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HE company clerk glanced up as the

shadow darkened the doorwav then

turned wearily back to his typing.

o, it's only voun,” he observed with a manifest

usiasm. “Can’t find place

yvou any

them new stripes but the orderly room?

| oot work to do.”

The red-headed _\u‘;") leaned a 1':::"'!"1”}' pres sed
ler acainst the door sill and eyed the

o. d. shoule

typist scornfully

The compiny clerk stopped hammering his
Lkeve and leaned back to eve his visitor solemnly.
Listen Sergt. James J. Kennedy,” he

* Run along and peddle yvour papers.
I got to get this pay roll up.”

*0). veryv well,” the red-headed sergeant strolled
across: toward the smaller of the two wvacant
desks,

The company clerk growled, thre ateningly.

“T11 take the top’s desk,” went on Sergt, Ken-
“ Where is Out

shining his buttons? "

nedy. the old boy, anyway?

“1 wouldn't be surprised,” said the company
clerk. ' He and vou are the dudes in this outfit.
He is,

and vou because yvou got new Sll'iDC\' to show off.”

hecause he's been in the army all his life

“Tut, tut, myv good man,” replied the sergeant.
“Added and

troubles  Which, of course, a mere corporal can’t

rank brings new responsibilities

understand.”
= ("'\ (“‘;l~" ('1”\]“\””‘\'

that his

3 onrself,” \V'(HI\!N‘II the

clerk, who was keenly aware of the fact

duties should have meant an added stripe. * As
for troubles—what troubles you got I'd like to
know? "

“Well. for one thing,” and the gay timbre

suddenly faded from the sergeant’s tones, " every-

hody in the outfit got letters from home today
replacements that came in

except me. Even the

last week.” he added bitterly,

The company clerk glanced up  with quick
understanding,  He answered quickly:
“You got nothing on me, big boy. 1 didn’t

get any either, That's one reason I got a grouch
red head stared at him pensively.

“T guess vou and I were the only two men in
this outfit that didn’t get any mail then, Perecelli.
It's tough, isn't it? ”

“PDamn right, it's tough,” snorted Corporal

Perecelli s A
and enlists in this lousy war, and the very friends

fellow leaves home and goes out

he's fizhtin’ to pratect won't even drop him a line
didn’t get any mail

girl was goin’ with

[—”

after he gets to France. 1

last time, either. And my
some damned gob the last T heard.

“ Aw, vou're making it worse than it really is,
though, Perecelli. The folks at home aren’t so
Maybe the letters got lost. Or maybe they
just don’t think. Why, I bet I know fifty girls
in New York that would write to you if they
knew you felt that way.”

“ Fifty nothin’,” fumed the corporal. “I betcha
fifty francs they ain't fifty girls in the whole
United States that'nd write to a lousy soldier.”

“TIl bet you,” responded Kennedy briskly.
“And there's more than that. I'll bet there’s
sixty.”

Carporal Mario Perecelli was a literal soul. He

bad.

reached in his pocket and pulled out a roll of

dirty French banknotes. Carefully he selected

two twenties and a ten franc note and planked
them emphatically down on the open field desk
heside him.

“There's the money,” he said. “ Now, where's

vour fifty girls? Fifty'll be enough.”
The sergeant stared at the money in astonish-
single

ment. - Then he grinned and produced a

fifty frane bill. He laid it down beside him.
" Cowvered,” he said.
ECan tg
Corporal Perecelli scratched his head.
"Why, I dun'noe,” he answered. “I

“How you going to prove

guess you
advertise.”

The sergeant gazed at him fixedly

might
for a long
mements Then he grinned again.

“Perecells,
“I'll bet you this fifty francs that I can send an
New York fifty

you're a genius,” he announced.

ad home to a paper and get
replies from it.”

“You've made vourself a bet, soldier,” snapped
give

the corporal. “I'm tellin’ you they don’t

a damn back there. Here, you can sit down at
my typewriter and write your ad. Come on.
Don’t back out now.”

“Tt's a @o,” laughed the sergeant. * Here, put
the money in an envelope and we'll leave it with

the top. He's honest. And give me that machine.”

RUNTING, the corporal arose and the ser-
¥ geant slid into his place. Quickly he insert-

ed a sheet of paper and wrote. The corporal
watched the operation with a sardeonic smile.
“How's this? ” he read presently.
“f Personal—Will the young lady who was

dressed in white and led small brother by the

hand, and who smiled at soldier on passing troop
Will that do? ™
Perecelli,

train ® and so on.

‘1. guess so,” growled doubtiully.

“But you got to sign your name to it. I live in
New York and if any of my {iriends saw that
thev'd think I'd gone dippy.”

"0, K.” laughed the sergeant, and wrote in
the address: “ Sergt. James J. Kennedy, Overseas

Depaot, Pontanazen, PBre
that?
‘T guess it's all

Camp

Replacement

France.. How's
right,” replied the ('w]‘]\'vI'HL
*““But I think the whole idea is goofy,

me,

if vou ask

And the letter had been dropped in the out

viin’: HMH I"‘\ ]H'lnl'(‘ H\(‘ door

n

Both men

opened again.
whirled to face the newcomer, who

stood smiling in the doorway. He was a stocky,

stern faced man of middle age, with the chevrons

of a first sergeant on his trim khaki sleeve.

“Hello, Top.” greeted the company clerk.
“Pay roll-all-up?2’

Swinging over to his desk, he dropped down
in a chair and continuned to smile at Kennedy.
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The latter suddenly grew silent. Something about

the older man's expression was pregnant with

meaning. Then the first sergeant spoke.

“I've got a transfer for you, sergeant. How'd

you like to go to Paris?’

The red head was galvanized into action in
a second. He sprang to his feet with a whoop
and his little overseas cap went sailing toward

the ceiling.

“Paris!” he shouted. “ Little old Paree. The
pearl of great price. Wine, women and song!

And what women!
Paris?

Who wouldn’t want te go to
Then he grew suddenly sober.
“But you're kidding, sarge.
in the A. E. F,
* No

sergeant.

\‘\'I]:\'. "\'(".:\1\4\”\'
wants a station in Paris.”
first

‘*There’s a vacancy for

kidding,” smiled the

a non-commissioned officer who

can type, with the railways, requi

sitions. and c¢laims board. I've
already sent in your name.”
Kennedy dashed across the
room to grip the top’s hand.
‘ST'm tempted to liss you frog
fashion,

_-;{l';:!‘,'. he bubbled.

“When do I go?’

)

returned the first
He produced a sheaf of

“Right away,’
sergeant.

papers from an inside pocket.
“Here’s your travel orders and
commutation. I had everything

fixed up this afterncon because' I
wanted to get you cleared out be-
fore the old man found out about
it and ordered me to keep you

here. You're entitled to some
fun, kid.”
ter and
<c( UL, fiig ~pétite . said . Serat.
)l\'"umvl) suavely, “mon . non pateri . . .

no that's not it . . . how do you say it . . . my
father 3
“Votre perel?” suggested the little telephone
n‘ve‘r;lh’xr_
COui, mon pere cowell) il-v-a mon
. well,

il'a .. 0, heck, durn stich a language

anyhow he owns New York. Comp

The girl was staring at him wide-gyed,
i R R T

little

ver-ree odd,” commented the
telephone operator.

“ Sure; kut - all us zKeénnedys * are like
“We're modest and self-
I that

Wilson's

that.”
rejoined the sergeant.
Why, only -a

writes all of

effacing. few 3\1-..,\% lknow

my  brother President

speeches.”

The buzzing instrument board prevented the
girl's answer.  Hastily. she snatched up a smake-
like length of cord and plugged it into one of
the heles hefore her. ~ Then she “trilled into her

transmitter :
“Haspital” Americain

When she ‘had ended and turned about with

a smile, the red-headed -sergeant was  staring

lmn»rli].\' out of the window.
fr-friend of the

“Your brother he is a

or-reat Pr-residente Vilson,” she observed hope-

fully.

“0, sure,” Sergt. Kennedy took up his tune
again. “That’s the reason they shipped: me up
here to the sweilest hospital in the A. E. F., right
here in Paris to haye my tonsils out. ~And it

who took

was the greatest surgeon in the arms
‘'em out last week, too.”

But the girl was very doubtiul.

“1 do not know.” she said. Iey told e not
to talk to les soldats americains and you

pent-etre 1 should telephone to your

oloRED "

The sergeant snatched the cord from her hand.

' Never mind, Yvonne,” he said brusquely, then

turned the full light of his smile on her and her

soul melted within her. * Here, I'll get on with
my inspection.”

There came a huzz at the instrument hoard.
Instantly he plugged in the cord and spoke into
the transmitter:

“Hospital Americoim.”

A voice, speaking zood, honest Iinulish eam
over the wire.

“Isthis” Camp -Hospital- 1212

“Tt 18.” I'«‘]v”v:f eraean

“ (Got a Sergt. James I, Kennedy on yvour roll

Patient, I think,” we

The red-headed s« 1 worried
vrinkle sprang inte e ves,

“We may have.” 14r1¢ “ What
vern want with him?

He nodded a quick reassuran to the pretty

el 3
[attle F

thick and fast amid growing laugh-
excitement, . . .

anxiousl

i Y“?“" d a hand over
while he hurled a phrase at her.
“'Sall right.

rig

Gen. Pershing wants to tall

He turned back to the instrument as the
at the other end of the wire barked:

“This is the P.
Express Service

ES'S . you know, Postal
up at the Hotel Mediter-
ranee and this guy Kennedy is causin’ us

a lot of grief. If you can get hold of him tell
him he’s got half the mail in the A. E. F.
His outfit

the hospital and we don’t want to forward all this

up here

waitin’ for him now. said he was in

stuff unless we're sure he’s still there
His

bug-eyed.

hearer stared at the instrument board

“Are

Sergt. James J. Kennedy? ”

you sure it's for
he pressed,
“That’s the guy,” replied

the voice. ‘““It was all for-

warded up here care of the
R. R. and C. from the Re-
placement depot down at
Pontanazen. Have you got
“him?”
“Yeah, I know him,” re-
plied the sergeant. “And
listen, if you really have
ot some mail for him sit
on it for a while, will you?
He'll come right down after it and glad to. He
hasn't had a letter in six months. Don’t bother
to send. it to him.”

The voice at the end of the wire laughed
bitterly.

“If he’s really got SOME

Listen, brother, he's got a shipload.

mail, says

Better tell

you.

him to bring a truck for it.”
The

The red-headed sergeant eved it pensively for

instrument clicked.

an instant.
“Well, T'll be damned,” he observed.
Then he swung back to the girl. "I beg your
pardon, mademaiselle, but 1 forgot. Now, if you
dash downtown. Gen.

But I'll

must
wants to see me personally.

will ine, 1

excse
Pershing
be back.”

With that he suddenly swooped down on her
with a

and kissed her roundly, then vanished

broad shouldered through the door,

leaving behind him a sputtering French girl.

swagger

It was four hours later.

As the door of the convalescent ward opened
the occupant of every bed automatically turned
his eyes that way. And just as automatically came
the booming chorus from a score of throats:

“When do we eat?”

A trim

doorway,

ficure in khaki stood framed in the

his right arm wig-wagging the military

signal for “cease firing.”

“Pipe down you gold bricks,” adjured a voice.
“This that

isn't. your orderly. This is gallant
soldier, Sergt. James J. Kennedy, returning from

an expedition into the enemy country laden with
leot.”
instant of after which

There was an pause,

a querulous voice piped up irom the end of the

room :

“Then—when do we go home? Whatta they
keenin’ ns here after this damned Armistice is
signed for?

But there was no answer. The room was

itchine Se Kennedy, who had turned to
lift a burden in from the outer hallway. It was
a hnae barracks bag tied with a string and
crammed to overflowing, It was evidently light
for thi Mdier swing it i easily,  The hag rolled
over on its side and he turned back to lift its
twin throuzh the deor,

Then he swung to one side, holding the door,

Colge o Seef Lo ok medn

MONSOWer, NOOs YOwsee

The ward

the doorwanz

stared in startled silence as

stooping under an enormons burd

and bris

came a tiny Frenchman. The cap

mustachio identified him as a taxi driver., Piled
on his shoulders were three more of the bulging
string tied barracks bag
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rench Girl Can Set Things Right

Silently Sergt. Kennedy pointed out th

that was his and the little Frenchman

down the aisle to dump his burden there.
strolled

down

Then the red-headed sergeant
to his hed, posed beside the bags with his hands

ust into his breeches pockets, and smiled con-

descendingly upon his mates.

“Just a few love letters from my girl friends
back in the states,” he observed airily. “1 only
brought the important ones with me. My secre-

tary will attend to the rest.”
The response was raucous.
“Little old Jehn Cupid

Barrymore in person,

ain'’cha? ” gibed Sergt. O'Toole from his corner
of the ward. “ Hey, gang, look at the answer to
a maiden’s prayer. They had to send him to

Paris to keep the front lines from getting all
cluttered up with women.”

But the jeers and catcalls died into interested
interrup-

silence as the ignoring all

tions, settled himself on his bed and cnt the string

sergeant,

of the topmost bag. Half smothered oaths
of amazement burst from his mates as a
stream of letters
brown blankets, some of them
the floor.

Corporal Ranzito in the adjoining bed

cascaded out over the

falling to

reached over and picked up a handful of
them, glancing at the addresses before he
passed them bhack.

“Hell, fellows,” he gasped, “they ARE
all addressed to him, too.”
smiled in
fashion and solemnly picked up the first
A photograph fell

letters
Sergt. Kennedy a superior
letter and slit it open.
out, but the eyes of the
spectators were too far away to perceive
more than it was the picture of a woman,
Hastily the sergeant ran through the
letter and his eyes grew wider. Then he

awe-stricken

reached into the envelope and fished out
a long newspaper clipping. He glanced
over it for a minute and then looked up
to meet the that
panied the flood of questions. He held up

curious stares accom-
his hand for quiet.

“ Listen, fellows,” he began, “ this is the
damndest thing that ever happened to me.
I don’t know about the rest of these let-
ters, but I've got a hunch they’re all about
the same thing. Anyhow, this one is the
result of a fool bet I made with a corporal down
at Brest. And I suppose I'll never see him again
to collect my money. But, well, you see it was
this way.”

E plunged into a description of the terms of
the bet, but his discourse was interrupted by
the gleeful howls of his listeners. When he had
finished he held up the newspaper clippings.
“But here's the pay off, gang. Instead of
putting in the ad they wrote a story about it . , .
a big story. Listen to this:
““Lure of a Smile Cheers Lonely Soldier in
“That's the
And here's the story:

France,"” ‘he read. headline, clear
across the page.

“*Somewhere in France today a bit of hope-
bright spot for a

Out there facing the Hin-

less romance offers the one

fearless Yankee hero.

denburg line with ready bayonet or slogging

through the dismal mud of the trenches he is
cheered by the
smile.

gallant

golden memory of a fleeting
It is the most precions possession of a
fighting Sergt. James J.
Kennedy . . .

But

yield to another gleeful chorus:

man. He is

here the reader was forced to pause, to

“Yea, our gallant fighting man,” shrilled Cor-
poral Ranzito. “ Gents, I give you the health of
our hero with the ready bayonet.”
“Boy, no wonder the kaiser ordered an arm-
and tailed it
the signal corps private.

istice high for Holland,” shouted
“He heard that Sergt.
James J. Kennedy had landed in France and .. .”

“Man, I'm gonna get me some of that dismal
from the

mud trenches what trod by his

heroic foot,” called First Class Private Levy, “and

was

auction it off when I get back to New York.”
But curiosity triumphed in the end and the
reader was allowed to resume:
. . at present stationed at Camp Pon-
tanazen. But as he goes into the front lines . .
even as the whistles shrill out their deadly mes-
sage of zero hour he bears with him a wonderful
vision, a vision of a glorious American girl back
She it was whose smile flashed encourage-
meht ot

* And

reant,

home,

the funny thing is,” continued the ser-
" that

morning,

a girl there
Re-

should

there must have heen
soldier.
that |

have stumbled on it out of all these hundreds of

at a
It’s funny

that who did smile

cause here's her letter,
letters. 1 suppose the rest are from sympathetic

people trying to cheer me up, but this girl was

actually there and says she remembered me at
once as soon as she read the enclosed story in
the New York Gazette. She sends me her pic-
ture. Not a bad-looking dame, either,”

“It's a riot,” agreed Corporal Ranzito, “but
vou hetter let the rest of us help read some of

the sympathetic letters. It'll take you six months

to go through all of 'em.”
A rush of pajama clad invalids responded and

soon half the contents of the barracks bag were

distributed among the prone readers who occu-

pied the beds in the conyalescent ward. For an

instant there was a dead silence, broken only by
the l'ipl\in'_f of enve lvvy\"~ and the unfolding of
newspaper clippings. = Then Corporal Ranzito

broke in:
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“Hell, this is funny. There must of been two

girls there that morning because this one says
she was there, too. And she was dressed in

white and leadin’ her little brother
lives in Philadelphia, be

, too. And she

: her clipping is from
the Philadelphia Press. She was up to New York

Here

on a visit and changin’ trains. her pic-
ture 2

And now the interruptions came thick and f:

amid growing laughter and excitement:
“Well, T'll be

Pittshurgh

damned. Here's another

that was

one

from there that morning.
She remembers smiling at you, Kennedy

York

* Another from New savs she lives

in T"I'F‘f‘!\‘l_\'ﬂ . . + she was there, too . . Same
day £

“Here's a dame from Bridgeport. She was
there . why they must have been DOZENS

of girls in white with little brothers on that plat-

form that morning

“This one’s from Atlanta. She was visiting
New York with her nephew . . . she remem-
bers <

“And here's one from Louisville. She alwavs
dresses in white. She was at Manhattan transfer
last Aug, 12 and . . .”

“That platform must of
dames in

with

This

been jammed
white and their little brothers.
gal ifrom Boston o

The voice of Sergt, James J. Kennedy presently
beat down the tumult,

& Did - ANY of
idea what awful liars women can be

Gradually the tumult died down. One by one
the barracks bags were emptied and the mound
of pictures on Sergt. Kennedy's bunk grew larger
and larger. Empty envelopes and discarded let-
ters and clippings littered the floor. Each man
read his fill of the epistles, sharing with his mates
the most romantic sentiments,

Goddelmighty. yvou have any

5

HE next afternoon the adjutant stopped the
Tscrg(‘ant as the latter was returning from his
visit of inspection to the telephone office and
asked him about the affair. It was the subject
of much levity in the officers’ mess that night.

The story received a new lease of life a week

later when another shipment of
Paris the States,
Kennedy was buried under a
from white clad damsecls
brothers about the
transfer.

mail reached

from and once again Sergt.

stack of letters
had led
platform at Manhattan

who small

Even Sergt. Kennedy began to doubt the
wisdom of the jest when the third shipment

arrived. It took too much effort sorting through
the heap of letters to dig out the few legitimate
missives from people he really knew. And he
didn’t have a great deal of leisure. He knew he
was due for return to duty any day and his secret
visits of inspection to the phone office (a fiction
religiously observed both by himself and the
diminutive operator) took a lot of time.

He had to work fast. The golden days in
Paris were drawing to a close, Half the A, E. F.
had packed up and gone home after the peace
conference. Now detachments were leaving for
the America bound transports almost daily;
transports which carried their quota of French
war brides,
idea.

And that gave Sergt. Kennedy his
With the big red-headed non-com, to think
was to act.
One autumn
office, clicked his heels together, and snapped a

day he marched into an inner
salute at the gray-headed colonel behind the desk.
“ Six” Kennedy re-

quests permission to secure transportation on an

he began briskly, " Sergt.

army transport for his wife, a former resident of
Pans.”

The old colonel looked startled.

“1 didn't know you were married, my boy,”
he observed kindly.

The sergeant’s checks flushed as red as his
hair,

“I'm not, sir. But I will be tomorrow, and I'd
like to take my wife home with me.”

The colonel fiddled with a pen for a minute.

“The army doesn’t look on such matters with
approval, sergeant,” he began, “ but in exceptional
cases . . . well, who's the bride?

“ Mlle. Yvonne Dumont, the telephone operator

”»

at Camp Hospital 121, sir,” replied the sergeant.
“Her father was a colonel in the French army
. killed at Verdun . ... and her whole family

was wiped out during the war. They lived near

Rheims . . . She’s well educated and , . . and
I love her, sir.”

The colonel beamed,

“Well, I guess maybe we can fix it up—and

get you your orders for home on the next trans-

port, sergeant . . . but . . .” and here a twinkle

crept into the officer’s eye, “ seems to me I heard
a story at mess. Aren’'t you the voung man that
gets more mail than anybody in the A, E, E.7 ”

Sergt. Kennedy grinned.

“1 quess 1 probably do, sir,”

The colonel smiled in his turn,

“TIs it still

ki § 33371
first letters came from the eastern seaboard.

" he asked.

“¥You see, the
But
the story was picked up by papers farther and

keeping up?

replied the sergeant.

farther west and it takes time for their letters to

get here.

The second shipment was mostly. from
around Chicago, Indianapolis, and Detroit. The
third came in from Kansas City, Denver, and Salt
Lake City. And

all the way from Secattle to Los Angeles:”

now I'm heginning to get 'em

The colonel laughed again.

“Well,
Parisienne

irom.

I'm surprised that you're marryi
United
I'd think with 2ll those letters . .

with all the States to, pick
The sergeant interrupted.

“If you please, sir, I never want to see another
letter.
perhaps one of the

And one thing in my fiancee’s favor, sir—

strongest motives that prompt-

ed me to marry her—was the fact that, well, sir,

she can’t write Enzlish and she admits she was

Manhattan transier in her life.”

Limpus,)
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