4

THE STARS AND STRIPES: ¥FRANCE, FRIDAY, MAY 10, 1918.

‘The Stars and Stripes

The official publication of the American Ex-
peditionary Forces; authorized by the Com-
mander-in-Chief, A.E.F.

Published every Friday by and for the men
of the A.E.F., all profits to accrue to sub-
scriber’s company funds.

Editorial: Guy T. Viekniskki, Capt., Inf., N.
A. (Editor and General Manager); Franklin
P. Adams, Capt., N. A.; Charles P. Cush-
ing, 1st Lieut., U.S.M.C. R.; Alexander
Woollcott, Sgt.,, M.D.N.A.; Hudson Hawley,
Pvt., M.G. Bn.; A. A. Wallgren, Pvt.,, US.M.C.;
John T. Winterich, Pvt., A.S.; H. W. Ross, Pvt,,
Engrs., Ry.

Business: R. H. Waldo, Capt., Inf., US.R;
William K. Michael 1st Lieut., Inf.,, U.S.R.;
Milton J. Ayers, 1st Lieut., Inf., U.S.R.; Adolph
Ochs, 2nd Lieut., Cav., U.S.R.; Stuart Carroll,
Q. M. Sgt. Q. M. C.; T. W. Palmer, Corp.,
Engrs., Ry.

Advertising Director for the United States
and Canada: A. W. Erickson, 381 Fourth
Avenue, New York City.

General Advertising Agents for Great Brit-
ain: The Dorland Agency Ltd, 16 Regent
Street, London, S.W.1.

Fifty centimes a copy. Subscription price to
soldiers, 8 francs for six months; to civilians,
10 francs for six months. Local French
money not accepted in payment. In England,
to soldiers Gs. 6d. for six months, to civilians
8s. Civilian subscriptions from the United
States $2.00 for six months. Advertising
rates on application.

THE STARS AND STRIPES, G2, AEF, 1

Rue des Italiens, Paris, France. Telephone,
Gutenberg 1295. e
FRIDAY, MAY 10, 198,
WHEN AMERICA CAME IN

The list of 117 men of the 104th Infan-
try who were decorated with the Croie de
Guerre for the fight they fought at Apre-
mont Wood i freh evidence of how infi-
nite is the varicty o that blend of peoples
which we eall Ameriea.

Read the list of names and how
many are the nations which have contrib-
uted fo tha! New England regiment. irue
army of a democraey made ap o of  the

see

of our home newspapers, and it mirrors
the spirit of the American Army.”

We can ask for no more than that. We
hope so to work from now on, for you and
with vou, that we shall continue to be
worthy of that description.

ON BEING A BUCK

We quole the following from a
“Doughboy’s Dictionary” as published in
Judge, of New York:

“Buex Privare—The poor devil who
does all the work and gets the least pay.”

Oh, dear! Judge, like so many of our
well-meaning  contemporaries back home,
has gol it all wrong.

“The poor devil!” Say not so. 'The
buck private is the luckiest guy in the
Army—the luckiest and the happiest.

LEveryihing is done for him, everything
planned out for him, everything issualde
is issued to him when it can be got, every
higher officer exists but to serve him and
make his path easier and to take the worry
and the fret and the planning off his shoul-
ders. In fact, the Army takes evervthing
off his shoulders but his pack and his gun.

“Who does all the work!” Wrong again;
the buck goes to bed at taps, and—unless
he is on guard or XK. P.—has nothing on
his mind bui his hair until reveille. The
Loots, and the Skippers, and the Oak-
leaves and the Eagles and the $tars know
no taps. Their name is cerlainly =nol
[Zva-I-don’t-care.

“And gets the least pav!? Yes, but what
pay the buck does get, after all the dedue-
tions are made, is his. He isn’i taxed $300
or %0 for a new equipment when he joins;
he doesn’t have to buy a blooming Sam
Browue belt or spurs or hoots or insignia.

No, Sister Judge, you're wrong. 'The
ek s the hest off of 1the whole lot. He’s
aat the only sure and steady job in ihe
whole Army.  Ile’s the only man who carn’i
he busted.

THE TAPE WHICH IS RED

hopeful men ard women who, consciously

or unconsciouzly. came to our shores he-:

cause ours was a nation conceived in lib- |
erty and dedicated to the proposition thai |
all men are created equal.

Frenely, Irish, Scoteh, Tadian, Spanish,
Portuguese, Serbian, Lithuanian, Russian
—all are hereo And German, For we may
guess thal some of the names in this honor
list point back throngh the generations 1o
those Germans wha, fong ago, sailed heart-
sick from the Fatherland hecause  their
revolution had  failed and who now are
sending their children and their children’s
children back acrosze the seas to fight on
the =oil ot invaded Franee the ugly Pros-
gian tyvranuy they  themselves  had  fled
from Germany to escape.

John B. Desvalles, John 1L, Murphy.
Max Levine. Fred D, Christiansen., Nice-
kolis  Wiskewich, tichard M. Woeiser,
Arihur L. McDopadd, Frank 3. Amaral.

William Penn. Yenas erednen. John Stef-
anick,  [gisie Donnissonic. Warren R,
Prouiy. Charles I, OLeary, William I
Wruck.,  David AL Casagrende, Stanley
Grezwacz, Lee P00 Jacques—why, it reads
like a1 roll eall of 1he peoples of the world.
T was all the world that went {o war
with Germany when Ameriea eame in.

THE ANSWER
A German statesman the other day, with
the pointedness of a man who has just dis-
covered something. remarked:  =We g
through the British line and gain 25 miles
of ferritory. and their answer is a man

power I3l waking men of 50 into the
Army.”
“How.” he ashed, “ean we whip an

enemy like fhat*”

e was dizeussing one of three poweriul
nations  which  German  militarists had
hoped. in one powerful blow, 10 crush. We
should like 1o direet his attention to
France.

Trrom a hundred different sources comes
the word this spring ihat the French Army
never has been in finer feftle, that never
has it shown the dash, the spivii, the irre-
sistible will that it does now. Irench di-
visions go info the line. not only with en-
thusiasm, hui with rejoicing-—~wiih a do
or die spirit thai ix uneonquerable. And it
but svmbulizes o nation that. after four
vears of war. talks not of defeat, but deter-
minedly of vietory,

How can Germany whip a nation like
that?

After a year of prepacation. the United
States has a million and a hall men drilled
and cquipped.  She has her factories hu-
ming on munitions and her  shipvards
building 60.000 tons of <hips a woek.

How can Gernmany whip a nation like
that?

ITow can Germany whip these three na-
tions?

There i= but one answer-—and Germany
herself will know it hefore many months
have passed:

Germany can'i.

YOUR PAPER BACK HOME

This paper of  vonrs, soberly. modestly
and literallv. bhaz made a big hiv back
home. i hasn’t made its hit only because
of its subject matter and getup and sivle;
it’s made itz hit Jargely because it’s been
your paper.

The folks at home are interesied in
everything that pertains: 1o vou. vour work,
your play, vour chow. vour clothes. 'The
main, we mighi say the sole. reason why
this paper of yours has made good with
them is because it's siuck close 10 vou. It
proposes 1o stick just as elo<e in {uture.

Big papers al home. with big things to
take up their space, have laid themselves

“out to reproduce whole first pages of THE
- STARS AND STRIPES in full, with ex-
planatory storics underneath. TLittle pa-
pers, to whom such a sacrifice of space
means a mouniing cost of white paper and

a loss of advertizing wherewithal, have
doné the same, regardless of cxpense.

Never in the history of American journal-
ism did a new paper, a voung paper, a
weekly paper published 3,000 and more
miles away from the United States, zet'such
publicity, such praise, from its contempor-
aries. And you are the ones responsible.
We hope youw’re pleased.

Of the many pats-on-the-bagk we have
received as vour represeniatives, one speci-
men will suffice. It is from The FEditor
and Publisher, the foremost “newspaper
aan’s paper” of the Uniied States. It says:

“THE STARS AND STRIPES is more

They tell us there’s a Bill—it may be an
Act by now—up in Congress, designed fo
place in the Presideni’s hands a nifty pair
of shears, with which to cut red tape. Be-

feaunse of its author, it has been dubbed the

Overman Bill. It might well have been
called the Superman Bill, a2 anyone who
has bhecome entangled and, ensnarled in
red tape can readily guess. But be that as
it ix. the wavs are greased for it, and the
chanees are that it will soon, if it hasn’t
already, become the law of the land.

No far =0 good; bul whai are we going
to do with all the vermillion ribbon which
the President will be able to sever, once the
Bili is in good lawn-mower order? Shall
we make it inio spiral putls for the arfil-
lerv. or Christmas decorafions for ihe
coukshack ¥ Shall we shred it info hairs.
and equip with wigs a real red-headed regi-
ment. to throw terror into the Boche? Or
shall we boil it and bleach it and take all
the redness out of ii, and use the tincture
for tomatoing beef ?

Anyway, think it over.  There must be
a use for if, as there is for all waste prod-
ueiz. At home, it may =cerve for stringing
up spies and for lassoing enemy aliens.
Over here, it might serve for wrist waich
reinloreements, or to draw through the
vores of rifles so as to clean ‘em. On sec-
and thought. thongh. we'd rather keep it
away from our rilles. It has a bad rep.

But there must be a use for ii. And
there'l be a lot of it lo use.
IT TELLS ITS OWN STORY
There is a hotel in France which i

el frequented by men of the AL K. I
generally iransients, who stop  there he-
tween train journevs to enjoy their firs
<leep in real beds in many months, to ea:
dinner and hreakfast off a real {ablecloth.
and fo taste the nearest approximation
the comforts of an American home whiel
the Y. M, C. AL can give.

in the reading room of the hoiel is a
vuest. book, on the cover of which is i no-
tice bidding the reader write his name
and a happy thought within.

What are these happy thoughl=? Bright
lines?  Home town boosts? The old fa-
miliar auntograph album humor? Many of
them are, buf at least every other one reads
very mueh like this:

“(iod bless the women of America whe
five come over here {o help us.”

Stand us face fo face, and we aren't
very sentimental. We aren’t  given  {o
hlubbering, "or gushing, or soft-soaping.
Bui the seceret of that litile book estab-
lishes o bond of sentiment thai every man-
jack of us iz proud to eccho.

NAUGHTY! NAUGHTY!

We have some admirable verse sent in
to us from iime fo time (Rude Voice from
the Rear: =Then why don’t vou print
some of it once in a while ¥?) Well, we con-
tinue unrufiled, zometimes we suppress our
desire fo publish a submitied poem beeause
it ix o very good it was prinied somewhere
ols¢ long betore we ever gol a chance.

Just such a poemn—called “Flyving? Not
Me U'—eame in through the mails only the
other day and was reluctantly laid aside
hecause one of the editors recalled having
laughed heartily over it when he read it
fur the first time in his home town news-
paper before ever he left the blessed States.

That poem came in twice, by the way,
twice in the same week. The second man
to send it 1o us—he was a lieulenant and
conscientious—was careful to mention
that he did not know who wrote it. DBut
the captain who sent it, by cheerfully ig-
noring the question of authorship, con-
veyed the impression that it was a litlle
thing of his own he had tossed off in an
idle moment. That, at least, was the im-
pression cereated in the minds of a guile-
less and unsuspeciing editorial staff which
—be it =aid by the way of a gentle warn-
ing—it is not quife o unsuspecfing as if
used o he.

SEND THE WORD

Wani any more of that tobaceo vou got
with the little ready-stamped post card in
it? Want anybody else 10 get any of it?
The hundreds of thousands of people who
coniributed to the *“Our Boys in T'rance
Tobacco Fund” feel mighty well pleased
when those little cards come back {o them.
Have vou neglected to return yours? Then
it's time you looked after it. For it is the
returning of those cards that keeps the

American in tone agd style than many

-

smokes coming. So send the word, and sce
if your shipffigesn’t come in.

=k
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,_ The lestening Post

A BALLADE OF MATTERS KNOWN
AND UNKNOWN ‘

(Being an American version of M. Francois
Villon's slangy ballade)

I'm not a simp; I'm not a joe;

I'm on when cream is full of flios.

And by their clothes I always know

A lot about these dressy guys.

I know black clouds from sunny skics;

I know a dead one from a pep;

I know the phony from the prize—

But to myself [ am not hep.

I'm jerry to the fashions, bo;

I make the clerics by their ties; .

I know the high birds from the low,

And cherry tarts from apple pies.

I know the yeggmen and the Cys;

I know *“Both gates!” and “Watch
step!”’

I kuow the Bourbons from the ryves—

But to myself I am not hep.

your

I know the sunshine from the snow;
The truthful man from him who lies;

1 know 16 from Double-O;

Ben Davises from Northern Spies.

1 know some Janes who have some eyes;
I know the honey from the skep;

I know just how to balladize—

But to mysely I am not hep.

L’'ENVOIL
Prince, I am Jeremiah Wise;
Grab it from me, that is my rep;
Excepting only this revise:
But to mysclf I am not hep.

Speaking of soda fountains, there was the
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man who asked the soda clerk for a glass of
plain soda, without flavor.
“Yes,” said the clerk.
flavor would you like it?”
“Oh,” the customer replied, “I'll
without strawberry.”

“Without which

lake it

The eclerk looked among the syrup hottles.
“Sorry,” he said. “Can’t do it. [ can give |
it to you without vanilla.” '

TO MOTHER AMERICA FROM HER '

SON |

Mother America, U.S.A., ;

Western Hemisphere, l

Dear Mother: i
May 12 is Mother's Day, and the boys are
all celebrating it by writing to their mothers.

You are the only mother I have, and so 1 am .
writing to you. H

I hear from you every day, as it is you who |
really blow reveille and taps, and give me all i
that comes belween them; and I know you
hear from me through the papers every day.
IBut  there are things maybe the papers
haven't room to print, such as how 1 feel.
Well, in a word, 1 feel great. It's great to
be up in the front line, where none of nus—
even those who already are at the front—
sipends more than about a quarter of his fime.
It's great to be up there, with a real chance
at the enemy, who aciually isn't trying to
karm me as much as he iz you.
It's you he’s after, mother dear, and it's
you I think of—it's vou all of your sons over
here are thinking of—as we go over the top,
or wishing it was our turn to. That is why
we are doing our job as well as we are doing
it—which the French and the British tell us
is preity fair. The knowledge that you are
there thinking and planning for us, with your
wisdom and deep love, is what makes this
whole pame over here seem much easier. That
is why it is s0 terribly worth while.
I sec by the papers tliat yvou are well and
happy. I'm doing my best to keep you well
and to make you much happier--because afier
the war, mother, you and I are going to be
happier than we cver have been. We are
going to have a new kind of happiness—the
earned kind, the broadest, biggest kind., (s
a fine war that gives us that, even if it does
keep me away fer a while from your little old
dinner table.
Not that we don't get good eats here. We
do, and all we want. And the Salvation Army
slips us doughnuts and pies—and such dough-
ruts and pies! AMa, you won't get mad if |
say they're at least as good as yours. TI'll say
they are.
Well, mother, I am no hand at writing let-
ters, so will close, hoping to see you scon—
that s, soon after the war,
With all my love to you, dear mother,

From
Your loving son,
Jourxy 'W. Dovcunoy,

P.8.—Remember me to all the girls.
Pay 21,500.000 Yearly for Gas They Don't
Get.—New York Erening World headiine.
Things sort. of even up. Over here we ge!
a lot of gas the Boche has to pay for.

A doughboy’s notion of a Perfeet Day: The
wiar over, a box-seat at the Polo Grounds next
Gctober, and General Pershing throwing out
the first ball.

If Charlie Chaplin joins the Army, as the
crbles say he is going to, the Q.AI. will prob-
ably have to devise the issue custard pie.

All of us have had our shot at staling
America’s war aims, but our favorite is the
Kansas man who says, “Yes, but what good
is your wealth, or vour honor, or your posi-
fion going 10 do if you are forced to say ‘Wie
seht's?” every morning?”

THE ACCENTED SYLLABLE

Bill's fighling for his country,
1le¢e rises to explain;

Lorraine is where he’s fighting—
With the accent on the rain.

Another thing the Army is developing is
the vicarious smoke. *“Walter Garde of Ilart-
ford just scnt you a lof of cigarettes through
me,” writes a gluttonous doughboy. *“Yon
will be glad to know that I enjoyed every one
of them.”

In Portland, Oregon, the women have pro-
posed that they shall censor vaudeville shows.
A« this is likely to shorten the shows and it
will be too costly to hire extra performers to
fill in the gaps, teams will probably just stand
there silent for eight minutes, or for as long
ag it would take them to perform or talk the
deleted parts.

And some rival vaudeville house will prob-
ably give a midnight performance, admission
by card only, of nothing but the deleted
parts of various aets.

THE INTREPID BARD

When shells are bursling around the front,
1 hate the old typewriting stunt.

And when the bullets whizz, why, then
I find it hard to hold a pen.

I find it hard, in a shell-torn land,
To hold a pencil in my hand.

In fact—tihere is no newd to stall—
1 do not like to write at all.

There are duller things than war. Think,
for instance, of being a traveling salesman in
F'rance and landing in one of these little burgs
about three o’clock on a Sunday afternoon

“I don't know what you could be a traveling
salesman for,” commented the soldier to
whom the foregoing observation was made.
“unless it was for pitchforks.”

The helmet worn by Rome's greatest gen-
eral was more extreme than our caps.

It isn’t possible that you are waiting to be
told?

To the 2ditor o1 THE STARS AND STRIPES:

one another and hang together like a college

SuEFEON
Kats =
oe

"1F‘ 1’\1’5‘;& THINGS
AINT "THE GOLDENNEST~g

OH, LorbY!
T ene WP-
- SOMEBODY
- BRNG ME

L~

The gentlemen of the General Staff at
G.H.Q. have their litle {troubles, {co. In
fict. i's a fair guess that they have rather
more than their share.

The top sergeant in the line has to keep the
boys in the company lined up and fceling
so0d: and the captain in the line has o keep
the non-coms on the job; and ithe major wor-
ries all night about his captains and lieu-
tenants,

jut the men at G.11.Q have the whole
A on their minds to worry about; and
50 far as statisties show, that's about the big-
gest job that Americans have tackled since
Abraham Lincoln steered a siraight course
iLirough our four worst years.

One of the toughest organization problems
which G.H.Q. has to face, and one which is
just now coming in for considerable talk
throughout the AR, is ihe working of the
replacement system.  The gituation is this:

Capt. B. has a ¢crack company somewhere in
tiie line, and the boys are all pulling togeiher
like a big-lecague nine. Maybe they were
originally a National Guard company all from
the same little town, and the bunch all know

frat or a gas-house gang. 1t would break
Capt. B.s heart to lose any single onc of |}
them; and a vaecant place ai the mess lable
would show up just like ihe vacant chz'.irl
around the old fireplace at the old homestead.

Now one day there ig a little party some-
where along the line, and some of the boys of
(Co. X take their gas masks off a little too soon,
or injndiciously step in front of one of Irit-
zie's shrapnel shells. So Bill and I'red and
Joe and half a dozen others have to go to the
haspiial for repairs and alterations.

And right here is where the replacement
sysfem comes in. The very next week after
Bill and Fred and the other boys are “evacu-
ated to the rear,” as the official order puts it,
Co. X may have some very important business
10 tronsact with the Kaiser. No one can tell
in advance how long the boys are going Lo he
sone. and the company must be kept up to
fizhting strength. The vacant places have to
be filled, and filled “toot sweet.” $So the re-
placement system gets in its work, and sends
up some Total Strangers from tlif¢ base re-
placement depot.

It is esrecially important Lo get the non-
commissioned vacancies filled and these arc
taken care of one-third by promotions within
the unit (so as to give the ather inembers of
the company a chance), and two-thirds by re-
pliccerments.  This follows the figures which
the experience of the Freneh and British has
shown works out about right.

THE WHY OF REPLACEMENTS

Here is where the trouble comes in. The
Total Strangers from the rear don't belong
to the machine which Capt. B. has worked so
hard and carefully to build up, and while
they may ve the best soldiers in the world, the
menibers of the old Co. X don’t feel that they
quite fill the places of Bill and Fred and Joo.
They realize that the unil must be kept ¢on-
stantly at fighting sfrength, but they fecl as
if when-Bill and Fred and Joe zet out of the
hospital, they ought to come right back and
take their old places. )

But the men at G.H.Q. have come tc the
cenclusion, after studying the experience of
other armics, that it can‘t always be done.

And a little study of the matter shows lhal.|

they are undoubtedly right.

The transfer of troops is a mighty difficult |

problem at best, and 1o send cach man who
is evacuated to the rear back to his original
unit, and then take back those who have been
sent 10 take their places, would involve a
double transfer which a mowment's
will show is practically imnaossible.

sent to the rear will, perhaps, cuch be out of
the gnme for different periods, and if each one
were returned to his organization, it would in-
volve many separate items of transportation,
and (which makes it more impossible suill)
additional separate items of fransportation
for the men who were sent o take thieir
plices, for these men would have to he sent
back to the replacement depot again.,

The result of trying to do this would in-
evilably be endless confusion aud delay. So
the only practical plan is thal worked by the
replacement order, by which the men sent to
the bhospital, or for olher reasons cvacualed to
the rear, are thansferred to a replacetieni or-
ecanization and dropped {rom the rolls of their
units; the replacements being put permanent-
Iy in their places, while ihey, when ready for
duly again, are seni to fill the next call. 1It's
hard; but it's necessary. C'csté la guerre.

So when we are inclined to criticize the
working of the replacement system, the men
at G.I1.Q. ask us to think over these hard
little facls. In the practical working of the
sysiem, every effort is going to be made to
keep units together; and if Co. X nceds re-
placements again at some later date, and Bill
ond Tred and Joe are available at the base
denot, they are going to be sent right back
again. But it is inipossible to do this in every
case. So the ouly thing to do is to look the
sitvation in the face and make the best of it.

Il is hard to sce Bill and Fred and Joe lost
to the company. But, like a lot of other
questions we have to face, there is just one
answer—cest lu guerre.

OxNE 'Wao Kxows.

FROM A BELGIAN SOLDIER

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Thanks very inuch for THE STARS AND
STRIPKES 1 received a few days ago and
whicl did interest me very much. I find it
very diflicult to give you my impression about
it. for I am forgetting my knglish more and
more, but I find it partly translated in the
two articles, *“To Be Read With Pride” and
“"Kid Us Along.”

The thing that struck me most was those
nholographs of children on the front sheet
which conirast zo much with the other arti-
cles full of gatety and wit or with news from
home. And 1 think that contrast the most
typical feature of the paper: gaiety and
lizhtheartedness, bul also a keen remem-
hrance of the high purposss for which you
came over here.

But how could™it he otherwise? Being the
A.B.I%'s paper, it only translates the splendid
spirit of the whole Amerizcan Army, which has
already besgun to show her pluck and courage
on the fighting line.

Since the last attack of the Germans, which
was quite unsuceessful, as you must have read
in the papers, nothing very peculiar has hap-
pened on our {ront.

Ny Srassix,
Soldat, .-\rmég Belge.

PROVED AGAIN

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

How does this strike you? Chaplain
Patrick Dunigan of our regiment was recently
attached to the Sanitary Detachment, thus
confirming the old adage that ‘“Cleanliness is

Oh. well. all right. It was over Caesar,

“MIGHTY GOOD READING”

(From the "New York Evening Mail,” Aprii 3)

The first number 8f THI STARS AND
STRIPES, {he newspaper published by and
for the American Expeditionary I'orces in
France, has just reached here, and mighty
good reading it is.

It is an eight-page sheet with news, cartoons
and features. The news is red-hot( the car-
toons are “pippins” and the fealures would
make the mouih~ of a syndicate manager
water.

Some one who knows the possibilities of
mother earth when your mouth is full of her
writes ‘“‘Beauty Ilinis™ that would give Lillian
Russell points.

Scme one else sits himself down and lets the
bullets go whistling past while he gets into a
funny picture the humor of ordering a dozen
eggs from a IFrenchwoman who doesn’t under-
stand American or a French accent manufac-
tured in Oshkosh. -

There's a first-class sporiing page. You can
guess that from the heading of it—"Russia
Benched; No More Weak Hiiters.” Bul it
has home news, too; items about the racing
prospeels and the rowing prospeces aud so on.
And there's *Doughboy Stufi from the Inside,”
which sends many a lad with a more cheerful
heart toward No Man's Land.

And listen. If you think anybody has an
casy job at the iront in his spare time, sub-
scribe for THE STARS AND STRIPES and
read “How an Army Chaplain Escapes from
Boredom.”

“More Changes for Irish.”—Headline.

Well, good fighters always wear out a lot

next to godliness.” Pvt. S. B. HUouEs.

of clothes.

thought !
The men

“YOU HURL THEM” |

HENRY I, CARON, Corporal.—Cour-
age and devotion remarkable in the com-
bat of the 10th of April. At the end, mor-
tally wounded. he passed the remainder
of his grenades to a comrade, saying:
“1'cannot use these; you hurl them at
the enemy.”

Upon the seroll of holy flame
There flashes Corporal Caron’'s name.

Not all of hell could make him yield
tiis soul on honor's fiery field,

Wounded to death, he nobly fell
To save the land he loved so well.

And to ihe comrade at his side
. Gave his grenades, and bravely-cried:

*1 cannof use these”™—thus eried he—
*You hurl them at the enemy.”

l.et this his Requiescat be:
“Yoiu hurl thew al the enremy!”
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JUST LIKE WASHINGTON

An cutfit on the marclh establishes a new
headquariers at ecach over-night stopping

place. Today the field desks are set up in a
city hall, yesterday they were in a farm- .

L:ouse, tomorrow they may be in the parlor of
a chateau. A student of history can come
boek to America from IFrance and understand
casily enough why it is that every c¢olonial
mangion in New England claims to have been
at one time the headguarters of General
Washington. If Washington's army had to
piay as many ona-night stands as some of the
Americans in ¥France, the explanation is casy.

TOOLS THEY WERE

A certain truck driver for (he Y.M.C.A.
always carries on his car an extra large pad-
locked box marked “Tools.”” One day a di-
vision inspector's curiosity was aroused and
he demanded to be shown the contents of the
chest. To all appearances, il contained
nothing but canned bill, hardibread, salmon,
beans, comfiture, chocolate and a coil of
sausage.

“Well,” demanded
are the tools?”

The driver grinned and produced a cup, a
plate, a knife, a fork and a spoon.

“Ilere they are, sir,” he replied, “—eatin’
tools.”

the ingspector, ‘“where

EASILY EXPLAINED

The Major: This is betler coffee today than
we have been having,

Cooky: Yes, sir—this is American coftee.
The French issue ain't got the ammonia that
our has.

KIDDING HIM

Sergeant: Wanta jam sandwich?
Rookie: Sure, 1 do.

S_c-rgeunt,: Here’s one, then—two pieces of
plain bread jammed together.

NO RUBBERNECKING

An outfit of doughboys had just moved into
billels in a new position close to the line.
Out of a cloud bunk soaved an aeroplane.
Somebody shouted in excitement; it bore the
Boche eross. The doughboys poured out into
the farmyard lo gaze at it.

“Get under cover!”

The voice scemed to be one of authority, so
the crowd obeyed.

The old Frenchwoman at the farm was
scornful, almost indignant. The Americans
must be cowards, she said, particularly as
there was no commissioned officer to order
them inside. ’

An investigation followed. 1{ discovered
that the man who had given the warning to
seek shelter was a cook.” The major heard
about it~—and laughed. Instead of glving the
cook a bawling-out, he commended him.

“That's the idea,” the C.0. remarked. “Our
game now is to keep out of sight. There is no
question of courage involved. What we are
here for is to spring a surprisc. Don’t do your
rubl;erneck!ng in courtyards or you’ll gum the
works.”
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