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A Matter of Geometry

Capt Ared White

It used to be,” said Sergeant Brinton rather bitterly, “that soldierin’ was a red-blooded man’s business.
Now it’s got to be a mere matter of cold-blooded calculation where the biggest man in the end is the
one with the longest nose and the biggest pair of specs hung on the end of ’em.”

The square-jawed, muscular old sergeant paused 'abruptly and leaped to attention as a brisk young
lieutenant, studious of mien but bristling with activity and authority, came up the desolate troop
street.

“ Sergeant,” ordered the officer sharply. “ You will remain in charge of the camp while the troop is
deployed on the border, as there is another racket blowing up among the choice over the way.”

Yes, sir,” replied Brinton, saluting smartly, while his face dutifully traced no hint of the
disappointment he must felt.

“There’s just one thing,” muttered the sergeant, as his superior strode off, “that stands between my
issuing orders to that chap. I can’t get higher mathematics through my head—though when it comes to
push and dash and tactics, why—*

Brinton lit a commissary weed and shifted himself nearer his shelter tent to escape the encroachment
of the hot border sun. He sat there in reflective silence, his gaze lost in the baked, bar swales and
gullies of the trouble lands across, the sluggish Rio Grande. Presently the troop, in light inarching
order, went trotting animatedly from the camp, sabres, and equipment along- clanking a tantalizing
refrain under which blanched. At the head, proudly astride a lug roan, was the lieutenant, who was in
the command while the captain was with a foreign embassy.

“Say!" Sergeant Brinton turned on me sharply. ‘Prove that the square upon the hypotenuse of a right-
angled triangle is equal to the sum of the squares erected upon the other two sides.”

“What’s that gotta do with guarding the camp”, I asked him.

“Everything.” he asserted. “Everything in the world. That’s the reason I am here instead of at the head
of F troop. I couldn’t prove it. The best thing that I can prove is that one American regular is worth
ordinary fighting men or twenty greasers. The best thing I ever proved was that a brisk frontal attack
under fire is sometimes better than beatin’ around the bamboos for a week tryin’ out a newfangled
enveloping maneuver. That’s the reason I am barred from a commission”.

He pressed a fresh match to his stale cigar and puffed away an overwhelming pressure of pent-up
emotion.

“But I guess there is no use kicking”, he said, his mood had burned itself to a tranquil ember. “I
suppose that’s the changed order of things”.

The second platoon in command of a bandy-legged top sergeant was now swinging by in a column of
squads brought a fresh glow of thought to Brinton’s poisoned mind.



“There’s your modern soldier”, said he. “If I hadn’t passed the age limit he’d get a commission sure. As
it is, they’ve got him as far as he can go, for he’s had his nose in every book in the military course and
snores mathematics in his sleep”.

“This is the day of science and specialist”, I consoled him.

“So I've found”, Brinton replied quietly. “Fit in the hard, harsh din of battle they’ll find that man with
dash and savvy and natural cunning is worth as much as ever, even if he does think trig is a shortcut
for trigonometry. They’ll find that red corpuscles will generate more corpses among the enemy than a
whole corps of corpulent bookworms. Why, the time I made that frontal attack on the Googoos, in the
islands, and won, a young shavetail had been trying higher tactics on the problem for a week.”

I left Brinton in his unhappy reflections and rode anon to the border, some 2 miles away, where there
was a promise of military diversion. Already there was a sharp rat-a-tat of musketry across the border,
where rebels were attacking the final fortified stand of Huerta’s hard drive Federals. It was the third
attack in a week, which is something of a record for Mexican fighting men, and as a usual outposts
were banging away at random.

Lyving on the New Mexican side of a little knoll, I observed the little military drama through
binoculars. The firing grew, with the morning, into a subdued roar. Billowing clouds of greyish smoke
from unmilitary rifles blurred the duller grey of the undulating Mexican terrain. Dots and masses of
dots no larger than the minute under a microscope manoeuvred back and forth in a haphazard
fashion, now trying a flanking movement, now seek an enveloping attack: backing and filling tactically
but getting nowhere.

Owing to the great range which the Combatants discreetly maintained, the casualties must have been
very light. Plainly, one side was afraid and the other dared not’. Theirs was a fancy for the smoke and
din and picturesqueness of battle, with no taste for the dangers. Indecision and caution were the
prevailing features.

As the day grew on, one or two sorties were attempted. Federal cavalry went forth in extended order at
a gallop and stampeded a flanking battalion that had worked into position to drive an enfilading fire
on a line of Federal trenches. The infantrymen gave ground to the yelling horsemen and ran
confusedly before the troopers were within two hundred yards of them. Whereat the horsemen, fully
satisfied, wheeled and rose back to shelter.

“Oh, to be in command o’ that infantry!”

A disgusted exclamation right in my ear nearly precipitated me over the protecting sand dune on
which I was lying at the summit of the rise. I turned to see the stolid features of Sergeant Brinton
glued the field glasses right behind me. The distant sound of combat had proved too strong a lure and
he had come forward.

“Greasers sighted on this side beyond the camp, and I came out on reconnaissance” he hastened to
explain, in justification of his presence. “Left the corporal in charge of the camp detail while I looked
the matter Quite justifiable.”

“The Idea of that infantry retreating”, he muttered. “Cavalry ain’t dangerous to infantry if the men’ll
only keep cool and hold their ground. But the idea o’ that cavalry was drawn’ off when they got the
doughboys on the run! That’s like gettin’ your boxin’ adversary groggy and the goin’ back to your
corner to wait until he recovers. It worsens watchful waiting in wartime.



“That’s the first real action all morning,” I suggested.

“I've been here for the last hour, and I've seen everything tried thats in the book. Bet they've got a
whole class out there in command than you’d find in a State university; and as much red blood as
you’d find in a frog.”

“What they need”, he proceeded critically, “is less tactics and more sand. Bet they’ve got too many
military experts when that they need is a man or two like that bandit Villa that’s been things up o’ late
over below Juarez and Chihuahua. Tactics is a fine thing, and you can’t get along without ‘em, but you
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need sand, too, and a taste for just plain fightin’.
He turned and started back on hands and knees.

The reckless waste of ammunition kept up all day, with no advantage to either side. As night came on,
the musketry lulled’; then, after a sudden burst of life at dusk, died out. Only the occasional drumming
of ail outpost exchange of greetings disturbed the night. As many of the American troops as could be
spared were marched back to camp to sleep on their arms while the patrol moved along the boundary
through the night. For the better part of a week these hopeless activities continued with no prospect
that the thing would ever come to anything. It became no longer necessary to keep the mil command
on duty during the day. With the exception of a squad or two the men were allowed to remain ready
for emergencies, but on duty.

It was on the morning of the fifth day thereafter that the thing broke out again in earnest. Long before
reveille, on that morning we were routed out by a fearful commotion across the international
boundary. The troopers tumbled out with the alacrity of firemen responding to an alarm, and whisked'
off double time, to the line; empty of stomach but full of hope.

Day was just breaking, a deathly pale glow into which there was torn a thousand flitting jets of fire.
Overhead a starry note from the song of conflict zipped our way every once in a while.

“It looks like we've stirred up a little of the real thing this time” exclaimed the first lieutenant,
addressing the captain.

“Nothing more than the usual burning up of ammunition, with the principal danger over here to us
innocent bystanders,” snapped the captain in a cynical ante-breakfast voice.

But as light seeped in it was plain the captain had misjudged the matter, and the first lieutenant was
correct in his surmises. There was a desperate struggle on, and the rebels had taken the offensive, with
an obvious determination to do or die.

Now the Federals were entrenched on a rise in a broad semicircle, with the American border on one
flank and alone of rifle pits on the other. In front of the rifle pits, on the flank, was a set level trip a full
thousand yards across. The improbability of Mexican troops braving that open stretch doubtless
accounted for the indifferent strength of that flak. The Federal tacticians knew their countrymen well.

But now there was a movement against the flank which in accordance with the grim principles of real
warfare. The enemy was using rare courage along with his tactics.

A battalion, deployed at intervals of one yard, was halfway across the level danger zone. Behind it, at
intervals of fifty yards, were second and third lines. The first line would rush forward a few rods and



fall flat, the men scooping with all their might at the hard grey ground until they had burrowed a
shallow pit. Then they would move forward, firing, and the second line would move into the vacated
pits and dig deeper, while the first line, alternately digging and firing to keep down the enemy's fire,
started a new set of holes. The third line was thus able to move forward and perfect the rifle pits in
comparative safety.

“They’ll get the Federals sure with that trick but why didn't they think of it a week ago?” exclaimed the
captain.

"It's a cinch that commander o’ the firing line is a new one on the scene," replied the first lieutenant ,
without lowering his binoculars.

Even through the distance the new commander of the advance clement, was a warrior of distinct
personality. He was a tall, wiry individual, uniformed in what looked like khaki infantry breeches and
an old-issue blue shirt. There was about him the cunning of a Japanese held officer and the grit of a
seasoned Yankee. For it was plain the Latin-American firing line didn't particularly relish the music,
and it was only his iron hand and his mastery of the situation that was taking them across.

“Give ‘em the point of it!” yelled an enthusiastic enlisted man, quite unmindful of the fact that his
voice was entirely lost to the object of his remarks. His outburst was inspired by the action of the lead
in beating several of his warriors out of the shallow pits with the flat of his sabre when they showed an
inclination to lie close. Getting the line started, he would lead the advance, bounding forward in big,
clumsy bounds, swinging his sabre and yelling orders which came to use like the distant squeaking of
a phonograph.

“Bet my clothing allowance against ten cents Mex that it’s a Yank doin’ that trick,” Shouted the first
sergeant.

“An American adventurer taking treatment for envy, no doubt,” responded the captain.

Wagers, at odds. that the manoeuvre would succeed within an hour were suddenly interrupted by a
spectacle that made the troopers gasp in astonishment. It was almost too much to believe even when
spread out right before the eves.

Within three hundred yards of victory, with the Federal troops already breaking and sprinting for the
rear, running low, the commander of the advance suddenly threw down his sabreand coolly walked
back and away by the right flank. It was not panic, not blue flunk, for the fellow paused in a leisurely
way to fill and light his pipe.

The border patrol stood speechless, watching the fellow. It had staggered them—this spectacle of a
leader taking his men to the front door of victory and then turning off without entering, quite if he
suddenly had lost interest in the game. Stranger still, he did not once look back. The din of battle and
the fate of his troops did not appear to hold further interest for him.

“Hi, there!” Look at your pesky army, now!” the trumpeter with the bellows like lungs screamed.

But if this strangely behaved enigma heard he did not heed.

There followed a truly remarkable demonstration of the one-man power in battle-the mysterious
capacity to drive scores of men into the face of death. For the very minute that he dropped the rains



his line began to break. Before he was out of pistol range they had launched a record-breaking sprint
back to the roar. Even the second and third lines broke from their rifle pits and retreated pell-mell.

Straight for the international boundary tile apparition that had led them was now headed. Presently
he appeared to note the presence of the American troops, halted, leveled his field glasses, and then,
turning in a direction parallel with the boundary, disappeared into a brushy swale, and was gone.

“Lieutenant, that man’s going to try to cross into the United States at some point,” announced the
captain. “Put out patrols and bring him in, if he tries it. Be careful,” the captain added, “that he doesn't
outwit you, for, judging from what we’ve seen, he ought to be clever at reconnaissance and avoiding
patrols.”

E Company had an interest in nothing else, as the men, late in the day, swung into the mess tent.
Sergeant Brinton turned out to guard as the troops marched into camp, standing like a
statue labeled

“Soldier Attention,” as the column went by. At mess, the whole wondrous take of that charge told and
told again.

But whatever got into him to quit!” exclaimed first one man and then the other, without any
satisfactory theory being offered.

“Maybe he never had any intention o’ carrying the thing through - maybe he was just experimenting,”
suggested Sergeant Brinton, in his turn, “and didn’t really want to take sides too strong in the fracas.

Several glances of contempt at such shallow judgment were cast upon Brinton. Otherwise, his remark
was ignored.

“Or maybe” the sergeant added in a caustic drawl, “maybe he was tryin’ to prove that the square upon
the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle is equal to the sum of the squares erected upon the other two
sides”.

Later, in the waning light of tattoo, sergeant Briton came to my tent, tied the flap carefully behind
him, stripped off his blouse, and handed mo a broken first-aid packet.

“You bein’ the only y civilian in camp, I'm asking you to do it up for me. I'm taking no chances on any
of the others.” He bared a big block-red splotch on his shoulder- an ugly flesh wound, that- was in sad
need of attention.

“Do you mean to say that you-" I gasped?
“T admit nothin',” he replied coolly. But if I was goin’ to bet on it I'd bet that the chap who led that line

couldn’t prove that the square upon the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle is equal to the sum of
the squares erected upon the other two sides.”
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A MATTER CF GEQUETRY,

(By CAPTAIN ARED WHITE.)

“ ¥t nsed to be,’ said Bergeant Brine
ton rather bitterly, ‘‘that soldierin’
was a red-blooded man’s business. Now
it's got to bo a mere matter of_culd—
blooded calculation where the biggest
man i the end iz the one with the
longest mnose and the biggest pair of
specs hung on the end of ‘em.”

The square-jawed, muscular old ser-
geant paused abruptly and leaped to
attention as a brisﬁ voung lieutenant,
studious of mien but brisiling with
activity and authority, came up the
desolate troop street.

“Borgeant,”’ ordered the officer
sharply. * vou will remain in change of
the camp while the troop is deployed
on tho horder, as there s another
racket blowing up among the cholos
over the way.” ' )

“Yes, sir,”’ replied Brinton. saluting
smartlv. while s face dutifully  be-
traved no hint of the keen di-appoint-
ment he must have felt.

“‘There's just one thing,” muttered
the sergeant, as his superior strode off,
““that stands between my issuing or-
ders to that chap. I can't get higher
mathematics through my head—though
when it comes to push and dash and
tact'cs, why- Y _

Brinton lit a commissary weed. and
shifted himself nearer his shelter tont
to escape encroachment of the hot bor-
der sun. He sat there in reflective
<ilence, his gaze lost in the baked, bar-
ron swales and gullies of the troubled
lands neross, the sluggish Rio Grande.
Presently the troop. in Light marching
order, went trotting animatedly from
the camp, sabres and equipment clank-
inr a tantal'sing ref~ain under which
Brinton blanched. At the head,
srondly astride a big roan, was  the
}ienwnnnt-. who was 10 commend while
the captain was on detached service
with n foreign embassy,

““Say !’ Sergeant Brinton tarned
an me sharplv. ““ Prove that the square
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upon the hypotenuse of a right-angled
triangle 1s equal to the sum of the
soiares erected upon  the other two
sidns.”

“What's that got to Jdo with guarde
ing the campr” T asked him.

“ Everythine.” he asserted. “ Everys
thing 1 the world., That's the reason
'm here mnstend of at the head of F
troop. I conldn’t prove 1t.  The best
thing that T can prove ‘s that one Ame-
rican reoular s worth twoe  ordinary
fizhting men or twentv greasers.  The
hest thinge T ever proved was that n
hrtsk frontal wttack under fire is some-
times  more  effective  than  beatin’
aronnd ihe bamboos a week tryin® out
a newfangled enveloping  maveuvre.
That's the reason U'm barred from &
comm s~ion.

He pressed a fresh mnteh to his stale
croar and pnffed swav ap evemrhalpe
ing pressure of pent-np emeeon,

e Toomess thete’s no use kicks
ine. he eaid, when his anood  had
hurned ttself to o tranowil embor, “X
cuppose that gs the changed order of
thners,

The eecond platoon in command of a
bandv-legoed ton sergeant  wis I]té%
sw e ng by in column of squads whi
brought a fresh glow of thought to
Brinton’s poisoned mind.

CThere’s vour modern soldier,” said
he. “1f he hadun't passed the age
hmit he'’d get a commission sure. As
it 18, they've got him as far as he can
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go. for he's had his nose inside every
heok in the military cousses and snores
mathematics ‘n his gleen.”

“This is the day of science and the
specialist,” I consoled him. _

“Qq T've found,” Brnton repled
quirtly. Tt in the hard, harsh din
of baitle they’ll find that a man with
dash and savvy and natural cunnmng
is worth as much as ever, even if he
does think trig is a short ent fur trig
ger instead of trigonomeiry. The'ﬁ'i!
find that red corpunscles will generate
IROTO corpses among tha enemy than A
whole corps of corpuleni hookworms,
Why, the time I made that frontal at-
tack on the Googons, in the islands,
eud won, a vonng shaveta'! had hoen
irying higher tacties on the problem
for a week.”
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I left Brinton in h's nnhanpy refloe-
tons and rode anan to the horder,
soma2 two miles away. whers there wns
sromise of mlitary diversinn,  Al-eads
chere was a sharp rat-n-tat of musketry
acroxs the Uorder, where rebels wern
rttackng o finol fort'fied stand  of
Huerta's hard-dviven Federals.,  Tf tvas
the thi=d attaclc in a week, which is
someth'ng of a reecord for Meziean
fighting men, and as usual outposts
were banging awav at rondom.

Lving an the New Mox'can side of
2 lltﬂ-:!jl:nn'ﬂ* I observed the Tttle mih-

tary drama through binoeulars.  The
firing grew., with the morning., into
& suhdued roar. Jllowing clouds of

grevish smoke from unm'litery  -ifles
plurred the daller grev of the nundulat-
jne Mex‘ern terrain. Dnts and masses
of doty no larzer than thoe minutie uu-
der & mcroscone manevred buack and
forth in haphazard fashion, now trying
a ilovling movement, now seckine an
enveloping atteek: backing aoed filling
tacticolly but gotting nowbere.

Ow'ng to the great range which tho
comb-tants dizcreetly ma ntained, the
en~ualties 1must have benn very lizht.
Plawmly, ore stde was ufra’d and tho
other dared not. Theire was o fauney
for the smoke &nd din nud pleturesque-
nass of batile, with notusce for the dan-
gers. Indecis'on and cantion wers tho
pievaling features,

As tha day grew on, one or two sor-
fi2s wore attempted Fedaral caval-y
woant fDI"ﬂ‘l iﬂ P}.'tm:ﬁf“i fst'f'fur al oa _[5511-
lop and stampeded a4 flank ng battalion
that bad worked into positon to drive
in an enfilading fire on o Une of Fel-
oral trenches. The intautrymen gave
ground o the yelling horeemen, and
yam cnrrt’us&nrﬂ}' hefore :}m troopers
were withn  two hund-ed vard: of
them. Whereat the horcemen, {uliv
pati-fed, wheelod and rods buck o
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shelter,

“0Oh, to be in command ¢ that in-
mtrFIJF

A dsgusted exclamation right in my
enr nearly prec'pitated me over the
Pmtmting sand dune on which [ was
iyving at the summ't of the rise. |
turned to ses tho stolid features of
Sergeant Brinton glued to field glasses
right hehind me. The distant sound
of ecombat lad proved too strong &
lure. and he had come forward.

. “ireasers s ghted on this side be-
cvoud the ecarap, and T came out on re-
I connoissanee,”” he hastened to explan,
Lin jnstificaton of his presence. ‘ Left
' the corporal in charge of the camp de-
tail while T loaked 1nto the matier
Quite justifiable.

“*The idea of that infantry retreat-
ine.” he muttered. “Cavalry amn't
dangerous tn infantry if the men’ll only
keep cool and hold their ground. But
the idea o' that cavalry drawn’ off when
they got the doughbovs on the run!
That's, ks gettin’ vour hoxin’ adver-
sary grogzy end then goin® hack to your
corner to wa't till he recovers.  Tt's
worse n watchful warun® i war time.”’

““ That's the first real action all morn-

ing,” 1 suggested.
“ I’ve been here for the last Liour, and
['va secn evervehing tried that’'s in the
huok. Bet they've got o whole ¢lass
i o’ Mexican m:litary grads on each side.
Bet there’s more trizonometery expetts
ont there 1n ecommand than svou'd find
in a State university : and as mueh red
bluod as you'd find in a frog.

“What they need,” he proceednd
eritically, ‘s less facties awud nore
“sand.  Bet they've got tao many mili-
tary experts, wien what they need is a
man or two lke that bandit Villa that's
heen whoopin’ things up o’ late over bee
low Juarez and Chihuahua,  Taeties
is a fine thing. and vou can’t zet ulong
without ‘em, but yvou need sand, too,

and a taste for just plamm fichtin®.

He turned and started back on hands

and knoees.
I W T ] ——11 R ~ £ ok I | -

-

S e
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h INOLIRRLY WWlly UL ‘.J-l. i WILLIY  mypee
| side runs out o ammuvition, or  oets
| bouzht off,”" he protested. ** U'm gom’
back to eamp. But ¥ they had a
‘ fichtin’ man to handle "em, either ride
|r:m1‘_f.] win pands down.”

The reckless waste  of  ammunition
{kepr up all day, with no advantage two
Ceither side. As onrebhb o came on, the
msketry Inlled s theno after o sudiden
b burst of Hfe at dusk. ded ont, Ondy
l; the ocecasional dromming of an cutpest
| exchanue of grectings  disturhed  the
| nigght, As mnny of  the Nneriean
;‘ troops as could b spared ROTe redied
D hek o camp to Sleen on thee arms,
L while patrols moved along the houndary
| Uumwh the mght., For the hetter part
! of 2 week these hﬂp‘r‘Eﬂw activities con-
! i, with vn prospeet thot the thine
Cwonld ever come to anvihime. Ty Dy
TR LRI P e ] _}rFHLq'i‘ 1'1='u‘{-~:~-'.'l!"-' bor froem ;'i'.-
bl comuand on duty durog the ey,
With the exception of a squad or 1o
tha men were .-!Imud to remain ready
f(_}f‘ {~tr]¢1[‘ﬂ[1nr~iz!s, hut on duty
L [t was on the morniug of the frth doy
| thoreatter that the thing broke ol
i IH Huwwi Fan % hetore revernls
ol that mmorning we were routed out by

a fearful commotion across the interna-
tional boundary. The troopers tumbled
ot with the alacrity of firemen re-
sponding to an alarm. and whisked off,
double time, to the line; empty of
stomach but full of hope.

Day was just brﬁ‘lkillg, a deathly prle
glow 1nto which there was torn a theu-
sand flitting jets of fire.  Overhead 2
starry note from the song of confiict
aee-pped our way every once in a while.

”}t looks like ‘“ev've stirred up a
littla of the real toing this time”” ex-
claimed the first lieutenant, addressing
the captain,

“ Nothing more than the nsual burn-
ing np of ‘*mmnmtlml. with the nrinci-
pal dang Zer over fiere to ne innov Pnt hy-
'«t'mdus snapred the captain in a eyn-
ieal ante-hreakfast voice.

But as light seeped in v was plain
the captain had m'sjudged the matter,
aned the first lentenunt was correct 1o
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Wis siurmises,  There was a desperate
struge'e m.. and the rebels had taken
tite offensive, with an obvious determi-
nation to do or die.

Now the FPederals were intrenched on
4 rise in a broad semi-cirela, with the
Ameriean horder on one flank and a line
of riile pits on the other.  Tu front of
the I‘1HD nits. on the flank, wae a set
fovel «tr'n o full thousand vards across,
The improbability of Mewienn troops
hravineg that open streteh doubtless ae-
commted for the indifferant ‘;frf*n}th of

that fiank. The Federal tacticians
i.v-.w.- their ecountrymen well.
I§ oW there e | 11101-‘3-[1-};-.7-&

qezal mt this flonk Mmh was In accord-
anen with tha tfnm nrnmrrﬂm of real
warfare. The enemy was using rare
conrave along with his tacties,

. A Lattalion. Aeploved at intervals of
Cone vild, was hall-way across the leve)

Cdanger zone. Behind it at intervals
Cof litty wvards, were  gec mnrl and third
lines. The first line wounld rush for-

Corard u fow rods an:i rall fat, the men
Y ‘t”i" with all their mugzht av  the
Chard grey wronnd until Hnj had biur-
:‘['U‘ﬂ..'{_'l.I 4 shallow En Then they wonld
Cmove forware, firing, and the second
Cline woudd move imto the vacated pits
Cand din deeper, whic the first Iine, al-
o bLl{' digeing and firmg 1o keep
down the enrmy's five, started a new set
Cof holes. The tiard 'Im-n was thus ;l::!f:

o move forw 'nr{ and pertect the rilie

:t.:: i eomparative safety.

SThev' il wet the 1‘lillt:llq sure with
if_}mt. frick  but why didn’t thev think
Laf it a week awo? 7 exelatued the cap-
Tati,

“It'e g oeineh that comniander o the
irive line is @ new one on the sr_-onv."
1[1F“|-",r-rl the first heutenant, without
lowerineg his bimoculars,

Ioven t‘nnu dothe distanee the new
commaler of the advance element was
a warrior of distinet persomality. He
wae a wallwiry individual, uniformed
i what looked lke Lkhaki wfantry
breeches and an old-issue  blue  shirt.
lena was ahoit him the eunning of a

~ £ A il esvidk ot on
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Japanese field olheer ald e goiv os e
scasoned Yankee. For it was plam that
the Tatin-American firing fue  didn'v
particularly relish the musie, and 1t wax
only his iron havd and mastery of the
situation that was taking them across,

“ Give 'em the point of it!" yelled an
enthusiastic enlisted man, quite un-
mindful of the fuct that his volce was
entively lost to the object of his re-
marks.

His outhurst was inspired by the ac-
tidu of the leader in beating several of
his warriors out of the shallow pits with
the flat of his gabre when they showed
an inchnation to lie eclose.  Getting
tha line started, he wonld Jrad the ad-
vance, bounding forward in big., elumsy
bonnds, swinging his sabre and velling
orders which came to ns Iike the distant
sque~liing of n nhonearaph.

“Bet mv clothine aliowance against
tor comts Mex thot it's a Yank doin’
that trick.”” shouted the first sergeant.

“An American  adverturer taking
trestment for ennni, no doubt,” re-
sprIad the eaptain,

Warers, at od's, that the marenvre
wen'd ¢necend within an hour were sud-
(;F‘.“}\' 1‘T"+£‘\']"}'“hh‘i_"‘f hr I ﬁDf‘L‘t:‘l{'TF -{-11;11'
made the trooners gasp in  estonich-
ment. Tt wes almost tnn murh to be-
lisve even when spread out right befora
the eves,

Within three hundred yards of vie-
tory, with the Fedrral troops already
breaking and spriuting for the rear,
running low, the commander of the ad-
vance suddenly threw down his sabre
and coolly wualked back and away by
the right flank. 1t was not panie, not
blue flunk, for the fellow paused in a
leisurely way to fill and light his pipe.

The horder patrol stood speechless,
watching the fellow. It had staggered
them—this spectacle of a leader taking
his men to the frant door of victory and
then turning off without entering, quite
as if he suddenly had lost interest n
the game. Stranger still, he did not
once look back. The din of battle and
the fate of his troops did not appear to

https://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/newspapers/TS1 9150717.2.9 8/
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hold further interest for him.

‘“Hi, there!l’”’ Look at your pesky
srmy, now !’ the trmmpeter with the
bellowslike lungs screamed. -

But if this strangely behaved enigma
heard he did not heed.

There followed a truly remarkable
demonstration of the one-man power in
battle—the mysterious capacity to drive
gcores of men into the face of death.
For the very minute that he dropped
the reins his line began to break. Be-
fore he was out of pistol range they had
lnunched = rm-ord-{:reaking sprint back
to the rear. liven the second and third
lines broke from their rifle pits and
retreated pell-mell.

Straight for the international boun-
dary the apparition that had led them
was now headed. Presently he appear-
ed to note the presence of the Ameri-
can troops, halted, ievelled his field
zlas's, and then, turning in a direction
parallel with the boundary, disappeared
into a brushy swale, and was gons.

‘““ Lieutenant, that man's going to try
to cross into the United States at somd
po nt,”’ announced the zaptain. ‘‘ Put
out patrols and bring him in, if he tries
it. Be careful,” the captain added,
‘“ that he deesn’t outwit you, for, ,Em; -
ing from what we’ve seen, he ought to
be clever at reconnaissance and avoid-
ing patrols.”

¥5 Company had interest in nothing
else, as the men, late in the day, swung
into the mess tent. Sergeant Brinton
turned out the guard zs the troops
marched into eamp, standing like a
statuc labelled ¢ Soldier at Attention,”
as the column went by. At mess the
whole wondrous tale of that charge was
told and told aguin.

* But whatever got into him to quit !”’
exclaimed first one man and then the
other, without any satisfactory theory
being offered.

ki %_‘[a.;'h} he never had any intention
o’ carrying the thing through—maybe
he was just experimenting,”” suggested
Sergeant Brinton, in his turn, *“ and

- - e 11'!* 1-11].'-0 P r.'[ﬂ.n v
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didn't Waht 1o rmeiny vane sucs  wu
strong in the fracas.”

Several glances of contempt at such
shallow jndgment were cast upon Brin-
ton. Otherwise his remark was igror.
Ed“ Or mavbe,”” the sergeant added in
a caustic drawl, ““maybe he was tryin’
to prove that the sqnare upon the hy-
potenuse of m rght-angled triangle is
equal to the sum of t?m squares erected
upon the other two sides.”

Later, in the waning light of tattoo,
Srrgeant Brinton came to my tent, tied
the flap carefully behind him, stripped
off his hlousa, and handed me a broken
first ~id packet. L

““Yeu bein’ the on'v civilian in camm,
I’ ask no vou to do it up for me. I'm
t-king no chances on any of the others.”
He bared a big black-red sploteh on
h's should 'r—an u«ly flesh wound, that
was in sad need of attention.

““Do vou mean to say that you
' %n;i.gmit nothin’,” he replied coolly.
¢« Byt if T was roin’ to bet on it I'd nls’!t
that the chep who led that line couldn’t
prnv,t} ‘Hlﬂt t-he squars upn_':n t‘h{" -h}'p(ltﬂ*
nusa of a right-angled triangle is equal
tn the sum of the rquares erected upon
the other two s'des.”

ry
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A MATIER OF GEQJETRY.

—_————
(By CAPTAIN ARED WHITE.)

© Tt nsod to be,” gaid Bergeant Brin»
ton rather bitterly, ‘‘that soldierin’
was a red-blosded man’s business. Now
it's got to ba a mers matier of cold-
blooded caleulation where the biggest
man in the end is the one with the
longest nose and the biggest pair of
specs hung on the end of "em.”

The square-jawed, muscular old ser-
gernt paused abruptly and leaped to
alientiion ss a brisﬁ young lienteuant,
studious of mien but brisiling with
activity and authority, came up the
desolato troop street.

" Bergeant,’ ordered the officet
sharply, © vou will remain ig changs of
the eamp while the troop is deployed
an tho border, as thers is  ancthar
racket bLlowing up among the cheloa

over the way.”



“Yes, sir.”” replied Brinton, saluting
smartly, while his face dutfully  he-
traved no hint of .the kewen disappeiut-
| ment he must have fel%,
| There's just one thing,’ mutterad
the sergeant, as his superior strode off,
“that stands between my lssurng or-
dere to that chap. 1 ean't get hipgher
mathematies through my head—vhough
' when it comos to push and dash and
tact 'os, wWits 1 ]

Brinton lit a eommissary weed. and
shified himself pearer his shelter tant
\ to escape cneroachmont of ibe hot bor
Pder sun,  He sat there in reflective
silenee, lis goze lost in the baked, bar-
ren swales and gullies of the troubled
' lands ncross, the sluggish Rio Grande.
Presently the trocp. in light marching
i order, went trottiig animatedly from
“the camp, sabres and oguipment clan’-
ine a tantalsing ref-wn under which




Brinton  blanched. At the heaq,
prondly astride a big roan, was  tha
'Tientennnt. who was 1 comuand while
the captain was on detacked service
with n foreign embassy.

H8avt?  Berpeant Irinton turhed
an me sharply. “* Prove that the square
apon the hypotenusa of a ripht-angled
iriangle s equal to the sum of the
Csouares erected upen  the oiher two
desl

“ What's that got to do with puards
mg the enmp?™ T asked him.

‘ Brervthing.” he asserted ' Every-
thing in the werld.  That's the resson
T'm here mstend of at the head of
troop. T conldn't prove i, The best
thing thoat 1T ean prave °y that one Ame-
rican roiol s worth twa  ordinary
fishting men or twenty areasers.  The
het thine T eves proved was that o
brsk frontal attaek undar fire is some-
{imes more effective  than  beatin®
aronnd the hamboos a week tryin® out
a vowianpleld nm‘n]uping i AL@UTre.
That's tho reason l'm barred from @
comm s-ion.”




lie pressed a fresh matel to his stale
ar and pmffed away oan avemvhelme
Mg pressre ni pont-up emeemn,

“Hnr 1 cness these's no use kicks
in=.” he osaid, when bis apoed  had
hrrsed ”\0” o a tranguil embor, i
snppase that is the changed order of
thrnes.”

Tl seennd plataon in command of
bandv-legred ton sergeant  wias I)(;%
s e by i column of squads wha
bmught a fresh pglow of thought 1o
Brmtﬂn s poisoned mind.

“There’s vour modern soldier,” said
ke, M le hadn't pussed the age
Hmit he’'d et o commission sure. As 1
it 15, they’ve got him as far as he can




!
go. for he's had his nose inside every
heol in the military cou-ses and snores
mathematies ‘n his sleen’’

“This is the day of seience and the
spectaist,” 1 consoled dim. .

“8y T've found, Bruion repled
quirtly, T -1 in the hard, harsh din
of battle they'l! find that a wan with:
dash gnd savvy and aamral cunnng
is worth as mauch as ever, even if he
does think trig is a short et fue brig-
ger instead of trgonometry.  They It
fixd that red corpuseles will generate
ImoTe corpses amoug the ancmy than &
whola corpy of corpulent hookmorms.
Why, the time T wade that frorgta-l at-
tack on the Googsos, in the islands,
end wan, a vonns shaveta'l had h-on
trying hirher tactics nn the problem
for & week.”’

T left Brinton in h's unlaspy refloe-
tous and rode anon to ithe horder,
soma two miles away, wihore there was
aromite of mlitary diversion.,  Ai-eady
zhere was a sharp ratn-tat of ransketry
a¢ross the bordor, where rebels wern
ettack'ng a finul fortified stand  of
Hucrta's hard-dvivon Fedarals, Tt was
tha thi-d attack in a week, which is
someth'ng of a record  for  Al-ziean
hgihting men, and as usual outposts |
werg banging awav at rradom. !

Lyvire an the New Mox'can side of
» little kmoll, T abserved the Dittle miliﬁ,
tary drama through binoeulars.  The
firing grew, with tha merning. intn]
s subdued roar, Jillowine clouds of
groxvish smoke from unm'litarv  riflos ]
plurred the daller groy of the undulat-
ing Mexiern torrnin, Dats and masses
of dote no larzer than the minutis nu-
der & mcroscona maneavrad beek and
forth ta haphazurd faslion, now trying
a flreking movement, now seckine an
en\‘e*l‘.n'p‘-ﬂg attrele: barking aod fitlng
tacticnlly but gotting nawlere,

wing to the geat range which tho
comb-tauts dicereetly ma utained, the
ea~ualties must have heea very lirht.
Plainly, are side was uira’d and the
other dared not.  Theirs was o fanex
for the smoke and din aud pieturesque-
nass of battle, with no tusie for thedan-
gers. Indecis'an and cantinn wero tho
preealing features.

As tha day grew an, ene or two sor-
tivs wore attemptod  Fedaral caval-y
wont forth in extonded arder at a pal-
lop and stampeded & fankng battadion
that bad worked inta positon to drive
i an enfilading fre on o e of Fel-
ora!l trenches.  The infautrymen pave
ground tn the yelling herwemen, und

1

Sergeant Brinton glued to field glasseﬁ]
right hehind me.  The distant sound
of combat had proved too strong &
lure, and he haid comoe forward.

“ {ireasers & phted on this side be-
vond the camp, and 1 eame out on re-
connoissince.” he hastened to explain, |
in jnstification of his presence. ‘' Left
tha corporal in charge of the camp dev
tail while T lonked inte the mutier
Quiie justifiable. |

© The ides of that infantry retreat-!
ing.” he muttered. “Cavalry ain't
dangerous fa infantry it the men’ll anly
keepr cool and Lold their ground. But
the idea o' that cavalry drawn’ off when
they gat the doughbors on the run!
That's Tika gettin’ your hexin' adver-
sary grogsy and then goin® back to your
correr to wo't till he recovers.  Tt's
worse'n watehfnl waitin’ in war time?’

That's the fiest real action all marn-
ing,”’ 1 snpggested.

“T've been here jor the last hour, and |
F've seen evorvtiung trivl that's in vhe
buok. Bet they've got x whele cluss -
o’ Mexican military piads on each sithe, |
Bet there's mor. trigobomeatery exproats |
ont there in eommand than soud find
in a State university : amad as qauch red !
bluod as you'd find i a froy,

“What tiey  need,”  he  proeseded
eritically, s less tactics aned neee
sand. Bet they’ve got too many noli-
tary experts, wilen what they need s a
man or twe like that bandit Villa that's
been who pin’ thices up o Jate over bes
low Juarez and  Chihuahunx,  Tarties
is a fine thing, and you ean’t met uloug
without ‘e, bt you need sand, too,
ard a taste for just plain fichuw

He turned and stacted back on hands :
and knoes.

“Nothin? will come of 1t unti! sne
side runs out o ammunition, or  oots
hought. off,”” he ;rrntes‘ml. “Tmogoin”

T

back to ecamp.  But they had a
fishtin’ man to handle 'ew, either eide
econ'd win hands down.™

The rockless waste  of  ammunition
kep up all day, with no sdvantage w
cither s3de. As vight came  on, the
masketry alled; then, atter o sudden
burst of life at dusk. ded ant. iy
the areasional Aromming of wn cotpest
exchanen of erectings  disturhed “the |
nigrhit, As mnny of  the Nperienn
troops as codll be spared were narehed |
ek to oeamp ta sleen on bherne arms,

Vhile patrols maved alange the hrondas

throwch the mght, For the beiter part

ran CODfI]SP’][)' hefore the troopers E uf B} \}i‘l'k‘ these hﬂi)‘f‘l"\:\ S\l‘(‘l\"tlt‘n”(‘f)n- ;
were  withn  tuwp hundoed vard. of ; DR with n prospect thoe thie thine
them. Wherint the Yarwimen fu”!"! wenthd ever come to ansthing. Iy Ir-
pati-fAed, wheelsi and cade buck o] e we fonier pevessars bo ke i

shelter.

‘' 0h, to bs in command o' that in-
fantry 1

A dsgusted exclamation right in my
ear nearly precpitated me aver thed
rotecting sawl dune on which [ was!
iving at the summ't of the riwe. 1
turned to ses the stolid features of.i

-

tinl comuiand an dnty durozx the day.
With the exception of a squad or too
the men were zllowed to rentan ready
for emeroencies, hnt an aduty

[t was on the morniug of the Al doy
thereafier thau the thing freke our
win i errnesin Loy befure pevenle
ol that merning we were routed out by .

faf mle pits on the other.

Cal ittty vards, wers

Cmove

& fearful commotion neross the interna-
tiona} baundary. The troopers tumbled
out. with the alacrity of firemen re-
sponding to an alarm, and whisked off,
doyble time, to the line; empry of
stomach but full of hope.

Day was just breaking, a deathly pale
glow 1nto which there was torn a theu-
sand Bitling jets of fire. Qverhead 2
starty nate {rom the song of confiict
zee-ipped onur way every onee in a while.

”}t lnoks like ‘Mev’ve stirred up a
littla of the real taing this time,” ex-
claimed the first leutenant, addressing
the captain.

“ Nothing more than the wsual hurn-
vz up of ammunition, with the nrinei--
pal dunger over here to ns innovent by- ,

standurs,” enapred the caplain in a eyn-
ieal ante-heeakiasr voice.

But as light seeped in 1 was plain
the eaptain hnd misjudged the matier,
g the Arst Lienteiant was correct in !
his sirniises.  There was a  desperatn
strupe's on, and the rebels had taken |
the affeusive, with an obvious determi-

]

nation to do or die.

Naw the Pederals were tntrenched on
norise inoa broad semi-efrels, with the
metiean barder em ane flank and a line
T front of
the Tifle mita. on the flank, was a set
Lpel ety o full thousand rurds across
The improbability of Mexienn troops |
hravine that open streteh doubtless ac-
comuted for the indiFerent strength of
that f-ak. The Federal {,ncn.;cimm‘
krow their countrymen well |

Tt now there was  a  movement
qeainst this Aenk which wes in accord- |
anea with the orim prineiples of veal
warfare The enimy was using rare
conragze alone with his tacties,

A battalion, deployed at intervals of
ane vard, was half-way across the level
dunger zone.  Hehind it. at intervals
second  gnd third
lines.  The @rst fine would rush for-
vard w fow rads and fall Bat, the men
seaopige with all theiv might at 1he
nard grev prood ontil they hed Lur-
rowed g shallow pit. Then they wanld
forward, triae, and the seeond
Ve wiitid weve into the vacated pits
and dip deeper, whio the first tine, al-
trrnately dligeine and firmg 1o keep
down the enemys five, storted a new seg
of Niates.  The third line was thus able
o move forward and pertect the rifle
pits it eomparative salvty.

O hew'il wet tie Iederals sure with
that trick bt why didn't thes think
of it & week 2 pxelaimad the cap-
tari,

STt einch that comander o e
tirine Hime oo new oe on the seenel™
voplied the first heutennnt, without
lowering his hinoculars,

Fven throush the distasee the new
commander of the gdvanee olemenl was
a warrior of distimet personalite. e
wis o tadl wiey icdividl, uniforned
iy whal looked lke Lkhaki infuntry

W



breaches and an old-iseus blne  shirt.
Thare was abont himt the ennning of a

Japanese field afficor and the prit of a

seasoned Yankee. For it was plain that

~the Latin-American firing  fine  didns

particularly relish the musie, and it was

,onty his dron kand and mastery of the !

sitation that was taking them ncross.
“ Gite 'emr 1he point of it 1" yelled an
enthusiastic enlisted man, quite un-
mindful of the fuet that his voice was
ritively lost to the objoet of his re-
marks.
| T N T



His onihurst was inspired by the ac-
tidn of the leader in beating several of
I warriors out of the shallow pits with
the flat of his sabre when they showed
an inclination to le eclose.  Getting
tha jine started. he would Inad tha ad-
vanee, bounding forward in big, climsy
bomnds, swinging his sthee and velling
orders which eame to s 1ike the distant
squesling of # vphenerraph.

“Bet my clothine allawanrce aerainst
tory cents Mex thei it's a Yank doin’
that trick.” shouted the first sergeant.

“An  American  adventnrer taking
trestment for annuni, no  doubl,” re-
sp~=Jnd the eaptain, {

Wharars, at od?s, that the marmnrre
wen'd sueecerd witbin an hour were and-
denlv interrunted by a spectacle  thaf
made the trooners gasp in  rstomish-
mant. Tt w~s almo<t tnn mnerh to be-
Feyo even when spread out right befora




Within three hundred yards of viee
tory, with the Fedcral troops already
| breaking and sprinting for the rear, |
| running low, the commander of the ad-

vance suddenly threw down his sabre

and coolly wulked back and away by
the right flank. Tt was not panic, not

blue flunk, for the fellow paused in a

leisurely way io fill and light his pipe.

The border patrol stoud speechless, l
watching the fellow. 1t had staggered
them—this spretacle of a leader taking |

bis men to the frant daor of victery amgi 3
then turning off without entering, quite

as if he suddenly had lest interest in

the gams. Stranger still, he did not
onee look back. The din of battle and
’Lho fate of his troops did not appear to

hold further interest for him.

“Hi, there!” Look at your pesky
j ’urmy, row |’ the trmmnpeter with the
betlowslike lungs sereamed.

Rut if this strangely behaved enigma
’ heard he did not heed.

' oorwrn dallomeemed a $vwiile s swlea bl

;
w
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Ei Thera followed a truly remarkable
| | demonstration of the ene-man power in
{ | battle—the mysterious capacity to drive

scores of men into the tace of death.

tor the very minute that he dropped

the reins his line began to broak. Be-

fore he was out of pistol range they had

launched n record-breaking sprint back

to the rear. Fven the second and third

lines broke from their rifle pits and

retreated pell-mell.

Straight fer the international boun-
dary the apparition that had led them
was now headed. Pre:ently he appear-
i | =l to note the presence of the Ameri-

 ean troops, halted, lovelled his  field
zlasss, and then, turning in a direction
paratlel with the boundary, disappeared
o a brushy swale, and was gone.

* Liputenant, that man’s going to try
to craes into the United States at soma
pont," announced the zaptain. “ Put
out patrols and bring him in, if he tries
it. Be careful,” the captain ndded,
'“ that he doesn’t outwit you, for, judp-
ing irom what we've scen, le mzdlt to
be clever at recounalssance and avoeid-

Ing patrals.”

¥ a4 . o» I




¥ Company had interest In nothing
else, as the men, late in the day, swing
into the ness teni. Sergeant Brinton
turned out the guard s the troops
marched into eamp, standing like &
statuo labelled “Soi:}ipr at Attentiom,””
as the eolumn went by, At mess the
whrle wondrous tale of that charge was
told and told aguin.

" But whatever got into him to quit 1"
exclaimed first one man and then the
other, without any satisfactory theery
bein;ﬂ: offered. |

“ ITaybe he never had any intention
o' carrying the thing through—maybe
he was just experimenting,’” suggested
Serpeant Brinton, in his turn, ‘‘ and
didn't want to rerlly take sides too
strong in the fraeas.”

&rveral glances of contempt at such
challow judgment were cust upnn Brin-
ton. Otherwise his remark waa igror-

ed.

# O mavhe.” the sergeant added in
a caustic drawl, *meybe he was tryin'
to prave that the sguare upon the hy-
potenuse of & rght-angled triangle ix
equal to the sum of the squares erected
upon the other two sides.”



Later, in the waning light of tattoo,
Srrenant Brnton came to my tent, tied
the flap carefully behind him, stripned
off his hlous~, and handed me a2 broken |
first nid packet. |

“Yeu bein’ the on'y civilian in cammp,

[ I'm ask ne vou to do it up for me. I'm
t-king no chances on any of the nthers.”
He barcd a big block-red splntch  on
f's should -r—an uziv flech wound, that
was 1n sad need of attention.

“Tlo vou mean to szy that you ”
I pasp-d.

“1 admit nothin’,” he replied conlly.
“ Pyt if I was roin’ to bet on it I'd bet
that the chep who led that line couldn’t
prove that the sguare upon the hypote-
nus= of a right-angled toianele is equal
tn the sum of {he rquares erected upon
the other two &'dea.’”

- ———




