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Quiet & Western Front”

“All
CHAPTER XXV

It s early morning, clear and
gray. The gurgling ecomtinues. I
ptop my ears, but soon take my
fingers away again, because then
I cannot hear the other soynd.

The tigure opposite me moves. I
shrink together and involuntarily
Jook at it. Then my eyes remain
glued to it. A man with a small
pointed beard lies there, his head
is fallen to one side, one arm is
half-bent, his head rests helpless-
ly upon it. The other hand lies on
his chest; it is bloody.

He is dead, I say to myself, he
must be dead, he doesn’t feel any-
thing any more; it is only the
body that is gurgling there. Then
the head tries to raise itszelf, for
a moment the groaning becomes
louder, his forehead sinks back
upon his arm. The man is not
dead. he is dying, but he is not |
dead, I drag myself toward him,
hesitate, support myself on my
hands, creep a bit farther, walt,
again a terrible jourmey of three
yards, a long, terrible journey. At
last I am beside him,

Then he opens his eyes. He must |
have heard me and gazes at me
with a look of utter terror, The
body lies still, but in the eyes
there is such an extraordinary ex-
pression of fright that for a
moment I think they bave power
enough to carry the body off with
them. Hundreds of miles awav
with one bound. The body is still,
perfectly still, without sound, the
gurgle has ceased, but the eyes
.cry out, yell all the life is gather-
ed together in them for one tre-
mendous effort to flee, gathered
together there in a dreadful ter-
ror of death, to me.

My legs give way and 1 drop on
my elbows. “No, no,” 1 whisper.

The eyes follow me. I am pow-
erless to move so long as they are
there.

Thea his hand slips slowly from
his breast, only a little bit, it sinks
just a few inches, but this move-
ment breaks the power of the eye..
I bend forward, shake my head
and whisper: “No, no, no.” I raise
cne hand, I must show him that 1
want to helo him, I stroke his
forehead.

The eyes shrink back as the
hand eomes, then they lose their
start, the eyelids droop lower, the
tension is past. 1 open his collar
and place his head more comfort-
ably upright.

His mouth stands half open, it
tries to form words. The lips are
dry. My water bottle is not thera.
I have not brought it with me, But
there is water in the mud, down
at the bottom of the crater, I ¢lim?
down, take out my handkerchief,
spread it out, push it under and
scoop up the yellow water that
strains through into the hollow
of my hand.

He gulps it down. I fetch some
more. Then I unbutton his tuniec
in order to bandage him if it is
possible. In any case I must do It,
so that if the fellows over there
capture me they will see that I
wanted to help him and so will
not shoot me. He tries to resist,
but his hand is too feeble. The
ghirt is stuck and will not come
away, it Is buttoned at the back.
Bo there is nothing for it but tn
cut it ofl.

1 look for the knife and find it
@gain. But when I begin to cut the

shirt the eyes open once more and
| S —

the ery is in them again and the
demented expression, so that I
must close them, press them shut
and whisper: “I want to help you,
Comrade, camerade, camerade,
camerade—" eagerly repeating
the word, to make him ungder-
stand

There are three stabs. My field
dressings cover them, the blood
runs out under it, I press it tight-
er; there; he groans.

That is all 1 ean do.
must wait, wait.

These hours—the gurgling
starts again—but how slowly a
man dies! For this 1 know—he
cannot be saved. Indeed, I have
tried to tell myself that he will be,
but at noon this pretence breaks
down and melts before his groans.
If only I had not lost my revolver
crawling about, I would shoot him.
Stab him ‘I eannot.

By noon I am groping on the
outer limits of reason. Hunger
devours me, I could almosi weep
for something to eat, I cannot
struggle against it. Again and
again I fetech water for the dying
man and drink some myself.

This is the first man I have kill-
ed with my hands, whom I can
see close at hand, whose death is
my doing. Kat and Kroop and Mul-
ler have experienced it already,
when they have hit someone; it
happen to many, in hand-to-hand
fighting especially—

But every gasp lays my heart
bare. This dying man has time
with him, he has an invisible dag-
ger with which he stabs me: Time
and my thoughts.

I would give much if he would
but stay alive., It is hard to le
here and to have to see and hear
him.

In the afternoon, about three,
he is dead. ’

-1 breathe freely again. But only
for a short time. Soon the silence
is more unbearable than the
groans, I wish the gurgling were
there again, gasping, hoarse, now
whistling softly and again hoarse
and loud.

It is mad, what I do. But I
must do something. I prop the
dead man up again s0 that he lies
comfortably although he feels
nothing any more. I close his
eyes. They are brown, his hair is
black and a bit curly at the sides.

The mouth is full and soft be-
neath his moustache, the nose is
slightly arched, the skin brown-
ish; it is now not so pale as it was
before, when he was still alive.
For a moment the face seems al-
most healthy;—then it collapses
suddenly into the strange face of
the dead that I have so often seen,
strange faces, all alike.

No doubt his wife still thinks
of him; she does not know what
has happened. He looks as if he
would often have written to her;
she will be getting mail from
him—tomorrow, in 2 week's time
—perhaps even a stray letter a
month henge. She will read it, and
in it he will be speaking to her,

My state is gelting worse, |

Now we

ean no longer control’ my
thoughis. MWhat would his wife
look lke? Like the little bru-

nette on the other side of the ca-
nal. Does she belong to me now?
Ferhaps by this act she becomes
mine. I wish Kantorek were sit-
ting here beside me. If my moth-
er could see me. , If my mother
could see me—The dead man

BRIBING CHILD TO EAT
FOOD “GOOD FOR HIM”

(’s a Bad Practice, Says Dr. Copeland, Citing Exper
iments Which Show that Children, If Properly
Supervised, Will Partake of Essential Foods.

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

ECENTLY an interesting report was made by Dr. Marguerit

-Gauger, of Teachers College

Institute of Chi' ° Welfare Research.

concerning the feeding of children. This report deals with ex
periments made with a group of children ranging in age from eightees

months te a little more than three

mg the difficulty many parents have in feeding
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might have had thirty mere years
of life if omly I had impressed
the way back to our tremch more
sharply on my memory: If oaly
it had run two yards farther te
the left, he might now be siiting
in the trench over flere and writ-
ing a fresh letter to his wife.
But I will get no furiher that
way: for that is the fate of all of
us; if Kemmerich’s leg had been
six inches to the right; f Haie
Weshus had bent his back three
inches further forward—

L L] L]
The silence spreads. I talk and
must talk. 8So I speak to him
and say to him: “Comrade, I did
not want to kill you, If you
jumped in here again. 1 wounld not
do It, If you would be sensible to
me, But you were only an idea
to me before, an abstraction that
lived in my mind and called forth
its appopriate response. It was
that abstraction I stabbed. But
now, for the first time, I see you
are 3 man Hke me. I thoanght of
your hand grenades, of your bay-
onet, of your rifle; now I see your
wife and your face and our fel-
lowship. Forgive me, comrade. We
always see It too late. Why do
they never tell us that you are
just poor devils like us, that your
mothers are just as anxious as
ours, and that we have the same
fear of death, and the same dy-
ing and the same agony? For-
give me, comrade: how could you
be my enemy? If we threw away
these rifles and this uniform you
could be my brother just like Kat
and Albert. Take twenty years
of my life, comrade, and stand up
—take more, for I do not know
what I can attempt to do with it
now."
It is quliet, the front is still ex?
cept for the erackle of rifle-fire.
The bullets rain over, they are
not fired haphazard, but shrewd-
ly aimed from all sides. I cannot
get out, .
“1 will write to your wife™ 1T
say hastily to the dead man, "I
will write to her. she must hear
it from me, I will tell her every-
thing 1 have told you, she shall
not suffer, I will help her, and
your parents too, and your child.”
His tunie is half open. The poc-
ketbook Is easy to find. But I

and letters drop out. I gather|]

them up and want to put them
back again, but the strain I am
under, the unecertainty, the hung-
er, the danger, these hours with
the dead man have confused me,
I want to hastep the relief to in-
tensify and to end the torture,
as one strikes an unendurably
painful hand against the trumk
of a tree regardless of everything,

There.are portraits of a woman
and a little girl, small amateur
photogaphs taken against an ivy-
clad wall. Along with them are
letters. 1 take them out and try
to read them. Most of it I do not
understand, it is so hard to de-
cipher and I know scarcely any
French. But each word I trans-
late piert®s me like a shot in the
chestlike a stab in the chest,

My brain is taxed beyond en-
durance. But I realize this much,
that T will never dare to write to
these people as I intended. Inf-
possible, 1 look at the portraits
once more; they are clearly not
rich people. I might send them
money anonymously if I earn any-
thing later on. 1 seize upon that,
it is at least something to hold on
to. This dead man is bound up
with my lift, therefore I must do
everything promise everything in
order to save myself; I swear
blindly that I mean to live only
for his sake and his family with
wet lips I try to placate him—
and deep down In me lies the
hope that I may buy myself off
in this way and perhaps even yet
get out of this; it is a little strat-
gem; if only I am allowed to es-
cape then I will see to it, So I
open the book and read slowly:
Gerard Duval, compositor,

With the dead man’s pencil I
write the address in an envelope
then swiftly thrust everything
back into his tunie.

1 have killed the printer, Ger-

ard Duval. I must be a printer,

I think confiufsedly, be a printer,
printer— -
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Newman Wadlow, twenty-two, of
Wichita, Kansas,
trant in the 1920 Ford Reliability
Air Tour, is well up with the lead-
ers of the squadron
planes making a tour of 81 cities
in th eUnited States and Canada.
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| Make Oysters a Habit— -
Not a Luxury! .

blunch or the eveming meal. OysJoyster flavor to penetrate. Thoese

OCORDING % owr leadingd

be & habit, mot & Juxury.
Too Jomg we've regarded them
as appetizers, the sort of
that's in the lobster or
caviar class, despite the fact that
it i by mo means expensive. But
in receant years the vitamin-hunters
have found that the oyster con-
tains a liberal amount of Vitamin
C; also that it is especially rich in
jfodine. For bolh of which reasons
all those who eat too much cooked

ters are very easily digested, hence
suitable for everyome, old and
young. Opysters require fat and
starch, as they are deficient in
these two elements. But a dish of
oyster soup containing milk. but-
ter, «¢rackers—not to mention a
liberal helping of oysters—makes a
wholesome and nourishing luncheon
all by fitself. Incidentally, oysters

should never be cooked In milk.
Milk should be brought to a boil.

food, or those subject to thyroid
disorders are urged to consume
oysters, plenty of them. and prefer-
ably raw.

It is easy to have oysters on the
menu two or three times a week
without making it monotonous.
After all, the oyster season doesn’t
last throughout the year. and while
. oysters are in their best state they
should be used generously. If the
dinner s to have a main dish of
meat, oysters can be offered In a
small quantity as an entree. in
fact, most people prefer oysters in
rocktail form. raw. well chilled,
and stimulating to the appetite.

Or it can be ithe main dish of

Meanwhile the oysters should be
placed in boiling water and boiled

Ifor only half a minute—actually 33

seconds by the clock. Then add oys-

ters to the milk and serve, but do

| not cook together.

Coclitail Sauce for Oysters, Raw.

1 tablespoon cat=up.

1 tablespoon horseradish.

1 tablespoon lemon juice

15 teapsoon salt.

Mix together and chill,. This can
be varied by adding 1 teaspoon of
Worcestershire sauce, or a dash of
Tabasco, or 1 teaspoom of onion
juice. or 1 1ablespocn of mushroom
catsup. Howev=>r, tha simpler thea
cocktail sauce, the more likely s the

The Home-Kitchen -
By ALICE LYNN BARRY

who like the oyster for Rexture

rather than flavor prefer te drowa
its taste with sharp sauces.
Oyster Fry.
bly lnrge qysters) and wipe dr:r'
eral .
with mayonnaise, then dip in
eracker erumbs. Fry lightly in
butter until brown, turning to cook
both sides equally. The butter or
fat used should be very hot, but not
smoking, and the oysters fried
quickly. Overcooking spoils them.
Pigs in lanket

12 l.zr;l'!e oysters, removed from

Rheil.
12 thin slices of bacon.
1 tablespoon lemon julce,

dash of paprika.
Wipe the oysters dry,. sprinkle
| with parsley and paprika. Roll s
thin slice of bacon around each oys
ter and fasten together with a tooth
pick. Place in the oven and bake
until bacon js brown.

Oyster Broll

Drain and dry !arge oysters.
Spread with soft butter, then cover
with fine cracker ecrumbs. Place
under a broller and brown quickly
on both sides. Serve on toast.

LABORTES WININ
JSTRALI VOTIG

MELBOURNE,
14, — (AP) — The fifth Labor
government since the common- |
wealth of Australia was formed in |
1901 was established by the gen-
eral elections Saturday. James
Henry Scullin, who assumed lead-
ership of the Labor party only 18 |
months ago, will be the new prime |
minister.

The nationalist-country party
coalition government under Prime
Minister Stanley Bruce was swept
from power after tottering for 11
months, defeated on its proposal
to abolish the federal arbitration
court and relinquish jurisdiction |
over most Australian labor dis-
putes to the state courts.

The standing of the parties so
far as could be definitely judged
today, will be as_follows:

Australia, » Oct. |

Labor b60—Nationallsts 16—

County party 9. In the 1926 elec- 1started last Aonday when milk
withhold
the Kansas
in-
crease of approximately 8 cents a
the present

tion Labor won 32 seats, Natlon-
alists 30 and the country party 13.

“We are defeated., but we can
take it Jike gentiemen,” =aid Pre-
mier Bruce today.
In office since 1923, but the Labor
party had been gradually recover-
ing its old time domination. It
has been in the foremost of Aus-
tralia polities since 1501,

The Labor party was generally

considered 1o have been helped on |

to its sweeping wictory of yester-
day by the success of the Labor

| party in Great Britain last May |
and its later energetic action in |

foreign affairs.

MILK STRIKE BETS

UDLENT. REPORT

KANSAS CITY, Mo, Oct. 14—
(AP)—=Sabotage and

He had been |

| producers decided to
their product from

| City distributors unless

gallon was made In

rate.

ity has ok'd supplies of

| to the eity.

Flylng squadrons of

of milk were dumped.

An added complieation of
milk strike iz the controversy be-
tween the health iepartment and

| the consumers' leagua. The latter,
threats of {an organizatlon of women. con-
| death have made their way into
the Kansas City milk strike which ! properly kept by city grocers.

tends present supply of milk is not

POLLY AND HER PALS

“Somebody’s Gonna Get Roped In.”

By CLIFF STERRETT,

WITH Hik T vl
BE A GREAT

HiM , gur
|BELIEVE ME

T WON'T

YouvLlL BE ouv

Y OF A

L ]

“Damaging Evidence.”

COME ON, KID, WE OH BOY! L HOPE RTANT A QUESTION | B i1 ESTION OF
GOTTA GIT OuT AN’ O i wemgfr”mn S e ggTﬁngOMEBUDDY
THE RING =| LRA N HE B N THE RING, WITH
LOMEONE | SOMEBUDDY, /= kiﬁ"""{'
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TILLIE, THE TOILER “Aftractive ‘Bait.’” By RUSS WESTOVER
Y v YOU WKNOW THE 80SS H, TLLIE - WHY , SUR VERAEARD WHATY THAT
-:‘AT OO WHIPHLE, %%T‘M LIKES YOU AupD You ?m.'.._ mlu \ M: mpi“é :-lA?..F PINT SAD TO w?‘nigf?
G GEy vow: e L ey e e aul | SovE wTo Ny IT's UP TO You
To S0 v pUSINESY /| LHERE , Mag | ['F _You GO Wit WHIE My OFFICE

By BEN BATSFORD

A0, OFFICER,, SHE 1S

EROM A BAD BUMP OAN

THE HEAD, BUT THE XRAY
SHOWS A0 FRACTURE OF
THE SKULL AAD ANO

=,

[ -] l-' Vasterrs Syndicate, fuc.,

STILL UNCONSCIOUS - RAVE z
vou ANV B
IDEA WHO PANEIGH
THE LITTLE 5;?
GIRL. IS? _ ;é;—;.

T

-‘u \"n

P

- e s
LY — — :
L, /{’ g
- - =
ol =
’ = ",:- ==5
i ’-/-. -

BORMOOD AND T

-
e

=

W AoT THE SLIGHTEST,
DoCcTOR, BOUT I WILL
WQUIRE AROLAID THE

GUESS T'LL SoON ]
FIND ouT— B

-

NEANRHILE,

OAN THE OTHER

't\n\h\

LY \
3 ""-\'\\-n\\\

MMSTIFIED oVER

THE SUDDEAMN
DISAPPEAR.

OF THE GIRL WHO

I TELL YOU, OFFICER, .
THIS IS ALL A TERRIBLE
MISTAKE #-— 1 A NOT 4 THE SHOPLIFTER , WHERE'D
A SHOPLIFTER anD -

SIDE Ok TOWwAl, THERE NEVER WAS A
OFEEICER O'FLINN CHILD IN THIS APARTMENT S
IS MORE. THAA -

T

WELL, | FOUND T
N YYOUR POCKET AD
T DIDNT WAaLK !
HOW ‘WOULD You LIKE.

IE “You

T THE LeAs
AN

W MY

AW—TELL THAT T TH' MARIIES,
IFE You AINT SADIE SNHATCHER.,

N'GET ALL THAT LOOT?
AN' IE THERE. AEVER WAS
A CHLWD N HERE

Threats of death to 0. C. Mur-
phy, city commissioner of inspec-
tion and sanitatlon were made late
this afternoon. Two calls were re-
ceived by the commissioner stating
that his motor car would be blown
[up if he attempted to leave the
city. Murphy in his official capac-
milk
which have been “bootlegged" in-

masked
men early today stopped all milk
| trucks bringing milk into the city
and dumped the {luid on the road.
More than 50 men took part In the
| ralde and more than 1,250 gallons

the

|
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