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U-.r' SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I—Albert N. Depew, author
of the story, enlists In the United Statesnavy, serving four years and attaining
me rank of chief petty officer, first-classgunner.

CHAPTER ll—The great war startssoon after he Is honorably discharged
froth the navy and he sails for Francewith a determination to enlist.

CHAPTER III—He joins the Foreign
Dcglon and is assigned to the dreadnaugnt
Cassard where his marksmanship winshim high honors.

CHAPTER IV.

On the Firing Line.
When I reported on the Cassard

after my fourteen days’ leave, I was
detailed with a detachment of the
legion to go to the Flanders front. I
changed into the regular uniform of
the legion, which Is about like that of
the Infantry, with the regimental
badge—a seven-flamed, grenade.

We traveled from Brest by rail, In
third-class cars, passing through La
Havre and St. Pol, and finally arriving
at Bergues. From Bergues we made
the trip to Dixmude by truck—a dis-
tance of about twenty miles. We car-
ried no rations with us, but at certain
places along the line the train stopped,
and we got out to eat our meals. At

. every railroad station they have booths
or counters, and French girls work day
and night feeding the Poilus. It was a
wonderful sight to see these girls, and
It made you feel good to think you
were going to fight for them.

It was not only what they did, but
the way they did It, and it is at things
like this that the French beat the
world. They could tell just what kind
of treatment each Poilu needed, and
they saw to it that he got it. They
took special pains with the men of the
legion, because, as they say, we are
"strangers,” and that means, "the best
we have is yours” to the French. These
French women, young and old, could
be a mother and a sweetheart and a
sister all at time to any hairy
old ex-convict in the legion, and do It
ii*away that made him feel like a lit-
tle boy at the time and a .rich church
member afterwards. The only thing
we did not like about this trip was
that there were not enough stations
along that line. There is a tip that
the French engineers will not take, I
am afraid.

There is another thing about the
French women that I have noticed, and
that Is this: There are pretty girls in
¦every country under the sun, but the
plain girls in France are prettier than
the plain ones in other countries. They
might not show it in photographs, but
in action there is something about
them that you cannot explain. I have
never seen an ugly French girl who
was not easy to look at.

.We finally got to Dixmude, after
having spent about eighteen hours on
the way. On our arrival one company
was sent to the reserve trenches and
my company went to the front line
trench. We were not placed in train-
ing camps, because most of us bad
bdten under fire before. I never had,
but that was not supposed to make
any difference. They say if you can
stand the legion you can stand any*

thing.
Before we entered the communica-

tion trench, we were drawn up along-
side of a crossroad for a rest, and to
receive certain accoutrements. Pretty
soon we saw a bunch of Boches com-
ing along the road, without their guns,
ft few of them being slightly wounded.
Some of them looked scared and oth-
ers happy, but they all seemed tired.
Then we heard some singing, and pret-

"ty soon we could see an Irish corporal
stepping along behind the Huns, with
his rifle slung over his back, and
every once in a while he would shuf-
fle a bit and then sing some more. He
had a grin on him that pushed his
ears back. jp \

The British noncom who was de-
tailed as our guide sang out: “What
kind of time are you having, Pat?”

The Irishman saluted with one
hand, dug the other into his pocket
and pulled out enough watches to

make you think you were in a pawn
shop. “Oh, a foln toim I’m havin’,”
he says. "I got wan from each of thim
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fellas.” We counted fourteen prison-
ers in the bunch. Pat sure thought he
was rolling in wealth.

After we were rested up we were
Issued rifles, shrapnel helmets and
belts, and then started down the com-
munication trench. These trenches
are entrances to the fighting trenches
and run at varying angles and vary-
ing distances apart. They are sel-
dom wide enough to hold more than
one man, so you have to march single
file in them. They wind in and out,
according to the lay of the land, some
parts of them being more dangerous
than others. When you come to a
dangerous spot you have to crawl
sometimes.

There are so many cross trenches
and blind alleys that you have to have
a guide for a long time, because with-
out one you are apt to walk, through
an embrasure in a fire trench and
right out into the open, between the
German front line and your own.
Which is hardly worth while!
Ifany part of the line is under fire,

the guide at the head of the line is on
the lookout for shells, and when he
hears one coming he gives the signal
and you drop to the ground and wait
until it bursts. You never get all the,
time you want, but at that you have
plenty of time to think about things
while you are lying there with your
face in the mud, waiting to hear the
sound of the explosion. When you
hear it, you know you have got at least
one more to dodge. Ifyou do not hear
it—well, most likely you are worrying
more about tuning your thousand-
string harp than anything else.

In the communication trench you
have to keep your distance from the
man ahead of you. This is done so
that you will have plenty of room to
fall down in, and because if a shell
should find the trench, there would be
fewer casualties in an open formation
than in a closed. The German artil-
lery is keen on communication
trenches, and whenever they spot one
they stay with it a long time. Most
of them are camouflaged along the top
and sides, so that enemy aviators can-
not see anything but the earth or
bushes, When they throw an eye down
on our lines.

We took over our section of the
front line trenches from a French line
regiment that had been on the job for
24 days. That was the longest time
I have heard of any troops remaining
on the firing line.

Conditions at the front and ways of
fighting are changing all the time, as
each’side invents new methods of
butchering, so when I try to describe
the Dixmude trenches, you must real-
ize that it Is probably just history by
now. If they are still using trenches
there they probably look entirely dif-
ferent.

But when I was at Dixmude they
were something like this:

Behind the series of front-line
trenches are the reserve trenches; In

this case five to seven miles away, and
still farther back are the billets. These
may be houses or barns or ruined
churches—any place that can possibly
be used for quartering troops when
off duty.

Troops were usually in the front-
line trenches six to eight days, and
fourteen to sixteen days in the reserve
trenches. Then back to the billets for
six or eight days.

We were not allowed to change our
clothing in the front-line trenches —

not even to remove socks, unless for
inspection. Nor would they let you
as much as unbutton your shirt, unless
there was an inspection of identifica-
tion disks. We wore a disk at the
wrist and another around the neck.
You know the gag about the disks, of
course: Ifyour arm Is blown off they
can tell who you are by the neck disk;
if your head is blown off, they do not
care who you are. a

In the reserve trenches you can
make yourself more comfortable, but
you cannot go to such extreme lengths

of luxury as changing your clothes en-

j tirely. That is for billets, where you
spend most of your time bathing,

' changing clothes, sleeping and eating.
I Believe me, a billet is great stuff; it
: is like a sort of temporary heaven.

Os course you know what the word
“cooties” means. Let us hope you
will never know what the cooties
themselves mean. When you get in
or near the trenches, you take a course
in the natural history of bugs, lice,
rats and every kind of pest that has

I ever been invented.
It is funny to 6ee some of the new*

corners when they first discover &

cootie bn them. Some of them cry*
If they really knew what tt was going
ito bg like Wmiia ‘damreti than

Then they start hunting all over each
Other, just like monkeys. They team
up for this purpose, and many times It
is in this way that a couple of men get
to be trench partners and come to be
pals for life—-which may not be a long
time at that.

In the front-line trenches it is more
comfortable to fall asleep on the para-
pet fire-step than In the dugouts, be-
cause the cooties are thicker down
below, and they simply will not give
you a minute’s rest. They certainly
are active little pests. We used to
make back scratchers out of certain
weapons that had flexible handles, but
never had time to use them when we
needed them most.

We were given bottles of a liquid
which smelled like lysol and were sup-
posed to soak our clothes in it. It was
thought that the cooties would object

Ito the smell and quit work. Well,
a cootie that coqld stand our clothes
without the dope on them would not
be bothered by a little thing like this

, stuff. Also, our clothes got so sour
' and horrible smelling that they hurt
i our noses worse than the cooties. They
; certainly were game little devils, and
came right back at us.

So most of the poilus threw the
dope at Fritz and fought the cooties
hand to hand.

There was plenty of food in the
trenches most of the time, though once

I in a w’hile, during a heavy bombard-
ment, the fatigue—usually a corporal’s
guard—would get killed In the com-
munication trenches and we would not
have time to get out to the fatigue and
rescue the grub they were bringing.
Sometimes you could not find either
the fatigue or the grub when you got
to the point where they had been hit.

But, as I say, we were well fed most
of the time, and got second and third
helpings until *we had to open our
belts. But as the Limeys say: “Gaw
blimey, the chuck was rough.” They

, served' a thick soup of meat and vege-
tables in bowls the size of wash ba-
sins, black coffee with or without
sugar—mostly without!—and plenty

| of bread.
Also, we had preserves in tins, just

like the Limeys. Ifyou send any par-
cels over, do not put any apple and
plum jam in them or the man who gets
:it will let Fritz shoot him. Ask any
Limey soldier and he will tell you the

! same. I never thought there was so
much jam in the world. No Man’s
Land looked like a city dump. Most

j of us took it, after a while, just to

| get the bread. Early in the war they

! used the tins t$ make bombs of, but
! that was before Mills came along with
his hand grenade. Later on they flat-
tened out the tins and lined the dug-
outs with them.

Each man carried an emergency ra-
tion in his bag. This consisted of bully
beef, biscuits, etc. This ration was
never used except in a real emergency,
because no one could tell when it
might mean the difference between
life and death to him. When daylight
catches a man in a shell -hole or at. a
listening post out in No Man’s Land
he does not dare to crawl back to his
trench and then is the
time that his emergency ration comes
In handy. Also, the stores failed to
reach us sometimes, as I have said,
and we had to use the emergency
rations.

Sometimes we received raw meat
and fried it in our dugouts. We built
regular clay ovens in the dugouts, with
iron tops for broiling. This, of course,
was in the front-line trenches only.

We worked two hours on the fire-
step and knocked off for four hours,
in which time we cooked and ate and
slept. This routine was kept up night
and day, seven days a week. Some-
times the program was changed; for
instance, when there "was to be an at-

tack or when Fritz tried to come over
land visit, but otherwise nothing dis-
turbed our routine unless it was a gas
attack.

The ambition of most privates is to
become a sniper, as the official sharp-
shooters are called. After a private
has been in the trenches for six
months or a year and has shown his
marksmanship, he becomes the great
man he has dreamed about. We had
two snipers to each company and be-
cause they took more chances wdth
their lives than the ordinary privates
they were allowed more privileges.
When it was at all possible our snipers
were allowed dry quarters, the best of
food, and they did not have to follow
the usual routine, but came and went
as they pleased.
~

Our snipers, as a rule, went over
the parapet about dusk, just before
Fritz got his star shells going. They
would crawl out to shell craters or
tree stumps or holes that they had
spotted during the day—in other
words, places where they could see
the enemy parapets but could not be
seen themselves. Once in position,
they would make themselves comfort-
able, smear their tin hats with dirt,
get a good rest for their rifles and
snipe every German they saw. They
wore extra bandoleers of cartridges,
since there was no telling how many
rounds they might fire during the
night. Sometimes they had direct and
visible targets and other times they
potted Huns by guesswork. Usually

they crawled back just before day-
light, but sometimes they were out 24
hours at a stretch. They took great

pride in the number of Germans they
knocked over, and if our men did not
get eight or ten they thought they had
not done a good night’s work. Os
course it was not wholesale killing,

I like machine gunning, but it was very
useful, because our snipers were al-
ways laying for the German snipers,
and when they got Sniper Fritz they
saved just so many of our lives.

The Limeys have a great little ex-
pression that means a lot: “Carry on.”
They say it is a cockney expression.

When a captain falls in action, his
words are not a message to the girl
he left behind him or any dope about
his gray-haired mother, but “Carry on,
Lieutenant Whosis.” If the lieutenant
gets his it is “Carry on, Sergeant

i Jacks,” and so on as far as it goes.
So the words used to mean, “Take

! over the command and do the job
right.” But now they mean not only

I that but “Keep up your courage, and
Igo to it.” One man will say it to
another sometimes when he thinks the
first man is getting downhearted, but
more often, if he is a Limey, he will
start kidding him.

Our men, of course, did not say
“Carry on,” and in fact they did not
have any expression in French that
meant exactly the same thing. But
they used to cheer each other along,
all right, and they passed along the
command when it was necessary, too.
I wonder what expression the Ameri-
can troops will use. (You notice I
do not call them Sammies!)
Itook my turn at listening post with

the rest of them, of course. A listen-
ing post is any good position «out in
No Man’s Land, and is always held by
two men. Their job is to keep a live
ear on Fritz and in case they hear any-
thing that sounds very much like an
attack one man runs back to his lines
and the other stays to hold back the
Boches as long as he can. You can
figure for yourself which is the most
healthful job.

As many times as I went on listen-
ing-post duty I never did get to feel-
ing homelike there exactly. You have
to lie very still, of course, as Fritz is
listening, too, and a move may mean
a bullet in the ribs. So, lying on the
ground with hardly a change of posi-
tion, the whole lower part of my body
would go to sleep before I had been
at the post very long. I used to brag
a lot about how fast I could run, so
I had my turn as the runner, which
suited me all right. But every time
I got to a listening post and started
to think about what I would do if
Fritz should come over and wondered
how good a runner he was, I took a
long breath and said, “Feet, do your
duty.” And I was strong on duty.

After I had done my stunt in the
front-line and reserve trenches I went
back with my company to billets, but
had only been there for a day or two
before I was detached and detailed to
the artillery position to the right of us,
where both the British and French
had mounted naval guns. There were
guns of all calibers there, both naval
and field pieces, and I got a good look
at the famous “75’5,” which are the
best guns in the world, in my estima-
tion, and the one thing that saved

Verdun. '

m
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V
They Potted Huns by Guess Work.

The “75’s” fired 30 shots a minute,
where the best the German guns could
do was six. The American three-inch
field piece lets go six times a minute,

too. The French government owns the
secret of the mechanism that made
this rapid fire possible. When the first
“75’s” began to roar, the Germans
knew the French had found a new
weapon, so they were very anxious to
get one of the guns and learn the
secret.

Shortly afterward they captured
eight guns by a mass attack in which,
the allies claim, there were 4,000 Ger-
man troops killed. The Boches studied
the guns and tried to turn out pieces

like them at the Krupp factory. But
somehow they could not get It. Their
imitation “75’s” would only fire five
shots very rapidly and then “cough”—
puff, puff, puff, with nothing coming
out. The destructive power of the
“75’s” is enormous. These guns have
saved the lives of thousands of poilus

and Tommies and it is largely due to
them that the French are now able to
beat Fritz at his own game and give
back shell for shell—and then some.

CHAPTER V.

With the “75'5.”
My pal Brown, of whom I spoke be-

fore, had been put in the infantry
when he enlisted in the Legion, be-
cause he had served in the United
States infantry. He soon became a
sergeant, which had been his rating
In the American service. I never saw
him in the trenches, because our out-
fits were nowhere near each other, but
whenever we were in billets at the
same time, we were together as much
as possible.

Brown was a funny card and I never
saw anyone else much like him. A
big, tall, red-headed, dopey-looking fel-
low, never saying much and slow in
everything he did or said —you would
never think he amounted to much or
was worth his salt. The boys used to
call him “Ginger” Brown, both on ac-
count of his red hair and his slow
movements. But he would pull a sur-

prise on ~you every once in a while,
like this one that he fooled me with.

One morning about dawn we started
out for a walk through what used to
be Dixmude —piles of stone and brick
and mortar. There were no civvies to
be seen; only mules and horses bring-
ing up casks of water, bags of beans,
chloride of lime, barbed wire, ammu-
nition. etc. It was a good thing we
were not superstitious. At that, the
shadows along the walls made me feel
shaky sometimes.

Finally Brown said: “Come on
down; let’s see the ‘7s’s.’ ” At this
time I had not seen a “75,” except on
a train going to the front, so I took
him up right away, but was surprised
that he should know where they were.

After going half way around Dix-
tnude Brown said, “Here we are,” and
started right into what was left of a

.We Started Right into What Was Left
of a Big House.

big house. I kept wondering how he
would know so much about it, but fol-
lowed him. Inside the house was a
passageway under the ruins. It was
about seven feet wide and fifty feet
long, I should judge.

At the other end was the great old
“75,” poking its nose out of a hole in
the wall. The gun captain and the

crew were sitting around waiting the
word for action, and they seemed to
know Brown well. I was surprised at
that, but still more so when he told
me I could examine the gun if I
jyanted to, just as if he owned it.

So I sat in the seat and trained the
Cross wires on an object, opened and
Closed the breech and examined the
recoil.

Then Brown said: “Well, Chink,
you’ll see some real gunnery now,” and
they passed the word and took sta-
tions. My eyes bulged out when I
saw Brown take his station with them!

“Silence!” is about the first com-
mand a gun crew gets when it is going
into action, but I forgot all about it,
and shouted out and asked Brown how
he got to be a gunner. But he only
grinned and looked dopey, as usual.
Then I came to and expected to get a
call down from the officer, but he only
grinned and so did the crew. It
seems they had it all framed to spring
on me, and they expected I would be
surprised.

So we put cotton in our ears and
the captain called the observation
tower a short distance away and they
gave him the range. Then the captain
“called 4128 meters” to Brown. They
placed the nose of a shell in a fuse

adjuster and turned the handle until
It reached scale 4128. This set the
fuse to explode at the range given.
Then they slammed the shell into thq

breech, locked It shut and Brown sent
his best to Fritz.

The barrel slipped back, threw out
the shelf case at our feet and returned
over a cushion of grease. Then we
received the results by telephone from
the observation tower. After he had
fired twelve shots the captain said to
Brown, “You should never waste your-
self In Infantry, son.” And old dopey
Brown just stood there and grinned.

That was Brown every time. He
knew about more things than you could
think of. He had read about gunnery
and fooled around at Dixmude until
they let him play with the “75’5,” and
finally here he was, giving his kindest
to old Fritz with the rest of them.

I never saw a battery better con
cealed than this one. Up on the ground
you couldn’t see the muzzle twenty
yards away—and that was all there
was to see at any distance. There
was a ruined garden just outside the
gun quarters, and while the gunners
were there picking apples there would
be a hiss and an explosion, and over
would go some of the trees, or maybe
a man or two, but never a shell struck
nearer the guns than that. The poilus
used to,thank Fritz for helping them
pick the apples, because the explosions
would bring them down in great style.
Shells from our heavy artillery passed
just over the garden, too, making an
awful racket. But they were not in it
with the “75’5.”

They gave me a little practice with
a “75” under the direction of expert
French gunners before I went to my

14-inch naval gun, and, believe me, it
¦was a fine little piece. Just picture
to yourself a little beauty that can
send a 38-pound shell every two sec-
onds for five miles and more, if you
want it to, and land on Fritz’ vest

button every time. There is nothing
I like better than a gun, anyway, and
I have never since been entirely satis-
fied with anything less than a “75.”

As you probably know, the opposing
artillery in this war is so widely sepa-
rated that the gunners never see their
targets unlessthese . happen ,to be

buildings, and even then itTs rare. So,
since an artillery officer never sees the
enemy artillery or infantry, he must
depend on others to give him the range
and direction.

For this purpose there are balloons
and airplanes attached to each artil-
lery unit. The airplanes are equipped
with wireless, but also signal by
smoke and direction of flight, while
the balloons use telephones. The ob-
servers have maps and powerful
glasses and cameras. Their maps are
marked off in zones to correspond with
the maps used by the artillery officers.

The observations are signaled to a
receiving station on the ground and
are then telephoned to the batteries.
All our troops were equipped with
telephone signal corps detachments
and this was a very important anm
of the service. The enemy position is
shelled before an attack, either en
barrage or otherwise, and communica-
tion between the waves of attack and
the artillery is absolutely necessary.
Bombardments are directed toward
’certain parts of the enemy position
almost as accurately as you would use
a searchlight. The field telephones are
very light and are portable to the last
degree. They can be rigged up or
knocked down in a very short time.
The wire is wound on drums or reels
and you would be surprised to see how
quickly our corps established com-
munication from a newly won trench
to headquarters, for instance. They
were asking for our casualties before
we had finished having them, almost.

Artillery fire was directed by men
whose duty it wT as to dope out the
range from the information sent them
by the observers in the air. Two men
were stationed at the switchboard,
one man to receive the message and
the other to operate the board. As
soon as the range was plotted out it
was telephoned to the gunners and
they did the rest.

The naval guns at Dixmude were
mounted on flat cars and these were
drawn back and forth on the tract by
little Belgian engines.

After I had been at my gun for sev-
eral days I was ordered back to my
regimeht, which was again in the
front-line trenches. My course was
past both the British and French lines
but quite a distance behind the front
lines.

Everywhere there were ambulances
and wagons going backward and for-
ward. I met one French ambulance

that was a long' wagon full of poilus
from a field hospital near the firing

line and was driven by a man whose
left arm was bandaged to the shoul-
der. Two poilus who sat in the rear
on guard had each been wounded in
the leg and one had had a big strip of
his scalp torn off. There was not a
sound man in the bunch. You can
imagine what their cargo was like, if
the convoy was as used up as these
chaps. But all who could were sing-
ing and talking and full of pep. That
is the French for you: they used no
more men than they could possibly
spare to take care of the wounded, but
they were all cheerful about it—

always.
Just after I passed this ambulance

the Germans began shelling a section
of the road too near me to be comfort-
able, so I beat it to a shell crater
about twenty yards off the road, to the
rear. A shrapnel shell exploded pretty
near me just as I jumped into this
hole —I did not look around to see how

close it was—and I remember now
how the old minstrel joke I had heard
on board ship came to my mind at the
time—something about a fellow feel-
ing so small he climbed into a* hole
and pulled it after him—and I wished
[ might do the same. I flattened my-
self as close against the wall of the

crater as I could and then I noticed

that somebody had made a dugout In

the other wall of the crater and I
started for it.

The shells were exploding so fast
by that time that you could not listen
for each explosion separately, and just
as I jumped into the dugout a regular

A Regular Hail of Shrapnel iFell.

hail of shrapnel fell on the spot I had
just passed. It was pretty dark in
the dugout and the first move I made
I bumped into somebody else and he
let out a yell that you could have
heard a mile. It was a Tommy who
had been wounded in the hand and
between curses he told me I had sat
right on his wound when I moved. I
asked him why he did not yell sooner,
but he only swore more. He surely
was a great cusser.

The bombardment slackened up a
bit about this time, and I thought I
would have a look around. I did not
get out of the crater entirely, but
moved around out of the dugout until j
L .could, see the.road I had been on.

Gunner Depew Has Told; Read His Story Every Week in the Copper Camp

I The first thing I saw was a broken-
j down wagon that had just been hit—•

; in fact, it was toppling over when my

; eye caught it. The driver jumped
| from his seat and while lie was in the
air his head was torn completely from
his shoulders by another shell —I do
not know what kind. This was enough
for me, so back to the dugout.

How the Germans did it I do pot
know, but they had found out about
that -.road and opened fire at exactly
the moment when the road was cov-
ered with wagons and men. Yet there
had not been a balloon or airplane in
the sky for some time.

I After a while the bombardment
I moved away to the east, from which
direction I had come, and I knew our
batteries were getting it. The Tommy

and I cagie out of the dugout. As I

I started climbing up the muddy sides
I saw there was. a man standing at
the edge of it, and I could tell by his
pujttees that he was u Limey. I was
having a hard job of it, so without
looking up I hailed him.

“That was sure some shelling,
wasn’t it?” I said. “There’s a lad
down here with a wounded fin; better
give him a hand.”

“What shelling do you mean,” says
the legs, without moving, “There’s
been none in this sector for some
time, I think.”

The Tommy was right at my heel
by this time, and he let out a string
of language. I was surprised, too, and
still scrambling around in the mud.

Then the Tommy let a “Gawd ’elp
us!” and I looked up and saw that the
legs belonged to a Limey officer, a
major, I think. And here we had been
cussing the eyes off of him!

But he sized it up rightly and gave
us a hand, and only laughed when we
tried to explain. I got rattled and
told him that all I saw was his legs
and that they did not look like an offi-
cer’s legs, which might have made it
worse, only he was good-natured about
It. Then he said that he had been
asleep in a battalion headquarters dug-
out, about a hundred yards away, and
only waked up when part of the roof
caved in on him. Yet he did not know
he had been shelled !

I went on down the road a stretch,
but soon found it was easier walking
beside it, because the Huns had shelled
it neatly right up and down the middle.
Also, there were so many wrecked
horses and wagons to climb over ou
the rdad —besides dead men.

After I had passed the area of the
bombardment and got back on the
road I sat down to rest and smoke., A
couple of shells had burst so near the
crater that they had thrown the dirt
right into the dugout, and I was a little
dizzy from the shock. While I was pit-
ting there a squad of Tommies came
up with about twice their number! of
German prisoners. The Tommies had
been making Fritz do the goose sj:ep
and they started them at it again when

, they saw me sitting there. It stire
is good for a laugh any time, tjiis
goose step. I guess they call it that
after the fellow who invented it. \

One thing I had noticed about Fritz
was the way bis coat flared out at the
bottom, so I tdok this chance to find
out about it, while they halted for a
rest just a little farther down j;be
road. I found that they carried their
emergency kits in their coats. These
kits contained canned meat, tobacco,
needles, thread and plaster—all this
in addition to their regular pack. )

Then I drilled down the road some
more, but had to stop pretty soon - to
let a column of French infantry swing

on to the road from a field. They
were on their way to the trenches' as
re-enforcements. After every two
companies there would be a wagon.
Pretty soon I saw the uniform of the
Legion. Then a company of my regi-
ment came up and I wheeled in vdih
them. We were In the rear qf the col-
umn that had passed. Our boys wbro
going up for their regular stunt in the
front lines, while the others bad just
arrived at that part of the front.

Then for the first time my feet be-
gan hurting me. Our boots were made
of rough cowhide and fitted very well,
but it was a day’s labor to carry them
on your feet. I began lagging behind.
I would lag twenty of thirty yards
behind and then try to catch up. But
the thousands of men ahead of jtne

kept up the steady pace and very few
limped, though they bad been on Jhe
march since 3a. m. It was then about.
II a. m. Those who did limp wfcre
carried in the wagons. But I had s£en
very few men besides the drivers Hid-
ing in the wagons, and I wanted'to
be as tough as the next guy, so I kept
on. But, believe me, I was sure glad
when we halted for a rest along {lie
road.

That Is, the re-enforcements djd!
Our company of the Legion had not
come from so far, and when the front
of the column had drawn out of .the
way along the road we kept on filing,
as the saying is. I did not care abjout
being tough then, and I was ready for
the wagon.

Only now there were no wagons!
They belonged with the other troops.
So I had to ease along as best I could
for what seemed like hours—to my
feet—until we turned off onto another
road and halted for a rest. I found
out later that our officers had gpne
astray and were lost at this time,
though, of course, they did not tell
us so.

We arrived at our section of the
trench about three o’clock that after-
noon and I rejoined my company/ I
was all tired out after this trek
found myself longing for the Cassard'
and the rolling wave, where no Mara-
thons and five-mile hikes were neces-
sary. But this was not in store "for
me—yet.

(Continued next, week)


