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HOW THE LINES LOOK
FROM A FRENCH PLANE

Trip Across No Man?s Land Has Its Thrills Even
At a Height of 6,500 Feet?American

Batteries? Havoc
By HENRY G. WALES

Correspondent of the International Now
Soroico with the A . E. F.

I have been two miles Inside the Ger-
man lines?at a height of 6,500 feet.
I flew over the American lines on the
Toul front, crossed No Man?s Land, and
penetrated as far as the enemy second
line defense. I saw some of the de-
struction inflicted by bursts of gunfire
from American batteries, and even
while over the German positions I saw
American shells drop there and silently
explode, spouting a dusty upheaval of
brown dirt mixed wlh smoke.

I made the flight, which is the first
taken over the actual fighting lines by
a civilian, war correspondent or other-
wise, since the war began, in one of the
British two-seater Sopwlth observation
biplanes used by American observers in
regulating American artillery fire, and
piloted by a French sub-lieutenant who
usually takes up with him an American
observer. The only difference was that
the twin machine guns were not put in
place for my trip, as they are when the
combination observer-machine gunner
goes up.

It was just after four o?clock suntime
and excellently clear for observation. A
group of mechanicians strapped me to
the bucket seat deep down In the fusl-
lage,' so that only my bead showed and
I looked squarely at the pilot?s cranium.
Just showing in front of me.

MOe a Minute on the Ground
We raced down the field and picked

up a mile a minute gait, then rose so
softly that before I realized we were off
the ground the hangars and buildings
seemed to be dropping below. We cir-
cled over the field a while, banking
steeply on the turns to make our height,
as the fields are near the front, and an
aeroplane must fly high to cross the line*,
otherwise it Is dangerous business.

Mounting to 6,000 feet, we started to-
ward the front, traversing roads and vil-
lages I knew well from passing through
them dally in an automobile. As we
gained height, with our speed exceeding
two miles a minute and the wind pres-
sure becoming greater, it seemed as
though we were standing stock still.

As I gazed through the floor glass of
the plane, objects below made it seem as
if we were barely creeping along, Just
making headway against some raging
gale, though in reality there was scarce-
ly any breeze. But gradually we passed
landmark after landmark that I knew,
and I realized we were really moving
fast.

Then, far to the right, I saw another
French machine at about the same level,
also apparently stationary, although in
reality moving as fast as we were. We
were scv far above the earth?s surface
that one lost all sense of movement save
that of the air rushing past and fill-
ing the lungs withgreat gasps of oxygen.

*

War Zone Creeps In
Scrutinizing the landscape below I

passed the rearmost American Army
zone, out of danger except for long-range
guns, then gradually the war zone crept
in almost imperceptibly. I first noticed
the telltale shadows invariably east by
\u25a0the most skilful camouflage. Then I saw
how mere man-made camouflage cannot
mimic nature exactly, no matter how
hard he is trying to copy the landscape.

Soon we saw the beginning of the com-
munication trenches. Sinuous, winding,
irregular, they tolled devious ways like
moles? tunnels seen on a moist morning
at home. Then, Instead of villages, I
could see merely clumps of ruined, shell-
torn stone houses, and out from the
clumps stretched the wonderful French
highways?clear, clean-cut and ribbon-
like under the eye, so that I could tell
exactly where I was by their configura-
tion from the pilot?s map I carried.

It was the roads that told us first that
we were approaching the actual fighting
zone?that stretch close up to the front
line trenches which is daily and nightly
ploughed up by .shells. There the high-
ways widened, lost perceptibly, and
vanished like a ribbon fraying in tiny
strands at the ends.

Where the Bead Ends
The thoroughfares gradually lost them-

selves in the yellowish-brown strip
marking No Man?s Land. Through pow-
erful binoculars I looked down upon the
maze of American trenches, inter.wlnd-
Ig, inter-locking, seaming the earth to
a considerable depth behind a tiny halr-
like line marking the advanced fire
trench. All this area was so shell-pitted
that it resembled nothing so much as
the footprints of thousands of dogs on
the seaside sands, at some places blurred
and blended into millions of tiny undu-latipns where the rain bad washed down
%e softened shell crater marks.

lane of No Man?s Land, as far as
eye could see, was a haren, empty

wte, torn up, yet still with certain
Wiarks left, such as a shell-battered

stone farmhouse which the gunners of
neither side had so far seen fit to raze,
and an old cow stable whose walls were
still standing at a feeble height. These
places are a favorite rendezvous for
night patrols in attempting to gain pos-
session of the machine guns of their op-
ponents, who try to enter.

Then I passed the advanced German
line. It looked exactly like the Ameri-
can line, with the same endless scroll of
trenches burrowing wormily every
which way and extending back to a
great depth.

We veered left and saw the spot where
the American bombardment had pre-
pared the way for the raid of the pre-
vious morning. The effects of the rain
of shells were plainly visible, the new
craters showing up bolder and deeper
than others which had been made a long
time before.

Beads Begin Out of Nothing
Passing over the Germans? first net-

work of trenches, I noticed the stream-
Ilke communicating positions leading
back towards the second organized posi-
tion. There, too I saw clumsily camou-
flaged gunpits, and glancing at the map
found them accurately noted there for
our gunners? information.

The villages behind the enemy's line
were crumbling and shot torn exactly
the same as those behind ours, and the
roads began again from nothing, gradu-
ally assuming shape in the fine high-
ways a little way further on.

No puffs of white smoke, Indicating
shrapnel, nor of black smoke, indicating
high explosive, molested us. We con-
tinued onward, not straight ahead, but
obliquely, so that we could veer off and
double back if a hostile fighting plane
appeared. We saw a couple of German
two-seater observation machines regu-
lating artillery fire at about our own
level, but they minded their own busi-
ness and we paid no attention to them.

Gazing earthward, I saw shells
coughed up from the throats of Ameri-
can guns far behind plump into the
enemy?s positions and burst, throwing
up cloudlets of black-brown dirty smoke.

Once, when we were farthest within
the enemy?s lines, I looked back toward
the German front line and saw several
flashes which I afterwards learned were
trench mortars throwing flying pigs
over toward the American lines.

Not a Human Being In Sight
In all that journey I had not seen a

single moving human being, even
through my glasses, despite the fact that
the subterranean positions beneath
teemed with fighting men. In all the
advanced positions on both sides I did
not see a single moving vehicle, although
far off to the rear of the German lines I
could discern dustclouds rising from
convoys on the move.

We turned slightly, tilting steeply on
our wing, and soared homeward. The
pilot signalled to me to look down, and,
staring through the floor-glass, I saw
another French machine much lower.
Almost at the same instant a dull thud
penetrated the terrific noise of the
whiring motor. The pilot motioned
again, and I saw afluffy white cloudlet
of anti-aircraft shrapnel?enemy gun-
ners trying to lay the .range on the com-
rade beneath us.

Then came a dozen more almost inau-
dible thuds, and I saw a string of these
fluffy white cloudlets hanging In the air
along the path which the Wench ma-
chine below had been taking. But he
was far away?he wlngsllpped, turned,
and escaped entirely. Although we were
less than 10,000 feet up, enemy anti-air-
crafters did not choose us for a target.

Passing again the American battery
positions, I saw ominous flashes from
the breeches, but heard no shot fired or
shell whistling through the air. We
pased over an American observation
balloon and reached the field, alighting
like thistledown at 80 miles an hour.

I looked at my watch. We had been
gone 35 minutes, but It had seemed ages
because of the persistent idea that we
had been battling continually against a
head-on gale.

?Did you see that Boche single-seater
above us Just before we turned back??
asked the sub-lieutenant pilot, hopping
from his seat. ?I think he spotted us
without a machine gun and thought us
easy prey, as he was on his way home,
then turned and chased us a little way.
Otherwise, I would have taken you over
and shown you the German positions
there, with big guns mounted, and their
observation positions.?

GOING UP

There may come a day when you will
sign for breeches O.D. and the ease with
which they could be acquired. Back
home the merchant tailors have an-
nounced that hereafter $75 will he the
standard price for a civilian suit

EARLY MORNING SMOKES
They can talk about their plays,
Bout their movies and their dances,

?Bout the Galll-Curci craze?
Not a single one entrances
Me; for I?m content, you bet,
With one luxury a day;
Smoking Just one cigarette
In the dawn, ere reveille!

Back at home I never did
Puff before my morning meal?
Father would have put the lid
On it; and with anguished squeal
Mother would have thought me gone
Plumb?well, plumb to you-know-where
But it wasn?t cold at dawn,
Damp and dismal over there.

Over here, though, mornings are
Things to court the soothing weel ?
Lack of makin?s well may mar
All one?s first-call dressing speed.
With a fag stuck in your face
You can hustle with the best,
Puff, and struggle with each lace.
Get for breakfast chow a zest.

Cigarettes at break of day
Sweeter are than any others.
Driving clouds of night away,
Cutting fog that well-night smothers;
Soft their perfume, mild their taste,
Who?ll gainsay the Joy they bring?
So?be careful not to waste
?Baccy??tis a precious thing!

FREE ADVICE FOR
10VEL0RN LADS

By MISS INFORMATION
Conducted for Suffering Doughhoye Far Re~

WOMEN?S HOSPITAL
GETS EARLY CHANCE

Unit of American Pioneers
Proves Worth During

German Offensive

NOT A MAN ON ITS STAFF
Volunteer Workers Have Their

Own Plumber, Electrician
and Chauffeur, Too

Hats off?no, we don?t take our hats
off In the army; we salute.

A salute, then, for the Women?s Over-
sea Hospital, U.S.A., the first unit of
which Is in France and doing business.
It comprises the first group of women
physicians and surgeons from the United
States to see service In Europe, and
It distinguished itself before it had been
here a month by operating a hospital
in the field so close to the firing line
that the members were within sight and
sound of bursting shells.

This pioneer unit of the Women?s
Oversea Hospitals was formed under the
auspices of the National American
Woman Suffrage Association by four
w?omen physicians and surgeons of the
staff of the New York Infirmary for
Women and Children?Drs. Carolina S.
Finley, Alice Gregory, Mary Lee
Edwards and Anna,von Sholly.

The women volunteered for service
with the American Army, but their
offer was rejected. They then offered
themselves to the French Government
and were accepted. It was agreed that
they were to operate a hospital for the
French civil population which, upon 48
hours? notice, was -to be turned Into a
military hospital. The American Red
Cross agreed to furnish the equipment
and supplies.

moved from Their A/Hnitiee
E.T.?Yes, always keep your girl?s pic-

ture with you whenever you move. Not
only keep it with you, but write to her
and tell her that you do. Nothing gets
along without'advertising these days,
you know.

W.M.?You say that you inadvertently
left the locket, with her picture in it,
open while you were taking your last
month?s hath, and that the water made
the darn thing run and spoilel her
looks? Serves you right for taking a
bath! I wouldn?t blame her a bit for
refusing to send you another picture.

Z.O.?No, the line ?Am in the hos-
pital; having a lovely time,? never
makes a hit with the girl hack home.
She knows there are attractive nurses
In hospitals Just as well as you do, and
will smell a rat right off. Tell her all
about your troubles and she may decide
to come over and do a little nursing her-
self?if she?s got bean enough to pass
the examinations.

F.D.?No, shining up to her brother,
who is in your outfit, won?t do you a
bit of good. Brothers are always brutes,
and his good opinion of you?even if he
should take the trouble to write it home,
which he won?t?wouldn?t get you any-
thing. Treat him kindly, to be sure; but
don?t let him capitalize your affection
for his sister by borrowing from you too
heavily. Remember that if all goes well,
you?ll have him on your hands, off and
on, for the rest of your life; so don?t
begin too soon to keep him.

R.E.A.?Don?t, when you write about
the discomforts of trench life, forget to
hint, gently, oh, so gently, that you?re
going through all of it For Her. Never
fall to capitalize on what you go through
and to Impress her with it. There?s noth-
ing untruthful about it, so don?t be
afraid to play it up. They all like it.

T.O.?If she hasn't written to you for
a long time, and you can prove it by
checking up on the dates of her letters ?

you have to keep the envelopes for that,
as women never date their letters inside
?why, don?t write to her for quite a
while. Don?t spoil her by starting out,
?Dearest, your letter got in here Just
this eveg., and in reply to same I am
writing right away.? Keep her in sus-
pense for a while; discipline her. Then,
when you do write, try to appear a little
detached, a bit cold. They play the same
game on you; why in the name of time
shouldn?t you resort to reprisals?

Site (or Hospital Found
Dr. Ftnley came to France two months

ago and selected a site for the hospital.
She chose a village In the Department
of the Alsne, the population of which
was In need of medical aid because all
the French practitioners had left for
service with the army. Before this hos-
pital was fully established, however,
came the German drive, and the site
which they had chosen fell into Boche
hands. The unit withdrew.

The wounded began to come hack
from the fighting lines and the women,
not to be Idle, asked French army offi-
cials for Immediate duty In the field.
They were assigned to Temporary Hos-
pital No. 11, which they operated dur-
ing the height of the fighting and still
are operating. They have treated scores
of French and British soldiers, adminis-
tered anaesthetics, set bones, dressed
wounds and performed minor and major
operations.

During the first few days, the Ger-
mans got so close that they dropped
shells within a mile or two of the hos-
pital, but the women, although they
thought they were actually within reach
of the Boche guns, worked without In-
terruption.

The unit Includes six physicians and
surgeons and numbers 31. Its boast Is
that It Is Independent of man, that It
can take over a hospital, or convert into

REQUISITES PROM

ROBERTS &c?
AMERICANDRUGGISTS.
WRHS. Rui M ia Run,PARIS

crnmi mm 1

Pollu (to newly arrived Tank): Vans
etes

Yank: Ongazhay?ong?oh, engaged!
Hell, no, I?m married.
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To Send Money Home
GOTO ANY BRANCH OFTHE

Societe Generate
A Bank with more than 1,000 branches throughout France.

There vou will fiud Wells Fargo blank forms and instructions. Vouget a Wells Fargo receipt.
The identical form filled out by you i» immediately rent by tbe

SOCIETE GENERATE to us iu PARIS .-wid the payment order is
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one a building not previously used for
that purpose, and do all the work there
is to do without any aid from the out-
side. In addition to a dentist, It has a
carpenter, an electrician, a plumber, an
auto-repalr woman and two chauffeurs.

Another contingent of 60?physicians,
surgeons and helpers?will be in France
soon, and others are expected to fol-
low.

CHANCE TO LIVE IT DOWN
An American Red Cross worker be-

hind the British front, after a recent
battle, tarried to hear a British major,
mounted on a wagon tongue, addressing
the men of his battalion. :

The men had finished st night?s rest
after three days of the hardest kind
of fighting, recounts the Red Cross man,
and the major was announcing that they
were "going In? again that day.

?There will be no withdrawal. We
are not going to give an inch,? declared
the major. ?I want to see you fight
harder than you ever fought before. I
don?t want to see you hang back like
you did the last time.

?Why, dammit, men,? shouted the
major, ?In the last fight you only got
eight to one. You know you ought to
have done better than'that!?
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Telephone: Gutenberg 01-95.
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UMBRELLA SHOP in PARIS

PAPER WAR-MONEY
COLLECTORS of CHAMBER of
COMMERCE BILLS ard BILLS
from the INVADED DISTRICTS
?bould apply for CATALOGUE
Win/* for eppointmtnt and contu/tf
A LIONEL ISAACS,

29 Rue dc Moscou, PARIS.
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ATTENTION
MOOSE!

All members of the Moose In
good standing, or those who
have been members, take notice
that headquarters will be
opened shortly In Paris. In
order that you may be promptly
notified of plans for your com-
fort, send your name, military
address and number of lodge to

Joseph A. Jenkins,
Vice-Director General,

Hotel Continental, Paris.
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?My Portrait **

FINEST 19 Avenue tie CEchy
PHQTOS

Have You Had O
?THE STARS AND STRIPES? r Four Francs for
Sent To Your Home Folks Yet* 3 months? subscription

Solid Silver
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DO NOT FORGET TO WRITE
|T may not be inappropriate for a house
* whose chief business is making letter-
paper to suggest to you who read this that
you cannot write home too often. A letter
from a soldier at the front somewhere in
France is prized by every family who re-
ceives it. The letters you write now about
your actual experiences in war will be a
valuable possession to you when you come
back and read them over.

We cannot urge you to use our writing
papers in writing because we do not
know how you would get them in France,
but we hope that you will receive lots of
letters written upon them.

EATON, CRANE & PIKE COMPANY,
New York. Pittsfield, Mass., U. S. A.

rvillcttc SWoT 5lll No Stropping?No Honing

Gillette U.S.

OPEN

,
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STINITED STATES War Service.R« eolations. Require a Shaving Outfit?and theU soldier ard sailor most prpvicte hiE own Razor.
The new Gillette I; S. Service-Set is tho Shaving Outfit that fulfils every need ofUncle Sam?s Boys.
It is constructed with a metal.case?built to withstand the roughest handling. AnIndestructible Mirror fits snugly in the lid of case. Thumb tacks for securing themirror for use regardless of surroundings are'included. ?

We kept in mind the Gillette principle aid the necessity 'of compactness. Sifo *

complete- 4iri. Jong, 1 jin. wide, Jilt, thick, Slips into the breast pocket of thecoat or shirt?takes up no .room in the' soldier?s kit or the sailor?s ditty bo*
Regular Gillette blades used with this set.
No Stropping?No Honing, always sanitary, no cutting or act aping of akin-no risk of, infection. This is.the razor that every'fighting man needs, to be per-fietty equipped for shaving satisfaction.

PRICE: 25 FRANCS complete with 12 Gillette. Bladen.pACKETS 'of new Gillette Blades?each Blade wrapped in oiled paper enclosed in1 sanitary envelope?bright, smooth, sharp and dean, can be obtained at alldealers' in? France, England, Russia, Italy, Canada and ? ether parts of the world.
Citttfti Safety Rotor Company, Boston, Matt., U.S.A.

To be Had at A.E.F.& Y.M.CA Canteens
or at all Dealers in France.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR, S.A., Hi* Rue la Boctie. PARIS
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