The Land [ronclads.
By H. G. WELLS.

the war correspondent and
admired the idyllic calm of the
enemy’s lines through his field-
glass.

“So far as I can see,” he
said, at last, *one man.”

“ What’s he doing ?” asked the war corre-
spondent.

“Field - glass at
lieutenant.

“And this is war ! ”

“No,” said the young lieutenant; “it’s
Bloch.”

“The game’s a draw.”

“No! Theyve got to win or else they
lose. A draw’s a win for our side.”

" They had discussed the political situation
fifty times or so, and the war correspondent
was weary of it. He stretched out his limbs.
“Aaai s’pose it #s ! ” he yawned.

“Flut 1”

“What was that ?”

“Shot at us.”

The war correspondent shifted to a slightly
lower position. ‘ No one shot at him,” he
complained.

“1 wonder if they think we shall get so
bored we shall go home?”

The war correspondent made no reply.

“There’s the harvest, of course . . .”

They had been there a month. Since the
first brisk movements after the declaration of
war things had gone slower and slower, until
it seemed as though the whole machine of
events must have run down. To begin with,
they had had almost a scampering time ; the
invader had come across the frontier on the
very dawn of the war in half-a-dozen parallel
columns behind a cloud of cyclists and
cavalry, with a general air of coming straight
on the capital, and the defender-horsemen
had held him up, and peppered him and
forced him to open out to outflank, and had
then bolted to the next position in the most
approved style, for a couple of days, until in
the afternoon, bump ! they had the invader
against their prepared lines of defence. He
did not suffer so much as had been hoped and
expected: he was coming on it seemed with
his eyes open, his scouts winded the guns,

us,” said the young

and down he sat at once without the shadow
of an attack and began grubbing tienches for
himself, as though he meant to sit down
there to the very end of time. He was
slow, but much more wary than the world
had been led to expect, and he kept convoys
tucked in and shielded his slow marching
infantry sufficiently well, to prevent any heavy
adverse scoring.

“But he ought to attack,” the young
licutenant had insisted. :

“He'll attack us at dawn, somewhere along
the lines. You'll get the bayonets coming
into the trenches just about when you can
see,” the war correspondent had held until a
week ago.

The young lieutenant winked when he said
that.

When one ecarly morning the men the
defenders sent to lie out five hundred yards
before the trenches, with a view to the un-
expected emptying of magazines into any
night attack, gave way to causeless panic and
blazed away at nothing for ten minutes, the
war correspondent understood the meaning
of that wink.

“What would you do if you were the
enemy?” said the war correspondent, suddenly.

“If I had men like I've got now?”

(13 Yes-”

“Take these trenches.”

“How?”

“Oh—dodges! Crawl out half-way at

night before moonrise and get into touch
with the chaps we send out. Blaze at ’em
if they tried to shift, and so bag some of ’em
in the daylight. Learn that patch of ground
by heart, lie all day in squatty holes, and
come on nearer next night. There’s a bit
over there, lumpy ground, where they could
get across to rushing distance—easy. In a
night or so. It would be a mere game for
our fellows ; it’s what they’re made for. . . .
Guns? Shrapnel and stuff wouldn’t stop
good men who meant business.”

“Why don’t #4ey do that?”

“Their men aren’t brutes enough ; that’s
the trouble. They're a crowd of devitalized
townsmen, and that’s the truth of the matter.
They’re clerks, they’re factory hands, they're
students, theyre civilized men. They can
write, they cai'talk; they can make and do
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He found himself wondering whether his
editor would consider the story of how some-
body thought he saw something black behind
a clump of trees, and how a gun was fired at
this illusion by somebody else, too trivial for
public consumption.

“It's the only gleam of a shadow of
interest,” said the war Lorrespondent “ for
ten whole days.”

“No,” he said, presently ; “T’ll write that
other amcle ‘Is War Played Qut?’”

He surveyed the darkling lines in per-
spective, the tangle of trenches one behind
another, one- commanding another, which the
defender had made ready. The shadows
and mists swallowed up their receding con-
tours, and here and there a lantern gleamed,
and here and there knots of men were busy
about small fires. ‘“No troops on earth
could do it,” he said. . . .

He was depressed. He believed that
there were other things in life better worth
having than proficiency in war ; he. believed
that in the heart of civilization,:for all its
stresses, its crushing concentrations . of
forces, its injustice and suffering, there lay
somethmg that might be the hope of the
world,” and the idea that any people by
- living in the open air, hunting perpetually,
losing touch with books and art and all
the things that intensify life, might hope
to resist #hd break -that great development
to the end of time, jarred on’ his unll/ed
soul.

Apt to his thought came a file of the
defender soldlers and passed him .in the
gleam of a swinging lamp that marked
the way.

He glanced at their red-lit faces, and one
shone out for a moment, a common type of
face in the defender’s ranks : ill-shaped nose,
sensuous lips, bright clear eyes full of a]crt
cunning, slouch hat cocked on one side and
adorned with the peacock’s plume of the
rustic Don Juan turned soldier, a hard brown
skin, a sinewy frame, an open, tireless stride,
and a master’s grip on the rifle.

The war correspondent returned
salutations and went on his way.

“Louts,” he whispered.  “ Cunning, ele-
mentary louts. And they are going to beat
the townsmen at the game of war!”

From the red glow among the nearer tents
came first one and then half-a-dozen hearty
voices, bawling in a drawling unison the
words of a particularly slab and sentimental
patriotic song.

“Oh, go it!” muttered the war corre-

spondent, bitterly.
Vol. xxvi.—96.

their
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IT was opposite the trenches called aftér
Hackbone’s Hut that the battle began.
There the ground stretched broad and level
between the lines, with scarcely shelter for
a lizard, and it seemed to the startled, just-
awakened men who came crowding into the
trenches that this was one more proof of that
green inexperience of the enemy of which
they had heard so much. The war corre-
spondent would not believe his ears at first,
and swore that he and the war artist, who,
still imperfectly roused, was trying to put on
his boots by the light of a match held in his
hand, were the victims of a common illusion.
Then, after putting his head in a bucket of
cold water, his intelligence came back as he
towelled. He listened. “ Gollys !” he said ;
“ that’s something more than scare firing this
time. It’slike ten thousand carts on a bridge
of tin.”

There came a sort of enrichment to that
steady uproar. ‘ Machine guns !”

Then, “Guns!”

The artist, with one boot on, thought to
look at his watch, and went to it hopping.

‘“Half an hour from dawn,” he said.
“You were right about their attacking, after
all. . ..

The war correspondent came out of the
tent, verifying the presence of chocolate in
his pocket as he did so. He had to halt for
a moment or so until his eyes were toned
down to the night a little. ““ Pitch !” he said.
He stood for a space to season his eyes
before he felt justified in striking out for a
black gap among the adjacent tents. The
artist coming out behind him fell over a tent-
rope. It was half-past two o'clock in the
morning of the darkest night in time, and
against a sky of dull black silk the enemy
was talking searchlights, a wild jabber of
searchlights. ““He’s trying to blind our rifle-
men,” said the war correspondent with a
flash, and waited for the artist and then
set off with a sort of discreet haste again.
“Whoa !” he said, presently. ‘ Ditches!”

They stopped.

“It’s the confounded searchlights,”
the war correspondent.

They saw lanterns going to and fro, near
by, and men falling in to march down to the
trenches. They were for following them, and
then the artist began to feel his night cyes.
“If we scramble this,” he said, “and it’s
only a drain, there’s a clear run up to the
ridge.” And that way they took. Lights
came and went in the tents behind, as the
men turned out)arid everand again they came

said



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



756

no longer dubious, and so they crept out
into distinctness. The war correspondent,
munching chocolate absent-mindedly, beheld
at last a spacious picture of battle under the
cheerless sky, whose central focus was an
array of fourteen or fifteen huge clumsy
shapes lying in perspective on the very edge
of the first line of trenches, at intervals of
perhaps three hundred yards, and evidently
firing down upon the crowded riflemen.
They were so close in that the defender’s
guns had ceased, and only the first line of
trenches was in action.

The second line commanded the first, and
as the light grew the war gorrespondent could
make out the riflemen who were fighting
these monsters, crouched in knots and
crowds behind the transverse banks that
crossed the trenches against the eventuality
of an enfilade. The trenches close to the
big machines were empty save for the
crumpled suggestions of dead and wounded
men ; the defenders had been driven right
and left as soon as the prow of this land
ironclad had loomed up over the front of
the trench. He produced his field-glass, and
was immediately a centre of inquiry from the
soldiers about him.

They wanted to look, they asked questions,
and after he had announced that the men
across the traverses seemed unable to advance
or retreat, and were crouching under cover
rather than fighting, he found it advisable to
loan his glasses to a burly and incredulous
corporal. He heard a strident voice, and
found a lean and sallow soldier at his back
talking to the artist.

“There’s chaps down there-caught,” the
man was saying. “If they retreat they got
to expose themselves, and the fire’s too
straight. . . .”

“They aren’t firing much, but every shot’s
a hit” :

“ \_"ho?”

“The chaps in that thing. The men
who’re coming up——"

“Coming up where?”

“We're evacuating them trenches where
we can.  Qur chaps are coming back up the
zigzags . . . . No end of 'em hit. . . . But
when we get clear our turn’ll come. Rather!
Those things won't be able to cross a trench
or get into it ; and before they can get back
our guns’ll smash ’em up. Smash ’em right
up. See?” A brightness came into his
eyes. ‘““Then we'll have a go at the beggar
inside,” he said. . . .

The war correspondent thought for a
moment, trying to realize the idea., Then
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he set himself to recover his field-glasses
from the burly corporal. . . .

The daylight was getting clearer now.
The clouds were lifting, and a gleam of
lemon yellow amidst the level masses to the
east portended sunrise. He looked again at
the land ironclad. Ashe saw it in the bleak,
grey dawn, lying obliquely upon the slope
and on the very lip of the foremost trench,
the suggestion of a stranded vessel was very
great indeed. It might have been from
eighty to a hundred feet long—it was about
two hundred and fifty yards away—its vertical
side was ten feet high or so, smooth for that
height, and then with a complex patterning
under the eaves of its flattish turtle cover.
This patterning was a close interlacing of
portholes, rifle barrels, and telescope tubes—
sham and real—indistinguishable one from
the other. The thing had come into such a
position as to enfilade the trench, which was
empty now, so far as he could see, except for
two or three crouching knots of men and the
tumbled-looking dead. Behind it, across the
plain, it had scored the grass with a train of
linked impressions, like the dotted tracings
sea-things leave in sand. Left and right
of that track dead men and wounded men
were scattered—men it had picked off as they
fled back from their advanced positions in
the searchlight glare from the invader’s lines.
And now it lay with its head projecting a
little over the trench it had won, as if it were
a single sentient thing planning the next
phase of its attack. . . .

He lowered his glasses and took a more
comprehensive view of the situation. These
creatures of the night bad evidently won the
first line of trenches and the fight had come
to a pause. In the increasing light he could
make out by a stray shot or a chance exposure
that the defender’s marksmen were lying
thick in the second and third line of trenches
up towards the low crest of the position, and in
such of the zigzags as gave them a chance of a
converging fire. The men about him were talk-
ing of guns. “ We're in the liné of the big
guns at the crest, but they’ll soon shift one to
pepper them,” the lean man said, reassuringly.

“Whup,” said the corporal.

“Bang! bang! bang! Whir-r-rrr!” it was
a sort of nervous jump, and all the rifles were
going off by themselves. The war corre-
spondent found himself and the artist, two
idle men crouching behind a line of pre-
occupied backs, of industrious men discharg-
ing magazines. The monster had moved.
It continued to move regardless of the hail
that splashed-it¢'skin With'bright new specks
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invader’s cyclist infantry was advancing now
across the open, in open order but unmolested,
to complete the work of the machines. So
far as the day went, the defenders already
looked a beaten army. A mechanism that
was effectually ironclad against bullets, that
could at a pinch cross a thirty-foot trench,
and that seemed able to shoot out rifie-bullets
with unerring precision, was clearly an
inevitable - victor against anything but rivers,
precipices, and guns.

He looked at his watch. “ Half-past four !
Lord! What things can happen in two
hours. Here'’s the whole blessed army being
walked over, and at half-past two

“ And even now our blessed louts haven't
done a thing with their guns!”

He scanned the ridge right and left of him
with his glasses. He turmed again to the
nearest land ironclad, advancing now
obliquely to him and not three hundred
yards away, and then scanned the ground
over which he must retreat if he was not to
be captured.

“They'll do nothing,” he said, and glanced
again at the enemy.

And then from far away to the left came
the thud of a gun, followed very rapidly by a
rolling gun-fire.

i He hesitated and decided to stay.

III.

THE defender had relied chiefly upon his
rifles in the event of an assault. His guns
he kept concealed at various points upon and
behind the ridge ready to bring them into
action against any artillery preparations for
an attack on the part of his antagonist. The
situation had rushed upon him with the
dawn, and by the time the gunners had their
guns ready for.motion, the land ironclads were
already in among the foremost trenches.
There is a natural reluctance to fire into one’s
own broken men, and many of the guns, being
intended simply to fight an advance of the
enemy’s artillery, were not in positions to hit
anything in the second line of trenches. After
that the advance of the land ironclads was
swift. : The defender-general found himself
suddenly called upon to invent a new sort of
warfare, in which guns were to fight alone
amidst broken and retreating infantry. He
had scarcely thirty minutes in which to think
it out. He did not respond to the call, and
what happened that morning was that the
advance of the land ironclads forced the
fight, and each gun and battery made what
play its circumstances dictated. For the
most part it was poor play.
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Some of the guns got in two or three shots,
some one or two, and the percentage of
misses was unusually high. The howitzers,
of course, did nothing. The land ironclads
in each case followed much the same tactics.
As soon as a gun came into play the monster
turned itself almost end on, so as to get the
biggest chance of a glancing hit, and made
not for the gun, but for the nearest point on
its flank from which the gunners could be
shot down. Few of the hits scored were very
effectual ; only one of the things was disabled,
and that was the one that fought the three
batteries attached to the brigade on the left
wing. Three that were hit when close upon
the guns were clean shot through without
being put out of action. Our war corre-
spondent did not see that one momentary
arrest of the tide of victory on the left; he
saw only the very ineffectual fight of half-
battery 96B close at hand upon his right.
This he watched some time beyond the
margin of safety. A

Just after he heard the three batteries
opening up upon his left he became aware
of the thud of horses’ hoofs from the sheltered
side of the slope, and presently saw first one
and then two other guns galloping into posi-
tion along the north side of the ridge, well
out of sight of the great bulk that was now
creeping obliquely towards the crest and
cutting up the lingering infantry beside it
and below, as it came.

The half-battery swung round into line—
each gun describing its curve—halted, un-
limbered, and prepared for action. . . . .

13 Bang ! »”

.The land ironclad had become visible over
the brow of the hill, and jist visible as a
long black back to the gunners. It halted,
as though it hesitated.

The two remaining guns fired, and then
their big antagonist had swung round and
was in full view, end on, against the sky,
coming at.a rush.

The gunners became frantic in their haste
to fire again. They were so near the war
correspondent could see the expression of
their excited faces through his field-glass.
As he.looked he saw a man drop, and realized
for the first time that the ironclad was
shooting. .

For a moment the big black monster
crawled with an accelerated pace towards the
furiously active gunners. Then, as if moved
by a generous impulse, it turned its full broad-
side to their attack, and scarcely forty yards
away from- them., ‘The war correspondent
turned his field-glass back to the gunners and
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and his engincers and his riflemen all went
about their work, calm and reasonable men.
They had none of that flapping strenuousness
of the half-wit in a hurry, that excessive strain
upon the blood-vessels, that hystenia of effort
which is so frequently regarded as the proper
state of mind for heroic deeds. If their
machine had demanded anything of the sort
they would, of course, have improved their
machine. They were all perfectly sober and
in good training, and if any of them had
begun to ¢jaculate nonsense or bawl patriotic
airs, the others would probably have gagged
him and tied him up as a dangerous, un-
nerving sort of fool. And if they were free
from hysteria they were equally free from
that stupid affectation of nonchalance which
is the refuge of the thoroughly incapable in
danger.  Death was abroad, and there were
marginal possibilities of the unforeseen, but it
is no good calculating upon the incalculable,
and so bevond a certain unavoidable tighten-
ing up of nerve and muscle, a certain firmness
of the lips, this affected them not at all.

For the enemy these young engineers were
defeating they felt a certain qualified pity
and a quite unqualified contempt. They
regarded these big, healthy men they were
shooting down precisely as these same big,
healthy men might regard come inferior kind
of nigger. They despised them for making
war ; despised their bawling patriotisms and
their emotionality profoundly ; despised them,
above all, for the petty cunning and the
almost brutish want of imagination their
method of fighting displayed. “If they
must make war,” these young men thought,
“why in thunder don't they do it like
sensible men ?”  They resented the assump-
tion that their own side was too stupid to do
anything more than play their enemy’s game,
that they were going to play this costly
folly according to the rules of unimagi-
native men.  They resented being forced
to the trouble of making man - killing
machinery ;: resented the alternative of
having to massacre these people or endure
their truculent yappings : resented the whole
unfathomable imbecility of war.

Mecanwhile, with something of the me-
chanical precision of a good clerk posting a
ledger, the rificmen moved their knobs and
pressed their buttons. . . .

The captain of Land Ironclad Number
Three had halted on the crest close to his
captured half-battery. His lined-up prisoners
stood hard by and waited for the cyclists
behind to come for them. He surveyed the
victorious morning through his conning-tower.
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He read the general’s signals. * Five and
Four are to keep among the guns to the left
and prevent any attempt to recover them.
Seven and Eleven and Twelve, stick to the
guns you have got ; Seven, get into position
to command the guns taken by Three. Then
we're to do something else, are we?  Six and
One, quicken up to about ten miles an hour
and walk round behind that camp to the
levels near the river — we shall bag the
whole crowd of them,” interjected the young
man. “ Ah, here we are! Two and Three,
Eight and Nine, Thirteen and Fourteen,
space out to a thousand yards, wait for the
word, and then go slowly to cover the
advance of the cyclist infantry against any
charge of mounted troops. That's all right.
But where’'s Ten? Halloa! Ten to repair
and get movable as soon as possible. They've
broken up Ten !”

The discipline of the new war machines
was business-like rather than pedantic, and
the head of the captain came down out of
the conning-tower to tell his men. “I say,
you chaps there. They've broken up Ten.
Not badly, I think ; but anyhow, he’s stuck !”

But that still left thirteen of the monsters
in action to finish up the broken army.

The war correspondent stealing down his
gully looked back and saw them all lying
along the crest and talking fluttering con-
gratulatory flags to one another. Their iron
sides were shining golden in the light of the
rising sun.

V.
THe private adventures of the war corre-
spondent terminated in surrender about one
o'clock in the afternoon, and by that time
he had stolen a horse, pitched off it, and
narrowly escaped being rolled upon: found
the brute had broken its leg, and shot it with
his revolver. He had spent some hours in
the company of a squad of dispinted rifle-
men, who had commandeered his field-glass
and whose pedestrianism was exemplary,
and he had quarrelled with them about
topography at last, and gone off by himself
in a direction that should have brought him
to the banks of the river and didn't. More-
over, he had eaten all his chocolate and
found nothing in the whole world to drink.
Also, it had become extremely hot. From
behind a broken, but attractive, stone wall he
had seen far away in the distance the defender
horsemen trying to charge cyclists in open
order, with land ironclads outflanking them
on either side. He had discovered that
cyclists could retreat over open turf before
horsemen with a sufficient margin of speed to
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