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NIGHT PATROLS

ALWAYS . ACTIVE
~ INTOUL SECTOR

Separafe Instructions for
Every Man Who Goes Out
Between the Lines

LISTENING IN ON HUN TALK

=

Milwaukee Soldier Acts as lntqr-
preter Wl_len German Wagon
Driver Voices Complaint

NO SINECURE FOR OFFICERS
. —_——
Captain, If He’s l_.ucky, Sometimes
Gets a Chance to Sleep Two
Hours a Day

[Liditorial Note—Mr. Junius B. Wood,
correspondent of the Chicugo Daily
News with the A.ETF,, recently spent a
week in the sector held by the Awmeri-
can Army northwest of Toul. 1le lived
the life of a doughboy, slept 2 little and
saw a lot. He spent his days in and near
the front line and some of-his nights in

No Man's Land. Here is the second. and
concluding instalment of his story {told
by days), depicting life at the frout as
it actually is. The first instalment was
published In last week's issue of 'HI
STARS AND STRIPIES.]

Hy JUNIUS B. WOOD .
. the “Chicago Daily News
Correspondent ot N e AEF, Y '

PUESDAY—“I am just waiting for
my men to come S0 we cian start out on
a patrol to examine Tritz's wire,” said
a young lieutenant as a captain and I
shoved aside the gas proof blanket over
the door and edged into a dugout,

" sector reports o sniper working
tonight—watch out for him,” -:mtione_d
the captain. “IIave ail posts been noti-
. fied of your starting and what time you

expect. to return?’ he asked a moment
tater, .
‘“YWord is being sent along now,” said
the lieutenant. A solemn ficed sergeant
sitting on the littte bunk beside
the lieutenant nodded corroboration.
Pwelve hours earlier I had  scen the
same sergeant berding a squad of men

into a dugout for sheltered eating.
Starting a patrol is a ticklish, serious
proposition. A little group of wmen slip
“out and away, not notifying anybody.
A messenger whispers to every sentry
along the line how many men are zoing.
when they are starting, the spot in the
wire picked for their return, and the
time of their return. Seeing shadowy
forms stealing through No Man's” Land
in the haze and rhe light of a harvest
moon aud ot knowing that it is tbeir
own patrol is liable to cause half a
dozen automatic rifles to turn  loose.
Tnstantly, the forbidden strip is as light
as day in the glare of rockets. both sides
shooting, with disastrons cffect to the
patrol. .
“Through the entire night there 1is
worry and a constant strain until the
last patrol has safely returned,” said
the captain as the pariy left.

Joys of a Captain’s Life

A captain’s life seems to be a con-
stant patrol of the maze of trenches
that his company is occupying. At night
it is a continuous circunit. talking to
lieutenants commanding platoons, cau-
tioning and encouraging the men. By
day it is the same tiresome tramp, witeh-
ing working parties, suggesting changes.
strengthening the line. If no extra re-
ports are to be prepared, he is per.xmtted
to sleep between two and four in the
afternoon.

Such a strain is the chief reason why
the same outfit is seldom in the trenches
longer than a week before being relieved.
-There is neither hot nor cold water, a
basin of muddy water for shaving being
the nearest one usually gets to washing
one's face. Undressing unsually consists
of removing one's rubber boots and steel
helmet for the few minutes one is able
to sleep. The Sam Browne belt is not
worn in the trenches, while most offi-
cers further detraet from their appear-
ance by clipping their hair close to their
heads, waking them resemble overgrown
BEnglish walnuts.

Most dugouts would give hysteries to
a sanitary housing expert. It is a phase
of warfare which would not lend itself
to picture painting. One captain’s dug-
out I visited was so low that only his
helmet prevented him from fracturing
his skull when he stood up. Rats splashed
throneh three inches of stagnant water
under the rough slatted floors. In honor
of visitors, two candles were lighted in-
stead of one feeble light.

The room was so narrow that one per-
con only could stand between the shelf-
table and the tier of two bunks. When
another wanted to pass it was necessary
for the first one {o perch on one of the
bunks. The lower bunk, on this night,
was wet, so four of us took turns sleep-
ing in the upper berth.

Dirt Least of Their Worries

“We pump out the dugout each day
and will be able to keep the water below
the floor until it rains,” said the cap-
tain. “We don't bother about dirt or
being crowded. Three of us live here
all the time.”

It was close to six o'clock in the morn-
ing and the captain was busy poring
over maps when a soldier rapped at the
door, crawled through the curtain and
came inside. As the faint candle rays
struck him, I rubbed my eyes to see
whether I was awake, dreaming, or at
a1 minstrel show., The man's face was
blackened in the approved style.

“Our party has returned. It is the
last one back,” reported the soldier.

“Some men black their feces by rube
bing in mud.” explained the captain, “so
they won't shine in the moonlight when
they go raiding.”

I was sitting on a little charcoal stove
in which the fire was out. Twenty-two
hours’' tramping through the trenches
makes a person drowsy,

“We'ltl have supper at cight o'clock
this morning,” was the last thing I heard
the captain say as I dozed off.

A Life-and-Death Weather Vane

WEDNESDAY-—The last thing I
heard today as I left battalion bhead-
quarters and started for my residence
in the front.line trench was the warn-
ing of the surgeon, “have both gas masks
ready for instant use.”

His little dugout, a fleld dressing sta-
tion. equipped as a bomb and gas proof,
chamber, was copstantly ready to receive
zas victims and administer antidotes
and neutralizing gases.

On the parapet of the front trench
before every post command is a ‘weather
vane a whittled, thin board which shows
whether the wind is favorable for car-
rring the stifling mist from the enemy
trenches. Each platoon has a. gas
.sentry who hourly, night and day, re-
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I'rom reveille to taps at night they're

When on their heads the weapons of

As serappers leal and loyal, they are

ST. PATRICK’S DAY 1918

Sure, the harp and shamrock lead the van on every battlefield,
The blackthorn stick is ample cause for Prussian foes, to yield ;
The fists of sturdy Irish lads up frout have paved the way
For victorv—so honor them on this St. Patricks day! -

‘Those modern missionaries well uphold St. Patrick’s fame-—

The unbelieving Boches are converted once for all

The “fighting race” has proved its steel in thix opr ALF.— R
To wheedlings of the pacifists its members all are deaf;, . = * «  =!
They never sprang from anyone. but always at their tRoge—=

In any sort of scrimmage they will make the Huns the moalst ¢ i

St. Patrick's job was driving snakes and other reptiles xl—b
So, in St. Patrick’s manner, watch the Irish put to rout
The Tenton snakes and reptiles who would poison all the world
With tyranny, wherever German standards are unfurled.”

Then success ntteud.thc Irizh who Columbia's cause uphold!

Their cheery wit and songfulness drive all the blues away—
Turn out, salute Ould Erin on this war-time “Patrick’s day™!

always in the game;

the TIrish gin to fall!

worth their weight in gold;

ports the direction of the wind and pa-
trols the trenches, carrying a klaxon
under his arm ready to sound an instant
alarm. Men of the post are instructed
to-look for signs of gas as vigilantly as
for enemy snipers,

“Watell for’ The wind secins
changing. It may be favorable for the
enemy in an hour,” was the last order
the lieutenant in command of the pla-
toon gave the sergeani as we climbed
out of the trenches for a patrol along
the German wire: A

We little anticipated then what a vital
bearing the things we discovered in the
next hour would have on a German sur-
prise gas attack three days laler.

On making a patrol. a knitted wool
casque takes the place of the steel hel-
met. The latter is liuh!e {o rattle against
the barbed wire and bring a fusilade of
bullets from the automatic rifles of the
enemy. -

s,

Instructions for Every Man

IBach man in our party bad a definite
position and definite instructions as to
what to do in case of an alarm. Ivery-
one except the lieutenant was armed
with an automatic revolver and four
grenades, The leutenant carried a
rocket pistol and Véry light cartridges.
ready to fire a signal calling for a bar-

‘rage if we were atiacked. We were not

insured against a failure to return. but
it was some satisfaction to know that
a bank of batteries was standing on a
hill behind wus ready to hurl several
thousand dollars worth of shells if the
Germans shot at any of us.

“TFollow one al a time =0 we won't
be outlined against the skyline.” said
the lieutenant. ecrawling over the
parapet.

We worked our way through our own
belt of barbed wire, scraping the backs
of our leather jerkins, but the wind
drowned the rattle of the loose strands.

“Be careful yon don't hit unexploded

grenades. There are lots of them out
here,” said the lieutenant, as we erawled

across No Man's Land. The forbidden
strip was pitted with shell holes—some
of them old omnes filled with water with
a conting of thin ice. others exposing
fresh earth. In the frosty haze. objects
stood out ghosilike under a full moon.

“Saw a flash in that direction.” whis-
pered a soldier. “It's a stump. There
may be a sniper behind it. We found it
Inst night.”

“We'll wait. a couple of minutes,” said
the lieutenant.

‘Siow 200-Yard Journcy

It seemedan hour. Everyhody strained
his eyes toward the faint speck in the
distance, but there was no other flash,
and we resumed our erawling. Our des-
tination, the German wire. wax finally
reached, It was a slow journcy over
the 200-yard strip.

In the silent night at that point the
sounds of the enemy working carried to
our ears. We heard the rattle of tin,
as if being uploaded from a wagon, the
ring of metal, ax if pipe was being
moved. Snatehes of conversation in Ger-
man were easily heard.  What seemed
to be pipes were German wminnenicerfers
which later hurled at usx deadly gas pro-
jectiles. We then heard the creak of
the wagons being driven away. and for
a few moments there was silence. Then
came the rattle of another wazon ap-
proaching heavily loaded and a German
driver vigorously complaining.

“He says, *This horse is no goesd, the
other pulls all the load,” " translated a
soldier of our parry hailing from Mil-
wankee.

Further commentx of the German
transport service were drowned in the
rattle of more iron being unloaded. It
was cvidently the last load. for all was
silent after the team with its one slacker-
horse c¢reaked away. Dawn was not far
away as we staried our slow journey
back, still protected by, the shades of
night,

Sniper Starts Something

THURSDAY—“I saw the flash of a
riflec just there in our wires and I have
been firing at it.,” excitedly whispered
a soldier crouching on the firing step as
a licutenant and I hurried up at the
sound of his automatic rifle,

“Keep after him if he fires again.”
said the lieutenant.

As if in answer to the order. a bullet
struck the corrugated rain shelter over

our heads with & resonnding whang.
Everybody crouched =afely below the

level of the parapet. No flush showed
where the rifle had been fired.

“He must be shooting throngh a wet
blanket Lo conceal his loeation.” said the
licutenani. “I saw a flash, but I think
it was the bullet hitting our wire.”

“I believe he's =sniping Crom the Boche
trenches,” said an auntomatic rifleman
at the next post.

“Keep watching until you get him,”
was the order of the lieutenant. We
then passed along each post of his
sector. .

It had been what is called a quief
day on the American front. Just what
a ‘“quiet day” is may surprise persons
nnaccustomed to living amid flying man-
made engines of death,

Planes Furnish Diversion

The Germans started shortly after day-
break by shelling our trench mortar bat-
teries near the front trenches for half
an hour. An hour later they started
again, aiming at battery emplicements
farther back. Our guns naturally
answered,

As a variation to the shelling, aero-
planes flew over—alone or in groups of
three or four—while our guns filled the
sky with balls of white smoke. One avia-
tor emptied a clip of his machine gun at
our trenches. but they were.almost de-
serted at that hour and. we had no one
Killed or seriously injured.

The soldiers considered this a quiet
day, and the officers so reported it. There
were only a few more shell craters in
the landscape, and only a few spots in
the trenches which had been knocked in
and whieh bad to be repaired, and, for-
tunately, no American was killed.

While the lieutenant with whom I live
in the little dugout right in the front
linc slept, I accompanied the major on
an inspection of the previous night's
progress in strengthening another point.

We came to a stretel of marsh where
the trenches ceased, being replaced by
ouly a waist high camouflaged side and
a duckboard path.

“We'll go around through the wood,”
s«nid the major. TUprooted trees. birch
rsaplings cut as smoothly as by an axe,
ranches which never would bud again,
all ent off by Germun shells, strewed our

path. Sitting in the door of a dugout
in the woods were two soldiers, inere

hoys. cleaning automatie revolvers.

“Shelled our woods about an hour ago
and got one of our fellows, T zuess, but
we'll even it up,” said one with a grim
smile. It all went to make a quiet day.

At last, daylight, with the boom of the
big guns, ceased. and the rat-u-tat of the
automatic rifie in the hands of the sniper
stalking his human prey under cover of
darkness, took its place.

“Swanson says he saw the flash of a
sniper’s rifle agninst our wire.” the lieu-
fenant inforwmed his first sergeant as we
entered a gas sentry’s dugont that eve-
ning to warm our fingers Since the
lieutenant had left his own dugout a
shell had caved in the entrance and it
was no longer habitable.’

“Ile’s alwayrs hearing or seeing some-

thing. Next he will be reporting that he
heard the Germans manicuring their

finger- nails in their trenches,” declared
the =ergeant.

“Don’t Get Careless”

“Don't get careless.” cautioned the
licutenant. “I'm going out now to in-
spect the outer helt of our barbed wire,
Gel two men to accompany "’

A few minutes later we crawled over
the top and worked our way through
snecessive mazes of wire entanglements
in No Man's Laud. Shells daily tear
gaps in the wire and constant repairing
at night ix necessary.

As we wenti out, the sergeant in rhe
trench stond with a Véry light pistol in
his hand., resdy to send up a colored
rocket calling for a barrage should gqny
action start. As we moved. (:l'Oll(‘@l
along the wire. our silent trenchess
seemed deserted and harmlessz. Onl¥ b
having seen men standing post in ﬁu)‘I:
trenches a few minutes hefore were we'
able to realize that unscen eyes were
watching us. unscen rifles were covering
ux, ready to engulf in a hail of bullets
any unknown prowlers who approached.
As we looked across No Man's Land, the
enemy's wire could be dimly scen.

“Tt needs some repairing.  We'll do it
after we have cofl'ee.” said the lieulenant
as we came in.

Arrangements for the second trip were
the same as for the first except that
the party was larger. A sergeant did
the wiring, others carried wire and stood
wuard. 'Two soldiers, ecarrying a rattling
spindle over shell-pitted No Man's Land,
woxsiped in whispers. "

How to Get Free Light

“If they threw a nickel firecracker
behind Bill he'd tear down the side of
the trench getting back.” szaid one. re-
ferring to one of the guards.

“The Germans have wires
with eleetricity in front
trenches,” said the other.

“Sure, an American officer went over
and tapped it and now has electrie lights
in his dugout.” affirmed his companion.

Somebody in the next seetor wasted
a Véry light, which soared in our direc-
tion. showing up our party like a ~carch.
light. There were strong remarks under
breath from uail. 'The light sputtered into
darkness and the wiring was resunted.

“It's  getting daylighit now and we'll
o back,” finally said the lientenant.

“I'd rather be out here taking a
chance (han standing around in the
treneh.”” was the way one youngster
summed up the American soldier's eager-
ness to get busy as he crawled back into
the trenches.
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WELL, THEY DO!

Sentry: Halt! Who's there?
Voice in the Dark: Me. .
Sentry: Who'in hell's me?

V.ID.: George:

Sentry: George who?

V.ILD.: George Jones,

Sentry: T don't want
want the parole,

V.I.D.: Mmmmmmm --Memphis!?

Sentry: Nope.

V.I.LD.: Nnnunn—Nashville!

Sentry: Right.

V.ID.: Good work!
HOTELPLAZA ATHENEE

25. AVLNUL MONTAIGNE, PARIS.

your name, I

I just guessed!

HOTI':L D'ALBE, Av. Champs-Elyebey &
R Avrnuo da I'Aling. .Rariss i
PATRONISED DY AMELICANS.

F.A.;_‘_IU.Y HOTEL, 7, Ave. du "Frocudire.

J'l beard from 10 frenls.
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ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY

“My Portrait”’’

FINEST 19 Avenue de Clichy

(near Place Clichy),
PHOTOS &~ PARIS »

Amcvicane, vou will find
torches and bulbs at

“LA LUMIERE ponr Tous”

®, Bus Hti.liorentish, Parly (8e).
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+ BRUGTORE

REQUISITES FROM

ROBERTS ac=

AMERICAN DRUGGISTS.
TARLS, 5 Rut 01 1A PAL PARIS
PAE , Am..-u'mu 2960
ARMY, HOSPITALS, SAMTARY FORMATIONS
& CANTEENS

YANKEES HELP HONOR
FRANCE'S WAR HEROES

Ceremony First of Kind at
Which United States
Is Represented

MUSIC BY AMERICAN BAND

‘| Men From Pacific Coast Have Part

in Impressive Exercises at
Bestowal of Medals

Symbolizing the sisterhood of Frauce
and the United Statex. American Army
oflicers and men participated In  the
forma! decoration of the latest little
group of ¥rench soldiers to win offieial
recognition for work upon the battle-
field. The ceremony, the first of its kind
at which the United Siares” was repre-
sented. was held recently at a city in
western France where American Army
units from the Pacific coast “are sta-
tioned.

Fhirteen officers received the Croir dc
la Legion d'Honnecur, 40 men were deco-
rated with the Medaille Militaire, 8§7

S were awarded the Croir de Guerre, and

several medals were bestowed upon the
widows and children of men who could
not receive them in person, men who
have made the great sacrifice for their
country.

The ceremony took place in the cen-
tral plaza of the ¢ity. the men to be
decorated being grouped at the base of
a Tamous statue with an Ameriean guard
of honor on one side and a French on
the other. At the last minute ambu-
lanees appearcd bearing convaleseent
wounded ,who were to receive decora-
tions. . .

Flags Fly Together

The American colors were in place be-
side-the French and. after an American
band had played the national anthems
of France and of ithe United States, the
French and  Ameriean officers passed
them at salute and inspected the group
of honor. A I'rench general of a divi-
sion. accompanied by an American briga-
dier-general, then passed down the line.
pinning on the breast of each man his
decoration and saluting him with a kiss
upon cach cheek.

Ai the end of the line stood, with their
children, the widows of men who had
died valorously on theé field. Tears came
to the eyves of many as the general lifted
one litile c¢hild and pinned upon bix
breast the medal won by his dead father.

The citations of the men {old of re-
markable deeds. Private I’essane Hour-
dar, who resigned as an oflicer in the tele-
eraphic seection to serve in an African

ilgent, distingnished himself by his

'5&@% Qg danger in an attack in
| which /iie Jast both legs: Private Leon-
:lu'_c'l,“l'.,,u erre was on sentry duty. and.
n-l-t]fdjig’h_-_&er;_io]:_lsly wounded by a raiding

sty of ‘the épfmy. defended and held
glis--po,nt ,.uqtil‘ comrades arrived and re-
flisdd""ht‘_-g\yr fighting until the enemy
had been tTepulsed.

Shell Couldn’t Bury This Man

Private Sylvain Barrou, badly
wounded by a grenade, refused to cease
fighting until he fell nnconscious. Fran-
cois Jurat, buried by the debris flung up
by arshell, dug himself oui. and held with
a machine gun an attacking party until

| HOTEL

CONTINERNTAL

3 Ruc de €Castiglione, PARIS

Sore held an
And so it

reinforced: Private Jean
exposed post for 48 hours,
was down the entive list,
After the presentation of medals, the
men decornted were the guests at a re-

ception in an American Y.M.CA. The
French general delivered an address

from the balcony. first in English and
then in French and the American briga-
dier-general responded. his words being
repested in Prench by an interpreter.
James Perry, secretary of the Y. AMLCAL
who was host at the reception. spoke in
Irench, telling the men that they had
brought the day of liberty closer,

- JUST BEFORE TAPS

“\Where's my hat?”

~This shavin’ in cold water-——

“What'd the Top say?”

“ITey, shut that door!”

Z-Z-zwunk.

“\well, for the lova Mike, did you know
her, too?”

“ITit me ecasy.”

“These French Janes are all right,
but. " - -

~say. I gotla get that hatl”

“rThat guy. why he used {o be a ribbon

Ci———

Z-Ze-zwunk.

“Qay, quit shakin® this bed, will vuh ¥

“Heyv, whaddayuh rtink dis place is, a
harn?”

“Take it, that makes 22,7

“Don’t know how they get away with
it_—Il

“p'd like to know where that —— hat
is, anyhow.”

“How long to taps®”

“AN T ocays ‘Parvlez-vous > "

“Say, how da yub spell *trajectory "

*Oh. did yon get one. too*”’

“Fow'd you like to he walking up old
Broad——" '

“My  boh-h-hnie
hun!”

Z-Z0--z-2-wango,

“Say, if I don't find that hat,
am I—"

“Lights out!” O,Z\
“Just one more 19,0 e
“And X suys-———@ [ o .DI\/ A
“Uire a hall  ; CFY A

Z-z—z—z-ug-gk-wz-z-i—,z.-}.B f? A RV[Y

liecx over the och-h-

how
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. GENTLEMEN'S DEPARTMENT, HOSIERY, -
: Ladies’ Lingerie
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SLEATOR & CARTER

PARIS 39_Avenue de 'Onéra PARIS ;
English & American Civil & Military Tailors |

- | Olive Drab Uniforms and American ti

Insignia a Speciality ?5

» 2]

SAM BROWNXNE BELTS
TRENCIL COATS
WRAP PUTTEES

AMERICAN OVERSBEAS
FATIGUE CAF
(To, Mcasuro)

; ST,

AMERICAN MILITARY and NAVAL FORCES |
CREDIT LYONNAIS

_ Head Office: LYONS
Central Office: PAR!S_,_IiBoulevard des Italiens

BANKING BUSINESS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION
WITH ENGLISH-SPEAKING STAFF

EVERY FACILITY® FOR FOREIGNERS

Branches in all principal French towns, amongst others the following:
Amiens, Angers, Angouléme, Bar-le-Duc, Bayonne, ‘Belfort, Besangon, Bordeanx,
Boulogne-sur-Mer, Brest, Cuen, Calais, Cannes, Cette, Chaumont, Dieppe, Dijon,

Dankirk, Epernay, Epinal, Fécamp, Havre, La Rochelle, Limoges, Marseilles,
Nancy, Nantes, Nice, Orleans, Rennes, Rochfort, Rouven, Saint-Iizier, Saint-Malo,

Toulon, Tours, Trouville, Troyes, Vannes, Versailled, Vitry-le-Frangois,

Bourges
Clermont-Ferrand, Isodun, Nevers, Saint-Raphaél, Vierzon. .

COMPTOIR

Officers and Men may
parcel post, passenger,

ADAMS EXPRESS

CABLE AND MAIL FORMS
When Making Remittances to U. S. A. through the

CREDIT LYONNAIS ndte .

At their Branches throughout France.

THE ADAMS EXPRESS CO., PARIS, open DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS
——subject to cheque—and Funds may be handed to Branch Offices of
the above Banks with instructions to remit same to:——

ADAMS EXPRESS CO., |

28 Rue du 4-Septembre, PARIS

ASK FOR

.

NATIONAL D’ESCOMPTE

send us Shipments from any part of France by
or freight train service for transporiation to the
United States or Canada
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THE BARRETT COMPANY OF AMERICA |*

Roofings for Buildings of Every
Kind that Man or Beast Lives.In.

MWW A VALY ANAMMAVWAATWAWWAVWAVA K '

Millions of Square Feet now Cover Uncle Sam’s )

Buildings in America and the Allied Countries.

MAMATIAVA LALLMV WAMAMAAMMALLWVAMA A

The Name BARRETT Stands for the Best in Roofings ||

See That You
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Get It Also.
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