
PRESIDENT POINCARÉ

hail those on shore; but there was a heavy 
rain and the mist played tricks.

When I saw a man in a black overcoat 
with the brass buttons wider apart across 
the chest than at the belt line, like those of 
our traffic police in summer-time, I thought 
it was a trick of the mist. Because the uni­
form that, by a nice adjustment of buttons, 
tries to broaden the shoulders and decrease 
the waist, is not being worn much in France. 
Not if a French sharpshooter sees it first.

But the man in the overcoat was not 
carrying a rifle on his shoulder. He was 
carrying a bag of cement, and from the hull 
of the barge others appeared, each with a 
bag upon his shoulder. There was no mis­
taking them. Nor their little round caps, 
high boots, and field uniforms of gray-green.

It was strange that the first persons we 
should see since we left the wharf at the foot 
of Fifteenth Street, North River, the first we 
should see in France, should not be French 
people, but German soldiers.
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