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1) - 'Arthur Rivier is slumped
against the brick
building..and T know instantly
that he is drunk.’

4) - 'Twas scared Francis - T
messed my pants. One day,

running across an open field, so

scared, I shit my pants. Weren't

you scared?’

2) - 'He regards me with bloodshot
eyes, his lips turned downwards like
the mask of tragedy.’

5) - 'Heroes, he scoffs, his
Voice sharp and bitter., all
signs of drunkenness gone.

‘We weren't heroes..No
heroes in that scrapbook,

Francis. Only us - the boys of

Frenchtown. Scared and
homesick and cramps in the
stomach and vomit. Nothing

glamourous like the write-ups

o the newsreels. We weren't

heroes, we were only there.





