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morning, before dawn.

At th esound of the first dron-
ing of the shells we rush back in
one part of being & thousands
years. By the animal instinct that
is awakened in us we are led
and protected. It is not conseious;
it is far quicker, muech more
sure, less fallible, than conscious-
ness, One camnot explain it, A
man {is walking along without
thought or heed; suddenly he
throws "himself down on
ground and a storm of fragments
flies harmlessly over him; yet he
cannot remember either to have
heard the shell coming or to have
thought of flinging himself down.
But had he not abandonded him-
self to the Impulse he would now
be a heap of mangled flesh. It is
this other this second sight in us,
that has thrown us to the ground
and saved us, without our know-
ing how. If it were not so, there
would not be one man  alive
from Flanders to the Vosges.

We march up, moody or good-
tempered soldiers—we reach the
zone where the front begins and
become on the Instant human
animals,

An Indigent wood receives us.
We pass by the soup-kitchens,
Under cover of the wood we climb
put, The lorries turn back. They
are te colleet us again In the

Mist and smoke of gung lie

the{

his knee, a shot—one horse
drops—another,

moon is shining. Along the road
troops fille, Their helmets gleam
softly in the moonlight. The heads
and the rifles stand out above the
white mist, nodding heads, rock-
ing ecarriers of guns. :

rther,on the mist ends. Here
the headg beecome figures;..coa
trousers, and“boots appear out o
the mist as from a milky pool.
They become a column, The col-
umn marches on, straight ahead,
the figures resolve themselves
into a block, individuals are no
longer recognizable, the dark
wedge presses onwards, fantas-
tieglly topped by the heads and
weapong floating off or the milky
pool. A column—not men at all.
Guns and munitions wagons
are moving along a cross-road.
The backs of the horses shine in
the moonlight, their movements
are beautiful, they toss their
heads, and thelr eyes gleam. The
guns and the wagons float before
the dim background of the moon-
lit landscape, the riders in their
steel helmetg resemble knights of
a forgotten time; it is strangely
beautiful and arresting.
We push on to the pioneer
dump. Some of us load our shoul-
der with pointed and twisted iron

stakes; others thrust smooth iron

breast-high over the fields. The

KNOW HOW TO APPLY
FIRST-AID TREATMENT

Authority, Writing About Bone Fractures, Declares
That Everyone, in These Days of Uncertainty,
Should Know How to Assist Injured.

By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D.
United States Senator from New York.
Former Commissioner of Health, New York City.

IFE is full of uncertainties. A man starts out in the morning

full of energy and ambition.

He may come home on a shutter.

Perhaps his accident is no more than a broken bone, but that

» bad enough.

In en.rlI
capable o

Our bones make up the framework of the
body. To them are attached the muscles. Some
of the bones serve to protect certain vital organs.
- The heart is well guarded by its surrounding
walls of bone. So are the lungs—they occupy
the same bony eavity with the heart.
is encased in a casket of bone.
life the bones are elastie.
bending without breaking.
grow older our bones become rigid and brittle.

People differ a lot as to their bones. ] know
a man who had seventeen fractures within twe
or three years. He was in splints most of the
time.

Any break of the bone is called a “fracture.”
But not all fractures are the same. Some of them

The brain

They are
As we

splintered, ragged and
aharp points of bone are like

gers, ready to cut through the skin.
You can see that what was a simple

lndlmnmhhtbﬁlktorm—l
time. It was not set and the join

I recently sprained

to correct hyperacidity? 8.

|Would a fromtal sinus infection

fracture to begin with may be com- cause a discharge? Will this econ-

cause in anybody's experien
is almost certain to be contact with

M E Q-—What do you suggest
gmumr 1 have had my tomn-

, | dition

entirely clear up? 1
ringing in the ears as well

have

should disappear when you have
proper For further
ticulars send - addressed.
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“All Quiet = West
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fore they take the 'weight of the

rods through rolls of wire and go
off with them. The burdens are
awkward and heavy,

The ground becomes more
broken, From ahéad come warn-
ings: “Look out, deep shell holes
on the left"— “Mind, trenches"—

Our eyeg peer out, our feet and
our sticks feei in front of us be-

body. ‘Suddenly ‘the iine halts; I
bump my face against the roll of
wire carried by the man in front
and curse.

There are some shell-smashed
lorries in the road. Another order:
“Cigarettes and pipes out.™ We
are getting near the line.

In the meantime it has- become
piteh dark. We skirt a small wood
and them have the front line im-
mediately before us.

An uncertain, red glow spreads

of the batteries. Balls of light Tise
and high above it, silver and

spheres which explode and
showers of red,

up
red

shadows sharply outlined on the
ground. They hover for the space
of a minute before they burn out.
Immediately fresh ones shoot up
to the sky, and agalin green, red
and blue stars.

“Bombardment,” says Kat.

The thunder of the guns swells
to a single heavy roar and then
breaks up again imto separate ex-
plosions. The dry bursis of the
machine-guns rattle, Above us the
air teems with visible swift
movement, with howls, pipings
and hisses., They are the smaller
shells; and amongst them, boom-
ing through the night like an or-
gan, go the great coal-boxes and
the heavies. They have a hoarse,
distant bellow like a rutting stag
and make their way high above
the how] and whistle of the small-
er shells, It remindg me of flocks
of wild geese when I hear them.
Last autumn the wild geese flew
day after day across the path
of the shells. .

The searchlights began tq
sweep the dark sky. They slide
along it lilke gigantic tapering
rulers, One of them pauses, and
quivers a little. Immediately a
second is beside him, a black in-
sect is caught between them and
tries to escape—the alrman. He
hesitates, is blinded and falls.

CHAPTER VII
At regular intervals we ram In
the irom stakes, Two mencheld A

roll and-the others spook off. ihe

barbed wira; It 1§ thal’ awfal sturf
with close-set, long spikes, I am
not used to unrolling it and tear
my hand,

After a few hours it is done.
But there iz stlll some time be-
fore the lorriescome. Most of us

lie down and sleep. I try also, but
it has turned too chilly. Near to
the sea one is constantly waked
by the cold.

Once I fall fast asieep. Then
waking suddenly with a stari I
do not know where I am, I see
the stars, I see the rockets, and
for a moment have the impression
that I have fallen asleep at a
garden feie. I don’'t know wheth-
er it is morning or evening. I lie
in the pale cradle of the twilight
and listen for soft words which
will come, soft and near—am I
crying? I put my hand to my
eyes, .it is so fantastic; am I.a
child? Smooth skin— it lasts cnly
a2 second, them I recognize Lhe
silhouette of Katezinsky. The old
veteran, he sits gquietly and
smokes his pipe—a covered pipe
of course. When - he gees I am
awake, he says: *“That gave you
a fright. It was only a nosecap, it
landed in the bushes over there.”

I sit up. I feel myself strangely
alone. It's good Kat is there. He
gazes thoughfully at the front
and says:

“Mighty fine fireworks if they
weren’t so dangerous.”

One lands behind us. Two re-
cruits jump up terrified. A couple
of minutes later another comes
over, npearer this time. Kat
knocks out his pipe. “It makeg 2
glow.”" _

Then it begins in earnest, We
craw! away as well as we can in
our haste, The next lands fair
among us. Two fellowg ery out.
Green rockets shoot up on the
sky-line, Barrage. The mud flies
high, fragments whiz past. The
crack of the guns is heard long
after the roar of the explosions,

{To be continued)

Rain Does no
Damage at Zena

ZENA, September 21.—The
light rains in this vieinity Friday
and Saturday laid the dust but not
enough rain fell to benefit the fall
plowing., =

Several farmers here have
started dry plowing with tractors,
but it is extremely dusty wosk.
The rain did no damage to the
prune crop and the pickers were

GOOD-NIGHT

By Maz Trel
Enarf Gets His Wish—A Swim
In The Dead Ses.

One day the shadow-children
with the turned-about names—
Mij, Flor, Hanid, Yam and Knarf
woke up to find themselves In

Jerusalem.

They were'nt dreaming. Oh mo,
they were there well enough, You
see, they were on a trip with their
little masters and mistresses, the
real children. Shadows always go
with real peroms. If you look hard
enough you'll eee that your own
chetcw always goes with you. -

They Were in Jerusalem.

Well, they were in Jerusalem.
They found it a most interesting
old city. Why? For many reasons,
Hanid, for instance, liked the high
walls that circle it. These walls
were many centuries old and so
wide that you could easily walk
on top of them without the slight-
egt risk of falling off. Yam was
struck by the beautiful Mosque of
Omar, which is a Moslem church,
Ml admired the souks or little
shops, where Arab merchants sat
with their legs doubled under
them and.sold their wares, As for
Flor, he could think of mnothing
more exeiting in all the world
than King Solomon’s caves, which
wre so big, so deep and so dark
that even shadows, who are never
80 much at home as in the dark,

not obliged to quit working,

were afrald of getting lost.

But. pEarf—hm-m, he was a
curions little Mov-!,oy. Unlike
the othiers, he refused’ to become
enthusiastic sbout Jerusalem, but
kept = - over And over again:
“I wan go to the Dead Sea, I
want to go to the Dead Sea.” .

* “The Dead Sea?” Hanid said at
last.. “What do you expect to find
in the Dead Sea?” :

“l dom’t expect to find any-
thing,” he replied.

The rest gazed at him in amaze-
ment, “Then what do you want
to go there for?™

At this Knarf made what ap-

sirange answer, i

“I want to go-for 2 swim In the
Dead Sea.” -

. Now, the other shadow-children

eouldn’t see this at all Why
should anyone want to go for &
swim—of all places!—Iin the Dead
Sea? Could anything be sillier, es-
pecially when none of them hed
the least motion wherg the Dead
Sea might be?

“Why domn’t you go swimming
in a bath-tub instead?” Yam sug-
gested. Knarf shook his head reso-
lutely, “I want to go for a swim
in the Dead Sea and no other

peared .to .be . an exceedingly |

place.”™

“But why?" demanded Mij 2,
Flor. “Tell us why.”

“] bave my reasons.”™

Knarf wouldn't
they were good reasons or b.g
reasons, or Indifferent reasone.
He merely kept n repeating—
want to go for a swim in the Deaq
Sea!”

“Indeed you won't go—nor wil}
we go wilh you,” Hanid sald, fur
she didn’'t want Master Knar! 1o
be so secretive.

“No,”” agreed Yam,
and Flor,.

But at this moment & most ex-
traordinary - thing hnppeneu,
which shows that sometimes se-
cretive persons. have their owmn
way. In walked the real-children's
father, and in a2 cheerful voice,
announced to the real-children
who were sitting near thelr sha-
dows: “Come, my dears, hur:y
and put your hats on. We are go-
ing on an expedition.”™

“0-oh, where?'" they wanted to
know.

“The the Dead Sea, where we'll
go for a swim,”

You really couldn't

and Mjj

blame

Knarf for smiling.

Ia the

' - One of them is:
</AUDIT—

TOU supply the others. 7

"WORD HUNT

English langusge thers ere EIGHT WORDS (each baving just
PIVE LETTERS) that begin with the letters AU. 5 _oneh- v

formal or offiial examination and authentication of

"ltdmm“,

Proper moune, eobsolete sand arehaie
seientific words that would effend

Word Hunts.

21AIU| | A todl for boing Defes:

3IAIU| | Anything: any part;:s nsught. ’
41AU| | Foretell; presas s; forebode.

51A|U| | Courtly. ‘Pertaluing to & court

6|AIU| | _Pertaining t0 ths ear.

71AlU| | JPertaining to goid.

BIAIU[ | | |oue - *

witda, mb' uuni hdﬂull ard

good tasie, and those plurals of pouns, and singuiar
verbs, that are formed by the additien of 8 or es are purposely excluded frem

The solution fer today’s Word Hunt will be found on the
Classified page :

“He Who Hesitates—"

By CLIFF STERRETT

POLLY AND HER PALS

NOw DE QUESTION IS = =
; HOW WE GONNA:
CROAK DIS GUY .y
: WIDOUT DEM__ we > |
: TWO - X
22 UPSTAIRS &= |LEMME ¢
> HEARIN' OUR TINK, RAT,
GATS 2 LESME
Zen - TINK! _
2 N Z
%3 : e -
Z L .
Z \
Z -.
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TILLIE, THE TOILER

— 'H:#___‘;:_—’,:-’:'--:'*#;-;;':—:-;"z——-é-f- = DO n" SV\ND THERE LIKE
= JoT . —1 A BUMP ON A LOG, UNK, }
T™H—2 V= 2 GIT BUSY AN’ HELP ME
GATHER UP “THE
Z CORPSES! 2
—\ - =
=2 N
=2 \‘; ==
Bon,.
=77
=¥l / s '/ ’: J\_h\..
= SOPE . ;‘9’ - / Z
= = ' oFf: SIERRET: -7-23-

“A Quick Change of Mind”

By RUSS WESTOVER

SIR - MR . WHIPPLE

SURELY, I'D LOvVE
THANKS,

viLe BE
R\GHT

OH HELLO, MR FRAGIL
'SN'T HERE -
| DON'T KNOW WHEN HE'LL BE

BACK - TO LUNCHT WHY
T go s ,

NO.

HE wWoN
GET A

I'M OWgG TO LuNCH
WITH MR, FRAEGIL AND
RBELIEVE ME, MAC . 'M GOMNA
KEE® HIM SO BUSY ANSWERING
QUESTIONS

v

MR, FRaGIL

@ 19 Keg Fouiwrs Sindwaie fne . Grest Brtmin gt reserced

‘A Wise Sphinx”

WHAT Do you L OH .o | [T SURES A Bt o )

SAY TO A LITTLE )|  mueH o e 2 .
YOU HERE “TILL\E - JI\WHY. S

DANCE, MISS RATHER CAN | HAVE SN U oy URE:

S\Y HERE ' "

AND TAaLK, 4-

By BEN BATSFORD

ARE “OU TRYING ) T AM THROUGH 2/
W KNOCK THE _ J
i HOLSE DOWN.7 AND THIS NOTE oh The

Ao, BUT MAVBE
I wiLL

T FOUND THESE CLOTHES

RWER BAAK~
Dou kAIOW

WHY=—-ER—TES —-ER—
THAT (S-~WELL
OF ALL THINGS¢

HMMM -~ I SEE “oy
Kvow SOMETHING
ABOUT HER#H--AlOW
I'D LIKE To ASK ~ou
A FEW QLESTIONS

A

A-H-—MI-GUILTY CON

CHILD commiTs SUICIDE
QTHERE'S USUALLY A REASON

say Whethen |

i




