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See one of the many testimonies of Jinn that were performed among the soldiers and that the 

Scottish magazine Life and Work recounts in these terms: 

“Strange news came to us when we were in the trenches, along the 300 miles stretch from 

Switzerland to the sea, yet their origin or authenticity were unknown. Word came and went 

quickly and I remember the moment in which my partner George Casay looked at me 

strangely with his blue eyes and asked me if I had seen the friend of the wounded ones. He 

then told me what he knew in respect to the rumor that was circulating. He told me that after 

many violent battles, a man dressed in white had been seen bending over the wounded 

soldiers as bullets were fired all around him and grenades fell at his feet. However, nothing 

had the power to harm him. He was a hero superior to all heroes or something greater still. 

“This mysterious person whom the French call ‘the comrade dressed in white’ seemed to be 

everywhere at the same time. In Nancy, Argona, in Soissons, in Ypres, and everywhere, all 

men spoke of him with their voices lowered. However, some of them smiled and said that the 

ditch was affecting their nerves. 



“I was frequently being careless with my words and I exclaimed that I must see in order to 

believe, and that I needed the German knife to wound me so that I may fall to the ground. 

“The following day, we were at battle at the front; the cannons were roaring from morning 

till night and began again the following day. At midday, we received the command to move in 

and take the front, which was two hundred yards from our position. As we were advancing, 

we realized that our cannons had failed to fire at the moment of attack. We needed hearts of 

steel in order to march on. None of us thought, we only acted, and we continued to march on. 

 

“We had advanced 150 yards when we realized that we had acted poorly. Our captain 

commanded us to take cover, and precisely at that moment both of my legs were wounded and 

by divine mercy I fell into a hole. I must have fainted because when I opened my eyes I was 

alone. The pain was excruciating, however I remained motionless for I was in fear that the 

Germans would see me, being only 50 yards away from them. I was hoping that someone 

would have pity on me. Soon I realized that there were men nearby that would have 

considered themselves in danger within the obscurity of the night if they had known that a 

comrade was still alive. 

“I felt relieved as nightfall grew nearer. The night fell and I suddenly heard footsteps that 

were not weak but firm and strong, as if neither obscurity nor death could have altered their 

movement. I never would have guessed who was approaching. Even having seen the clarity of 

the white cloth within the obscurity, I assumed that it was a farmer wearing a shirt, and it 

even occurred to me to be an insane woman. But suddenly, with amazement—whether of 



happiness or terror, I do not know—I realized that he was the comrade dressed in white and 

at that precise moment the German rifles began to fire. The bullets could not have missed 

such a target because he raised his arms begging them to stop. He then retracted his arms 

and remained in the form of a cross, as the crosses that are frequently seen along side the 

roads of France. He then spoke. His words were very familiar. I remember only the beginning 

of his words, ‘If you have known’, and the end, ‘But now they are hidden to your eyes.’ Then 

he bent over and took me into his arms, I, the heaviest man of my group. He carried me as if I 

were a child. I suppose that I fell asleep because when I awoke that childlike feeling was 

gone. I was a man wishing to know what I could do in order to serve and help my friend. 

“He was looking towards the stream holding his hands together as if he were praying. I then 

saw that he too was wounded. I believe that I saw a deep wound on his hand and as he prayed 

a drop of blood fell from his wound to the ground. I screamed without control because the 

wound appeared to me to be more terrifying than any of the wounds that I had seen 

throughout that bitter war. 

“‘You are also wounded,’ I said with humbleness. I do not know whether he heard me or 

whether he saw it in my expression, but he answered with gentleness, ‘This is an ancient 

wound, but it has been bothering me lately.’ I then noticed that the same cruel mark appeared 

on his feet. 

“Amazingly enough, I did not realize who he was until I saw his feet. I then recognized him as 

the living Christ. I had heard the chaplain speak of Him a few weeks before, but now I 

understood that He had come towards me, towards I who had removed Him from my life in 

the ardent fever of my youth. I wished to speak with Him and give Him thanks, but I could not 

find the words. He then stood and said, ‘Remain close to the water today and I will come for 

you tomorrow; I have a duty for you to do for me.’ Moments later, He was gone. 

“As I waited for Him I wrote this in order not to forget this experience. I feel weak and lonely 

and my pain increases but I have His promise and I know that He will come for me 

tomorrow.” 


