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THF STARS AND STRIPES: FRANCE,

FRIDAY, MARCH &9,

1918.

. >

given to get ready, and at 4:30 the

.8
march to the trenches began,

HB?SPIIAL COULDN'T
I marched out with the first platoon
Hutn BACK THIS Bﬂv for some distance and then stopped and
_‘ witited for the rest to pass by. |

In seven months, I had come to Know
hundreds of these boys personally.

thtle Lle Took Hlm Into

An old sergeant passed, at the head

— Line with First of a column.
: - “So long, Lyon,” he called out. “Ree
Americans vou again some time, T hope. Tf 1 don't

INSIGNIA OF OUR
«~THE BRITISH ARMY

ALLIES

just teil the folks back in Terre Haute,
Indiana (his home town) that you saw
me."”

STRIPE ALREADY HIS DUE

A boy from Columbusg, Ohio, went by
and held out a letter to me. “It's to my

But Wounded or Not, He Wouldn’t:; mother. Will you mail it for me?”
Finally, the 18 year old liadd went by

Pass Up Chance To Get In ——head erect, his step firie and (let.ormin-!

On .Real Thing Cied, Biis eves to the front. \

“Take ecare of yourself, boy,” | flung!
at him,

He said not a word, hut his hand went
to his ¢np and he gave me the finest!
military salute I'd geen inmany a month.

And this was the way the .\uwrivnn;

By C. C. LYON
Correspondent of tke Newspaper Enterprise
Association with the A.E.F.

A fine-featured, . delicate-looking 1ad
of hardly 18 was leaning wearily agninst

boys go into the trenches,
the front of a building in a little French
~village, waiting., along with the rest of
his battalion, for the word to advance

IRVIN COBB HERE

into the first-line Awmerican trenches,
The villuge wasg just three miles be-
hind the lines, and all days the roads

LADEN WITH TITLES

Newly-made ColonelTaken

leading to it frown the south and west
had been chioked with American soldiers,
‘Ameriean  supply  trains, American

machilie gung, and Amerienn motors,
The troops for one particular part of
the line were to asxsemble in the village

at His Word by Lon- |
don Journalist

and then go fo their trench positions @D,
under the cover of darkness, e

This 18-year-old hoy, Jeaning azuinst Irvin Cobb is over here---all of him,
the building, attracted my  atiention. Rather, Colonel Irvin Cobb is over here.
because he looked so much out of plice.ppe, just before he sailed to join the 21
He Incked that hardy, rough-and-ready | o 0 correspondents in cnmp with the

:lfg]l}(:\l\q“e ltll-l:” was charneteristie of his AR, a wire came to him out of the
y soldiers.

The Fren

“Boy,” 1 said to him, “you don’t '("25" “’lf‘l’ﬂf;:““g lll'i"'l', of ']'li";". :""f":’lil'("'("_“’."" cor.  But there is one main point of difference.
A R L ’ A 1 O A o xt: ) 2 GOy .
© 300k very well. What's the matter with p‘;“m Ly ¢ Gawd. 'suh of Kentucky, Put it another way, Al ;
you—sick or scared? Colonel Cobb didn’t have time to got iﬂ:n:)rl'lllfloix;s.m:‘(_) ((il‘(: a few Dritish officers.  Bat they're
"0 < very much of & uniform to mateh his e . o .
No, He Wasn’t Scared new dignity, but he got some uniform Wherefore, if you see @ khaki uniform that appears to be nelther Ameri-

. He pulled himself together in an in- | paris and assembled them himself on the

stant, looked me squarely in the e¥elway over. He was clad in the tout en-| that uniform-—in other words, if yon're pretty sure that

and replied: aemble when, in London, a Britixh jour- { coming your way, and you want to be sure he’s an officer before you salute,
“No, I'!m not seared.  But T just g0t palist (they still eall themselves journal- | then look first at his shoulder.

out of the hospital four days apo. andlijcg over there) called upon him. If it is as unadorned as your own, don't give up,

I haven't got my strength back yet.
When we were up in the trenches thejtorm of address caleulated to make an
first time for practice one of those. yvmerjcan feol pertectly at home) “may
DBoclies put a bullet throwgh my side] [ pot ask what uniform that is which
and it sort of took the pep oul of me” | vou are wearing®”’ the DBriton inquired.

“Then what  are _\'nu doing  here “Well,” responded the newly minted i |
now? [ pursued, “Why didn't you| Golonel, “1I am an oflicer on the staff of drnifies
stay in the hospital until you were fully | the Governor of Kentucky : but the unf- o 0"‘"} signifiex
recovered form that T am wearing—"" © 1. tieneral.

“And miss all this? “Yox?" broke in  the  Fnglishman, 1.

If it is adon
Then, if

“May I not ask. Mr. Cobb™ (using a

Just
figures given

Why, this is the

greatest honor that can come to a soldier | Lighly heterested. The insignia for all other officers are worn on the
—to be in the first regiment to be sent “Fhe uniform I am wearing is that of | follows:
into the line. Genernl Pershing must | a Iield  Marshal  in the  Palestinian 3. Colonel. N, Captain.
have thought we were the best he had | Guards.” Gi. Lieutenant-Colonel. 9. First lieatenant.
or he wouldn't have picked us, would “Oh” said the Englishman, smueh im- 7. Maujor. 10. Second lieutenant.
he? ] pressed, - 12, (uff as worn by officers in Ncoteh regiments,

“I Hed to 'emn i little at the ll"-\'l)illll.i He shouldn’t have been impressed. He | same inslgnia as is worn on other cuffs,
I told em I wax ready for duty again; ought to have laughed. He didn’t. There-

and they let me out. Say. this will be fore, he fell. 15, Stalf sergeant major. — AF
something for me 1o talk about the rest;  The next day there appeared in a most 14, Regimental quartermaster sergeant. - 37 . = 1V
of my life if I come through all right I Leonservative,  correet  and  acenrate | 150 Quartermaster sergeant, 7' v oL
This boy, better than any of scores of | British dafly o line something like this:, 16 Compuny. hittery or troop sergeant mgj
others with whom 1 talked that day, “Colonel Cobb, who is slso a Field b 1% Color sergeant. "0&_ mﬁﬁ-‘h
expressed the spirit. of the American Marshal in the Palestinian Guards” P78, Sergeant. Tood conduct badge.
troops as they waited for the word When Irv—bheg pardon, the Colonel 19. Corporal. 22 Signalman, ;
actually to go into battle, recovered after reading fit, he was in The devices signifving the brane h of service in swhich the wearer is enlisted

He got out of 1 sick bed and shoulder-! guite the frame of mind to recall that | are as follow

Nos, 1, 2,

wWorn by a1l officers of the Guards,

ch oflicer wears his rank upon his sleeve.

1ed with any of the officers’
you're still uncertain of his rank,

helow.

4 and 11 the

are

worn on
is: '

2 Lieutenant-General, 3. “Major-General,

K2

=houlder

Ko does
Some Britizh officers don't.
All American officers wear their insignia on their
all brigadier

but look
insignia pictured above,
slip into a doorway,
diagram out of your biltfold——of course, you'lléave cut it out and saved it for
such an emergency—and compare the marking you have seen

straps,

1.

ed his gun. because he felt his com-; saying of good oll Doc Holmes about 23, Engineer. 28, Bugler.
mander-in-cliicf had  honored him by never daring to be as funny as one ean. H Artillery. 29, Flying corps,

sending bim in liI\l and he didn't want
—-10 miss the chanee!

Sliortiy after 4 o'clock,

IFor safety first purposes he now n-l’ursi
to hix outfit simply ax o =ynthetie unj-:
form. i 27,

. Reout.
the order was

Machine-gun corps.

Band<iman. HiA

30, Qualitied pilot,

Non-Conmissioned oflicers may he reec wnwm‘l hy. h'hb J ('he\ rons :

{i&

with

flviug corps.

31, Army medical corps.
Stretcher bearer.

are

the British offi-
generals or

can, French or Belgian, and if there is a Sam Browne belt across the breast of
a British officer is

at his sleeve.
salute him.
take the

the
and the rank
Brigadier-General.

amd on all officers” overcouts,

and as

T ho umk is shown by the

SAFE IN THEATER,
HE MISSES SHOW

Balloon Observer Bewails
Lost Chance to Use
- Parachute

|LIVELY DAYS FOR SAUSAGE

Big Bi_ig Is Shot Down Five Times
While Artiliery Officer Pines
in School :

If moved to morulize on the subject
of the point of view, consider for a
moment the case of the sausage, the ab-
server, and his folks at home.

A sausage, in military argot, is an
observation balloon, which is anchored
to a motor truck by a piano wire. - The
truck is to move ‘the wire out of range
when enemy guns take long range shots
at the suusage. The balloon foliows the
wire,

The observer is the occupant of the

snusage basket. His job is to sec what
he can gee, and report to his friends on
the ground ‘by telephone—especiaily as
to the edects of artillery fire from his
own side. Oh, yes, and if an enemy avion
comes very close and beging shooting
incendiary bullets thirough the sausage,
the observer is supposed to leap out into
the empty air.
- Down he plunges for 300, 400, or 500
feet; then, according to program, the
large, light, white parachute attached
to his back bw a long harness will float
out on the circnmambient atmosphere,
spread out into a sort of one-ring cir-
cus tent, and float the observer gentiy
down into the nearest «abri, or canal,
or wire entanglement.

It is obvious, therefore, that it makes
@ good deal of difference whether onc
views the proceedings from the sausage,
looking down, or fromn the ground, look-
ing up. The point of view of the folks
at home is unpleasant to remember.

Kicking—and in Paris

This little essay is nerely for the
purpose of pointing out that Charley
——, a “young felluh™ who was once
a member of a crack society bhattery ot
light field artillery, was unreasonable
when he moaned about his Inck. There
he was in Paris—in the Follies Bergore,
lest you think a worse thing—not on
permission, but unavoidably detained
overnight in the ,city on“his journey
from school to front—and kicking. Can
you outdo it*

One conld but listen.
tale,

One unit of the A EF. assigned to
training duty on the Chewmin des Dames
front. et its artillery observers at work
in the sausages, and young Lieut.
Charley — drew the upper-air job
and the companionship of a  IFrench
spotter.

Day after day they mounted to
limit of the string; day after day the
Boche swiam up out of the haze and
cireled toward them, sputtering
mitraillense fire. Day after day the
Fritz took a2 chance with a long-range
<hell. but always the motor trueck moved
‘he sausage a few hundred yards to the
left or right, and let it up or hauled

And this was the

the

it down, so as to spoil the range of the
next shot.

Charley really wanted to jump. Xt
isn’t so much that he said so, but his
whole outfit knew he wanted to jump.
He was more or less gently kidded about
it. Others had jumped; some had- jump-
ed when there was no real need of it.
and what they got from their K.QO.s
made the lieutenant’s dose look like real
commendation. -

* » *

Something happened TUp Above., This
does not mean in the heavens that are
above the earth, hut In the realms of the
Higher Ups. lieut. Charley ———, ac-

| tively spotting artillery fire -on a very

active sector of the front, was ordered
to the rear to go to a school for .artil-
lery observers, so that he might learn
to do what he had been doing.

Back to Paris Again

Off he went, and in a week or two
or three, he was ordered back again.

It was not only all a mistake, his going

to school, but somebody had found it
out. He got as far back as Paris—and
learned the horrid news.

During his absence, either Fritz got
a new gunner with a better eye, or clse

the avions got more daring. or some-
thing. Anyway, the blessed old sausnge

had been shot down five times, and the
observers had parachuted to earth each
time—and one wmore time when they
came down and the balloon didn’t.

That was what Lieut. Charley
was walling "about in the Folies Ber-
gére. That was what one man, looking
at the parachute jump from the ground,
called hard luck. Almost anybody can
imagine what he would ¢all the necessity
of a jump, looking at it from a snusage

basket.

The only thing left to wounder about
is the point of view of the {olks at home
on such a proposition.

BEHIND TH® LINE

When ye hear th” motor’s huannnin’
AN’ ye hear th' Boche i comin®
An' ye hear th' fellows tumblin®
o' bed,
Then ye seem t' have a notion
That ye ought 1° get in motion
‘Foret h' blanred ole root comes fallin®
on yer head.
Then th’ shrapuel gefs ° poppin’
An® Fritz lets some bombs come droppin’,
An’ th' ole dugout ix callin® mighty
strong;
Ye¢ sure hate t° think o' rannin’
Evry time Fritz comes a-gunnin’,
But ye know yer time on earth ain't
ertra long.
Ye're alone inside yer billet~-
All th' other lads who {ill it
‘eross th’ way
Have sought shelter in th' dugout
Hell! them bombs is droppin’ nearer,
An’ yer life secems geftin’ dearer,
An’ ye almost LKinda wish
learned t7 pray:
Ye ain’t scared, ye're not a coward,

out

ye'd

But ye're almost overpowered
By th' dred what comes a-sneakin®
in th’ dark.

Let ye have yer good ole rifle
An’ ye'll think it just a trifle
1f ye face a score or Boche an® let
‘or bark.
Ye ain’t scared becauxe yere shakin’,
An’ the short. quick breaths ye're takin’
Ain't a sign there's yellow runnin’
down yer spine,
(Fritz is gone, yer pals is comin,
L.et 'em have it now fer runnin'.)
God ! =ometimes its” kinda hell behind
th' line!

_ —HOWARD W. BUTLER.

EXCHANGED PRISONER
SEES FIRST YANKEES

Victim of U-Boat Rejoices
When Boche Rumors
Prove True

NINE MONTHS IN

GERMANY

French Sailor’s Two Young Sons
k! 'Were Shot When Hun
Entere_d Lille

He hobbled up on his crutches, his
left trouser-leg hanging limp below the
knee. His face was (h.m 1n and haggard,
his “hol(, body emaciated. lis uniform,
once the dark blue of the French ma-
rines, was spotted and faded and minus
several buttons. His eves were those of a
man who has-seen horrors. |

Yet his mauner, as he approached the
little group of American soldiers, was
as gentle as that of the most polished
courteir of the ancien regime.  Steady-
ing himself on his left ¢ruteh, he brought
up his right hand--a gnarled distigured
hand it was—to salute, and began. iu
ood but quaint English

“You—you Americans,
I. who have been these nine mounths a
prisoner in Germany. salufe you. You
are the first American soldiers I have
seen.”

1 =alute you:

Fired On in Open Boat

Pressed to tell his story, be said ‘he
had been on the Trench battleship La
Gloire at the time she was torpedoed in
the Atlantic. TIle had gotten away in a
small boat, but the submarine that
struck down the battleship pursued his
eraft, firing at its complement. That
was how he lost his leg.

The next he knew, he was in the
bowels of the U-boai, s prisoner. Ar-
riving at Bremen. e was hurried by
rail to a prison camp. with ~cant at-
L tention paid to his injured limb., Ampu-

tation was therefore necessary; with
proper care and treatment. it wmight
have been avoided.

For nine months he existed rather

than lived in the prigon compound. fed
on black bread and vegetable parings,
“Water?” he echoed. in response to
4 question. “No water could T get!
Always we were thirsty—and huangry?
Dh, so hungry:! It was cold, roo,—cold

all the time. And we were given no
clothes; all we had were these,-—indi-
cating his frayed uniform—"that we
brought with us.”
Rumors of America’s Entry
Under the agreement for the mutual

exchange of wounded prisoners, he was
brought Laeck. He had heard rumors, in
Germany, of the appearance of American
soldieirs on the soil of La Iatric. but
fhey were rumors only. He had hoped
it was so, but had not' known for cer-
tain. And now his iope was reaiized.
“I have a particular reason for wish-

ing 1o see you Americans do well in
battle. [ come from Lille. TIn thar eity

my two young sons—iull I had---were <hot
down by the Germans., T am blessé—
pointing to hix poor stump of a leg-—as
you see. I cannot avenge rhem. Bul you
~-vou may be able to do itl 1 wish yon
—how do you say it?—wishh you Iuck.

“Ronsoir. mes amiz, les Awéricaing!
On les aura!”
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Relieves the Thirst—Prevents Fatigue—-Beneﬁcial on the March

ADAMS PEPSIN
ADAMS BLACK

JACK

ADAMS CALIFORNIA FRUIT

{

)

e ot e g AN

ADAMS SPEARMINT
BEEMAN’S PEPSIN

YUCATAN

*

Adams Pure Chewing Gum Is on Sale at Afmy Canteens and Y.M.C.A. Huts.
‘ Write the Folks Back Home to Send You a Box or Two. -
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