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CHAPTER XX.

“Chats With Fritz.”

We were swimming In money, from
the receipts of our theatrieal venture,
and had forgotten all about the war,
when an order came through that our
brigade would ngain tuke over thelr
Bector of the line.

The day that these orders were is-
wsued, our captain assembled the com-
pany and asked for volunteers to go to
the Machine Gun school at St. Omar.
I volunteered and was aceepted.

Sixteen men from our brigade left
for the course In machine gunnery.
This course lasted two weeks and wa
rejoined our unit and were assigned to
the brigade machine gun company. It
almost broke my heart to leave my
company mates.
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vised him to keep It “out of sight, or Fubbed It Into them, because they an
some Tommy would be sending It home 90 it, and now that It was my turn, I
to his girl in Blighty as a souvenir. 09k palns to get my own back.

One dark and rainy night while on At nine I reported to the captaln, re-
guard we were looking over the top CelVing my travel order and pass. He
from the fire step of our front-line 4Sked me how much money I wanted
trench, when we heard a noise imme- 0 draw. I glibly answered, “Three
diately in front of our barbed wire, Bundred francs, sir;” he just as glibly
The scntry next to me challenged, banded me one hundred.

“Halt, who comes there?" and brought  Reporting at brigade headquarters,
his rifle to the aim. His challenge was Vith niy puck weighing a ton, T walted,
unswered in Gerinan, A enptain in the With forty others, for the adjutant to
next traverse climbed upon the sand- I0speet us.  After an hour's wait, he
hogzed parapet to Investignte—a hrayve Came out; must have been sore becnuse
but foolhardy deed—“Crack" went a Dhe wasn't going with us,

bullet and he tumbled back into the | The quartermaster sergeant issued
trenct with a hole through his stofach Us two days' ratlons, in a little white
cand died o few minutes later. A lance canvas ration bag, which we tied to
corporal in the next platoon was so en-  our belts, '

ruged at the captain's death that he] Then two motor lorrles came along
chucked a Mills bomb in the direction and we piled 1n, laughing, jeking, and
of the nolse with the shouted warning in the best of spirits. We even loved
to us: “Duck your nappers, my lucky the Germans, weavere feeling so happy.
lnds.” A sharp dvnamite report, a flare Our Journey to seven days' bliss in i
(In front of us, and then silence, Blighty had commeneed. |

We immediately sent up two star The ride In the lorry lasted about |

shells, and in their light could see two  two hours; by this time we were cov-
dark forms lying on the ground close _vrmi with fine, white dust from the
to our wire. A sergeant and four |road, but didn’t mind, even If we were |
| stretcher-bearers went out in front and 'nvurlr choking.

|soon  returned, carrying two limp At the rallroad station at I we
|hudlps. Down In the dugout, In the | reported to an officer, who had a white
| flickering light of three candles, we | band around his arm, which read “R. |
saw that they were #wo German offi- | T. O." (RRoyal Transportation Officer). !

| er

' fitled with blood and brains.

cers, one"a captain and the other an
| “unteroffizier,” a rank one grade higher
than a sergeant general, but below the
| grade of lleutenant.

The captaln’s face had been almost
(completely torn away by the bomb's

The gun we used was the Vickers,
Light .303, water cooled.

I was still A member of the Sniclde
club, having jumped from the frylng
pan into the fire. I was assigned to
| exploston,

To us this officer was Santa Claus.
The sergeant in charge showed him
our orders; he glanced through them
and sald: “Make yourselves comfort-
able on the platform and don't leave ;
the train Is llable to be along In five

aection 1, gun No. 2, and the first time
*“n" took position in the front-line
trench,

During the day our gun would be
dismounted on the fire step ready for
instant use. We shared a dugout with
the Lewis gunners. At “stand to" we
would mount our gun on the parapet
and go on wntch beslde It until “stand
down” In the morning. Then the gun
would be dismounted and again placed
in readiness on the fire step.

We did eight days in the front-line

trench without nn.\-thjng unusunl hap- | quent |lit‘('0l.lg|lﬂ, the unteroffizier told

pening outside of the ordinary trench
routine. On the night that we were to
®earry out,” a bombing rald against the
German lines was puiled off. This rald-

‘ The palr had evidently been drink-

| dugont,
| man and he questioned the dying man,

| There had been ® drinking bhout

ing party consisted of sixty company |
men, sixteen bombers, and four Lewls |

machine guns with thelr crews,

| tiful on thelr side and that 1t did not

The rald took the Boches by surprise |
unnd was a complete success, the party |

bringing back twenty-one prisoners.
The Germans must have heen awful-
1y sore, because they turncd loose a

z¢ of shrapnel, with a few “Min- |
darrage of sh o e B | the English sentries,

mles"” and “whizz bangs" Intermixed.

The shells were dropping into our front |

1ine like hallstones,

To get even, we could have left the
Pprisoners in the fire trench, in charge
of the men on guard and let them elick
Fritz's strafelng but Tommy does not
treat prisoners that way,

Five of them were brought into my
dugout and turned over to me so that
they would be safe from the German
fire.

In the eandlelight, they looked very
much shaken, nerves gone and chalky
foces, with the exception of one, a
great big fellow, He looked very much
at ease. 1 liked him from the sturt.

I got out the rum Jar and gave ench
a nip and passed around some fags,
the old relinhle Woodbines, The other
prisoners looked their gratitude, but
the big fellow sald in English, “Thank
¥you, sir, the rum is excellent and I ap-
preciate it, also your kindness."

He told me his name was Carl
8chmidr, of the Sixty-sixth Bavarlan
Light infuntry; that he had lived six

i and he had erept out into No Man's
! Land to carry out this wager.

The unteroffizler was alive,

| breathing with difficulty, In a few min-

| utes he opened his eyes and blinked In
the glare of the candles.

minutes—or five hours."

It came In five hours, a string of
eleven match boxes on big, high
wheels, drawn by a dinky little englne'
with the *“con.” These match boxes
were catile cars, on the sldes of which |
was painted the old famillar algn, |
“Hommes 40, Chevaux 8,"

The R. T. O. stuck us all Into one
car. We didn’t care; It was as good
as a Pullman to us.

Two days we spent{ on that traln,
buniping, stopping, jerking ahead, and
sometimes sliding back. At three sta-
tlons we stopped long enough to make |
some tea, but were unable to wash, so |
when we arrived at B——, where we |
were to embark for Blighty, we wvrui
as black as Turcos and, with our un-
shaven faces, we looked like a lot of |
tramps. Though tired out, we were'
happy.

We had packed up, preparatory to

Ing heavlily, for the alcohol fumes were
sickening and completely pervaded the
I turned away In disgust,
hating to see a man cross the Great Di-
vide full of booze,

One of our officers could speak Ger-

In a faint volee, Interrupted by fre-

his story.

among the officers In one of the Ger-
man dugouts, the main beverage helng
champagne. With n drunken leer he
Informed us that champagne was plen-

cost them anything either. About seven
that night the conversation had turned
to the “contemptibie” English, and they gotraining, when a R. T. 0. held up his
eaptaln had made a wager that he | hand for us to stop where we were
would hang his cap on the English | and came over. This is what he said o
barbed wire to show his contempt for |
The wager was
At elght o'clock the enptain | |:

nceepted,

They had gotten about halfway ||
acrogs when the drink took effect und
the captain fell asleep. After about
two hours of valn attempts the unter-
oflizier had at last succeeded In wik- |
Ing the captain, reminded him of his |
bet, and warned him that he would be |
the laughing stock of the oflicers’ mess |
if he did not accomplish his objoet, b |
the captain was trembling !l over and
Inslsted on returning to the German
lines. In the darkness they lost their
hearings and erawled toward the Eng-
lish trenches, They renched the barbed
wire and were suddenly ehallenged hy
our sentry. Being too drunk to roallze
that the challenge was in English, the |
captidn refused to erawl back, Finally
the unteroflizier convineed his superior
that they were In front of the English
wire,  Realizing this too lnte, the e |
taln drew Lis revolver and with & mut- |
tered curse fired blindly toward our

| leather boot.
| that foot to hung extra bandoliers of |

trench, His bullet no doubt killed our |
years in New York (knew the elity bet- | captain, |

ter than [ did), had been to Coney | Then the bomb came over and there |
Island and many of our ball games. He | ., was, dying—and a good Job too, we
was a regular fan, I l.:lll]|lh"|"l make him | thought. The captaln deud? Well, his |
‘believe that Huns Wagner wasn't the | men wouldn't weep at the news

bﬁ-s.t ball _|.I:,‘\-.:r 1:_1 the w:-rh!. Without giving us any further infor- |
From New York he had gone to Lop- | dion the unceradliz! op Qied

:!{‘111,11\(\;:1::';;[1:; .\l\l'n_ll'i;ll'l!II!l-‘-"fﬂ r“ “I“-:II;\'III" We senrched the hodies for identifl- |
s 2586 . SUSE RELOPQ RO WAK || o from ats but they had left every-

v home Germ y s
he went :lm_ to Germuny to see his | thing behind before starting on thelr
parents, the war came und he was con- | foolhurdy errand

seripted, | J

lllu- told me he was very sorry to| NeXt afternoon we baried them in |
hear that London was in rins from | our little 1-.-[:|I|-.];..I-It ."1'““ from th
the Zeppolia raids I could not con-| Bréves of the Tommies, If you ever
winee him otherwise, for hadn't he seen | BY into that cemetery you will see twe |
‘moving pietures in one of the German e wooden crosses in the corner of
{efties of St, Paul's eathedral in ruins. | th:i,l:";"r':'l':t-; set away frow the rest.
: ey read:

I changed the suhject because
was so stubborn In his bellef,

he |
It was
my Intentlon to try and pump him for

Cuptnin
German Army

|
| | Diedd 10146 |
information as to the methods of the CUnkhown |
German snipers, who had been cans- R. 1. P.
ing us trouble in the last few dajys. i
I broarned the subject and he shut | | Unteroffizier |
Aap lke u clam. After a few tuinuleei i German Army
ihe very innocently sald: { Dicd — 1016
“German snipers get pald rownrﬂa!f Urknown
for killing the English.” ~ k. L P, }
I engerly asked, “What are they?” \ o
He answered : I |70 CHAPTER XXI.
“For killing or wonnding an English | .
About Turn.

private, the sniper gets one mark. Fur‘
killing or wounding an English officer
he gets five marks, but If he kills a Ited |
Cap or English general, the sniper gets
twenty-one days tied to the wheel of a
Jimber as punishment for his careless- | [UF hours in whieh to clean up. I had
pess.” |jtmt finished getting the mud from my
Then he paused, walting for me to | "Pform when the orderly sergeant in-
bite, I suppose, formed me that miy nome was In orders
I bit all right and nsked him why the to leave, and that I was to report to
sniper was punished for killing an the orderly rodm In the morning for or-
English general. With a smile he re- |9€Ts, transportation and rations,
plied: | 4 nearly had a fit, hustled about
“Well, you see, If all the English gen- | PAcking up, filling my pack with sou-
erals were killed, there would bhe no i"“"“‘-" sfich as shell heads, dud hombs,
one left to make costly mistakes,” | nose caps, shrapnel balls, and a Prus-
I shut him up, he was getting tmj"mn guardsman's helmet, In faet, be-
fresh for a prisoner. After a while he fore I turned in that night, T had every-
winked at me and I winked back, then | /D& ready to report at the orderly
the escort came to take the prisoners | F20™ At nine the next morning,
to the rear. I shook hands and wished | 1 Was the envy of the whole section,
him “The best of luck and a safe jonr- |SWanking around, telliog of the good
ney to Blighty.” time I was going to have, the places 1

The next evening we were relleved
by the —th brigade, and once ugaln
returned to rest billets, Upon orriving
at these billets we were glven twenty-

Dead Bodles Everywhere.

“Boys, I'm sorry, but orders have just |
been recelved cancelling all leave. If|
¥ou hud been three hours earller you
would have gotten away. Just stay In |
that train, as It s golng back. Rations|
W'l be fssued to you for yvour return
Journey to your respective statlons. |
Benstly rotten, I know.” Then he le.'t.]

A dead sllence resulted. Then men
started to curse, threw thele rifles on
the floor of the car; othebs sald noth-|
Ing, secmed to be stupefied, while some |
had the tears running down !ln-lr;
checks, It was a bitter disappointment
to all.

ITow we blinded at the engineer of |
that train; it was all his fault (so we/
rensoned) 3 why hadn't he speeded up a
little or heen on time, then we would
have gotten off before the order ar- |
rived? Now it was no Blighty for us.|

That return journey was misery to)
us; I just ean't deseribe 1t

When we ot back to rest billets, we
fonad that our brigade was In the
trenchies (another agreeable surprise)
and that en attack was contemplated,

Seventeen of the forty-one will never
get another chance to go on leave;
they were killed In the attack., Just
think If thet trafn had been on time,
thos=e seventeen would still be alive

I hate to tell you how ° was kidded
by the boys when I got back, but it was
gool and plenty,

Our machine gun eompany took over
their part of the line at seven o'clock,
the night after I returned from my
mear leave, '

At 3:30 the fcllowing morning three
waves went over and captured the first
and second German trenches, The
machine gunners went over with the
fourth wave to consolidate the cap-
tured line or “dig In,” as Tommy calls
it.

Orossing No Man's Land without
clicking any casualties, we came to
the German trench and mounted our
guns on the parados of same,

I never saw guch o mess In my life
—bunches of twisted barbed wire lying
about, shell hol»s everywhere, trench
all bashed In, parapets gone, and dead
bodies, why, that ditch was full of

| movement.

I liked that prisoner, he was a fine | WOUld visit, and the renl, old English
fellow, had an Iron _Cross, too, I ad- 0eeT I Intended to guzzle, Sort of

them, theirs and ours, It was s _regu-

1
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lar morgue. Some were mangléd hor-
ribly from our shell fire, while others
were wholly or partly buried In the
mud, the result of shell explosions cav-
Ing In the walls of the trench. One
dead German was lying on his back,
with a rifle sticking stralght up In t]:mi
alr, the bayonet of which was burled |
to the hilt In his chest. Across his feet |
lay a dead English soldier with a bul-[
let hole In his forehead. This Tommy
must have been killed just as he ran |
his bayonet through the German. |

Rifles and equipment were scattered
about, and occaslonally a steel helmet
could be seen sticking out of the mud.

At one point, just in the entrance to |
a communication trench, was a streteh- |
On this stretcher a German was
Iying with a white bandage around his
knee, near to him lay one of the
strotcher-bearers, the red cross on his
arm covered with mud and his helmet
Close by, |
sitting up agalnst the wall of the
trench, with head resting on his chest, |
was the other sfretcher-bearer, He
seemed to be alive, the posture was so
natural and easy; but when I gotl
closer I could see a large, jagged hole,
in his temple. The three must have|

! been killed by the same shell-burst.

The dugouts were all smashed In and
knocked about, big square-cut timbers
splintered Into bits, walls caved In and
entrances choked. i

Tommy, after taking a trench, learns |
to his sorrow that the hardest part of
the work I8 to hold it.

In our case this proved to be so,

The German artillery and machine
guns had us taped (ranged) for fair;
it was worth your life to expose your-
self an Instant,

Don't think for a minute that the
Germans were the only sufferers; we
were clicking casualtles so fast that
¥ou needed an adding machine to keep
track of them,

DId you ever see one of the steam
shovels at work on the Panama canal}
Well, it would look llke a hen scratch-
ing alongside of a Tommy “digging In"
while under fire. You couldn't see day-
light through the clouds of dirt from
his shovel,

After losing three out of six men of
our crew we managed to set up our
machine gun. One of the legs of the
tripod was resting on the chest of al
half-burled body. When the gun was |
firing, it gave the lmpression that the
body was breathing. This was caused |
by the excessive vibration, |

Three or four feet down the trench, |
about three feet from the ground, e
foot was protruding feom the Nu'th.|I
We knew it was a German by the black |
One of our crew used|

aménunition on. This man always was
A handy fellow; made use of little |
points that the ordinary person would |
overlook,

The Germans made three counter- !
gtacks, which we repulsed, but not |
without heavy loss on our side. The
also suffered severely from our shel
und muachione-gun fire, The ground wa:

| spotted with their dead and dying.

The next day things were somewha,
quicter, bat not quict enough to bury
the dead.

We lived, ate and slept In that trench
with e unburied dead for six days, |
It was awful to wstch their fuces be-
come swaollen and discolored, Towards |
the last the stench was flerce,

What got on my nerves the most was
that foot sticking out of the dirt, It!
seemed to me, at night, In the moon-
light, to be trying to twist around.

| Several times this fmpresslon was so

strong that I went to it and grasped it
in both hands, to see If I could feel a

1 told this to the man who had used
it for a hatrack just before I lay down
for a little nap, as things were qulet,
and I needed a rest pretty badly.
When 1 woke up the foot was gone.
He had cut it off with our chaln saw
out of the spare parts' hox, and had
plastered the stu ., sver with mud.

During the next two or three days,
before we were relleved, I missed that
foot dreadfully; seemed as If 1 had|
suddenly lost a chum. ‘

I think the worst thing of all was to
watch the rats, at night, and xumo—|
times in the day, run over and play |
about among the dead. |

Neur our gun, right neross the pura-[
pet, could be seen the body of a Ger- |
man lieutenant, the head and arms of |
which were hanging Into our trench. |
The man who had cut off the foot used |
to sit and earry on a one-sided conver-
satlon with this oflicer, used to argue |
and point out why Germany was In the
wrong. During all of this monologue |
I never heard him say anything out of |
the way—anything that would have |
hurt the officer’'s feellngs had he been
alive. He was square all right;
wouldn't even take adyantage of a
dead mar In an argument,

To civillans this must seem dread-
ful, but out here ¢ne gets so used to

awful sighta that 1t makes no Impres
slon. In passing a butcher shop you
are not shocked by secing a dead tur-
key hanging from a hook. Well, In
France, a dend body s looked upon
from the same angle,

But, nevertheless, vhen our slx days
were up, we were tickled to death to
be relleved.

Our machine gun company lost
seventeen killed and thirty-one wound-
ed In that little local affair of
“strunightening the line,” while the
other companles clicked It worse than
we did,

After the attack we went Into re-
serve billets for six days, and on the
seventh once agaln we were In rest bil-
lets,

CHAPTER XXIl

Punishments and Machine-Gun Stunts,

| 1y for “Yankee Impudence.”

| and Fritz seemed to know It, because

. Boon after my arrival In France; in
—
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fatt, Trom My @nnstment, 1 WAY rouna
that in the British army discipline is
very strict. One has te be very care-
ful In order to stay on the narrow path
of government virtue.

There are about seven million ways
of breaking the king's regulations; to
keep one you have to break another. |

The worst punishment I1s death by a.
firing squad, or “up agalnst the wall,”
as Tommy calls it.

This is for desertlon, cowardice, mu-
tiny, giving Information to the enemy,
looting, rape, robbing the dead, forcing
a safeguard, strikilng a superior, ete, |

Then comes the punishment of sixty-
four days In the front-line trench with-
out relef. During this time you have
to engage in all ralds, working parties
in No Man's Lund, and every hazardous
undertaking that comes along. If you
live through the sixty-four days you !
are lileed lucky.

This punishment Is awarded where
there is a doubt as to the wiliful gulit |
of a man who bas committed an of-
fence punishable by death,

Then comes the famous field pun-
ishment No. 1. Tommy has nicknamed
it “crucifixion.” It means that H.man !
is sprend-engled on a limber whw_-l.J
two hours a day for twenty-one days.
During this time he only gets water,
bully heef and biscuits for his chow.
You get “crucified” for repeated minor
offenses,

Next In order Is fleld punishment
No. 2,

This Is confinement in the “clink,”
without blankets, getting water, bully
beef and biscults for rations and doing
all the dirty work that can be found.
This may be for twenty-four hours or
twenty days, according to the gravity
of the offense, .

Then comes “pack drill” or default-
ers' parade, This consists of drilling,
mostly at the double, for two hours
with full equfpment, Tommy hates
this, because It Is hard work. Some-
times he fills his pack with straw to
lighten it, and sometimes he gets
caught. If he gets caught, he grouses
at everything In general for twenty-
one days, from the vantage point of a
limber wheel,

Next comes “C. B.” meaning “con-
fined to barracks.” This consists of
staying In billets or barracks for twen-
ty-four hours to seven days., You also
get an oceaslonnl defaulters’ parade
and dirty jobs around the quarters.

The sergeant major keeps what s
known as the crime sheet. When a
man commits an offense, he I8
“erimed,” that s, his name, number
and offense I8 entered on the crime
sheet. Next day at 9 a. m, he goes to
the “orderly room" before the eaptain.
who either punishes him with “C. B."
or semds him before the O, C. (officer
commanding battallon). The ecaptnin
of the company can only award “C. B."

Tommy many a time has thanked
the king for making that provision in
his regulations,

To gain the title of a “smart soldler,"
fommy has to keep clear of the erime
sheet, and you have to be darned smart
to do it.

I have been on It n few times, most-

During our stay of two weeks in|
rest billets our.captain put us through |
a course of machine-gun drills, trylng
out new stunts and theorles,

After parades were over, our guns'
crews got together and also tried out
some theories of thelr own in reference
to handling guns, These courses had
nothing to do with the advancement of
the war, consisted mostly of ecausing
tricky jams in the gun, and then the
rest of the erew would endeavor to lo-
cate us quickly as possible the eanse
of the stoppage. This smused them
for a few days and then things came to
a standstill,

One of the boys on my run clalmed
that he could play a tune while the
gun was actually firing, and demon-
strated this fact one day on the target
range. We were very enthusiastie and
declded to become musicians,

After constant practice T bhecame
quite expert in the tune entitled “All
Conductors Have Big Feet.,”

When I had mastered this tune, our
two weeks' rest came to an end, and
once agnin we went up the line andg
took over the sector In front of G
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ClUmMpP or Woods o INE 16Tt 0r Ul cema-
tery, and while Fritz wasin the middle
of his lesson, would open up and trust
to luck. By our calculations, it would
take at least a week to pull off the
stunt.

If Fritz refused to swallow our balt,
it would be impossible to locate hils
special gun, and that's the one we were
after, because they all sound allke, a
slow pup-pup-pup.

Our prestige was hanging by a
thread. In theé battallon we hud to en-
dure all kinds of insults and fresh re-
marks as to our ability in silencing
Fritz. Even to the battalion that Ger-
man gun was a sore spot.

Next day, Fritz opened up as usual
I let him fire away for a while and
then hutted in with my “pup-pup-pup-
pup-pup-pup.” I kept this up quite a
while, used two belts of ammunition.
Fritz had stopped firing to listeg. Then
he sturted In; sure enough, he had
fallen for our game, his gun was trying
to Imitate mine, but, at first he made a
horrible mess of that tune. Again I
bhutted In with a few bars and stopped.
Then he triled to copy what I had
played. He was a good sport all right,
because his bullets were gwing awsy
over our heads, must have been firing
Into the alr., I commeénced to feel
friendly toward®him,

This duet went on for five days.
Fritz was a good pupll and learned
rapldly, in fact, got better than his
teacher, I commenced to feel jealous.
When he had completely mastered the
tune, he started sweeplng the road
ngaln and we clicked it worse than
ever. But he signéd his death warrant
by dolng so, because my friendship
turned to hate. Every time he fired he
played that tune and we danced.

The boys In the battallon gave us
the “Ha! Hal!" They weren't in on
our little frameup,

The originator of the ruse and the
other two gunners had Fritz's location
taped to the minute; they mounted
their two guns, and also gave me the
range. The next afternoon was set for
the grand finale,

Our three guns, with different eleva-
tions, had thelr fire so arranged, that,
opening up together, thelr bullets
would suddenly drop on Fritz Nke a
hallstorm.

About three tie next day, Fritz start.
ed “pup-pupping” that tune. I blew a
sharp blast on a whistle, it was the sig-
nal agreed upon; we turned loose and
Fritz's gun suddenly stopped In the
middle of a bar, We had cooked his
goose, and our ruse had worked. After
firing two belts each, to make sure of
our job, we hurrledly dismonnted our
guns and took cover In the dugout. We
knew what to expect soon, We didn't
have to walt long, three salvos of
“whizz-bangs”™ eame over from Fritz's
artlllery, a further confirmation that
we had sent that musieal mhcHine-gun-
wer on his Westward-bound journey,

That gun never bothered us again.
We were the heroes of the battalion,
our captain congratulated us, sald it
wus u neat plece of work, and, conse-
quently, we were all puffed up over the
stunt.

There nre several ways Tommy uses
to disgulse the locatlon of his machine
gun and get his range. Some of the
most commonly used stunts are as fol-
lows:

At night, when he mounts his gun
over the top of his trench and wants
to get the range of Fritz's trench he
ndopts the method of what he terms
“goetting the sparks.” This consists of
firing burste from his gun until the
bullets hit the German barbed wire,
He can tell when they are cutting the
wire, because a bullet when It hits a
wire throws out a blue electric spark,
Machine-gun fire is very damaging to
wire and causes many a wiring party
to go out at night when it Is quiet to
repalr the damage,

To disgulse the flare of hls gun at
night when firlng, Tommy uses what s
called n flare protector, This {8 a stove-
pipe arrangement which fits over the
barrel casing of the gun and screens
the sparks from the right and left, but
not from the front. So Tommy, always
resourceful, adopts this scheme: About
three feet or less In front of the gun he

wood,

At this point the German trenches
ran around the base of a hill, on the
top of which was a denge wood. This
wood was infested with machine guns,
which used to traverse our lines at
will, and sweep the streets of a llttle
village, where we were billeted while
in reserve,

There wns one gun In particular
which used to get our goats, it had the
exnct range of our “elephant" dugout
entrance, and every moming, about the
time rations were belng brought up, its
bullets would knock up the dust on the
road; more than one Tommy went
West or to Blighty by running Into
them,

This gun got our nerves on edge,

he never gave us an hour's rest. Our
reprtation as machine gunners was at
stake; we tried varlous ruses to locate
and put this gun out of action, but
each one proved to be a fallure, and
Fritz became a worse nulsance than
ever, He was getting fresher and more
careless every day, took all kinds of
liberties with us—thought he was In-
vineible,

Then one of our erew got a brilllant
Idea and we were all enthuslastic to
put it to the test.

lle;e was his scheme :

When firlng my gun, T was to play
my tune, and Fritz, no doubt, would
fall for it, try to Imitate me ns au
added insult. This gunner and two
otkers would try, by the sound, to lo-
cate tz and his gun. After having
‘got the location, tHey would mount

two machine guns in trees, In a little
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Showing How Fritz Is Fooled.

drives two stakes Into the ground,
fbout five feet apart, Across these
stakes he stretehes a curtaln made out
of empty sandbags ripped open. He
sonks this curtain In water and fires
through 1. The water prevents |t
catehine fire and cliectively screens
the flure of the firlpg gun from the
enemy,

Sound Is & valunhle neset m loenting
& machine gun, hut Tommy surmounts
this obstacle by placing two machine
guns about one hundred to one hune
dred and fifty yoards apart. The gun
on the right to cover with its fire the
sector of the left gun and the gun on
the left to cover that of the right
gun, This makes their fire Ccross ; they
are fired simultaneously,

By this method |t sounds llke one
gun firing end gives the Germans the
Impression that the gun is firlng from
& polut midway betwoeen the guns
Which are actunlly firing, and they ne-
cordingly shell that purticular spot.
The machine gunners chuckle and say,

“Fritz s a brainy bo . n '
aln't” ¥ boy, not ‘alf he

—_—

(To be Continued,)
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