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PRESIDENT POINCARE

refused to be shocked. Out of the corner of
his thin lips he whispered confidentially:

“Suppose he is a ringer,” he protcsted;
“suppose he is eighteen years old, what’s the
use of their making a holler? What’s it mat-
ter how old he is, if all they’re going to do
with him is to get him shot?”

That night at the station, as we waited
for the express to Paris, many recruits were
starting for the front. There seemed to be
thousands of them, all new; new sky-blue uni-
forms, new soup-tureen helmets, new shoes.

They were splendidly young and vigorous
looking, and to the tale that France now is
forced to call out only old men and boys they
gave the lie. With many of them, to say
farewell, came friends and family. There
was one group that was all comedy, a hand-
some young man under thirty, his mother
and a young girl who might have been his
wife or sister.

They had brought him food for the jour-
ney; chocolate, a long loaf, tins of sardines,
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