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THE BARRACKS WHEEZE
By PRIVATE (. W. SHAFER
(Camp Custer, Hattle Creek, Mich.)
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ONLY A DAY DREAM

_ (By FRANK M. HINES, Camp Logan, Texas) S

A short, harsh command, followed
by & protest uttered wearily and in
pain, announced thelr coming. The
sleepy nentry pacing back and forth
baforo the forbidden entrance of the
hoosegow became keenly alert at
onco. Peering keenly [oto the might,
hie aaw nothing, but, listening intent-
ly, the sound of tramping feet came
to his ears, The noise drew nearar
and nearer. Flnally the sentry dls-
cerned a mass of shadowy Dpures
approaching.

Hle rubbed his eyes in amazement
at the strange sight. Under the
watchful gaze of many guards, armed
literally to the teeth. a pathatic, hud-
dled group stumbled along, old, de-
jerted and rogged.

“A bunch of prisoners,’ was the
prief response (o the sentry's chal-
longe.  And, prodded by the gleam-
ing bayonets of thelr escort, the de-
crepit band was bustled uncerimon-
jouuly Intp the dungeon keep. leav-
ing an ¢ir of mystery trailing in
thelr wake.

A stern, grim-vigaged battery of
officers faced them in frowning sl-
lence as they filed Into the place of
rourtmartial the following morning.
That they could expect no sympathy
was quite evident and when the
prosecution stated the enormity of
thi ease against them in buranlng elo-
quence, little doubt was left as to
tholr euilt,  With Bhifty eyes and
hands fumbling nervously, they ap-
pesred most miserable, but when fn-
formed that each might speak for
himself, their sad

As the first prisoner took his place
or the witness stand he appeared al-
most jaunty, posaibly thinking that
becauss he had “gotten by™ on 80
many previous occasions thers was
still a ray of hope.

“You are accused of belng the
prehistoric joke about the soldier
who, when commanded by tho mon-

com to ‘right face' answered: “This
is my right face’ Is this trus?”
barked the president of the court.
“8ir," quivered the old deralict,
wiping the fey perspiration from his
wrinkled, balil dome, “the chargs Is
correel. But as the peer of army
jokes I plead that 1 be permitted to
live, on the ground that I have
bronght smiles to the faces of mil-
lions of pur nation’s defenders.’”
“Nothing dolng at all’* quoth the
stern judge. “You've lived too long
alrendy, I vou to ba shot

brightenad perceptibly,

ut sunrise. Next."

Shriveled, bony and of incredible -
age, the next prisoner, leaning hoav-
ily upon delapidated crutches, hob-
bled to the stand.

“You,” bellowed the judge, "are
sald to be the kitchen police joke In
all its moth-ecten variations, Includ-
Ing' the one to the offect that ‘mow
that you have been promoted to
kitchan police be kind to the men un-
der you' What have you got to
say?”

“if you pleass sir, I am gullty,”
waa the trembling answer, “but ware
it not for me, how many rookles
would lack for something clever to
write home? Bpare me, [ pray.'

Rut his pleading was gnored. He
wng dragged off to his doom, and an-
other prisoner took his place on the

md.

Swift justice was meted out to this
virtim, he belng none other than the
ancient wheese about the sentry who
challenged the chaplaln, and ad-
dressed him as ‘Charlie’ Hin exit
was even more hurried, nccompanied
with hisaes and hoots and shouts that
he be hanged rather than shot.

In guick succession the remainder
of the time-tossed and bedraggled
gnipa were dispatched. As the last
wrotch writhed out, accolerated by
an inti ot d
cheer went up, for rellef was at last
in sight for a patient and long-suf-
fering army afiicted for many years
by these prehistorie puna.

Poasibly in the days to come we
may hear reminlscences of these
sama old gems of homor, but we
hereby take the privilege of interring
the ancient and honorabla n
May they rest in peacs.

A LIFE-SAVING COOTTHE

It was Sandy MeNab who told this
story of life om the Flanders front.
et him tell it again:

“You gee, T had noorful itch. An' 1
epuldua explain tha thing. for we
tadna had any oatmeal. But 1 decided
to stand etill and locato the causa. T
enught It and It wa the nicest little
codlie ¥0Uu ever sa.

White I was a looking at it. a
bz shell burst just where I'd o beon
if T hadna stopped to eatch It

“I looked st the-shell hole and I
lonked ot cootle, Soye I to the cootie,
I canna give you the Vietoria Cross
heeause yon've got no place to wear

- | it, and besides, 1 havna got one mysel.

“Hut 1'll just put you back outer
gratitude and let you finish your
meal.”

And that's what 1 did.

“PRETTY NICE COUNTRY"

“Everything hera seems to bo run
by the women,"” writes a young enlist-
ed man with the 11th U, 8. Engineers
in France. *“The trolley car [ rode
cn had women for motorman and
ronductor, The former was very ro-
bust and quite pretty, with consld-
erable rouge on her face. I rode to
the end of the line, and when she
came throogh the car she chocked
mo under the chin und sald 1 was ‘s
fine Amerfean.' It Is a pretty nice
rountry whers the motorman loves
you, fsn't it1"

MAIL IT HOME
Trench and Camp {8 published to
inform, stimulste, Interest, entertain
and amuose soldiers. 1t Is just the
paper the folks back home want to
read. Mall it to them today.

AN INTERESTING DECISION

An enlisted man who refuses to
undergo n surgical operation cannot
be court-martialed unless the spe-
cification of tha charges agalnst him
contain the statement that there s no
dnnger of fatal comsequences. Pri-
vate Brady B, Croes, Company G,
160th Infantry, was found guilty un-
der the 96th Article of War by a
court-martial assembled at Camp
Bhelby, Mise., of refusing to undergo
an i He was d to
two months' imprisoument, but the
Judge Advocats Qeneral. holds the
entire ure oull and vold be-
cause of the fallure of the attending
surgeon to.state that the operstion.
wRE wgant risk to e




