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yoldier Poet in France

Verses of Lieut. Charles Dmne, Author of “City Ways and Company Streets”

Casuals

By Charles Divine.
They straggled down the highway
Where the whitethorn bushes grosr,

And some were whistlmg, some were langhing,

Some were hmping slow;
And all of them had heard the guns
And feli the shrapnel fly.

Raptiste is selling nuis.
crowd,

ringing loud.

'Twill make a pretty story when [ come to lell the wife,
Corn Willie's vn for breakfast, Corn Willie suppers, too,
And save the old tomato can, when coffee stops are due.
Pierrelie is pushing through the
Pierrette, the dark, the laugiing maid; and bells are

The soldiers throng the doorway as she runs into the hut.

Psychoneuroses*
By Charles Divine.

The train sped through a tranquil countryside |

Where sheep, that dov, had grazed acvoss the grass
JW&IL casy progress through thy autumm sun.

Eight sprawling men lay in the small compariment

And dozed past fitful lurch and waking pain.

“Hey, Jack!” one shouted down the road,
“TWhat outj s going by?"

La: off that stuff! You got us wrong; we ain'l an outfit
yel;

We're sort of strolling soldiers that the bulletins forget;

Bul just the same we've won their ground, by keelo and
by mile,

And filled the gaps in thinning lines and shaltered rank
aad file.

We own no dandy regiment, no regiment owns us,

We're military waif's they send to any kind of fuss;

To-dsy we're luking orphans who to-morrow may be
thirown

Amung the best battalion of the umply-seventh's own.

We'se come from eonvaleseent eamp, from flutfoot farm

Pierretie kicks off a wooden shoe 1o let them crack a not.

We've never Lunown a home in Franee,
Nor seen our barrvacks bag,
We've wever had a Colomel
We could sing aboul or Lirag,
We've never had addresses
That a fellow’s girl could find,
We've never had a home
Exrcept the one we left behmd!

When Private Mugrums Parlay Voos

By Charles Divine.
I can ecount my frunes an’ santeems
If I've got a basket near—
An’ I speak a wicked “bon jour,”
But the verbs are awful gueer,

The night is grinding through my head,
Flat wheel, jolt and jar,

Banging at my temples hot,
Stnging needles, creaking ecar;

Jim's dizzy face, a blot—
And the quiet fields so farl

I know the doctors call us “nuls”——
Oh, yes, I heard them say—

We're off for special treatment ¢ » » well,

11 tell "em 'bout the day

Artillery was falling short,
And we pushed in the way.

and ward,

We've passed before examiners, the disanl’ty board;
We're A% or B or (s or I)'s, as sach we got out fates.
helpless boys—will beat us to the

The Vs -the lucky,
States!

For vour eyves ur

An' T lose a lot of pronouns
When I try to talk to you,

v %0 bewitehin’

I forget 1o parlay voo.

Eight sprawling men lay in the small comparimenly
Who jumped at every sudden roar and whistle
Flung past them by the brulal, leaping might.
The blue-gloled lamp was dim and green and ghasfly

Artillery, maciune gun erew, marines, doughbo s and all,
Oh, why do some march faster, and oihers barcly crawl?
Why, some of us are fit again. for coolaes, mud and hell,
And some of us have aot a limp where ceriain bullets fell.

gml'em, machine gun crew, marines, doughbons and
tanks,

Wha linger picking berriex an the bushy swayside banks,

The Red Cross bags won're swinging, s that your omly
pack?

The less wou've got to tote around the less yow worry,
Jack.

Pierrette, the dark, the laughing maid; Pierrette, with
blue-black eyes,

TWhy are youn up so early, when the dawn is in the skies?

Palling switehes, setling sigoals, in the hut beside the
track,

To hiclp papa, the ehef de gare, send all the soldiers back.

Bapitiste, the Spanish vender, with a shawl around his

In your pretty hittle ganden,
With the bench beside the waull,

An’ the sunshine on the asters,
An’ the purple phlox so tall,

I should like to whisper seerels,
But my langnage goes askew—

With the second person plural
For the more familiar “too.”

In vour preity little garden
I could always say “joh tame,”
Bat it an't wo very subtle,
An’ it 't not quite the same
As “You've got some dandy urrmp,
Or “Your eves are nice an’ brown"
But my adjeclives get manly

Right before a lady noun.

Those infinitives perplex me;
I can say vou're “tray jolee,”
But bevond that simple statement
All my temses don’t agree.
I ean make the Boche “compreaney”

And greasy shadows erossed cach twisted face,

There's Harry, nerves all gone, all gone—

Was that a station bell?
His bands are shaking all the time—
I hope they make ns well—
He hides bis fists inside his eoat,
But the trembling poekets tell.

And Jam is worse than him, poor lad,
He can't talk any more,
The shells have left him speechless

And—Good God, don't slam that doar} —

The sheep we passed this afternoon,
They never heard of war.

Dick shounts to start a new attack,
He says he's Colonel Dash,

Don’t let him grab that ean of beef,
He'll break—a sudden crash!

The pounding blackmess rushes in
Ahpre the broken sash

The night rides grinding throngh my head,
Flat wheel, jolt and jar,

neek,
What brings yon, busket laden, liere, and what do you When I meet ‘em in a treuch,
expect ! But the softer things escape me
The Lroaps are going oul, Lhey say, there's ¢ ery kind and When I try to yap in Freach.
rank,
And *I, monsieur, will give them grapes, romme ca, for In your pretiy little garden,
lialf a frane” Darn the idioms that dance
— On your tongue s sweel and rapid,
Artillery, mackine gun crew, marines, donghboys, and oll, Ali, they hold me in a tranee!
i al cars da you go riding in, and is there dinner call? | - Thongh T stutter an' T stammer, « -

Hfo_q'r' side door Pullmans, probably,
chereaur ﬂ‘g'l‘—

I'd rather be the horses, they can eat without a plate.
some fingers and a knife,

No blankets nor a mess kit

“Triumph of John Kars”

SHHEM]I}\' or other about town who
- sells office partitions las o clever
advertising line, “made by the mile, sold
by the fool.,” This, we cannot help but
feel, applies very nicely to the works of
Ridgwell Cullum, who seems uble o pro-
duce an inexhusustible nomber of North-
ern and Western stories, all generally of
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Third Printing in two weeks —
THE big holiday hit.

“Mury Heaton Vors+'s THE PRES-
TONS takes its place with the best of
Tarkingtor For birezdih of under-
standing, secursey of  observation
fidelivy of reporting, IT IS NOT EASY
T 'l"l\l\ lll‘ AN AMERICAN
NOVEL THAT TRANSCENDS 11
It is a memorable book that will haw
50,000 readers "N ¥ Swn, Inc. 1ot

The story of the everyday life
of an average American family
as told by a 1ypical American

niother.
Fur Sl | -
N roNt & luum N T
*ahli-hen of oomsd Iiamriia

hommes forty,

a pattern, The Triumph of John Kars,
Just published, is-an example.

Many readers will find thrills and ex-
ciwment sufficient to salisfy them that
ihe story i3 all a book should be;
will hold that it is merely a meckameally
twinesl varn, Cerfainly it shows signas of
Lasty eonstruction and of shocking neg-
lit after the origingl manuscrpl  wes
writlen. A thorongh reading of proals
would lave prevented many crrors gnd
might have reveslad o the author his ten-
deney to ride an unusual word to death,

In respeect of the lust Mr. Collum siatee
112 that “The browd river n its
bowels was reduced 1o something hke n

otlers

on g

trickling streaumlet,” while on page 111
he says “Tt (the camp) Iny in the bowels
of a hollow.” Ae&min, on Jriagtee 126, “He

was swallowed up by the dork bowels of
the wonds" nnd on 1h
“Here, in the bowel, of 1

was no longer blinded,” &

FIWIIHT g

sreat pot, he

John Kars was one of those supernwn
o Theseds Loy gl ten o i U (TR L S
ad Tae West, Heowas 35, aelil

arly gold msh and inve=tmond = i

& of Leapmg Horse and he Tivesd
porth becgnse he loved 1 Ibere wns
no one who could It the truil or stiel
it Like Jolin IKars,

Allen Mowbray and Murray MeTuvish

Lept the trading post at Fort Mowhray
L ] ke }: T Allen bl
Ting trip. He was

(Ine snmmer
ne! yeinen from lus 1n
murdered by the treacherons Bell Rivep
Indisns, far to the North. Hitherto
Mowbray had been recen 4 by them in a
friendls woanner. In faet U

Wil @

In yvour garden, on ihe bench,
Yet my heart is writin’
When T talk to you in Frenel.

From the Ntars and Stripes.

cloth bucked and between cousualls

pocIS

mystery eoncerning the reason he went
there. That there was teeachery involved
in hbis death was apparent to John Kars.
He determined to explore it

At the fort lived Mrs. Mowbray,
son Alee and daughter Jessie, with "Me-
Tuvish s ther protector. Kars made
the northern (rip and found that the sav-
age Bell River Indians had discovered gold
i the bed of the river and had ereeted a
erude but eflivient plant for extracting it.
This then was the seerel they guarded so
cli=ely. Kars and his party barely es-
caped with their Lves from the Indian
stronghold, but the valiant John deter
mined 1o relum the following summer
with a strong outfit 1o raud the diggangs.

He did and many were (he exciling
things that ocenried befure, during and
after the assault,  There wus a murider
and a sensational fral at Leaping Horse;
amd then came the EXpMisire ol the doulile
dyed. arch villum who eansed Allon Mow-
deutt und sought the ruin of

her

birny's

uthives ol the Tamils

Any one who reads the first chaplor oan
1ell thag Mowbruy was riswly 1o
throw lersell at Jolin Kars.  Mowbiay
and Kars leave the north together for-
vver, John rejoicing- at the bride he lhas

WO,
The Trinmpl of Johs Kars iz really a
tronmph i Ietling and makeap. Tt i3
heavy

dessie

The letterpress i attractive and

eivers,
1t 1% illus rated i color, -
THE TRICMPI OF JOHN KARS, Br

Ripgowery Cronris.
Co. $1.40.

Georze W. Jacola &

Banging at my temples hot—
And the quiet fields so far!

*4The term wshell shoek” will not be aceepled as 8
diagnosis of dizability or death.”
Wounded Reports, A. E. F.

-Manual of Sick and

]
L URENCE LA TOURETTE DRIGGS

Imerica’s  Poremonst Authord
fative Writer om Aviation
In his new book, Mr. Driggs
ghves the nnthentie atory of all
the most famous Allied Aces.
Far the first thine the complete
tary of the American lafayette
Fscadrilie, which included Rock-
,»-'\i_ I*rince. MetC'onnell, Chap-
man, Thaw, Hall, and Lufbery is
gV e in detaill
There | a graphic account of
the Storks, N 1, the mast famous
Fmcadrille In France, of which
LGuynemer was the head.
Incinded in the hook is n chap-
trr giving n list of the Aces of
nll natioas and thelr victories.
$130 mel. At all Booksellers.
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