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Herd Peasant Women
and Childrenin Great

Drive From Regions

They Had Recon-
structed— Must Do
Work All Over

By STERLING HEILIG.
SouMEwWHERE 1x FRaxcE,
April 5 (Delayed).

HE rushing hell of the great German
offensive over the regions which
they had previonsly devastated between
Noyon and Ham tossed like a evelone all
the patient work of home repairing and
ficld planting for the unhappy populki-
tions done by the all girl unit of greal

American collesr alumnar body, '
The Smith Collegers ‘fruui New York,

Chicagn, Boston, Phifadelphia, St Louis,
Cleveland, California, New Jorsey, Cop-
neetient, &e, and sustained by families

of graduates in every ecity of our land)
labored  and trimmphed  under Gotha
bombs and German long range cannon
shells to relieve fourteen French villages
ruined by the Germans before their fa-
mous retreat of a year ago.

Just as they saw the fruit of their
labors, in patched homes, green kitchen
gardens, comforted old folks and eleancd
ehildren, ruin, new ruin, swift and smash-
ing, came to wipe all out and imperil the
lives of the girls and their poor village
friends.

Be off! Rush! Do not look behind!

The great offensive! Crash! Ta-ra-
ra-ta-ra-ra! To the sound of bugles, toll-
ing bells, explosions, automobile honks
and cries of men and women, all must be
evacuated !

“Has all our work been done in vain "

Triumphed Under Double Toil.

Just once they asked themselves the
natural question. Then the girls rose up
and triumphed in the midst of double
devastation.

Once, last October, by the kindness of
the French authoritics I was taken in a
military anto by a Lieutenant of Engineers
to visit the Smith Collegers at their ruined
Chatean of Greeourt and the fourteen
erushed villages which they had eome to
relieve and comfort.

They were at that moment as follows:

Ruth Joslin of Chicago, Millicent Lewis
of Irvington-on-Hudson, Alice Leavens of
Boston, Ruth Gaines of New York, Dr.
Alice Tallant of Philadelphia, Dr. Maud
Kelly of St. Louis, Anne Chapin of
Springfleld, Elizabeth Bliss and Elizabeth
Dana of Woreester, Mase.; Margaret
Wood of Pasadena, Cul.; Margerie Carr
of Cleveland, Catherine Hooper of Mont-
elair, N. J.; L. O. Mather of Hariford,
Conn.; Marie Wolfs of Newark, N. J,
and Marie Bennet of Boston.

Almost immediately arrived Mrs. Hawes,
I believe of Pittsburg, and Miss Ashley
of New Orleans. Sinee other alumns have
come from Boston, Philadelphia, Kansas
City, Seattle and other citiex In the
present movement and confusion of evae-
uation their names eannot be immediately
learned; but all are safe.

Men Drove Inte Hell for Babies.

David Jones of Utica, N. Y., one of
their camion drivers, drove back into a
hotly bombarded town to bring out the
last families. Harold Taylor of Youngs-
town, Ohio, drove into the same hell with
three flat tires and a broken front spring,
but carrying out six persons, mostly
wounded !

Next time in the early part of March
it was along with my janitor, who is a
native of Offoy, near Ham, one of the
Smith Collegers’ fourleen villages. He
went to persuade his old mother to come
with him to Neuilly-Paris. She had re-
fused vehemently and refused again.

“What! I held this roof all through
under the Germans!” exclaimed the slen-
der, wiry wisp of an old peasant dame
aged 77, living alone in her damaged Of-
foy cottage. “In two years I fried 7,482
eggs for those Boehe brutes and saved a
bed, a stove, three chairs and two sauce-
pans from their bonfires when they gnit
ma. Shall I leave my bouse now that I've
got my American girls coming to tes and
the garden cultivated? They are angels
of the good God!” =

Bhe spent all her son's visit telling him
sbout the paragons.

i~ - ®Bon, they are of rich American fam-
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Smith Alumnae Round Up Refugees (/3]

Miss Joslin, a Smith College girl,and an American Quaker distributing

ilies, demoiselles of chateanx, yet they
cross the seas to help old pessant women
dig gardens! They wash a child’s sore
eves! They have a store in Grecourt
grounds, and if a family eamnot pay
there's credit. They make afternoon par-
ties for mothers to cut and fit and all have
coffee and buttered white bread! They
gave me a yellow ulster! They cured
Pere Lamenant's swelled leg. Me go
away to-night! Son, do not think of it.
My Americaines will help me plant the
little field to-morrow. What would they
think when they come in their auto to
find my door locked and me gonef”

It was only a month ago.

Yet all the time while laboring thus
the girls were overwhelmed by material
needs

Among the last to enter the American
Red Cross, they had continual difficulties
with transportation. Their supplies were
often held up. Once, I understand, of
cighty little cook stoves only about thirty
reached them, the remainder being de
flected. “Tell home folks to send us
money " exelaimed Miss Joslin, “With it
we can buy essential things here for the
poor people. 1 know that a second hand
bed at Compiegne costs $160, not worth
$10, but we don't have to buy it, do we?
1 would rather knock together strips and
put in chicken wire for a mattress. What
we want to buy is eook stoves, garden
implements and stuff to pateh up houses!”

Impassioned Appeals te U. 8.

They wrote home impassioned appeals
to Mrs. Luciue Thayer of Portsmouth,
N. H,, the bead of their execntive com-
mittee, and Mrs. Harrison Lyman of
Sharon, Mass., their treasurer. They had
vrome to do social service—and found
poor folks living in chicken houses!

Later when they entered the American
Red Cross they bad its mighty organiza-
tion to draw on. Great works and great
hopes were blooming with the fields. The
devastated regions won back by French
valor (in what cruel state!) began to look
like land instead of chaos. Andre de
Fouquieres, the former cotillon leader of
Paris society, has paid his tribute to them.

Perhaps you will think of De Fou-
fuieres us leeturing on a rose and organ-
izing danee lunches at Biarritz, but he
is not like that now. In soiled eaptain’s
uniform, with broken finger nails, army
eilations, grimy face and Croix de Cuerre,
the “dude”™ helped hold Plessier-de-Roye,
the smashed chateau of his friend Vi-
comte Sam de Pontaviee, become a bas-
tion against the Boche at Lassigny, all
through 1914, 1915 and 1916. When the
region was won back he saw our girls at
their work. At a press lunch at the Am-
bassadeurs, Paris, to which he was invited
on a week's leave from the war, he said:

“Those girls! (His face worked and a
tear rolled down the emotional Freneh-

French village.

And the Boche came back.

Alas! the bitter disappointment!

“Has all our work been done in vain?”
the girls mourned, as the booming of ean-
non grew louder. Flocks of refugees
from towns already under fire came has-
tening past Ham and Offoy. Old folks
and girls wheeled all their family posses-
sions in hand carts, baby earriages and
packing boxes set on wheels. Sick women
came borme on shutters and planks for
stretchers. Groups plodded om, accom-
panied by eows, donkeys, goats and dogs,
each honest beast with some burden bound
to its baek. Children ecarried bundles,
eats, rabbits and pet birds in eages.

The great German offensive!

Orders Seat by Red Cress.

Red Cross camions eame rushing up
with news and orders. “The resarves of
food in warehouses are turned over to the
Tommies.” “Pack essential clothing in
valises.” “A chain of relief stations is
being established. Here's the list.” “Get
your village people ready. We'll be back
soon.”

Get them ready!

Hurried from their homes at a few
hours' notice, lamenting that their bundles
must be limited, burdened with the care
of sick and aged, faint and hungry till
they resched a train bead, dazed, eon-
fused, without will, they had to be moved
from spot to spot like packages. At Of-
foy they were ordered out of their bomes
at 7 o'clock of a Sunday night, allowed till
midnight to gather their belongings and
be ready to pile into the eamions: Lueky
in those bours seemed the villages, like
Hombleux, situated on a railroad!

Boom! Boom! Honk! Honk! The
night sky is red with burning towns to
northward. The dark village streets, with-
out a light, and full of mnd and ruts, esho
lamentations.

“All out! Round up the children!”
And it was so. In the fourteem vil-
lages assigned them only the college girls
knew all the children and where to find
them. Already when I visited them last
October they were earing for three hun-
dred under 15 years of age.

“Suppose it is Hombleux,” they tald
me. “We get the children together, elean

“Each has its regular days for chil-
dren’s gatherings, boys' classes in earpen-
tering and for girls from 12 to 13 dress-
making (this was in the beantiful days
when things had begun to blosm). The
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shoes to children in a devastated

the furniture im the street if they could
not ecarry it with them.”
Not much? .
Nobody doubts, least of all the French
authorities, now that it is pesitively knows:
that not a child or aged or sick person was
left behind in the second desolation.

eating a mustard omelette.
“Where are the young ladies?

Are
“they sa"eT” he demanded, before he kissed

his mother.
“My young ladies? Huh, what would
you think? she answered. “Som, you




