THE COATBRIDGE LEADER

SATURDAY DECEMBER 5, 1914

COATBRIDGE SOLDIER’S GRAPHIC

NARRATIVE.

The following letter, though not intended for publication, gives such an interesting and graphic description of a Coatbridge soldier's experiences that Principal Murdoch of the Technical School, to whom it was addressed, has very kindly passed it on to us with permission to print it.   The writer is well known to a wide circle of acquaintances in Coatbridge and Airdrie, and it will be noticed that he has many ''chums" at the front from the Monklands, two of whom he mentions by name.   

Expeditionary Force, 
24/11/14

'Dear Sir, - I was very pleased to receive your parcel, for which I return sincere thanks, and the cardigan is now doing duty by keeping me warm and cosy during a spell of very severe frost.    I am still keeping all right, and thanking my lucky star that I have so far escaped being hit by any of the little presents which our "friends" the enemy send over very liberally.    I purpose in the following lines to give you a description of what has happened to us, hoping it may prove interesting, though as I have not kept a diary it may appear a bit disjointed.

Belonging to Section D of the Army Reserve, I was called up by the mobilisation orders to Fort-George, where 1 was fitted out and equipped, and then proceeded to Shorncliffe.   We then had a fortnight's very hard training, seeing a good bit of England in the course of it - York, Dar​lington, Strensall Camp, and Harrow.   The battalion left Harrow on Friday night, 21st August, and embarked at Southampton on Saturday morning, the transport "Lake Michigan" moving off at 10.30 a.m.   We anchored off Boulogne the same night after an uneventful voyage, and moving in and disembarking in the morning, we proceeded through the town.   The people gave us an enthusiastic welcome, being very liberal with cigarettes and wine, but always want​ing our caps and shoulder badges as souve​nirs.   We rested at a camp on the outskirts of the town till dusk, and 1 think the people were greatly delighted when we indulged in a game of football.   (I am not just sure that the kilt is an ideal dress for that recreation).   Off again at night, we en​trained at a railway station and were in​formed that we would probably be in the firing line the following night.   We passed through Amiens, and detrained at, Le Cateau on Monday, 24th August, and marched several kilometres to a camp out​side a village.   We wore supplied there with a day's rations, and also an emergency ration, which must not be touched until an order is given.   This, together with our pack and ammunition and rifle, is a fairly heavy load to march with.   Parading at 1.30 a.m., were marched on again, passing several villages, some lit with electric light.   We rested at daybreak, and had breakfast of tea, biscuit, and bully.   We seemed to have gone too far, however, for after that we went back about two kilometres, where we entrenched ourselves, making little holes in which we could lie, with the earth heaped in front to form head cover.   We lay there all day wondering when we were going to see the 'Allemagne,'  as  the French  people call  the Germans.     In  the  afternoon  we suffered from  a heavy shower of  rain,  and  then advanced to a farm, where the cooks had prepared tea.
UNDER FIRE

On leaving the farm we retired about 200 yards  and  lay down  in extended  order, other platoons taking up their position on the side of the farm.    Just in time too, for over came a shell and knocked the chimney of the farm into smithereens.      Another landed about 20 yards to my left.    They kept peppering away, while our artillery retired; a shell unfortunately killed one chap and wounded other three (these being our first casualties).    I was told off with some- others to carry the poor chap to the village; he was a stretcher-bearer himself.   Our regiment formed the rearguard for the division, so we rejoined  them when they retired.    We marched all night, with the usual halt every hour, of course, and for some time 1 was practically sleeping on my feet.    At 4.30 a.m.   we lay down in a field, using the corn stooks to  lie on  and  to cover us up.    We had neither blankets nor waterproof sheets.      We  were not right down, however, when we had to fall in and move off, after getting supplied with extra ammunition - total, 250 rounds.    Marching across fields, we again dug trenches and lay there under shell fire all day.    They were very  good  marksmen,  but,  whatever  the reason, their shells did us no harm, though we had to duck our heads very quickly.    Our artillery did some good  work there, and through the glasses one could see our shells bursting among the Germans as they deployed  out.      Towards  afternoon  the regiments in front retired, and just before dusk  we followed  suit,  retiring  by  half  platoons in artillery formation.    Then we got it hot; it just rained shells, but we had just to go on and chance it.    We had a number  of  wounded,  including  Captain Maclachlan  of  my  company,  but  none killed.    We lay in a field  some distance away, and I slept soundly, for I was tired out, although we knew we were in a dan​gerous position, being practically cut off.   In the morning we marched off (4.30 a.m.), and kept on till 12.30 p.m., when we ar​rived at a large town, where there were a lot of troops,  both  British  and  French, lined  out  for  action.     The  Brigadier, General Haldane.   complimented us on our marching, and at one of the halts asked us to make another good effort to get out of danger.    We took no part in the fight​ing,  being kept in support, but were off again  at night.    We were all dog-tired, and at every halt we lay down and fell asleep.    A minute or two's sleep seemed to revive us wonderfully, however.    We rested in a farmyard among some straw, a French General telling us to make ourselves cosy.   We were in reserve the next day, and did not come under fire.    We were off again in the afternoon, and marched a good dis​tance, but we had no means to ascertain exactly what distance or the names of the places we passed.      We just kept going ahead, and halted about 11 p.m.   that night and slept in a field by the roadside.    The following morning we were on day outpost, and I was nearly all day lying among some mangolds.     We  could  see  the  enemy's cavalry in the distance,  but some well-placed shells soon scattered them.

AN AREOPLANE DUEL

I witnessed what was to me an interest​ing sight that day.    A German aeroplane came over our lines, but came back in a short time pursued by one of ours.   The German was the larger of the two, but it was simply marvellous the way our aeroplane swerved from side to side, up and down  and all round about the other.    We could hear the report of their shots as they fired at one another, but I don't know which won, as they were still at it when they disappeared from our view.    When night fell we reconnoitred the ground in front and then retired, when we were: relieved from rearguard duty by the Royal Irish Fusiliers, who, with the Royal Dublin Fusiliers and the Warwickshire Regiment, have been our constant companions.   From this point it was pitiful to see the refugees flying everywhere, with their little bundles on prams and makeshift conveyances of all sorts.   We went on again,  and in the morning crossed a river (the Oise, I think).   The bridges were all ready for blowing up as soon as the brigade passed over.   We had a good rest that day – I think it was Sunday - but in the afternoon we moved off, and kept on the trek till about 11 p.m., when.   thoroughly exhausted, we camped in a field.    The Scottish Rifles and some Argylls passed us the next morning coming from Pontoise.    That day we were flank guard, proceeding through a large forest.   The roads were very soft and very bad for marching, though, the shade of the trees was very welcome, for the weather at that time  was  very warm,  and  we suffered greatly from thirst.    We emerged from the forest  just as it  was getting dark,  and halted at Compeigne, the roads being lined with outposts, obstacles set, and trenches made for Maxims.    The next morning while at breakfast (I was busy trying to cook a bit of bacon) we were shaken up by some sharp firing, and had to fall in.     Some' Uhlans had come up, but- some Chasseurs made short work of them, killing some and making others prisoners.    Off again, we took part in a big action, where a lot of prisoners were taken and eight guns captured.

AFTER THE UHLANS

We then did a rapid march of some miles after some Uhlans who were trying to cut off our convoy.    We advanced across some fields with fixed bayonets, but the Uhlans did not wait to try conclusions with us.   That night we got our first mail, which lightened our hearts a bit.   The same old game  in  the  morning - tramp,  tramp, tramp; but we rested for a few hours in close proximity to an orchard, where we made short work of tomatoes, apples and pears.    That night I spent on outpost, cutting down trees and putting carts, etc., across the road to form obstacles,  while the French Cuirassiers patrolled the roads all round.    The next day we had a long march,   and   entered Lagny, passing trenches and guns all set ready for defence.   These heartened us a bit, for it had been explained to us that we were on a strategical retirement, and we were anxious for the turning point.    We marched through the town and camped in a field, and did not move off till the next night, when we went on a few miles and camped again in an orchard.    Our stay there was brief, for we were off again at 2.30 a.m.   and advanced, I should say, about 15 miles.   We came  back  the  next  day,  passing near Lagny, and after some reconnoitering and outpost work we camped again.   Another good march the next day.   At one point we were 10 kilometres from Columiers.   We were having a rest when a hostile aeroplane passed over, and shortly after some shells came over.   We spent that night on outpost duty, and I think that finished the retirement, so I will close now and continue in another letter.   

      Yours very truly,

ALEXANDER ARNOT.

P.S.- Many little incidents I have missed out for want of time.    There are quite a lot of Coatbridge and Airdrie fellows with us.   One you may recollect in prep.   Mining class, David Sinclair, was wounded in the throat, and will now be at home.   My stretcher chum at present is Isaac Sefton, from Coatdyke.    In the Glasgow “Evening Times” of 17th November appears a letter from one of our officers giving a description of our trenches and trench life.

THE COATBRIDGE LEADER

SATURDAY JANUARY 30, 1915

Fighting in France

COATBRIDGE SOLDIER'S FURTHER EXPERIENCES

In our issue of December 5 we published an extremely interesting letter received by Principal Murdoch of the Technical School from Private Alexander Arnot, describing his baptism of fire and his experiences in the fighting line generally.  We are sure the following further instalment of Private Arnot's narrative will be very welcome to our readers, and that they will share our sense of indebtedness to Mr Murdoch for kindly passing it on for publication.

Dear Sir, — In my previous letter I think I finished with a night spent on outpost, and I may say here that, as generally, a very uncomfortable night it was, depending greatly on the weather, of course.  The battalion formed up in the morning, and after breakfast we had our day's rations issued, and then moved off towards the Marne.  Progress was slow, however, for on reaching a flat bit of country we could see troops advancing on all Sides.  We had a very hard march through some fields, and the day being very warm, we suffered greatly from thirst, and were very glad when a halt was ordered.  We were in reserve, and did not advance any further that day.

THE CANNON'S ROAR

Being in a bit of a hollow, we did not see anything of what was happening, but just lay and listened to the artillery.  We slept that night in a corn field close at hand, utilising the sheaves to make ourselves comfortable.  The battle continued, but we did not make a move till 4 p.m., when we advanced, but did not come into actual contact with the enemy, though we had two of our cyclists killed; they ran into a rearguard.  A draft of Gordons was attached to us here till they could join their regiment.  We camped in a field beside a village, where I managed to get some milk — a very scarce commodity, and a veritable luxury.  Reveille sounded at 5 a.m., and after our usual breakfast (biscuits and bully beef) we were off again, going back into the cover of a wood, where we realised the benefit of our waterproof sheets, for the rain came down very heavily for some hours.  We advanced again towards the river, where we had considerable difficulty in getting our transport across.  My platoon was put on baggage guard, and we had to get the carts and waggons guided on to a railway and along the bridge, which the Germans had not been able to destroy.  They most have retired very smartly, for I saw nothing of them that day either.  Our march was all uphill for some time — hard work — but I remember looking back into the valley and remarking about the beautiful scenery; it vas a sight worth seeing.  We camped in a field again, and were roused up at 2 a.m.  After packing our coats away in our packs, we stood shivering for about 2 hours, when we at last marched off.

GRUESOME BATTLEFIELD SIGHTS

That day we began to see that the Germans must have been getting it hot.  We passed piles of flour bags and shells in their cases, and innumerable tins full of stuff.  Horses lay dead everywhere — we had to shoot some that had been left helpless — and the stench was horrible.  The sides of the road were covered with straw.  Here and there a jack-boot could be seen protruding, and we drew our own conclusions as to what was below the straw; one body was in a sitting position, the face being uncovered.  We reached a village, passing on the way bodies of old, grey-haired men who had been killed by the Germans.  After a short halt we went on again along a piece of flat country, and on all sides, advancing along the roads as far as the eye could see, were troops of every description.  We had a rest for two hours in a field about midday.  We moved off again about 1.30 p.m., and then the rain started, and did not cease till we were all wet through.  We marched until just before dusk, when we entered a village where we were billeted in any kind of shelter that could be got.  A dozen of us were put into a small place, where we discovered a fireplace and some potatoes and onions.  We soon had a roaring fire, and made ourselves a good "feed”.  We also managed to get our clothes dried, and were pretty comfortable generally.  But we were not aware that there was no chimney to the fireplace, with the result that the sparks set fire to the rafters, and we had to beat a hasty retreat in the morning.  However, we managed to get the fire out before much damage was done.  Then we had breakfast, and moved off again, but after going some distance we came up on some Algerian troops, and had to wait till their transport cleared off.  Advancing again, we passed through a village and then across fields, where we took up a position beside a wood facing the Rivers Aisne.  We were now advance guard for the division.  The Germans were seen trying to blow up a bridge, but one platoon of our company was ordered to fire at a range of 2700 yards, and they had to shift without finishing their job.

COLD WORK — AND HOT

Rain again! We lay all the afternoon in a perfect downpour, while our artillery kept battering away till darkness came.  Then we made for the road to a village where we were to billet.  We lost our way, and all the chaps were “grousing” comparing a Saturday night at home with this — all in a jocular way, of course; but it was one of the most miserable nights I’ve experienced, and pitch dark.  After some time (we had a very difficult path to traverse) we found our billet, where our cooks had tea ready for us — and we were ready for it.  The next morning we moved off again to near where we had been before, and lay in a field waiting for a move.  At last we advanced a bit into a wood, where we came in for some shelling; no damage done, however.  Towards night we marched off again, and crossed the River Aisne by the bridge, which was partly destroyed; our transport crossed on a pontoon made by the Engineers.  After going a short distance further we had a halt in a field for a few hours.  Then we were off again before daylight, and passing outside a village (Bucy Le Long) we took up a position on a ridge in front of the German position.  My platoon was sent back about 100 yards as support, and as soon as daylight came the ball commenced.  The enemy were strongly entrenched about 1000 yards in front of us, and their artillery started to shell us fearfully, while, to make matters worse, the rain came on again.  We had about 80 casualties that day, and lost three officers, including our Colonel, Sir E.  Bradford.  I may say I am still all right, however, and will now close with the season’s greetings and every good wish.-Yours truly,

ALEXANDER ARNOT

THE COATBRIDGE LEADER

SATURDAY FEBRUARY 27, 1915

Glaur and Glory
DAILY LIFE IN THE TRENCHES
COATBRIDGE MAN'S NARRATIVE

In  the  course  of  a  further  letter  to Principal Murdoch of Coatbridge Technical school, Private A .  Arnot, of the 2nd Seaforth Highlanders, gives an account of a soldier’s daily life in the trenches, which is chiefly  remarkable for its cheerfulness — under difficulties .   He says:—
"I am still quite well, and am at present billeted at a farm probably six or seven kilometres from our part of the firing line .  We do four days in the trenches at a spell .  At night-time we do sentry go, and between our hours of duty we improve or repair the trenches as may be required, filling sandbags, putting boards and bricks in the bottom for walking on, cutting drains to run off the water, or putting out barbed wire .  We have also small hand pumps to contend with the water .  Sometimes we are put on listening patrol near the German lines, at points where they could come up without being seen .  We have had very wet weather here, and as the soil is very soft the trenches are at times very uncomfort​able .  At some low-lying parts, indeed, they are completely flooded, and it has been found necessary to evacuate them and put up breastworks .  We are always glad when our time comes to get to the billet to get a wash and to scrape off the clay from our clothing.
"There is not much doing in the way of fighting .  Sniping goes on intermittently, and bullets come past with a vicious 'ping', sometimes too close to be pleasant — when we say a prayer in a soldier's way for the Allemand .  During the day they generally throw away some ammunition in the shell line .  We .have been very lucky so far, but some of their shells have done .serious damage to some poor fellows .  Of course, our artillery gives them a bit of a shake up too now and again .  We take the opportunity during the day for such sleep as the circumstances permit of .  We also make small fires when we can get fuel to cook our food, but we have to be very careful about smoke, as it might lead to a visit from a 'Jack Johnson.' I may mention a close shave I had the time before last in the trenches .  Three of occupy the one 'kloof' or dug-out, and were having a sleep in the afternoon, when we were rudely awakened by some shells whizz​ing past and bursting in dangerous prox​imity .  Several, however, did not burst, and one of these had struck the roof of our 'kloof,' twisting a bayonet up like a cork​screw, cutting through two waterproof sheets, and burrowing a hole like a rabbit's in some sand-bags .  If it had burst — well, perhaps you would have been spared this correspondence.

"During our four days in billets we some​times get a bath and a change of under​clothing .  We had one to-day; it is exactly a month since we had one before, so we needed it .  I must thank you for your generous offer to send out anything I need, and I will be very pleased to receive a towel and socks, as our feet often get wet .  We never know when we are to get a bath and a change, so underclothing might be wasted, as we are unable to carry any more kit than we have already .  I would also be very pleased to receive an old magazine .  I will continue my experiences at an early date from where I left off, if all goes well .

— Yours very truly, A. Arnot."

SUPPLEMENT TO THE COATBRIDGE LEADER

SATURDAY MARCH 20, 1915

Fighting in France

A COATBRIDGE SOLDIER'S
NARRATIVE

In another letter received by Mr .George Murdoch, Principal of the Technical School, Private Alexander Arnot continues the racy and very interesting narrative of his adventures on the Continent as follows:—


 .
March 4, l915

In my last letter I finished up with our arrival at Bucy-le-Long, so I will resume from there. Before I proceed further I may mention that, as you would probably see in the papers, the French had been driven back from that position, and it is now in the hands of the Germans. We took up our position before daybreak, and small trenches were dug — not the deep and elaborate trenches we now have, but just shallow holes for a man to lie at full length in, with the loose earth heaped in front to form head cover. My platoon was sent back about 100 yards to act as support, and we took up a position behind a slight rise in the ground. With day- light came rain; also shells galore from the enemy. They were entrenched about 1000 yards away, and our firing line suffered severely. We discovered an opening in the ground, however, which proved a God-send to us, as it turned out to lie the entrance to the old workings of an underground quarry. We were ordered into it for shelter — and not too soon, for immediately afterwards shells were bursting where we had been lying. A sentry was posted on top to keep a look-out for signals, and from that post an impressive spectacle was to be witnessed. As far as the eye could range, shells could lie seen bursting, and the noise was terrific. One of our batteries, which was placed beside a wood immediately behind us, had a particularly lively time; 1 could see the shells bursting all around it, and the gunners had to retire.

ROSEHALL   MAN’S  NARROW SQUEAK

I mentioned our casualties before, but the narrow escape of a Coatbridge man may be of special interest. Private F. Keenan, a miner from Rosehall, was struck, whether by a whole shell or a fragment, I don't think anyone will be able to say. It must have been a glancing blow, for it tore the back of his kilt into ribbons, and struck his boots, taking away one of the heels. He lost no blood, but he seemed to be in great pain from the concussion, and was unable to move. We were very glad when night came, as we were very hungry, not having had a meal since the preceding morning, and our emergency rations having been used up previously.

We stayed in that place three weeks, and good trenches were made, with loopholes through the parapet, and undermined here and there to form little caves in which we could shelter. Every night the work proceeded, and trenches were formed about 200 yards in front, with a zig-zag communicating trench to them. Pickets and listening patrols were put out nightly — and a very cold job it was, too, performing such duties. We were attacked one night, but it was nothing serious, although we had several casualties; the enemy kept a good distance away. We were shelled daily, and the village was wrecked with large shells nearly 8 inches in diameter at the base. We left there on October 6, our place being taken by French troops, and after three or four night marches, sleeping in farm barns, etc., through the day to conceal our movements from the enemy, we entrained on a Saturday night and had fully 24 hours' travelling to St. Omer. We rested in barracks there all night, moved the next day some 18 miles, and billeted again at night. Off again in the morning, we advanced some distance, passing through a small place called Fletre towards Meteren, where the enemy were located. It was a very dull day, with continual rain. The Germans had very little artillery, though they were well entrenched, and our attack finished with a charge. The enemy, however, made off, and it was too dark to follow them; it was said they had motors waiting. A few prisoners were taken. Our casualties were about 90 officers and men killed and wounded. The next two or three days were passed in advancing by easy stages through a couple of towns and a village. Then we were warned that the enemy were in a town in front of us, and our brigade would have to drive them out. The people seemed overjoyed when we entered the town, and it was amusing to watch the antics of some old people who endeavoured to show us how the Allemands ran away.

We billeted in a factory that night, and were told about the exhibition of "kultur" given by the Germans during the time they were in the place. The next two or three days were spent in a careful advance, as they had every suit​able house loop-holed. One house by the roadside was desperately held, and one officer and five men of  the Royal Irish Fusiliers were killed in trying to enter it. It was ultimately blown up with the defenders inside. I have no desire to see a similar sight again.

not a man escaped

The enemy meanwhile had strongly entrenched in front of a town, their position being further protected by wire entanglements. We worked our way up under cover of a river bank, and one coy, occupied some houses overlooking their trenches, while we occupied a ditch by the roadside about 300 yards in front of the trenches. The next day a coy. worked forward to the assault — the enemy’s trenches were on top of a steep bank – while the coy. in the houses continued firing away to force the Germans to keep their heads down. Led by their officer (who was killed there), our men clambered into the trenches with bayonets fixed, whereupon some of the Germans immediately surrendered and were made prisoners. Others tried run for it, but were soon brought down — not a man escaped. It was all very exciting, but our coy. was in reserve, and we had just to look on. The next objective was some houses and a large brewery well loop-holed. Another officer was mortally wounded advancing on these houses. I have not mentioned the other casualties, as I never heard now many we had. The occupants of the brewery surrendered, and at dusk our coy. advanced and occupied it. Some houses were blown, up by the Royal Engineers.  In the morning we occupied an adjacent factory, and were busy barricading doorways and making loop-holes when some shells came crashing through the roof. The German gun was located near a church tower, and our artillery put it out of mess with three fine shots; but it was a very hot experience while it lasted. At night we had just managed to have some tea when the enemy started firing like fury. I think they were expecting us to attack. We returned the fire, and it was kept up for an hour or two. Nothing happened for one or two days after this. The trenches captured were converted to our own use, and other trenches were made behind the brewery, along the river bank, and in front of the factory. They threw some "Jack Johnsons'' at us for a couple of days; some came over the brewery and burst within a few yards of either side of the trench we were busy digging, and they gave us a good shake up. As this did not shift us, the Germans — who must have been angry at losing their free beer — then fetched up some of their huge mortars. It was six days after we had taken the position (on 26th October, I think) that a big black object was seen ascending in the air until it came over the brewery. It then fell rather slowly, tumbling over and over until it landed inside the yard of the brewery. There it burst with a terrible crash, sending debris high into the air, and also giving off a dense cloud of black smoke, while the whole place rocked as if there had been an earthquake. Our coy. had been on duty in the trenches during the night, and we looked on thunderstruck. "What the deuce was that?'' everybody asked. "It's a Jack Johnson,” says one. "No, it's a 'coal box,'" maintains another, till some chap declares, "It's a 'diabolo,'" and a "diabolo" we christened it. Others followed in rapid succession, and it would have been useless waste of lives to remain, so the brewery was evacuated. Nothing could have withstood such shells. The Germans attacked after this, occupying the brewery and some houses barely 70 yards away from the trenches. Their attack in the open was feeble and easily re​pulsed, but from the houses they poured an enfilading fire into a part of the trench, doing severe damage for a time before we silenced them and a gun behind put some shells through the house.

SNIPING AND BEING SNIPED AT
We remained there until about the end of November. Everything had to be done under fire from snipers in the brewery and other places, and we had also rather a muddy time of it here. Our "kloofs'? were dug out in a potato field, and the soil was very soft, while the weather was extremely wet, with an occasional fall of snow. Still, we could generally manage to procure the materials for a good dinner despite the snipers, as there were leeks, cabbages, turnips, and pumpkins, besides the potatoes, and a rabbit or a chicken could usually be had after a stern chase. One coy. was taken to the other side of the river to assist another brigade, and they got it rather hot, having over 50 casual​ties. The most of us were still wearing  the shirts we left England in, and you can imagine what they were like – we used to say “What could you expect on the banks of the river Lys?”   So it was arranged that we should go to a town in the rear to get a bath, one or two platoons at a time. Our turn to go was one morning after the Germans had been shelling the town all night, and had set a chemical work on fire. Some of the buildings were wrecked, others had to be propped up to keep them from falling, and the poor people were hurry​ing away with such belongings as they could carry. We had our bath cold. That was bad enough, but the enemy commenced throwing shells just after we arrived, and although none struck the building, one could not bathe with com​fort with them cracking round about. I have since heard that the mayor of this town was shot as a spy.
We were relieved from that position by the Scottish Rifles, and were not sorry, as everything we had was wet through and covered with clay. We then spent two days in getting a hot bath and a change of underclothing ere moving off again to take up a position on the other side of the river which had been occupied by the French. Our routine since then has been four days in the trenches and four days out. We spent Christmas in the trenches, and had the unique experience of holding friendly intercourse with the enemy half way between the lines. We get shelled now and again, and our artillery shells the Germans: they snipe at us and we snipe at them, and we are rather con​fident that our artillery has the best of the argument. Of course, we don't get off scot free, generally some poor chap “copping out,” and not the least dangerous is the going into and coming out of the trenches along a road that is every now and again swept by maxim fire.   We have had three Territorial regiments in the trenches with us, getting them used to it.   I will now close, hoping this may prove interesting reading.

A. ARNOT.

THE COATBRIDGE LEADER

SATURDAY MAY 29, 1915

DEATH OF PRIVATE 
ALEXANDER ARNOT

Mr. George Murdoch, Principle of the Technical School, informs us that Private Alexander Arnot of the second Seaforth Highlanders, was killed in action in Flanders on 25th April.   The deceased, who originally belonged to the Rosehill District, was a miner, and attended the mining class at the Technical School.   Since he went out with the Expeditionary Force he had sent home a series of descriptive letters to Mr. Murdoch, in which he portrayed in fine easy style, the daily doings of a soldier in the fighting line.   Several of these, our appreciative readers will recall, were reproduced in “The Leader” by the courtesy of Mr. Murdoch, and all showed decided literary talent, as well as a fine soldier-like sense of duty.   Private Arnot, who was 32 years of age, was married and resided in Rawyards.
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