
THE STARS AND STRIPES: FRANCE, FRIDAY, MARCH 22, 1918.

WHEN JOHNNY COMES
SAILING HOME AGAIN

There?ll Be Lots to Do Before We Get Back Into
Cits, But How About Those Annual

Reunions?

Of course, we all know what we?ll do
when it?s all over, and this coarse and
vulgar Hohenzollcrn iierson lias hcou
taught his proper place, and the world
has been made safe for democracy and
all (lie rest.

We?ll go home; and the old [lacks will
never seem lighter than they will as wo'
trek down to the wharves at llie port
of embarkation. And on the way over
we?ll sing?sing nil the way, and never
have a thought of seasickness. No. not
even if we have to cross the English
Channel on our way back will we ex-
perience the slightest touch of mul rfc
mer.

And when wo steam into New York
hi. bor, with every tug, every ferryboat
tooting Us durnedest to welcome us, and
the windows of the skyscrapers just
jammed full of people aching to get a
glimpse of us. and the wharves clogged
with all our families and friends just
dying to get hold of ns, and Lower
Broadway banked from the first to the
twentieth story with the massed flags of
the Allies, and City Hall smothered in
rod, white and blue rosettes, with the
mayor (whoever he may be then) stand-
ing out in .front with his |)lug hat. and
frock coat on extending the keys of the
city, and all the rest, and Fifth Avenue
lined with memorial arches and courts
of honor and sprinkled with flags till
it looks like the Milky Way, it will be
a great and a happy day.

There will probably bo a parade all the
way from Washington Square up to
Grant?s Tomb, to lie sure; but by that
time, some kind [lower will have directed
us to remove our packs, and we won?t
mind the hike a bit. We?ll just nick up
all that perfectly fine pavement with our
old hobnailed shoes?they will lie aw-
fully old by then, unless we get a new
issue?and swing along. And when we
pass the President of the United States
and the Secretary of War and the Gov-
ernor of New York and Lord knows who
else, at the corner of Fifth Avenue and
Forty-second Street, we?ll snap ?em an
?Kycs left!" that'll fairly lake 'em off
their feet.

Still a Lot to Do
Of course, they'll probably shove ns

off after that to some camps for a while,
until we can turn in all our stuff con-
veniently, and get our papers made out,
and attend to all the rest of the for-
malities, but wo won?t mind it, because
we'll know it can't hist forever. They?ll
probably bo easy on us about reveille at
those camps, because they?ll know we
won?t be training for much of anything;
and we can afford to get along with
small kitchen details in anticipaiion of
the oats in store for us once we?re re-
leased.

Then, after we've got our service rec-
ords made out as they should be made
out, and our clothes, real clothes with
hip pockets in them and waistcoats and
honest to \u25a0 goodness trousers with cuffs
on the bottoms of them, have come along
from home or somewhere, and we've col-
lected all the hack pay that'# due ns,
and have squared up our accounts with
the United States, thn.v?ll probably let us
go; not too many at a time, so as to
clog up the railroads, but bit. by bit,
the guys who have, served the longest
getting the lirst crack to get off. But
before wo go we?ll march up to the
colonel's tent, one by one, in our new
and funny-feeling cits? clothes, and take
him by the hand, man-to-mau like, and
tell him what a hell of a good old guy
he is in spite of all we?ve said about him,
and how, if there is another war, we
want to join up under him, and all the
rest. Then we?il hop the train, and beat
it fur home. \u25a0

ns some time to got back into the swine
of tilings, but (be bosses will be patient.
And we will bo so tickled with the fun
of punching tin; old time clock that we?ll
forget it?s just another way of answer-
ing ?Hero!" at roll call.

Rut. after a time, tilings will begin
to gut irksome. The going to work and
coming hack, (lie eating supper and go-
ing to the movies or the theater or the
lodge meeting, will begin to pall on us
a bit. Then it: will bo about, time for
the most enterprising guy in the outfit
to send out a bunch of reply postcards
asking ns to nicer, at some restaurant in
the near future for a reunion. Will we
bite?; Our guess is we will!

Just Like Old Times
If the enterprising guy iu question is

on to Lis job, lie?ll select a little French} -

kind of restaurant, not too expensive,
where they positively refuse to serve the
vegetables along with (he meat, and
scorn the use of butter at, the table. He
will see to it?if the Slates haven?t gone
dry?that a bottle of n?n rwt</v, or one of
soapy beer is placed beside every plate,
and a bag of rollljig tobacco is on top
of every uapkin. He won?t: arrange any
formal program of spcecinnaking unless
ouc of our old generals bapiiens to be
within range; and he'll let us furnish
our own music. That we will, too, with
a wallop.

Ali the old songs that wo used to use
to cut down the hikes, all the old gags
that the Top used to [mil to got us up
In the morning, all the old adventures
in front and behind the front?the losses
of direction, the bumping up against un-
expected acquaintances in the dark, the
divvle of a time we had finding our way
around with our guide-book French?all
those will be brought up for an airing.
There we?ll sit, and smoke, and sing,
and sip. and sing again, and tell the
story over and over, till the proprietor
of the place will begin to wonder if
we?re ever going homo, and will begin to
bint broadly to the man in charge that
it?s about time he started us. Finally,
iu our own good time, and not before,
we?ll begin to go homo.

Those reunions will be line things,
splendid things. We'll banker for them
from year?s end to year?s end. And the
people on the outside, who for one reason
of another couldn't got, to go over when
we went, will lie mighty envious of ns
every time we stage one. They are great
tilings to look forward to?now ?ai-.
though it may at times lie bard to think?
so. Rut just as sure as the Lord made
little green apples, they are coming, all
tlie same.

And how they will begin to spoil us
at home! What feeds they will set be-
fore us, what attention they will lavish
ou us. And how busy we?ll be kept tell-
ing about everything that?s happened to
ns. and everything that didn?t happen
to us, and everything that might have
happened to us but didn?t! They simply
won?t lot us alone, that?s all; and we?ll
have to hero with a vengeance, whether
we want to or not. ' If we didn?t, we?d
be disappointing them, and that wouldn?t
be playing it fair.

WHY IS IT?
That they always send you oodles of

artillery gloves from home the minute
you?ve been transferred from tile artil-
lery to the motor transport service?

That, right after the distribution of
cigarettes from the company fund, you
get slathers of ?em from home?whereas,
you hadn?t had a butt of any kind for
a month before?

And Then the Job

That, after you?ve been promoted, you
can?t get any chevrons for a month and
a half to show your pals who yon are?

That, just after you've gone out and
bought a pair of putts on your own. the
supply sergeant takes it into his head
to issue better ones tbaff those you pur-
chased?

Next, the Job. Oh, there?ll be Jobs
for us, somehow, somewhere. We?ll have
to begin turning out early in the morn-
ing again, but because It'll be an alarm
clock tbat wakes us instead of a bugle,
we?ll think It?s fine as silk and twice as
valuable. It will be great stuff, rolling
down to work In the morning and rolling
back at night just as though we?d never
been away at all. All the old boys in
tbe shop will envy ns our brown com-
plexions and our extra inches of chest
expansion' and all the rest. It may take

That, just after you've done your own
laundry, at the expense of parboiled
hands and a broken back, a pay-day
comes along, bringing plenty of laundry
money with if/

That, after you've taken one of these
billet baths in a mess tin, you find out
there are perfectly good shower baths
only a quarter of a mile away, and that
they were there all the time you were
wrestling with the sponge?

That, after you've paid 100 francs to
a French dentist to go over your teeth,
a regimental dentist arrives in the town
who would do the whole job for nothing?

That, just after your barrage of letters
to a girl back home has begun to rake
effect and her replies, are becoming
better and belter with each succeeding
mail, you suddenly discover that you
don?t care about her at all?

That, ou the very night that you de-
cide to skip niess and buy a feed of your
own, the cook dishes out real steaks,
frieds, and apple pie?

Poor Fish ?The gink who didn?t know
the war was over in Kussla.

Poor Boob?The fish whose pack comes
undone ou the bike.

Nut?the poor cheese that goes out
iincl does setting up exercises by his lone-
some without being told so.

WELL, IT?S MORE THAN THE TURKS GET!

OVER HERE
Wlitift X hung out in the U.S.A.
ah? the war wuz off acrost the sea,
An? I rend the papers in a casn?l way
"1" see who pitched on the follerin? day,
Things sure looked differnm t?me.
I knew men wuz kilt like they wuz a pest,
An" sometimes the rivers wuz rnnnin? with red:
I?d heard tell on a front what they called the ?West,?
An? the big print said; ?Russia?s Takin? A Rest? ?

Hut that didn?t mean nothin? in yours trnly?s head.

I thinks t? myself: ?What a waste o? time:
What a gang o? rummies t? fight like dogs.
All them poor mothers ?gee, it?s a crime!
Well, Hurry?ll get them there Red Sox t? climb.?-
My mind wuz on baseball an? not soldier togs.

I wuz sweet on the moon with its yuller light?
Youse know how ?tis with a girl by your side:
An? I says: ?Wouldu? this ol? world be a sight
With no moon at all t? shine in the night,V"?
I wasn?t hep then 'twas at night the Roche flied.

An' now that I?m here an? the war?s here, too.
With the Slates three thousan? miles away, \u25a0
Things looks lots different than they used t? do.
An? I've got ?n entirely new point of view.?
Rack home, I couldn?t spot how the land lay.

We gotter beat Fritzie t? keep ?ini back:
T? show ?hn that ?tain't war makes the world go,
So that he tin? all others?ll remember the fac?.
Decide war?s not worth shootin' ?fore they take the next crack.?
We?re scrappin? t?give Mr. Mars the K. O.!

SGT. FREDERICK W. KURTII, Q.M.C.

CHANCE IN A MILLION
BLESSED HIS SAILING

There -is u red-headed sergeant, in this
Army?let?s call him Startield?who had
such a wonderful piece of one-chance-in-'
a-million luck as a sort'of God-spcod the
day he sailed away from America that
lie doesn?t see how the Germans can hope
to do him any damage. He must be im-
mune. The very memory of it is his
talisman.

ried to and fro and the pressing, rest-
less, disappointed crowd of friends and
relatives outside the ropes.

As his eyes wandered over that crowd,
they lighted?and lingcred--on llie slim
figure of a girl, an uncommonly lovely
girl, he thought, with dark anhnrn hair,
and great, wide, worried grey eyes. He
was desperately lonesome and. as she
seemed to bo looking helplessly and
vainly for some one. he felt a wild desire
to offer himself as a substitute.Nine years before America entered the

war St.artield entered the Army, and in
those years lie let it carry him all over
the world?l?orlo Rico, China, the I?hil-
ippines, Mexico, all of them a long, long
way from the lit tie home in Connecticut
he never saw again.

He had Just a quarter of an hour in
which to scrape an acquaintance. He
had worked faster than Ilia! in many a
port. lie gazed his hardest. Their eyes
met. He grinned hopefully. She hesi-
tated?then beckoned. The nest tninu'e,
he was over by the ropes.

?I wonder if you could help me." sin;
began with a dazzling smile. "I am
looking for a Sergeant Starlield."

lie was in the Medical Department,
working in n hospital near tiic Mexican
bonier, when the order (.'nine to pack up
iiml start, for l-?rance. Here, at last, was
tlie prospect of New York, here a chance
to see his mother once more and perhaps
the kid sister. Joan, who was playing
jackstones on the front steps the day he
left home.

I'rotn the moment the order came, he
began wiring to the family. He sig-
nalled his approach by miles. He cast,
off a fresh telegram every time the train
stopped. He arrived at the boat at last,
sure the folks would come to him, when
he made'the heart-sinking discovery that
if they did he wouldn't he allowed to
sec them. No one?it was a necessary
precaution?no one could leave the boat
no matter how long she lingered at her
pier. Getting off was as complicated as
a service record and as uncertain as the
letters from America. He sent his last
wire then?just to say goodbye and tell
the folks not to bother to come.

That afternoon, a freak chance sent
him out on the pier in charge of. a sick
soldier who had to be moved to the dock
dispensary. It. gave him 15 minutes to
look about him. In minutes to stand
gloomily watching the officials who hur-

' it took ids breath away.
?Why." lie stammered. ?I

geant. Startield."
?I am Ser

There was a moment's pause and then
?to the great, delight of the surround-
ing crowd?she kissed him. She kissed
him throe or four times.

?Tm Joan." she said.
Ho had picked up ins kid sister.

Twenty pledges would I sign
And forego all shades of wine
Just, to get a chame to draw
Choc'lale sody through a straw.

Militaryand Civil
Tailors

KRIEGGK & CO.
23 Rue Royale.

ljlNEW YORK- WASHINGTON

BRENTANOS
(Societe Anonyme)

Booksellers & Stationers,

37 AVENUE, DE L?OPERA, PARIS.
Latest American, English & French Books

MAGAZINES AND PERIODICALS.
Dictionaries, Phrase Books in all Languages.

United States Army Regulations,etc.

I FINE COLLECTION OF WAR POSTERS |
.... , ?

LiavK

5.R.0. IN S.O.R. AT
CAMP OP'RY HOUSE

?C?est la Guerre?NetsOne
Company Fund Nearly

2,?000 Francs
V?cxt 'ln (lucrrc was I lie :i Imost, inevi-

table title of a burlesque in three .scenes
recently written, staged aini acted liy
and for Company ,J.) of one of onr regi-
ments of railway engineers. Cnless yon
liitve tried to pul. on a .show in (lie A.K.I I'.
yourself, you have no idea bow inucli
work there was behind the production,
with its slaw, props, fools, curtains and
all. The nel profit for the company
fund were nearly 2.000 francs. Vest In
(luvrre was a weal; success oven if it
did run only one nielli. It played to
S.K.O. in the 5.0.1t.

The humor was very local, with cooks,
censors, top sergeants, barbers and the
like, its characters, and with such mu-
sical numbers, composed for the occasion,
as "The Humors That, Run Through title
(Jami»," ?Tim Supply Sergeant." aiid. of
course, ?Go La La.?

A burlescpic show without any chorus
girls is oue of the horrors of war and
Company I) laid to do the best it could
with a chorus of ?Sick and Dumagcd
Soldiers" and another of ?Kitchen Po-
lice."

Tlu; burlesque .show was mu off as
pari of a hill that included a number of
boxing matches, with contestants drawn
from olhor companies ia the regiment,
from other organizations in the vicinity
and oven from the nearby I'rench village,
which contributed a welterweight artist
who cemented the Hntente Cordiale by
winning the decision over a yonth front
the Ordtmnce Corps.

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
READING ROOM

104 Rue de Rivoti,

Open daily 2.30' to 5 p.m.

WILSON
8 RUE DUPHOT

.Tflrphonr: Gutenberg 01-95.
The SMALLEST but SMARTEST

UMBRELLA SHOP in PARIS
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By WALLGREN

SHIRTS KHAKI COLLARS
6, Rue Cattiglione,
(Opp. Hotel CcatloanlaU

PARIS.
. SULKA & C 9

Mail orders executed.

34 W. 34 Street.
NEW YORK

TELEPHONE;
CENTRAL 96-16.

BARCLAY
18 & 20 Avenue de FOpera, Paris.

MILITARY EQUIPMENT,FIELD BOOTS
SENT POST FREE TO THE MXMXART.
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