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YOU GOTTA HAVE A PASS
UNLESS YOU?VE GOT ONE

And If You Haven?t Got One, You?ve Gotta Show
It Anyway?You Know How It Is at In-

spection, Don?t You?
You?ve heard of how closely the cap-

tain inspected your gun on that. Satur-
day morning when you forgot to wipe
the dust from the trigger guard, and
how careful the major was the other
morning when ho inspected your tent
and found that cigarette stub you had
so neatly concealed under the tent flap.-

And. e-i ?ha other hand. I?-?.JT.tii
Brown cleaned his gun thoroughly and
Corporal Smith policed his tent care-
fully, both anticipating a minute in-
spection. But when the officer came
round at nine o?clock lie merely bal-
anced Brown?s gun in his hand while he
looked at the grimy hat cord and then
handed the piece back to its owner. And
when he reached Smith?s tent all of his
attentions--were turned upon Smith?s
torn trousers, and he never once gave
the tent an obliging look.

I?m a thorough believer in prepared-
ness now. If you?re prepared, you need
never expect to be molested; but the
minute you?re unprepared you can be-
gin to look for the inevitable. Here?s
more proof of it. and this story can be
backed up by Special Order No.? and
the A.P.M. records of several different
wav-points between Inter. Medical Sup-

ply Depot No.? and gay Faroe.

through his pockets and making a
mighty brave stall, but 1 could see his
fruitless search was telling on him.

?Ain?t you got no pass?" this M.l*.
asks.

\u25a0?Had one a minute ago," Rod says.
?Well, I ain?t got all day," says the

M.P.
- ?I. know you ain?t," Red tells him:
?but give ine"r.iinr Rive me time to
look. I got a right to hum
it, ain?t: I??

The M.P. didn?t say anything, hut
I can see he's growing suspicious.

?Maybe it?s in your pocket,? Red
says. ?You bettor look.??

I looked, but at the end of five
minutes the pass was still a missing
article ol our equipment. So I started
in at the beginning and told the M.P.
ail about it.

Tough, But It?s Rules
?That's tough, all right,? he says,

with a doubtful ring in his voice. ?You
know what we?re supposed to do with
guys without passes??

?Well, you can call up our com-
mander for that matter,? I tolls him,
?and he?ll straighten us out. We ain?t
trying to run away; all we want now
is to got back.?

A Mission of Great Importance

Armed with a special order pursuant
to aulhority contained in paragraph so
and so. Sergeant Schefiler--he?s red-
headed, so we call him Red for short?-
and I detrained at the big city depot
and bit off up one of the main big
drags bent on a mission of great mili-
tary importance, as such errands are to
all "those entrusted with them.

?Here comes one of them M.P. guys,
savs Red: ?I?d better get ibis pass out
so?s not to delay us any.?

Red gets out tbo pass and conceals
it' in his hand, so he?ll ho ready for
this M.P. when we get up to him.

We met him and kind of slowed up
waiting for him to demand a pass, but
he walked by with his eyes on a pretty
mademoiselle and never so much as gave
us the onco-over.

Finally he tells us confidentially that,
although he?s not supposed to do it,
he?ll let us get to the train without
saying anything about it to the ser-
geant, but for us to make tracks for
home lout de unite or we?ll bo wish-
ing we was on the outside looking in
instead of on the inside looking out.

?Herd, hcaucouii says Red, and
we takes a roundabout way to the sta-
tion.

?We?re Jake now.'? says Red. ?There
wasn?t a single M.P. tit the depot when
we got off, and we can make it easy. . .

Damn it; I can't imagine what in the
world I did with that pass.?

I didn?t count them, hut when we
walked in tit the depot there was about
15 M.P.?s surrounded ns all at once, just
like they?d been in ambush and expect-
ing ns.

?This way,? says a corporal, and lie
led us into a little room that bo called
his ollice.

?Huh!? Red grunts to me in sur-
prise. ?I guess these M.P.?s ain?t so
strict as I?ve heard about.?

?Because one dog is friendly that?s
no sign the next one won?t, bile.? 1
warns him, and we makes our way on
up to the place where we?re going.

?Duty before pleasure? Is always my
motto; so we finished up our little af-
fair and found that wo had three hours
to the good before our train pulled out.

We were standing in front of the
Opera Comique figuring out what kind
of program was on for the afternoon,
when Red calls my attention to an
M.P. sergeant sauntering along our
side of the street.

lie opened a book and wrote down
our names, where wo were horn, what
outfit we belonged to, how many times
we?d moved since \u25a0 we came to France,
where wo thought we were going, our
ages, serial numbers, verified this with
our dog tags, asked our ra.uk, how
many times we'd been wounded and?well." I don?t remember all of it, or
whether that is just the questions ho
asked us or not, but that?s the essence
of it. Then lie wanted to sec our passes.

Almost on the Train
?You won't see this sergeant lettin?

us get by as easy as that other guy
did,? says Ucd. ?Guess I better fish
out my pass.?

?Hello, fellows; goin? to take in th'
show?? this M.P. sergeant says, and
blows on down the street.

?Well, well,? Rod says. ?What good?s
a pass to us anyway?"

Again I told the same story and pre-
sented the same argument as I did to
the other M.P. up by the Optra Conti-
nue. But this corporal was strictly on
the job. He went to a booth and called
our commander on long distance.

?You?re doin? fine," Red says to mo
while the corporal was socuynig the ne-
cessary information. "That?s the way
to do it; keep on talkin? to ?em!?

?Sure,? I says. ?When my wind gives
out I got a good pair of legs If that?ll
help any.?

?It?s a long ways home,? says Red;
?so you?d hotter stick to the gab as
long as possible.?

The corporal finally satisfied himself
that we were all right and gave us a
little blue slip of paper which he said
would replace the pass. We boarded the
train and made our getaway.

At one place we had to change cars.
And here was another M.P. corporal
waiting for us.

?Mv name?s Schefller,? says. Red,
?and I was born In '9l or ?O2, I forget
which. I?m the best X-ray man in
trance, if I do say it myself, and my
mother was Irish and my father was
regular American Yankee. My present
.occupation is soldiering, but when I get
home, you can put down there on that
book, I?m going to get a job as a cop
on Broadway. Every time I see one of
these guys cornin? along my beat that?s
been on M.P. over here in France I?m
goin? to pinch him Just on general
principles.?

After we?d got home Red was looking
for his cigarettes and pulled out a
familiar looking slip of paper.

?What?s that you got?" I asks him.

It Did?nt Matter Anyway
When the show was about half over

Red lets a little squeal out of his
throat that attracts the attention of
the entire audience. lie starts breathing
hard and diving from pocket to pocket
like he?d made a sudden discovery that
someone had rolled him for his wad of
francs.

?Been robbed?? I asks him.
?>What?d I do with that pass anyway?

Did I give it to you??
\u25a0 ?No,? I says, ?you didn?t give It to
me. Pourquoif"

"It?s gone, or I?m a liar!?
Wo got up and went out in the day-

light where we could see better. But
nowhere could wc find that slip of
paper.

?Oh, well," I says, after we?d looked
some more, ?it doesn?t matter much. We
won?t need it anyway.?

About that time somebody taps me
on the shoulder, and here?s an M.P.
standing over me. He looked as though
he might have come from down Texas
way, or from somewhere else where men
grow big and tall.

"You got to show your pass in this
town,? he says in a gruff voice, ?or else
you?re in dutch. It?s lots of bother,?
he goes on, like he wanted to apologize,
?but you know regulations require it.
Of course it only takes a minute or so,
anyway.?

?T guess we're in dutch, then," I
savs. and looks at Red. Red?s going

?Damned if it ain't that pass!" he
says kind of surprised. ?I plum forgot
about that pocket. These hero made-
over English trousers is the bunk any
way.? Seth T. Bailey, Corp. Inf.

THE PLUTE
He may be a plute in the circle back home, bur it don?t j?ct him nothin' out

here;
His belly may ache for a glass of champagne, but he's lucky as Hell to get beer.
His custom, you know, in the land of the free was to rise from his bed about

nixie?
A valet would dross him and button his shoos and bring him his breakfast and

wine.
But how things h/ivc changed since the draft sacked him in!? hr. rises at (i SO

now.
And. drinking black coffee, remarks on the fact that he's walked half a mile

for his chow.

His sleep once was lulled by the sound of the storm as it whistled and roared
round the house;

Perhaps ho was wakened, but slumbered again, as snug and as warm as a
mouse.

But now he is billeted out in a barn on straw in an old cattle stall,
While jack rabbits scampering over the field are seen through the holes in the

wall.
Oh, how things have changed since the draft sucked him in and east his small

world in dull gloom!
lie, shiners and shakes when a storm whistles now and blows all the snow in

the room.

lint think of the folks in the circle back homo who sigh for the one that is
gone; *.

They quickly forget what a nuisance he was and patiently wait for the dawn
Of the day 'that shall bring him from oat of the war, and back to his com-

fort and ease
Tlie.v clroam iioi -1..:w cloei) he has drunk of the cup, and the knowledge he?s

gained by degrees. .... ' ,

Oh, how things have changed since the draft sucked him in is told bg hut
coating of tan; "

lie went as a number?and lo and behold! He conics to them now as a JfAA.
Sot. Ricicaiu) C. Coi.hukn.

?WELL I?LL BE---!?
MUSTACHE COMES WITH BARS

. Somewhere in France, they?re all here
?or they will be.

Private Bill Jones, late customs in-
spector at San Francisco, walked into
A depot quartermaster's ollice. a copy
of Paragraph ?, S.O. ?, in his hand.
It was evening and only a major and
a captain were present.

?What, do you want?? asked the cap-
tain.

?Transportation, sir.? replied Private
Jones, putting forth his besl salute,
?this order says I?ve got to go ?

?Well. I?ll be .? said the captain,
interrupting. ?This is the last place
I expected to see you."

?Well, for tin; lova Mike?? exclaimed
Private Jones. ?I'd ?a - known you in
a minute if it wasn't for that mustache
and the?a ?shoulder bars.?

The captain used to be in the immi-
gration department in San Francisco
and he and Private Jones used to work
together.

NOT LIKE SILVERTON
Private' X was strolling along the

crooked main rue of an ancient village,
displaying a passive interest, in spots
where German air bombs had dropped
not many days before?hut only a pas-
sive interest, because it was Christmas
and ho was, for the first time, far from
home on Christmas Day.

Private Y promenaded the same rue.
They met.
?Well, I be .? They both said it.

Private X and Private Y used to live
in the same block iu Silverton, Colorado.

?I got a letter from my mother and
she said yon were over here,? said Pri-
vate Y. ?But, Holy Jimminy! I never
expected to see you.?

?Remember Daisy A \u25a0 Well, she
told me you had finished training, but
she didn?t know whether you had
started for France or not.?

?Remember last Christmas Eve when
wo were at that party at Jim Z?s
house??

?Yes,? said Private Y, ?and here wa
arc.?

"Yes, here wo are."
?But say,? said Private Y, ?they

talk a lot about this burg, but can you
see anything to it??

?Nothing. Not a thing. Silvcrton?s
got it all over this place seven different
ways.?

??You bet it lias.? said Private X.

TRUE TO FORM
?Freddy,? says an infantryman who

knows him, ?was the laziest man I ever
knew. When he was away on vacations,
he'd take carbon paper along, so as to
make the same letter ho sent to his fam-
ily do for his girl as well. Ho used a trot
for all his Latin in high school, and al-
ways copied Ills algebra from someone
else. He never took a girl to a dance or
anything; he was too lazy to go around
and fill up her dance order for her, and
rustle punch for her and her mother. He
just stagged everything, and bummed on
us for dances.

?When war broke out and all the boys
in Billville were hustling around trying
to get into this and that, we didn't see
Freddy doing a blooming thing. ?They?D
call me when they want mo?, seemed to
be his way of looking at it, and nothing
we could tell him seemed to make any
difference. He jeered at us of the local
militia company as we went biking off
with our packs on. None of that for him

??Finally we heard Freddy had dlsap-

I?eared from town, and then wo lost track
of him. Ho was, you soo. too lazy to
write to anybody. But I?ve found out
Unit, as a general rule, it's lazy people
who take the most trouble. So it turned
out to lie with him?but wait.

?The other day I ran plumb smack in-
to him?and would you believe it? He
was all dolled up in an aviator?s uniform
?wings over his breastbone and all the
rest?had Ills commission and everything.
Tie looked lit as a liddlo and straight as
a ramrod. I just held my sides and
gasped.

?Freddy,? I managed to say, when I
bad gotten my breath. ?Freddy, how on
earth did you ever stir up the energy
to go through t.lio (raining eamp and the
flying work and all the drudgery of it
to get where you are now? How in the
name of time did you manage to do it??

? ?Well.? he ventured, in that same
iazy matter-of-course tone of his. ?after
seeing you doughboys hike off like that
when you left, I said, ?Nix on that: pro-
position!? T simply had to get, into some
branch of (ho service whore I didn't have
to walk!? '

?Can you, boat, it??

MOTHERGOOSE FOR DOUGHBOYS
Hide a big truck, through mud, rain

and muck.
To soo a fat major got quite out of luck;
heaves on his shoulders, and spurs on

it is heels.
The language he uses shows just how lie

feels.
? » ?

Jim stuck his mug out, right by his dug-
ont,

Eating his rice and beans;
A Boche sniper sided him and seat one

beside him.
And grazed off the seat of his jeans,

Little Jack Horner sat in a corner
Op'ning his Christmas box;
?Twas then about the end of March,
But ho found lots of heavy-weight sock
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FREE BAND SCORES
FOR A.E.F. MUSICIANS

Even If Yours is an Orches-
tra, Write Miss Sawyer

Anyway

If any bandmaster in tlio A.RF. lias
Tailed to receive an allotment of new
scores from Miss Kay C. Sawyer since
coming to France, it was an oversight
or an accident and lie should write her
at once, addressing Ids lamentation to
her apartment at 7!) Hamilton Place,
New York City. Miss Sawyer is the
Now York business woman who has
taken upon herself, as a little side line
after a hard day's work, the task of
supplying new music and plenty of it to
all the bands in American lighting forces.

Miss Sawyor. whose undertaking was
launched when she recklessly adopted
a camp band one day last summer, lias
established co-operation with all the
music publishers, and 1 lie pieces she
gets are so fresh that the ink is often
still wet on them'when the bundles are
juadc up for distribution. Those bundles
have gone to all the camps in America;
they have reached the Marine band in
Pekin, have been played by the native
scout bands in the Philippines, have
been board far out at sea and have
come over by thousands lo the A.E.F.

Those units have shifted so often and
so rapidly that Miss Sawyer is afraid
she has lost trad; of some of them. If
your organization cannot boast a band
but has an orchestra, ask for orchestra
scores. If yon hare only a piano and
a pianist, say so. If you have none of
those things, but, want to gather round
and sing, and if the latest thing in your
repertoire is t lie Irving PcWin ballad
.they were whistling about Now York
'when you sailed away last .lime, write
to Miss Sawyer. The music publishers
give the music. Miss Sawyer distributes
it and the bands and orchestras of the
Army and Navy play it.
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