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An old man with steel rimmed spectacles and 
very dusty clothes sat by the side of the road. 
There was a pontoon bridge across the river 
and carts, trucks, and men, women and chil-
dren were crossing it. The mule-drawn carts 
staggered up the steep bank from the bridge 
with soldiers helping push against the spokes 
of the wheels. The trucks ground up and away 
heading out of it all and the peasants plodded 
along in the ankle deep dust. But the old man 
sat there without moving. He was too tired to 
go any farther.
It was my business to cross the bridge, explore 
the bridgehead beyond and find out to what 
point the enemy had advanced. I did this and 
returned over the bridge. There were not so 
many carts now and very few people on foot, 
but the old man was still there.
“Where do you come from?” I asked him.
“From San Carlos,” he said, and smiled.
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