
  

 

  
 

 
(Continued from last week.)

I spent a week trying to teach some
of the Tommies how to play poker, but

because I won thirty-five francs they
declared that they didn’t “fawncy” the

game.
Tommy plays few card games; the

general run never heard of poker, eu-

chre, seven up, or pinochle. They have!

a game similar to pinochle called;
“Royal Bezique,” but few know how toy

play it. :

Generally there are two decks of

cards in a section, and in a short time’

they are so dog-eared and greasy, you

can hardly tell the ace of spades from

the ace of hearts. The owners of these

decks sometimes condescend to lend
them after much coaxing.

So you see, Mr. Atkins has his fun

mixed in with his hardships and, con-

trary to popular belief, the rank and

file of the British army in the trenches
is one big happy family. Now in Vir-

ginia, at school, I was fed on old Me-

Guffy’s primary reader, which gave me
an opinion of an Englishman about

equal to a ’76 Minute Man’s backed up

by a Sinn Feiner’s. But I found Tome

my to be the best of mates and a gen-

tleman through and through. He never

thinks of knocking his officers. If one

makes a costly mistake and Tommy.

pays with his blood, there is no gen-

eral condemnation of the officer. He
is just pitied. It is exactly the same

as it was with the Light Brigade at

Balaclava, to say nothing of Gallipoli,

Neuve Chapelle and Loos. Personally
I remember a little incident where  
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poral answered, “Blime me, sir, the

straw was issued, but there wasn’t

enough left over from the servants’
beds; in fact, we had to use some of

the ’ay to ’elp out, sir.”

It is needless to say that the serv-

ants dispensed with their soft beds
that particular night.

Nevertheless it is not the fault of
the individual officer, it is just the sur-

vival of a quaint old English custom.

You know an Englishman cannot be
changed in a day.

But the average English officer is a

good sport. He will sit on a fire step

and listen respectfully to Private

Jones’ theory of the way the war

should be conducted. . This war is

gradually crumbling the once insur-

mountable wall of caste.

You would be convinced of this if
you could see King George go among

his men on an inspecting tour under

fire, or pause before a little wooden

cross in some shell-tossed field with

tears in his eyes as he reads the in-

scription. And a little later perhaps

bend over a wounded man on a stretch-

er, patting him on the head.

More than once in a hospital I have

seen a titled Red Cross nurse fetching

and carrying for a wounded soldier,

perhaps the one who in civil life de-

livered the coal at her back door. To-
day she does not shrink from lighting

his fag or even washing his grimy

body.

Tommy admires Albert of Belgium be-

cause he is not a pusher of men; he

leads them. With him it’s not a case

 
Meeting a Gas and Infantry Attack.

twenty oi us were sent on a trench

raid, only two of us returning, but I

‘will tell this story later on.

I said it was a big happy family, and
'so it is, but as in all happy families,

‘there are servants, so in the British

‘army there are also servants, officers’
servants, or “0. 8.” as they aretermed.

In the American army the common

name for them is “dog robbers.” From

a controversy in the English papers,

Winston Churchill made the state-

ment, as far as I can remember, that
the officers’ servants in the British

forces totaled nearly two hundred

thousand. He claimed that this re-
moved two hundred thousand excep-

tionally good and well-trained fighters

from the actual firing line, claiming

that the oflicers, when selecting a man

for servant’s duty, generally picked the

man who had been out the longest and

knew the ropes.

But from my observation I tind that

a large percentage of the Servants do

go over the top, but behind the lines

they very seldom engage in digging

parties, fatigues, parades or drills.

This work is as necessary as actually

engaging in an attack, therefore I think

it would be safe to say that the all-

round work of the two hundred thou-

sand is about equal to fifty thousand

men who are on straight military du-

ties. In numerous instances, officers’

servants hold the rank of lance-corpo-

rals and they assume the same duties

.and authority of a butler, the one

stripe giving him precedence over the

‘other servants.
. There are lots of amusing stories

‘told of “0. 8.”
One day one of our majors went into

the servants’ billet and commenced
“blinding” at them, saying that his

horse had no straw and that he per-

sonally knew that straw had been is-
sued for this purpose. He called the

lance-corporal to account. The cor-

 

 

of “take that trench,” it is “come on

and we will take it.”
‘It is amusing to notice the different

characteristics of the Irish, Scotch and

English soldiers. The Irish and Scotch
are very impetuous, especially when it

comes to bayonet fighting, while the

Englishman, though a trifle slower,

thoroughly does his bit; he is more
.methodical and has the grip of a bull-

dog on a captured position. He is

slower to think; that is the reason why
he never knows when he is licked.
Twenty minutes before going over,

the top the English Tommy will sit on

‘the fire step and thoroughly examine

‘the mechanism of his rifle to see that it

‘is in working order and will fire prop-

erly. After this examination he is sat-

isfied and ready to meet the Boches.

But the Irishman or Scotchman sits
on the fire step, his rifle with bayonet

fixed between his knees, the butt of
which perhaps is sinking into the mud,
—the bolt couldn’t be opened with a

team of horses it is so rusty—but he

spits on his sleeve and slowly polishes
his bayonet; when this is done he also

is ready to argue with Fritz.

It is not necessary to mention the
colonials (the Canadians, Australians
‘and New Zealanders), the whole world
‘knows what they have done for Eng-

‘land.

The Australian and New Zealander

is termed the “Anzac,” taking the

name from the first letters of their of-

ficial designation, Australian and New

Zealand army corps. :

Tommy divides the German army.
into three classes according to their

fighting abilities. They rank as fol-

lows: Prussians, Bavarians and Sax-
ons.
When up against a Prussian regi-

ment it is a case of keep your napper

below the parapet and duck. A bang-
bang all the time and a war is on. The

Bavarians are little better, but the

| he loved the kaiser, while the Saxons

turned with the beer unless it was in-

{ his breath one night and the offending

 

Saxons are fairly good sports and are

willing occasionally to behave as gen-

tlemen and take it easy, but you can-

not trust any of them overlong.

At one point of the line the trenches

were about thirty-two yards apart.

This sounds horrible, but in fact it was

easy, because neither side could shell
the enemy’s front-line trench for fear

shells would drop into their own. This

eliminated artillery fire. ;

In these trenches when up against

the Prussians and Bavarians, Tommy
had a hot time of it, but when the Sax-

ons “took over” it was a picnic; they

would yell across that they were Sax-

ons and would not fire. Both sides

would sit on the parapet and carry on

a conversation. This generally consist-

ed of Tommy telling them how much

informed Tommy that King George
was a particular friend of theirs and

hoped that he was doing nicely.

When the Saxons were to be relieved

by Prussians or Bavarians, they would

yell this information across No Man's

Land and Tommy would immediately

tumble into his trench and keep his

head down.
If an English regiment was to be re-

lieved by the wild Irish, Tommy would

tell the Saxons, and immediately a vol-

ley of “Donner und Blitzens” could

be heard and it was Fritz’s turn to get

a crick in his back from stooping, and

the people in Berlin would close their

windows.

Usually when an Irishman takes over

a trench, just before “stand down” in

the morning, he sticks his rifle over

the top, aimed in the direction of Ber-

iin, and engages in what is known as
the “mad minute.” This consists of

firing fifteen shots in a minute. He

is not aiming at anything in particular

—Jjust sends over each shot with a

prayer, hoping that one of his atrays

will get some poor unsuspecting Fritz

in the napper hundreds of yards be-

hind the lines. It generally does; that’s
the reason the Boches hate the man

from Erin’s isle.

The Saxons, though better than the

Prussians and Bavarians, have a nasty

trait of treachery in their makeup.

At one point of the line where the

trenches“7ere very close, a stake was

driven into the ground midway be-
tween the hostile lines. At night when

it was his turn, Tommy would crawl

to this take and attach some London

papers to it, while at the foot he would

place tins of bully beef, fags, sweets,

and other delicacies that he had re-

‘ceived from Blighty in the ever looked-
for parcel. Later on Fritz would come

out and get these luxuries.

The next night Tommy would go out

to see what Fritz put into his stocking.

The donation generally consisted of a

‘paper from Berlin, telling who was

winning the war, some tinned sausages,

cigars, and occasionally a little beer,
but a funny thing, Tommy never re-

side of him. His platoon got a whiff of

Tommy lost his job.

One night a young English sergeant

crawled to the stake and as he tried to

detach the German paper a bomb ex-

ploded and mangled him horribly. Fritz

had set a trap and gained another vic-

tim which was only one more black
mark against him in the book of this

war. From that time on diplomatic re-

lations were severed.

Returning to Tommy, I think his

spirit is best shown in the questions he’

asks. It is never “who is going to win”

but always “how long will it take?”
 

CHAPTER XX.

“Chats With Fritz.”

We were swimming in money, from

the receipts of our theatrical venture,

and had forgotten all about the war,

when an order came through that our,
brigade would again take over their,

sector of the line.

The day that these orders were is-

sued, our captain assembled the com-

pany and asked for volunteers to go to

the Machine Gun school at St. Omar.
I volunteered and was accepted.

Sixteen men from our brigade left

for the course in machine gunnery.

This course lasted two weeks and we,

rejoined our unit and were assigned to.

the brigade machine gun company. It:
almost broke my heart: to leave my:

company mates.

The gun we used was the Vickers,
Light .303, water cooled.

I was still a member of the Suicide
club, having jumped from the frying:

pan into the fire. I was assigned to,

section 1, gun No. 2, and the first time

“in” took position in the front-line;

trench.

During the day our gun would be

dismounted on the fire step ready for.

instant use. We shared a dugout with

the Lewis gunners. At “stand to” we

would mount our gun on the parapet,

and go on watch beside it until “stand

down” in the morning. Then the gun
would be dismounted and again placed

in readiness on the fire step. :

We did eight days in the front-line
trench without anything unusual hap-.

pening outside of the ordinary trench

routine. On the night that we were to

“carry out,” a bombing raid against the
German lines was pulled off. This raid-

ing party consisted of sixty company
men, sixteen bombers, and four Lewis

machine guns with their crews. .

The raid took the Boches by surprise;

and was a complete success, the party

bringing back twenty-one prisoners.

The Germans must have been awful-,
ly sore, because they turned loose a:

barrage of shrapnel, with a few “Min-'

nies” and “whizz bangs” intermixed.

The shells were dropping into our front
ne like hailstones.
To get even, we could have left the

prisoners in the fire trench, in charge,

of the men on guard and let them click
Fritz's strafeing but Tommy does not:

treat prisoners that way.  

Five of them were brought into my.

dugout and turned over to me so that

they would be safe from the German

fire.

In the candlelight, they looked very

much shaken, nerves gone and chalky

faces, with the exception of one, a’

great big fellow. He looked very much,
at ease. I liked him from the start.

I got out the rum jar and gave each
a nip.and passed around some fags,

the old reliable Woodbines. The other:
prisoners looked their gratitude, but.

the big fellow said in English, “Thank

you, sir, the rum is excellent and I ap-:

preciate it, also your kindness.”

He told me his name was Carl

Schmidt, of the Sixty-sixth Bavarian’
Light infantry; that he had lived six

vears in New York (knew the city bet-.

ter than I did), had been to Coney
island and many of our ball games. He

was a regular fan. I couldn’t make him

believe that Hans Wagner wasn’t the.

best ball player in the world.

From New York he had gone to Lon-.

don, where he worked as a waiter in

the Hotel Russell. Just before the war

he went home to Germany to see his

parents, the war came and he was con-:
scripted.

He told me he was very sorry to

hear that London was in ruins from

the Zeppelin raids. I could not con-

vince him otherwise, for hadn’t he seen

moving pictures in one of the German

cities of St. Paul’s cathedral in ruins.

I changed the subject because he

was so stubborn in his belief. It was

my intention to try and pump him for

information as to the methods of the

German snipers, who had been caus-

ing us trouble in the last fewdays.

I broached the subject and he shut

up like a clam. After a few minutes

he very innocently said:

“German snipers get paid rewards
for killing the English.”

I eagerly asked, “What are they?”

He answered:

“For killing or wounding an English

private, the sniper gets one mark. For

killing or wounding an English officer

he gets five marks, but if he kills a Red

Cap or English general, the sniper gets

twenty-one days tied to the wheel of a

limber as punishment for his careless-

ness.”
" Then he paused, waiting for me to
bite, I suppose.

I bit all right and asked him why the

sniper was punished for killing an

English general. With a smile he re-

plied:

“Well, you see, if all the English gen-
erals were killed, there would be no

one left to make costly mistakes.”

I shut him up, he was getting too

fresh for a prisoner. After a while he
winked at me and I winked back, then

the escort came to take the prisoners

to the rear. I shook hands and wished

him “The best of luck and a safe jour-

ney to Blighty.”

I liked that prisoner, he was a fine

fellow, had an Iron Cross, too. I ad-

vised him to keep it out of sight, or

some Tommy would be sending it home

to his girl in Blighty as a souvenir.

One dark and rainy night while on

guard we were looking over the top

from the fire step of our front-line

trench, when we heard a noise imme-

diately in front of our barbed wire.

The sentry next to me challenged.

“Halt, who comes there?’ and brought

his rifle to the aim. His challenge was

answered in German. A captain in the

next traverse climbed upon the sand-

bagged parapet to investigate—a brave

but foolhardy deed—*“Crack” went a

bullet and he tumbled back into the

trench with a hole through his stomach

and died a few minutes later. A lance

corporal in the next platoon was so en-

raged at the captain’s death that he

chucked a Mills bomb in the direction

of the noise with the shouted warning

to us: “Duck your nappers, my lucky

lads.” A sharp dynamite report, a flare

in front of us, and then silence.

We immediately sent up two star

shells, and in their light could see two,

dark forms lying on the ground close

to our wire. A sergeant and four

stretcher-bearers went out in front and
soon returned, carrying two limp

bodies. Down in the dugout, in the

flickering light of three candles, we

saw that they were two German offi-

cers, one’ a captain and the other an

‘“unteroffizier,” a rank one grade higher

than a sergeant general, but below the

grade of lieutenant.

The captain’s face had been almost
completely torn away by the bomb’s

explosion. The unteroffizier was alive,

breathing with difficulty. In a few min-

utes he opened his eyes and blinked in

the glare of the candles.

The pair had evidently been drink-

ing heavily, for the alcohol fumes were

sickening and completely pervaded the

dugout. I turned away in disgust,
hating to see a man cross the Great Di-
vide full of booze.

One of our officers could speak Ger-
man and he questioned the dying man.

In a faint voice, interrupted by fre-

quent hiccoughs, the unteroffizier told

his story.

There had been a drinking bout
among the officers in one of the Ger-

man dugouts, the main beverage being

champagne. With a drunken leer he
informed us that champagne was plen-

tiful on their side and that it did not

cost them anything either. About seven
that night the conversation had turned

to the “contemptible” English, and the

captain had made a wager that he

would hang his cap on the English
barbed wire to show his contempt for

the English sentries. The wager was

accepterl. At eight o'clock the captain

and he had crept out into No Man's
Land to carry out this wager.

They had gotten about halfway

across when the drink took effect and
the captain fell asleep. After about

two hours of vain attempts the unter-

offizier had at last succeeded in wak-

ing the captain, reminded him of his

bet, and warned him that he would be

the laughing stock of the officers’ mess
 

if he did not accomplish his object, but

the captain was trembling all over and

insisted on returning to the German

lines. In the darkness they lost their

bearings and erawled toward the Eng-

lish trenches. They reached the barbed

wire and were suddenly challenged by

our sentry. Being too drunk to realize

that the challenge was in English, the

captain refused to crawl back. Finally

the unteroffizier convinced his superior

that they were in front of the English

wire. Realizing this too late, the cap-

tain drew his revolver and with a mut-

tered curse fired blindly toward our

trench. His bullet no doubt killed our

captain.

Then the bomb came over and there

Le was, dying—and a good job too, we

thought. The captain dead? Well, his

men wouldn't weep at the news.

Without giving us any further infor-
mation the unteroffizier died.

. We searched the bodies for identifi-

cation disks but they had left every-

thing behind before starting on their
foolhardy errand.

Next afternoon we buried them in

our little cemetery apart from the

graves of the Tommies. If you ever

go into that cemetery you will see two

little wooden crosses in the corner of

the cemetery set away from the rest.

They read:

Captain
German Army

Died — 1916
Unknown

BR. LP

Unteroffizier

German Army

Died — 1916

Unknown

R. 1. P

CHAPTER XXI.

About Turn.

The next evening we were relieved
by the —th brigade, and once again

returned to rest billets. Upon arriving

at these billets we were given twenty-

four hours in which to clean up. I had

just finished getting the mud from my

uniform when the orderly sergeant in-

formed me that my name was in orders

to leave, and that I was to report to

the orderly room in the morning for or-

ders, transportation and rations.

i nearly had a fit, hustled about
packing up, filling my pack with sou-
venirs such as shell heads, dud bombs,

nose caps, shrapnel balls, and a Prus-

sian guardsman’s helmet. In fact, be-

fore I turned in that night, I had every-

thing ready to report at the orderly

room at nine the next morning.

I was the envy of the whole seetion,
swanking around, telling of the good
time I was going to have, the places 1

would visit, and the real, old English

beer I intended to guzzle. Sort of

rubbed it into them, because they all

do it, and now that it was my turn, I

took pains to get my own back.

At nine I reported to the captain, re-

ceiving my travel order and pass. He

asked me how much money I wanted

to draw. I glibly answered, “Three

aundred francs, sir;” he just as glibly

handed me one hundred.

Reporting at brigade headquarters,

with my pack weighing a ton, I waited,

with forty others, for the adjutant to

‘nspect us. After an hour’s wait, he

rame out; must have been sore because

he wasn’t going with us.

The quartermaster sergeant issued!
1s two days’ rations, in a little white,

:anvas ration bag, which we tied to

ur belts. :

Then two motor lorries came along.

ind we piled in, laughing, joking, and

n the best of spirits. We even loved

‘he Germans, we were feeling so happy. .

Jur journey to seven days’ bliss in:

Blighty had commeneed. :
The ride in the lorry lasted about.

wo hours; by this time we were cov-

red with fine, white dust from the

‘oad, but didn’t mind, even if we were
1early choking.

At the railroad station at F we

reported to an officer, who had a white

oand around his arm, which read “R.:

I. 0.” (Royal Transportation Officer).

To us this officer was Santa Claus.

The sergeant in charge showed him

yur orders; he glanced through them

and said: “Make yourselves comfort-:

able on the platform and don’t leave;

the train is liable to be along in five.

ninutes—or five hours.” :
(Continued next week).

 

Too Expensive to Stutter.
 

There 1s a certain member of Con-
gress who stutters except when he
makes a speech or talks over the tel-
ephone. Recently he had occasion to
call up a friend in Seattle on a mat-
ter of personal importance. When
the transcontinental connection had
been made the man in Seattle shouted
through the phone:
“Who is talking ?”
“This is ‘Tom Smith” answered

the Congressman at the capitol end of
the wire.

“No, it is not ‘Tom Smith,’” snapt
the man in Seattle.

“Yes, it is ‘Tom Smith,” I tell you,”
the Congressman fairly bellowed.
“Why do you doubt it?”
“Why, ‘Tom Smith’ stutters.”
“Darn it, do you think I am going

to stutter at a dollar a word?” the
Congressman retorted as he banged
down the phone in disgust.—Nebraska
Legal News.

An Honest Estimate.
 

It was on the morning of St. Pat-
rick’s day the farmer thought he
would treat his servant boy, so he
gave him a very big glass of whiskey.
The farmer’s wife thought that she
would treat him also, but she gave it
to him in a very small glass. He look-
ed at it and asked:
“Ma’am, how are those glasses

made?”
“Oh, you know, these glasses are all

blown.”
“Well,” said the servant, “whoever

blew that one must have been very
short of breath.”’—Baltimore Sun.
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FARM NOTES.

—>Sugars and syrups can be produc-
ed on the farms and in villages by the
use of ordinary kitchen equipment to
help make up the average of 81
pounds, the estimated sugar for each
person in the United States last year.
A few sugar maple trees, well-kept
colonies of bees, a hundred feet of su-
gar beets raised in the garden, or a
small patch of sweet sorghum, and
cull or other surplus apples which
might go to waste unless made into
apple syrup may each be made to con-
tribute to our sugar supply.

~ —Every laying hen sold from the
farms nefore the first of May means
a loss of about thirty eggs to the food
supply of the nation. These eggs are
valuable food, manufactured largely
from insects, weeds and grass, gar-
bage and waste. The eggs, therefore,
are almost wholly a net gain in hu-
man food. Moreover, the hen is just
as good meat after she has laid these
eggs as before.
Savethe hens is the message that

the United States Department of Ag-
riculture is sending broadcast through
press notices and posters and through
its county agents, especially in the
southern poultry-raising sections.
—Big Profits for Growers Who

Keep Wheat Healthy.—To offset the
winter wheat crop loss, due to severe
weather conditions, farmers are being
urged to treat their spring wheat seed
so that the yield from every acre maybe increased more than four and one-half bushels. Preventive seed treat-ment will accomplish this for less thani cents an gore, according to theemergency boar i
ecialsts y d of plant disease

uoting the U. S. Departm
Agriculture, the elontive en?In more than 4000 cases of seed treat-ments to prevent smut in cereal cropsthe increase was 4.6 bushels to theacre. The total profit in these cases,involving about 400,000 acres, was$1,197,722. Spring cereals, used aswheat substitutes, may be increased
in the same way, declare the plant
disease experts.
Everywhere growers are asked to

apply the simple inexpensive treat-
ments, which call for no extra labor-
ers, in order that they may profit in-
dividually and the world may have
the additional food which is needed
now. The prevention of plant diseas-
es will increase the production of food
from 50 to 100 per cent., the special-
ists maintain.
_—Mabple sugar making is an art the

pioneer settlers of America learned
from the Indians, and for years it has
been a home and farm industry. The
process 1s not so complicated that
anyone who has the opportunity need
hesitate to try it. Find a sugar ma-
ple tree ten or more inches in diame-
ter; bore a hole three-eighths of an
inch or slightly more in diameter; in-
sert a metal spout or one made by
punching the pith from a section of
elder; set a bucket under it that the
sap may collect; boil this down in a
kettle or shallow pan on a kitchen
stove to the proper density for maple
syrup. If sugar is preferred, boil it
down further until it is quite thick,
taking care that it does not burn, and
let it crystallize.
“Sugar weather” often starts by the

middle of February in the southern
part of the sugar-maple region. The
first sap is sweetest. There is no time
to be lost in talking; get ready to take
advantage of the warm sunny days.
“Old timers” say the outlook is good
for a good sugar season.
The Office of Sugar Investigations

of the United States Department of
Agriculture upon application will send

{| instructions for making syrups at
home.

—When the pigs are about three
weeks old, sometimes less, they will
begin to nose around for something
to eat. If they are going to do as
they should this something must be
supplied. One of the best feeds at
this particular time is shelled corn.
It should be in a self-feeder in a pen
where the pigs can go to it and will
not be bothered by any of the rest of
the hogs. This can be arranged by a
creep just large enough to admit the
pigs handily. Don’t forget that these
little fellows grow quite rapidly and
from time to time the creep must be
made larger. After the pigs are 4 or
5 weeks old, especially if they do not
have good grass pasture, the addition
of some shorts, tankage, or oil meal
is advisable. Nothing would be better
however, than skimmed milk. The
self-feeder in which is kept corn and
other feeds should be maintained right
along up until weaning time, and after
that if the pig is. intended for market
purposes. Pigs to be used for breed-
ing purposes may be kept on aself-
feeder all the time with splendid re-
sults, but in some cases they get too
fat and loggy and do not takethe prop-
er exercise. The most profitable pig
is the one that never quits growing
from farrowing time until he is driv-,
en over the scales.

—Manure for the War Garden.—
Nothing is quite so effective as a fer-
tilizer for vegetable crops as stable
manure. Unfortunately the supply in
towns and cities is rapidly decreasing.
But whenever possible it shouldbe
used even though the amount availa-
ble be little. Manure is not only an
excellent fertilizer, but it gives the
soil a greater capacity for holding
moisture, produces a more open struc-
ture and also supplies countless bac-
teria which aid greatly in making
plant food available.

It is not desirable to plow or spade
fresh manure under directly before
planting. Home gardeners should
therefore attempt to secure a supply
of manure several weeks in advance
of planting. If it is fresh, pile it in
the garden in a compact pile with
straight sides and a flat top. When it
heats, re-pile and add water to pre-
vent its burning dry. Repeat the
turning several times. Very rapid
decomposition is thus encouraged.
To prevent the loss of ammonia as

gas, mix acid phosphate with the ma-

nure at the rate of 50 to 100 pounds

to a ton of manure; the manure be-

comes a more complete fertilizer by

the addition of the phosphate.
Well-rotted manure may be work-

ed into the soil after plowing, but

coarse, strawy manure must be spad-

ed or plowed under. The heavier or

the poorer the soil the more manure

is needed. A two-horse load to a plot

twenty-five by one hundred feet is not
excessive.
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