
SEEING THE DOC AIN?T
WHAT IT USED TO BE

Army Methods Differ from Those of Home Town
M.D.?You Don?t Get a Bill the First of

the Month, for Instance
?Member, going to see the doctor in

the States? Not a cheerful performance
at best, was it? No? But going to see
the doctor?beg pardon, the lieutenant
or captain?iu the Army in France is

something else again. (Voice: ?Yon said
something there!?)

Back in the States, getting in to see
the doctor was as tedious a process as
going on guard. You were ushered in by
a darky boy in a bartender?s uniform, or
by u nurse iu black gown, white apron
and cap, into a sort of receiving room
where, amid the files of all the defunct
magazines from the Martin \an Huron
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
Autopsv,? with all those leering Hutch
medicos in their black campaign hats
squinting impolitely at the innerds of a
very defunct Dutch gentleman. Ugh!
You shuddered, and wondered if the doc
was going to pull off some such stunt
on you.

what wind is left in your sails after that
greeting. ?I?m sick?-honest, to good-
ness, 1 am?couldn?t sleep a wink all
night, and ?

?Hump!? snorts the Top. ??Been
drinkin? some of that cider, oh? That's
enough to put any man on the limn.
That sorter stuff don?t go!"

?Ain?t had a drop o? cider since pay-
day," yon retort, getting hot. "Honest,

I tell va. Surge, I?m blooey I No kid-
din?.?

'

He Eats ?Em Alive
The Top looks you over and through

and through. Somehow he doesn?t seem
impressed, hut, after mumbling some-
tiling about a too all-fired sick list for
the outfit, he puts down your name.
Then lie proceeds to eat up alive the
other unfortunates who have answered
sick call. If any of them survive, he
puts down their names, too.

He sends out his company dork to
find a non-com of sufficient presentable-
ness to take the sick report up for the
Skipper to sign. 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? lino. If he
finds 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 medical offi-
ces shall always ho placed iu 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;
Mottling lint a stray sign saying ?Keep
Out." and another saying "Infirinery,"
for orderlies are never very long on

' More Scenery
Shifting your eyes, yonr 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 doc. In spite of his calling, was a
good scout, and knew something about
his job. If you didn?t know Latin, yon
just read the doe?s name in English on
the diplomas, and the name of the sec-
retary of the university that. let him
loose on the world.

The rest of the time you spent In
wondering, why he left up the 1IKX) vin-
tage calendar over in a corner, and
speculating as to the date when the? visi-
tors? parlor was last swept out.

Neurotic females snuffled and shuffleil

And He Asked To Be Treated for Sore Fe£t!
lii other corners of the room. Old whitc-
waisteoated gentlemen lifted feet gin-
gerly, as if tin? rheumatism or the gum
troubled them. Mothers tried to hush in-
quisitive offspring as they romped mer-
rily about the souther premises. And ovei
all was a subtle odor of some deodorant,
so called. Yousoniotiines get a whiff of it
up front, when (he Hoehe goes into Hie
gas distributing business.

spelling. Yon grow restless. Yon foe
ilial you - would almost welcome a sigh
of Mr. Itembrandt's grim realism again

lii Vot! Go!
There is no place to sit down, unless

a crale of pills happens to have been re-
cently opened, lit that case, you may
be aide to share a corner of it with some
fellow stilTerer. There tire no magazines
to read not even those that triuui-

Into the Chamber of Horrors phuut'ly announce I lie swearing in of
Andrew Jackson, as there were in doc-
tors? olliee.s at home. There is nothing
to do but to swap ailment gossip with
your nexl-iii-lines. Thai is cheering.
Also, it helps you to rehearse your own
tale of woe.

After about an hour and a half the
darky boy or the mtr.se peered out from
behind souk; folding doors and stage
whispered you to step forward. Youi
hour had. come. With a last, clutch at
your already overelutched hat, you
stepped into the chamber of horrors, as
steadily as you could.

At length, you faced the doctor. He
generally wore a board, in which to
store up the excess microbes that, eman-
ated from you. He wore, if his practice
afforded it, a frock coat and glasses and
spats and all the oilier emblems of gen-
tility. If lie was a young doctor, lie
didn't. Young doctors are lucky to \u25a0 't«
able to wear anything.

But, no matter how formal his appear-
ance, the doc was usually polite and
kind. You stated your ailments, helped
out now and then with an encouraging
word, with tin expression you hud for-
gotten but which helped- to explain, your
ease, witii a kindly smile that heartened
you to go on. You got an idea that the
doe was interested in you?if only in
i.lie size of your roil. In short, you were
considered innocent until you had proven
your guilt.

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

?IVhat's (ho matter with you?" lie
begins.

You tell him, although you know it's
no use. If it's on your outside, lie'll turn
you over to nil orderly to paint it with
lodine. If it?s on your inside, lie'll tell
an orderly to give you a eoupel of C.C.s.
But. just on the chance Hull lie may
like your face and your salute when you
come in. you roll him ?that is, as much
as lie will' let. you. It's never very much.

Sentenced!
In short, in the Army medical prac-

tice, you are adjudged jruiliy 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:?Um!?

"Urn,? lln; doctor .would say, stroking
his facial landscape gardening, when
you had concluded your tale of woe.
"That's too had; quite too bad. Bet's
see what, can bo done about ir. You
hud better lay off for a couple of days,
at any rate. \u25a0 Take this prescription, and
get it tilled and administer one of the
tablets internally every hour and three-
quarters, varying them with the powders
1 will also prescribe for you. Then, about
three days from now. you might, come
in and 'sec me again.

?My impression is that you are rather
badly run down. You must have been
overworking. Take it easy.from now on.
(jet plenty of sound, sleep, and cat
regular and wholesome meals. A few
days' rest, in an oven temperature,
might to put you on your feet again."

Cheered by such words as that, you
departed, got tile proscription tilled, and
took the dope if you felt like if. But.
you always followed the advice that
prescribed complete rest. Wasn?t it the
doctor's orders?

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

The cross-examination over, you are
handed over to an orderly for your C.
C.s or iodine, as the case may be. You
feel low and miserable and altogether
you look forward to a day in quarters
by the old stove, resting up and getting
into sitape. But, on your way out. yon
glance over the clerk's shoulder at your
company's report. And there, opposite
your name, are the two worst hated
words in the Army : ?Light duty.?

Light duty! Yon know mighty well
wlia t kind of work your Top considers
light duty. With a heavy Mean, you
snail 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 Army now,
You're not behind the plow;
You?ll never get well, on this side o?

hell.
You're in the Army now."'

But In the Army? You know the song:
?Wake up in the morning,

_
reelin'

mighty ill;
Go to the hospital to get. a quinine pill.
And if the doctor kills you, lie doesn?t

give a dam?

lie's only doin? his duty by good ole
/ Uncle Sum!?

DO THEY?
The booh lias been sitting in a

Y..M.C.A. .shack, listening to a lecture
by Sir Henry Somebody, M.l*. After a
while he nudged bis neighbor and re-
marked in a stage whisper:

?Say. Buddy, I?m a son-of-a-gnn. but
that?s the first time I was wised to it
that the English dress up their M.l?.s
in frock coats and spats!?

Yes, seeing (lie doc?heg pardon, the
lieutenant or captain?is a very different:
proposition when you?re in this man?s
Army. To begin with, yon 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 breakfast that
pains 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?

? ?Well, what.tell yon here for? Tryln?
10 get outer the hike?? '?

?He ain't a M.l?. i? snorted the
Buddy addressed. ?That handle of
his?n stands for Member of Parliament!"

?Oh,? responded the boob, a groat
light dawning. Then?" Well, I'm n
sou-of-a-gun! Do they furnish them
with uniforms, too???Honest, no, Top," you begin, with
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AS WE KNOW THEM-
THE CAPTAIN ,

.lie?s got the longest pair of legs that ever came to Franco,
And when ho takes us on a hike, it's sure a merry dance:
He?s got the longest ineni'ry, too; ?cause when we ask for leave
He always has a Something on our records up his sleeve.

lie likes to get up early and check .up on reveille.
And if the turnout isn?t prompt, there?s nothing lie can?t say;
He blisters all the late ones, right before the whole command?

And say! That man can handle scorching language simply grand!

It's ?Squards right!" after breakfast, with no Ict-up until noon:
The next thing, lie?ll be working ns beneath the blasted moon.
It's ?Squads left!" after mid-day chow?police, fatigue and such
Till everyone is eager for a stretcher or a crutch.

But up in front? The Skipper?s There: He keeps us peppered up
By jollying and nigging ns: bouquets what?s made by Krupp
May fly around his dome ail night and hast his snooze all jhiy?
He goes his rounds, and quizzes guards, ail cheerfnl-lLke aiuVgaA t

..

It's heil-for-leather all the time if you would follow him,/
He?s always throe good Jumps ahead, with punch iiiidJpep audA^iy'p
But if I ever re-eniist. I think Hint I will try \u25a0 ~

? *** sQ !To got into hix outfit, for he?s one real human guy! * t 1

HORSE GOOD AS NURSE
FOR WOUNDED CAPTAIN

By NORMAN P. DRAPER
Correspondent of the ?Associated Press** with

the A.E.F.
In the wnrd of an American hospital

at the real - of our sector to the north-
west of Toni, ii lior.se stncl; his head
through a window opened to admit
warm, spring-like air and by his pres-
ence cheered up a wounded American
otlicer. The otlicer had asked to see the
animal and it was brought from the line
by an orderly.

I-'or some months now- the otlicer lias
affectionately cared for his mount. 15e-
fore the artillery unit (o 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 each oilier perfectly.

Then came the move to the front, and
for several weeks the otlicer did not get
many chances to ride, there being work
to do with batteries trained on the Ger-
mans. Then came an American raid on
the enemy lines, with its barrage and
enemy counter-battery work.

In the Thick of It
The captaiif-was in the thick of it,

and during the time when German shells
were falling heaviest, around our guns,
he was obliged to go out, into Ilie open
to give orders to some of his men. A
shell dropped near and exploded ami a
splinter tore into the captain's idlest.
Three days later he was in an evacuation,
hospital within sound of his own gnus
and declared to ho. in a dangerous con-
dition. It was feared by his friends that
ho would die.

However, his strength and excellent
medical attention have pulled him
through until today, when, according to
tlie surgeons, lie is on the road to re-
covery.

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

?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 surgeon
in charge of the hospital 'phoned to
artillery headquarters. And soon after
an orderly came galloping up the mad
to the hospital and dismounted.

?Hero's Captain von Plank's horse,"
said he. "The captain wants ro see
him."

So orderly and horse were led around
to a window in a long low building.
Three windows down they stopped. The
orderly looked in and saw bis captain
lying on a col just inside.

??flood morning, captain." lie said. "I
have brought Bill around. - ?

Tlt(> wounded captain's face broke into
a smile.

?Have him stick his head in,? he
ordered.

Bill Needs No Urging

But the horse hud beard a voice lie
knew and lie put. his head inside Hie
ward window without any urging. There
was tiis master lying flat on his back,
a small bandage around ids head where
.just a little piece of rock had hit. And
pinned to the pillow of bis cot was a
little bronze cross suspended from a
green and red ribbon--the Croi-r dc
Guerre.

For half an hour the wounded cap-
tain talked to Hie horse, calling him
"Old Boy? and ?Old .Man" and feebly
stroking the animal's soft nose. The
horse apparently understood, for he
kept Ills nose as close as possible and
stood perfectly still. He only moved bis
bead once or twice and then it was to
rub his nose against his master?s palm.

The surgeon standing nearby motion-
ed to'the orderly after a while and the

horse's head was withdrawn from Hie
window. Tito orderly rode him away?-
hack toward the batteries. The captain
watched tiie window for a minute or
two and then said to the surgeon:

?Well. I feel belter. If Hill can come
'round every day, I ought: ro he moving
.i Iunit in a week or so.?

So Kill?ht> isn't the kind of horse
that the Army calls an ?'artillery pins."
lie's a real American horse and looks it
?lirohiibly will he a regular hospital
visitor for some days to come.

THE QUARTERMASTER CORPS j
The Quartermaster Corps
Is a non-combinin' crowd.
An' it isn't much excitin'
For th' man who likes it loud;
Hut it?s got its own hard work t' do,
An' they'd all ho on th' floor
If it wasn?t for the iioneonihatin'
Quartermaster Corps.

The Quartermaster Corps"
Sheds no glory or renown.
Hut it?s got the grub t.linl keeps yon
Coinin' hack when you are down ;

An' th' Infant roe an' Cavalree
Would all be on the floor
If it wasn't for the non-conihatin'
Qua rtenna ster ('orps.

The Quartermaster (?orps
Is of .liminy-on-the-Spoi
When-it comes to getrin? chow i
To tlf line where things are hot: i
Why. the hoys up in the trenches
Would all be on the floor
If it wasn't fer \u25a0 lie'non -combatin' |
Quartermaster Corps.

The Quartermaster Corps
Don?t, use bayonets or guns.
Hat, they do a mighty lot o? work
To help clean tip rh' Huns:
So here's .something to r<-iieinher?
Von might all be on the floor
It' if wasn't fer the non-comhji.tiii'
Quartermaster Corps ! C' ?

?William C. I?ryor, Q.M.C. \u25a0
\u25a0 j
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MAPS FOR ALL FRONTS
Plane, Guide*. Aeronautic

Maps for American Officers
and Soldier*.

CAMPBELL?S MAP STORE
ILibrarie de» Cartr* Campbell)

rj, 'ihip .c Pai:* ( ( jen>p>.

J2i»hu;.> sjit?.on, Nonl-Smi. Nctif-Daii.r-^c-I

Standard-Bearers
of
America!
You have come to the Home o£

fterrier;
Delicious with lemon, sirups,
elc., anti a perfect combination
.with lite light wines of Franco.

DRINK
IT

TO-DAY

PARIS, 3Gbl. Boulevard Haussmann

FREE ADVICE FOR
LOVELORN LADS

By MISS INFORMATION
Conducted for Suffering Doughboys Far Re-

moved from 'Hieir Affinities
Dear Miss Info:?I am a young infan-

tryman, li):,Vi years ol<l. When I left the
States the Jane f was going around with
steady promised to write me (?very day.
I don't get letters from her every day.
Is she unfaithful to me? Yours. X.

Dear Hoy,?You're no blooming curio-
sity. Nobody gets letters every day in
France except, the Quartermaster and the
I?ost Oitice Department. They?re malting
a collection of them. Private collectors
of letters, such as yourself, are just plain
out of luck.

No. most certainly the Jane is not un-
faithful to you. She has undoubtedly
written you ovary tiny, Just, as she said
,she would. But she would have an aw-
fully hard lime if she wero called upon
jto prove it.

Dear Miss Info:?1 fell in love with a
girl just, before I left, without having a
chance to tell her about it. I am a little
bit shy of writing and telling her. be-
cause such t.liings look so dilVercnt in
plain black and white, and besides, the
Lieutenant who censors my stuff would
get wise and probly kid the pants ofl'n
me. What shall I do? Bashful. \u25a0

Write her by all means, dear. loyal
lad ! The Loot who reads it won't know
the difference. Tin; chances are ho was
young himself once, if he isn't already.
As for the way the young lady will rake
it. yon should worry. You won't, be
around when she reads it, so what, do
yon care? 'Anything goes in war-time.

Dear Miss Info:?I have been writing
my girl, regular as hell, hig long letters
descriptive of France and everything.
Last week I got a Christmas box from
her that, contained nothing hut Hull
Durham tobacco. Do you think she
meant, for me to infer Mint, I was full of
Hull? Ought I to resent itV

Perplexed,
Certainly not! She probably doesn?t

know what full of Hull means. Anyway,
don't resent if until you're sure of get-
ting 'a tobacco supply from somewhere
else.

Dear Miss Info:?-I have fallen in love
with a French girl, and don't, know how
ro break it to my old girl liaek home.
What shall I do? Ha filed.

Don'r break it to her. .Inst tjuil writ-
ing. She'll eat eh on. in lime. They all
do.

FRENCH WAR POSTERS
' Do not fnil to call and see the lie«t rot-
: lection in Paris, or SEND 50 FRANCS

for 12 CHOICE-: ONFS.
POST FREE IN' FRANCE OK U. S. A.

| BRENTANO?S
I 37 Avenue tie I?Opera. PARIS.

J. COQUILLOT
BOOT MAKER

Trench Boots, Riding Boots,
Puttees and Aviators? Needs

to sumoi:.
""i A vi?. v 1 - (. I?AIWS.
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IM AufoStrop Razor
in its

JVew Military Kit and Other \Styles

The Military Kit in Three Styles? Khaki, Pigskin and
Black Leather. Contains Trench Mirror, 2k x 3k,
ready for use when hung up attached to case.

The Only Razor That Sharpens Its Own Blades

It strops them, keeps them freefrom rust, shaves
and is cleaned?all without taking apart. A
freshly stropped blade is easier to shave with
than a new blade. The twelve blades that go
with the razor will get at least 500 FRESH,
CLEAN SHAVES.

The luloSirop Razor can he purchased In French Shops, Canteens and Post Exchanges
ALWAYS A SHARP BLADE

AutoStrop Safety
Razor Co.

345 Fifth Avenue, New York

AutoStrop Safety
Razor Co. Ltd.

S 3 Duke St., Toronto, Canada

To Dealers: Write to us for full particulars about our 30-day freetrial offer, which has proved so successful.
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AMERICAN UNIVERSITY UNION IN EUROPE
8 RUE DE RICHELIEU, PARIS

(Royal Palace Hotel) *

'i'U- Union ;\u25a0* ani.'n-i* lo ::i true!. ji :i-I col'.op* am! ti*.»n in rnropo, wjio '-are
t !i«-:as'.rc :*> r-irw:«r t>v MAIi.. irlvlnu tollene, i;iiio,na:i .:d:trf »\u25a0», r.cU uur.c
mol 2Cl(lrit» of nK*r«!st ,*t htißtr.

AMERICAN MILITARY and NAVAL FORCES
CREDIT LYONNAIS

Head Office: LYONS
Central Office: PARIS, 19Boulevard des Italians'

BANKING BUSINESS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION
WITH ENGLISH-SPEAKING STAFF

EVERY FACILITY® FOR FOREIGNERS
Branches in all principal French towns, amongst others the following:

Amiens, Anger**, AiißOuleme, Bar-le-Du<\ Bayonne, Belfort, IJcsarifoD, Bordeaux,
Boulojjnc-Biir-Mor, Bre*t, Caen. Calais, Cannes, Cette, Chaumout, Dieppe, Dijon,
Dunkirk, Kpernay. Bpinal, IVt'amp, Havre, .La Kocliolle, Limogfls, Marseille:-:.
Nancy, Nantes, Nice, Orleans, Itinnes, Koclifort, Bonen. Saint-Di/.ier, Suint-MaloToulon, Tours, Troiiville, Troyes, Vanned, Versailles', Vitry-Je-Fningois, Bourses

Clorinonl-IVrittm!, Jsodun, Nevers, ,Suint-J?aphuel, Vierzon.

1 IJrJARDINIfeRE*\vjw 2. Rue du Pont-Neuf. PARISft' THE LARGEST OUTFITTERS in THE WORLD W
H AMERICAN and ALLIED MILITARY UNIFORMSI COMPLETE LINE of MILITARY EQUIPMENT 1
% MEN aW Agents for BURBERBY3 A

qbk. Salt Branches : PARIS, 1, Place rfe CHchy, LYON, MARSEILLE' BORDEAUX, NANTES, NANCY, ANGERS W\

Chartered 1822

The Farmers? Loan and Trust Company
NEW YORK

PARIS BORDEAUX
41 Boulevard Hausimann

V OIMnOKI* J 26 Old Broad Street, E. C. 2LUINUUIN. { 16 Pall Mall Enst.S. W. 1

(Special Agency)
8 Courn du Chapeau*Rougo

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.

The Societe Generate pour favoriser etc., 8b its Branches throughout
France will act as our correspondents for the transactions for

Members of the American ExpeditionaryForces.
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