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RE was a bright light in the
window of Mrs. Eng-
‘s house. From the half-
window a child's voice,
d tired, rattled excitedly
gland came to the window,
she apened it wider she said
fortingly = ““Yes, darling. You’ve
“a lovely day, but go to sleep

. The still to-morrow."’
she joined Mr. England,
pottering in the front gar-
L was a very small garden,
ad the house, which stood on
~of a London suburb, the
d woods of England rolled
the horizon. The sky was the colour of pearls and innocent
. From a long way off came the noise of many voices,
Mr. England lspogkcd out his pipe, and called across the
I'm turning in now,”’ he said. ‘' Got a

tarned towards the front door and he and his wife glanced

‘sky before they went in. Were they thinking, thangkful]y,

fthe child upstairs was asleep, and would remain asleep now
ayli t 2  Wisely, wearily, but confidently, the Englands
bed, on May 8th, 1945. There was still to-morrow.

ht of another family who had travelled home with me on

£z

The Royal Family, with Mr. Churchill, rejoiced with the crowd who cgme to greet them.
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the eight o'clock 'bus. The man’s

face was finely drawn and scarred.
He was nursing his fifteen-month-old
son. Another son aged about four
was hot and cross and bent on self-
destruction. His two older sisters
had their hands' full with him. It
was the face of the eldest girl which
caught my attention. It was very
still and the eyes_ were too sad.
Their father sighed. '' They're done
in,’" he said. ' Took 'em up to my
mother's to see the sights and take
their minds off it. A flying bomb
got their mum."”

So that was what his fourteen-year
old daughter had been seeing when
she was supposed to be looking at the flags and the favours ! She
was too old and yet too young to be comforted by the thoughts of
to-morrow. [For her there was only yesterday and to-day—and
worst of all to-night, the home coming to a house that was no home,
perhaps brothers and sisters to be-put to bed and a scratch supper
alone with Dad with his sad, scarred face. One day, for her, there
would be a future. Dad had in him the quality to ensure that, but
his daughter did not know it yet, or could not believe it. .

I had seen- a third family in the afternoon—a father, mother and
two daughters—standing quietly on a balcony. The daughters were
excited. Their mother was calmly happy, their father tired and

gtk
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. 3 N
The eyes of a Dutch baby accuse Jumanity.

serious. Al four looked proudly thankful as they waved to the
cheering, singing thousands who had stood for hours before their

home calling ** We want the King | ' ;
With informal ceremonial the

King and Queen came to their
people on VE Day. With the gravity
of a father upon whom responsi-
bility weighs heavily the King
looked out upon his greater family,
the peaple of his nation, his Em-
pire—the people who had sought
sanctuary from less happy lands and
now were guests within- his gates.
With a smiling relief he and the
Queen, who had suffered so much in
the suffering of so many, rejoiced
now with the crowds who came to
greet them. An aeroplane swooped
down, low over the Palace, and a
cockney voice behind me laughed:
““Coo ! Glad that mosquito didn’t
sting !

I remembered another aeroplane
which had zoomed out of the clouds, low over the Palace,; and
vanished into the clouds again. But it left a black egg-like form
hanging for a second in the air, and then the bomb which seemed
certain to hit Headquarters exploded in a swirl of smoke and dust—
on the King’s home. I heard voices
in the basement of Headquarters [
asking me, while other bombs fell,
farther off, but still near: '‘That
near one—was it the Palace ? Did
it get them ? Are they there—the
King and Queen ? = Where are the
Princesses ? '* And I could not
help them, I could only say that the
Palace was still standing, though it
must be damaged—and we all knew
that Their Majesties were in Lon-
don and likely to be at home so
early in the day.

And now, before the boarded-up,
glassless windows of the Palace:
““For he's a jolly good fellow! '
sang the crowds in an excess of joy-
ful devotion to the family who
symbolise the British Empire.

It was not easy to urge 'a way
through the solidly packed, orderly
crowd into St. James’ Park and
thence to Birdcage Walk. We
reached the latter as a party of

. Foung men and girls—the latter in
_ Land Army uniform, ran, arms
linked, -singing down the centre of

the road. Towards them came a
Jeép, full of youthful American
officers. The jeep was forced to a

sto‘f as the singers swarmed over
and around it, and promptly, from
the centre of the swarm, a young
American arose, arm raised in the
Nazi salute. ““ Ladies and gentle-
men ! " he yelled. '* Meiner Damen
und Herren ! "' There was no mis-

Westminster Abbey.
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ATl the imitation. A voice \
e'.l’é‘:gth:ll'! \thre he's Leen hi‘li::("‘"h'. 'r.l ’r‘h

Behind the jecp were the nuni4 A l};. 5
Chapel. OF tho¥ o)

We reached the Abbey as the Parg; e o
cossion approached it, but the ‘;,,)w[lnr,,(m
,’nmmml were that we could only ’bw;.‘ ‘(]nb'l*
to see the tops of the M.P.s' heq, 8 i U
pells of St. Margaret's were pealiny' | Ovey i
hardly audible in the cheers of 3 bt l}l
waited for a long time at the l'.lllr:lm'-. S
while. one congregation came o Lb.}" 2
could enter. t og:mvll};m:l it wag .”-rf\nr., .
H o move, Do e ey T
euhlc‘{ ‘lo be more cnlrrmng‘; ‘ff)""‘lh}».ﬂwn‘“ﬁ

Pee,

ou ) it h
sm!x;monc else replied: “* Probably ”‘:1'« Place ek

it weren't considering VE Day,~jgqs ien ¢ 8

\ A gangway formed miraculously, o b,':?
soldier appeared, his face anxious” np “Weve
head and neck in plaster of paris, h;‘zh;’di“\

4

Inside the Abbey it was cool ;
poured through the beautiful ros l:’ll,.,'ll"i“‘ L
a twofold miracle of creation and pre., “%~ Iy

great and the humble knelt side Y}, o\

in front of me a shabby old womay i,

coat and woollen hood, moved mlnf“n'd N

She was a part of the ruins of L”Tldr;y{ to §,

thousands whose home for endless p; ‘hT’""- '4""

the underground shelters. Like ag",a has te
k her place, and a‘shaft of light Irum”{‘; Crip, B
ross her shoulders, but left her o ¢ 'ﬂxt{’*

With a mighty roar, several gep, - f:‘

The little old “TOplangy

n
S vatj, My,
Y. Sidaon. 7
ang %
“Col

Ty
ey

ghost she too
window slanted ac
service pro;:\e;ged.
or  the ey .
gg;;nn wavcredyfrom her seat out
into the aisle, frightened. She hesi-
tated, moved once more towards her
seat—away again, looking about her
desperately for reassuramnce. From
above an(r beyond the Abbey walls
came the clash and clamour of bells
and a wild roar of cheering. Mr.
Churchill had left St. Margaret's
The cheering swelled, the bells
crashed out their greeting. The
small shadowy figure stiffened, reso-
lute, and moved back into the pew.
There was nothing now from which
to take cover. Life, such as it was
—and the instinctive movement in
search of safety proved that it was
valuable—was secure again. For
that security this little piece of
human wreckage knelt in thanksgiving.
We left the Abbey by the cloister doors.
lawns as they have done through the centuri
these cloisters on another spring evening,
a pall over
like B

that evening, astonishingly, -
body was playing a h;\rplaxcb |
and the faint other-worldly mt:t
assurance of hopeg,
that one hardly g

assurance
believe.
Parliament Square
crowded now Here, where
flags and bunting fluttersd, i
smoke had clung stickily on th
other evening, and here 1 had s
another piece of human flotsam—n
old, - old ragged man, tapping b
way with a stick among the stean-
ing hoses, and stopping to pick g
a fallen bunch of primroses. Holi-
ing it tenderly, the ancient mutte
ing figure hobbled away into the
uncertainty of another night.

Through the little narrow b
streets we made our way back &
Headquarters. It seemed strang
not to be hurrying—as we hd 8
often hurried to be in time to S8
on for our firewatch., In spite®
all ‘the celebrations it was hard ¥
realise that the moment for Wi
we had waited and prayed B
come and that we were alive®
know it. It was extmord\mn';
look up at Headquarters huni}:}‘l_l1
flags of all nations, with the Vacs
Flag in the centre, and to kno¥ ;ﬂ‘
- ' the building would still be !
Photo: Fax, t0-morrow—a month hence—F"

was nof
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Duleh Guides and Scowts welcome Queen Wilhelmina

THE CHIEF GUIDE'S
LETTER

WE all bave great dave in our lives, and these are coming to all
of us; great stirming days, cach with their own tasks and
responsibilitics. Such a day bas come to me in this month of
.fpril. when at long last the chance has come of visiting France,
liberated from her oppressors with the right to live freely and revive
ber national life once more. As 1 started I realised what a task
Was mine, in bringing to our Guide friends on the Continent the
loving greetings and good will from Great Britain, and the under-
standing sympathy in the sufferings they had been through in their
way, from all of you who had suffered too in your way.
And what I have seen out here has left me stupified, for far from
baving gone down in a slough of despondency with their country
beld in the vice-like grip of its enemy, these Guides and Eclaireuses
of France have stood up straight and firm, they have practically
doubled their numbers, they have worked ceasclessly at their
guiding, and all manner of social services, and have formed a glorious
block of passive resistance, upholding the spirit of France. They
have given me the most wonderfully moving welcome. I have seen
them at work and at play, in large numbers and in small, and the
greatest scene of all has been the March Past of nearly 40,000 on
St. George's Day.
I am hurrying now from place to place, so I am asking a friend
who came with me to give you her impressions.
OLAvE BaDEN POWELL,
Chief Guide.

i T g i
v British Official Photograph.
Dutch Guides cook for the local Police.
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RING Up

In the victory number of THE GUIDER . ,
up the curtain on world Guiding, ‘aﬂd it is q e
al this moment to be able to publish, with these :
of Guides in Europe and Canada and Giy] Scouys mr):}"qh

e,

e a,

[ Janded at Dieppe at 8 a.m. on April 204y, 4,
W looking its best in the glorious sunshin, Ve

took her first peep n: l';;\nﬁc '&I‘ we glided iy,

realised that a party suides and Seq,.
l'll:‘(rmf‘;:,):x’; the very end of the jetty (where we Uty
had been waiting from 6 a.m.).

In delirions excitement they followed the gh;
waited patientl while (ortpa!mcs were gm,,,p,:“.'g
myself presenting the Chief's passport with one
bouquet presented to her by the mayor with the otnd, i s
for a third to deal with tickets, French money, Sluter’ Ang

All the local authorities were there, the Mayor 554 ,
U.S. and French military authorities, and in cop,
all we marched through poor battered Dieppe 1o s}
where the Chief laid a sheaf of flowers, and the {1,
France were hoisted on either side simultanecus|y

From there we marched to the station where
been prepared, biscuits and tea with milk and

afterwg,

Tefvacs
fresh,
SUGAr (g M |

Belgian Guides in theiy Clandes!in.

Camp

ranised by

A Camp for Belgian Prisoners’ Childre)

; Guides,
seen milk since), and we afterwards heard that the Guides b
scoured the country in order t6 find some for the Chief.

While we ate and drank the Scouts and Guides, Eclaireuses asd
Eclaprers, danced and sang old French songs, taking up the enfit
station which they seemed to have booked for the morning, al
eventually they saw us off by train to the strains of ** Auld Lasg
Syne.." holding hands through the carriage wine

This was the Chief Guide's first welcome from France, and !
was a forerunner of the wonderful reception which Paris was ®
accord her next day.

We settled ourselves comfortably in the train and had
reached G?mmay, when the Chief shouted, ‘‘ Quick, my hat ‘
with reason, for there on the platform scattered at intervd
whole length of the train, in order to be sure of locating the ¢ 1
were ten Scouts and onme Guide! The train only paused for abo

Jost
ool
Is he



-
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THE CURTAIN

e first mews which has reached ws of the Chief Guige's 1
& ur

‘ in Europe. Partly written by the Chief herself and partly by

Mrs. Hill, the Guider who accompanicd hey, 1, know that

this article will prove joyful reading. Ebrror

minutes, but they were determi

ove the total before we hurried on ton;'(iﬁt: e

Paris in April, 1945. Glorious sunshine, and at first sight looki
wonderfully unchanged from pedce days, with Scoute S };Oklng
to welcome the Chief. But here they were in wr)rkinuu (is a?l
e station was C{O}vded with thousands of returning prisnnf Sros
the station authorities had asked for the help of 1,000 Scouts, and
got them within a few hours. Another station asked for ' 1sf and
£3d 1,500 rolled up to help deal with 12,000 P.o W who are arssuing

d their welcome to

soon the Chief was immersed in meetin issi
and Guiders thronged round her. Lovely choirs o'sta(;/:c;;T: l:;lx:metrz
her: Membﬂ?, of the Résxsta,r‘lce made our hair stand on end Fvilh
stories of the U-;detrhgml;nd~1_
Peghnps one o e loveliest evenings was spent :

Rangers, who_took us down to a secret garden hid%en a?v‘::;niﬁx H:z
centre of Paris where they had held their meetings all through the
occupation under the very noses of the Nazi chiefs. The party con-
g of two Rangers elected from every Ranger Company in Paris
First they sang old French songs and danced for us, then as it gre;\;

Photo: Paul Purker

American Girl Scouts dig for Victory,

Canadian Guides sorting Botiles collected for
Medical Clinics.

Photo: ' Alglon."

A French Guide—this photograph was marked
" Deportée en Allemagné "’

darker, they lit a tiny fire (wood is still very scarce in Paris) and
we all sat round while many of their members told us the part they
had played in the Résistance. Stories that made our hair curl up
without a perm.

One of the Guiders wore the ribbon of the Croix de la Résistance,
won during the liberation of Paris, by taking a message at great risk
straight through the German lines to General le Clerc's H.Q., asking
for arms to be dropped at certain points in the Bois de Boulogne.
She remained at his H.Q., and actually came into Paris on one of
the French tanks on the day of liberation; this was a big job, but
many others had helped. 1 asked one Ranger if she had taken part.
(Continued on page 106)

e

A Swiss Guide on National Service.
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LIS BOTTOME

the anthor of " The
Formidable to Ty,—n:ll.:"" ! f.'::;;:;u bl
’pd many other well-known book e
sul in Muu!ch. and also in Vienna br/sa. it
has c.rp.anaucv of the German clmmclr': ”“ll
“;;ilmgnqa upon it.  Trained in l’l'r.mm";:"
‘ f. Miss Bottome is a wise and oy r"‘
u‘d we have been fortunate in pers:m{,ﬁn;
oy views on the situation twhich now ari ?’A
: y.  Miss Boltome is a good friend 1o ll\lu
mt, has a great faith =

A n our training, and h
ous throughout the war Years in writing ]:i

GUIDER and in the public Pres
! P s. W,

nyi Iocr.prcscnt article with great ’:nlkc';g?t‘

opportunity to thank her, 2

: % on behal,
her kindness to us.—Ebitor, el ke

of mind are \\'ﬁ;in'now the European War is S
Jr, as we wou ut it chol

‘reaction towards tlgs Peacl:s}; Sty s
ntly to safes

as the q
- as heroic or . ¥, 09 to danger;

just as cowardly about it.

Photo: ** Alglon."
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Photo: '* Aiglon."

French Brownies

Many people run away from safety just

as they run away
from danger. What they want to get rid of in both cases 15
personal responsibility; and that is just what in a Christian

a
tDemt:)c;acy tw}\vle can’t evade. thBet:an:r,e each one of us helps to
o produce the war-spirit, or the peace-spirit, of this country.
They belong to us—and we belong to them. They are our
spirits. - L
_ Most of us during the last few years have been in
immediate danger. What did we feel like when it was over ?
Very often just tired and relieved; then the mext day very
cross and irritable; and finally we wanted to (otget all about
it, 'and have just as good a time as if it hadn’t happened.
These are quite natural reactions to Victory and Security.
Relief — fatigne — forgetfulness; but they are not enough.
We are human beings, not animals. Anticipation and memory
~ are our ‘duties as well as our gifts. We must use them if we
want to avoid another war. We can’t afford a sit-down
strike against life. We must earn our Peace. BNt

The first thing to do when Victory comes is to remember
that we are no longer Islanders. The skies tie us to Europe,

sea '‘serves us in the offiee of a wall,’’ so that we are
‘ the envy of unhappier lands,”’ our hearts must go out,
and partly belong to those less fortunate friends and allies
in Europe who had no wall.

We shall send all we can—food, clothes, prayers, help of
all kinds—to our Guides who are serving with us, and for us
already. Especially we shall remember those three small
heroic nations who were the first to ask for Guides to come
and help them—Poland, Greece and Jugoslavia. e

Second, we must help our own country recover from the
effects of War. Instead of saying: ‘* Now I can do that—
have this—because the War is over '’ we must think out
what .we can do, and give, towards helping our "count?

above all, understangzng of others, upon which our future
peace depends. TFor unless we ourselves, among ourselves,
know how to keep the peace, how can we expect to keep
it with other countries ? ¢ :

Our little earth is mnot respon 5 0
the minerals; vegetables and animals that exist upon it. It
is the human beings upon the earth who make War or Peace;
and it is only by feing a different and better kind of human
being that we can make a lasting peace. It has to be built
out of our own hearts. g

the Guides act towards those young Germans whose fathers

illed our fathers and brothers ? Knowing how to treat.
s S third great step towards a lasting Peace.

our enemies is the

.

and although it is still true that as Shakespeare says the - :

increase those great gifts of honesty and good temper, and,

ponsible for this War, nor are .

We can see very easily how to act towards our friends; -
but how are we :Z act towards our enemies ? How should



\
v’

But it is a very difficult question; and I do not suppose wo cal
answer it in the same way. Ehite:
3 People sometimes make the mistake of supposing that as i
tians we aro supposed to forgive avorybog{. however badly ;lo
behave, and whether they are sorry or not; but 1 do gnt lLo“
mysel{ that the Gospels wholl out this idea, u.? i
cursed the barren trge; and Xmo the thioves out of the or'r:p
with whips. It was the penitent, not the unponitent, thief whom

He invited to be with Him in
W::: ns are acting so badly that they do harm to others,

i 1 can

they must be vented from doing any further harm, and ca
i be fo vex':.nwhlch moans troated like overybody else, mn
they have shown: that they are willing to behave like ovory‘ y
else.  They must in the words of the Gosrl. bring forth frul
for repentance.’”” Until the Germans do this, we shall not know

whethgn to trust them or not.
But young German children di
Bernard .

Shaw was right when rwplo dObm o
ar; an H

Paradiso,

d not make this War, I think
ected to helping the

German children after the last W "1 have no
enemies undor eight yoars old."

1 would go a great deal further llimn this. 1 .-‘Z",'g::,im [l(l,t;
) Je under tweniy now are in any way res
this War, | t on them by their elders’ consent to Hitler and
his wicked gang of Nazis,

These children’s pacents acee
take their share of the respons
ren themselves and young peop!
Hitler came to power are not responsible.
quite differently and without any reproach.
very often find that they had been wrongly
we could not agree with their wrong ideas. )

Yet it would be a great pity not to mect them, to i
of them over here, and, if invited by them, not to acce)

ted Hitler as their leader, and must
bility for his crimes; but the child-
le who were only children when

1 would treat them
But I think we should
educated and therefore

nvite some
t - their

invitation to visit fhe new Germany. By showing friendship and
courtesy towards these young Germans, we could do a t (}-le:l
world;

towards making them understand that they live in a friendly
and need not be anybody's enemy. : %
We could prove to them that our own freedom to criticise and
select our Government has made us, and might make them, happier
We could show them that our Democracy

and more real citizens. 3 . -
belongs to us; and yet does not in any way interfere with the rights

of others. .
But we shall have to be very strong in our own faith in Demo-
cracy to make this a success, and very sure of what it-means to
us; and what we are prepared to do for it. :
Force is what the Is.-ms believe in, and we should have to show
our mew friends that we believe in being strong not in order to

conquer others, or to force our will upon those weaker than our-
selves, but so that we may use our strength to protect our own
’rghts as civilised people, and the rights of those weaker than our-
ves. The Germans made the mistake—and they have kept on
making it throughout their history—of supposing there was ‘one
Law for themselves, and one for everybody else outside the German
Reich. But there is only one Law for all mankind, British, German,
Jewish, or any other nationality, and that is to love our brothers
as ourselves. .
Right and wrong belong to all of us equally; and are the same
for all of us. But sometimes we, too, as well as the Germans,
* have to remember that right is just as important when it is dis-
agreeable for us, as when it is agreeable. We shall have to believe
and practise this more
- and more if we are 7
ever tp convince Ger-
man and Japanese
children that there is
nothing in their race
and social theories;
and that all science,
all religion and all art
are against such mon-
strous and selfish
theories.
We shall have to do
a lot of hard think-
ing if we are to keep

( THE GUIDER

© Eclaireur and

. was being celebrated in the open air for the first time in

Uune, 19
45

his own surroundings and human relationships a hap.
ﬂ]\d

better world,
' RING UP THE CURTAIN
(continued Irom page 103)
“* No, not really,’’ was her reply. '* 1 only did what ey,
wn..odo';ng. jun{ hid }»eople occasionally and that sory fqy{ "tﬂg
“That sort of thing '~ meant risking torture, not just im i
The evening ended with a lovely. piece of mimicry “’fitt:""“-ht
arranged by a French actress Guider who described the . iy
flcul ‘rench recitation full of m&'sﬁcism and 1cg,‘.mh-:u in'y

beaut
ight had fallen as we stole away from the secret g &
:uglchod a few hours of sleep before the Fete de 1a Sﬂintd:?:h “g’
Seop, ©
Bey

ed over Paris.

'm%’:c lmnrnim.g of Sunday, April 22nd.. dawned fine ang clea
Parid, the day on which the Fete of Saint George was i oy
celebrated. 3 g by e

In the early morning we were driven to a lovely pj,., .
Hois de Boulogne, a clearing near the lake where omg D
gclnlrcules were already forming into a .
circle; and there, in the cryst@l clear sunlight, with the Ch‘Eg d
in their very midst, a Scout's own service was held. [ “lids
quite informal, but complete in the all-pervading beanty o 4
scene which laid a benediction upon all who were taking .1, of iy

Meanwhile in the Gardens of the Trocadero some 1[5,gg,"
and Guides were assisting at an equally impressive seryic, 2
Parig ‘i:;‘:

3

1870.
Immediately after the services the Chief, accompanicd 4y,
Lafont laid a wreath on the tomb of the Unknown Soldiey ool
Ot

time later the greatest parade of Scouts and Guides, Eclaire,,, 7
fimm and Petites Ailes began. o 24

Eclaireurs, Wolfteaux,
The Chief, standing on a dias in the Place de la Concorg, .
General Lafont beside her, took the salute as 40,000 of theyf":i

o

of France marched past; each one a happy smiling ey
Liberty regained. They looked as though they wcregjges,‘?ye of
into the sunshine of Freedom for the first time, or that the o 00t
tion of their Liberty had only just been awakened. T,
and fear had been swept away, and only happines

remained.

VE DAY CABLES RECEIVED
FROM THE EMPIRE

VANCOUVER
Annual Meeting British Columbia Provincial Councy
Greetings and Admiration for your Valiant Services—11:1:

CLAREMONTCAPE

South African Guides Rejoice with You in the ‘eration

Europe. —MACNEILLIE. o
DUBLIN

The Irish Girl Guides at Executive Meeting to-day :znd Grostin .

and Rejoice that Peace has come once more to the uidss of G,,i.

Britain —BEATTY. e
The following messages have been received in reply to i:legrams

greeting sent by Lady Cochrane to the Channel Islz?n' R s

3 ‘e
i /, 1943,

our victory, and make

our new world safe
for every man,
_\:oman and child in
i,

This world was
meant to be a family
—one human being
family—made by the
same Creator, who is
the God and Father

their fathers; and so
In a sense each of us
18 a creative spirit,
and can make out of

“‘Rez delight-
ful mess to 280 Jer-
sey Guides at finst
Empire Rally- for
five years. Received
with umultuous
cheering Can't ex-
Tess heartfelt
thanks So wonderful
to be to salute
our English sisters
once again
* LEROUX."
£ Guernsey
$80 23rd May, 1945
** The Guides and
Guiders remaining in
Guernsey thank you
for your kind mes-
sage, which has de
lighted all. After long
weary vy of wait-
ing and longing we re-
joice that we are once
more in touch with the
Guide Association to
which we are so prou
T Y to belong.

Geo. A, nun

Canadian Brownies making articles for the Overseas Gift Project
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ter, wWinnipeg.

‘“W. B. HARVEY,

Island Com-
missioner.
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HOLLAND
by

MARTIN BARNES

AM typing this on a mess table outside the cook-
house in a voncentration camp. 1 am inside
the barbed wire and just behind me is a watch

tower with a searchlight Jamp trained on the en

closure. Each side of the enclosure are camp blocks,
the living quarters of the prisoners. They are in:
deseribably  flthy and  the conditions  inside are
nm;ﬂling. They are being cleancd by the Guides
and Scouts. A piano is being played in one block—

a strange sound in a concentration camp. A few

of the prisoners are still bere: gaunt, living skeletons

of men or cripples, limping painfully along with
spade handles for crutches. They have terrible
stories to tell. but are undaunted. They are alive
and many of their fellow prisoners lic in unnamed
* pits behind the camp.

are gaps in the wire now, and the gates
The enclosure is full of Scouts and Guides, including
and the faces of prisoners—still waiting to go home,
are bright and cheerful. In one block there are many prisoners
who are sick and will never go home: they have been dying

slowly for a long time now, and liberation has come too late.

Yesterday we watched thousands of Germans lay down their

arms here. They came along in cars, on bicycles, in horsedrawn
carts, on horseback and on foot. Fantastic, incredible, with the
uncanoy quality of a nightmare, they passed along the road outside
the house where the Hospital Team (Team 2) has its home. They
rested by the roadside and watched two of the Hospital Team
raise a fla and fly a Union Jack from it. Many of them
smiled: none of us smiled back: not after what we had seen. The
soldiers filed into the camp, had their weapons taken from them;
had their stolen bicycles, horses, cars and carts taken from them,
lam'ij marched out in threes, on foot, all the way back to the Father-
and.

And now another long file of Germans is passing down the
barbed wire alleyway: some are S.S. men. Another member of
Team' 4 is sitting at the same table writing letters home as if all
her life was spent in a concentration camp with German soldiers
marching outside the wire. ‘

We are waiting for the peas and potatoes to cook: then we add
the meat and the seasoning and the crushed biscuit. This food is
jor the slave workers in transit here on their way home from Ger-
many. It is also for the Scouts and Guides and other Dutch
helpers. Everyone is hungry here: civilians, prisoners—evéryone..
The people are thin as rakes and many stoop with the effort of

holding themselves together. Men cannot lift things that we lift
pasily but they like to try. Yesterday we were lifting a sack of
coal when an old .man—he looked old, but probably he wasn’t—
shambled forward eagerly to help. ‘‘Nie, nie,”’ I said, thinking
of the harm he would do himself. He look at me sadly and wist-
fully. “Nie? " he asked, as if to say, ‘‘ Don’t you trust me? I

are open.
the G.LS.,

2 -

Outside the girls’ ward at the Monastery where the Hospital
~was first established. The small girl standing is a Russian
refugee whose mother was a patient and had Lo bring her two
= children with her.

Mombers of Teams three and four talking to Mademoiselle
Headquarters shortly before leaving.

+ expedition in a German airfield with a Dut

The author is divectly behing M'pw:"" at

won't steal it."’ * Wary

The people in the town are well-to-do, but
Some people with whom we have made great f Tothiy,
months-old daughter. She weighs 10 1bs. and I ar® ey
with a little shrewd face like a pretty witch's. Saap *:'& zeaey
fat: she has a litre of milk a day now. We ate apipy () Zon
evening tea there next week, when they have borrowed y:g 0 har
it was a cold winter and there was no fuel, and a lltllé ‘g‘a%‘cnav.n’
warmth. Y feagy

A short way behind us the Hospital Unit live in whay
German Headquarters. They have a beautiful house (v, Vi e
and the lavatories unusable) in lovely wood The d_‘“’!dxn,.
yesterday we were all having tea there (our Team was o eore
the time) while six Dutchmen with Sten guns rifles wer?f‘lﬁs_az
a Dutch S.S. man who had already killed six men thas Untng
fired into the undergrowth. We drank our . P

were lying on a couch outside and we
cigarettes. They let us try their Stens.
fence was the German cam& from which G
the garden, fully armed. None of us b

too fantastic. Every minute or two a
to the general air of unreality. With
windows shook. Conversation was quite

The journey here from Arnhem was ntastic. We
Team 4 had been working there; no itself, Whicha;i
destroyed, but in a suburb which is stroyed. Wa b:!
been feeding the Displaced Persons in t camps. Team3

arrived soon after us, to be held there. The
of course, and while we talked of our D1
M.I.s as they took over the Medical Inspection
They also deloused and did any medical
which seemed to be transporting patients
other. Two of the Scouts in that team sent to bury a body
some miles away; and they told me: '' We didn't find the body,
but we got some tables and chairs.”” That's the way things gn
around here. The leader of No. 4 team was on a ‘“liberating"
an. He pointed &
ian helmet. He told
She saw something
proudly, and then,

y soon found job,
y talked of ther
< at the campe
< Necessary, most of

one hospital to an-

something. She went closer and saw a G
her to go’ nearer as she is rather shortsighted
else. ‘“ Ein Deutscher kaput,'’ said Tony
‘“ Sehr kaput ! '’
But I was talking about the journey. We all left Ambem at
8 a.m. on Tuesday. We had been told that there was only o
road (the whole Northwest part of the country had only just bee
liberated and was full of Germans), and we could take no shod
cuts. As the road the entire way was mined and booby-trapped
along the edges, nobody had any desire to take short cuts. Ona
long journey in convoy it is very sad indecd to see every bit of
landscape mined. We passed through the woods where the Pan-
troops had landed; in a front garden we saw a cross marking the
grave of 14 unknown British soldiers. There were many such
crosses. If you let your mind stray for a little you could see the
entire battle happening. We passed through ruined town aftet
ruined town, and hardly saw anyone. Then saddenly we (™
the frontier—only the day after the liberation armies had beed
through. Here were not lifeless, ruined towns, but roads b
with cheering people, orange scarves, dresses, shirts, e\'ef)F
orange. It was not just the cheering high spirits of a Cup o
but the heartfelt cheering of people who had been ‘under_ eatr
occupation for five years and were greeting their friends 10
(Continued on page 118)
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