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A.E.F. UNIVERSITY GIVES

GRADS DEGREE OF B.A.F.

2000 Bachelors of Art

of Fighting Have Been

Turned Out of Army’s Schools

in France

.

FIVE WEEKS’ COURSE IS STIFF ONE TO BUCK

‘““What We’re Here For,” Say Students as They Buckle

Down to

By W. S. BALL
Correspondent of the Providence Journal With
the American Army in France

America’s educational system is ex-
panding, as perhaps you realize. Per-
haps, also, you know that it is bulging
heavily in this direction. But it is de-
veloping more than you might believe,
I suspect, along formal and elaborate
lines.

I have just returned from a visit to
one of our newest and busiest American
universities. There are, of course,
special training schools of many sorts
in all the armies. But this one is a real
university, a group of post-graduate
schools; so far as I know it was the first
of its kind.

And scribbling here by dubious candle
light in the office of the vHlage tavern,
where French and American uniforms
and accents are mingling curiousl
around the room, I want, while thﬂ
picture of what T have seen is fresh in
mind, to emphasize the fact that it is
a splendidly American addition to our
chain of educational institutions.

The universities back home have, for
the duration of the war, a lively rival
here. And yet not merely a rival. It
supplements their work as well. Within
the day I have talked with Brown
graduates and those of other colleges,
now studying side by side with men
who have seen no schooling since eighth
grade days. ;

This university, whose name is a!
number and whose address is the fam- |
illar alphabetical trilogy “A. E.°F.,” has!
for its campus a few thousand acres of
mud.

Its leeture halls are squatty shacks .
about as impressive as those in a typical;
street-widening scene in downtown
Providence. Its dormitories can be dis-
tinguished from the lecture halls by the
numbers over the doors, and nohow
else. Its laboratory apparatus would
make the sternest showing of the en-
gineernig department of any university
hack home look like a Rehoboth sewing
circle.

College Yell Is Untamed

Its college vell exists only in the form
of & general shout of glee at grub time.
Its favorite song is “Rosie O'Grady” or
gomething equally antique. Whatever
old ditty happens to be running in any
man’s mind at the moment will serve.

Its official bell is a bugle. Its campus

gate {3 a two-by-three sentry box.
Every physical phase of it is raw and
primitive.

But—

It is equipped to graduate 8,000 su-
per-fighters a year. More than 2,000 of
them already cherish its diplomas.

And every man it sends out from any
one of its departments is not merely a
super-fighter, but the teacher of a com-
pany of fighters. For it is a normal
school as well.

It was sald that Mark Hopkins on
one end of a log and a student on the
other made a college. Here, too, it is
the instructors and the students, rather
than the physical equipment, that make
the university. The spirit of the men
creates the place,

T mentioned that 2,000 already cher-
ish its diplomas. *“Cherish” 13 right.
For a diploma from this school is a
tribute to hard-won knowledge—know-
ledge of how to “get” the Kaiser's
cohorts.

The man who passes his exams here
has learned much. He can dellver the
poods—the strange goods that this war
demands. He can teach others to de-
liver them. He can help America put
on its “show.” (I like that phrase from
the British front. It says so much so
casually.)

The man who flunks—but not many
of them have flunked so far. They take
it too earnestly. They are studying to
beat the Boche. .

They are of all sorts and all degrees
of previous education, products of col-
lege and high school and store and bank
and factory. But they are all men in
khaki., which means that they are all
:nen of one sort. They are here for bus~+
ness.

Exams Are Good Stiff Ones

For they are men who have been in
France long enough to realize—to feel
in their muscle and marrow as well as
in their minds—that we are facing a
job to test the mettle of the bhiggest of
Republics. This school is here to teach
them to do their share. And they are
not dawdling.

“We had our first written exam a
couple of days ago,” one of the students
told me. A man, by the way, whose
name used to flgure in the headlines
after certain {ntercollegiate mects not
many years since. “And believe me, I
never ran up against a tougher test in
all my four years at " He named
a famous university.

“Did you pass it?”

“You bet your life I passed it.
what I'm here for.”

That's the spirit of the place. Tt is
the spirit not alone-of this particular
achool, but of khaki-America in France.
Give the men here a reasonable chance
with supplies and all, and “you can het
your life” on them. Which, as a matter
of fact, is the gamble you can't dodge in
this affair.

The geography of the university in
guestion is difficnlt to describe without
unwise precision. The easiest way to get
to it is to don Uncle Sam’'s uniform and
make good in your company until Friend
Captain asks you to make bhetter by
sending you here. If Friend Colonel and
Friend General endorse the Captain’s
guess about you, then welcome to cur
village.

“To Make Better Than Good®

“To make better than good” is the
real motto of the institution. It takes,
by a careful aystem of selection and as-
signment, picked men from different
commands In many branches of the serv-
ice. These are given a vigérous course
in the intricacies of the newest arts of
modern war, and then return to their
commands to pass along what they have
learned,

It differs from the scattered training
camps of the French and British Armies
and the few that the American Army
has here, each devoted to a single branch,

That's

Big Job °

such schools. This is the American 6lan
for economy of administration. It has
the ndded and important advantage of
permitting the easy co-ordination of
coursey that fit into each other.

As now constituted. the schools in
this group can &re for nearly 11,000
students, Each school takes commissioned
and non-commissioned officers alike. and
the enrollment is about equally divided
hetween them.

The lengths of the courses differ
slightly in the varlous affiliated schaols,
but five weeks is the general period of a
term. The longest, aerial observation. is
six weeks. There's one course which
practically all the students of all the
schools are required to take, that lasts
three days.

“And an almighty important course it
is, too,” declared the President of the
university as he outlined for me the
work of the institution. One would say
0. It is the course in defense against
eag attacks.

With terms of five weeks each for the
majority students, and a necessary in-
terval of a week between outgoing and
incoming classes, the university is pre-
pared to graduate elght classes a vear,
of a thousand or more men each. It
was established 1gst September, definitely
expanded about the middle of October.
nd has been steadily increasing f{ts
capacity ever since.

All Branches But Two

There are now ten departments or
schools, all but two of which are con-
ducted on the main campus. These two

.are not far away, and are under the

same presidency and general direction.

To pass through all ten, absorbing
everything that they have to offer, would
be to learn practically everything that
is known, up to the latest tick of the
watch, of the art of modern warfare in
every branch except heavy artillery and
flying. These are taught elsewhere.

Here, for example, infantry officers are
taught the latest angles of their many-
sided jobs. from setting-up drills to snip-
ing, from trench routine to Haison with
the artillery. For the infantry officer
must know an amazingly number of
things, and the number is increasing with
every day of war experience. He must be
the expert of higs command in every
branch of its work.

He must know the surest way to land
a hand grenade in the enemy trenches at
the particular quarter-second when it
will do the most good. He must know
machine guns and automatic rifles as if
he had invented them. He must know
the meaning of every highlight and every
shadow in an aerial photograph of the
enemy trenches opposite hin. He must
know to the ultimate detail how to fol-

low harrage fire when his men go over

the top.

e must know these and a hundred
other things, all in addition to the
supreme art of commanding men. Of
seeing that they have the regulation al-
lowance of socks when they take to the
trenches. Of insisting that they grease
their feet properly. Of making sure
that their rations are well cooked. Of
keeping them cheered up when tobacco
runs low or when the maflman doesup't
come around with letters from home.

“Real Dope* Is Taught Here

Much of the work of the infantry
=chool, of course, i3 similar to that of
Plattshurg and other officer training
camps at home. But it gains intensity
here, and sees the constant introduction
of new tricks fresh from the fighting
lines, by the faet of being in the very
heart of the war zone.

The instructor who tells the class what
to look out for in a trench raid, either
ours or theirs, may be a British or a
French or an American officer who within
the week has been in a trench raid him-
self. To be in intimate touch like this
with the actual fighting from day to day
and to work within inspiration of its
sound, is one of the privileges of the
university.

Most of the instructors are American
colonels and majors and captains who
have supplemented their previous trafn-
ing by study of their specialties in the
English and French training schools, and
in their lines 83 well. But the lecturers
include officers from the other armies
who have won prominence as authorities
in different branches of war.

Each student of the infantry schoo! is
expected before he receives his diploma
to be a master of the art of withstand-
ing a gas attack. This has a depart-
ment to itself, but its course fits into
the courses of the other schools. Which
{s one of the advantages of the univer-
sity svstem our army has adopted. ‘

In the gas school the men are taught
the history of noxoius fumes in the war.
Then they are given descriptions of the
various types that have been introduced
by the kindly Germans, and the ways in
which these are most quickly and surely
detected. They are told some of the re-
sults of gas attacks from the experiences
of the Finglish and French, and the per-
manent effect on individuals who are
gassed.

Speed Tests in Gas Mask Work

Next they are given masks and taught
to put these on quickly. Speed counts.
With certain kinds of gas it counts so
much that “do it quick or don’t bother
to do it at all” i{s the axiom. Quickness
in getting the masks adjusted becomes a
point of rivalry among the men, and
they tell of the various records that have
been made as they might talk of a hun-
dred yard dash.

Then come the gas chambers. These
and open-air demonstrations supplement
the theory of the class room. For the
school is nothing if not practical.

Down the road from the campus. as I
drove toward it in the morning. there
came & platoon of queer looking indi-
viduals walking heavily through the
mud. At a distance they might have
been the mythical men from Mars that
Wells used to write about. As we came
closer, the individuals resolved them-
selves into students out for a practice
hike wearing their anti-gas regalia. They
Weré learning to advance through a gas
gond, and there was no make-believe
about the thoroughness with which they
were fitting themsslves for the front.

Different types of masks and respira-
tors which experience has shown to be

in being a consolidated group of several

the most useful, methods of “spotting”

0 Winterfield,
my Winter-
field,

I really must
confess,

You quile sur-

class

Of uniform or
dress!

pants,
Oh, thiform of mine,

Are brown and green, while in
between,

There is a color line!

There's class to your patch
pockets; still, I've reason to
suppose

They call them “patch ™ because
they match

Some other fellow's clothes.

And while across
my tightened
chest

I feel your but-
fons bind,

How could 1 fail
to know the
tail
Is flaring out

AN ODE TO MY WINTERFIELD UNIFORM

By Q. M. SERGEANT PERCY WEBS

pass most any | °

And yef the shades of coat and}

behind!

gas when it first comes over, ways of
anticjpating attacks and preparations
for meeting them—all these are included
in the brief but intensive -course.

_ I have dealt at some lehgth with the
infantry and gas branches of the schools
because these can be described less tech-
nically than some of the others, and T
am not here trying to give even a casual
imitation of a military treatise. Our
university teaches also engineering in
most of its war branches, many forms of
camouflage, rifle and pistol and auto-
matic gun fire, grenade throwing,
bayonet work, army sanitelion from the
quical expert and company commander
point of view, and serial observation.
Fvery one of them deserves a deseription
tn.it.solr as a part of the description but
lhlrslis a story of the_institution as a
whole.

Schools Like Mushrooms

Not the least interesting phase of the
fvhole big enterprise has been the way
in which it has grown from nothing and
carried on its teaching at the same time.
Which is typical of much that our army
already in France has been through.

We are just at the threshold of our
part in the affatir. Our officers have
been working out the problems not
merely of the untold thousands who are
bere, but of the untold hundreds of
thousands to follow.

Hardly more than three months ago
the site of this sprawling establishment
was a rural French landscape and
tothing more. Fields of grain and vege-
tables occupied it, A farm building or
two, and the village in the distance were
the only signs of life. Then it was
chosen as the location for the first of
our military universities, and America
moved in.

Construction work was barely under
way when the work of instruction began.
Classes were formed almost before there
were barracks to house all the students.
Artillery ranges and practice trenches
were still to be provided. The execu-
tive officers and instructors evolved their
systems of teaching while they built
roads and plarfned barracks. And build-
ing still goes on as fast as resources at
l:rand will allow.

Today the President of the university,
whose real title is Commandant of the
schools, took me to the summit of a little
hill not far from the administration
building and pointed out the various
features of the institntion.

“There,” said he, indicating, “is the
—1I mean will be——"

“There will be, 1 mean js—"

“There is, or will be, or partly fs— . °*

One really droy ot ktiow how much
per cent of the university is on earth
and how muech is still on paper till one
has consulted the construction records of
the previous half-day.

’Tis a Hard Day’s Work

But there is enough of it done to
furnish plenty of opportunity for work
for the thousand students. And. as 1
have hinted. they take opportunity by
the hand and sortie ruggedly with it
through the snow or the mud or over
the frozen hummocks.

To tell the truth, there is not much
incentive to do anything else, and little
desire. The school day's schedule of
classes and lectures an'q.drills runs from
8 in the morning to #4330 in the after-
noon. After that hour, in addition to
getting supper and attending to per-
sonal equipment, most of the remaining
time goes into study for the next day.
Of text books there are not many. But
there are notes on the lectures, given
out in the form of typewritten sheets,
and there is plenty of laboratory study
of the various weapons and devices.

“Where do you do your studying?" 1
asked one of the men.

For answer he pointed to the two-
story bunks that stretched down the
bundred-foot barracks in which we stood.

“Lying in those, with candles for
light,” he said. “Or else we go to the
Y.M.C.A. hut. Or else—want to see our
recitation and lecture hall? We use that
for a study room a good deal of the
time.” :

So he led me by narrow board walks
stretching across seas of mud to another
barracks, outwardly exactly like the one
from which we had come. But inside,
in place of bunks, it had rude tables and
tenches, of a sort that would make a
country district schoolroom seem palatial
by contrast.

Around the sides were guns of the par-
ticular type with which this particular
department dealt. 1In front was a black-
board covered with diagrams from that
day’'s lecture.

In such a college hall are being learned,
day after day and night after night, the
lessons that will be carrying our n
over the top and on toward the Rhige.

Brisk Beginning Helps

But they start the day by playing tag.
Whatever department the student may
be in, the first routine of his foremoon
schedule, immediately after breakfast, is
known as “close order drill.” This,
primarily, is an infantry drill, designed
to teach precision, quick response tp
command, and discipline. It is varied,
however, with games that seem ludi-
crously incongruous when their relation
to the business of war is considered. For
the most payt they are games after the
general pattern of “Pussy wants a cor-
ner” and other forms of systematized
tag. *

This is a feature of our training that
has been adopted from the British mili-
tary schools, where they a;e enthusiastic

‘e Q’} Then when I'm

walking
< through the
& town,
. I hear the peo-
ple say,
* While giving me
the “up and

: down,”
* “What is he,
anyway?
“Is he ona of the flying corps,
A home-guard, engineer—
A Belgian or a Britisher
On forlough over here?”

O Winterfield, my Winterfleld !

Whate'er your merits be, .

You're good enough for Uncle
Sam,

And good erough
for me.

For though your
pants were
salmon pink,

Your coat were
emerald
green,

The man inside
could say with
pride,

“I'ma U. S. MA-

’ RINEP

about it. It brisks up the start of the
day's procedings, it quickens the blood,
it teaches alertness and it furnishes a
laugh now and then.

“When we first tackled these kid
stunts,” explained one of the students,
“we felt more or less foolish. But soon
we got to sce the value of them, nod
then to enjoy them. Now we v an for
them for all we are w0 ™

It is a diverting <~ 20 Lo see a group of
husky men it liasi, who the day be-
fore were *toving with rapid-fire guns
and hend-grenades, and who a few
minutes later will turn-to jabbivg bayo-
nets through dummies and tackling
barbed wire entanglements, chise cach
other floundering through the mud in a
desperate attempt to “tag” each other.

But {t is a part of the training whose
value grim experience has taught. And
the contrasts of war are strange in other
ways than this.

As the five weeks' course nears its end,
the men spend more and more of their
time putting into actual practice in the
field what they have been learning. The
final week brings a general liaison test
of the various departments, each section
contributing its special branch of the
fighting to a miniature bhattle, which is
as realistic as anything to be seen back
of the actual front.

The Term’s ‘“Big Show"

This is the “big show” of the term.
It furnishes a climax that fixes many
things in mind as the men return to
their barracks and pack their belongings
in preparation for thelr return to
their  several commands, xcattered
through Somewhere.

Once upon a time we heard a phrase
about a million men springing into action
between sunrise and sunset—or was it
between sunset and sunrise? T.ong ago
we learned the primitiveness of that
notion. But for a full and perfect an-
swer one must visit such a school for
warriors as this that Uncle Sam has
planted in the fields of France.

Here one sees demonstrated the
futility of going into modern battle
without knowing what a modern battle
is. Here one sees the myriad detalls of
it—each detail of which means lives
thrown away or lives saved.

Here one sees the intricacies of prep-
aration ‘that range all the way from
washing mess tins to the most rigid
abplication of higher mathematics. Here
one sees officers toiling to wake up for
long years of military innocence. And
here ong sees the sight of sights—young
Aimericans by the thousands tackling
their task with the sureness of grim
good nature that answers questions
about their work by saying:

“You bet your life! That's what
we're here for.”

A “DUD” IS JUST A FIZZLE

Tommy Atkins Coins Us a New Bit
of Handy Lingo

LONDON.—Now that ‘“camouflage”
has definitely rooted itself in the English
ianguage as a synonym for deception and
bunk of any kind, American slanguists
should be ready to take ‘“dud.”

DUD, adj.; totally defcctive; zero
in degree; of no account; worth-
less.— Dictionary of 1918.

Some ready witted Tommy addressed
himself one day to a huge German shell
that had fallen near him but failed to
explode. “You dear old dud,” beamed
the Tommy. Since then all harmless
thells, bombs or cartridges have been
known as ‘“duds.”

From explosives that do not explode,
the word soon extended itself in fight-
ers’ vocabularies until it became the
thing to describe idle parts of the front
as “dud sectors,” war weary Boches as
“dud Fritzes,” and battles that fail to
develop into expected big actions as
“dud shows.”

The British front passed the word
along to the American front, and now.
by these tokens, “dud” is officially sent
home as one of the first of the American
souvenirs.

STORIES OF THE
LORRAINE LINE

CUSSING TO A GOOD PURPOSE

Someonc had just remarked that the
American soldier swears,

“But he swears for a d—— good
cause,” sald the bayonet imstructor.
“You start your bayonet practice feel-
ing kind of passive toward the Boches.
By the time you’ve been jabbing and
cussing for fifteen minutex you find
vou've cussed yourself into a hot rage
against the dirty murderers.”

The bayonet school §s in a hollow.
There are about thirty dummies dressed
like Hung swinging in the breeze in the
posture which Sammy thinks would be
most appropriate for the Kaiser and the
Crown Prince—ropes around their necks
and feet clear of the ground. In shell-
holes on the ground there are more dum-
mies with a tag stuck on each vital part,
Reyond, where the floor of the hollow
starts sloping upward. isaline of trench
and still further, midway up the slope,
is a row of sticks with jam cans perched
on top of them.

Thirty rangy militiamen lined up in
the snow at the start of the “track.”

The instructor signaled and they
crouched.
“Go!” he shouted. “Get the 'S,

L Cut their — - hearts out.”

With flerce yells the men sprang at
the swinging rows of IHuns. “Eee-yo-ow,
vou dirty ) screamed the quick
tittle bantam on the end as he threw
himself at the Hun. His bayonet did
ite dirty work and bhe slammed the
Boche with his rifle-butt just to make
the fob a certainty., “FEee-yip. Yahee-
ee. [ am, am 1?” yelled the next man,
and his fuce was a picture of rage. “You
Tems; bl -Killing —— — ——"'

All down the line bayonet were flash-
ing and thirty American boys cursed like
madmen, They swept on to the shell-
holes, still howling their profane war-
cry and skewerlng the prostrate Huns.
They dropped into the trench and com-
menced sniping the jam tins. Every tin
dropped.

“Guts and discipline and give ‘em
h- ' sald the instructor. “That's
our motto.”

-

BOUND HE'D EAT IN COMFORT

“Hey, lleutenant. better not run on
that road. Fritzie can see it plain as
day and he's been dropping shells on it
all morning.”

The warning came from a mud-spat-
tered doughboy. seated on the tumbled
hricks of a destroyed farmhouse with
his mess-tin full of beans held between
his knees. Mud and kbaki make a per-
foet camouflage. You wouldn't have
noticed him if he hadn't yelled.

The staff licutenant on the way back
from brigade headquarters stopped his
car. The shouted warning was supple-
mented by the unmistakable “racket"
of traveling shells—that invisible ex-
press train sound. Two “H.E.” shells
~lammed the surface of the road just
ahead and tore holes in the crushed
rock, hurling stones and chunks of steel
in five directions.

The lieutenant and his driver got out.
It was right on the edge of a crushed
farm village. A woven-work netting
camouflage was supposed to hide the
road, but in eighteen months of station-
ary fighting thereabouts the Boche has
obtained accurate registry of the town
and road both, despite camouflage.

“Come back in town here lieutenant,”
called the =oldier from his rockpile
luncheon. ‘“‘Most of them hit the road
or go cleaun over into the Rue de Vic-
tory. 1It’s safe here.”

The Boche was startiug up again. He
tossed ten shelle on the road and about
thirty more info fown.

With each shell the lieutenant, the
driver and the infantryman ducked
their heads and after each duck they
looked up with sheepish grins at one
another. One high-explosive missile
went low over their heads and poked
another hole in the Swisx cheese front
wall of a destroyed dwelling across the
street. It struck square in the middle
of the “Chocolate Menier” sign.,

“Bull's-eye,” said Sammy. looking up
from his hopeless search for a morse!
of pork among the beans.

“Say,” he demanded, turning to the
driver, “what do you guys get to eat?
Last night we bad slum and I couldn't

find any potatoes in it. Today we get
pork and beans—only it's theoretical
pork.”

The shelling became fairly hot. Sev-
eral hundred shrapnel and high explo-
sive shells broke over the town, in the
ruins and in a row along the road.
“Yanks” and Poilus appeared in twos
and three from unobservable nooks in
the ruins and hurried to the dugouts
down under the masonry.

In these towns you’ll notice that all
the emergency dugouts have their en-
trance facing toward interior France,
away from the direction of enemy shells.
‘They are placed in the lee of a standing
wall whenever there’'s a wall standing.

“Wonder where that one went,” said
the driver after one loud burst. He
ran through a hole in the wall to in-
vestigute a fresh shell-hole at close
range.

The leutenant was under fire for the
first ttme. However he felt about it he
maintained an outward calin — almost
unconcern-—for the benefit of the gal-
lery of enlisted men.

A head poked out of the nearest dug-
out.

“Hey Fat,” yelled the mun in the
dugout. “Come on in here. You'll get
hurt if you stick out there.”

“Well, a man’s got to eat, hasn't he?”
Fat ealled back. “That dugout stinks so
a fellow can't enjoy his chow down
there.”

The lieutenant called hiz driver. Theyx
climbed back into the machine aund be-
gan a two mile run parallel to the front,
under enemy observation all the way.

“Well, I've done my part--1 warned
‘em,” said Fat, spearing the ultimate
bean.

COOKS TO DOLE THE SUGAR

CAMP FUNSTON, KAK.--Food con-
servation here and in other cawmps
throughout the country has even gone
to the bottom of the soldiers’ coffee cup.
No longer will he plegse hisx “sweet
tooth™ by digging into the sugar bowl
and dipping out two, or perhaps three,
spoonfuls of sugar to make his black
Java more palatabdle. Hereafter the
cook will dole it out to him.

EDUCATES THE OFFICERS

Maneuvers, Says Southerner,
Serve a Useful Purpose

How eager the soldiers of a certaln
American unit were to get into action
is demonstrated In a story told by a
commanding officer who was watching
a maneuver just before the troops went
to the front. \

Six doughboys were resting on the
side of a hill after spending a hard day
climbing through mud to capture
“Hindenburg” and “Mackensen”
trenches that existed only on maps pre-
pared for that particular problem. They
had done the same thing many times
before.

“Well, boys,” drawled one lanky
Southerner, “we're all anxious to quit
this playin’ and go up. And I suppose
we'll get up' some day when we get
through edueating these officers!”
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RENNES—Gérard, 1-Rue Lo Bastard.

SAUMUR — Dépét Burberry, 1 Rue
Beaurepaire.

TOURS—Edwin, 10 Avenve ¢o Gram.
ment.
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tives In service.

has the exclusive use.
Metro., from which all parts of the

growing Library on the first floor

the Entresol.

acts as hostess.

Branch, 16 Pall Mall Eas{y 8. W.

est relative at home.

MEMBERSHIP—The Union is supported by annual fees gald by the colle
alumni of which, whether graduates or not, are t
privileges of the Union, and may call upon the Unlon In person or by mail to render them any reasonable service.

HEADQUARTERS—On October 20, 1917, the Union took over as its Paris headganers the Royal Palace Hotel, of which it
This centrally located hotel is one block from the

cold running water in all rooms, which are well heated.

FFrequent entertainments and concerts are given.

. 1.
are therefore urged to register by

AMERICAN UNIVERSITY UNION IN EUROPE

8 RUE DE RICHELIEU, PARIS

{Royal Palace Hotel)

OBJECTS—The general object of the Union is to meet the needs of American university and college men and thefr friends
who are in Europe for military or other service in the cause of the Allles. .
It provides at moderate cost a home with the privileges of a simple club for these men when passing through Paris or on

leave.
It aids institutions, parenta, or friends to secure information about college men, reporting oncasualties, visiting the ﬂc{(
and wounded, giving advice, and in general serving as means of communication betwcen those at home and their rela-

ereby entitled,

city may be reached quickly and cheaply.

PRIVILEGES—The Union offers at reasonable rates both single and double bed-rooms, with or without bath. There 1s hot and
Room reservations should be made in advance whenever pos-
gible, as only 100 men can be accommodated. The restaurant serves excellent meals both to roomers and to transients.

The Loung Room is supﬁlied with all the leadin

American newspapers, ma,

provides fiction and serious reading,

number of valuable reference books on the war and other subjects.

Stationery is provided in the Writing Room on the ground floor.
toilet articles, candles and a variety of other useful things.

REGISTRATION—The Union keeps an accurate index of all men who register at its Paris headquarters or at its London
it is anxjous to get in touch with all college and university men in Europe, who
MAIL, giving name, college, class, European address and name and address of near-

s and univergities of America, all the students and
ITHOUT PAYMENT OF ANY DUES, to the general

uvre and the

ines and college publicatiens.
ht French and English, as well as a

A Canteen In the Lobby carries cigarettes and tobacco,
An Information Bureau {s maintained in the Union Offices on

Afternoon tea is served every Saturday, at which some American lady

Palais Royal! station of the
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ADAMS EXPRESS CO.

PARIS OFFICE

28, Rue du Quatre-Septembre.

Every Banking Facility tor American Expeditionary Forces

MONEY TRANSFERRED BY CABLE AND MAIL

TO ALL PARTS OF AMERICA AND CANADA
- Mail us your Pay Checks endorsed to our order.

WE OPEN DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS WITH 'YOU FREE.OF CHARGE, SUPPLYING CHECK-BOOKS.
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