
706 THE TOP OF THE HILL 

These are such beautiful, cool sunny 
days — such a contrast to the pain and 
sweat of war! How I hate war! But I 
hate the Hun more, and I am so glad 
to be here doing my little part in it. 
We have moved on again, leaving a very 
beautiful, ruined, and sad chateau, that 
has just managed to survive four years 
of war. I t had a large park about it, 
with beautiful lawns and a forest near
by for the hunt. I t belonged to the 
Waddingtons, and seemed full of mem
ories of very happy days. In my office-
room there was a beautiful portrait of 
a sweet-faced grandmother, who looked 
down upon me while I worked at my 
desk. I had grown very fond of her. 

We cleaned up the chateau thorough
ly and left it in better shape than we 
found it. But we could n't repair the 
chapel — it had a shell-hole in its roof 
and plaster all over the floor. We are 
now in a middle-class, ugly French 
villa, comfortable, but with no other 
attraction. As we move forward, we 
are going to have very small pickings 
for quarters. The French artillery has 
actually laid all the towns down flat on 
the groimd. Beautiful little villages are 
just piles of stone and brick. I t is terri
ble to see them destroy their own homes 
to drive out the filthy Boche. Just as a 
beautiful woman would cut off her hair 
were there vermin in it. 

AuffuM 4, 1918. 

I am writing under difficulties. As 
we advance through this country the 
shelter grows scarcer, for all the houses 
have received at least one shell; some 
so many that they are no longer houses. 

Last night we slept in the remains of 
an old farmhouse. The Germans had 
left it hurriedly, and it was in a fright
ful state of disarray. To-night we are 
better oflF—we are in a little village 
bakery! I always have my own cot put 
up so I have thus far escaped the horror 
of the small, invisible enemies that live 

in German beds. A German general 
occupied this place two days ago — his 
sign is still on the door. What glorious 
days! We must not be too optimistic — 
this is not the end, but it is the top of 
the hill. The Boche made a fatal error 
when he started this show on July 15, 
and he is paying for it. And it will af
fect all his future operations, and also 
the morale of his men and women. The 
prisoners are all hungry and very tired 
of war. Many of them are just plain 
deserters, not prisoners. Last night in 
the rain and wind our troops were 
cheerful. I saw them marching to cross 
a river after the Hun. They joked and 
cheered each other as they splashed 
along. It is wonderful the way they 
stand this fighting all day and march
ing all night. To-day I had a good bath 
in a little stream nearby, and I am 
quite ready for a good night's sleep be
tween clean sheets in my little cot. 

Between sentences in this letter I am 
ordering ammunition up to the front 
and arranging for wounded to go to the 
rear. We give them hot coffee at the 
dressing-stations. They are all very 
patient and very quiet. 

August 7, 1918. 

I have been so busy I could n't write. 
Problems of supply are terribly exact
ing and never cease. The men must 
have food and munitions, else the thing 
cannot go on. They have both, but it 
is a scramble over wet roads, through 
a rough country. The panorama by my 
door to-day is quite varied. Our wound
ed, German prisoners, trucks full of 
good white bread and American beef 
going forward, and men coming in con
stantly to ask for anything, from a 
motor-cycle to a 3-inch gun. 

Yesterday I had a wonderful hour. 
A surgeon at the front reported ninety 
refugees in a cave near our line. They 
had taken shelter there from the shell
ing and for three days had been without 
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food. He asked me for transportation, 
and I sent three trucks, with Sergeant 
Baer in charge. He was delighted with 
the job and took them there and back 
safely, through shell-fire. There were 
old women, and old men, and young 
mothers with their babies. One little 
girl had her dog under her arm as she 
got out of the truck. I had had a hot 
dinner made ready for them at the 
Headquarters troop, and it was a joy 
to see them eat. 

How gentle American soldiers are! 
If you had seen a brawny, muddy sol
dier helping an old French grandmother 
across the road to the kitchen, it would 
have delighted your soul. I t made me 
very proud of our men. They stood 
about, smiling and helpful, and just 
stuffed the refugees with everything 
they had in camp. After dinner and the 
ceremony of thanks were over, I sent 
them on to the French refugee society. 
What a horrible thing war is! These 
poor people no longer have homes, the 
shells have destroyed everything that 
was theirs. The deliverance from that 
hell-hole must have been an unspeak
able relief, but what can the future have 
for them? France is such a compactly 
settled country, that if one person is 
displaced, it is a problem where to put 
him. 

August 12, 1918. 

What wonderful news to the North 
of us these past few days! We are all 
rejoicing over the British thrust about 
A . This morning we. were relieved 
by another division and the dear old 

- th is now marching back to a well-
earned rest. Since the 18th of July it 
has fought and marched, always under 
some kind of fire, but always going for
ward. They are tired — very tired — 
but happy to have been in such a joy
ous fight. I am tired, too. I got a good 

bath and to-night I am going to sleep 
in a nice clean tent in a little orchard, 
near the farmhouse that is our head
quarters. How peaceful it all seems 
back here — the fields are all clean and 
tidy, and oh, so quiet! For three weeks 
now I have caught my sleep as best I 
could, and my cot was always shaking 
from the big guns. You can't imagine 
the rest I have had in these few hours 
I've been away from it. 

I am sending you the thanks we got 
in the French orders. Keep it for me. 
In years to come it will bring back to 
me these days. These wonderful days! 
No matter what the Boche does, he can 
never rob us of our joy at beating him 
in the second battle of the Marne. We 
don't know where we are going now. I 
imagine we will have a rest somewhere, 
fill up our losses, and get in again before 
long. Some people think that possibly 
the war may end this fall, but there are 
no real signs of it here. Just rumors 
that Austria is ready to quit. What 
a glorious thing the end will be — to 
know the Hun is beaten! For Hun he 
is! Everyone is entirely confident of a 
complete and final victory. 

August 16, 1918. 

As we get farther from the front, the 
country grows more beautiful. No 
Boche has ever been here to leave his 
hideous scar. Our headquarters is now 
partly occupying a beautiful chateau, 
that in peace times belongs to the Due 
de la R . Do you remember in The 
Marble Faun, where Miriam had been 
for two days in the house without dis
covering the faun? I t would be per
fectly possible here — I never saw such 
a huge place. The chateau and chapel 
date from the twelfth century. We re
main here a few days, then will move 
to a rest-camp till we are used again. 
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CHINA: HER RELATION TO THE WAR 

BY JOHN C. FERGUSON 

T H E Provisional Constitution of the 
Republic of China was prepared in 
haste, to meet the immediate urgency 
of the adoption of some form of govern
ment which should replace the over
thrown rule of the Manchus in the 
central and southern provinces. The 
Manchu government was functioning 
in Peking as usual when this Provisional 
Constitution was adopted by Sun Yat-
sen and the band of young patriots 
whom he gathered about him in the 
historic city of Nanking, which had 
been captured from its former rulers. 
The haste with which this document 
was prepared accounts for many of its 
glaring deficiencies; but in one respect, 
and that the most important, this 
provisional constitution is clear and 
emphatic. 

The first two articles of Chapter One 
read as follows: Article I. The Re
public of China is composed of the 
Chinese people. Article II . The sov
ereignty of the Chinese Republic is 
vested in the people. 

Here was democracy, unadulterated 
and aggressive, bidding defiance to the 
ruling, autocratic Manchu dynasty. I t 
is by no means certain that the young 
men who were responsible for the writ
ing of this remarkable document agreed 
as to the form of democracy which 
should be introduced into their coun
try. Doctor Sun was well known to 
favor a type of government in which 
power should be directly exercised by 
the assembled people. Other leaders 
favored a representative system of gov
ernment, in which parliament should 
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act under delegated authority. Both 
classes were, however, sincerely desirous 
of substituting democracy for autoc
racy, and of making this form of gov
ernment permanent in China. 

The rule of the Manchus for two and 
a half centuries had not been oppres
sive when considered as a whole, in 
comparison with the rule of former dy
nasties. I t revised the severe laws of 
the preceding Ming dynasty, and kept 
strictly its promise of not increasing 
taxation. I t had yielded to the demand 
of the people by promising a consti
tution in which parliamentary rights 
should be recognized. I t gave wide 
powers of local government to the prov
inces, and it refrained from using the 
national army as a means of wresting 
power from the provinces. 

If China were to have any form of 
monarchical government, there can be 
no doubt that it would have been con
tent to remain under the Manchu con
trol, and would have set itself to the 
task of eliminating the corruption 
which had grown rampant under the 
degenerate rule of the Empress Dow
ager and her successor, the Prince Re
gent. But China's young manhood 
wanted no form, however progressive, 
of monarchical government. I t had de
termined for itself a future in which the 
sovereignty of the nation should rest 
solely in the people. 

Along with the autocracy of the ruling 
dynasty, there had survived in China a 
form of intellectual feudalism in which 
the successful candidates in the literary 
subjects provided for civil-service ex-
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