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CHAPTER |
Little Johnny Sees the Soldiers.
I'TTLE Jobkuny Pershing peered

around the end of the work train

“ad.” he called, his shrill child’s
volee sounding above the “thud, thud,
thud!"” of the plcks wielded by the con-
stroction gang, “oh, dad, Kin | stay
from school today? Company I is
goln' to have a drill, amd 1 want to see
them."

John Pershing, constructlon fore-
man, wiped the perspiration from hls
brow and climbed down from the em-
bankment where the new slde track
was being lald, He approached the
boy, laid his hand on his shoulder and
asked, “What does mother say 7'

“She told me to run over and ask
you."

“Well, iIf mother don't say no, go
ahead.”

With a whoop of delight and evl-
dently anticipating his mother's con-
sent, lttle Johnny ran for bhome as
fast as his little bare brown feet would
carry him, His mother stosd in the
doorway of the neat little white cot-
tage. She smiled, knowing that father
had followed the usual plan of “leav-
ing it to mother.”

“Iather says 1 kin stay if you don't
care, mother, Please let me see the
soldiers drill!™

“Well, 1 guess one afternoon from
schiool won't make much difference,
and you do love to watch the soldiers,
don't you, Johnny 7"

“1 sure do, mother.”

“Well, get your face and
washed and come in to Junch."

After lunch Johnny hied to the vil-
lage square of the little town of La-
clede, Mo., and took up his polnt of
vantage on the band stand, where he
could see all operations,

The drill over, Captaln Johnson, at-
tra by the keen Interest with
which the barefooted little urchin had
followed every movement, sald, “Well,
sonny, what do you think of my sol-
diers?"

“They're pretty good drlllers, cap-
taln, but they don't step out smart
enongh.”

“By Jove! Right you are, bhoy!
That's just what 1 was a-tellin’ them,
Are you going to be a soldler when
you grow up ¥’

“That’s what 1 want to be, but dad
says he has other pluns.”

“Maybe he'll change his mind when
You get big, sonny., DPlans don't allus
work out as expected.”

But even little Johnny Pershing's
plans, way back there in Missourl in
the sixties, were not formed with posi-

hands

LITTLE JOHNNY SBEES THE SOLDIERS DRILL.

tiveness, as is the case with the plans
of so many youngsters. True, he want.
ed to be a soldier. What live lad In
the years just after the civil war did
not have his thoughts fired by the
stories of fighting in the great strug-
gle? In his dreams he saw himself
leading desperate charges against the
enemy? DBut he also had dreams of
being a lawyer and standing, like
Daniel Webster or Henry Clay, with
one hand thrust into his coat, moving
judges and juries with his elogquence.
He and his mother and father just
knew, of course, that Johnny would
make a fine lawyer, because he always
stood well in his studies in the town
school,

“Mother,” said the elder Pershing
one day, “I feel I'm getting a bit too
old to work on the road much longer,
Old Brainard passed me on the street
today and stopped to chat with me.
He wants me to buy out his general
store and thinks I could make it pay.
What do you say?"

After much planning between Mr,
Pershing and his wife and weighing of
possibilities the step was decided upon,
and Johnny PPershing's father became
a merchant. Jolnny's part in the mat-
ter was that of active partner—very
active, indeed, for to him fell the work
of assisting in the store after school
and running on such errands as were
not beyond his strength.

“Johnny's a good boy and helpful to

father and me” sald Mrs, IPershing.
“but sometimes It Is a litle hard to
t him away from his Lools Heems

Hi%e he wiants to gpeid most of his
the studying. Bot 1 feckon hie'll grow

v well, for be can run and jump as
lfr IIJ"

well Bs ar Inds  lhore:nbout
Flehts soinetlmes, too Why, ‘twas
ondy last weelk that he pitched into

that Shgmous bey for mw
ither, You know,

.t »
1N THI O
Tither ket the Un

ot Uae dving here when some of ol
nelghbo bavorad the south, and it
seems Mr, Simmons shoke abott it an

Lok vimmons lanched nt .:":.‘:I\' on
account of it. PHut Johnuy savs Bob
won't laugh any wore. They do sa

Johiunny made ban Goller ‘guit® in ju
a foew mintutes, 1 reclion T don't want
to i, but iF bhe mast fight
bhe wiglht ns well do it defeuding his
own father’

Jolnny

CHAPTER I
“Soldier, Lawyer or Schoolteacher?”
0, sudyiiz aud  working—and
Rehting sowel mes—<until e was
“lirtle Jahnuy™ no more, .’ll{lll'll_‘n

Pershi'ng grew aud grew until he out

grew the litle village school In La
vlide The little store paid  well
enough to warrant the expeaditure of
money on Joli's education, and a fawm

Hy conferen e resulied in the sending
of him to the normal school at Kirks
ville, one of the not.d schools in that
part of  Missourl, Throughout the
vears which he spent there—years of
hajginess. with plenty of hard work
al Lis books und plenty of vutdoor rec-
roeation—the Ilea of becoming a law-
yor persisied In the lad’s mind.  Many
a time be spoke of it to boyhood
friends, and it seemed that he would
surely become an attorney after pass-
ing through the stage throvgh which
somany of vur American country bred
lawyers have passed, that cuf school-
teacher. '
“Mother,” gald he one day on one of
his visits home from Kirksville, “I've

been  appointed  teacher at  Prairle
Mound, 1 feel as thovgh 1 ought to do

something now to help dad and you.
8o I'm going to teach school and try to
earn enongh so that I can study law.
I did want to be n soldier, but 1 don’t
believe there'll evor be another big
war, and 1 don't vwaut to be a soldier
all my lfe udless 1 can see active
service.™

Soldier or not, Jobn was to gee a
lively Lit of fi<ht'ne before he had been
a schoolmaster very long,

“PIlE" gald he one day to one of his
bigear pupils, *did yon stidy your
spelling lesson? “XNo, and 1 ain't a-go-
" to" was the sallen reply of the big
boy. The eantire «lass looked up with
gidden, ke interest,  Billy had **al-
1owed™ before them oll nt recess that
dny Tthet be was tlred of “Johuny
Pershing's bullyin® ™ and he was “go-
' to ghow hilm that a teacher isn't
e whale school anyway,”

“Why wuot? asiked the
quietly,

1)

teacher

Couse 1 Aldn't feel

Billy's lmpudent reply
“Youtl stay afier «thonl ard study

it!" The words of julgment came with

like it)" was

a snap from John Pershing's square
jaws,
“Won't, neither!” sa'd Billy. And in

i woment, ag the teacher reached for
his collar (this was long before the
days of “me @] snasion™), there was a
lively mixvp in the country school; but,
of course, the teacher won, and the
thoroughly thrashed and cowed Billy
stayed in

Next day the school had a visitor
He was Billy's father, and every hair
in his red side whiskers bristled with
anger as he drove up to the school

From his mputh came a stream of
curses  on  Jehuny  Pershing,  He'd

show him whetlhier he epuld lick his
boy or not, In his hand was a big
army revolver, It looked pretty se

rious for Johnny Pershing. The young
fellow did noi seare, In a quiet, even
tone he sald to the angry farmer:

“Get off your horge, put up your gun
take off your amd fight like »
man!"

With all his bluster, the man was no'
a coward., He accepnted John's fuvita
tion, and there was 1]
ever seen in that part of
John was then only 0 lod of seventes
or eighteen, but hie whipped the grow:
man to a frazzle.

Coat

the fnest ser

NMisaonet

“Johu,” sukd Mr. Pershing to his sor

one day not long alier this fAght. “Jlr
lurreaghs is ol O anpeal a youn
man from this congressionel Glstrict 1
West Moint You've alvays Bad g
sort of hlea that you wani:cd to

soldier. Why don't yvon try for tly
sppointment

“T'Il do I, father.” said Joehn, 1 an
sure | nations 4
Mr, Burroughs wiil give me permission
to try. 'l £o und see him today.” .

2o “Towbead” Jolinuy Mershing wen!
to call on Cogkressman Durroughs an
obtained his permission to enter the
sxamination for the great, wonderfnol

can pass the exgmf

IS |

siftary acaddmy at Vest Point which
bad turned out so many famous sol-
dlers. It was a narrow squeak for
John, since he won the appointment
by only one point. A dilference almost
too small to be measured would have
sent anotbher man to “the Polnt,” and
John would in all likelihood have Le-
come a city lawyer iustead of a gen-
eral
CHAPTER I,
An Officer In the Army,

HETIHER a man remains in the
army long enough to win bis

I ral's stars or whether Le
leaves the scrvice before be even i
islies the course at the Military acade
my, hie never forgeis the day that gees
him eunrotled 4t “the lolat.” It &8s one
of the “days of days™ In his life. It is
all so new and strange and there are
g0 mwany riules to be obzerved and cis-
toms to be learned and things to le
scen that jt is like begiuning a pew
Ife. Many a country lad enters the
academy raw, green and untrained.
and If he has the pluck and stamina
mental and physical, to finlsh the cours
he emerges a [nished product—**an of
fleer and a gentleman''—fit to comma; !
men.

So It was with John Pershing. But
he did more than finish the course: he
went through it with honor. He was
gradoated as senior cadet captain.
which menns that in military affai
he ranked above all his classmates
Others topped bim in some of the
studies which make up the currienlum
at the United-States Milltary academy,
but it was his voice that rang out the
commands for Llis classmates on

B

HE BECOMES ONE OF WEST POINT'S MOST
DARING HOUSEMEN,

the widespread and beautiful parade
ground on the proud day when the
cadets were reviewed by the secretary
of war. This was in June, 1886, and
John became Lieutenant Pershing,
United States army. He was then
twenty-six years old.

He had been home to visit the
“folks” during his Purlough after he
had been at the academy two years.
His friends turned out to greet him,
of course, and the rest of the town
flocked to see him arrive. It isn't ev-
ery day that a man from West I'oint
arrives at a little place in Missourl,
and every one wanted to see as soon
a8 possible what two years of Uncle
Sam's training bad done for Jolnny
Pershing. They were not disappoint-
ed. He had left Laclede a tall, wiry,
young fellow, without any especianl dis-
tinetion; he returned a well set uap.
strong chap, showing in his bearing the
results of the rigid traininz of the
gyvmnasinm and fields. He had already
the assured bearing of a military man.
He had become a wonderful equestri-
an, riding anything that the academy
held in the line of horseflesh. Ile was
always first to get away when the
bugles rang out the notes of the
“Charge!”

Of course John's first day home was
given to his folks, No one else could
take the first happy hours of the young
man on furlough. But the second day
found him wandering in the fields and
womds with his boyhood chnm, Charley
Spurgeon,

There was so much to tell about the
life at the academy! *“Tell me,” said
Charley, “what do you think about
life in the army?"

“I don't think I'll stick to it,” said
John, “although I'll try to finish the
course at the academy. 1 think I'll
have to go back to my original idea of
studying law, This country is at peace
now, and it's going to stay at peace.
There won't be a gun fired in the next
hundred years. The army is no place
for me in peace time. I'd start in as
n second lieutenant and 1I'd get to be
a first lieutenant only when the first
lieutenant died, and so on through all
the grades. U'm older now than most
of the men at the academy, and per-
haps I'd be no higher than a colonel
when the time came for me to retire.
1 believe the world is going to be too
peaceful in the future to make the
army look very promising to me as a
career."”

Put Lieutenant Pershing found plen-
ty of work to do as a soldier and that,
too, soon after his graduation. The
Apaches and other wild western tribes
were often on the rampage, and the
soldier ordered to the western plains
and mountains and mesas had his
work cut out for him., Pershing in the
cavalry, the branch ol the service most
often usw]l agalnst
his share of the hard work, It did not
always mean fighting, however, Often
there were palavers with the chiefs
and matters conld be settled without
dloodshed,

Even in those early days Pershing
rhowed the quick thought that distin
guished him In flelds far removed from
the western states. Army men tell
with delight how one day Pershing
was sent by his commanding officer to
attend a eouncil of Navaho braves:. It
was a holiday, and tbe redskins were

the redsking, '‘got

One of the braves spied the tall, ath-
letle figure of Lieutenant Persbing.

He walked up to the soldier.

“Huh!" he said, following it with a
long string of Indian gutturals.

“He says he wants to wrestle with
the big white man” said the inter-
preter.

“Tell him,” sald Pershing, “nothing
doing. He's too dirty.”

“All right,” was the Indian's retort.

“If I'm too dirty to wrestle with I'll |

run him a foot race, All be'll bave to
do 1s keep aliead of me.”

“Race him, Jack” said Lieutenant
Grayson. “It's up to you to uphold
the honor of the white race.”

“Can't be done. You know my ankle
is still weak from that sprain.”

“They won't belleve it. You ean
beat the big buck anyway.”

So the race was run and was nearly
lost by Pershing, About ten feet from
the finlsh line his ankle gave way and
he rolled over in a heap. But his pres.
ence of mind remained upright, and
with a mighty effort he gathered him-
self up into a ball, turned a somersault
and landed across the line a winner.

CHAPTER 1V,
Fighting and Studying.

O the years go for Pershing in the
west. There is some fighting,
much marching and drilling, with

official commendation for duty well
performed. But promotion lags. The
call of Blackstone and Kent still tries
to lure bim from the profession of
arms, but it is not until 1803, when he
has just -completed a year's term as
military instructor at the University
of Nebraskg, that he wins his degree
of bachelor of laws. [Ile has put in
all bis spare thne in the study of the
law. He will make a good lawyer,
for his keen minll is used to reasoning
out closely the problems that confront
him. But he has spent eleven years
in the army, including the four years
as the Military academy, and it is
bard to break away from long associa-
tions. He will remain in the service,
for awhile at least, he thinks. Iis
men think well of him, especially the
colored troopers of the Tenth cavalry.
In command of whom he has acquired
the sobriguet of “Black Jack.” He has
also served as an instructor at the
wmilitary academy.

In the meantime his belief that the
United States will never become in-
volved in another war is in a fair way
to be disproved. For a century or
more the black cloud of revolt has
hung over Cuba and the Philippines,
and the severity of the Spanish gov-
ernment in the “Pearl of the Antilles™
has evoked protests from the United
States. Then come the destruction of
the Maine, the fevered debates In con-
gress, the declaration of war, and ev-
ery regular army officer is burning to
get into the scrap in Cuba. Of course
“Black Jack” Pershing was one.

It is on the day of El Caney, one of
the hottest fights of the short war,
that the colonel of the Tenth cavalry
turns to his orderly, “Who commands
those troopers there on the right?” he
asks.

“That's Pershing, sir.”

“By Jove, I thought so! He's the
man! See him go up that hill! I've
been through the civil war and I've
seen men under fire many a time, but
on my word, he's the bravest and cool-
est man under fire I ever saw in my
life! Washington shall hear of this,
sir!"

And Washington did hear of it, to
such good effect that Lieutenant PPersh.
ing, now major of volunteers, went to
the Philippines when that bunch of un-
ruly islands needed cleaning up. In
the meantime he had shown his fine
administrative abilities as organizer
and first chief of the bureau on insular
affairs. It was hard work, almost like
getting up a new department of the

DEFEATS THE BAVAGE
MOROS,

HE FIGHTS AND

government, and many a time Pershin:
could be seen nights in Washington
stretching his walks for miles anid
miles toward the outskirts of the city
while he wrestled with the problems
that confronted him. But he “made
good,” as he had done ia everrthing
he undertook since his boyhood days,
L] L L - L L] -

“] have heard of these new white
men who have come to our lamds to
take the place of the Spaniards,” said
Datto Bangbang of the Moros to his
most intimate friend. “They are bet-
ter fighters than the Spaniards, it is
gnid, But they cannot prevail against
us. Are not our krisses and barongs
sharp enough to cut them up? Have
we not the great prophet with us, who
promises us everlasting blise hereafter
if we die killing the dogs of unbeliev-
ers? Let them come!™

“I have heard of these Moros,” said
“Black Jack™ Pershing. “They're
tough customers. But they've got to
obey the laws and stop their fighting

*Navy club in Was

now that our Uncle Sam is thelr new
‘overlord." 1 think we can clean them
up, ¢h, Bill?" And Lieutenant Brew-
ster, his friend, nodded and said, “You
bet!"

The days were very full now for
Pershing and Drewster and their men
and all the other Americans who were
trying to instill lawabiding ways iuto
the flerce Moros. It was a hard task.
Bome sald that It was Impossible.
They had to fizht vot oniy agalngt the
savage AMoros, Lut azainst a treacher-
ous climate, I suiied to the white
man, even though he [ able to take
all possible care of himsell. Dut when
the white man has to do his Ggzhiive,
now In swoarp and jungle, now on the
sides of stecp monutalps, now in the
hot tropleal suusbhine and now in the
cool of the evening and the deep trop-
lcal midnizht azainst a brave, wily,
fanatical enemy it is nct to be won-
dered at thot the geit drazz=ed on for
years. Even men llke Pershing,, back-
ed'hy soldlers brave as any the world
ever produced, coald pot be expected to
complete the fob in o shot tme,

The smoking romnu of the Army-and
iasston was well illed
when the news came that “DPershing
bhad done it sgain” “Whiat do yoy
think of ‘Blach Jack’ Pershine? asked
one member of another. “JeTerson's
been up at the secretary's today, and
the old man told him that Uershing's
not ouly cleaned up the Mores, but has
got the Dlooniing heatien tor eloct him
one of thelr clilefs. “what d've call
thoge chlefs? Fay, Drovn, you've been
up arainst the Moros,  \Wihat do they
call those chiefs of theirs® Oh, ves;
dattos We've got a
datto amonz ns now, hoys,
a datto, Da
doesu't it¥

And at that minute in the far away
Phllippines Captain Pershing—he had
his two bars on his shoulders now—
was walliing through a Moro village
with brown skinned Moro maidens
strewing tlowers In his pathway. Was
hie thinking of the dowers and the hom-
age that was being paid to him? Not
a bit of it. lIe was rehearsing in his
mind the passaze from the Koran
which he was golng to spring on Datto
Bangbang to helghten still further that
dusky chieftain’s respect for him!

Wily PPershing! He has had the wit
to see that these people can be pacified
as well by getting inside their minds
as by shooting civilization into them.
He has done his share of shooting,
with extraordinary courage that is to
bear extraordinary fruit in Washing-
ton, Twice he went after the Moros—
in 1001-3 and in 1011-13.

Much ol
Pershing's

fo Pershinz scunds well,

CHAPTER V.
Making a Record Jump—Romance and
Tragedy.

HE news of Pershing’s promotion
T to brigadier genbral thrilled Wash-

ington and sent a wave of aston-
ishment through the nation, From eap-
tain to brigadier general! Over the
heads of 862 senior officers jumps the
man who was once undecided whether
he should become a lawyer or a sol-
dier. Unprecedented jump and one
not to be repeated, in all likelihood, in
the history of the American army.
But the former soldier in the White
House bhas followed with admiration
and perbaps just a bit of envy the won-
derful work of the soldier in the Phil-
ippines.

“I've just got to promote that man.
Taft says the law won't let me make
kim a major or a colonel. What shall
I do with him? By Godfrey, I've got
it, I've got it! Hello, hello, give me
Secretary Taft at once. Mr, Taft, does
the law permit the president of the
United States to make a general officer
of any officer in the United States
army? It is your opinion that it does.
Good! Have your man make out a
commission for Brigadier General John
J. Pershing as soon as you can, send it
over to me, and I'll sign it at once,
Goodhy.”

- - L - L] L -

“Miss Warren,” said Major Lampson
at a reception at the home of Senator
Warren of Wyoming, “will you permit
me to present my friend Captain Persh-
ing?

“I nm delighted to meet Captain Per-
shing,” said Miss IFFrances Warren. *1
have heard of his work in Cuba and
the Philippines and have desired to
congratulate him,”

This was the beginning of the ro-
mance in the lige of General Pershing,
a romance that was destined to end in
deepest tragedy.  Miss Warren was
voung, beawkiful and a belle in Wash-
ington society. Ier father, senator
from Wyoming, was one of the leaders
in the national vpper house. She had
heard the work of Caprain Pershing
landed by the senaters when President
Roosevelt matde the ecaptain’s record
panrt of an anntval messave to CONSTeLs,
So, like Desdemona, she “loved him for
the dangers e had passed.”

They were married on Jan, 26, 1905,
Three daughters aud a son were born
to them, and then came the eud in Au-
sust, 1015, In a fire at the I'residio.
San Franeisco, Mrs. Pershing and the
thiree little girls were suffocated. The
Warren, was resemed. General
I'ershing was then stationed at E)
PPaso. After a few dayvs of bitter grief
he returned to his work in the army,
move silent than before, with his face
deeply graved with lines of sorrow
Ouly the boy and his army career re
mained for him.

Azain a crisis faces the United States
in relation to Mexican affairs. There
have been many seripus situations in
the past three years, but none quite
as bad as this, Villa has broken loose
has raided Columbus, N, M. and has
gpilled American Licod sbed in defense
of the little border town. He hias swopt
through Chihuahua, struck his blow
and got away in the night. All Amer.
lea is aflame with the ery for venge
ance. “Get him alive or dead!" rines
the ery from one ocean to anothm
Washington turns to Funston, in com
fiand of the southern department

|0n,
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“Send your best brigiie Lot him
take whatever force you think needed.
Get him over the border us so0. as you
can. We've got to get Viill"

“Orderly,” says Majler Geuesal Fun-
ston, “tell General 'ershing | desire to
see Lhim at once!”

In a few minfhtes the little red head-
ed maun from Kansus aid the tall, gray
haired, sun browned soldler from the
peizhiboring state of Mizsouri are In
deenp conference. The sontiy bas or
ders to admit vo oe. There 18 work
to be dovg across the burder, end Fun-
ston, obeying dlvections from Washing-
toa, has k't at cuce upon the man to
Go it. It i3 PBricadier General Persh-
fng, the veteran of fighting in Cuba,
in the blippines, the man who served
as milltary attache with the Japanese
army in Manchuria during the gigan-
tle strugzle with Russia, the able sol-
dier, diplomat, lawyer, stundent of lan-
guages and international affairs.

“The president wants you to ‘get’
Villa,” sayg Funston,

“When shall 1 start after him 7" says
Pershing.

Who can say that Pershing would
not have got Villa If Washington. not
desiring to make war on all Mexico,

(_

HE QUESTIONS A BPY IN MEXICO.

had not called off the expedition?
Surely not any, army man who knows
Pershing. When he started after Villa
we just knew that Villa's future was
settled. But the great war in Europe
wus threatening to involve the United
States, Carranza was bitterly hostile,
and Villa displayed the qualities of «
will-o’-the-wisp. No one was more dis-
appointed than Pershing when the or-
ders to return were issued and he, the
soldier in Mexico, had to hear them
and obey.

The great war was devastating the
world, and America, after more than
two years of waiting, was called upon
to “make the, world safe for democ-
racy.” Foreign countries sent their
envoys here to discuss with the pres-
Ident and the government the manner
in which America could make its
weight tell in the shortest time,

“Send us some of your men, that our
soldiers miay see them at their side and
be heartened in the-fight against Ger-
man autocracy,” said Balfour and Jof-
fre to President Wilson and Secretary
of War Baker.

“We shall send them,” sald President
Wilson., *“Mr. Baker, whom shall we
send to command our troops in
France?"

“Send Dershing,” said Mr. Baker.
“All America knows what Pershing can
do. We know him to be not only a
brave, resourceful fizhter, but a man of
high administrative ability." We must
send our French and PBritish allies a
man who will be able not only to lead
our men in the field and show that he
is conversant with the latest advances
in military science, but also a man
who can manage our soldiers before
they get into the battle line. He must
represent us to the French and the
British worthily, as we should want to
be represented.”

“You are right, Mr, Secretary,” said
President Wilson. *“And from what I
bave heard of Pershing and seen of
him he is the man to send.”

With absolute secrecy, without the
blare of a single bugle note or the roll
of a single drum, Pershing sailed for
Europe. Not until he landed in Eng-
land did the American public know
that the commander of the southern de-
partment, summoned to Washington
ostensibly for a consultation, had left
for the European battle front.

From the farthermost Scottish head-
lands to the Mediterranean coast Brit-
ain and France were aflame with inter-
est, excitement and curiosity when the
announcement of DPershing's landing
was made. “Who is this- man Persh-
ing the Americans have sent us?" ask-
ed one Londoner of another. “Rlessed
if T know!™ was the reply,

The newspapers ransacked their ref-
erence departments and scanned their
files for material for writenps of Persh-
ing. They told as much as they could
about his career, but it was all too
little to satisfy the public’s curiosity.
Then the crowds flocked to learn about
Pershing at tirst hand. Seldom in En-
rope’s long history has any man receiv-
ed so wonderful a reception, [Here was
American aid in the great war, which
had lagted almost three years, pre-
seated in tangible form in the person
of the tall, straight, soldierly figure of
a fighting general. The crowds went
literally wild over Mershing,

And all of this was expressed in heap.
ede up measure when the American
reached Paris. “The deliverer has
come!. Vive Pershing! Vive JoTre!™
mang the cries' when the two famons
generals appeared side by side in the
Frepch eapital. “This man has come
to France to vepay the Jdebt owed to
Lafayette, to Rochambean, to the other
Freachmen who rislkied thelr lives that
Awmerich mizht be free. They will help
to deliver France from the German iu-
vader,” saild the crowds, and thev
cheered Pershing untll tha honlevarta
rang.

N e i mn——




