
FLYERS? TRAINING
JUST LIKE LIFE IN

GRAMMAR SCHOOL
Eighth Grade Pupils Are

Moved Along to Higher
Course

COLLEGE COMES AT FRONT

Best of Them Never Get Done
Learning, According to Wise

Old Timers

TRAINING CENTER ON ITS TOES

Western Boom Days Recalled at
Mudvllle-in-France Where Our

Aviators Are Made

Throughout the A.E.P. these are busy

days?working out the final touches and
putting the finishing touches on I'ncle
Sam?s war making machine ?and no-
where is the activity more maked than
in the Air Service.

The first references to our aviators at
the front have been made in the official
communiques during the last few days.
?Our aviators brought «uwn two hos-
tile machines yesterday???our airplanes
bombed the railroad station and sidings
at last night. Several direct hits

These statements have been modest,
dignified and laconic. But they have
been momentous in their significance.
They tell the message that American
aviators have made a beginning. They
signify something done, something doing
And this spirit is reflected throughout
the whole Air Service.

Real American Bustle
The American training centers in

France are beehives of activity. Ma-
chines are in the air, engines are being
tuned up. The flyers are flying and
the ground men are working. These
camps, too, signify something done,
something doing. The bustle is the kind
that accomplishes things?systematic,
efficient, happy, American.

The T'nited States maintains the larg
est aviation center in France and
several smaller ones. At the biggest
one most of the A.E.F. flyers get their
preliminary and advanced training in
the handling of aircraft, and at some
of the others they learn the advanced
points of the game?machine gunnery,
bombing and the like.

?Learning to fly is simple,? the in-
structors say. ?Anyone who can run a
Ford can run an airplane.?

They mean merely to fly. But mere
flying, and being a military aviator in
these days, is, widely different. Nearly
anybody can learn in a surprisingly
short time to take a machine up, make
a couple of circles and a landing.

More Than Mere Flying
Mere flying may be as simple as run-

ning an automobile, but circling around
over a battlefield observing for artillery
with shells bursting near and hostile
machines in the air or bombing, or har-
assing infantry with machine gun fire
is much more than mere flying. The suc-
cessful military aviator is a man trained
high in the technique of his craft, with
a whole bag of tricks that the old ex-
hibition flyers, for instance, didn?t need
to know anything about.

Becoming an aviator in the A.E.F. is
like going to school all over again. At
the biggest training center, simple and
advanced flying is taught. There are
eight fields, like the eight grades of our
grammar school, and the beginner starts
at the first and completes his course at
the eighth.

In the first grade, he runs a ?grass
cutter.? He learns about the motor
and the controls and skims around the
field getting familiar with the craft.
Then he goes to the second field and for
the first time gets off the ground. He
sails a stable, substantial, foolproof ma-
chine and makes ?hops.? By the time
he has passed through the intermediate
fields and attained the seventh and
eighth grades, he is doing acrobatics in
a trim, sensitive little battleplane and
flying in squadron formation.

After this he graduates from the gram-
mar school of aviation and is ready for
?high school.?

At the Airmen?s High School
?High school? is another training

center. If the pupil is to be a bomber,
he goes to bombing school: if an ob-
server, he attends an observer?s school.
If he is going in for combat or chasse
work, he becomes an expert on the ma-
chine gun. In any event, the aviator
must be more than a mediocre machine
gunner.

After ?high school? comes ?college?
?the front. Like all students, the
aviator has a lot to learn after he
leaves school, and this higher knowledge
he gets at his work. At the front he
learns fast. One experienced aviator
said the other day:

?Most people learn something new
every day, but a war time aviator does
better than that?he learns two or three
things a day, and sometimes a whole
lot more.?

The largest training camp of the
A.E.F.?all of them for that matter ?

grew quickly. Ten months ago its site
was a series of grass grown ilelds dotted
with a few wooded stretches and bisected
with small gullies. It was eight to ten
miles from a railroad.

Late last summer a company of Rail-
way Engineers arrived at the nearest
town on the railroad line and iiegan to
lay a track out to the projected train-
ing center. They met some obstacles in
the shape of hills tiiat they didn't bother
to surmount?they simply went around
?and in a few weeks finished a railroad
that got where It started for even if it
did go 12 miles to get nine.

Muddiest Spot in France
Then came more soldiers, mostly Air

Service men, who started to work build-
ing the training center. These men will
tell you that the site was the muddiest
section of France last winter (anybody
who was anywhere else in France last
winter is entitled to sneer at this), but
they worked hard and did the job.

Now the air center is a city. There
are streets and rows of long barracks,
T.M.O.A. and Red Cross buildings, offices,
warehouses ?even a round house and a
fire department. It is a duplicate of a
boom town in the West Little locomo-
tives switch cars of freight and supplies
up and down Main Street; the general
merchandise store, with a Q.M. sign over
the door, does a rushing business, and
men bustle about in greasy overalls and
work clothes as long as there is day-
light

CANNED MONKEY MEAT
DOESN?T SUIT YANKS

Awfully Nice, But They?re
Glad to Leave It for

Somebody Else

RATION PARTY SOME TRICK

Chicken and Fresh Milk Aren?t
Unknown, Though, Even In

Front Line

The days of free forage in a laud flow-
ing with milk and honey, us described
in this newspaper a fortnight ago, lasted
through the first memorable week when
the Yankee troops rushed across country
to pitch into the Germans at Chflteau-
Thierry. Then the cooks and supply
personnel caught up with the fighters,
and ever since the food problem of that
sector has been the task of garnishing
the French rations issued there.

The staple of that diet is a canned
something that the soldiers in their
scorn called monkey-meat, little dream-
ing that they are but borrowing a name
the French themselves had fastened on
it long before the war. It has always
been called ?singe? in these parts.

As a matter of fact, it is Argentine
beef, but the ones who do not try to
prove that it is really gassed mule will
confide to you their discovery that it is
either boiled llama or some other South
American animal which the natives coax
from its lair and drive into the can.
The can is then sealed up and stored for
30 years.

Not Unless They Have To
The Yankees do not care much for it.

To be frank about it, they will not eat
it -at all unless they have to. It is
issued, of course, as part of the emer-
gency ration which each man must carry
into the line with him in case the com-
munications should be broken, but when
it comes up as part of the regular ration
supplies, the men up front have been
known to let great heaps of the dans
accumulate untouched. Over one such
heap a front-line wag erected a sign
which head:?

?Awfully nice. Please take one.?
No one had accepted the Invitation at

last accounts. Even in the front line
the men are seldom driven to depend on
the monkey-meat. Every night, some-
where between ten and midnight, a hot
meal is served out in quantities suffi-
ciently generous to leave a goodly supply
of shim and coffee to make another meal,
another meal heated by the little alcohol
cans with which each soldier is provided.

The hot meal is brought up in the ra-
tion carts at night to within a few hun-
dred yards of the line?often a ticklish
and exciting journey with the shells
bursting all around. Many a ration
runner is killed at his job, and more
than once in these past weeks a mess
sergeant has returned to the ration pile
to find the man he had left on guard
there lying dead beside it.

Wrecked Cart Their Salvation
Once in a while a shell hits and cap-

sizes a ration cart, and one such well-
stocked wreck served in good stead a
corporal and six other Marines who, in
one forward rush, became isolated in a
ravine and held their position there in
the shelter of some rocks for a week
before the American line moved forward
and they were with friends once more.
Out In the field near them a battered
ration cart lay on its side, and each
night one of the marooned Marines would
crawl out on his belly and bring back
food for the bunch.

One company was so dissatisfied with
the menu served by the ration carts that
they repeatedly and cruelly raided the
enemy lines and came back with the
enemy chow.

The whole ration question, from the
soldier?s point of view, has settled down
into the problem of devising ways and
means of avoiding a meal of monkey-
meat.

One battalion of Infantry is jealously
guarding an old French wicker cradle in
which (50 four-week-old chicks are grow-
ing up into a promising moss. One of
them, hit by a bit of shrapnel, has lost
a leg, but hops valiantly around on the
remaining one like a small and downy
stork.

Watch Those Artillerymen
One company of Engineers is tenderly

cherishing a cow which issues them milk
every day. They keep an eye on her
for fear the Artillery roughnecks in the
next wood will steal her in the night and
make her issue them once and for all
four vfine quarters of fresh beef.

Another cow was caught by some
Marines in a ravine. Whoever had been
her owner had long since fled that part
of the world, and she was theirs for tin
killing. But none of them had the heart.
So they took her out in No Man?s Lund
and tied her there, knowing that a Ger-
man gun would soon do their dirty
work for them.

But the gentle bovine seemed to lead
a charmed life, for the rising sun of the
third day disclosed her still browsing,
contented and intact. Whereupon the
hungry Marines rose and went forth and
slew her. And that night there was
great feasting and rejoicing in the camp
of the Marines.

FRANCE?S PREMIER
COMFORTS MOTHER
Continued from Page 1

There the party was met by M. Andre
Tardieu, commissioner-general for Fran-
co-American relations. General Mor-
dacq, his principal military secretary,
and General Weigand, of (lie inter-Allied
council at Versailles. Then?

Rut let the semi-official account of the
conference?the details of which cannot
now be given?tell the story;

?The most important of the military
questions concerning Franco-American
co-operation were discussed in the course
of the meeting. The measures to be takea
during the coming months were con-
certed and a complete agreement was
readied on all points.

?M. Clemenceau returned to Paris in
tlie evening.? ,

GIVES LIFE FOR SCIENCE
[By Cable to THE STARS AND STRIPER. 1

AMERICA, dune 27.?Major Eugene
Wilson Caldwell, M.0.R.C., is dead at
Roosevelt Hospital. New York, a martyr
to science.

A noted X-ray spocinilst, lie had suf
fered for many years from burns in-
curred in developing the ray for tin
sake of humanity.

He had just completed an inventin'
for tlie Government which will revet l
with great exactness Hie location <\u25a0

foreign substances in the body.
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THE WEEK?S BA TTLE LINE
The week ending Wednesday, June 26, witnessed the spectacular defeat of

the Austrian offensive in Italy.
That offensive, to which the greater part of the Austrian army was dedi-

cated and which was made at all, according to opinion in the Allied capitals,
only on the stern insistence of Berlin, was launched on June 15 on a front of
130 kilometers from the Asiago River to the sea. The plan was to capture
Treviso and Venice, overrun the northern end of the peninsula, and nullify Italy
as a factor in the Alliance.

Opposed to the Austro-Hungarian forces, reinforced this time by no German
contingents, were Italian, French and British divisions. America was repre-
sented by bombing aviators, who shared In the destruction of the Piave bridges.

The offensive started badly. The resistance was immediate, the Allied
forces in the mountain area counter-attacking on the second and third days
with such success that the Austrian right was decimated and hurled buck.
Along the Piave, however, the Austrians succeeded in crossing at three sectors,
notably Montello and San Dona

Their positions there proved untenable, thanks to the fierce counter-attacks
of the Italians, happily reinforced by the Piave itself, whose swollen waters swept
away bridge after bridge and thus left helpless and stranded the enemy divi-
sions which had gained a footing on the right bank.

On Sunday, those divisions began a disordered retreat, and by Tuesday the
right bank was cleared of their survivors. Wednesday brought the news that
Italian cavalry had crossed to the left bank in full pursuit.

Vienna had assigned GO divisions to the Italian offensive. Of these 40 have
been identified as sharing in the battle. The Italians took 20,000 prisoners in
the first 10 days and Rome estimates the enemy losses at over 200,000, or more
than four times the Italian losses.

The week witnessed no major change in the battle line in France.
On the front between Soissons and Rheims, two German attacks on Bllgny

Hill, near Rheims, were vigorously repulsed by Italian troops.
The American communiques during the week reported a German raid re-

pulsed in the Voivre and gas attacks there and in Lorraine. Further minor
advances in the region northwest of ChfUeau-Thierry were reported on June
21 and June 24, and on the latter date the breakdown with heavy loss of a
German counter-attack south of Torcy. On Tuesday evening an American at-
tack south of Torcy yielded 240 prisoners, five of them officers, 19 machine guns
and other material.

BALL PLAYERS SAY
THEY?RE PRODUCTIVE

Work or Fight Order Rais-
es Hob with Elevator

Men and Waiters

[By Cableto THE STARSAND STRIPES.]
AMERICA, June 27?The War De-

partment has explained and amplified
its famous ?work or fight? order, under
which all men of draft age must engage
in work held to be productive or join
the Army. Waiters, elevator men, door-
men, footmen, carriage openers and
similar employees of apartment houses,
clubs, and hotels are held to be non-
productive, as are also domestics, sales
clerks and men In similar occupations.

It Is estimated that in New York
City alone 40,000 wMI be affected. The
hotel men thought in their haste that
they could use girl waiters, but were
suddenly confronted with a neat little
section in the State excise law that bars
girls from handling or serving liquor.
One can readily foresee a great hunt
for antique male waiters.

The ball players heatedly argue that
they are productive, and the magnates
acclaim the Immense value of baseball
to the morale of the nation?and also
the incredible sums paid as income tax,
to say nothing of the Liberty bonds
bought by the players and managers.

The authorities have refrained from a
decision and the magnates are keeping
their fingers crossed in the hope that
the powers on high will not kill the
national game.

When in
LONDON

You will Stay at the

WALDORF
HOTEL
Aldwych, Strand

As in the days of pence to in th*
days of war, it is the best and the
most economical Hotel in the

West End.
E. LUCARINI

Late of tiic Hotel Lotti, Pant, Gemeral Maaafe*?
Tblegrajis : WALDORFILS, LONDON

Standard-Bearm
of
America!
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Continued from Page 1
the only American save for five or six
wounded Tanka he once saw carried past
him on stretchers ?he was not made one
of a party of prisoners to be shipped di-
rectly to the rear, but rather was he
handed back from group to group and
made to work his way.

From sun-up to sun-down he worked
with the camouflage men, masking bat-
teries, cutting branches, and piling
bough on bough of leafy green to screen
the roadside heaps of ammunition boxes.

Shared Captors* Mess
He had no blankets to roll in at night,

but his captors shared their mess with
him, pouring out each time an unsavory
soup or gruel, and tossing him chunks of
coarse bread to sop it up with.

Each day a different soldier took him
in tow. Each day the shifting sound of
the artillery told him he was gravitat-
ing slowly toward the rear. Each night
an armed guard watched over him.

Then one night?the seventh?the
guard, who sat huddled with his back
resting against a tree, dropped off to
sleep. Dark was just settling over the
patch of woods on the edge of which
they had turned in. By the moonlight
that filtered down through the branches
he could see the guard?s head nodding,
nodding. He Itched to get his hands
on the rifle, but the guard was holding
it up right between his knees as a sort
of prop. Donahue was afraid even to
try to disengage it.

He groped about for a weapon. His
hand landed on the short, light end of a
broken pick-handle. It wouldn?t do. He
looked for the other piece, found it,
hefted it. It would do. With that piece
of wood he took one vicious swing at
the head of the guard, saw that nodding
head stop nodding and slump forward.
Then Donahue went away from there.

Woods Thick With Them
All around him Germans were sleep-

ing audibly. The woods were full of
them. He had heard the unintelligible,
gradually subsiding hubbub of their talk
as they settled down for the night He
bumped into more than one of them, but
they only grunted and swore while he
held his breath and, after a time, crept
on. After a Journey that seemed to last
hours and must have lasted at least ten
minutes, he reached the edge of the
woods and crawled under a bush to
think.

Very close to him the German artillery
was making an occasional crashing reply
to the Allied shells which whirred, na-
sally overhead in an unending chorus.
Gunfire is as good as a compass. It
was easy enough to take his bearings,
and, though he could only guess how far
he had moved in the days of his cap-
tivity, he thought ?America? could not
be more than eight kilometers away, per-
haps not that far if the bunch had ad-
vanced any In the Interval.

He knew his only chance was to crawl
there by night and He low by day. He
started out.

All that night he crept along?hugging
the hedgerows and the shadows, stopping
to listen, lying still as death when sol-
diers were tramping by, crawling on
again, dropping flat, crawling on. All
the next day he lay, hungry and thirsty,
in a friendly oat-field, with the grain
standing straight around him so that no
one would notice him from the field?s
edge.

Several times some soldiers made short
cuts across, and passed so close he could
hear them talking. Once an artillery-
man, riding a horse and leading another,

CAPTURED MARINE BACK WITH YANKS

On His Feet Once More

trotted so near that they all but trampled
him underfoot

But the only ones who found him were
the dogs, and they did not tell. Twice a
shaggy Ked Cross Dog, with Its first aid
pack and food strapped to Its back,
proudly tracked the worried Donahue to
his hiding-place, flourished enthusiasti-
cally around him, and threatened to
bring his succor willy-nilly. He longed
to rifle their packs and eat again, but
each time he only lay quiet and prayed
for the amiable dog to be off.

It was toward the end of the second
night that the young Marine, creeping
up the side of a ravine, was stopped In
his tracks by the voice of a sentry.

?Halt!?
It was the word he had been sick with

fear he should hear during two Inter-
minable nights, but when he finally beard
it the voice was an American voice.

?I?m an American,? he answered, and
Investigated to see what It felt like to
stand up once more.

?Halt!?
?Oh, hell!? said Private Donahue:

?where?s brigade headquarters??
A little later, after a stolen nap under

cover of two discarded potato sacks and
a sunrise breakfast at the field kitchen
of another regiment, he was telling bri-
gade headquarteds all about It.

After that he told his story to every-
one, from the credulous cook and the
skeptical top to some imposing beings
who questioned him at French head-
quarters before his battalion went back,
into the line. He had kept his eyes open,
and he had information to give that can
hardly be set forth here.

His audience were not without their
doubters, but these had not much to say
when the report came back from the
French that Private Donahue?s account
of his eight days? AWOL was packed
with detail that could not possibly have
been furnished except by one who had
actually journeyed some miles Into
?Germany.?
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The SMALLEST but SMARTEST
UMBRELLA SHOP In PARIS

ALL GOODMEN & TRUE
Fighting in France are invited to look in and
see us when on leave in London?we pride
ourselves on our first-class cooking and quick
service. We arc right in the heart of the
West End, and will take up no more of your
time than is necessary for a substantial luncheon,
a dainty tea or a well-served dinner. Good
orchestra and an atmosphere of genuine
refinement. 15he
IT* 1 CrC* R**t*urantL, I |J Coventry Street
One Minule from Piccadilly Circus, London.

GRANDE MAISON de BLANC
LONDON PARIS CANNES

No Branch in New York
GENTLEMEN?S DEPARTMENT, HOSIERY,

Ladies? Lingerie
L6UVET BROS., O. BOYER, Manager

A Line from Home
We hope that this little advertisement, put
here by the makers of such well known writing
papers as Eaton?s Highland Linen and Crane?s
Linen Lawn, will seem to you like a line from
home. It is intended to show interest in you
and your welfare and to give a little support
to the newspaper published in France.
Lafayette, when he came to this country and
offered his sword to the American Colonists
fighting for liberty, little dreamed that the day
would come when a newspaper named The
Stars and Stripes, and printed in the American
language, would circulate in France among so
many native born Americans as now make up
the subscription list of The Stars and Stripes.

Eaton, Crane & Pike Company
New York Pittsfield, Mass. u:s.a.

7b the Boys of the U> S.A., t

We are proud of our gallant soldiers and
sailors and "have confidence that the Spirit of
Liberty they exemplify, and their Sense of

will guide and strengthen them in the
noble effort now under way to stamp out the
attempt to shackle the free people of the world.

Our facilities are at year service
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GEORGE GROSSMITH & EDWARD LAURILLARD?S ATTRACTIONS
Tt»« Firm that Import* ihp N>\v York Su« and KEEPS them Ft.cc:*sful in J<mdt>u>

SHAFTESBURY THEATRE
Shaftesbury Avenue?Gerrard: 3243 J

«BE CAREFUL, BABY!?
(which, in the State*, was "TWIN BEDS?)

WITH HELSN RAYMOND
Mir;alet Bnacraan, UtMrd Coabiraere, Ptfff Deraa md Ceapta/.

Every Eveningat 8. Matinees Tharsdays and Saturdays at 2.
Tramferred from ApjlldTheatre.

PRINCE?S THEATRE
Shaftesbury Avenue itop end) Gerrard; 3400

?YES, UNCLE!?
(Mach the Moet Successful Musical Comedy in London)

With the famous comity - ami siiper-beauty-chorus-.that was recently
transferred from tiie UAII2TV THKATUIi, lock, stock, and U&rrOl.

NOTE.- American Soldiers on leave in London wilt enjoy hesi, and ehoa.d
v$U first, CROSSMiTd <fc LAUfULLARD'S shows. 'This, firm imports mH
the. most popular New York success**, and stages them in London pn

Amsrican lines and with American disregard of expanse. '

Tie STOIL THEATRES IH LONDON PERMITTED

The ALHAMBRA
Facing the famous Leicester Square

EVERY EVENING 7.40
Matinees Wed., Thurs., Sat., 2

THE BING BOYS
ON BROADWAY

GEORGE ROBEY
(England's Greatest Comedian)

VIOLET LORAINE
and Star Cast

REFRESHMENTS

THE LONDON
COLISEUM

CHARiNG CROSS, Facinff Trafalfar Sqoart

Europe?s Principal
Variety Theatre

CHANGE OF'PROGRAMME WEEKLY
ATTRACTIONS for WEEK of July I

Dion Bouckauk 4 Co., Beatie 4 Baba,
G. P. Huntley4 Co., Alfred Leater 4 Co.,

Erren Hedge*, etc.
TWICE DAILY 2.30 & 7.4 S

TEA ROOMS AND CAFES

NEW

MIDDLESEX
THEATRE

IN THE FAMOUS DRURY LANE

THE HOMEOF REVUE
A New Revue Every Week

Throughout the Year
Next Week; The Big Production

MIRTH & MELODY
A Burlesque In 3 inuk

TWICE NIGHTLY 6.15 & 8.20

The STOLL ?

PICTURE
THEATRE

(London Opera Hou»e) KINGSWAY
THE MOST PALATIAL
PICTURE THEATRE IN

EUROPE
All the Latest d-Act
Dramas, Comedies, etc.

Changes Mondays. Thursdays and Sundays.

Vocal Selections. Symphony Orchestra.
Thousands of Luxurious Stalls. 50 Private Boxes

TEA ROOMS.
DAILY FROM 2 TO 10.33

Sunday*6 to 10.30

AT ALL OF THE ABOVE THEATRES
AMBASSADOR GERARD?S SERIAL FILM

MY FOUR YEARS IN GERMANY. ?
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