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i-'ii ll ).\v. Ai?crsT n;, pms

The Hi*, |oi;\u25a0 i circiihi 1 ion ol I Ml'.
STA I?S AND STIMPKS for tin; issue of
Aiil'iis! It. I'.tls. was lin/Jin. an increase
of I l.itP.t over the previous week.

PAYDAY EXPRESS: ON TIME
Tiici'c Ini.' lieen mi lieiler "inside news"

for ihr- in a min' time Hum the an-
nouncement lli.it I lie |my ImhiU is to lie :i

reality. iliul the j-peei.-ieie el casuals. men
Of. detached service mill wounded men },'()-

ine imtmid tor ;iiivwhere Irimi one innnt.li
to eii'til is I" t:i' l 1\u25a0 I rmn vision.

To Inin;.' iiooiii. this result, the Army
p:iv system inis innl to he revolutionized.
It is somewhat in it ;i laetory that hml hocn
llirnino mu ready\u25a0 n::i.|mjminis suddenly
diverted its energies to tin; production of
collar imllons.

liit no inii- 'ii inive cause to worry
:ilt,mt :inv si.-i-iili-iiis to tin- machinery. any
liijise in its reiruiar onipiil.. Tin* maciiin-
erv will run a- -mo.iiidv ns eier. heemise
ii, has t:;e ri.'iit -pirii In?illnil it and spirit
(.(units a whole Im more than machinery.

So if \o;i have e\i-r eii.-sed tin: tjuarfer-
niii.'it r I u-i ii..i -an.-e viHir supply servant
jr;i\e von a pair ol No. In shoes when you
have a!wav- worn S l, es. or heeanse one of
your collar ornaments tell otf, reconsider.

It i-n?i nei-e-.-afy to stop and three
Tiie (>.M. i- too hnsy to listen,

tmvwiiv.

cheer.',

KEEP YOUU MOUTH SHUT
The nfieii-ive launched hy tin- Hermans;

on . 1 11 1 v la w:i- an utter failure. Several j
factors ( imur::eilc(l to that failure. For \
one tiling, we had had a chance to study!
the new (\u25a0 i \u25a0!' 1111 n ladies of assault. Fori
another, rfte Allied fnivcs had. .-ince spring, i
received mightv reinloivcmeiits. :

Above :;!l. tin- Alii.'il j-ijilT knew where,!
with waai 1 \u25a0 ini'. ;>lll l mi what < I :iy?even j
ill wii:! 1 Imii I---1 in l drive would begin. |
Since isi?!i. (!\u25a0 -r111;i\u25a0 iv 'i;i.~ lorn her li:iir ;iii<l \u25a0
imiM.'iv.! iilllrii nf I.i. -s ;iml betimv:il. 11i*r i«.lrivl::\u25a0\u25a0! failed. There was ii.\u25a0 -I:r:irir=t?. !

The i-ii!: 11 1 <\u25a0 i--<>IV.-ii.-i\r launched iiy M:ir-j
sdiai I-?. .< I i mi .I; j 1 v Is was :i l.ri 11 i;i n 1 sue-;
CCS-;. Il iii\u25a0 vi\u25a0!<>|u-\u25a0 1 llin! the enemy ! i:i<l not!
OXpeejed that the blow Wnlllll fall Ml soon |
or that il w.-idd ever fill! v. i:1 1 sm-h Mt :ilT- I
gorini: f<i r.-i?. The drive succeeded. Tiieri1 |
was stinni.-e. ;

When I?niii.-ii and French followed their
brief barrage at dawn on Anga-l S. pierc-
ing lb.- eiieinv's line to a dentil of six
miles in the initial thrust, taking prisoner
Germans who were not even awake, let
alone dressed, there was surprise.

In the wake of stteii events as these, you;
would think a -real light must lie dawn-1
ini' in tin- mind- of those ollieers and men
who love to air what big si nil" they think
tluiv have l.e.e m air il in till places, pnh-
lic plaees iireferi-.il. Vet in restaurants
and railway compartments. yon can still
hoar the -a.-,-on- . ii.-- confiding loudly that
?for instanee -they nave personally seen
7S American divi-imis massing on the
Black Se:t for a -'.uprise advance on Fin-
land.

Some dav a ga-emis one will get hold of
something signitieani?and spill it.

Some day a ga-e-ns nne will he (tipped
on the shoulder, led out :o a hriek witll and
shot.

Thou, maybe, th.-iv will he a period of
comparative r-ileinv.

Maybe. We wouldn't gamble on it.

THE STAKE
Tile |);iri. each mil- of u.- plays in this!

great drama of war is so small, however Ibig, ilia!, we mn.-i he forgiven if we some-
times fail U) M-e the whole of it through
the eyes of emoatiled demoeraoy against
embattled Prttssianism?or the other way:
round. |

If we are unloading vases of ammunition'
at a base jxirt, Tiling personnel data ai iTours, classifying the latest shipment of j
disabilities at Blois. boiling votVee for the'
line in Lorraine, or clearing Bvllean Wood
of machine gnus, we cannot hah ('very hour
to consider how overwhelmingly tremen-
dous the stakes are.

But, in a free moment, it is well for
everyone of ns to stand olf mentally and
look at things as one would look at them?
say, from the moon?to look at them and
reflect on the ponderous signilicance of the
whole vast turmoil of the world.

Tor Germany's stake is the world. Ours
is the right to live in it as we sec (it ?not
as Germanv sees fit to let us.

HETEROGENEOUS
A German communique, issued during

the recent period when German Headquar-
ters liked better to talk of other things
than how the battle was going, referred to
the ?heterogeneous collection - of nations
and races? represented in the line against:
her.

"Which suggests the comment that., when
a nation sets out to whip the whole world,

and a goodly pari of the world comes to

her threshold in answer to the challenge,
that nation most ex pec-1 to see a hetero-
geneous?possibly a strange looking?
group.

But we will .-iihmit that a person would
have to do a lot of hunting and combing
around the odd corners ol the earth to
gather a weirder collection ol individuals
than the (lerman army must consist of?-
if the prisoners of war who did their
\u25a0?inarch past" behind the lines during the
Second Battle of the .Marne arc a lair
sample.

NO TALK OF PEACE
American doughlioys charge a (lerman

niachino gun nest across an open field.
Some fall, Iml the others press forward.

Thev come to their objective at the point
of 'the bavonel, only to find the beaten
Hun, with unlifted bands, crying ?Kame-
rad.? But with a gun or a knife con-
cealed. ready to violate bis plea of sur-
render.

Tills is the true Hun spirit, the spirit
back of the Kaiser ami his court. With
tlic* power of the offensive passing Jrorn
him, be is now merely wailing for
another chance to lilt bis bands with the
erv of "Kamerad? or \u25a0?Peace.?

Peace?with part of the loot still in
bis possession 1 Peace?with only a
thought of (lerfnan gain or (leiman vic-
tory through craft or deceit I Peace?

with the hidden knife ready for its sud-
den and treacherous thrust !

Peace! In the A.K.P. there will lie no
thought of peace, no whisper of peace,
no dream of peace until the linn is
beaten to the dust.

Tlii' lighting lines sweeping their way
forwaril through iiiaeliine gun lire are
no), lathing of peace.

The lighting lines and the workers
through the S.O.S. are not. thinking of
peace. Their single thought and dream is
Victory. They see ahead, through the bat-
tle smoke, only a savage enemy to linman-
ilv whipped until he is ready to quit- and
lake up his share of the work for civiliza-
tion.

Let the weak-hearted, who are dreaming
of a compromise?-

lan, the pacifists, who are talking of
"peace hy agreenlent"?

i.et the side-liners, who have ??had
enough of war':?

Let. the secretly inclined pro-Hermans,
who think "this great, tragedy should end
without a decision"-?

Let them one and all know once and for
all that for the A.K.F. there is no such
word as peace with the Hun unbeaten. The
man who talks peace today, except, through
victory, is a traitor. He is only lit to face
tile (Iring sipiad.

THIS SOURCE OK SPIRIT
Every one hears, with all the justice in

the world, of the wonderful spirit, shown
itp front hy American contingents that, a
few months ago knew little of battle.

'This spirit under lire is merely the re-
sult of the spirit shown from the start, hy
the men hack home in training camps, hy
iho.'e stationed for further training hack
of the lines in France. Here there was
mainlv grind and detail and drudgery, day
piled upon dav and week piled upon week
of the hardest son. of work, mental and
phy.-ieal. that knew no glory of the mo-
ment. no variety, no thrill.

Mnt, ((Hirers and men alike stink it out,
went to the job with Mill per cent of all
thev had, and liie, logical result has heeii
,'iiown up from in more than one stand or

; one advance.
The mini who refuses lo heroine discour-

aged through tli(' dreary days of \u25a0rainin''
line!; of '.lie front isn't likely lo beenme dis-
couraged when he gets liu're. lie has
already laid ihe foimdaiioii of sjiiril and
disei])iine that isirl to he shattered <Jr
shaken laier on.

BACKERS
On the eve of the beginning of the Sec-

ond Battle of the Marne, the Kaiser ar-
rived at held heaih|iiarters in a hurst of
imperial glorv and delivered hitnsell id llie
fid lowing telegram ;

"His Majesty informs his troops that he
lias arrived behind Ihe front of attack ami
will watch llie battle from a lower.. His
Majesty's good wishes accompany his troops.
His Majesty cries lo liis troops, "Willi God,
for Kmperor and for Empire."

Behind the Allied lines, watching that
night >iood the Spirit of the ITee I?copies
of the Kitrlh, steeling and gladdening our
hearts for the-stern dnlv ahead.

It. mav have, inspired ihe-German troops
that night lo know tlint their Kmperor was
behind them, mounted, probably, in the
steeple of some despoiled ehnreh with his
pompons generals and his hoot-liekers. 11
mav have, we say. hut we doubt it. It did
inspire the troops ol the Allies that night
to know thaf the Spirit of Freedom was
behind them. It did. we say, for we
know it.

At anv rale, there can be no doaht which
is the greater inspiration. 11 is bemed-
alled. self decorated, flesh and hones
Majesty, the Kaiser, or Her Majesty, Lib-
erie. ever at onr .-hie. conveying the deep-
sonled message of hope from the tens ot
millions of homes we are defending, which,
somehow, cannot he slated in a I'-i-wonl
night letter.

ITS DOUBLE USE
In an insane asylum a certain patient

was observed by one of the guards hammer-
ing his own head lustily with a heavy ham-
mer. The ptiilent was evidently suffering
considerably al the moment, hut there was
a look of expectant pleasure ilpon his lace.

"What's the idea asked the guard.
"Doesn't that hurt yo<ft,

'

!

"Yes,'' replied the patient, "it hurts like
the devil now. hut. think how good it will
feel when 1 quit?'

So cheer up over the gas mask. It may
bother you a trifle at the time, but it
serves a double purpose. It not only saves
your life, but think, before you curse it
with too much venom, how good it feels
when von take it off!

Xot forgetting that most; gas casualties
arc caused by two forms of carelessness?
by nor putting on the mask quickly and
properly, and by taking it oil too soon.
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The Army?s Poets
OUR CHANCE

Gray sen, gray .slty. mid ships of mottled line:
Gray sky. gray sens, yel cloud-rift hits of blue.
Gray mists. Kray rain?beyond, the coasts of

France.
Across the silent dancer zone where we must

take our chance.
We take our chance?a thousand eyes on each

ship scan the sea.
Watching. waiting, watching for the crest of the

Valkyrie:
The crest of the Teuton goddess, the chooser of

the slain.
Whose lone eye peers from the top of the sea
Where her victims? hones are lain.
We take our chance, clear-eyed, hearts high.

Sons of the Newer Day,
To drive the spawn of the ISldcr Gods hack to

their holes of clay.
We lake our elm nee for the love of Christ.
Fighting the heathen horde:
We take our chance, for the same high cause that
The blood of our grandsires poured.
Grtiv seas, grav sky and tile gathering dark

before
Gray sky gray seas hut beyond?the Gallic

Shore!
fieneath the flag of Liberty, thank God. wc take

our chance.
On, on swift ships, on. on. brave men?-

lievond?s the coast of France!
.1. i>. IT.. Hi]., Division,

THAT MONTH AT HOME
Wc hoys were all excited

When the story came around
That a leave at home was possible?

Mow good it sure did sound!
\u25a0We have searched through general ordei

We have raked them with a comb.
To site. If after eighteen months.

We?d get a month at home.

The story sure dill cheer us.
Although it wasn?t true.

And the boys all got together,
Faeh telling what he?d do.

One said he?d buy a brewery
And wallow in the foam.

If he should, after eighteen months,
Obtain a month at home.

Another youthful private
Said lin'd Ret in hud and stay.

Instead of standing reveille;
flefore the break of day.

They'd all eat pies and go to shows.
And with their girlies roam.

If after eighteen months in I-'rance.
Tliey'd Ret a month at home.

So I hope I lie men who ran things
Will Ret. wise to our hope.

And Ret toßelher and decide
That this is the real dope;

A man with a Rood record
Should he Riven every chance

To have a month's furloiißh at home
For eißhteen months in France.

AUX POILUS

P. W. R

Oil. the wind blows sweet o'er the hills of France
And quiet shadows call

Tin; tired poihis where the poppies dance
And the fairy whispers fall.

l.oriß lias the wind blown sweet .and fain
I-'or the tired polio's return:

lie has come?-hut to hiss ami begone ORtiin
To where the star-shells hum.

Hot the whisi/eriiiß winds from our own fair hills
Have called to ns sweet mid low.

"Uv Hie dream of home that your lonß night
(Ills.

Stand and destroy the foe!

"1.0 l tlie pledße of Youth from the western
shores,

Given to I-'rnnee in her woe.
Ito I lie holt and the liar of Freedom's doors.

That all of 'Hie world may know."

So we shall stand as do Franco's own.
Though lime without count we pay.

That I?iene may dream by his hearthstone
Though oars may lie far away.

?nee to the Dawn, through the (levy night

tVe shall stand hy the line to the end:
'or tin; worst that tiie gods can do is to write

"lie gave Ills all?for n friend.''

?WE KILL OR WE ARE KILLED?
Though shells In; bursting nil around.
Tlunurli myriad corpses lump the ground.
Though Ill'll ilself (line hack the sound.

Americans don?t give!

Stmiin-h in the strength of conscious Might,
Culm in llic liniil of rinliiinS Itipllt,
Piercing llic shroud of cheerless night

Tiny die. lint novel- give!

A PROPOSITION
I.ooka hero. linn.

I.cl's lake ;iri(i i!n -(*sli lids Inisiness through
Sumo as we'd oughia done
Kolore il over was hegun.

II seems .1 shaiiK ?some years ago a follow killed
a prinrr,

.Mu! la-rr this war?s hern spreadiiiK over since,
?w.i?ll ilop** it all out. Just us two.
Horausr, you know, the rest of thorn
Miglil sometimes lot their feelings pot the best

of thorn.
'flu- Kentish may lie uppish, the French a hit

HiU yon have lots of science and Kiillur?
Suit?
\is»l I'vo KOt ?;oo«l horsr son.-us

1resides. I want In get hack home.
I've pot my business there, .and all my folks.
So you won't have* to roax

If all you wain's to send me where I'm from.

Well, fust vou want lln. 1 freedom of ihe seas.

Queer tiling; We're using Unit word freedom
loo:

We think we'ro .lust as keen for il as you.
All rhtht. you just sail anywhere* you please,
Only, il?s to work the olher way.
Hey?
No sneaking up to sink a fellow's boat.
Who's tfol as koocl a as you to float!

There?s Alsace and Lorraine.
The French would like them hark ngain.

You want a plebiscite?
To *:o by whal the people say?

All rlnSit.
1;? 11 that mii;ht not work out your way.
Who are the people of Alsace-Lorraine?

You've seared some out with laws and fjuns,
And now the place is full of Huns:

No ballot -slutlintf! For a vote, let them come
hack a^ain.

Tin'll Kussia?what's to lie her lot -.?

Tli.' tilaee whore everybody went so erazy

About ideals-of lieinji free and lazy.
They let yon frame a pence?whose terms yon

soon iotijoL
Von?ll make it K<iod? What your Idea of (rood?
It don't liar, out like oilier people's would.

And next?lioy? Tin- indemnil ies ynu'vr earned?
Rv what ?liv nil tin- villages yon burned?
Belgium. France. I?oliiiiii-nimo oflhiitfrom yon!

I-'ni- ;ik ilmt item goes. wc?rc' through.
Von say yon did rift wrong inn wind yon had to.

And so Hint Hindi- it right;
lint Sorbin, Belgium. Fra m-e?they surely bttd

to light:
I guess the rest Imd reason to be nind. too.

Wi 11, we've been. chewing here about this row:
We've struck some stumps. :m<l dodged some

mon:
We may as well get down to business now

Or we'll be gutting sore.
Ml is. putting: down costs to gain and loss.
You'd like to be the universal boss.
N'ol Just the job yon thought 'lwas going to tie
When von made ont your schedule to Puree.

Vonr Jaws have chewed up a good deal,
lint you've bit off n great deal more:

And I can't help- tint fool
Tills world-rule thing won't go?it's all been

tried before.

So here's my proposition?it's what you?ve got
to do

Before we're through:
You just crawl off, curl up somewhere and die
Trust us to patch the world up hy and by.

E. G. B.

SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE
Why is it that from yonder towerTito Colonel's lamp is lieaming still.
Though it is past the midnight hour

And all's serene o'er vale and hill?
'Tia not the wisdom of the sagos.

Nor army lore his mind enchants:
An oarthllcr task his mind engages;

He's sewing buttons on his pants.
O. H. F

FIFTEEN M
It was the combination of crab and straw-

berries and cream. (Under no circumstances
should a doughboy let the moss sergeant per-
suade him to oat crab and strawberries and
cream after a long bike.) 1 bad no'"more than
crawled into bed. got my hip lilted into the
hole in llto ground I had dag for it, and
scratched my neck a couple of times whore the
O.D. blanket rubbed, than I flitted right out of
tlto tom.

1 was over in (ho United States for awhile
buzzing around just as if there never had
been a war in the world. Then I slid oil a
root, drowned in mid ocean, was run down ;
by a lire engine and finally wound up in a
huge room with a tile floor and marble walls.

1 am not. at. all clear on the details of this
room. I slood near one end, and the light,
ah hough bright enough where I was. did not
penetrate more than a few yards. Maybe il
was because of the atmosphere, which was
heavy and clammy like that of a cellar where
daylight never enters. I could barely discern
sonic sombre paintings in gold frames hanging
on the walls. At the nearest end 1 could
dimly see a raised platform at the rear of
which was a massive mahogany chair?a hard,
square, uncomfortable chair, tipped with gold.
1 knew immediately that this was a throne, but
1 wasn?t astonished, no more than I was to see
the man who, sealed on the lowermost step
leading to the platform, was feverishly polish-
ing a sword held tight, between his knees.

The man was in his shirtsleeves. lie was
j gray and peaked and ho had a pair of crafty,

I mean little gray eyes and a long mustache
j one half of which bristled upward, while the

! other, ifs if the si arch had come out. drooped
| ludicrously. Hut I knew him at once as the
| Kaiser, even before I saw his blouse, with its
J dozen dangling medals, which lie had thrown
beside him on the step.

! [ stood rolling a cigarette, not. at all era-
tiarri'.ssed as a sergeant, ought to? bo in the
presence of an emperor. After a while, he
glanced up at me without exhibiting any par-
ticular interest and without missing a stroke
in his polishing.

?What?s the matter?? I asked, "Going to
have inspection tomorrow?"

"Inspection tomorrow!? exclaimed the
Kaiser, "it?s inspection lor me every day.?

?Great guns!? said 1. "I?d certainly hale
to soldier in your army.?

The Kaiser kept, right on polishing, his
elbow going like the driving rod of a locomo-
tive. It wasn't, until then that I noticed the
sword much. It was a hig. long, heavy affair
with rust splotches on both sides. And as 1
looked, with Hie Kaiser rubbing diligently on
a spot near the hilt, 1 saw another appear
lower down.o It was very minute when I first
saw it, but it grew right before my eyes until
ii covered the whole width of the blade. The
Kaiser saw it, too, and a look of despair came
over his face. Me faltered a moment

\u25a01 c7i. ?ii fin Gull'" he exclaimed ?Will

COOTIES IN ?6l -?65
To Iho Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES;

In reading some experiences of the hoys j
over ihere with coolies, I am very forcibly !
reminded of our experience during the War |
between the Slates. 'CI to ?(in and especially |
during the Siege of Petersburg, Va., where.
the pits and the whole earth seemed alive j
with what, we called ''graybacks." \Ve were |
alive with them also, and the soldier that,
did not have the opportunity of ridding hitn-j
self of these posts at least once in every 24 ;
hours would find himself in very had condi-1
lion. Just at this time 1 made a discovery
which proved to ho of great benefit, to thou-
sands. 1 will relate it. here as a suggestion
for the boys in the Army and in the trenches.

As we were inarching along I saw something
bright sticking onI of the dry sand in the
road and picked it up. It was a piece of
wire eight or ten inches long and about 3-10
of an inch in diameter, probably a piece of
telegraph wire. 11. was bright and clean and
I kept it, although at that time I had not
thought, of a use for it, hut when the oppor-
tunity came for making war on this over-
increasing army, securely encamped under the
seams of our pants and all other places of
shelter, it struck me that to heat the end of
this wire to a pood white heat so as not, to
burn the cloth, and draw it, slowly along under
the turned-back seams, and all such places,

?THE AMERICANS HAVE ALL BEEN SUNK?

£

INUTES BEFOR
they never slop coming? Will I over eatch
up??

Then he fell to his polishing again harder
than ever.

"You'd never get by at inspection with
that, in my outfit?not with our captain on
Hie job," I said. "It looks like my first
bayonet after four months in the linef Why
don't, you -turn it in and make ?em issue a
now one?"

?Turn il in!? he almost, shouted. ?Turn
il in! Say, this is ihe only sword of its kind
in the world. This is i.ho Groat. Shining
Sword of the German Umpire.?

?Hell,? J exclaimed
shine, then??

Tlie Kaiser stopped work abruptly, laid the
sword across his knees ami heaved a tre-
mendous sigh.

?Why doesn?t it

?Sir down,? lie said,? ?and give me the
makin?s.? 1 did.

lie rolled a cigarette and look a deep drag.
?Liston," he said. ?I?m having a terrible

time with this sword. T?m about up against
il. I?m afraid the tiling will'be the death of
me. Three or four years ago I didn?t have
any trouble with ii. Kvsry once in awhile
I used to pur. a few drops of oil on the blade,
wipe il with a soft, rag .mil il would shine
like a diamond. Why, it. used to dazzle my
people just to look at il.

?Then I began having some difficulty.
First, it used to rust in the queerest manner,
and from no apparent cause, and I would
have to spend four or five hours every week
polishing it. A few months after that a big
rust spot appeared suddenly one day, and it
took me a whole evening to polish it off. Hut
1 couldn?t keep the rust away. It kept get-
ting worse and worse. 1 Tried everything I
knew, but the more I polished the worse it
got. ?

?By the way." he asked, with a sudden
hopefulness, reaching out. and touching my
knee, ?do yon know anything that will take
rust off a sword?"

?Fvor try ashes?? I asked.
?Years ago.?
?Sandpaper'or emery cloth??'
?Oh, sure, and gave them tip.?
?All sandpaper does is to make it rust

more, anyhow,? 1 commented,
i ?Thar may have had something to do with
il. I used lo use sandpaper all the lime
I used it. so much ihat I had to quit for fear
of wearing the sword through. You can see
it?s pretty thin in places. Since then I?ve
tried everything. I?ve had my best chemists
on the job, but they can?t do anything. 1
have used millions of remedies and they have
all failed.

?\u25a0Pretty tough," said I
fore I got my stripes??

"And the rust is only half the story,? in
torvupied the Kaiser. ?The Shining Sword
is all nicked up, too. Look at that,? lie said,

?I remember, be-

would make it 100 hot to live for iho old ones,
and sure death lor the nits which defy most
everything, even hot water.

The result was so perfect and complete that
I jumped up and down with joy and I had
cleaned all my clothes (which of course would
not require a trunk) in about three minutes.
Then others saw it and it was loan, loan so
often that 1 had a hard time finding it for my
own use, but as fast as possible every soldier
would get one of his own, until one would
seldom see a soldier without one. I be-
lieve that I am within bounds when I say
that hundreds of thousands of these simple
little pieces of wire were in use at the close
of the war.

If clothes are made about the same, and
coolies and- "gray-backs? arc the same, this is
the quickest and most complete remedy ever
found.

J. Summon Wior-cn,
Ex-Lieut. lOih and 6th N.Y. Artillery

Houston, Texas.

KENTUCKY SPEAKS
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I see you ask for suggestions as to an ex-
pression to bn used instead of ?Over the Top.?

St

Down in Kentucky I used to hear an ex-
pression, ?Coin? out among ?em,? which seems
to me quite appropriate

E. E. J.

REVEILLE
drawing ihe weapon over closer to me and
pointing to a spot on the blade where 1 saw
a piece had been broken out and placed back
in again.

?Cot that at.Verdun in 1910. And that,?
lie said, pointing to another nick. ?Got that
(?n tlie Somme. There were five or six nicks
like that., but I saved the pieces and pasted
them in again with kitchen cement.?

The Kaiser shook bis head slowly.
?The point is gone, too,? lie said sadly.

?Look at that," said he, placing his finger on
a crack clear across the sword a few inches
from the end.

??Broke right square off. That happened
on the Marne just a week ago. I cemented
it on again, too.?

?And the handle is loose,? he continued,
and held the sword out so that I could see
it wobble at. the hilt. ?That happened at
Montdidier this summer. It?s all 1 can do
to hold the sword steady now.?

?I?ll toll you one thing," said 1. ?Yon
would never get by an inspection in my out-
lit. Our Captain would spot it a mile off.?

?Well, I've got it on you in one thing,?
said the Kaiser. ?I don?t have that, rigid
an inspection. Nobody actually lakes ahold
of the sword and examines it, you see. All
1 do is go out and wave it around before the
people and, as long as it looks all right,
they?re satisfied.

?1 don?t lot ?em get too close any more
though,? itfided the Kaiser, ?since it got all
those nicks and things. Bui I'm afraid some
of them are getting wise. It?s a terrible
situation to bo in.?

The Kaiser paused and sighed sorrowfully
again. Then he glanced down and saw;
another rust spot growing on the blade. It
was the size of a pin head, but it grew to
the size of a dollar in a minute, it seemed.

?That, damned rust is the worst after all,?
he almost wailed, and fell frantically to pol-
ishing again. ?It grows and grows and
grows and 1 don?t know what, to do about it.
I sneak into this throne room every evening
as soon as 1 can get alone and start in polish-
ing. Lately, I?ve been here all night and
didn't finish up until away along late in the
morning.

?Polishing on this thing 12 and 11 hours
every night just to bo able to make it shine
for a few hours during the day. And it
simply gets worse and worse. I don?t know
what I'm going to do.?

I rolled another cigarette and stood up.
?There?s one tiling, sergeant,? he said,

and his words came in rhythm timed to the
strenuous strokes of his polishing, '?don?t ever
begin using sandpaper bn your bayonet.?

?Don?t worry,? said f. "I won't?not
with onr skipper, on the job, anyhow."

Funny dream, wasn't i(? Tint nothing id
liable to happen when the mess sergeant feeds
you crab and strawberries and cream.

LOTS OF QUESTIONS
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Just a little information through the
columns of your paper. How. are men who
have been over here for more than six months
fixed.for leaves? What length of time must,
one be on this side before applying for same?
What is the best procedure to adopt in the,
obtaining of leave, and what are the ex-
penses incurred by them? Would bo much
obliged tor information on payment of postage
on letters to Allied countries. Information
given some lime ago declared that letters
went free to any Allied country. Has such
an order been rescinded?

Leonard C. .Tia tkiks, Sot.
[Men are entitled to their first leave four

months after their arrival in France. Leaves
have been suspended several times, hut the
suspension was lifted several weeks ago and
leaves are now on. Leaves are granted by
regimental commanders or by the correspond-
ing administrative officer for units not be-
longing to regiments. The Government pays
traveling expenses if the man goes to the
designated area in Savoie, provides room and
pays SI a day commutation of rations. If
men go elsewhere, they must pay their own
lodging bills, but the Government will allow
them CO cents a day for rations. No postage
is required on letters sent by soldier's mail
to Allied countries.? Editor.]
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