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SOLDIERS’ PAY

SOLDIER

“The hushéd plaint of wind in stricken trees
Shyvers the grass i path and lane

And Grief and Time are tideless golden seas—
Hush, hush! He’s home again.”
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CHAPTER I

I

Achilles—Did you shave this morning, Cadet?
Mercury—VYes, Sir.
Ackhilles—What with, Cadet?
Mercury—Issue, Sir.
Achilles—Carry on, Cadet.
—Old Play.
(about rg—7?)

Lowe, Julian, number , late a Flying Cadet, Umptieth
Squadron, Air Service, known as “One Wing” by the other
embryonic aces of his flight, regarded the world with a yellow
and disgruntled eye. He suffered the same jaundice that
many a more booted one than he did, from Flight Commanders
through Generals to the ambrosial single-barred (not to
mention that inexplicable beast of the field which the French
so beautifully call an aspiring aviator); they had stopped the
war on him.

So he sat in a smoldering of disgusted sorrow, not even
enjoying his Pullman prerogatives, spinning on his thumb his
hat with its accursed white band.

“Had your nose in the wind, hey, buddy?” said Yaphank,
going home and smelling to high heaven of bad whisky.

“Ah, go to hell,”” he returned sourly and Yaphank doffed his
tortured hat.

“Why, sure, General—or should I of said Lootenant?
Excuse me, madam. I got gassed doing k.p. and my sight

7
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ain’t been the same since. On to Berlin! Yeh, sure, we’re
on to Berlin. I'm on to you, Berlin. I got your number.
Number no thousand no hundred and naughty naught Private
(very private) Joe Gilligan, late for parade, late for fatigue,
late for breakfast when breakfast is late. The statue of
liberty ain’t never seen me, and if she do, she’ll have to 'bout
face.”

Cadet Lowe raised a sophisticated eye. “Say, whatcher
drinking, anyway?”

“Brother, I dunno. Fellow that makes it was gave a
Congressional medal last Chuesday because he has got a plan
to stop the war. Enlist all the Dutchmen in our army and
make ’em drink so much of his stuff a day for forty days,
see? Ruin any war. Get the idea?”

“Tll say. Won’t know whether it’s a war or a dance,
huh?”

“Sure, they can tell. The women will all be dancing.
Listen, I had a swell jane and she said, ‘for Christ’s sake, you
can’t dance.” And I said, ‘like hell T can’t’ And we was
dancing and she said, ‘what are you, anyways?’ And I says,
‘what do you wanta know for? I can dance as well as any
general or major or even a sergeant, because I just win four
hundred in a poker game,’ and she said, ‘oh, you did?’ and I
said, ‘sure, stick with me, kid,” and she said, ‘where is it?’
Only I wouldn’t show it to her and then this fellow come
up to her and said, ‘are you dancing this one?’ And she said,
‘sure, I am. This bird don’t dance.” Well, he was a sergeant,
the biggest one I ever seen. Say, he was like that fellow in
Arkansaw that had some trouble with a nigger and a friend
said to him, ‘well, I hear you killed a nigger yesterday.” And
he said, ‘yes, weighed two hundred pounds.’ Like a bear.”
He took the lurching of the train limberly and Cadet Lowe
said, “For Christ’s sake.”
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“Sure,” agreed the other. “She won’t hurt you, though.
I done tried it. My dog won’t drink none of it of course,
but then he got bad ways hanging around Brigade H.Q. He’s
the one trophy of the war I got: something that wasn’t never
bawled out by a shave-tail for not saluting. Say, would you
kindly like to take a little something to keep off the sumnif-
erous dews of this goddam country? The honor is all mine
and you won’t mind it much after the first two drinks. Makes
me homesick: like a garage. Ever work in a garage?”

Sitting on the floor between two seats was Yaphank’s travel-
ing companion, trying to ignite a splayed and sodden cigar.
Like devastated France, thought Cadet Lowe, swimming his
memory through the adenoidal reminiscences of Captain
Bleyth, an R.AF. pilot delegated to temporarily re-inforce
their democracy.

“Why, poor soldier,” said his friend, tearfully, “all alone
in no man’s land and no matches. Ain’t war hell? I ask you.”
He tried to push the other over with his leg, then he fell to
kicking him, slowly. “Move over, you ancient mariner. Move
over, you goddam bastard. Alas, poor Jerks or something (I
seen that in a play, see? Good line) come on, come on; here’s
General Pershing come to have a drink with the poor soldiers.”
He addressed Cadet Lowe. “Look at him: ain’t he sodden in
depravity?”’

“Battle of Coonyak,” the man on the floor muttered. “Ten
men killed. Maybe fifteen. Maybe hundred. Poor children
at home saying ‘Alice, where art thou?’”

“Yeh, Alice. Where in hell are you? That other bottle.
What’n’ell have you done with it? Keeping it to swim in
when you get home?”

The man on the floor weeping said: “You wrong me as
ever man wronged. Accuse me of hiding mortgage on house?
Then take this soul and body; take all. Ravish me, big boy.”
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“Ravish a bottle of vinegar juice out of you, anyway,” the
other muttered, busy beneath the seat. He rose triumphant,
clutching a fresh bottle. “Hark! the sound of battle and
the laughing horses draws near. But shall they dull this poor
unworthy head? No! But I would like to of seen one of
them laughing horses. Must of been lady horses all together,
Your extreme highness”—with ceremony, extending the bottle
—“will you be kind enough to kindly condescend to honor these
kind but unworthy strangers in a foreign land?”

Cadet Lowe accepted the bottle, drank briefly, gagged and
spat his drink. The other supporting him massaged his back.
“Come on, come on, they don’t nothing taste that bad.”
Kindly cupping Lowe’s opposite shoulder in his palm he forced
the bottle mouthward again. Lowe released the bottle, defend-
ing himself. “Try again. I got you. Drink it, now.”

“Jesus Christ,” said Cadet Lowe, averting his head.

Passengers were interested and Yaphank soothed him.
“Now, now. They won’t nothing hurt you. You are among
friends. Us soldiers got to stick together in a foreign country
like this. Come on, drink her down. She ain’t worth nothing
to no one, spit on his legs like that.”

“Hell, man, I can’t drink it.”

“Why, sure you can. Listen: think of flowers. Think of
your poor gray-haired mother hanging on the front gate and
sobbing her gray-haired heart out. Listen, think of having
to go to work again when you get home. Ain’t war hell? I
would of been a corporal at least, if she had just hung on
another year.”

“Hell, I can’t.”

“Why, you got to,” his new friend told him kindly, pushing
the bottle suddenly in his mouth and tilting it. To be flooded
or to swallow were his choices so he dvank and retained it.
His bellv rose and hung, then sank rekctant.
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“There now, wasn’t so bad, was it? Remember, this hurts
me to see my good licker going more than it does you. But
she do kind of smack of gasoline, don’t she?”

Cadet Lowe’s outraged stomach heaved at its muscular
moorings like a captive balloon. He gaped and his vitals
coiled coldly in a passionate ecstasy. His friend again thrust
the bottle in his mouth.

“Drink, quick! You got to protect your investment, you
know.”

His private parts, flooded, washed back to his gulping and
a sweet fire ran through him, and the Pullman conductor came
and regarded them in helpless disgust.

“Ten—shun,” said Yaphank, springing to his feet. “Beware
of officers! Rise, men, and salute the admiral here.” He took
the conductor’s hand and held it. ‘“Boys, this man com-
manded the navy,” he said. “When the enemy tried to capture
Coney Island he was there. Or somewhere between there and
Chicago, anyway, wasn’t you, Colonel?”

“Look out, men, don’t do that.” But Yaphank had already
kissed his hand.

“Now, run along, Sergeant. And don’t come back until
dinner is ready.”

“Listen, you must stop this. You will ruin my train.”

“Bless your heart, Captain, your train couldn’t be no safer
with us if it was your own daughter.” The man sitting on
the floor moved and Yaphank cursed him. “Sit still, can’t
you? Say, this fellow thinks it’s night. Suppose you have
your hired man bed him down? He’s just in the way here.”

The conductor deciding Lowe was the sober one, addressed
him.

“For God’s sake, soldier, can’t you do something with
them?”



12 SOLDIERS’ PAY

“Sure,” said Cadet Lowe. “You run along; I'll look after
them. They're all right.”

“Well, do something with them. I can’t bring a train into
Chicago with the whole army drunk on it. My God, Sherman
was sure right.”

Yaphank stared at him quietly. Then he turned to his
companions. “Men,” he said solemnly, “he don’t want us here.
And this is the reward we get for giving our flesh and blood
to our country’s need. Yes, sir, he don’t want us here; he
begrudges us riding on his train, even. Say, suppose we hadn’t
sprang to the nation’s call, do you know what kind of a train .
you’d have? A train full of Germans. A train full of folks
eating sausage and drinking beer, all going to Milwaukee,
that’s what you’d have.”

“Couldn’t be worse than a train full of you fellows not
knowing where you're going,”’ the conductor replied.

“All right,” Yaphank answered. “If that’s the way you
feel, we’ll get off your goddam train. Do you think this is
the only train in the world?”

“No, no,” the conductor said hastily, “not at all. I don’t
want you to get off. I just want you to straighten up and not
disturb the other passengers.”

The sitting man lurched clumsily and Cadet Lowe met
interested stares.

“No,” said Yaphank, “no! You have refused the hospi-
tality of your train to the saviors of your country. We
could have expected better treatment than this in Germany,
even in Texas.” He turned to Lowe. “Men, we will get off
his train at the next station. Hey, General?”

“My God,” repeated the conductor. “If we ever have
another peace I don’t know what the railroads will do. I
thought war was bad, but my God.”

“Run along,” Yaphank told him, “run along. You probably
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won’t stop for us, so I guess we’ll have to jump off. Grati-
tude! Where is gratitude, when trains won’t stop to let poor
soldiers off? I know what it means. They’ll fill trains with
poor soldiers and run ’em off into the Pacific Ocean. Won’t
have to feed ’em any more. Poor soldiers! Woodrow, you
wouldn’t of treated me like this.”

“Hey, what you doing?” But the man ignored him, tug-
ging the window up and dragging a cheap paper suit-case across
his companion’s knees. Before either Lowe or the conductor
could raise a hand he had pushed the suit-case out the win-
dow. “All out, men!”’

His sodden companion heaved clawing from the floor.
“Hey! That was mine you throwed out!”

“Well, ain’t you going to get off with us? We are going
to throw ’em all off, and when she slows down we’ll jump
ourselves.”

“But you throwed mine off first,” the other said.

“Why, sure. I was saving you the trouble, see? Now don’t
you feel bad about it; you can throw mine off if you want,
and then Pershing here, and the admiral can throw each
other’s off the same way. You got a bag, ain’t you?” he asked
the conductor. “Get yours, quick, so we won’t have so damn
far to walk.”

“Listen, soldiers,” said the conductor, and Cadet Lowe,
thinking of Elba, thinking of his coiling guts and a slow
alcoholic fire in him, remarked the splayed official gold break-
ing the man’s cap. New York swam flatly past; Buiffalo was
imminent, and sunset.

“Listen, soldiers,” repeated the conductor. “I got a son
in France. Sixth Marines he is. His mother ain’t heard from
him since October. I’ll do anything for you boys, see, but
for God’s sake act decent.”

“No,” replied the-man, “you have refused us hospitality, so
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we get off. When does the train stop? or have we got to
jump?”

“No, no, you boys sit here. Sit here and behave and you'll
be all right. No need to get off.”

He moved swaying down the aisle and the sodden one re-
moved his devastated cigar. “You throwed my suit-case out,”
he repeated.

Yaphank took Cadet Lowe’s arm. “Listen. Wouldn’t that
discourage you? God knows, I’'m trying to help the fellow
get a start in life, and what do I get? One complaint after
another.” He addressed his friend again. “Why, sure, I
throwed your suit-case off. Whatcher wanta do? wait till
we get to Buffalo and pay a quarter to have it took off for
you?”

“But you throwed my suit-case out,” said the other again.

“All right. I did. Whatcher going to do about it?”

The other pawed himself erect, clinging to the window, and
fell heavily over Lowe’s feet. “For Christ’s rake,” his com-
panion said, thrusting him into his seat, “watch whatcher
doing.”

“Get off,” the man mumbled wetly.

“Huh?”

“Get off, too,” he explained, trying to rise again. He got on
to his legs and lurching, bumping and sliding about the open
window he thrust his head through it. Cadet Lowe caught
him by the brief skirt of his blouse.

“Here, here, come back, you damn fool. You can’t do
that.”

“Why, sure he can,” contradicted Yaphank, “let him jump
off if he wants. He ain’t only going to Buffalo, anyways.”

“Hell, he’ll kill himself.”

“My God,” repeated the conductor, returning at a heavy
gallop. He leaned across Lowe’s shoulder and caught the
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man’s leg. The man, with his head and torso through the
window, swayed lax and sodden as a meal sack. Yaphank
pushed Lowe aside and tried to break the conductor’s grip
on the other’s leg.

“Let him be. I don’t believe he’ll jump.”

“But, good God, I can’t take any chances. Look out, look
out, soldier! Pull him back there!”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, let him go,” said Lowe, giving up.

“Sure,” the other amended, “let him jump. I'd kind of
like to see him do it, since he suggested it himself. Besides,
he ain’t the kind for young fellows like us to associate with.
Good riddance. Let’s help him off,” he added, shoving at
the man’s lumpy body. The would-be suicide’s hat whipped
from his head and the wind temporarily clearing his brain,
he fought to draw himself in. He had changed his mind.
His companion resisted, kindly.

“Come on, come on. Don’t lose your nerve now. G’'wan
and jump.”

“Help!” the man shrieked into the vain wind and “help!”
the conductor chorused, clinging to him, and two alarmed
passengers and the porter came to his assistance. They over-
came Yaphank and drew the now thoroughly alarmed man
into the car. The conductor slammed shut the window.

“Gentlemen,” he addressed the two passengers, “will you
sit here and keep them from putting him out that window?
I am going to put them all off as soon as we reach Buffalo.
I'd stop the train and do it now, only they’d kill him as soon
as they get him alone. Henry,” to the porter, “call the train
conductor and tell him to wire ahead to Buffalo we got two
crazy men on board.”

“Yeh, Henry,” Yaphank amended to the negro, “tell ’em
to have a band there and three bottles of whisky. If they
ain’t got a band of their own, tell ’em to hire one. I will
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pay for it.” He dragged a blobby mass of bills from his
pocket and stripping off one, gave it to the porter. “Do you
want a band too?” he asked Lowe. ‘“No,” answering himself,
“no, you don’t need none. You can use mine. Run now,”
he repeated.

“Yas suh, Cap’m.” White teeth were like a.suddenly
opened piano.

“Watch ’em, men,” the conductor told his appointed guards.
“You, Henry!” he shouted, following the vanishing white
jacket.

Yaphank’s companion, sweating and pale, was about to
become ill; Yaphank and Lowe sat easily respectively affable
and belligerent. The newcomers touched shoulders for mutual
support, alarmed but determined. Craned heads of other
passengers became again smugly unconcerned over books and
papers and the train rushed on along the sunset.

“Well, gentlemen,” began Yaphank conversationally.

The two civilians sprang like plucked wires and one of
them said, “Now, now,” soothingly, putting his hands on the
soldier. “Just be quiet, soldier, and we’ll look after you.
Us Americans appreciates what you’ve done.”

“Hank White,”” muttered the sodden one.

“Huh?” asked his companion.

“Hank White,” he repeated.

The other turned to the civilian cordially. “Well, bless
my soul, if here ain’t old Hank White in the flesh, that I
was raised with! Why, Hank! We heard you was dead,
or in the piano business or something. You ain’t been fired,
have you? I notice you ain’t got no piano with you.”

“No, no,” the man answered in alarm, “you are mistaken.
Schluss is my name. I got a swell line of ladies’ under-
things.” He produced a card.

“Well, well, ain’t that nice. Say,” he leaned confidentially
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toward the other, “you don’t carry no women samples with
you? No? I was afraid not. But never mind. I will get
you one in Buffalo. Not buy you one, of course: just rent
you one, you might say, for the time being. Horace,”’ to
Cadet Lowe, “where’s that bottle?”

“Here she is, Major,” responded Lowe, taking the bottle
from beneath his blouse. Yaphank offered it to the two
civilians.

“Think of something far, far away, and drink fast,” he
advised.

“Why, thanks,” said the one called Schluss, tendering the
bottle formally to his companion. They stooped cautiously
and drank. Yaphank and Cadet Lowe drank, not stooping.

“Be careful, soldiers,” warned Schluss.

“Sure,” said Cadet Lowe. They drank again.

“Won’t the other one take nothing?”” asked the heretofore
silent one, indicating Yaphank’s traveling companion. He
was hunched awkwardly in the corner. His friend shook him
and he slipped limply to the floor.

“That’s the horror of the demon rum, boys,” said Yap-
hank solemnly and he took another drink. And Cadet Lowe
took another drink. He tendered the bottle.

“No, no,” Schluss said with passion, “not no more right
now.”

“He don’t mean that,” Yaphank said, “he just ain’t
thought.” He and Lowe stared at the two civilians. “Give
him time: he’ll come to hisself.”

After a while the one called Schluss took the bottle.

“That’s right,” Yaphank told Lowe confidentially. “For
a ‘while I thought he was going to insult the uniform. But
you wasn’t, was you?”

“No, no. They ain’t no one respects the uniform like I
do. Listen, I would of liked to fought by your side, see?
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But someone got to look out for business while the boys are
gone. Ain’t that right?” he appealed to Lowe.

“I don’t know,” said Lowe with courteous belligerence, “I
never had time to work any.”

“Come on, come on,” Yaphank reprimanded him, “all of
us wasn’t young enough to be lucky as you.”

“How was I lucky?” Lowe rejoined fiercely.

“Well, shut up about it, if you wasn’t lucky. We got
something else to worry about.”

“Sure,” Schluss added quickly, “we all got something to
worry about.” He tasted the bottle briefly and the other
said:

“Come on, now, drink it.”

“No, no, thanks, I got a plenty.”

Yaphank’s eye was like a snake’s. “Take a drink, now.
Do you want me to call the conductor and tell him you are
worrying us to give you whisky?”

The man gave him the bottle quickly. He turned to the
other civilian. “What makes him act so funny?”

“No, no,” said Schluss. “Listen, you soldiers drink if
you want: we’ll look after you.”

The silent one added like a brother and Yaphank said:

“They think we are trying to poison them. They think we
are German spies, I guess.”

“No, no! When I see a uniform, I respect it like it was
my mother.”

“Then, come on and drink.”

Schluss gulped and passed the bottle. His companion
drank also and sweat beaded them.

“Won’t he take nothing?” repeated the silent one and
Yaphank regarded the other soldier with compassion.

“Alas, poor Hank,” he said, “poor boy’s done for, I fear.
The end of a long friendship, men.” Cadet Lowe said sure,
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seeing two distinct Hanks, and the other continued. “Look
at that kind, manly face. Children together we was, picking
flowers in the flowery meadows; him and me made the middle-
weight mule-wiper’s battalion what she was; him and me
devastated France together. And now look at him.

“Hank! Don’t you recognize this weeping voice, this soft
hand on your brow? General,” he turned to Lowe, “will
you be kind enough to take charge of the remains? I will
deputize these kind strangers to stop at the first harness fac-
tory we pass and have a collar suitable for mules made of dog-
wood with the initials H. W. in forget-me-nots.”

Schluss in ready tears tried to put his arm about Yaphank’s
shoulders. “There, there, death ain’t only a parting. Brace
up: take a little drink, then you’ll feel better.”

“Why, I believe I will,” he replied; “you got a kind heart,
buddy. Fall in when fire call blows, boys.”

Schluss mopped his face with a soiled, scented handker-
chief and they drank again. New York in a rosy glow of
alcohol and sunset streamed past breaking into Buffalo, and
with fervent new fire in them they remarked the station.
Poor Hank now slept peacefully in a spittoon.

Cadet Lowe and his friend being cold of stomach, rose
and supported their companions. Schluss evinced a disin-
clination to get off. He said it couldn’t possibly be Buffalo,
that he had been to Buffalo too many times. Sure, they told
him, holding him erect, and the conductor glared at them
briefly and vanished. Lowe and Yaphank got their hats and
helped the civilians into the aisle.

"“I'm certainly glad my boy wasn’t old enough to be a
soldier,” remarked a woman passing them with difficulty, and
Lowe said to Yaphank:

“Say, what about him?”
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“Him?” repeated the other, having attached Schluss to him-
self.

“That one back there,” Lowe indicated the casual.

“Oh, him? You are welcome to him, if you want him.”

“Why, aren’t you together?”

Outside was the noise and smoke of the station. They
saw through the windows hurrying people and porters, and
Yaphank moving down the aisle answered:

“Hell, no. I never seen him before. Let the porter sweep
him out or keep him, whichever he likes.”

They half dragged, half carried the two civilians and with
diabolical cunning Yaphank led the way through the train and
dismounted from a day coach. On the platform Schluss put
his arm around the soldier’s neck.

“Listen, fellows,” he said with passion, “y’ know m’ name,
y’ got addressh. Listen, I will show you ’Merica preshates
what you done. Ol’ Glory ever wave on land and sea. Listen,
ain’t nothing I got soldier can’t have, nothing. N’if you
wasn’t soldiers I am still for you, one hundred pershent. I
like you. I swear I like you.”

“Why, sure,” the other agreed, supporting him. After a
while he spied a policeman and he directed his companion’s
gait toward the officer. Lowe with his silent one followed.
“Stand up, can’t you?” he hissed, but the man’s eyes were
filled with an inarticulate sadness, like a dog’s. “Do the
best you can, then,” Cadet Lowe softened, added, and Yap-
hank, stopping before the policeman, was saying:

“Looking for two drunks, Sergeant? These men were an-
noying a whole trainload of people. Can’t nothing be done
to protect soldiers from annoyance? If it ain’t top ser-
geants, it’s drunks.”

“I’d like to see the man can annoy a soldier,” answered the
officer. “Beat it, now.”
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“But say, these men are dangerous. What are you good
for, if you can’t preserve the peace?”

“Beat it, I said. Do you want me to run all of you in?”

“You are making a mistake, Sergeant. These are the ones
you are looking for.”

The policeman said, Looking for? regarding him with
interest.

“Sure. Didn’t you get our wire? We wired ahead to
have the train met.”

“Oh, these are the crazy ones, are they? Where’s the one
they were trying to murder?”

“Sure, they are crazy. Do you think a sane man would
get hisself into this state?”

The policeman looked at the four of them with a blasé
eye. “G’wan, now. You’re all drunk. Beat it, or I'll run
you in.”

“All right. Take us in. If we got to go to the station
to get rid of these crazy ones, we'll have to.”

“Where’s the conductor of this train?”

“He’s with a doctor, working on the wounded one.”

“Say, you men better be careful. Whatcher trying to do—
kid me?”

Yaphank jerked his companion up. “Stand up,” he said,
shaking the man. “Love you like a brother,” the other mut-
tered. “Look at him,” he said, “look at both of ’em. And
there’s a man hurt on that train. Are you going to stand here
and do nothing?”

“I thought you was kidding me. These are the ones, are
they?” he raised his whistle and another policeman ran up.
“Here they are, Ed. You watch ’em and I’ll get aboard and
see about that dead man. You soldiers stay here, see?”

“Sure, Sergeant,” Yaphank agreed. The officer ran heavily
away and he turned to the civilians. “All right, boys. Here’s
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the bell-hops come to carry you out where the parade starts.
You go with them and me and this other officer will go back
and get the conductor and the porter. They want to come,
too.”

Schluss again took him in his arms.

“Love you like a brother. Anything got’s yours. Ask me.”

“Sure,” he rejoined. “Watch ’em, Cap, they’re crazy as
hell. Now, you run along with this nice man.”

“Here,” the policeman said, “you two wait here.”

There came a shout from the train and the conductor’s
face was a bursting bellowing moon. “Like to wait and see
it explode on him,” Yaphank murmured. The policeman
supporting the two men hurried toward the train. ‘“Come
on here,” he shouted to Yaphank and Lowe.

As he drew away Yaphank spoke swiftly to Lowe.

“Come on, General,” he said, “let’s get going. So long,
boys. Let’s go, kid.”

The policeman shouted, “Stop, there!” but they disre-
garded him, hurrying down the long shed, leaving the excite-
ment to clot about itself, for all of them.

Outside the station in the twilight the city broke sharply
its skyline against the winter evening and lights were shim-
mering birds on motionless golden wings, bell notes in arrested
flight; ugly everywhere beneath a rumored retreating magic
of color.

Food for the belly, and winter, though spring was some-
where in the world, from the south blown up like forgotten
music. Caught both in the magic of change they stood feeling
the spring in the cold air, as if they had but recently come
into a new world, feeling their littleness and believing too that
lying in wait for them was something new and strange.
They were ashamed of this and silence was unbearable.

“Well, buddy,” and Yaphank slapped Cadet Lowe smartly
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on the back, “that’s one parade well sure be AW.O.L.
from, huh?”

2

Who sprang to be his land’s defense
And has been sorry ever since?
Cadet!
Who can’t date a single girl
Long as kee-wees run the world?
Kay—det!

With food in their bellies and a quart of whisky snugly
under Cadet Lowe’s arm they boarded a train.

“Where are we going?” asked Lowe. “This train don’t
go to San Francisco, do she?”

“Listen,” said Yaphank, “my name is Joe Gilligan. Gilli-
gan, G-i-l-l-i-g-a-n, Gilligan, J-o-e, Joe; Joe Gilligan. My
people captured Minneapolis from the Irish and taken a
Dutch name, see? Did you ever know a man named Gilligan
give you a bum steer? If you wanta go to San Francisco, all
right. If you wanta go to St. Paul or Omyhaw, it’s all right
with me. And more than that, I'll see that you get there.
T'll see that you go to all three of ’em if you want. But why’n
hell do you wanta go so damn far as San Francisco?”

“I don’t,” replied Cadet Lowe. “I don’t want to go any-
where especially. I like this train here—far as I am
concerned. I say, let’s fight this war out right here. But
you see, my people live in San Francisco. That’s why I am
going there.”

“Why, sure,” Private Gilligan agreed readily. “Sometimes
a man does wanta see his family—especially if he don’t hafta
live with ’em. I ain’t criticizing you. I admire you for it,
buddy. But say, you can go home any time. What I say is,
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let’s have a look at this glorious nation which we have fought
for.”

“Hell, T can’t. My mother has wired me every day since
the armistice to fly low and be careful and come home as soon
as I am demobilized. I bet she wired the President to have
me excused as soon as possible.”

“Why, sure. Of course she did. What can equal a mother’s
love? Except a good drink of whisky. Where’s that bottle?
You ain’t betrayed a virgin, have you?”

“Here she is.” Cadet Lowe produced it and Gilligan pressed
the bell.

“Claude,” he told a superior porter, “bring us two glasses
and a bottle of sassperiller or something. We are among
gentlemen to-day and we aim to act like gentlemen.”

“Whatcher want glasses for?” asked Lowe. ‘“Bottle was
all right yesterday.”

“You got to remember we are getting among strangers
now. We don’t want to offend no savage customs. Wait
until you get to be an experienced traveler and you’ll remem-
ber these things. Two glasses, Othello.”

The porter in his starched jacket became a symbol of self-
sufficiency. “You can’t drink in this car. Go to the buffet
car.”

“Ah, come on, Claude. Have a heart.”

“We don’t have no drinking in this car. Go to the buffet
car if you want.” He swung himself from seat to seat down
the lurching car.

Private Gilligan turned to his companion. ‘“Welll What
do you know about that? Ain’t that one hell of a way to
treat soldiers? I tell you, General, this is the worst run
war I ever seen.”

“Hell, let’s drink out of the bottle.”

“No, no! This thing has got to be a point of honor,
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now. Remember, we got to protect our uniform from insult.
You wait here and I'll see the conductor. We bought tickets,
hey, buddy?”

With officers gone and officers’ wives
Having the grand old time of their lives——

an overcast sky, and earth dissolving monotonously into a
gray mist, grayly. Occasional trees and houses marching
through it; and towns like bubbles of ghostly sound beaded
on a steel wire——

Who’s in the guard-room chewing the bars,
Saying to hell with the government wars?
Cadet!

And here was Gilligan returned, saying: “Charles, at ease.”

I might have known he would have gotten another one,
thought Cadet Lowe, looking up. He saw a belt and wings,
he rose and met a young face with a dreadful scar across his
brow. My God he thought, turning sick. He saluted and the
other peered at him with strained distraction. Gilligan, hold-
ing his arm, helped him into the seat. The man turned his
puzzled gaze to Gilligan and murmured, “Thanks.”

“Lootenant,” said Gilligan, “you see here the pride of the
nation. General, ring the bell for ice water. The lootenant
here is sick.”

Cadet Lowe pressed the bell, regarding with a rebirth of
that old feud between American enlisted men and officers of
all nations the man’s insignia and wings and brass, not even
wondering what a British officer in his condition could be
doing traveling in America. Had I been old enough or lucky
enough, this might have been me, he thought jealously.

The porter reappeared.

“No drinking in this car, I told you,” he said. Gilligan
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produced a bill. “No, sir. Not in this car.” Then he saw the
third man. He leaned down to him quickly, then glanced sus-
piciously from Gilligan to Lowe.

“What you all doing with him?” he asked.

“Oh, he’s just a lost foreigner I found back yonder. Now,
Ernest—"

“Lost? He ain’t lost. He’s from Gawgia. I'm looking
after him. Cap’m”—to the officer—“is these folks all right?”’

Gilligan and Lowe looked at each other. “Christ, I thought
he was a foreigner,” Gilligan whispered.

The man raised his eyes to the porter’s anxious face.
“Yes,” he said slowly, “they’re all right.”

“Does you want to stay here with them, or don’t you want
me to fix you up in your place?”

“Let him stay here,’ Gilligan said. ‘“He wants a drink.”

“But he ain’t got no business drinking. He’s sick.”

“Loot,” Gilligan said, “do you want a drink?”

“Yes. I want a drink. Yes.”

“But he oughtn’t to have no whisky, sir.”

“I won’t let him have too much. I am going to look after
him. Come on, now, let’s have some glasses, can’t we?”

The porter began again, “But he oughtn’t ”

“Say, Loot,” Gilligan interrupted, “can’t you make your
friend here get us some glasses to drink from?”

“Glasses?”

“Yeh! He don’t want to bring us none.”

“Does you want glasses, Cap’m?”’

“Yes, bring us some glasses, will you?”

“All right, Cap’'m.” He stopped again. ‘“You going to
take care of him, ain’t you?” he asked Gilligan.

“Sure, sure!”

The porter gone, Gilligan regarded his guest with envy.
“You sure got to be from Georgia to get service on this train.




SOLDIERS’ PAY 27

I showed him money but it never even shook him. Say,
General,” to Lowe, “we better keep the lootenant with us,
huh? Might come in useful.”

“Sure,” agreed Lowe. “Say, sir, what kind of ships did
you use?”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” interrupted Gilligan, “let him be.
He’s been devastating France, now he needs rest. Hey,
Loot?”

Beneath his scarred and tortured brow the man’s gaze was
puzzled but kindly and the porter reappeared with glasses and
a bottle of ginger ale. He produced a pillow which he
placed carefully behind the officer’s head, then he got two
more pillows for the others, forcing them with ruthless kind-
ness to relax. He was deftly officious, including them impar-
tially in his activities, like Fate. Private Gilligan, unused
to this, became restive.

“Hey, ease up, George; lemme do my own pawing a while.
I aim to paw this bottle if you’ll gimme room.”

He desisted saying “Is this all right, Cap’'m?”

“Yes, all right, thanks,” the officer answered. Then:
“Bring your glass and get a drink.”

Gilligan solved the bottle and filled the glasses. Ginger ale
hissed sweetly and pungently, “Up and at ’em, men.”

The officer took his glass in his left hand and then Lowe
noticed his right hand was drawn and withered.

“Cheer-0O,” he said.

“Nose down,” murmured Lowe. The man looked at him
with poised glass. He looked at the hat on Lowe’s knee and
that groping puzzled thing behind his eyes became clear and
sharp as with a mental process, and Lowe thought that his
lips had asked a question.

“Yes, sir. Cadet,” he replied, feeling warmly grateful, feel-
ing again a youthful clean pride in his corps.
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But the effort had been too much and again the officer’s
gaze was puzzled and distracted.

Gilligan raised his glass, squinting at it. “Here’s to peace,”
he said. “The first hundred years is the hardest.”

Here was the porter again, with his own glass. * ’Nother
nose in the trough,” Gilligan complained, helping him.

The negro patted and rearranged the pillow beneath the
officer’s head. “Excuse me, Cap’m, but can’t I get you some-
thing for your head?”

“No, no, thanks. It’s all right.”

“But youre sick, sir. Don’t you drink too much.”

“I’ll be careful.”

“Sure,” Gilligan amended, “we’ll watch him.”

“Lemme pull the shade down. Keep the light out of
your eyes?”’

“No, I don’t mind the light. You run along. I'll call if
I want anything.”

With the instinct of his race the negro knew that his kind-
ness was becoming untactful, yet he ventured again.

“I bet you haven’t wired your folks to meet you. Whyn't
you lemme wire ’em for you? I can look after you far as I
go, but who’s going to look after you, then?”

“No, I'm all right, I tell you. You look after me as far
as you go. I'll get along.”

“All right. But I am going to tell your paw how you are
acting some day. You ought to know better than that, Cap’'m.”
He said to Gilligan and Lowe: “You gentlemen call me if
he gets sick.”

“Yes, go on now, damn you. I’ll call if I don’t feel well.”

Gilligan looked from his retreating back to the officer in
admiration. “Loot, how do you do it?”

But the man only turned on them his puzzled gaze. He



SOLDIERS’ PAY 29

finished his drink and while Gilligan renewed them Cadet
Lowe, like a trailing hound, repeated:

“Say, sir, what kind of ships did you use?”

The man looked at Lowe kindly, not replying, and Gilligan
said:

“Hush. Let him alone. Don’t you see he don’t remember
himself? Do you reckon you would, with that scar? Let
the war be. Hey, Lootenant?”

“I don’t know. Another drink is better.”

“Sure it is. Buck up, General. He don’t mean no harm.
He’s just got to let her ride as she lays for a while. We
all got horrible memories of the war. I lose eighty-nine dollars
in a crap game once, besides losing, as that wop writer says,
that an’ which thou knowest at Chatter Teary. So how
about a little whisky, men?”

“Cheer-0O,” said the officer again.

“What do you mean, Chateau Thierry?” said Lowe, boyish
in disappointment, feeling that he had been deliberately
ignored by one to whom Fate had been kinder than to
himself.

“You talking about Chatter Teary?”

“I’'m talking about a place you were not at, anyway.”

“I was there in spirit, sweetheart. That’s what counts.”

“You couldn’t have been there any other way. There
ain’t any such place.”

“Hell there ain’t! Ask the Loot here if I ain’t right. How
about it, Loot?”

But he was asleep. They looked at his face, young, yet
old as the world, beneath the dreadful scar. Even Gilligan’s
levity left him. “My God, it makes you sick at the stomach,
don’t it? I wonder if he knows how he looks? What do you
reckon his folks will say when they see him? or his girl—if
he has got one. And I'll bet he has.”
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New York flew away: it became noon within, by clock,
but the gray imminent horizon had not changed. Gilligan
said: “If he has got a girl, know what she’ll say?”

Cadet Lowe, knowing all the despair of abortive endeavor,
asked, “What?”

New York passed on and Mahon beneath his martial har-
ness slept. (Would I sleep? thought Lowe; had I wings,
boots, would I sleep?) His wings indicated by a graceful
sweep pointed sharply down above a ribbon. Purple, white,
purple, over his pocket, over his heart (supposedly). Lowe
descried between the pinions of a superimposed crown and
three letters, then his gaze mounted to the sleeping scarred
face. “What?” he repeated.

“She’ll give him the air, buddy.”

“Ah, come on. Of course she won’t.”

“Yes, she will. You don’t know women. Once the new
has wore off it’ll be some bird that stayed at home and made
money, or some lad that wore shiny leggings and never got
nowheres so he could get hurt, like you and me.”

The porter came to hovér over the sleeping man.

“He ain’t got sick, has he?”” he whispered.

They told him no; and the negro eased the position of the
sleeping man’s head. “You gentlemen look after him and
be sure to call me if he wants anything. He’s a sick man.”

Gilligan and Lowe, looking at the officer, agreed and the
porter lowered the shade. “You want some more ginger
ale?”

“Yes,” said Gilligan, assuming the porter’s hushed tone,
and the negro withdrew. The two of them sat in silent com-
radeship, the comradeship of those whose lives had become
pointless through the sheer equivocation of events, of the
sorry jade, Circumstance. The porter brought ginger ale and
they sat drinking while New York became Ohio.
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Gilligan, that talkative unserious one, entered some dream
within himself and Cadet Lowe, young and dreadfully dis-
appointed, knew all the old sorrows of the Jasons of the
world who see their vessels sink ere the harbor is left be-
hind. . . . Beneath his scar the officer slept in all the travesty
of his wings and leather and brass, and a terrible old woman
paused, saying:

“Was he wounded?”

Gilligan waked from his dream. “Look at his face,” he
said fretfully; “he fell off of a chair on to an old woman he
was talking to and done that.”

“What insolence,” said the woman, glaring at Gilligan.
“But can’t something be done for him? He looks sick to
me.”

“Yes, ma’am. Something can be done for him. What we
are doing now—Ietting him alone.”

She and Gilligan stared at each other, then she looked at
Cadet Lowe, young and belligerent and disappointed. She
looked back to Gilligan. She said from the ruthless humanity
of money: )

“I shall report you to the conductor. That man is sick
and needs attention.”

“All right, ma’am. But you tell the conductor that if he
bothers him now, I'll knock his goddam head off.”

The old woman glared at Gilligan from beneath a quiet,
modish black hat and a girl’s voice said:

“Let them alone, Mrs. Henderson. They'll take care of
him all right.”

She was dark. Had Gilligan and Lowe ever seen an Aubrey
Beardsley, they would have known that Beardsley would have
sickened for her: he had drawn her so often dressed in pea-
cock hues, white and slim and depraved among meretricious
trees and impossible marble fountains. Gilligan rose.
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“That’s right, miss. He is all right sleeping here with us.
The porter is looking after him—" wondering why he should
have to explain to her—“and we are taking him home. Just
leave him be. And thank you for your interest.”

“But something ought to be done about it,” the old woman
repeated futilely. The girl led her away and the train ran
swaying in afternoon. (Sure, it was afternoon. Cadet Lowe’s
wrist watch said so. It might be any state under the sun,
but it was afternoon. Afternoon or evening or morning or
night, far as the officer was concerned. He slept.)

Damned old bitch, Gilligan muttered, careful not to wake
him.

“Look how you’ve got his arm,” the girl said, returning.
She moved his withered hand from his thigh. (His hand, too,
seeing the scrofulous indication of his bones beneath the
blistered skin.) ‘“Oh, his poor terrible face,” she said, shift-
ing the pillow under his head.

“Be quiet, ma’am,” Gilligan said.

She ignored him. Gilligan, expecting to see him wake, ad-
mitted defeat and she continued:

“Is he going far?”

“Lives in Georgia,” Gilligan said. He and Cadet Lowe
seeing that she was not merely passing their section, rose.
Lowe remarking her pallid distinction, her black hair, the red
scar of her mouth, her slim dark dress, knew an adolescent
envy of the sleeper. She ignored Lowe with a brief glance.
How impersonal she was, how self-contained. Ignoring them.

“He can’t get home alone,” she stated with conviction.
“Are you all going with him?”

“Sure,” Gilligan assured her. Lowe wished to say some-
thing, something that would leave him fixed in her mind:
something to reveal himself to her. But she glanced at the
glasses, the bottle that Lowe feeling a fool yet clasped.
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“You seem to be getting along pretty well, yourselves,”
she said.

“Snake medicine, miss. But won’t you have some?”

Lowe, envying Gilligan’s boldness, his presence of mind,
watched her mouth. She looked down the car.

“I believe I will, if you have another glass.”

“Why, sure. General, ring the bell.” She sat down beside
Mahon and Gilligan and Lowe sat again. She seemed . . .
she was young: she probably liked dancing, yet at the same
time she seemed not young—as if she knew everything. (She
is married, and about twenty-five, thought Gilligan.) (She
is about nineteen, and she is not in love, Lowe decided.) She
looked at Lowe.

“What’s your outfit, soldier?”

“Flying Cadet,” answered Lowe with slow patronage, “Air
Service.” She was a kid: she only looked old.

“Oh. Then of course you are looking after him. He’s
an aviator, too, isn’t he?”

“Look at his wings,” Lowe answered. “British. Royal
Air Force. Pretty good boys.”

“Hell,” said Gilligan, “he ain’t no foreigner.”

“You don’t have to be a foreigner to be with the British
or French. Look at Lufbery. He was with the French until
we come in.”

The girl looked at him and Gilligan, who had never heard
of Lufbery, said: “Whatever he is, he’s all right. With
us, anyway. Let him be whatever he wants.”

The girl said: “I am sure he is.”

The porter appeared. “Cap’m’s all right?’”’ he whispered,
remarking her without surprise as is the custom of his race.

“Yes,” she told him, “he’s all right.”

Cadet Lowe thought I bet she can dance and she added:
“He couldn’t be in better hands than these gentlemen.” How
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keen she is! thought Gilligan. She has known disappointment.
“T wonder if I could have a drink on your car?”

The porter examined her and then he said: “Yes, ma’am.
I'll get some fresh ginger ale. You