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CHAPTER 1

] I Join the Colors
QIOME of my buddies have the superatitious
A Belfet thet destiny picked me to fire the

‘gun for the United States in the war

the Hun.

d I take very Ilittle stock In
@ebtiny, fate or any of those things of the
oecult, around which sentimental, half-baked
Mevaliste like to wenve Impossible yarne
~ According to my understanding of the
ease, I wan melected to send Uncle Sam's
first shell-message to the Kalser becauss 1
pub in many weeka of hard training. and got
to know every twist and wrinkle in the dis-
porition and temperament of my French
seventy-five.

But, Just to give the romanticlsts a lttle
eanpolation, T will conceds that T come of a
Mce. of réd-headed, frockled-faced fghters,
and am proud of It

My father, Walter de Varila, was a Unlted
fitates cavalry scout in the early seventies,
and helped to round up the Apaches in
Arizona.

Dad was a red-head. and had freckles as
Blg as copper cents. He was a fighter, and
& Food one, too, as United Staten army
pecords will show, Hemmed in by =avages,
while on one of his scouting expeditions, he
et his way out in m running fight, using
twa Colt’s revolvers to excellent advantage
Thé Indians dubbed him “‘Red the Brave'

My grandfather on the paternal side
fought for the Confederacy under General
“Btonewall” Jackson: he had hair like bur-
nishéd copper. My mother's father served
thé Unlon under Grant.

‘“Phere was a red-haired De Varila with
“Mad Anthony' Wayne, when he stormed
Btony DPoint. and a pair of sorrel-topped.
tusty De Varilas dellversd hammer-blows for
democracy of the ploneer brand in the

* Frénch Revolution,

¢

Every one of these fighting De Varilas
had freckles as well as red halr—God bless
them all!

My mother was of Irish descent, and my
father French.,

Now you need wonder no longer why 1
love to Aght when the fighting s good. When
you get a French and Irish combination,
and breed it for sevemal genermtions on the
stimulating soll of the good old United
States, you are bound to produce someihing
that abeolutely refuses to let "“George do 1L
when there Is 4 scrap on deck

. The Fighting Lust

1 was fifteen years old when the Kalser
and his gang of iInternational burglars set
out to orack the =afes of the natlona of the
world, and revive the chain-gang methods of
the unholy old Rtoman Empire,

1 wanted to get Into it then, honest T did,
although I had just blossomed out In my
first’ sult of long trousers, and was proudly
wearing my first dollar watch.

My halr always has a habit of bristling
like & cat's tail when I scent a scrap. and
when the Kalser started to reach through
Belgium to get at the throat of France, 1
eould feel that red alfalfa of mine crinkle

all

The halr of some folks bristles when they

Wt scared. It In just the opposite with me.

en mine starts to lift up, I'm just fighting

mad. My mother has told me that it was
always that way with the De Varllas.

My buddies In the battery over in France
used to gbt a lot of fun watching my hair
swhen T got real warmed up with my French
seventy-five gun, and was pumping shells into
the boche first-line trenches. They found the
effect particularly startling one duy, when,
in the helght of a battle, I put on my gEas
mask. After that, they called me “The Little
Red Devil.”

But that is pushing ahead of the yarn

Al T started to say, 1 felt the old De
¥arila fighting itch when the Geérman Em-
peror began to biast hizx way through Bel-
glum, burning cities, blowing up villages,
and killing women and children.

Maybe it wans the blood of some of those
French ancestors stirring in me and urging
me to do something for France, but more
likaly it was that unbeatable combination—
American, Irish and French.

1 stood it as long as I could, and then I
told my mother I was going to Canada to
enliat. I let her know I thought it was a
dingrace for a fighting De Varila to be wasting
his time golng to school while a bunch of
boodling  Huns were running loose over Bel-
glum and France, and doing murder by the
wholesale.

A Mother's Wiles
1 sould 'ske that she liked to hear me talk
that way, for there wers tears in her eyes
and she gave me one of those warm motherly
tles that make an American boy in his
ﬁ tong trousers feel that he has suddenly
grown three Inches taller and is a man. But,
of course, I did not reailze then that no
penigible mother is going to enthuse very much
about sending o fifteen-year-old son Into the
gare of battle.

PBut she understood her boy all right, and
dldn't argue with me. She snaked a freshly
baked mince ple out of the oven, and told me
tomcool to the back steps and gorge mymelf.
1t wis a mighty good ple of the mother-used-
to-make kind, and In the eating I almost for-

about the Kaiser and the Belgians.

A few months after (pather had camouflaged
the De Varila fighting Itch with mince ple, I
was packed off to a prep school at Los

les.

1 found the school a regular incubator for
the war spirit.

There wors a couple of English lads there
whe received frequent letiers from relatives
in the thick of the fghting in France. The

re used to sneer at us Amerlcan lads
‘because Uncle Sam wouldn't get Into the
for vivilization.
was obliged to lick one of them to make
‘stop saying rotten things about Unecle
my. 1 have often wondered if the Eng-

1 pummeled knows that the Reddy de

} blacked his eyes on that memor-

y is the same De Varila who fired the

: Uncle Sam against the boche,

he does, maybe he has forgiven me for
leking T gave him. I am certain that by
thu.. e has taken back all the unkind

said about Uncle Sam.
up good and- plenty when our

Unele SBammy told the German Ambassader
to pack up his duds and clear out of Germany,
I couldn't eoncentrate on my studies after
that. The print on my lesson books bhecamse
blurred, and all I could see were marching
troops and maneuvering battleshipe.

But the bottom dropped clean out of my
education when Congress bucked up to the
occasion and declared the United States at
war with the German Empire,

Wow! Every fighting De Varila In the
whole list of De Varilas seemed to rise up be-
fore me in spirit and announcé:

“Now |Is the time Lo get in, my boy.”

That settied me; 1 determined ta get into
the scrap while the getting was good. 1 waa
eighteen then, and hig for my age. Al I
needed wasn my mother's signature to pre-
cipitate me into the bhiggest war in history
I packed my suiltcase, went home and told
my mother [ was going to enlist in the United
States army

She was game and didn't even blink a tear,
And why shouldn't she be game? She was
Irish, her father had fought under Grant, and
besldes, she had married a De Varlla,

“You are a De Varila,” she sald, “and 1'd
be ashamed of vou If yvou didn’t want to go
Your father and hoth your grandfathers
went 1in when they were elghteen”

Her volee shnok a little bit, and the next
morning I noticed her eyex were a trifle red,

I enlisted in Battery C. Sixth Pleld Artll-
lery, U'. 8. A.. April 25, 1917, ninteen days
after the United States jumped into the war,

1 was proud as n six-year-old boy jJust
learning to whistle when the army doctors
looked me over and decreed I was as sound
s8 copper from head to toe,

Corporal Osborne De Varila

T was hustled off to the recruiting barracks
at Angel Island in Frisco Bay, snd was
inoculated and vaccinated, T was pretty
miserable for about a week from the different
brande of anti-disease virus which they
pumped under my hide, and on the whole I
felt llke an animated fever blister, But
just as soon as the effects of the virus wore
away I developed the appetite of an army
mule, and took on weight |ike & woman who
is kidding herself with one of those antl-far
treatmenta

Early Training

We were given full
unifarm, underwear,

equipment, including

leggings, shoes, mess
kit and blankets, and ghipped 1o Douglas,
Arizona. For eight days we raw recrults
were kept shut up In a0 quarantine camp, and
after that followed weaks of arduous training
on the Mexican border. It was a tough
grill, but 1t made every man-jack of us hard
as rocks,

Our training embraced bareback riding,
fnstruction in the usge of equipment, and the
grooming of horsee. We were glven an lden
of the various parts of the fleld pieces, and
engaged in battery drill and target practics
with three-inch guns. We put tn a lot of
work on those guns, little thinking that we
would handle an entirely different kind of
fleld plece when we arrived in France

I became the driver of the lead team of the
firat =ectlon fleld plecs, and before man:
weeks had passed 1 could maneuver that
piece like a wveteran, By listening to the
fiery rhetoric of 2ome of the old-time driverg
in the battery. 1 learned there are certain
cuss words which have a special and most
s cffective meaning to artillery horaes, and 1
sometimes used them with wonderful resulf

But, say, ! hate to think about the early
stages of that bareback tralning. It wae
fierce, worse than anything 1 encountered
later on the battlefront. Our battery was
afMicted with positively the most evil-minded,
devilish-dlspositioned horses on earth. Hon-
est, 1 helleve that German propagandists
had been working among every one of the
nage, for haw they did hate us! c

No one can tell me that the horse doesn't
possess the power of thinking like a human
being. The way my nag used to acheme to
break my neck rivaled the machinations of
the villain in a melodrama. Every time the
nag tossed me into the desert sand among the
cactus, he would grin and tose up his heely
in the most flendieh manner.

Of for France

During the first few days of the barebhack
riding I hadn’t the slightest desire to sit
down, and couldn’t have If 1 had wanted to.
There was & little comfort in knowing I had
company in my misery, for all of the raw
recruits ate their chow standing up as 1 did,
But as time wore on I became toughened to
the work, and developed a contempt for a
nag that lacked ginger,

All this time, as you can Imagine, we wére
getting keyed up for war. We longed for
action and waited impatiently for the day
when we would recelve orders to move east-
ward.

The latter part of July, 1917, one of my

Battesr
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buddies rushed Into my tent one night, and
sald excitedly: "

“Reddy, we're off for France tomorrow.”

I thought he was kidding me, but no, the
news was buzsing all over the camp, and the
next morning we “entrained for parts un-
known."

We all knew what that meant—we were
going to France, going overseas to put the
Yankee punch inte the fight against the Hun.

CHAPTER 11
Off for France

E wers bolling over with the fight spirit
as we slld over the rails toward the
eaat const

The weeks of tralning in the dry, bracing
air of Arigona had steel-plated our constitu-
tlons and lifted our morale to the twentieth
story. Fvery fiber of our hodies ached for
a try nt the Hun; we felt then that our
regiment, unalded, was capable of turning
the tide against the boche

We gave our pals husky bluwe acrows the
hack and told what we were going to do
when we bored our way Into Berlin.

“When 1 get Lo Berlin town. =aid a giant
artilleryman from Montana, “I'm golng to
drop everything elss and put in my time
hunting for the Kalser Temember now, he's
m¥ meat; I'm going to wettle with that
Bloedy old bov, and 1 don't want any inter-
feronce.”

“You've got ne monopoly on this Kalser-
Killin® joby,” retorted a gunner from Kansanr
“Youve got to walk fast if you beat this
buddy out looking for hig royal highness, the
ehitef butcherer of Berlin™

This sort of talk may sound foolish, bhut
it sho ved the exeeltence of our spirite wWe
were ready for anything—tha rougher the
better, 1 belleve we were nhout as reckless
an oulfit of artiilery roustabouls as ever
moved tawird a battlefront.

The trip overland was one confinuous ova-
tion from Dieuglas to the Atlantie port where
we emharked, At every stop, even at the
tank statlons, enthusiastic Yunkees pulled
the hern stunt on us, flowing Into our traine
and overwhslming us with fruit, candy and
pastry Bverybody wished ug godspeed In
our misston agalnst the Hun,  All this, of
course, lifted our war epirit speveral more
notches.

At 1 o'clock onme morning we plled off our
trains In an Atlantie port, and marched on
to a tranegport. The ship pulled down the
channel ana anchored.

blamed tiresome daye We eouldn't
this delay at gotting &
whaek at the Hun T growled with the hest
of them, for the boche hate had taken a
heavy grip on me. In me wis o dosp-seated
fesling that 1 would not be content until I
had planted both feet on ¥rench soll, 1
suppose some of my buddies would say that
it was destiny pulling me on to fire ths firat
gun for liberty. Ul confess that 1 did have
A feeling | wae needed on the other slde to
help start the ball a-rolling for Uncla Sam.

Off at Last

Every mother's son of our lusly crew of
hoche haters gave an ear-ringing yell of joy
when. at sunset on tha second day, the trans.
port weighed anchor and steamed slowly out
of the harbor

Off to the fght-country; |t seemed almost
ton hully good to be true, 1 felt like kicking
myself to zee If It wasn't all a dream from
whieh T weuld seon awaken and find myself
in that rather dull prep  #chool In Les
Angeles .

Aost of us were a trifle glum ds We saw
the coastline of Yankecdom fade away in
the wiolet mists of evening, but not long
did we hea¥iies mope. Cut of the east gtiff,
salty breezes brought to us a smell of ad-
venture that jacked up our spirite ke
drafts of =parkling wine

Here at last, I thought, T am afioat in the
een of mystery and danger—the sea which
for three yeara had been the theatre of
events which had vibrated the world.

Hundreds of miles to the eartward, T knew
that destrovers proWled about on the alert
for the trencherous submarine, while eruiser
and battleship fleets patrolled wide, watery
areaf. off ctually botiling up the battle
squadrons of the Kairer

1 wa= supremwly content as I hung over
the rall and watched the' foam churn over
the how About a mile ahead, a United
gStates cruiser of the latest model rode the
gens majestically, while on our flanks Yankee
destrovers sauclly plowed the wgver

“Unecle Sam (& on the job”" T said enthusi-
astically ' to my buddy, Sergeant Pasquile
Atillo, a young, Intelligent New York Itallan,
one of the best artillerymen in the battery

“You can bet your bottom dollar Uncle
Sam Is on the job Reddy.” he replied. “Mr.
submarine has about as much chance of
poking In our game as a Jersey mosquito
has of drilling through one of the steel platés
of this transport.”

1 was mighty lucky to have the seérgeant
for my buddy, for, aside from being one of
the best chaps that ever rode an artillery
calsson, he was a competent man, and It was
jargely through his Instruction that-1 was
promoted to corporal after the regiment
landed In France.

were
gea any senssa In

Our New Americans

This war has opened my eyes to the fact
that the sons of our Immigrants have the
makinge of absolutely top-notch Américans.

This & being demonstrated eyery day on
the western battiefront in Europe, where
they are fighting and dying in the cause of
Liberty. And before this war s over we are
golng to take off our hats many times to the
iads whe, In ante-bellum days. we rather
contemptuously classed as forelgners,

Belleve me, they are proving themselves
Yanks of the first water, every one of them.
Some of them arée wabbly In their English,
but they are backing up the spirit of Wash-
ington and Lafayvette just ar If their ances-
tors had played heavy parts in the Amer-

lcan Revolution. When we have the Kaiser

We remiined there for two days, and they

the firvrt shot of the American &rmy

_-;'-":—.__-.
interned in Sing Sing prison, and the nations
of the world have returned to peaceful pur-
=uits, we are golng to show our appreciation
for what thesé lads have done for their
adopted country, or I'm a poor prophet.

There was only ore fly in our olntment on
the trip over, and that was the chow, which,
for the first few dave was about the worst
ever ladled out of n ship's kettle. It smelled
to the heavens, did that chow, and before we
were two doys out, a third of the nutfit wers
groaning In thelr bunks with dysentery and
other allments of the digestive organs.

We bellowed long and loud to the head
chef, & blg, fat darky, who didn't know as
much about cookery as a longshoreman.

We might just an well have complained to
the ship's anchor or the keel of the transport.
The chow grew worse and more of the boys
went to thoe mat,

I have a stomach as vigorous as a blast
furnace, but’jt halked at the kind of stuff
that was being =erved up In the messroom.
I saw [ would have to do momething to keep
out of the siek bay, #o 1 decided upon a little
strategy.

I wus on pretty gond terms with an under-
rook by the name of Sam, and for two bits a
day he supplied me with chow from the
oflicers’ mess. [ let my buddy, the sergeant,
v on the graft, and a little before mealtime
we would steal away to the bollerroom and
gai the food which had been eached thers by
Sam

The hest In eatables on the ship wag pur-
loined for ug by the ebony rascal, and my
huddy and | waxed fat and comfortable while
our comrades howled in Increasing volume at
the steady decline of the chow,

Of course the sergeant and | had te velp
wnd complaln with the rest so as not to exclte
suspicfon,  1f° the bunch had discovered our
lHttle game they would have mohbed us. We
felt llke a palr of Judases at first, but under
the Influence of that good food our con-
sclences became covered with rawhide, I
have nlways notieed that a well-filled stom-
ach 1 the hest consclence soother n the
waorld

Things came to n ripping climax on
third day when the rascally chef served a
concnction which he labeled “Irish stew.'
The stuff wag an insult to the Irish race.
Several of the boyvs gagged and beat It to
the deck rall the minute they got a whiff

the
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The colonel did take & whiff, and he drew
back with an expression of didgust.

‘“Wefl, T should say s0,” he abserved. Then
he turned to the chef and sald angrily:
didn't get us all,

“That's not it to feed to plgs; you Aare
I“::m'ndﬂl untll I have a chance to investl-
gAte.”

The colonel did Investigate, and he found
that the men In the cullnary quarters never
warshed the kettles. Bits of food ware allowed
to lay In the hottom of the pots and decom-
pose.  Fresh food was put right In on top
of this meas, cooked and served up to the
boys. It'a u wonder that the ptomaine bugs

The chef was lald off tha job for the rest
of the voyage. and we had no further trouble
with the chow. However, the sergeant and
I continned to get our privats stock from the
bellerroom cache

The day after the chef was fired out of the
galley In high disgrace, a shrill call rang out
from one of the lookouts of the transport!”

“Periscope on the port bow."

CHAPTER 111
With Pershing in France

DYNAMIC thrill through

mother's son of us.

Here, at last, we were face to face
with that dread mechanical monster of the
deep—the German. submarine.

Htinging with excitement, we crowded to
the rall and strained our eyes td port over
the dancing sena.

All was a-bustle on the tranaport; officars
{erued sharp, guick orders, while the gunners
swung their pleces and Telt for the ranke,
Bailors th blue yanked the lids from munitien
fioxes and Jifted out snells.

The crulsger ahead swung about, pointed
her prow due north, and forged along swiftly
in responee to the guickening of her engines
Tho guarding destrovers darted about like
eager hounds searching for a quarry that had
temporarily eluded them

“Thie fu the life,” I heard a comrade say
through gritted teeth.

1 stood tenke, expecting every second te
hear a shell go serecching oUt Inte the brine,

About & quarter of a mile away I could aee
something sticking up out of the sea.

ran every

-

#
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for the jokester, but he was wise enough to
sthy out of sight until.] hAA cooled down.

,One of the bresziest, brightest little per-
sonalities on the ship was our chaplain, &
m by the name of Dixon from Illinold.

t fellow was just one Human bottls of
sunshine with the cork out po that the glad
;z\:ﬂ could pour sut and wafm up the whale

AL,

Well, the chaplain sure did love that song
“Uncle Sammy,” Every time he found a
dunch of us togéther he would say with one
of his blithe amiles:

YA clgarette for every boy whe will sing
Uncle Bammy.'"

' We would obediently yelp all three verten
of the song, and after we had roared forth
the last stansa the little chaplain would déal
éut the cigarettes, We du him “Unéle
Bhmmy.,"” though he didn't look any mere
tike Uncle Sam than the man in the moen.

really looked like a pocket edition of
sodore Roosevelt, with his eyexinased,
mustache and gleaming teéth, which he dis-
played abundantly when hé smiled
s It was the ambitlon of the chaplain to
NAve us go ashors In te ringing the
*“Marselllaize” In French, shd he drilled us
with thia song every afterndon, There wire
a few in the outfit who had good velces,
But the majority couldn’t Have qualified fér
the cholr of the corner church in Podunk.
And the way we slipped and alid over thoke
French words would have worn the nap oft
Apy ordinary ‘man's patience. But the
éheplaln  had patience that made Job's
séem thin In comparison. He kept at us
hammer and tongs until once in a while
we made a direct hit on a French word, The
¢haplain would reward us with one of his
Rofmeveltinn smiles and hand around the
smoken

The ship was athrob with excitement on
August 13 when we sighted 'a thin blus line
on the horizon—the coast of France, d

“Hip! hip! hurrah ! France,” yelled a gun-
ner, and we jolned hin? in & deafening roar
of cheering.

“Now for the Hun,' I said to my buddy,
the' sergeant.

We'll soon be In his bafliwiek,” he replied
with a giad grin,

The Propheey
“Then my buddy sald something which: I
have thought of a good dedl since that mem-
pfable day.

*o yvou know, Reddsy,” he sald, "I be-
lieve you are going to do well over hers."”

“Not any bettér than yourkelf or anybody
elue,” 1 replled, trying to bé modest

“Oh, T don't know,” he Bald with an alr
of seriousness; “I've & hunch you are going
to do something big."”

“Can that stuff, buddy,” I eobserved, try-
ing not to shaw my pleasure at his words

On the day after I opened the war for
Uncle Sam, mYy friend the sérgeant grasped
me by the hand and sald: -

“Didn’t ‘1 tell you, old man, you were
going to do something real over here?”

But that is gétting ahead of my story.

The excitement grew as our transpart
awept nearer the French coast. Boon we
could make out dorzens of neat little white
nouses with red tile roofs—all against a
packground of bheautiful green. It was a
4ight good for sore eyes.

A warlike touch was given the scene as
we neared the entrance of the harbor.

Landing

of the steaming, stinking mess, while down-
rlght murder, and nothing else, gleamed In
the eyes of other artillery huskies

A= for me, wretch that T was, I pounded
on the mess table and yelled:

“Boys, lhf‘ thing has gone far enough:
I'm willing to die for my country on the field
of battle, but I'll be blamed If any lump-
headed, fumbling Jackass of a nigger cook
is golng to shuffle me off with a kettle full
of ptamuaine bugs "

< All for Murder

If the lads had known that only ten min-
utes before I had polished off & good square
meal {n the seclusion of the boiler-room, they
would have l¥ynched me. But they didn’t
know |t

My words had an immediate effect, for
they were ripe for murder, pillage and every-
thing else in the category of lawlessness

“Right you are, Reddy.,” yelled a buddy
from Michigan. “I move we hang that rot-
ten cook to the yardarm. He's out to get a
gen funeral for all of us, and he'll accomplish
his purposs if we don't get him first."

“There ain't any yardarm on this ship,”
observed an old artilleryman, “but, boys, we
can lift him to the crow's nest and drop him
oft into the brine."

“To the crow's nest with the black begs
gar.,” chorused the desperate crew, and the
rush was on into the galley, .

The big chap from Michigan led the band
He was a feroclous-looking object as he jab-
hed viclously at the air with a palr of table
forks.

But the chef heard the uproar asnd the
rush of feet down the stairs. He must have
suspected that a day of reckoning was com-
ing up cannon-ball express, for he scram-
blad up anothér comranionway and gained
the deck. So great was his haate that he
tnok along with him a great wooden ladle
from which hung threads of dough.

The boys were hot on the trall and they
reached the deck just in time to see the
white coattalls of the chef disappearing
around a corner of the charthouse. The chase
was now on in earnest. TUp and down com-
panionways, through the main saloon, dewn
into the engine room and back up again to
the deck, the chef ran for his life with the
pack of enraged artlilerymen st his heels

Finally, exhausted, the terrified negro
plunged head first into the cabin of the com-
manding oMoer, bellowing:

vgave me, for de Lord's sake, save me'"

“What doss this mean?’ asked the col-
one] sternly ag he surveyed the panting, per-
spiring artillerymen gathered about his door.

The First Vietory

vt means just this, colonel" spoke up a
had just arrived from the mess-
.forward with a bowl of

rved as stqw,

calonel,”
. “It's the kind of chow black ras.

" we
' it e =

P

“That rubberin’ perisoope.” -1 thought: "I
hope we make a direct hit"

Then came the slckening reaction.

"False alarm; nothing but one of these
d n porpolees,”’ cried the lookout, lower-
Ing his glasses

A groan of diegust ran through the ship,

“Wouldn't it make wvou siek?' observed a
Californlan. “Here we were all primed for
tha best mavie of our llves, dnd the lights
£O out and the screen goes on the blink. I'd
like to skin that hell of a porpolse.”

As for me. 1 wae as mad as a devil, for I
felt that our trip acroess would not be com-
plate without & good warm argument with
one of Germany's U-boats,

Anyway, that was our intteduction to the
much-talked-of submarine zone,

Taking No Chances

A porpoise at a distancs does look wvery
mych like a spying periscope, and the peaky
mammals fooled our lookouts several times
hefore we reached France. But then, these
Instances only showed that our men were
evér on the alert for the Kalser's under-the-
sea dogs. F

Our oficers took no chances while we were
passing through the territory of the U-boat.
For three nights the transport traveled with.
out lights, and our guardians, the crulser
and the destroyers, redoubled their vigilanoce.
We were routed out of our bunks- at 3 a. m.
on each of those thrée days, and were com-
pelied to remain on deck until .7 a m. with
olkr life preservers buckled on and our shoes
and trousers unjaced. The favorite time for
ldu average submarine to attéck is around

awn, .

We dldn't sight 2 eingle U-beat all the ws:
aver. but we had a Jot of fun at the expense
of these sneaking craft. Naturally we were
all thinking about subs when we entered the
zone, and hardly an hour would pass but that
wame jokester would yell: g ¢

“Hey, boys, there's a sub."

Then, we fall guys would crowd to the
rall and put our eyes out looking' for. peri-

I was taking my turn at pok
aréund noon when L] luh'mr;'ll:: %‘:ﬂ{
cime along and caught me an awful wallop.
My hand was a prétty good one——well it
was nothing less than a royal flush, some-
thing which had neler befpre rub ac-
quaintance with me during my brief e
ente A8 a ]:;kar Pll)‘bl:ém

I was about to pi th polar
k;:,ctout when a vplce -mﬂ 'lhh“ my
elbow .
“Holy smoke. lads. here comes = torpedo;
pr N e

) Was on my in
dashing my cards on the table, .:‘h. ﬂ.&
pla‘a;-n :ollqlftd suit. g% 08

® did our little marathon te radl; only

to fnd chat we had R ety ST

When we returned i ' 'OI': '

Mot o o By ARG
g Ry iy - 1 e

of part of the American Expeditionary Force at a French port

Two big French airplanes advanced
meat us, fiving low and séAnning the vnt,:-
closely for hostile submarines. It was .a
dangerous spot, the entranceé of that harbor.
Only the day before, we learned later, a Ger-
man U-boat had sneaked close in and sunk
a supply ship .

CHAPTER IV
A Royal Welcome -

T was evident that our approach had beén
well heralded, for the doeks were denue
with people, and on public bulldings, dweil-
m,? ;?ra u:ren‘buus hundreds of American
an ene ags “wWeére mna ]
NS ¥ pping to the
Quaint little French fishing boa
about the transport, and ntii ogc‘u::::l:;
thése craft were the first to greet us.
These fishermen were v I
their rakieh, red tum—o'ﬂm:;m:‘n?moui?
duroy trousers rolled up to the knee. Thay
wore a red scarf about the walst and their
feet were bare., The faces of these foreign-
locking men ware wreathed-|n- smiles; thay
jabbered and gesticulated after the n;.l.un
of* the French, shrieking questions at ::
which we did not In the least understand
One of them' became . po excited that he
fargot to steer his bost and the craft ram-
med another and was upset, thrawing the
fishorman into- the water.. We threw a line
to the capsised party and' pllled him dry
ping and gasping to the dack ' >

He' replied with a url.
J In his own language ang
& wide smile unfolded uud:: his queer little
sypbrow of & mustache we fllled his
hand with ‘American colns, "~ He stayed on
the beat until we docked did not: seqm
to’ worry In the least about the of
ek, walch K had let s n thanaindy
n the o t al
wheeled about and were fo e
t, as a port of
‘fited Blates crulser rodé proud)
and the destroyers stesmed ' behind
It sounded pleasant and warlike to-
the bussing of the motors &loft. We ye
to the alrmgn, and they
at, us through their ;
They were fiying
crowds - l‘l:::l . both banky
. -were on
ay we passed through the ﬂ'u locky. There

re quaintly dressed pe t women
ke e thimk Of  the Dokires wf Ferihs

L

i i
0.

dhmes {n my_

4

tight A

#hoes. The little girla were pocket
Bf their mothers and big sisters.

A Celorful Reception !
The men weré attired In velvetesn o
eorduroy trousers and mabots. The W
e put me In mind of a grand op
Bad orice attended In Frisco.
The populace, so to speak, went
wa slipped through the locks. our b
Ing alternately the “Star Spangled
afd the “"Marselllaise.”

Men ripped thelr maudy scarfs
walsts and waved them franticall)
and girls fluttersd their handkarchis
American and French flags weres in¥
everywhere, p

Wa could easily gather by the
these good peopls that we were f X
things they had looked upon for a lof
There was something pathetic and ehili
About their joy. Many of them sobbid |
children, they felt so glad to see up s
and I did not blame them when 1 the
;;h.lt they had been throukh the s

re.

Bone, brothers and fathers from thi
had died by the thousand on the
along with other loyal Frenchmen.
coming of the Americans these poor
Saw hope and a proxpect of a turning
tide agalfint the Invading boche. e

Our fighting edge wan sharpensd wh
Elimpsed the depth of. thalr welcoms. .
eduldn't understand a single syllable
Jargon they tossed to us, but ws toolk
granted that it was all compll L
coneoled them with good old United

"Take heart, you folks, for we're goll
pasts hell out of the boches,” yalled an
leryman, <

“U'negls Sam Is on the job now."
otheér Yank.

We docked that night, but were not s
to go ashore. But the Frenchies .
tdrmined that wa should feel the welooms
France, #ven though we were o
aboard ship. They swamped ua with b
af fruit and houquets of flowers. Bog
old transport looked 1ike a florist shop,

e consimed fruit untll we were thr
with eolle, 4

The Yankes spirit of exploration and
venture got the best of somo of the
filght, and they slid down ropes to the dos
Soifie of them were grabbed by the marf)
sentries and returned to the ship, but Most
them penetrated into the city, return
fore morning and bringing glowing repe
the hospltallty of the French "

“'Great place, this France,” sald one of
night prawlers, a little tivickly, upon.
turn. “Folks In this burg wounldh't
pay for & blamed thing; never saw
wine in my life. "It must rain booze in &
pArts.” )

The Landing J

We landed the following day, AW 3
1917, and I ghall never forget the avent.
this same port, the first detachment of.
eral Pershing's forces put in near
months previous, on June 26, 1017 H
were received llke a lot of gods. Bul
novelty of seelng Americans had not yet
off. and the inhabltants of the.port B
gulte s rousing a reception as they q
first arrivals. ;

It was a clear, beautiful mornin
marched down the gangplanks, «f
‘““Mareelllalse’” with an ardor that
prostrated “Uncle Sammy,” our gl
with pride and joy.

Well, say. those Frenchles fairly
us, .
Shouting, *Vive I'Amerique,” they.
for us as If we were something ‘m;l
The first thing I knew. & middl
woman in peasant costame had
arms around my neck and was Kiss me
first on one cheek and then another.. JASNS
body would have thought I was o Joiy 2
gon. 1 tried to pry her loose. But:
grip like iron, and I had to srin.and
until ehe let go. v

But the thing was not aver by ¢
it now developed into a matter of “tall
turns. No sooner had the elderly
let go my neck, when another pair of
flopped around my collar, and 1
run. but 1 changed my mind when ._F
good look, -
< And yvou would have changed your:
too, If you had been in my place. T
tiest girl in France had annexed
my neck. My eyes told me that there ¢
be a prettler girl in France than ahe
Her halr was as black as a‘crow’s wing
eves were big and brown, amd her
pouted up at me Invitingly, v

1 am &n American and do things in &
1 gave her & smack that must have I
heard at the Battery in New York.
plushed and then kissed me on both @
and let go. And I am frank to sdy
sorry to see her go. = T

The next in the line-up was an
Frenchy-looking chap with a goates
glasses. He had_his lips pursed up’
{nterrogation point, and he was ma
me, full steam up. I blocked his
with a twist of my elbow, for I susp
Aénign.

“Nothing doing, Frenchy," [ sald
where we come from, men don't kisg
ther.” " >
y He evidently didn’t understand and tel
to sneak In under my guard, but I
fist warningly ‘in his face. ' .7 &0

“Lay off.”” 1 yelled, “or I'll soak yu
He saw 1 meant business and 5
his kissing offensive. DT

Of ‘course 1 knew It was the cuies
sverybody in France to kiss, but 1
my mind not to ‘get-used to- man
esach other on the cheek. -

That night we sl¢pt in an
our blankets. Tt was bully to™1
ground once more and know that
zlose to the fAighting sone. :

We remalned there a week, g
legs and resting from oMF VO
course we were impatient at the
we wantsd to beat it to the fp
dlately and taks & hand in the &

» OF to Barracka

We were .ht:ld::l‘i‘“t ‘;“‘ of the
when we were nto funny Il
'e.nr._ which were about hail the siss’
American brand. We were pac L
that we barely had standing .
to shove and squirm before we coul
space big enough to git down. . Ne¥as
we were In high spirits and

w

pa .
dotted with towns and vilis
ery few young men, for momt:

8 g ]

. CONTINUED IN MONDAY'S,
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