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SEEING THE DOC AIN'T |
WHAT IT USED TO BE

Army Methods Differ froms Those of Home Town
M.D.—You Don’t Get a Bill the First of
. : the Month, for lnstance

*Member. going to see the' doctor in
. the States? Not a cheerful per formance
at best, was it? No? Dut going to sec
the doctor—bog pardon, the lieutenant
or captain—in the Army in France is
something else again. (Volce: ™ *You billd
something there!”)

Back in the States, getting in to see
the doctor was as tedious a process i4s
going on gmnd You were ushered in by
a darky boy in a bartender’s uniform, or
by a nurse in black gowi, white apron
and cap, into a sort of receiving room
where, amid the files of all the defunct
magazines from the Martin Van Buren
to the first Cleveland administration,
you sat in solemn state and awaited the
ordeal.

On the wall above you was that pleas-
ing picture by Mr. Rembrandt, “The
Autopsy,” with all those leering Dutch
medicos in their black campaign hats
squinting impolitely at the innerds of &
very defunct Dutch gentleman. TUgh!
You shuddered, and woudered if the doc
was going to pull off some such stunt
on you.

~ More Scenery

Shifting your eyes, your gaze fell on
a lot of diplomas, written in Latin as
far as it would go and English the rest
of the way, designed to put you hep, if
vou knew Latin, to the allegation that
the doe, in gpite of his calling, was a
good scout and knew something about
his job. If you didn’t know Latin, you
Just read the doc’s name in English on
the diplomas, and the nume of the sec-
retary of the university that Tet bim
loose on the world.

The rest of the time you spent in
wondering. why he left up the %00 vin-
tage calendar over in a corner. and
speculating as to the date when the vist-
tors’ parlor was last swept out.

what wind is left in your suils after that
greeting.  “I'm sick—-honest to good-
ness, 1 am—couldn’t sieep a wink all
night, and " : *

"Ilnmp" snorts the Top. “Been
drinkin’ some of that cider, eh? That's
enough to put any man on the bwn.
That sorter stuff don’t 1,0"’

*Ain't had a drop o eider since pay-

day,” you retort, geiting hot. “Honest,
I toll ya, Sarge, I'm blooey! XNo kid-

CXTL)

din’:

He Eats Em Alive

The Top looks you over and through
and through. Somehow he doesn’'t seem
impressed, but, after mumbling some-
thing about a too all-fired sick list for
the outfit, he puts down your name.
Then he pxooe(-ds to eat up alive the
other unfortunates who have answered
sick call.  If any of them survive, le
puts down their names, too.

He sends out his company clerk to
find a non-com of sufficient presentable-
ness to take the sick report up for the
Skipper to axgn After about a half an
hour spent in -the search, the non-com
comes back, and reports that the
Skipper can't be found. He then, amid
much profanity from the Top, proceeds
to take about a half an hour to find the
first loot, who is next in line. 1f he
Binds him, your little band of sick pil-
grims gets started in the direction of
the infirmary about an hour later.

Once there, yon stand in a line out in
a draughty hall. Regulations provide
that Army infirmaries and mediceal offi-
ces shall always be placed in the coldest,
dampest and most thoroughly unsani-
tary buildings in the village occupied
by the troops they are supposed to serve.
There are no pictures to rest the eye on;
nothmg but a stray sign saying “Ixeop
Out.” and another saying “Infirmery,’

T‘Ieurotlc females snufFled and shuffiedl

for orderlies are never very long on
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And He Asked To Be Treated for Sore Feét!
in other corners of the room. Old white-]spelling. You grow restless. You feel

waisteconted gentlemen lifted feet gin-
gerly, as if the rheumatism or the gow
rroubled them. Mothers tried to huxh in-
quisitive oifspring ax they romped mer.
rily about the somber premises. And over
all was a subtle odor of some deodorant,
<0 called. You.sometimes get 2 whifl’ of i
up front, when the Boche goes into the
gas distributing business.

Into the Chamber of Horrors

After about an hour and a half the
darky boy or the nurse peered out from:
behind some folding doors and slage
whispered you to step forward. Youw
hour bad come. With a last clutch ai
vour already overclutched hat, you
stepped into the chamber of hovrors, s
steadily as youn could.

At length, you faced the doctor. He
generally wore a beard, in which to
store up the excess wmicrobes that eman-
ated from you. Fle wore, if his practice
afforded ir, 2 frock coat and glasses ang
spats and all the oiher emblems of gen-
tility. If he was & Yyoung doctor, he
didn't. Young doctors are Incky tohe
able to wear anything.

But, no matter iow formal his appear-
ance, the doc was usually polite and
kind. You stated your aihments, helped
out now and then with an encouraging
word, with an expression you had for-
gotten but which helped. to explain, your
case, with a kindly smnile that heartened
you to go on. You got an idea that the
do¢ was interested in you—if only in
the size of your roll., In short, you were
considered inunocent until you had proven
your guilt.

tiUm!),
»*Cm,” the doctor .would say, stroking
his facial landscape gardening, when

vou had concluded your tale of woe.
“P'hat's too bad; quite too bad. ILet's
se¢ whal can be done about it. You
hud better lay off for & couple of days,
at any rate. Take this prescription. and
get it tilled and adwinister one of the
tablets internally every hour and three-
quarters, varying them with the powders
1 will also preseribe for you. Then, about
rhree days from now, you might cowe
in and see me again,

“My impression is that you are rather
badly run down. You musi have been
overworking  Take it easy . from now on.

Get plenty of sound. sleep, and eat
regular and wholesone meals. A few
days' rest, in an even temperature,

ought to put you on your feel again.”

Cheered by such words as that, youn
departed, got the prescription filled, and
1oulkk the dope if youn felt like it. But
von always followed the advice that
preseribed complete rest.  Wasn't it the
doctor's orders?

* _' £ * * Y
But in the Army? You know the song:
“Wake up .in the morning,  feelin'
‘mighty ill;

(io to the hospital to get a quinine pill
And if the doctor kills you, he doesn’t
give a2 dam—

He's only doin’
! Uncle Sam!”
Yes, seeing the doc—Dbeg pardon, the
licutenant or captain—is a very different
proposition when you're in this man's
Army. o begin with, you don't go to
see him on your own hook. Oh, no!
First, you've got to get by the Top.

You hurry through a Dbreakfast that
palns you every inch of the way going
down in order to get up to the Top's
office at-sick call. The minute you get
inside the door—

his duty by good ole

that you-would almost welcome a sight
of Mr. RembrandCs grim realism again.
I

In You Co! |

There is no place to sit down, unless '
a crate of pills happens to have been re-|
cently opened.  In that case, you may
he able to share a corner of it with some
fellow =uffercer. There are no um;,n/,mes
1o read -— not éven those that trium-;
phantly annotince the swearing in 01"
Andrew Jackson, as there were in doe-!
tors’ offices at home. There is nothing
to do but to swap ailment gossip with
vour next-in-lines. That iz cheeving.
Also, it helps you to rehearse your own
tale of woe.

Finally, the non-com in charge of your |I
detachment hollers out your name in
stentorian tones.  In you go, and cowe
up to attention before the khalkied
gontleman with the twisted grapevine
on either side of his neck.

“What's t(he matter with
begins.

You tell him, aithough you know it's
no use. If it’s on your outside, he'll turn
you over to an orderly to paint it with
fodine. If it’s on your inside. he’ll tell
an orderly to give you a coupel of CLC.s,
But. just on the chance that he may
tike your face and your salute when you
come in, yvou rell him—that is, as much
as he will let you. It's never very much.

you? he

Sentenced!

In short. in the Army medieal prac-
tice, you are adjudged ;:uill_v until you
prove yourself innocent.” To prove your-
self free from blame for having contract-
ed what you have, you have to answer
such questions as:

“Where were you last night?  What
have you been eating? Why didn’t you
change your socks when you came in%
How long have You felt that way? Why
didu't you come in before?” (You want!
to say that you didw’'t dare, but dis-
miss it as sounding fresh). “Where do
you feel it¥"

The cross-examination over,
handed over to an orderly for your C. |
C.s or iodine, as the caze may be. Youj
feel low and mixerable and altogethey
you look forward to a day in qu.utmm
by the old stove, resting up and gotting |
into shape. Bur, on your way out. you |
glance over the clerk’s shoulder at umr"
company's report. And there. opposite
your name, are the two worst 1mto(l|
words in the Avmy : “Light duty.”

Light duty! You know iighty \\('ll|
what kind of work your Top considers
light duty. With a heavy heart, you
snil your way back ‘to the Top's office
to get all that is coming to you, trying
to hum as you go:

“You're in the Armny now,

You're not behind the p]m\ H

You'll never get well, on this side o

hell,

You're in the Ariy

you are;

now "

DO THEY?
The boob has been sitting in a
Y.M.C.A. shack, listening to a lecture
by Sir Henry ‘Somebody, M.P. After a
while he nudged his neighbor and re-
marked in a stage whisper:

“Say. Buddy, I'm a son-of-da-gun. but
that’s the first time T was wised to it
that the English dress up their M.I.s
in frock coats and spats!"

“He ain't a MINP suorted  the
Buddy addressed. “That handle of
his'n stands for Member of Parliament!”

*Oh,” responded the boob, a great
light dawning. Then-—-"Well, I'm a

© “Well, whattell yon here fox ? Tryin’
10 get outer the hike?" .
“Honest, no, Top,” you l)e;,ln, with

son-of-a-gun! Do theyv turnish them!
with uniforms, too?" .

- stood perfectly <till.

He's got the longest mem'ry,

And say!

It's “Squads left!”

But up in front? The '-‘“\l])])(‘l' 3

But if I ever re-enlist,

AS WE KNOW THEM- -

THE CAPTAIN .

ale's got the loniest pair of legs that ever came to France,
.And when he takes us on a hike, it's sure a merry dance:
too;
ile always has a Something on our records up his sleeve. .

e likes to get up early and check.up on reveille,
And if the turnout isn’t prompt,
He blisters all the late ones, right before the whole command—
Tlmt mai can handle scorching lansuage simply

there’s nothing he can't say:

It's “Squards right!™ after breakfast, with no let-up until noon:
| The next thing, he'll be working us beneath the blusted moon.

1 after mid-day chow—police,
Titl ewmono is cager for a =tretcher or a crutch.

There !
By jollying and ragging us: bouguets what's
\Ln fly around his dome all night and bust his snooze all

He goes his rounds, and quizzes guards. all cheerful- h(leg un({.{,u#.

It'S hell-for-leather all the time if vou “ould follow hmn,*l £
He's always three good jumps ahead, with punch and ‘1) \d.\‘,ﬂyr -

I think that I will try - } ; '1
To get into hic outfit, for he's one real human guy!

‘cause when we ask for leave

grand !

fatizue and such

ITe keeps us peppered up
s made by Krupp

'\:.b
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HORSE GOOD AS NURSE
FOR WOUNDED CAPTAIN

By NORMAN P. DRAPER

Correspondent of tl}mle “Associated Press” with
the

In the ward of an Aerican. hospital
at the rear of our sector to the north-
west of Toul, a horse stuck hishend
through a window opened to admit
warm, spring-like air and by his pres-
euce cheered up a wounded American
oftficer. The officer had asked to see the
animal and ir was brought from the line
by an orderly.

For some months now the oflicer has
affectionately cared for his mount. Be-
fore the artillery unit to which the ofli-
cer belongs moved up to the line, he
and the horse were together every day
all day and sometimes all night.  They
understood cach other perfectly.

Then came the move to the front. and
for severial weeks rhe ofticer did not get
pany chances to vide, there being work
to do with batteries trained on rthe Ger-
mans. Then came an American raid on
the enemy lines, with its hurm"n ann
cnemy counter-batttery work.

In the Thick of It

The captainwas in the thidk of if,
and daring the time when German sheils
were falling heaviest around our guns,
he “«Ib obliged to zo out into the open
to give orders to some of his men. A
\holl dropped near and exploded and a
splintesr tore into the captain’s chest
‘Three days later he was in an evicuation
hospital within sound of his own gnus
and declared to be.in a dangerous con-
dition. It was feared by his friends that
he would die.

ITowever, his
medical  attention
through until today.
the surgeons, he is on the road
covery.

his other morning he called to the
nurse and said rhat while he was feeling
fine, he would feel still better if he
could only see his herse.

strength and exeellent
have pulled him
when, according to
to re-

‘‘Here’s the Captain’s Horse”

The orderly spoke to the ward doctor,
The ward doctor spoke to the . surgeon
in charge of the hospital.  The siurgeon
in charge of the hospital “phoned to
artillery headquarters. And soon after
an orderly came galloping up the road
to the hospital and dismounted.

“Here's Captain von Blank's
suid h(,-,. “The captain wants
him.’

No orderly and horse were led around
to a window in a long low building.
Three windows down they stopped. The
orderly looked in and =aw his captain
Clving on a cot just inside.

“Good moruing, captain’”
have bronght Bill around.”

The wounded captains face broke into
a smile.

“Jlave
ordered.

Bill Needs No Urging
a voice he

horse,”
o =ee

he said. T

him srick his head in,” he

But the horse had heard
knew and he put his head inside the
ward window without any urging. There
was his master Iying flat on his back.

1a small bandage around his head where

just a little picce of rock had hit. And
pinned to the pillow of his cof was a
little bronze cross suxpended from ¢
green and red ribbon--the Croir
Guerre,

For half an hour the wounded cap-
tain talked to the horse, ealling him
“Old Boy” and Ol Man™ and feebly
stroking the animal’s soft nose. The
horse apparently  understood. for he
kept his noxe as c¢lose as po=sible and
He only moved his
head once or twice and then it was to
rub his nose against his master's palm.

The surgeon standding nearby motion-
(-d to’ lho m(lml\ :lﬂox u while and lhe

MAPS FOR ALL FRORNTS

Plang, Guides. Aeronautic
Maps for American Officers
and Soldiers.

CAMPBELL'S MAP STORE
(Likrarie des Cartes Campbell)

‘lht- Saint-dlazare, Paiis wemel
Cnhu \ Nint',0n, Nord-Sud. Nctie-Daiede-[ orstte,

Standard-Bearers
of
America! -

You have come to the Home of

T} the
* Champygre of Totle W

Delicious with lemon, sirops,
cle., and a perfect combination
willi the light wines of France.

DRINK
IT
TO-DAY

PARIS, 36bis Boulevard Haussmann

horse’s head was witbhdrawn from
window.
bhack toward the batteries.
witehed
{wo and then xaid to the surgeon:

‘round every
iahout in a week or s0.”

that the Army
he's
~—prohably
visitor for some days tg come.

the
The orderly rode him away—
The captain
the window for a minute or
I feel hetter. If Bill ¢can come

day, I oughr to be moving

“Well,

kind of horse
“artillery plug,™
and looks it
hospital

Bill—he isn't the
calls an
American horse
will be a regular

3o

a real

|
|
I
|
l
|
I
i
I

THE QUARTERMASTER CORPS |
The Qmu(m master Cm ps !

Ix a non-combatin® crowd.

An' it isn’t much exeitin’

TFer th' man who likes it loud:

Bat it's got its own hard work t°

AnT they'd all be on th' floor

If it wasn’t fer the noncombatin’

guartermaster Corps.

do,

The Quarterinaster Corps’
Rheds no glory or renown, H
Burt it’s got the grub that keeps you I
Comin® baek when you are dow :

An th' Infantree an’ Cavilree
Would all be on the floor !
1f it wasn't fer the non-combatin®
Quartermaster Corps.

The Quartermaster Corps
Is ol" Jimmy-on-the-Npot
When- it comes to getrin’ chow i
To th' line where things are hot: i
Why. the bhoys up in the trenches

Would il be on the floor ;
I it wasn't fer the non-combatin® |
OQnartermaster Corps. :

] know what full of Bull means.

| FREE ADVICE FOR
| LOVELORN LADS |

By MISS INFORMATION
Conducted for Suffering Doughboys Far Re-
moved from Their Affinities

Dear Miss Info:—IX am a young infan- !
tryman, 19% years old. When 1 left the!:

States the J.me I was going around with :
\tvud\ promised to write me every day.
I don’t get letters from her every day.
Is she unfaithful to me? Yours, X.

Dear Boy,—You're no blooming curio-
sity.  Nobady gels letters every day in
France except the Quartermaster and the
Post Oflice Departinent. They're making
a collection of them. [I'rivate collectors
of letters, such as yourself, are Jll\l plain
out of luck. .

No. most certainly the Jane is not un-
faithful to you. She has undoubtedly
written you every day, just as she said

AMERICAN

Tie U

ro
2Udress of nes

UNIVERSITY UNION IN EUROPE
® RUERERICHELIEL PARIS

who ‘are
and nae

in Tuirope,
wdiress,

nien
urgwl H

it coliega aund urtversitv nisn

4 2apyinns to et in tsucl, waih
sue, college, clisd,  Latlugean

Kirtar by
st pefalive

A Linne.

Central Office:
BANKING BUSINESS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

AMERICAN MILITARY and NAVAL FORCES
CREDIT LYONNAIS

Head Office: LYONS
PARIS, 19 Boulevarddes Italiens

WITH ENGLISH-SPEAKING STAFF
EVERY FACILITY® FOR FOREIGNERS

Brancheg in afl principal French towns, amongst otiners the following:

Lieutenant who censois my stuft would |
et wixe and probly kid the pauls nﬂn
mwe.  What shall T do? Bashful.
Write her by all means, dear. loyal
lad: ‘The Loot wlio reads it won't know
the difference. The chances are he was

young himself once, if he isn't already.
As for the way the young lady will take
it, you should worry. You won't be

around when she reads it, so what do
you care? Anything goes in war-time,
Dear Miss Info:—! have been writing
my girl, recular as hell, big long letters
desceriptive of IFrance and everything.
Laxt week I got a £hristmas box from
lier that confained nothing but DBull
Durham tobacco. Do you think she
meant for me to infer that I was full of
Bull? Ougnt [ to resent jt?
: Perplexed.
She probably doesn't
Anyway.
don't resent it until you're sure of get-
ting "a tohaceo =upply from =omewhere
else. .

Certainly not!

¢

AMERICAN and ALLIED MILJ TARY UNIFORMS

she would. 'B'llr_sll(? would have an aw- Amieny, Angers, Angouléme, Bar-le-Due, Bayonne, Belfort, Besangon, Bordeaus,

fully hard time if she were called upon Boulogne-sur-Mer, Brest, Caen. Calais, Conres, Celte, Chaumout, Duppo Dijon,

Ao prove it Dunkirk, Epernay., Epinal, Féeamp, Havre, La Rechelle, Limogos, Marsnillos,

. ’.l\unm l\.ultes Nice, l)rlouns Rennes, .Hm_ul'or( Roven, Seint-Dizier, Snint-Malo

. . . l‘oulou, 10|llh I‘rounlle I‘u»ws. ‘r.\llll(‘-t,‘(‘l'-‘ll”t'& Vitry- lu-[mm,-ol Bourges

. Dear Miss Info:—1 fell in love with a Clermont-Ferrand, isodun, Nevers, Saini-Raphaél, Vierzon.
girl jus=t before I lefl, without having a
chance to tell her about it. I am a little
bit xhy of writing and telling her. be-
cause such things look so ditferent in
plain black and white, and besides, the
] ! v - 4 H

JARDINIERE

2, Rue du Pont-Neuf, PARIS

THE LARGEST OUTFITTERS in THE WORLD

OMPLETE LINE of MILITARY EQUIPMENT

,, FOR OFFICERS and MEN &
1oilet drticles—-Clithing and A Men’s Far nishings
Agents for BURBERRYS
n, Sole Branches : PARIS, 1, Place de Clichy, LYOGN, MARSEILLE P
" BORCEAUX, NANTES. NANCY, ANGERS " <
Seit- mrasurnncnl Cards, ca!aloguu and Patterns, o5
) vost Tiee on spitcalion. o iy
[T ' | M

Dear Mixs Info :----T have fallen in love
with a French girl, and don’t know how
to break it to my old girl back home.

What <hall T do¥ Baftled.

. Don't break it to her. Just gnit writ- §
ing. NShe'l eateh on, in fime, Thoy all:
do.

"FRENCH WAR POSTERS

!

No uot fail to call and see the best col. I
lection m l'd'h or SEN ”. ~(| l RANCS l H
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CHOI N
POST I Rll I\ FRANCE ()R Uv.s

| "BRENTANO’S
' 37 Avenue de 'Opéra, PARIS.

The Quartermaster Corps
Don’t u=¢ bayonets or guns,
But 1they do a mighty lot 0" work i
To help clean up th™ Huns: i
8o here's something to renember-—
You m.:,ht all be on ‘the fioor

It if wasn't fer the non-comhtin®
Onartermasxter Corps ! Q_ Yo

—William C. Pryor, .5;.{ () \( C. -

. CO UILLOT
BOC?MAKER
Trench Boots, Riding Boots,
Puttces and Aviators’ Needs !
FURNISHER TO $AUMULL I
T3 oAve PARYS. !

i

dor ClrampElvsees,

The Farmers’ Loan and Trust Company

NEW YORK
PARIS BORDEAUX
41 Boulevard Haussmann 8 Courn's:‘l);lc lgé:epnce}gu-Rouza

The Société Geénérale pour favoriser etc., & its Branches throughout
France will act as our correspondents for the transactions for

~
Chartered 1822

126 Old Broad Street, E. C. 2

LONDON: t 16 Pall Mall East,S. W. 1

Two Special Agencies in the War Zone
Convenient to the United States Army Camps

Members of the Federal Reserve System.

Designated by the United States Treasury

Department Depositary of Public Moneys in
Paris, New York & London.

Members of the American Expeditionary Forces.
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'To Dealers:

in ity

Black Lgather.

- The AutoStrop Razor

New Military Kit and Other Styles

The Military Kit in Three Styles—Khaki, Pigskin and
Contains Trench Mirror, 2} x 31,
ready for use when hung up attached to case.

The Only Razer That Sharpens lts Own Blades

It strops them, keeps them free from rust, shaves
is cleaned—all without taking apart.
freshly stropped blade is easier to shave with
The twelve blades that go
with the razor will get at least 500 F RESH, g
SHAVES.

and
than a new blade.

CLEAN

The AutoStrop Razor can Le purchased In French Shops, Canteens and Post Exchanges j
ALWAYS A SHARP BLADE

A

AutoStrop Safety

Razor Co.
.. 345 Ft.."tb Avenue, New York

AutoStrop Safety
Razor Co. Ltd.

83D

Write to us for full particulars about our 30-day free
trial offer, which has proved so successful.

uke 8t., Toronto, Canada
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