway talking to the
innkeeper, when I saw an officer
with a red G. H. Q. arm band
enter the archway from the
street. The HOtel Angleterre is
built around the courtyard, and
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the archway to the street was,
I suppose, about thirty feet long
and fairly dark in the middle. I
thought rapidly as to the best
method of escape. Then, leaving
the innkeeper without, I think,
even saytng good-by, I walked
as fast as possible across the
courtyard, so that when I was
at the courtyard entrance the
officer was about in the middle
of the archway. I saw he was
a major, and very efficiently sa-
luted him and if anything in-
creased the pace. I got even
with him. He halted and said,
"Where are you going, lieuten-
ant?" "To the front, sir." By
that time I was past him and he

LINE OF SHELL BURSTS
BEHIND BIG TRENCH
GIVING WARNING OF

RAID

Map of the area d•• cribed in Cap-
tain Evana' .tory ••A Cup of Choco-

late:'

following me. "What regiment
do you belong to?" (We had
long since taken off the regimen-
tal numbers on our crossed
rifies.) "Eighteenth infantry,
sir." By that time I had reached
the sidewalk and glanced hastily
up the street. A French lorry
was coming down the street,
headed the way I wanted to go.
The inspector said, "What's your
name?" I replied, "I'm sorry,
sir, but I haven't time to talk
any more; I have to go back to
the front," and, running, I
jumped on the driver's step of
the lorry, shouting, "Vitement,
vitement/" The driver took the
situation in promptly and com-
plied. The major ran after us,
but could not catch us. Fortu-
nately he had no side car or auto"
mobile handy.

e • e

I passed through brigade head-
quarters that evening on the
way up to the line. They were
still talking about George, and
I got their end of the story. I
am sorry to say that I never had
the pleasure of giVing George
another dinner.

II.
A CUP OF CHOCOLATE
One afternoon about 4 o'clock

in front of Cantigny I was for-
getting my hunger by trying to
spot a German machine gun
across the valley through my
field glasses. An artillery cap-

tam from the 6th field came out
of the woods on the right and
down the trench to me.
"Lieutenant, I know you are

hungry, and I brought you two
bars of real chocolate I got from
home this morning."
"I'll cook some, captain, and

we'll drink it together when you
finish range finding."
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The captain moved off down
the trench to do his observing
and came back in about three-
quarters of an hour. The ehoco-
late was ready, and we drank
and talked and had a nice time.
At about five minutes of 6 the

GIJUtAIf llJlI

much better than even that you
won't go one hundred feet down
that path. I can't stop you from
going, but I know what I am
talking about." The captain
stopped and turned around to
look at me. I felt like saying:
"For heaven's sake, don't go
down that path now. You gave
me some chocolate. I don't want
to see ycu go out." Before the
captain could say anything we
both ducked. The evening bom-
bardment had started, and four
shells landed in the path-the
nearest about twenty feet from
where the captain stood. He
turned around and looked at the
smoking holes in the path. Then,
smiling rather nervously at me,
he said, "I guess you do know."
We went back and drank

some more chocolate until it was
all right for him to go.

III.
The Same Cup of Chocolate
It was a few days later at the

same place at about 2 o'clock in
the afternoon. I was walking
down from the west end of the
big trench, talking to Sergeant
James. At least two hundred
shells whistled over and burst
in a solid line about 150 feet
back of the big trench and paral-
lel to it. It was over in less than
a minute. They came from the
northwest of Cantigny. The
whole business was very strange.
." Sergeant, that must mean

something. You stay here and
I'll try to find out what I can."
In a n s w e r to messages I

learned that no machine gun em-
placements were being put in
back of my trench, nor was any
trench being dug near that line
of shells. The lieutenant of the
second platoon was visited. He
said that no barrage had been
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4aptain said, "Well, I must be
going back now."
"Which way are you going

back, captain?"
"Down the path through the

Bois de Cantigny, the way I
came up."
"But you must walt, captain.

You mustn't go now."
"But, lieutenant, everything

is quiet now; it'll be all right."
He started down the trench,

with me following him. We en-
tered the last bay, where the
path commenced. I stopped at
the corner of the traverse, and
the captain was almost in the
middle of the bay. The path
commenced about twelve feet
from where he stood.
I said: "Captain, it's my busi-

ness to know how to live here.
It is almost 6. The chances are

fired near his trench, but that
at the same time the Germans
had bracketed a new machine
,gun position.

I went back to my big trench,
and as I went the feeling became
fixed that the Germans planned
a raid that night. By putting
two and two together it seemed
quite obvious that the raid would
be either on my big trench or
else on the little advanced trench
to the left occupied by Cesak's
squad. My three trenches ex-
tended over 200 yards of front.
There were six men in the little
trench on the left, about eight
men in the big trench, and six
in the little trench on the right.
There were two machine guns
in the big trench. If they went
the big trench was helpless under
a box barrage, and Cesak's

•••• On thill war: .aid a great
man. •men will think and write
for a thou.cznd yean: They"
will. And the thing. tbat witt
concern. intere.t. and fill the
thoughta of the great bulk of
humanity wbo do think and
want to know wiU be not the
great batUe.. not the tactic.
and tbe .trategy of generall
and mighty czrmie.. but .uch
human feeling. and actiODaaa
fill the.e little .torie ••
••• DoubtfuUy. at the requ •• t
of the writer. whom I com-
manded in tbe thing. he writ ••
of. I picked tbem up to read.
two or thre. perhapa. .mely
not all I laid them down only
when I had read tbe very laat.
With f.w word. and Ifmple he
more accurately and more truly
than any other tbat I haTe ever
known make. ua feel. take part
in what he and hill comrade.
beaide him were feeling at the
time of men'. greate.t .train.
feara. and pa •• ioDa in perha~
aU hi.tory. He felt with them,
and you feel with him and
them. Storie•• uch a. hill will
for the orator'. thouaand yean
iDapire writer. who would real·
ly teU of the men who fought
thla migbty war:'

-8. L. BULLARD.
Lieutenant General. Betired.

trench was more than helpless.
A raid in force was something
to be really feared. I went to
my P. C. and changed my plan
of defense. One machine gun
must sweep, the other must fire
a fixed fire to protect Cesak's
trench on the east side. Shea's
squad w 0 u 1d have to come
through the barrage if they
COUld.If the machine guns went
out? Well, what was the use
of thinking about it?
There was a step in the bay,

and there was the same artillery
captain coming to do the evening
observing. I crawled out and
stopped him. " Captain, this
platoon has never called for a
barrage yet. If I call for a bar-
rage tonight you will know I
want one. I hope the artillery
will be on their toes tonight."
"What's happened, lieutenant?"
I told him what little I knew.
Darkness came. Cesak was

visited four times. The two ma-
chine guns were tested and one's
fire fixed. The barrage signals
were examined and the gun from
which they were fired reexam-
Ined and left cocked. Extra
bombs were distributed. Every-
thing was ready.

• • •
The Germans were very quiet.

Eleven o'Clock, 12 o'clock carne,
and no bombardment. One
o'Clock, and it started to rain.
No sound from the German guns.
The front was as quiet as death,
only worse. About five minutes
of 2 Sergeant James and I were
leaning over the parapet of the
bay in which the barrage gun
was, listening and listening.
I Whispered: "James, I had

better go down to the further
machine gun. You stay by the
rifie, and don't hesitate a mo-
ment to call for a barrage." We
stood qutet another minute or
so. James Whispered, "My God,
lieutenant, I'll be glad when this
night is over." I gritted my teeth
together. My skin was all goose
fiesh and the silence awful. " So
will I. James."
I walked around the traverse

into the next bay. The whole
German sky lit up in a great red
glare. "Sergeant, if that lands
here, call the barrage!" "All
right, lieutenant!" I ducked
then as 'what seemed like a thou-
sand shells exploded along the
parapet. It was a raid, then!
As they exploded the t h r e e
bright calcium stars of the bar-
rage signal fioated lazily down
over the trench. One-two-three-
four seconds passed, and then
the blazing, crashing wall of
steel from the barrage of the 6th
field artillery landed just Inside
our wire and moved along over
to Germany. Two grenades were
thrown wildly into the woods
near Cesak's trench. The Ger-
man barrage lifted and settled
down on the support trenches.
The Germans in Cantigny threw
flares low along the ground to
show their men the way home.
The attempted raid was over.
The danger was present and
gone in less than half a minute.
At about 10 o'clock the next

morning the artillery captain
appeared. "Lieutenant, you got
your barrage all right?" "We
did, and I thank you." "Are you
all right?" "We are, thanks to
you and the 6th field," We shook
hands. It was my turn to smile
nervously.

NEXT WEEK- Death under the
apple tr.el


