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7/}[‘1{ 1918: The Bombardment

IN THE WAR-TORN VILLAGE of Noyon-le-Sainte in norchern
France an old man, clutching the hand of a litcle boy; mused on
the war to end all wars. After three and a half years of bloody
stalemate,it seemed less like a war o end war and far more like
a war that would just never end. In spite of the endless cycle of

the cathedral, the town hall, the Renaissance library, and various
i the next cycle
his house, Grain Place,

as i had been known for centuries, remained standing. And he
‘had his music and his baoks.

“Thac night, windows shrouded in black, he opened the vol-

di i i 1577

by Jérome-Herms Bolsec, the old man's copy had been prined
in 1875, Far more a vengeful diatribe than a proper biography,
the old man had read enough ot to think of it as real history;

intensely hated was entereaining, Perching his reading glasses
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Apeil 1913: Tl Bombing

on his nose, and leaning toward the lantern, he had only just

foundation stones.

“Grand-peret” cried the litle boy at his feet.“Quest-ce que
Cest?”

The old man knew what it was. Snatching the boy’s hand,
he ran through the house inco the back garden, hoping to get the
lictle one to the bomb shelter in time. There was nothing an old
‘man or a mere boy could do; the defense of the town and of the
Oise valley was entieely up to the British Fifth Army.

Shifting troop strength to the Western Front in April of 1918,
Kaiser Wilhels

Allied defenders and on what remained of the town of Noyon-
le-Sainte. The apocalyptic Hindenburg- Ludendorff Offensive
had begun.

his he old man listened

o the carch.-shaking seaccaro of German artillery raining death

and devastation on the village above them. And then would come

who had survived the barrage valiandy went to work with their
Enfield rifl hing death inco th
G) T Y

h

‘modern war. He knew chat at che lat it would be the coordinated.
arcillery fire, the molten shrapnel, and the eruping debris that
th of death and

advance through his village, his home, and his lfe.
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Ayl 110: T Bombing

When ac last the echoing of heavy guns had lapsed inco an
ceric slence, the old man and the boy slowly emerged from the
bomb shelter. What mee cheie senses scemed like a mictocosm of

the death of civilization. Everywhere the air was chick with acrid
X T

ofth
ed

f some who

Stooped and frail, che widow next door sat on a fragment of

p her b

rocking as if thereby to find some comfore o herself. Heaped
about hee radiated mounds of rubble:the remains of her home,of
 Gallo-Roman crypt, of the towers of the cathedral. An instant
of thunderous chaos had reduced the village to heaps of debris;
order, antiquity, and beauty devolving into crumbled heaps of
stone, dust, and matchsticks.

The few buidings seill standing looked as i a puff of wind

" ledis

maser stonecutters of the Middle Ages now scemed to stagger
e T i

the stillness; the old man shook his head in wonder: what glass.
could yet be unbroken afeer such a bombardment?
E he loss in buildings, che loss of human lfe

exceeded all other devastation. Though many had been instan-
tancously buried as their lives were crushed by hailing stones
d 1 ifidby

such a burial. And as the April sun warmed the scene, grotesque

human had they b Il others had




Ao 1913: The Bombing
liceraced, thei d mingled

with the mud, stone, and earth that they no longer existed, or 5o
itscemed. Hundreds of townsfolk—men, women,and children—
Jed body, no d

P
work to compare with records.
Faind)

ac firs: che rumbling of horse-drawn arilley; the clatcering of
hooves, the mechanical throtling of trucks and the grinding of
gears—and the advance of men. German infantry soldiers in

pi
b aldec.obisbiuld ing stifly, theie rifles ov
their lefe shoulders, their boots echoing with every tread more
fearfully than their artllery had done before them. The old man
had seen and heard i all before.

i Dazed
atfirs, the old man and the boy picked through the debrs that had

its beams and stones by the relentless unforgetfulhess of war.

there a mangled arm of a chair here a broken leg of 2 able, and
d foot of a bed frame. Us

» g,
there were no human arms, legs, heads, and feet in the homey
mound of rubble that had been Grain Place.

the final remains of his favorite chair, and here and there a page
from the Bolscc book he had only the night before hurriedly laid

garden. With a cry, the boy snatched up the shredded remains
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n had every retson to pray and revelin Godls kindnesse, buc I thae
cvennvard with a scovl.
Sod sbove, if you are there, you are most unkind to me. .. Thercfore, will 1ot
L norobey you. Henceforh, L give of mysefo those
vou,against your will and ways, and agains your servanis.”
incipated from divine

serve you, vill ot worship
powersthat most work agains

1 was a prayer that invigorated me,
oppression and injustice, the master of myself and my fortunes, the bold possessor

de me fel cma

of new frcedoms,

Sobegi
CeEE s e lilog neny

pi G

violent inrigue and shameles betr
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