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            Introduction

         

         
            This play began by chance.

            Rummaging in the bargain bin of a second-hand bookshop in Hay-on-Wye, I picked up a book called Up to Mametz. I knew nothing of the author, Llewelyn Wyn Griffith, and I had never heard of Mametz, but printed below an image of a blood-red dragon was the intriguing phrase ‘Great War Classics’. The book was out of print and only £3.50, so I bought it, never imagining that twenty years later the story it contained would engage hundreds of people in the creation and staging of a massive theatrical production in an ancient Welsh wood.

            Up to Mametz seized me; I consumed the quiet, brutal and haunting memoir of Llewelyn Wyn Griffith’s time as a staff officer in the 38th (Welsh) Division during the First World War. His description of travelling through France and seeing an ‘aeroplane’ suddenly surrounded by little white clouds is a moment in the book that still resonates from that first reading. Griffith writes:

            
               This was our first seeing of war and the intent of one man to kill another. It was difficult to translate this decorating of a blue background with white puff-balls in terms of killing.1

            

            Griffith went on to witness one of the Somme offensive’s bloodiest actions at Mametz Wood where, in the summer of 1916, 4,000 men of the 38th (Welsh) Division were killed or wounded.

            I was a series producer at BBC Wales in Cardiff, running a weekly arts programme co-presented by Welsh poet Owen Sheers. Owen was aware of the Mametz Wood story through the poetry and prose of Robert Graves, Siegfried Sassoon and David Jones, all of whom had witnessed the battle. So, to mark the 85th anniversary of the First World War, I asked Owen to travel to France with a BBC film crew to make a short film about The Poet’s Battle; he returned with an evocative film and also the first draft of his poem, Mametz Wood.

            After the war was over, the victorious generals were first in line to publish detailed accounts of their personal contributions to the victory. Some returning soldiers did commit their experiences on the front line to paper but most, like Wyn Griffith, simply wrapped their handwritten notes in brown paper and put them away in a drawer.

            There was a societal desire for the population to move on and ‘forgetting’ seemed to offer them a positive way forward. In his poem ‘Mametz Wood’ (2005), Owen Sheers depicts the earth of the battle site: ‘reaching back into itself for reminders of what happened / like a wound working a foreign body to the surface of the skin’.2

            The British attempt to forget and move on failed and within a decade there was a collective need to reach back into the wound of the war by those who fought it, for reminders of what happened. Many of the books that are now considered the classics of Great War literature were released in a flurry of publishing activity ten years after the armistice: Undertones of War, Edmund Blunden (1928), Goodbye to All That, Robert Graves (1929) and Memoirs of an Infantry Officer, Siegfried Sassoon (1930).

            The British public consumed these powerful narratives, while the transcript of Up to Mametz (still wrapped in brown paper) lay unseen in a drawer. The book was eventually published in 1931 after a friend of the author insisted on reading the manuscript, and although it was well received by critics, the market for war memoirs had become saturated and it failed to reach the audience it deserved.

            It is no accident that poetry blossomed during the fighting and that prose was left to make sense of the aftermath.

            ‘Poetry speaks to the immediate wound,’ says writer John Berger.

            
               All stories are about battles, of one kind or another, which end in victory and defeat … Poems, regardless of any outcome, cross the battlefields tending the wounded, listening to the wild monologues of the triumphant or the fearful. They bring a kind of peace. Not by anaesthesia or easy reassurance, but by recognition and the promise that what has been experienced cannot disappear as if it had never been. Yet the promise is not of a monument (who, still on the battlefield, wants monuments?) The promise is that language has acknowledged, has given shelter, to the experience which demanded, which cried out.3

            

            Owen and I knew that there was more to say about the writers who had witnessed the human carnage at Mametz. Owen was particularly interested in David Jones’ elliptical and lyrical reminiscence of the battle In Parenthesis and he was intrigued by its potential synergies and tensions with Wyn Griffith’s more direct prose memoir.

            By 2006 I had left the BBC and was working at a university in South Wales. The university library regularly reviewed its stock of books, discarding those that were unread. A librarian saved a copy of In Parenthesis for me, which she told me had been taken out only three times, 1964, 1972 and 1996. This incredible book was to be discarded on the ninetieth anniversary of the battle, unread at a Welsh university for ten years.

            Owen and I decided during the summer of 2013 that the approaching centenary of the First World War would be the perfect moment to re-examine the story. Our decade-long conversation about the battle, the books and our desire to do something large scale, led us to one conclusion. A site-specific theatrical production would become our story vehicle, and the two neglected works would be the source texts underpinning that story. From the outset Owen had one key image in his head that would come to dictate and define the evolution of the production, namely that the audience and the cast would be situated in a trench system, and would go ‘over the top’ together, into a wood.

            After a fruitful conversation with National Theatre Wales, Owen and I travelled to France to begin our research. I filmed and edited two short films during that initial trip, chronicling Owen’s arrival in the wood and recording a visit to the Lutyens memorial at Thiepval, a monument to the missing of the Somme offensive.4 The films were edited in my hotel room in France, the audio tracks simply reflecting the sounds we gathered from each location: rain at Thiepval and birdsong at Mametz.

            The red notebook used by Owen in the films was brand new. One of the first things to go into the book was a leaf picked from the floor of the wood but within months its pages were filled with research ideas and production thoughts and then the writing began in earnest.

            Ideas for the play came from many directions: museum artefacts, regimental diaries, battlefield visits, paintings, original photographs, written memoirs and expert historians such as Colin Hughes, who gave us invaluable support and encouragement throughout. An article in the New Scientist magazine that I had taken to France sparked the scientific elements in the play. It mentioned that in 1916 Albert Einstein had published his ‘general theory of relativity’. The notion that in Germany, one of the great minds of our time was exploring notions of gravity and time on a cosmic scale, while in France those same invisible forces were being exploited on a daily basis to butcher and destroy on a human scale, instigated further research that would influence the shape and intentions of the play.

            Owen was writing on a tight timescale. The play was scheduled for an opening night in June 2014 and the play was still being written at Christmas. Throughout the opening months of 2014, Owen wrestled the play from an initial loose draft to a tight final text. I acted as a researcher, responding to Owen’s need for detail on anything from artillery rounds and space-time to the names of the dead on a particular day. I was privileged to witness the intense but deft journey of the play and the juxtaposition of the existing texts within Owen’s own written creation and characters.

            A crucial element to the success of this large-scale site-specific production would be its location. I had been to a music festival at a farm near my home in Monmouthshire and was convinced that it was the perfect place to stage the play. An open field of grass was surrounded by a wall of conifers creating a natural amphitheatre that gently sloped up an ancient woodland of oak, ash and beech. The wood itself had grown through a series of concentric rings dug into the earth: the remains of an ancient Celtic hill fort. The impression on entering the wood was of a series of deep trenches that led into an open central glade. The place was imbued with the kind of ancient presence that Owen and I had sensed at the battlefield in France. The landowner was enthusiastic and so our location was confirmed.

            National Theatre Wales began to attract talent to the production, the key appointment being director Matthew Dunster and a dynamic team of theatre makers, designers, actors, constructors and technicians. Mametz opened to critical acclaim on the 24 June 2014, described by Dominic Cavendish of the Daily Telegraph as a work that ‘pierces the heart … the finest commemoration of the First World War centenary I’ve seen to-date’.

            The photograph on the front cover of this book is of a piece of wood that I picked up on our first research trip to le bois de Mametz. It germinated, grew and fell in the same soil where thousands of soldiers had died a century before. There was something of Wales and Germany contained in its structure and form. When I was asked to write this introduction, I went online and re-watched the film that I had made the day I picked up the piece of wood. Scrolling down the webpage I found the following comment left by a member of the public who had recently visited. I will leave the last word to Colin Dyas, a person I have never met but whose great uncle was killed at Mametz:

            
               Whilst in the woods, I put my hands deep into the earth. It is so rich. Rich with the dead I suspect, my Great Uncle being one of them. This is not the richness of leaf mould. It is something else. I suspect it is the memory left by the Queen of the Forest garlanding her dead. Today, the Queen’s work is being continued by the King of the Birds. His chorus has replaced her garlands as it really does seem as if the birds are singing for the dead. (Colin Dyas, 2016)

            

            CHRISTOPHER MORRIS

Professor of Documentary Practice

School of Film and Television

Falmouth University

October 2016

         

         
            1. Llewelyn Wyn Griffith, Up to Mametz (Faber, 1931).

            2. Owen Sheers, Mametz Wood (Seren, 2005).

            3. John Berger, And Our Faces, My Heart, Brief as Photos (Bloomsbury, 1984).

            4. Wood <https://vimeo.com/70411744>; Stone <https://vimeo.com/70410656>.
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            First production

         

         Mametz was first performed by the National Theatre of Wales on 24 June 2014. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Jack Ayres

         Stephen Casey

         Tara D’Arquian

         Michael Elwyn

         Daniel Graham

         Chris Hoskins

         Rhys Isaac-Jones

         Mari Izzard

         Rhodri Meilir

         Kayed Mohamed-Mason

         Nicola Reynolds

         Rhys Rusbatch

         Adam Scales

         Catrin Stewart

         Dafydd Llyr Thomas

         Sion Daniel Young

         
             

         

         Ensemble  Thomas David Carron, Christopher Charles, Jodie Currie, Lawrence Duffy, Ailsa Margaret Dunn, James Ellis, Laura Green, Matthew Ingram, Michael Kelly, Catherine Shipton-Philips, John A Thomas, Naomi Underwood

         
             

         

         Director  Matthew Dunster

         Designer  Jon Bausor

         Lighting Designer  Lee Curran

         Sound Designer  George Dennis

         Movement Director  Christopher Akrill

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         in order of appearance

         
            Professor Phillips

historian of the First World War and battlefield guide, fifties/sixties

            Antoinette

daughter of Mametz Wood gamekeeper, nineteen

            Llewelyn Wyn Griffith (Young) 

Staff Officer, 15th Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, mid-twenties

            Taylor 

Signals Officer, 15th Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, forties

            Llewelyn Wyn Griffith (Old) 

writer and broadcaster, late sixties

            General Evans 

Commander, 15th Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, fifties

            Private Dai Williams 

South Wales miner, early twenties

            Edith Williams 

mother to Dai Williams, late forties/early fifties

            Private Ellis Jones 

London dairyman, early twenties

            Helen Jones 

wife of Ellis Jones, mother to Megan, early twenties

            Private Aneurin Lewis 

son of a Mid-Wales farmer, eighteen

            Siriol 

munitions worker from Llandudno, eighteen

            Private David Jones 

student artist, Londoner of Welsh descent, twenty

            Willem de Sitter 

Dutch physicist, forties

            Whitehall Secretaries 1, 2, 3 

various ages

            Colonel Bell 

Colonel, 15th Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, fifties

            Sergeant Snell 

Sergeant in 15th Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, thirties/forties

            Ensemble 

soldiers, rugby players, mothers, Watcyn, John, Lucy

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Act One

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               PROLOGUE

            

         

         A field beside a wood in Wales. The audience are gathered and marshalled by employees of ‘Cook’s Battlefield Experience Tours’.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Professor Phillips steps on to a small platform. He is energetic and passionate. Serious, but with a hint of humour.

         
            Phillips   Hello and welcome to another Cook’s Battlefield Experience Tour.

            And welcome too, to this beautiful part of Monmouthshire which, for the next few hours, we’ll transform into one of the battlefields of the Somme. A battlefield on which thousands of men from this very countryside, lost their lives.

            My name is Professor Phillips, and with the help of my assistants this evening I want to take you into the heart of a battle that’s become just as resonant here in Wales as the Somme has become in the memory of Britain as a whole. The battle of Mametz Wood.

            Right, ‘Fair stood the winds for France,’ as a poet once said. Let’s get you across the Channel!

            
               Holding up an umbrella Phillips leads the audience into the mouth of a rough support trench.

               The trench is constructed from farm material which might also be found on a battlefield – corrugated iron, wire, rough wooden struts and props. The walls of the trench increase in height. In the open field, before the mouth of the trench, a young messenger with a satchel, Watcyn, runs through the grass. Another young Soldier stands motionless, waiting for him.

               The rumble of distant artillery fire.

               As the audience make their way along the trench they encounter other young Soldiers. One plays a harmonica, another is brewing tea, another rolling a cigarette.

               Further along another is reading a weekly lads’ mag, while another, wearing contemporary British Army uniform, listens to hip-hop from a speaker connected to an iPhone.

            

            
               Another Skypes with his girlfriend on an iPad: a suggested comversation is included on page 80.

            

            
               The trench becomes single file.

               Walking against the flow of the audience is an Army Padre, talking to himself in North Walian Welsh.

               Above the trench stands Willem de Sitter, a man in his late forties, wearing a turn-of-the-century suit with glasses and a bow tie. He is holding a pocket watch and stands beside a telescope on a tripod.

               When he speaks it is with a Dutch accent.

            

            De Sitter   No hurry. Plenty of time. Plenty of time.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         At the end of the trench the audience are guided into a barn in which they discover a makeshift estaminet, a French pop-up café close to the front line.

         Folding tables are covered with chequered cloth. An accordion player sits in the corner. A menu in French hangs on the wall. French Women serve British Soldiers wine and food.  

         As Professor Phillips enters, the makeshift café and those inhabiting it melt away around him.

         
            Phillips   Bienvenue à France! But welcome, as well, to 1916. So, where are we exactly? Well, the countryside of Picardy beyond these walls is already familiar with the blood of Welsh fighting men. Agincourt and the Battle of Crécy were both contested over this ground. At both these battles Welsh soldiers fell in great numbers. And now, in 1916, over the same French soil, they will again.

            But why were there so many Welsh troops at Mametz?

            
               Phillips jumps on to a platform to illustrate his talk with photographs, maps, portraits.

            

            In 1914, when Lord Kitchener began raising his volunteer army, Lloyd George, the Chancellor, saw an opportunity for Wales to have an army of her own.

            But the appeal for a Welsh army came too late. Welsh men had already rushed to join existing regiments. As a result the hoped for stream of volunteers for a new Welsh division was a trickle. In time though, and with the help of recruits from London and a reduction in the regulation height, eventually 50,000 new Welsh soldiers became the 38th Division of the British Army.

            But these were soldiers short on equipment, and short on time. For many months they trained with brooms instead of rifles. When they came to France, each man had fired just twenty-four rounds on the firing range. When they arrive here in July 1916 they’ve already had several months at the front. But they’ve never taken part in a large scale attack. As they march in, more experienced soldiers consider them no more than ‘civilians in uniform’.

            In contrast, waiting for them in Mametz Wood, is the Lehr regiment of the Prussian 3rd Guards. An elite fighting force with a minimum height of 5ft 7 from which the Imperial Guard is selected. And it is from these men that the Welsh 38th Division must take Mametz Wood. 

            For a few days it will also be the only major British offensive. From July 1st to July 5th the British had attacked along the entire length of their line in Picardy. But then they had to pause, as without taking the wood any further advance was impossible. For the next few days, Mametz will be the only show in town. It will be a uniquely literary battle too, the attack bracketed by two great war poets. Siegfried Sassoon is in the front line opposite the wood just before, and Robert Graves will be wounded in its aftermath. There are even a couple of lesser known writers about to be involved in the attack itself. Lieutenant Llewelyn Wyn Griffith and Private David Jones, both of the 15th Royal Welsh Fusiliers, the 1st London Welsh.

            In time all of these writers will commit their memories of the battle to paper. It will become their past. But now, for the men of the Welsh division, as they march into the line the battle of Mametz Wood is their imminent future.

            So, I hope that gives you some context. But we’re not called Cook’s Battle Context Tours are we? No, no, no. We’re Cook’s Battle Experience Tours. So let’s get on with the experience shall we?

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE THREE

            

         

         Professor Phillips leads the audience into an adjoining barn with seating facing the back wall of a trench. Above this wall near and far blacks can open to reveal apertures the length of the trench. To the right of the seating is the end wall of a house, with three windows in which the following vignettes rotate:

         A young woman, Siriol, poses for a photograph taken with a flash.

         A man in his fifties stands before a BBC microphone. A producer’s voice tells him:

         
            BBC Producer’s Voice   In your own time, Mr Jones. 

            
               De Sitter looks through his telescope.

               A young woman, Helen, cradling an infant, steams open a letter and reads.

               An older woman, Edith, washes clothes against a washboard.

               In an exposed room to the right of these windows a British Officer Llewelyn Wyn Griffith (Young) runs a bath for his younger brother, Watcyn, a private soldier.

               Over this action male voices sing ‘Colon Lan’. As the audience settle Wyn Griffith (Young) brings his brother a cup of coffee and the women in the windows take up the hymn, replacing its lyrics with words of their own.

            

            Women   In case of loss, please return. In case of loss, please return.

            
               The barn door closes.

               An explosion.

               Blackout.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE FOUR

            

         

         The upstage blacks part to reveal an aperture the length of the stage area, through which a field and a wood can be seen.

         A young woman, Antoinette, approaches through the field. She carries a basket of gathered small branches. Entering through the aperture, she stands on the parapet of the trench.

         Birdsong.

         
            Antoinette   The wood was my father’s job. And his father’s before him. Le garde forestier. ‘Gamekeeper’, I think that is the word in English.

            
               She laughs.

            

            But it was only ever me who played games in there. It was a blessing to me, that wood. My mother, she was … not well. And my father, he was more interested in keeping the Count happy than his daughter. So I used to go to the wood. For hours. I even slept there once. Wrapped up in my grandmother’s coat. I lay there, under the roots of an old oak, listening to them call my name until midnight. ‘Antoinette! Antoinette!’ But I didn’t want to go home. I was already there.

            It was summer when I did that. And you know what I learnt? The birds, they sing before they see the sun. They know the light is coming. And so they sing. They woke me, and I did not understand. Because it was still dark. But then the first light came. As if they had sung the sun into rising. I’ll never forget that. Never.

            I went there in all seasons. Not just summer. In the winter, once, I came across a young deer. There was snow. I’d left tracks across the field from the village to the wood.

            
               The young messenger, Watcyn, runs into view in the field beyond. He stops and stares at Antoinette, who stares back.

            

            We just stared at each other. Me and that deer. It was so still, so I was still too.

            
               Watcyn runs on out of sight.

            

            But then it ran away. Jumping over the fallen branches. When it had gone, I felt so alone. I was alone before I saw it. I was often alone. But never as I was then, after the deer had gone.

            
               Soldiers of the 15th Royal Welsh Fusiliers begin to drift into the trench. They are new troops, carrying their lives with them. Trench shovels, billycans, rifles, packs and canteens.  

               Antoinette watches the troops arrive. The birdsong fades.

            

            That was when I was a child. When only local people knew the wood, and its name was just the name of a wood, not a battle.

            
               She watches more Soldiers arrive.

            

            They came to take the wood, and they did. Even when they left, they still occupied it. With their bodies, their deaths.

            
               She shakes her head, laughs bitterly.

            

            ‘Mametz’ they call it. ‘Mametz Wood.’ And that’s what their grandchildren and great-grandchildren still call it too. When they come here looking for them. Sometimes they come as a family. But mostly it’s just the men, on their own. Making tea in the boot of their car.

            
               A camper van drives into view in the field beyond, parking up in front of the wood.

            

            Sipping from a Thermos as they look at the wood. What do they want it to tell them? Maybe they just want to see the trees that have grown from their ancestors. Or just to look on the last thing they saw. Whatever the reason, they still come. All the time. To look.

            
               She gathers a couple more branches from the ground. As she stands she looks at the Soldiers again.

            

            They think it is theirs. Just because they died in it. But it is not. And it is not ‘Mametz Wood’. It is Bois de Mametz. And it is mine. It has always been mine.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE FIVE

            

         

         Early morning. Wyn Griffith (Young), mid-twenties, and Taylor, early forties, both officers, are surveying the wood through a periscope. Taylor takes sips from a mug of tea. Wyn Griffith compares his view with a map.

         
            Taylor   What do you think?

            Wyn Griffith   It’s a forest. I don’t see how we’ll do much damage to it.

            Taylor   One Maxim team on that southern edge. That’s all they need.

            
               Wyn Griffith lets Taylor look.

            

            Wyn Griffith   I don’t understand. Why keep us waiting in the lobby?

            Taylor   You mean Contalmaison?

            Wyn Griffith   Surely we should attack at the same time, not wait for the show to finish over there first?

            Taylor   Suppose they think that would spread our fire.

            Wyn Griffith   But it would spread theirs too. That’s the point.

            
               Taylor comes away from the periscope and smiles at the younger man.

            

            Taylor   You’re being too reasonable. I’m not saying you’re wrong. Even the general was cursing his orders this morning.

            Wyn Griffith   Of course he was. There could be ten of him in there or ten thousand. There’s no way of knowing. And that ridge –

            
               He takes the periscope again.

            

            Between the Hammerhead and Flat Iron Copse. It’s a bare slope. No cover at all. I know they want a smokescreen, but if they’ve got machine guns in those copses … 

            
               Taylor begins preparing a pipe as Wyn Griffith continues to survey the ground.

            

            Taylor   Who’s on your right?

            Wyn Griffith   16th Welsh, 11th South Wales Borders.

            
               In the distance, through the aperture, the Padre begins advancing through the field.

            

            Taylor   I saw the Padre earlier. Just before dawn.

            Wyn Griffith   Morgan?

            Taylor   Yes.

            Wyn Griffith   What was he doing out so early?

            Taylor   Off to do some burying. Still lots of our lads out there. He’d just come back from Fricourt. Hadn’t slept all night.

            Wyn Griffith   Why Fricourt?

            Taylor   He was looking for a grave.

            
               He shakes his head.

            

            I should have known. He was talking to himself. Praying I think. It was northern Welsh. I couldn’t really make it out. I asked him whose grave he was looking for. ‘My son’s,’ he said.

            Wyn Griffith   Christ. I knew young Morgan. We trained together.

            
               The Padre is closer now. The sound of his praying in Welsh is audible.

            

            Taylor   Killed near Fricourt. Day before yesterday.

            Wyn Griffith   Did he find him?

            Taylor   No. Couldn’t find the padre who’d buried him either. So he came back here. Said he should at least bury other men’s boys, even if he couldn’t find his own. 

            Wyn Griffith   He must have been walking all night.

            
               He begins packing items from a large pack into his haversack – matches, a pipe, some biscuits.

            

            Taylor   What could you say? You know my Welsh isn’t good. But you can’t speak English to a man who’s just lost his boy, can you? I managed a few words. Took off my helmet. Told him I was sorry.

            
               Wyn Griffith (Old) enters. He is late sixties, casually but smartly dressed in 1950s clothes. He carries two string bags full of groceries. Seeing Taylor and Wyn Griffith (Young), he walks towards them, stopping a few feet from his younger self, who pulls a small brown package tied with red ribbon from his pack.

            

            Wyn Griffith   Haven’t seen my brother, have you? I’ve been carrying this around for him for days. It’s his birthday.

            Taylor   I saw him last night. In that old German dugout. He’s been made a runner, for battalion.

            
               The sound of an artillery barrage opens up offstage. Both men look in its direction, as does the Padre standing in the aperture and all the other Soldiers in the trench. Wyn Griffith (Old) continues looking at his younger self as he puts the brown package into his haversack.

               Watcyn appears in the aperture, getting dressed after a bath. He finishes by putting on his messenger’s satchel.

            

            Wyn Griffith (Old)   Taylor knew my younger brother Watcyn well. They’d joined up on the same day, in the same village. But that’s where the similarity ended. Taylor was a Brigade Signalling Officer. Watcyn was still a boy, and just a private infantryman. He should have been wearing a school uniform, not a khaki one. He’d just turned nineteen. 

            
               Taylor takes down the periscope. The aperture closes.

            

            Taylor   I should get down to Pommiers. We’ve been laying lines all night and we’re still not done.

            Wyn Griffith   Are you taking Danzig Alley?

            Taylor   Yes. They’ll be replying soon enough.

            Wyn Griffith   I’ll come. Evans will be wanting me.

            
               Both men finish off packing their haversacks.

               Taylor finishes his tea, and takes some biscuits from his haversack. He offers some to Wyn Griffith.

            

            Taylor   Go on. You never know where you’ll end up today. Or when.

            
               Wyn Griffith (Young) takes the biscuits. The sound of an answering German barrage. Shells exploding nearby throw soil into the trench.

               The two men shoulder their haversacks to leave. Taylor exits. As Wyn Griffith (Young) is about to go he pauses and looks towards his older self as if aware of someone watching him. For a moment the two men look at each other.

               Wyn Griffith (Young) exits. Wyn Griffith (Old) watches him go.

               The Soldiers in the trench go about their duties around him.
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