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man was doing his duty, as he thought.
Private Burke, get into my car. I’ll re-
turn you to division headquarters and
take the matter up with the division
commander. And you,” he said to the
M. P, “keep on until you reach general
headquarters. 1 need men like you on
my personal staff.  On your way now,
and let nothing stop you.”

Burke got into the car and sat back
luxuriously on the soft cushions. Sa-
luting, the two M. P.'s mounted the
motor cycle and started the engine.
Jimmie lost no time in joining Burke.
The stalled truck started moving, and
Peewce and Buck sprang to their places.
Neither had any desire to loiter longer
than was necessary. Under Buck's
guidance, the car cleared the truck, and
again was the mad race in progress.

“Shure, and once T didn't believe in
Santa Claus,” said Burke happily. “I
don't know how to thank the gencral.”

“Forget it,” replied Jimmie Hicks.
“Already I've got too damn many
thanks coming to mec. What outfit do
you helong to?”

“C Company, the 197th Infantry. I'm
a first-class bomber and machine gun-
ner, sir.”

“Have you seen any action?”

“That I have, sir.  About three
months of it. You know, sir, a fight a
day keeps the blues away.”

“You scem mighty cheerful for a man
who has just ¢scaped the firing squad.”

“Shure, and that’s what makes me
cheerful. Then, too, it ain't every buck
private what kin ride with Dlack Jack
Pershin"—I mean General Pershin’—
and in a fine car like this. Shure, and
have you got a cigarctte, general? I
ain’t had a smoke all day.”

“Say, aren't you pretty damn famil-
iar? Is that the way you talk to the
commander in chief of the A. E. F.?”

“T don't wanna be tmpolite. but nuts
on the commauder in chief of the
A. E. F, Shure and you ain’t foolin’
nobody. If ye're General Pershin’, I'm
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Sir Douglas Haig, of the firm of Haig
& Haig.”

“What in the hell do you mean?”
demanded Jimmie Hicks. “Do you in-
sinuate that I'm not General Pershing ?”

“Insinuate is too mild a word. Lis-
ten, me lad, me heart goes out in grati-
tude to ve and yer buddies. Ye pulled
one of the cleverest and nerviest stunts
of the whale war. Yer heart is big as
a church. Still, T ain’t as thick as them
M. P.'s. I remember the time when ye
plaved Paterson, New Jersey, Mr.
Jimmie Hicks, impersonator and sleight-
of-hand artist. I was the prop man.”

“Stick it there, bo; you can’t fool the
Irish.”  Jimmie Hicks cordially shook
hands with his passenger. “It's a great
war, Mike."

“Unfortunately, I ain’t seen no
greater,” returned the Irishman. “Now,
if ye don't mind, Mr. Black Jack
Pershin’, I'd like the low-down on yer
disguise and where ye’re takin’ me.”

“Oh, we’re just going adventuring,”
replied Jimmie Hicks casually. “You
know, lcoking for trouble and, finding
that trouble, searching for the best way
out again. Mike, the four of us are in
the same boat, We're traveling like hell
but don't know where we’re going. Any
suggestions 7"

“Shure, and I have. Just keep on in
the same direction and fast. Anywhere
is better'n this lousy place.”

CEAPTER V.,
NO MAN’S LAND.

N the front seat, Peewece and Buck
werc having a little confab of their
own, the main topic of which was
“Where arc we goin’ and what are we
conna do when we get there?” Neither
could furnish a satisfactory answer.
They both decided that other soldiers in
France had Dbeen in worse fixes than
theirs but had landed in a cemetery.
The traffic on the road was beginning
to thin and Buck increased the speed of







































Jimmie Hicks, The Doughboy

“Mike,” he jerked out, “there’s some-
thin’ about you what peps a guy up.
I'll—I'll go through hell for you, Mike.
I ain’t gettin’ sloppy, neither. I mean
it. I'm beginnin’ to think there's some
good in an Irishman, after all.”

“Ye are, are ye?” Mike’s voice broke
a little. “In a coupla years, Buck, ye
oughta make a fine soldier, but ye'll
never make a good shofer. Now, let’s
snap into it, fellers. Before them fire-
crackers started, we was discussin’ a
plan to capture a machine gun. Is the
motion still before the house?”

“I’'m a bit weak, Mike,” said Jimmie
Hicks, “but the commanding general
can’t afford to display timidity before
his men. It might crack the morale.
Let’s go. You're the big shot.”

“I'm afraid as hell,” said Peewee, “but
I'll try and do my bit.”

“I ain't gonna let you guys show me
up, if I can help it.” Buck essayed a
sickly grin.  “But I wouldn’t weep no
tears if peace was suddenly declared.
What you want me to do, Mike?”

The Irishman took careful stock of
his surroundings. He decided there was
little to fecar from the few surviving
Germans. Seemingly, the shelling had
given them all the war they wanted.
Mike counted six who appeared to be
alive, but who lay as though they had
lost interest in all that was transpiring.
He then closely scrutinized the shattered
wood. He could detect no movement.
The clump of bushes, behind which the
German corporal had said the machine
gun was concealed, was intact.

“Everythin’ looks serene along the
Mississippi,” observed Mike to the oth-
ers, “but sometimes looks is deceivin’.
Buck, ye and Peewece better stay here
to protect our rear. Me and Black Jack
will take a peep at the Kraut typewriter.
Ye two fellers watch them Krauts lay-
in’ on the ground there, and don’t let
’em git fresh. Peewee can use his
Mauser, and ye, Buck, fasten onto them
potato mashers. O. K.?”
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“You're the boss, Mike,” replied
Buck. “From now on, anythin’ you say
goes.”

-“Fine! There’s good chances of ye
becomin’ a corporal yet. Black Jack,
hook on to that Mauser, while I git me
a coupla them iron billydoos. T’ll go
first and ye follow about ten paces be-
hind me, ready to bump off any one
what gits nosey.”

Mike led off, Luger in right hand, and
two potato mashers in left. Jimmie
Hicks trailed in his rear, rifle at the
ready, while Peewee and Buck kept
watch on the Germans.

Darting from trec to trce, Mike rap-
idly advanced upon the concealed gun.
Reaching a point about thirty feet from
it, he stooped down behind a blasted
stumyp to reconnoiter, Pcering through
the drifting smoke, he saw no movement
in the bushes. He crawled closer.  Still
no move. Picking up a splintered
branch, he hurled it into the leafy screen.,
Not a sound or a sign of life. He threw
another stick. No result.

NOISELESSLY he cased along on

his stomach until within a few feet
of his objective. From this vantage
point he could see clearly. There was
nothing resembling a machine gun or a
German in the bushes. Signaling for
Jimmice Hicks to join him, he covered
the foliage with his Luger and moved
forward to the bushes' edge, where he
waited for the actor.

“Much ado about nothin’,” he growled
to Jimmie. “That damn wunteroffizier
was lyin’. There aint’ no typewriter
here a-tall. I wonder if these is the
bushes he meant.”

“They are the ones he pointed out
to me,” said Jimmie Hicks, “but of
course, he might have been spoofing us.”

“Shure, and I'll take a closer look.
Aha! Ye can’t always fool a horsefly.
Lookit them leaves there, all wilted and
everythin’. If they was growin’ out of
the ground, they wouldn't be in that con-

—-—












Jimmie Hicks, The Doughboy

Buck and Jimmie helped Mike to his
feet, and all watched his face anxiously
as he gazed at the bursting shells. A
grin crept over the Irishman’s wan face.

“Set me down ag’in” he said.
“Shure, and it ain’t gas a-tall. Our
smoke waggins is layin’ down a smoke
screen. They knows their onions, all
right. It’s a cinch they’s wise to the
hidden machine guns. The Heinie gun-
ners will have to fire blind now. Will
ye look at that smioke? Thickern a
Chinese wall and rollin’ right toward
‘us! I'll lay ye a diamond ring to a
bent pin that in less'n a minute a creep-
in’ barrage will drop outa the sky.”

THE relief on the doughboys’ faces

at the knowledge that it was smoke
instead of gas was pathetically comical.
The heavy smoke clouds rolled over
them. They choked and gasped for air.
Then their eyes suddenly began to smart
and to run water. The American artil-
lerymen were mixing tcar gas with the
smoke,

While they were digging at their eyes,
it seemed that the hcavens suddenly split
asunder, blinding flashes of fire darting
like forked lightning in all directions,
The creeping barrage had missed them
by a few yards.

Poor Mike, handicapped by his shat-
tered left arm, had to sit and suffer stoi-
cally from the tear gas. KEach cough
sent racking pains shooting through his
injured side and shoulder.

When it secmed that all must suc-
cumb from lack of air, the smoke com-
menced to thin. To the right and left
sounded a hammering of German ma-
chine guns. Nor were the American
machine gunners idle. They laid down
an overhead barrage that split the air
with its vicious cracking, the streams of
steel jackets passing not more than five
or six feet over the gun pit. The racket
was deafening.

Eyes red and pouring water, Peewee
and Buck sprang to the machine gun.
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Despite their suffering, they cheered till
their throats were hoarse. The specta-
cle being enacted was enough to make
any American cheer. On came irregu-
lar lines of doughboys, rifles held across
their bodies, bayonets glistening in the
shell bursts. Here and there a dough-
boy sprawled his {ull length upon the
ground, rifle flying from grasp. Some
tried to get up and carry on, but the
majority lay still in death.

As the creeping barrage moved for-
ward, the noise lessencd; but even so,
the men in the gun pit had to shout to
be heard. Mike seized Jimmie Hicks by
the leg to attract his attention, his weak-
ened voice unable to carry to him. Jim-
mie stooped down,

“Fer Hcaven's sake, Black Jack,” said
Mike, “help me up to me seat on the
wall. It's agony fer me to stay down
here and not see the circus.”

“No, Mike,” protested Jimmie. “Lis-
ten to that hellish racket. The bullets
are thicker than a swarm of bees. They
are kicking up the dirt all around the pit.
One almost hit me a moment ago. No,
Mike, it won’t be safe for you.”

“Damn ye, do as I say!” snarled
Mike. “Up with me. If ye don’t help
me, I'll git up there meself, and that'll
open me wounds ag'in.”

Solemnly shaking his head, Jimmie
touched Buck on the shoulder and asked
his help. When Mike had bheen placed
to his liking, a grin spread over his
chalky face.

“Now ye kin all kiss me left ankle,”
he said. “Go on, attend to the war,
and don't stand there gapin’ at me, like
monkeys with the flu. Hooray! Here
comes our byes. Shure, and ain’t they
glorious? I bet every mother’s son of
’em is Irish.”

EEWEE turned and beckoned wildly
for Buck. Buck sprang to the gun
in response.
“Over there on our left,” shouted Pee-
wee. “See its flash?” He pointed to










































When The Line Broke

“Yes, sir.”

Jack lLowry saluted stifly, whirled
upon his heel and- climbed the sandbag
steps of the dugout until he reached the
shell-wracked ground above. He won-
dered 1if the major had read the hitter-
ness i his eyes.

The barrage had temporarily shifted
to another part of the sector. affording
a welcome relief from the shell-splinter
hail he had expected to face. But as he
hurried aleng Lowry almost wished that

the shells would start to snarl once
more.  They might serve to distract his
mind from the gnawing, vindictive

thoughts that were growing increasingly
difficult to crush.

Would he ever forget that dav. only
three weeks ago, when his class at of-
ficers’ training camp had heen lined up
‘to receive notification of their appoint-
ments as commissioned officers?  When
Major Carns, then commandant of the
school, had read the list of names. that
of Jack lowry had been among the
missing.

O Lowry, this blow had heen de-

moralizing. the more so hecause it
found him utterly unpreparcd.  The
major, known as “Square-deal”™ Carns,
had personally sclected Towry to act as
first sergeant for a company of a hun-
dred candidates.  These were noncoms
from every branch of the service: men
of all ages, from voungsters to grizzled
veterans, many of whonm had splendid
records.

It was generally understood that the
man who acted as top-kick was recog-
nized by the authorities as specially
qualified to lead men. e would be cer-
tain to receive a commission.

And then the blow had fallen. For
what reason? So far as Lowry knew,
no fault had been found with the way he
handled his company. Square-deal had
not praised him—he never praised any
one—but several of the other instruc-
tors had taken it upon themselves to
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commend him. Sergeant Towry was a
natural leader of men, they said.

Scarching his memory madly to dis-
cover a possible explanation for his re-
jection, he finally saw a glimmer of
light.  To be sure it was a very faint
glimmer. hut the longer he thought of
it. the more certain he hecame that his
Quess was correct.

An incident had occurred one morn-
ing at reveille, just a few davs before
the class was to graduate.  In rebuking
one of the chronie “lates.” Lowry made
a humorous reference to possible pun-
ishment by Square-deai. A titter had
traveled down the ranks, an expression
of merriment suddenly suppressed, and*
Lowry became aware that the major
had approached uncbserved and  was
standing at the Aank of the company.
Square-deal had made no comment, then
or later.  Lowry himseli forgot the in-
cident—until his class was graduated.

Having failed to receive a commis-
sion. Lowry would in the ordinary
course of cvents have heen ordered to
rejoin s regiment as he left . a ser-
ceant.  But the great Marne drive was
in full swing: replacements were badly
needed at the front.  Square-deal was
sent o join a regiment in action. and
when he left, Lowry went with him as a
member  of  the major’s  noucommis-
sioned staff and—as Lowry discovered
irom headquarters——at the major’s own
request.

“Cripes!™ groancd lowry, for per-
haps the hundredth time.  “Square-deal
1sn’t human : he's a devil!  Because of a
single wise crack T made about him, he’s
coing to sc¢e to it personally that 1 eat
dirt {from now on. Never a let-up will
I get. not a single minute

He stopped just in time. His ab-
sorption in his own affairs had so occu-
pied him that he had faid but scant at-
tention to his immediate surroundings.
Another step would have plunged him
headlong into a rain-filled 240-millime-
ter-shell crater.
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soldiers out in front wanted. He spoke
to his three partners under his breath.

“All right, gang, give ’em ‘Hinky
Dinky.” If we can get them to singing
with us, they'll quiet down. Ready?
Let’s go!” Scoop signaled the orches-
tra leader the tunc they wanted. The
man nodded and swung into the music
of the most popular song in the A. E. F.

“Mademoiselle from Armentiers, parlez-vous,
Mademoiselle from Armentiers, parlez-vous.”

“Yow!” went the audience in a great
cheer of welcome. Here was a song
they all knew.

“Sing!” yelled Scoop.
sing!”

They sang, Fifteen verses one right
after the other. They would have gone
on singing all night if Scoop hadn’t
stopped them. He had them under
control now. He quieted them down
while Monk sang his bass solo. Then
the quartet gave two more numbers in
rapid succession, followed by Scoop’s
monologue about the dumb sentry and
a general at the front. The audience
howled with delight.

Solly’s dance. as usual, was appre-
ciated. He had become expert in the
use of his crutch and could hop and
skip around the stage with remarkable
agility. The finale of the act was
Pretty Boy’s impersonation of the
nurse. He worked hard at his song and
ended down at the foothghts in the
full glare of a spotlight thrown from
the balcony above. A dead quiet set-
tled over the amusement hall which
meant ten times more than if the men
in the audience had applauded. The
quartet took six bows and could have
gone back on the stage and given the
whole program over again and been
welcomed,

“Sing, guys,

SCOOP had other plans. He wanted

to have as much time in the coun-
tess’ dressing room as possible, And
he knew that he would have to hurry.

Over the Top

As he started down the stairway to the
rooms below, the countess herself ap-
peared out of the darkness and stopped
him.

“You have performed so wonderful,”
she said. ‘“Me, I'm afraid before those
men. Like a great animal they are out
there. They cheer with one voice and
applaud all together enough to knock
down the building. Do you think they
will like me to sing for them?”

Scoop knew how the countess felt.
He had been terrified himself when he
had first stepped out to face that crowd.
But he didn't want her backing out
now. He had to say something that
would encourage her to go on with the
show.

“The audience is friendly now,” he
said. “They’ll love your singing. You
must not disappoint them.”

“Yes,” said the woman. ‘I have
promised. I must go ahead with my
songs.” She threw off the coat she was

wearing and appeared, a dazzlingly
beautiful woman in a low-cut evening
gown. Scoop heard the shout of wel-
come the audience gave her when she
stepped out on the stage. He did not
wait for the beginning of her song, but
hurried downstairs to find his three
friends. They were waiting for him in
the dressing room and he told them
briefly what he wanted them to do.
“Solly, it’s up to you to get that maid
out of the way. Tell her she’s wanted
outside; tell her her grandmother’s
sick. Tell her anything, but get her out
of that room and keep her out for ten

minutes, Can I count on you to do
that ?”

“Sure,” said Solly. “T’'ll manage.
You can trust me.”

“All right,” said Scoop. ‘“Now,

Pretty Boy, I want you to stand at the
bottom of the stairs and warn mie when
the countess comes down. When you
see her, whistle, so I’ll have time to
get out of the room. Monk, you stick
around the stage door. 1f you see any-
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A Drink on the Colonel

fort! Are ye not contint wit’ all the
women but ye must have all the liquor,
too?”

“No, sir! 1 mean, yes, sir!”" stam-
mered the lieutenant,

“'Tis as I thought!” snorted Casey.
“Ye're incapable o' normal mintal func-
tionin’ or else ye wouldn't qualify for
the gum-shoe brigade. Now get to hell
out o’ me sight, before 1 lose me dig-
nity an' timper at one an’ the same
time! An’ no blabbin’, do ye undher-
stand, about a colonel havin’ a friendly
nip wit’ a noncom that’s saved his life
this night!”

“Yes, sir!” said the embarrassed lieu-
tenant as he saluted and backed hastily
out of the door.

ARDLY had the young officer dis-

appeared when Casey pushed the
open-mouthed Murphy aside and cau-
tiously opened the door that led to the
front room, where a snarling M. P. ser-
geant was busily rounding up three or
four soldiers who sat around one of
the little, marble-topped tables. As
Casey watched through the barely
opened door, the lieutenant whom he
had reprimanded hastilv entered the
front door of the building and engaged
the M. P. sergeant in an excited whis-
pered counsultation. After a few sec-
onds’ conversation, punctuated by tur-
tive, curious looks toward the back-
room door, the pair hurriedly left the
estaminet.

Surprised silence reigned for a min-
ute among the soldiers who had fully
expected to be taken away in arrest.
Then. “I'll be damned!” exploded a big
buck private.

Casey opened the door and stepped
out into the room, followed by Murphy
and the grateful and fawning Papa
Dupre, who had been hiding behind him
like a frightened rabbit. A chorus of
gasps issued from the amazed soldicrs
in the front room.

Casey enjoyed the situation to the
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limit. He looked about at the quaking
soldiers for a full minute. Then a be-
nign smile spread over his face and he
turned. slowly to Papa Dupre.

“Mon sewer,” he said with great dig-
nity, “the poor soldats have necd of a
bit o’ nerve tonic. Do ye, like a good
bartinder, fill up their glasses. LEncore
coneyac!”

He waved his hand magnanimously
toward the soldiers’ glasses, and Papa
understood.  Gratefully he filled each
glass to the brim,

“Now, me lads,” said Casey grandilo-
quently, “don't be bashful. Sure, an’
we'll all have a dhrink on the ‘Owld
Man.” Down wit’ it! It's on me!”

He raised the half-empty bottle which
he still clutched in his hand, and the
hypnotized soldiers followed suit.

“Oh, non, non, non, non!” said Papa
Dupre, suddenly remembering  the
American expression “on me" and real-
izing what Casey was doing. “Zis time
she ees on me!”

Casev turncd a stern eye on Papa.
Then an amused smile spread slowly
over his facec.

“Sure, Papa, ye owld billy goat,” He
said, gently pulling the Frenchman’s
little goatee, ‘‘an’ if ye only knew it,
they're all on ye!"

After ordering another bottle to be
brought out to the soldiers, Casey and
Murphy retired to the back room to
polish off the rest of their first bottle.
In a few minutes Casey reached the
point where he could not be restrained
from bursting into song. He rose un-
steadily to his feet, raised his brim-
ming glass and launched into that grand
old song which is the favorite of all
“jackass™ artillerymen.

“I'd rather be a red-leg wit' a mule an’ moun-
tain gun

Than knight of old wit’ spurs of gold,

A Roman, Greek, or Hun——"

Suddenly there was a commotion in
the front room. There was the sound












Boast of the Legion

He and Huot were cousins. He
thought that Huot had arranged for his
company to be the spear point of the
coming drive, but he did not put his
thought in words, for the little room
was crowded with officers at noon mess.
Derstines was a glory grabber: Huot,
a politician. They had long ago agreed
to further cach other's official interests
whenever possible.

“Your company was to have position.
Tt was arranged,” Huot went on bit-
terlv. “But of what use is one’s effort?
It 1s this Legion companyv—those cattle
arc to be shoved ahead of every one
else.”

“The Legion!””  Derstines was in-
credulous.  “But aren’t vou close o the
major general ? T thought vou and Gon-
tier were friends.”

Huot shrugged drearily. “We are.
We are. That can't he questioned.  The
plan of opcrations was completed. It
was full of my suggestions.  Yet now.
everything is wrong. A wire has just

come  through  from  high  ofhcial
sources.”

“Ih?”  Dersunes leaned forward in-
tentlv. " Who——"

“Gontier is superzeded.  THis opera-
tions plan is discarded.” Tuot inter-
rupted impatiently.  “The  telegram
orders a different distribution of all in-
fantry units.  These filthy Legionnaires
go up first.  Your regiment follows
them.™

“Those jailbirds.” sneered Derstines.
his face whitening.  “Tt's an insult—iol-
lowing swine like that into battle.”™ He
was  furious.  “\Who countermanded
Gontier's plan?  He's head of the army
cerps in this arca. isn't he:”

“The wire,” said TTuot wryly,
signed by a marshal of France.”

“Ah—ah ”

“'was

Dl,’.l\’STI.\'ES' indignation scemed to

shrivel up. Beside a marshal of
France, Major General Gontier's rank
dwindled in significance.  And the three

OoT—6
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short, gold bars on his own sleeve, which
proclaimed him a captain in a line regi-
ment, were less than nothing. Rank as
high as Huot had mentioned made a
profound impression on him, almost
stupetied him.  He was silent.

Iuoi. however, was not.  All his
petty scheming and influence with his
chief of staff, Gontier, had been dis-
counted. It was not possible for him to
criticize the marshal who had sent the
wire, but there was an immediate out-
let for his disgust in the direction of the
l.egion company that had marched into
Brissay yesterday.  He resented their
arrival in the sector and broke into an
ugly, cursing tirade against them.

“Spawn like that!  They haven't the
courage of lice.” he wound up, choking
shehtlv.,  “Rats, criminal  scum, the
sweepings of foreign gutters ”

The fact that Knoles, a heutenant of
the Legion and at present commanding
the company atr Brissay, due to casual-
ties among its other officers, was seated
at the next table, served to put no check
on [Huot's tongue.  The American, a
vard from Huot's elbow, could not help
but hear.

Personal snubs from officers of Hu-
ot's tvpe meant nothing to Knoles. But
running down the Legion and the men
of his company was another matter.
Those men. since the legion’s arrival
in France. had fought well. At Arras
twa months ago when the British and
[French lines gave way, it had been the
I.cgion that was flung into the breach.
Up there, where the German advance
had heen halted. the fields were studded
thick with the white crosses carrying
the Mohammedan crescent and star that
marks Legionnaire graves. Afterward
there had been a ceremony in Paris.
Legion flags were decorated. The Le-
gion had been given full standing with
French regiments of the line.

Huot's remarks were too much for
Knoles.  Slowly he poured his glass {ull
of wine, picked it up, turned in his chair
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“Lieutenant Jonval,” said the thin,
young officer, getting limply to his feet.

His face was exceedingly pale and he
appearcd exhausted, due to loss of
blood. A large, drying red stain showed
on one leg of his breeches just above his
knee.

“In the leg, ch?’ nodded Knoles.
“Hit bad?”

“T don’t know,” Jonval responded.
“But I'm too weak to go on. I didn’t
have it attended at the field-dressing sta-
tions.”

“Just a minute then and I'll give you
some first aid,” Knoles promised.

He procured a kit and swiftly put
a dressing on the wound. The hullet
had torn into the muscles of the lower
thigh, but the injury was not as bad as
it appeared.

“How soon will the Boche be along?”
Knoles asked Jonval as he worked.

“Any time now,” predicted the
FFrenchman.,  “1 don't think [ can get
on to Brissay. With your permission
I shall stay here and fght with you.
Death isn't so undesirable if it’s the
richt sort of death,” he murmured
gloomily.

“Stay Dy all means " Kuoles said.

ONVALI seemed to be suffering more

from shock than his wound. It was
plain that he had heen badly shaken up
by something. He puzzled the Ameri-
can, for he appeared more depressed
than afraid.

He told Knoles of the gas trap in
which the French regiments had been
caught.

“Ah, terrible things
there—terrible!” cried Jonval.
don’t know.”

“War’s never a pleasant affair,”
Knoles grunted, a trifle out of patience.
He rather fancied he had had a great
deal more experience of fighting in all
its phases then Jonval. In fact, what
Jonval needed, before he would be a
useful officer, was seasoning.

happened up
“You
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“But I didn’t know such things oc-
curred,” Jonval protested vaguely.
«“What things?”

“Did vou know Captain Derstines?”
the other countered disconnectedly, as
if he had not heard Knoles' question.

“I merely met him—and I didn’t like
him,” the American acknowledged
bluntly.

“He's dead. I was a little behind him
when we came to the Boche front-line
trenches. I saw him slip into a dugout,”
Jonval muttered. “Why he went into
the dugout, I don’t see. We weren't
supposed to mop up; that was for the
Seotch—the Canadians.  Besides, the
trenches were vacant. The Boche were
laving for us farther back.” -

Knoles had his own idea as to- why
Derstines had sneaked into the dugout,
but he remained silent.

“Four of his men saw him go in there
and followed him,” Jonval continued.
“They came out a minute later, but the
captain did not appear. 1 was curious,
so T took a look in the dugout.” Jon-
val's lips twisted, and a nervous shud-
der passed over his body. ‘“What do
you imagine I found down there?”

*1 dare sayv the captain with the back
of his head blown in,” Knoles observed
curtly.

“No! No!” Jonval denied, wetting
his lips with his tongue. “He wasn’t
shot. There was a bayonet sticking a
foot through him. And it was a French
havonet. His own men, monsieur——"

Kuonles nodded gravely. “That hap-
pens.  But 1t only happens to unsuccess-
ful officers. Derstines’ men lacked faith
in him. Was he a special friend of
yours?”’

“No.
school. that's all.
—so ignoble.”

“Quite.” the American agreed.
there’s no use brooding about it.
have plenty of work to do.”

The last of the traffic was rumbling
by them now, and Knoles' mind was at
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too long to tell here; suffice it to say
that Yusef ibn Gasim had played no
willing part in the matter.  In fact,
Yusef had been brought to the change
of allegiance in spite of himself. Find-
g the fates against him, however. the
Weled Ali sheik had yielded with ap-
parent grace to the inevitable and had
ridden many times with the American
on scouting expeditions for el Auruns.
it was from one of these he was now
returned with news of the other man’s
capture,

El Auruns—by which name Colone!
T. K. Lawrence, leader of the Arab
force, camped at Azrak. was known in
the desert—said with a shrug:

“A man cannot escape his fate. Re-
turn to your tents, O Weled Al, and
Allah will requite you according as vou
have done this day.” .

Yusel rose to his feet and, followed
by the greasy Aziz, departed.

Old Auda abu Tayi, the hghting sheik
of the Howeitat, growled in his beard
again as he had growled more than once
during Yusei's recital: “Hellah, they
are women! Ilad he not a hundred men
with him?  Were the Turks stronger
than two hundred? Yah!”

Lawrence smibed at the old warrior.

“We cannot all he IHoweitat,” he said
gently.

As the old man’s Tace softened under
the praise, the little leader of the Arab
revolt rose and left the tent.  Nor did
he seem to mark Yusef ibn Gasim and
his tool, Aziz, who had halted a short
distance away and had their heads to-
gether carnestly.  Passing down the line
of tents, he entered one on the floor of
which lay sleeping a big yvoung man in
the uniform of the Roval Air Force.
He put his bare toc against the sleeper’s
ribs.

IEUTENANT BURKE, the one and
only airman with the Arab force,
sat up, rubbing his eyes. Dropping be-
side him in the true Arab squat, Law-
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rence told what had happened to the
American,

“I'm afraid it will go hard with him
when he’s taken before Djemal Pasha,
the Turkish commander at Damascus.
Could vou do anything at Deraa? He’s
probably there now.”

The big Irishman grinned, knowing
well what the question meant. Three
times now he had been in Deraa in Arab
guise and knew the Turkish stronghold
pretty thoroughly. Rising, he said:

“T’ll do what I can. 1 can save some
tume by flying. That ravine 1 was tell-
ing you about north of the pass over the
hills 1s a safe hiding place for the Sop-
with. I left her there last weck for a
couple of hours while I reconnoitered
over the top of the divide. It's a de-
serted neighborhood at the best.”

“May the world be a smooth carpet
under your feet.”

“It won't!” Burke laughed grimly.
“Tt never 1s!”  Suddenly he turned to-
ward the doorway of the tent and cried:
“Who’s there>”

The Rap parted.
stepped inside.

“] crave indulgence. O el Auruns,”
he said in his suave, cold way, address-
ing Lawrence who had remained squat-
ting on the Hoor, “but this man followed
you to beg a favor.””

“Speak!”

“T will lead the Weled Ali back to-
ward Deraa and make search there for
Abdulla el Amr. He 1s a man of strata-
gem as T know, and has perhaps escaped
the accursed Turk. It will make friendly
the way of his return—and safe if he
comes in haste. | ask this thing for the
honor of my tribe.”

Iawrence’s steel-blue eyes hung for
a moment on the other’s face, as if try-
ing to read the depths of those crafty,
slanting eyes. And then he said: “Go
in Allah’s face!”

As the flap fell to behind the Arab’s
back, Burke growled: *I don't trust
that bird—and never did!”

Yusef ibn Gasim
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“1t’s an ambush for sure,” said the
American.  “Look at the way he has
hidden his camels over there!”

BI.{HIND a bend in the precipitous

walls a hundred yards nearer its
mouth the Weled Al animals lay closely
conched.

“Damn  the luck!” Rurke ground
through his tecth. “*Azrak thirty miles
away, and not & water bottle hetween
the three of us! We daren’t try it on

foot! Suicide! Have to stay here until
nightfall anyway! Damn that mishegot-
ten—-"

Weatherby interrupted him.,

“There are only two men guarding
the camels, Burke.  Supposing Nasir
and 1 work our wav around the head
of the ravine and get above them. Ve
might he able to drop down on top of
the animals and stampede ‘em. That
would draw the devils away from your
plane. There might he time for you to
drop down and get vour precious mount
away beforc they catch on to the strate-
gem. It's worth a trial”

“Looks vpretty hopeless!”  Burke
grunted dismally. “But 1t’s apparently
our only chance. 1 don’t want {o lose
that bus. Not that she’s such a wonder,
but the trouble is ¢very time I lose a
plane they send me up a worse one from
Sinai. 1 take it you'd get away with
the camels and I’d pick vou up some-
where out in the Sirhan?”

“That would depend on our luck!”
chuckled the red-bearded American, as
they crawled back from the edge.
“Come along, Nasir.” he said.  "You
and T drive camels to-day!”

But the little carpenter held back.

“1 am the captain oif el Bourque's
bodyguard,” he declared in no uncertain
way. ‘T go where he goes!”

The two white men langhed. Burke
said: “You go with Weatherby—I'll
be there in spirit! March!”

Present!y, back at the edge of the
chiff on his stomach again, he watched
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the other two thread a tortuous way
around the rocky head of the ravine.
The thing looked hopeless—utterly hope-
less—for now he could see the half
dozen Arabs who lurked around the
mouth of the gorge, waiting there doubt-
less to fall on him if he had gone that
way. But they were enough to head
the camels off, cven if Weatherby did
succeed in  stampeding them.  l}e
scanned the fgures below and noticed
for the first time that Aziz was not
there. Suddenly it came to him that the
greasy one might have staved behind in
Deraa—to guide the Turks eut here.
And in that casc the Turks might not
be long in coming! A pretty mess, in-
deed !

The American and his little compan-
ion had reached the other side, and were
now almost immediately above the
couched camels. It was evident that
they could not be seen by the Arabs be-
low. for they were standing upright,
apparently searching for some way down
the precipitous wall.  Then Nasir let
himself over what looked a sheer edge.
The big American followed. 1t was
slow work, regular mountain chmbing.

ROM time to time Burke turned an

anxious eve back in the direction of
Deraa, but there was no sign of life
that way. Like two flies the figures on
the opposite wall crept lower and lower.
Perhaps twenty feet from the bottom
they hung to the same spot irresolutely
for what seemed several minutes. Then,
with a wild sudden yell they Aung them-
selves down the whole distance, drop-
ping into the midst of the animals. The
two herdsmen leaped to their feet.
Weatherby's fist caught one of them on
the point of the chin, and the big beast
that had risen with Nasir clutching its
hump, howled the other herder over in
its mad rush. In a trice the stampede
was on.

But by this time Burke also was on
kis way down, and the tribesmen inmme-
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in the Tampa camp, Slagoe jumped Joe
Jepson over what the bystanders con-
sidered nothing at all. Jepson all but
killed him.

But a few mghts later, being a bit
more drunk than sober, Slagoe came
hack for more, turning this time to
Ricky Murphy.  The squat, broad-
faced Irishman fought like a frenzied
wild cat; but the drunken man, who
had the jump on him, beat him to his
knees half a dozen times. Ricky
Murphy stayed there after that.

T was not more than a week after the

taking of San Juan Hill that Murphy
and big Joe Jepson squared off toe to
toe in the center of the company street.
And beforc the more peaccably minded
could separate them, Ricky Murphy,
who had been licked by Mike Slagoe,
who, in turn, had been whipped to a
raw pulp by Joe Jepson, had staggered
the allegedly toughest one in the lot—
Jepson—time and again.  Men who
witnessed that fight still swear that had
it gone one minute more Ricky Murphy
would have driven the tall, saturnine
Jepson to his face—and kept him there,
too.

Strangely cnough, after that they did
not fight any more: that is, with one
another. They centered all their ac-
tivities on the Spaniards. FKinally that
was over. With something like reluc-
tance they gave up the blue-flannel
chirts, khaki breeches and tall Krag-
Jorgensens, and shook hands silently
with each other. No one of them knew
the other two’s plans.  In fact, like
most men of their type after finishing
a hitch in the service, they were un-
determined as to the future.

Six months later, though, Ricky
Murphy was in the marine guard of a
battle wagon attached to the Asiatic
Squadron; Mike Slagoe was a top-kick
in the Philippine Constabulary round-
ing up the Moros; and big Joe Jepson,
who had had enough of fever and the
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tropics, was back in his .old stamping
ground—Sonora to Seattle.

Joe Jepson, riding aimlessly south
about two vears later, at loose ends
since the finish of a Montana fall
round-up, came into the cow town of
Buckley. Slipping saddle and ‘‘thirty
vears' gathering” from his big bay rid-
ing horse, he fed and watered the ani-
mal in the livery-stable shed. then en-
tered slowly the Rose of Madrid bar.
A few minutes afterward, having done
away with several shots of bar magic,
he was engaged in conversation by a
small group of serious-faced men. Joe
knew one of that group, a man who had
been for a time his company com-
mander during the Cuban unpleasant-
ness.

His former captain and the other
men of the group soon put their case
in its entirety before him. Buckley was,
they explained, a cow town, shipping
point and headquarters for the whole
valley. A nice little town, but one
which, unfortunately. right now was in
the throes of a cattle war. Joe nodded
somberly, having already noticed the
unmistakable signs of Colt and Win-
chester activity about the bar.

Then he asked his one question of
the evening: What did all this mean
to him?

His answer was that they unitedly
thought he would be an excellent man
to fill the empty office of sher'ff, sud-
denly and sadly vacated by the former
incumbent some cighteen hours before
—cause, an acute overdose of lead poi-
¢oning.  On the heels of this rather
sobering statement the gentlemen made
haste to explain that they would be
quite willing to pay Joe three hundred
dollars, cash, a month for his services.
Joe answered quietly that he would he
quite willing to work for that sum.
Soon after that the group broke up,
the component parts riding home to
sleep peaceably for the first time in
months.












120

and Frog wine, You guys musta sent
them Jerries outa here in a hurry,
huh?”

“We did.”

They walked the rest of the way
through the darkening woods in silence.
From time to time they stumbled over
dead hodies and discarded equipment;
the attack and advance had gone so
rapidly through here that the burial
details had not got in their work as yet.

Suddenly, and without warning,
Mike Slagoe stopped. reached down and
lifted up a dirty, soggy blanket, thus
letting a weak flood of light out into
the darkness. Murphy's oversensitive
nose twitched. Wine, cheese, bread,
tobacco! Slagoe had doubled forward
and was sliding into the fox-hole mouth
of the dugout. Eagerly the infantry
noncom followed him.

Half a dozen men, sergeants and cor-
porals of the echelon and the battery
telephone detail, were squatted about a
candle end tilted on the cracked patent-
leather top of a German officer’s dress
helmet.  All of the half dozen were cat-
ing busily, but looked up with sus-
picious eyes at the stranger. Slagoe
nodded with a jerk of his head toward
Murphy.

“Sergeant is from th’ doughboy out-
fit up by the river. Buddy o’ mine.
Soldiered with me in Cuba. Give us
th' bread an’ wino, Jack. Leap to it,
sotdier. Atta haby!”

Ricky Murphy ate and he drank, and
ate and drank again. The other men
in the dugout watched him with under-
standing eyes; here was a guy who had
not scen real food and liquor for weeks.
They did not begrudge it to him now.
When he could eat no more, they plied
him with cxcellent @in ordinaire, with
the German officer’s powerful brandy.

The husky, square-built infantry
sergeant announced to the world his
thanks, adding that he was a new man.
He even broke into a bit of song for the
company, singing an old tune of the
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Cuba days, “A Hot Time in the Old
Town To-night.” But abruptly he
stopped, and became very serious, very
grave, his thoughts moving back to the
starving men of his outfit, lying with-
out warm blankets, good water -or to-
bacco even, under the incessant ma-
chine-gun, rifle and minnewerfer fire of
the Germans up by the river. He had
been given a definite and serious detail
by his skipper, and here he was with his
belly full, a good American cigarette
between his lips, in a warm dugout, his
job not even started. He looked up and
took in the group of noncoms around
him with thoughtful eyes.

“Any of you hombres,” he asked,
“know where there’s any more chow
floating around loose ?”

BARKING, cynical but not un-

pleasant laugh was his answer.
Food was as plentiful in the necighbor-
hood as steam heat and marble bath
tubs. Then a big, flat-footed telephone
corporal shifted position beside the lit-
tle charcoal fire in the center of the
dugout and drawled slowly:

“Yeah, | do know o’ some, doughboy,
come to think on it. Slipped my mind
because me own belly was full an’
warm. Coupla Frog escort wagons full
o' their combat rations—spaghetti an’
that red sausage stuff, salami—in the
ditch back by th' Rierzey crossroads.
Partner an' me was stringing wire back
past there this afternoon to D. H. Q.
an’ come across ‘’em. Was about to dig
in on it when a coupla M. P.'s—the
dogs!'—heaved up over th’ hill and the
Heinies begun t' bang down on th’
piace about th’ same time, so we
heaved outa there. M. P.'s has estab-
lished a straggler post back there, but a
man could get it out if he was a good
hand at a quick bussar.”_

“Thank you, buddy!’> Without
waiting any longer, Murphy clambered
to his aching feet. “How aboutcha,
Slagoe ?”
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“1'm your mar. Rick.”

“Thank yuh all, gents!”

“Ferget it! Glad we had it.”

The two made their way cautiously
out of the dugout. Slagoe leading as
before.  In silence thev stumbled along
the rough path back toward the battery
cchelon.  Just as they reached the first
sentry and the end of the picket iine
Murphy asked:

“How about them guys in myv detail,
Mike? Think we'll need ‘em?:”

“Naw. If you an’ me can't swing it
alone, it can’t be swung.  luet Cem
sleep.  I1 th' plugs on th' line was any
good, I'd borry a4 couple and we'd pack
it up that wayv. But wait until we et it,
then we'll dope out some way o” moving
it up. We got to come back uap this
road past th' echelon anyways, an’ vou
can pick up your lads then.”

“Uh-huh.”

They were past the dim, carefully
shiclded camp fires of the echelon, had
heen passed by the last sentry, and now
stood at the brink of the black road.

“Helluva time.” grunted Murphy,
“o’ findin’ them escort wagons in th’
dark. Well, let’s go.”

IDE by sade. they swung down the

shell-tortured surface of the once
fine military highway. An occasional
ambulance or dispatch carrier’s motor
cvcle tore past them in the darkness,
and twice they were challenged and
passed by nervous sentries. In  the
woods far te their lert a hght German
battery was firing, and at long mntervals
they could hear the mammoth roar of
one of theirr own huge navy ratlroad
guns, over by Vicoubion,

The way was lined with every de-
scribable wvpe of broken rolling equip-
iment, German, IFrench and American.
for &ll three armies had in turn held
the territory they were now traversing.
The telephone corporal’s description of
the strange food cache had been rough
at best; the two, however, were quite
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positive that they coukl find it. But the
rough walking, the bad light and the
knowledge that any minute they might
he challenged and picked up by an
M. P. patrol, put their nerves on edge.

“Where th’ hell are we?” panted
Murphy at last.

“Almost t° Ricrzey crossroads. [
been down here leadin' up ammo trucks
to th’ battery. Division H. Q. is in
that old farm right across th’ road—
half ki'o or so down. Huh! \What's
them look like to you. Irish?”

“Frog escort wagons, Hot dammy!
That's us.”

A short search proved that it was so.
The two badly battered carts were piled
high with well-wrapped supplies of the
mevitable French army ration—spaghetti
and salami sausage. A light shell had
obviously struck on the offside of the
carts, overturning them in the ditch.
The drivers had seemingly taken their
horses out of the traces, cursed the
Joches, and gone on. or back.

“Sorry 1 didn't bring them six gold
bricks 0" mine now,” snapped Murphy.

“Wouldn't 'a’ donc no good. Kill a
platoan o’ men t’ carry that stuff from
here t* where your outfit is. Pipe down
an’ come on. 1 got a idea.”

Murphy knew his companion far too
well to question him.  They went on,
along the weird road. A Dbattered
wooden sign rose before them spectrally
in the darkness. They were at Rierzey
crossroads, and within a thousand yards
of divisional headquarters.

“\Wherc yuh goin'?” rasped a sud-
den veice.

HE two did not answer; they drew

their automatic and ran, crouched
tow. A .45 slammed heavy slugs over
their heads: and Slagoe, always a dis-
liker of gentlemen wearing the brassard
of the military police, fired back at the
flash of the gun. Another dangerously
close volley was the answer, and then
they were safely away, among the shat-
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Suddenly from a shell hole beside the
road a young lieutenant jumped up, a
bavoneted rifle in his hands. Murphy
recognized the officer as one of his own
regiment and brought the car whining

to a stop.
“Here's th’ chow, licutenant!” he
snapped.  “What's goin’ on ahead 7"

“IHeinies are putting a pontoon
bridge across the river under protec-
tion of their barrage. Drove us out of
those damn fox holes up there by the
old bridge. We're digeing in right
here. All th’ phone wires are shot to
hell and cvery runner that's gone back
has got his, trying. Can’t get more than
a couple of our own 75 batteries to
help us out. Join your outfit, ser-
geant!”

“Yes, sir!” Murphy saluted, turned
to the gaping. whispering  detail.
“Throw that chow outa there and take
it along to where they need it! Savvy?
Good ! He swung hack to the driver's
seat of the limousine, leaped in, opened
his motor.  “So long, looeyv! Me an’
me pardners is lookin’ fer some real
action!”

As the last armload of IFrench sau-
sage and spaghetti was swept out of the
rear of the limousine, Murphy bhanged
the bhig machine ahead. The two sat
grimly beside him, staring with bright,
slitted eyes, automatics in their hands,
little caring where they went as long
as thev saw action—and plenty of it.
The bad three had not heen togethier
since San Juan Hill,

Any number of times it seemed to
them that the big machine was going to
turn turtle, pin and kill them; but al-
ways, miraculously,  Murphy kept it
right side up, in the rough road, and
going ahead. The terrific shell fire about
them had slackened now, its place taken
bv the fast rat-rat-rat of German ma-
chine guns, and the slower, stubborn
grumble of American Chauchats and
heavier machine guns.

Suddenly Murphy brought the gen-
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eral’s sorely tried vehicle to a skidding,
swerving stop.

“Git out, you guys!” he shouted.
“And see what you kin find along the
road in them little pockets there.
Oughta bhe plentee Mills bombs, ma-
chine gun ammunition ”

The sector had formerly been a
French one before the Americans had
taken it over. In the thoughtful. care-
ful French manner, small pockets had
been dug in the clay walls of the road.
and a considerable quantity of ritle and
machine-cun ammunition and hand
grenades left there, the French tactical
staff having figured it out during four
bitter vears that the main avenue of a
rear-guard action, and the main path of
attack, was along the semisubmerged
roads.

HI two gray-headed sergeants came
running back now, their hands full.
“Dump th' tin apples in back—all yuh
kin find. Put th’ machine gun ammo
in front, on th' floor boards an’ in th’
pockets. Tl be back!” yelled Murphy,
and then disappeared, climbing the high
hank to the left.

He was gone for quite a time, and
when he returned, the two whispered
to him that the first German patrols
of the enfiltrating advance were bomb-
ing and gunning the woods ahead and
te right and left.

“Uh-huh,” grunted Murphy softly.
“I been up to see. We ain't five hun-
dred vards from our old front lines an’
th' river. They're comin’ slow an’ cau-
tious; they been cut off by us so many
times in th’ last two months they move
real slow unless they know they're safe
in th' rear an’ on both flanks. Ain’t th’
fightin’ guys they usta be.”

“What we going to do?’ demanded
Tepson, extremely eager for his prom-
ised and looked-forward-to action.

“Plentee!” answered Ricky Murphy,
and grimly smiled. “I just drug down
two Browning guns th’ boys was too
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