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Kin DA V ' Ai?Kii/o, Tins? ?

CELEBRATfNG ARIGHT
Not with drums am! trumpets and salvos

of artillery and oratory are we. over here,
celebrating the anuivir-ary of America?s
entry into tl.e war. We are celebrating it
with a dedication of ourselves, through our
Commander-in-Chiefs olmr to tho High
Command, "for all we have and are,? to
the great task of helping our Allies drive
back the invader. WeTe going to be in it,
and to :>;:i info \u25a0; all we know bow to put
into il. T'-'.al 1- ei'l.-bra! ing ariehf..

A glono;;. prmh-ge ii.-s In-fore iis. It
goes wiHl? \u25a0 i\u25a0: -eying lii.i: we will make (.lie
most of it. I 1'"!- "Mi- SM"i;ii year of the war
there (?mild !»? !i<) 1 1 1- 1 :v\u25a0 inspiring inception
tlum this: An A i:i--ric;i;\u25a0 Army, trained
and eager. going !'*ir»v;iln concert with
the re]>r<'.-ciii:i: i\)-s of onr two groat sister-
doinocrucii'. to nn-t. iin- linn upon the
plains of I?icardy.

Tli<; eyes of 1 In' world are upon ns.
Forward?forward for tin- right! As it
is writ ton, so shall it ho :

?Whore hroatlns tin- foe hut. falls
heforo ns.

"With I ,?roo.hiin?s soil beneath our foot
And Freedom "s hamior streaming o?er

us??? r ?r?
AS BAD AS THAT?

The Y.M.C.A. has established an en-
listed men's hotel in I?aris. ((, provides
beds with sheets, baths in real tubs, a
library, a billiard room, the only Ameri-
can boot-bhiek stand disenveivd in France,
a canteen win-re Aan-rh-aii women serve ice
cream and leiii'iaade. an entertainment, hall
with rreipieiit movie show-:. It. is a little hit.
of home, and the tired soldier from the
trenches or training eamji is wont, to wonder
if it isn't also jn-t. a ! itt,!e hit. of heaven.

And the dining room! Your mess ser-
geant ought to ii. It is eomforlahh;
gnd pleasing, as only I?arisian diningrooms
can he. Kleeirie lights in cut glass chan-
deliers, mirrors, plush seated chairs ami
cushioned seals along the walls in which
you sink six in.-hes or three feet, or there-
abouts. Kvery tiling is ideal except?on
every oibeer in tin; room, on everv panel
of I lie* wall is this glaring sb_r n :

?Rooms inu.-t he I ? AII) l-'OK IN AD-
VANCE and nn-als WHEN SEKVEI).?

After reading these. mie gets a mental
picture of a soldier shinniiiir down the
fire escape to evade room rent, or sneak-
ing out. of tin- door to avoid payment of
his dinner eheek. We were. .just, won-
dering if it is as had as that.

SACRIFICE
Every omv in a while you will meet

a man in ibis rising yminji Army who,
having saerilierd inmdi lo don the olive
drab, feels llial !\u25a0.>\u25a0 <!i< 1 ins liit. when lit 1
enlisted and dial linle mon certainly
little more initiative. ean lie decently
exported of him. 11<* seems vaguely lo
labor under d.ie impression (hat Cienoral
Pershing will eventually recognize Unit
heroic mood he was in on the day of
enlistment and will eruiel'ully reward his
sacrifice, liueoasi ii.u-iy and it is human
of him?ho measures hi- value ;o tiie Army
not by what i:e brought !\u25a0> it. out hy wind
he left behind liim. "I only regret." lie
almost seems lo say, "that 1 have hut one
life to begrudge to my enunlry.?

But the Army canimi recognize that
kind of aacriliee. If that wore tlie meas-
ure, we are all in mu.h the same boat.
Nearly every one of us gave up some-
thing \u25a0 pretty dear when, for the host
reason in the world, we let! the best
country in the. world behind ns. Per-
haps it was a. two-year-old boy; perhaps
it was a luillion-iioliar home on (lie
Sound. .Maybe it was only a hope. Bid
the man who sacriiiees everything lit be-
come a slack and indifferent soldier has
done nothing to mak" his country in-
coherent with gratitude. After ail. the,
only kind of sacrifice worth mentioning
in the Army is the kind that Sergeant
Peterson made the other day under the
fire of the German guns. The only kind
of soldier likely to cause the Kai-i r any
embarrassment at all is the kirn! whose
passion for service burns imdimiiiished.
not. till the hour of enlistment, lint till
the hour he is killed or nm.stored out.

THE SALVATION ARMY
Perhaps, in the old days when war

and your homo town seemed as far
apart as Paris. Frame, and Paris. 111.,
you were a superior person who used to
snicker when yon passed a street, corner
where a small Salvation Army hand was
holding forth. Perhaps?Heaven for-
give you?you even sneered a little when
you .heard the bespectacled sister in the
yoke bonnet bang her tambourine and
raise a shrill voice to the strains of ?Oh,
death, where is thy sling-a-ling.? Probably
?unless you yourself had known the bitter-
ness of one who finds himself alone, hungry
and homeless in a big city?yon did not
know much about the .Salvation Army.

Well, we are all homeless over here
and every American soldier will take back
with him a non- affection and a new respect
for the Salvation -Amy. Many will, carry
with them the memoriesof a cheering word
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ami a friendly cruller received in one of
ilic lints nearest of all to the trenches.
There the old slogan of ?Soup and Salva-
tion? has given way to ?Pies and Piety.?
Jf, might be ?Doughnuts for Doughboys.?
These huts, pitched within the shock of
the German guns, are ramshackle and bare
and lew, for no organization can grow rich
on the pennies and nickels that are tossed
into tambourines at the street corners of
the world. Hut they are doing a work that
Hie soldiers themselves will never forget,
and it is an especial pleasure to say so here,]
because the Salvation Army, being much!
too simple and old-fashioned to know the
uses of advertisement, have never asked us
to. You, however, can testify for them.
Perhaps you do in your letters home. And
surely when you are hack (here and you
pass once more a ?meeting? at the curb,
you will not snicker. You will tarry a
while?and take oil? vour hat.

DOMINIES AND DOUGHBOYS
One of ihe benefits io arisc from ibis

win- is going to be the knowledge that the
average liaison (meaning the lucky parson
in khaki) will gain about the average sol-
dier (meaning tbe average man). This
knowledge will do the parson a world of
good. In the light, of that knowledge, he
may be able, in turn, to do a world of good
to the average man?in i.iinc.

What thill, knowledge will consist of
largely depends upon the parson himself,
and the viewpoint lie takes in dealing with
his diflicult job. Taking it by and large,]
though, it is safe to say that if the parson iis a ?regular guy? at heart, he will leant'!
that the average man lists sin awful lot more
good in him than the whole brood of par-
sons (and those who train parsons) ever
suspected ; and that the average man is a lot
more responsive to the things of the spirit:
?though in his own way- -than iiie average
parson could have dreamed possible.

The parson will learn, too, that it is not
always the man, say, who cusses the worst
who is bound for perdition, lie will have
seen that same man comfort children I
frightened by bombardment, with the ten-
derness and skill which their own mothers
(:i mi Id not bring to bear, lie will have seen
licit same man go out, and rescue a wound-
ed comrade under lire, lie may see licit,;
man pay the supreme sacrillee without, a
whimper. And, having seen all that, the
parson will be mighty lenient in judging
that, man on little scores.

Cussing, of course, isn?t to lie condoned
for a minute?by ]>ars"ns or anybody olso.
Uni tin: point is that the parson will got
down to hod rock in his appraisal of men.
and not spend Loo much time fussing about
their exterior einhellisliinonls. When he
gets down there, the doughboy can under-
stand the dominie. The former will lose
his disirnst for the latter and the latter
will lose his skepticism about the former.

And what can ho fairer than that?

WATCH YOUR LETTERS
'That familiarity breeds contempt crops

up even in onr letter writing. Unless he
lias kepi, his ears staffed ami his eye blind-
folded. every member of the A.E.E. should
by this time lie familiar with the rules on
censorship. Yet. violations si ilboccnr. Some
men seem to forget the rules, or at least to
grow more careless in applying them, in
direct ratio to their familiarity with them.

Hear in mind that those rules are
formed on experience, the experience of
all onr Allies?and even of onr enemies?-
during four years of incessant warfare.
Their purpose is not to keep news
your friends at, homo. lint, to keep useful
items from the ears of the enemy. .Without
in tiie least, violating those rules or helping
the enemy, yon can tell the people at home
anything of real interest, to them, everything
except pandering to their idle curiosity.

After all. the purpose of censorship,
of the labors of your company officers
and of tin- Base (Vnsor. is to save i/mir
lives \u25a0 it is up to you to eo-operale in
that effort if you are interested in saving
them, and in winning Hie war.

POLITICS PUT AWAY
Partisan polities, the dispatches from

the Stales inform ns. is now a thing of
the past. The minority party in Con-
gress no longer ohstrnets simply for the
sake of obstructing, but constructs?con-
structs for the sake of obstructing Ger-
many. The acid test applied to every
measure tlint, comes up is not, ?Was it
introduced by a Democrat, by a liepub-
Ilean, by a Progressive, by a Prohibition-
ist. by a Socialist, or by an Independent??
Inn tin; far simpler and saner one, ?Will it,
if passed, help in win the war??

That, news is most encouraging ?to ns
over here. mosi. heartening and re fresh-
ing. The first ihing we realized when we
landed here was that wc would have plenty
to do in lighting Germany without lighting
among ourselves. We have stuck to the
preparation for die former task, and let
the latter alone. And. with the people in
the Stales behind ns following the same
plan of action, all Potsdam can?t stop ns!

LETTERS?AND LETTERS
Mr. Kiciianl 1.0 (jallienne, of Parnassus,

South \nrwalk, Conn., and wav station?,
in (In; course of an article on ?The Art. of
Letter Writing.? in a recent number of
Muii.ii'i/?s Mmjazinr, lias this to say:?

?If only some confidant of the sol-
diers at the front, or of the girls they
left behind them, could he allowed to
select, from what one might cidl the sol-
diers' and sweethearts? mail, and print, a
wee hint of what, he found, 1 think that
nmhahly wo should have, for use and for
all the future, the most poignant volume
of love-letters ever printed for the faith
and com fori of human hearts. It would
probably. I think, he the most heart-break-
ing hook in existence; hut how full it
would he of reassurance that the one ele-
mental force and confidence of the earth re-
mains indestructible, against all the mech-
anisms of atheism!?

Heart-breaking:1 Don't you believe it,
Mr. Lc Gallionne! Our girls don?t send
ns "'sob-stuff,? they send ns cheer and .joy
in their letters. In return we try to send
cheer and joy hack to them.

Anyway, please, PLEASE don?t try to
get into our mail-bags. We have trouble
enough as it is getting the letters sent us
from across the ocean. Let the present,
and posterity, 100, wait until we can get
back and edit our letters ourselves.

The Listening Post
GIRLS I?VE LEFT BEHIND

J.
ELIZABETH

Lady of whom I inn bereft.
Whose features cross mine errant mine!,

Fairest of all the girls I left
Behind.

We had, we twain, n snappy time:
We had our days of red-romance.

You're somewhere in Wisconsin; I'm
In Fra nee.

To stall has never been my wont.
My way is blunt, my words arc true.

Miss you? Don't ever think 1 dont. .

1 do.

I miss,you. O my dear. And yet.
I still must suffer and be strong

Without you. Bessie, f shall got
Along.

For. (hough I thought a lot of you.
You used to get. me hopping, Liz,

When yon would telephone: ?Guess who
Tins is."

That, trick, my Indy, o?er the sea,
1 could not stand in uuy June.

In brief, my Bessie, il gave me
A pain.

This is tho object of my rhyme.
My Bessie for whom once I burned:

Fuss some one else as far as I'm
Concerned. .

Not thiil iloiiht as to tinl essential Jtrcatness
of lli<> I-'rcneli ever uiis entertained by lliis
Howitzer of Hilarity. Hut wo never really
knew Hat uttermost genius of Hie people until
last at it dinner. The I'reneli do some-
tiling to oven a parsnip Dial makes it taste
like food.

bless him:
A gink we like

Is Freddie Flizz;
He never Ideals:

?I'll say il is."

There wen! :i lot of authors in Paris during
Hie air mills. and souk- of them unconsciously
gravitated toward Hu; six best collars.

THINGS WE I.'Sill) TO BEEF ABOUT

The size of I lie lunik of ice-cream they put
in mir crushed strawberry icc-crcnni soda.

And bore is whore I Ibink it only right. that
I should trill a

Few not ok to tboo, my favorite drink. O
Frosted Sarsaparilla !

.Most of ns never sor tbe home iiapers any
mure, bat the mills are lb to it (bill Ibese are
some of Ibe headlines we are missing about

AVAR FORCED ON CKKMANY. SAA?S
KAISER

COltil S HOMER AVINS FOR THIERS
REACH CROP RUINED RY FROST
Met lit AAV SAA?S KRIS IIAVK CHEAT

TRAM
MISS R.TERSTEDT NARS NET TITLE
NOT A CANDIDATE. SAYS 11KARST
Any other suggestions-

'

?I NEVER THOUGHT OF THAT?
Marguerite, yon never write me.
Never knit I lie sportive sock.
Though the vernal breezes bile me
And the gaseous zephyrs mock,
Never line of cheer you send me,
Never smokes of any brand
Though the god of war may bend me
I.ike a eruller in bis hand.

( Mio year back il was not so. I'eg;
Sun- you liked to have mo 'round.
For wo look in many n show. Peg.
And wool sailing on the Sound.
You were always game for dances
And fur fillums full of weeps?
Since my regiment in France is

Yen arc ofTa me for keeps!

How explain your interest, lagging
When the war is all the rage?
True, klmki is not glad-ragging
And. we cannot view the stage
As we used to . . . (sad sighs heave I)
Hali! I think I have a-cine:
Strike me blind! I don?t bcleive 1
Yet have sent a line to yon!

Hoz.

11 takes ail kinds of warriors to comprise
a great army, including the doughboy who
asked for some blotters and a calendar when
lie look unt his War Risk Insurance.

TT\E ; ?I I?A.V.MIT Sl.Nti THE OED SOARS?
I cm lllii>t ,-pring tlie old gags.

Net, llial I don't know how;
Rut 1 cannot pull the old stuff?

I'm in tlie Army now.

Our notion of a preferred fire insurance
risk is tlie average briquet.

?THAT COMIC LOOKING CAP?
A mol Iter sal. one morning out in Quincy,

Illinois:
Her thoughts were fondly turning to iter far-

off soldier hoy.
Sim said, ?I wonder where lie is, my own, my

darling .ielV.
I only know lie?s somewhere with the weli-

known A.E.F.?
?Inst as those poignant words she said, a letter

was delivered:
A photograph dropped from it. ?Oh. who

can that be?" she shivered.
?Hi' used to lie a snappy boy, a handsome

looking chap.
Mm lie lioosn'l look like a son of mine in that

there funny cap?.?
CHORES:

"He used to lie so pretty.
Did the subject, of this ditty.

Hefori* he wore Hint, comic looking cap.
Mi> was such a handsome kid
Define lie wore (hat lid?

Now 1 cannot bear io look upon bis map!?

The Listening Post, is requested to that
those golf-stick insignia are retorts, the in-
signia of the chemical corps. ?A man came
up to me the oilier day," says a chem. Heat.,
?and offered to give me a stroke a hole."

FRANCE FLICKERINGS
??Ye scribe had a French hair cat. last

Saturday ami is doing as well as could he ex-
pected.

??A -second lieul.. who used to be tennis
champ, of the F.S. is engaged to ho married.
Looks like a love set, hey?

??Several of the overseas caps are adorning
the heads of our hoys. Well, it is the war. as
our Allies so well say.

??Our eirc. mgr. is a busy man these ele-
gant spring days.

??Orphan-adopting is (he order of the day.

?AND THE ONLY TUNE?
Tom. Toni, the corporal gay.
Sings all night and half the day;
Hut the only tune that he can steer
Is: ?Oil, hoy, where do wo go from here??

Weber and Fields, like the patriotic Amer-
icans they are' have discarded their old
Roche dialect. Ry Chove, Meyer, didt yon
neller?

Apparently Chauffeur Hindenburg hasn?t
read the Allied traffic regulations.

lie thought he was on a one-way street
F. P. A.

MOTHER MARIE?S WELCOME
When tbc Huns broke into Mother Marie's

cottage, site was tending three wounded
French soldiers. The Huns ordered her to
get out.

"AA'ill i/uii take care of my poilrnt?" she
pleaded.

No.?
?Then I must." she insisted.
She tended them three days and nights,

then the linns pul her under guard for dis-
obeying orders.

Last week she was repatriated. The rela-
tives of tbc men whose lives she had helped
to save met her tit the station and gave her a
royal welcome.

She is going hack in a few days from Paris
to her old home. When site gets there, she
will find the houses rebuilt and refurnished,
and a notice about a e-roi-r de guerre on the
parlor (aide.

PRECIOUS SCARS
We were sitting in Hie inn courtyard of the

I ?ink Owl in Hcanville.
"Some day," my friend observed, ?the

scars on these walls will bo of real commercial
value.?

?Why V?
"because tourists from America will llock

here: some of them ex-A.E.F. men, some of
I hem the folks back home who now so eagerly
are poring over the war news. The Pink Owl
iias 1!l sears, disfigurements now, hut: after
tin* war every one of them will do its hit to?
attract the attention and the trade of tlie
roma at ic-iu inded (on rist.?

Sounds highly probable, doesn?t it?

?STRIPERS?
When yon see an American naval officer

strolling around town and you want to know
his rank, don't look for tlie indication of it on
his shoulders or his collar, hut count the
stripes on lils sleeve. In nautical circles, an
ensign, corresponding to a second lieutenant
in tlie army, is a ?one striper.?? A lieuten-
ant. junior grade, who ranks with tin tinny
first lieutenant, is a ?onc-and-a-half-striper.?
And so on up the line. A ?two striper"
(lieutenant, senior grade) rates with the
army's captains; a ?two-imd-a-half striper?
with majors. A commander is a ?three
striper.?? a caplain (equivalent to colonel) a
?Tour striper.?

ENCORE TIPPERARY
One still hoars ?Tipperary? being sung

near the front as a marching song. Yet tlie
Rritish ceased to sing it long ago, and tlie
Americans haven't revived it. Thou who does
sing il? The pniluu. What is more, they
render it in English. Not more than half
of litem know wlmt it means, lint that mat-
ters little. For it is an evidence in music
of Hie brotherhood of the Allies?and that
means considerable.

WAR-TIME SEE-SAWS
The Tommies describe those big belts of

steel that: tire sawed in half to make arched
roofs for dugouts as ?elephant iron.? ' The
French gamin describes I hem as ?rockers.?
Whenever two youths of France discover one
of these half sections on its hack with the
ends sticking up. they linlanee a plank across
it and merrily proceed to see-saw.

VARIETIES OF SLUM
Everyone knows that there are tit least

three different kinds of slum ?the watered
kind, the more solid variety and the occa-
sional special sort that wears a pie-crust.
The Marines describe those throe types in
soa-lingo: ?slum with the tide in,? ?slum
with the tide out," and ?slum with an over-
coat.?

OUGHT TO BE VIVACIOUS
Our artillerymen always have nicknames

for the guns they serve. The French go us
one hotter. They have names?formally
painto'd on the gun barrels. One of the most
highly descriptive caught our eye on the road
up to the front the other day. If was
christened ?Gaby.?

HOW PUDGY LIKED IT
Fair, fat and .past 40 Is this secretary

o£, Ulfc-Koir Triangle. Has the smile that
won?t come off. Every doughboy within miles
around the hut knows him and likes his
cheery pcrsonaltiy. That is why, perhaps,

the opportunity came Pudgy's way last
week to spend a night in a front line dagout.
While he was there a deafening liar rage rain-
ed around the dngont for it full half an hour.

Everyone wanted to know afterward how
Pudgy liked it.

?I fear,? he confessed, and tlie everlast-
ing smile broadened as he spoke, ?that I?m
no braver now than before. Maybe I?d bet-
ter go up front some more and get sort of
used to it.?

OTHER ARMY PAPERS
Before this war is over, every little army will

have a newspaper all its own. Recently there
was some account given here of Atixxie, the
gay little magazine published by the Austra-
lians in France. Even newer than Auxxie,
even newer than THU STARS AND
STRIPES, is Ln Giherna. a weekly journal
written and edited by disabled soldiers of the
Italian Army to buck up their brothers loft
behind them in the trenches.

Probably never before in the history of jour-
nalism did a newspaper make its start with
so large an issue, for no fewer than aOO.OOO
copies were printed of the first issue of La
fliticnia, and that is 'a little larger circula-
tion than has yet boon attained by any morn-
ing newspaper in America. It goes to the
Italian soldier in the field without charge; it
is that blissful thing, a journal without a sub-
scription department.

La Giherna?which means ?The Cartridge-
box??is a small, eight-page paper with
odds and ends of war news, a few drawings, a
poem or two, a good deal of patriotic reading
matter and, here and there, a polite puff for
Italy?s old friends, the well-known ?Stati
Unit!? and ?II Prcsidcnte Wilson.? It is
financed by the Italian Government.

While La Giherna, like THE \u25a0 STARS
AND STRIPES, is a weekly, the Canadian
soldier over here has his daily paper. It is
The Canadian Daily Record, a tiny four-
page review of the news from home. The cover
is a news pictorial. Inside, the soldier can
find out what is astir politically in Toronto.

He can learn about the' staggering price
Farmer McMillan paid for a bull up lirandln
way, and what sentence the judge at Edmon-
ton gave that 70-year-ohl sinner convicted
of bigamy. Here, published in London by the
War Records Office, is all the gossip from
Canada set forth for the Canadian in France.

WHAT YOU THINK OF US
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

A distinct success is mild praise for this
journalistic enterprise. Its greatest strength
lies in its ability to transport the reader ?over
there? for at legist a few moments.

I?vt. F. It. Tlabihsgton.

To the Editor (if THE STARS AND STRIPES:?
Copies of your splendid paper have reached

our camp and the men are delighted with its
appearing and appearance. They have already
laken a number of subscriptions.

1.. J. Daktek. Sec. Y.M.G.A.
* * *

To tho Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?
The: editors sure have spizzoi'inktmn jmd

every word o£ tho paper is danied interesting.
I*vt. llowaud AV. Butler,
* * *

s

To the Editor of THE STARS AXD STRIPES:?
Your paper has the real American jump.

Good luck! Chaui.es 11. (1 hasty.
* * »

To tho Editor of THE STARS AXD STRIPES:?
This company received THE STARS AND

STRIPES last evening. It took line with the
boys, and they agreed It was I lie next best
thing (o receiving a letter from homo.

Pvt. R. 11. Armstrong.
? ? ?

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?
Permit me to extend my sincorest apprecia-

tion of THE STARS AND STRIPES, and to
congratulate you on the successful ?ielat with
which you have brought it. out. It is tho snap-
piest and most vigorous paper I have seen,'
and reflects the spirit of the A.E.F. at th«
front, in training, and cn route

Pvy. Meyer Agex.
? ? ?

To tho Editor ofTHE STADfJ AND STRIPES:-
I read with interest your recent comment on

the ?Old Subscriber,? and while I may not
be able to sign myself as such I can sign aa
?One of the First Subscribers,? for I was so
anxious to get the paper that I was one of
four from this company that sent our sub-
scription -money to your office rather than waif
until arrangements were made to have it soul
to tins organization in. bulk.

It is a splendid paper and I wish you all
success in the enterprise.

Coup. George C. Potter.

CE, FRIDAY, APRIL 5, 1918.,

FIVE HUNDRED FRANCS WILL SUPPORT HIM FOR A YEAR

?SOUL OF THE DOUGHBOY? IN PRINT
(From the ?Phiadelpkia ?ress? March 10, 1918)

In homos throughout the United States
which are distinguished by the familiar ser-
vice ting on 11 be found these days copies of a
newspaper which is far removed from pink tea
journalism, a newspaper which breathes the
virile breath of American battlefields in Eu-
rope, whether they ho those of cooties-iillod
(logouts, nuid-filled trenches, or mental battle-
fields on which the French language lies more
or less murdered by American tongues and
noses.

an entire people), than there is in many
volumes of ?war speeches? made after din-
ner.

The copy at hand is the second number of
Volume I, which is to bo added to the suc-
ceeding numbers ?published every Friday, be-
ginning February S, 101S, for the duration of
the war.?

Poetry which has Clled the heart of an
American:?

?Waitin? and watch in? and won'rin?
It, is THE STARS AND STRIPES, the offi-

cial newspaper of the American Expeditionary
Forces. It contains in its pages cartoons, edi-
torials, news and verse which exhibit the
clean, rough, stout-hearted soul of the dough-
boy abroad. It is published by doughboys and
written by doughboys, with the exception of
news cabled from America or London, or con-
tributed by staff correspondents of American
newspapers in France.

'THE STARS AND STRIPES is in existence
to keep the Aracx force as well informed about
events in Franco and the United States as arc
the folks in ?J.lomeburg,? and to chronicle
the hopes and longings of men who for the
first time in history have become foreigners?-
for until you read the French advertisements
in the publication you do not realize that
thousands of Americans who have culled all
the world foreign have now assumed that role
themselves.

If the Hun's coinin? over tonight ?

from the fire-step of u trench, tops an article
on the sinking of the Tuscania, which shows
the inmost soul of Uncle Sammy?s Army. The
'only two-column story on the front page is
not cluttered with the raving of a Vardanian.
It is an illuminating article on (ho care of
feet, plain feet, flat foot, foot with bunions,
and every sort of foot which are not just the
sort of feet which will do tho prosaic duty of
helping idealistic America whip the material-
istic linn. It isn?t reading for a poli-
tician. Hut this newspaper is not written for
politicians. It is written for the men who
have taken a ?stand? for tho Government?
on their own hike-tired feet.

There is a picture of an American soldier,
topped with the helmet which has superseded

\u25a0 the obsolete campaign hat. And underneath
is an article which pleads for a title for that
soldier?any title which is appropriate?but
not ?Sammy,? or ?Johnny,? or any oilier
rehashed nickname.The paper is published weekly. A copy

dated ?Franco, Friday, February 15,
IMS.? which has come to the Phila-
delphia Promt, is only eight pages long.
Rut, there is no negligible persiflage in
it. There is persiflage, but it lias an under-
tone which hints feelings that can ho expressed
only in persiflage, as the deeps of the ocean
are topped with foam. And for this reason
there is more in those eight pages (every one
of which is as compelling to the ut.tcnt.iou as a
renewed declaration of war, or a now draft
of the Declaration of independence written by

On the inside pages are words which pul-
sate with noble purpose, and short sentences
which are redolent of sweat-soaked khaki, of
mud-covered shoes, of night-tired eyes and
sore feet?tilings which are not written of ex-
cept when real men write. These American
men don?t get cold feel: figuratively, but they
get them actually. They don?t got sore heads,
hut they get sore muscles. And they don't
camouflage the fact. Discomfort likes com-
pany, its well as misery. THE STARS AND
STRIPES is company.

U' rl'
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