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over ihe previous weel.

THE GREAT INVESTMENT

The faiher and mother of one voung
American killed in action wrote recently
to a mother owside whose window hack
home hanus a two-starred flag, and v is
cur privileee o quote this passage from
their untlinching letier:

“Weo now know what Lincoln meant by
‘the last full measure of devotion?

“QOur soldier was killed in Flanders un-
der the roar of the cannon. e is buried
there: and fran onr point of view, there
can be no more glorious resting place for
a true patriot, sighting for the world-old
cause of liberty, than in the consecrated
soil of France.

“le was our all, but sinee he gave all ex-
cept his hope of leaven, we must conse-
crate ourscives 1o thest who, in ihe trying
days to come. are calied to meet the awful
shock of war”

We shal! ail do our part a little heller
if we remember that ihe hearts ol this
father and thiz moiler are with ns now, if
we but pray that we may be worthy of iheir
transferred  allesianee. For o they  belong
io thai company. thal growing company.
of those wha live 1he greatexi, stake in this
war. In it siny base made the great in-
vestiment. — e

WHAT HAVE WE DONE?

At the conveniion of the International
Dancing Masters" Aszociation held in Chi-
eagn, plans were announced for a “dancing
nusters unic.” soon to embark for France
“lo insireet Nmeriean soldiers regarding
the newesi sieps.”

It, has been said of the AJELF. that it s
2 large and patient body of meit complelely
and bewilderingly surrounded by grapho-
phones, nevie cinperas, eanteens, investi-

gators, aplifters awd  professional enter-
tainers. The VLI s getting larger every
dav.  Al:o, it is getting dess paiient. And

announceents like the foregoing are not
exactly caleulaied to inerease ils stock-in-
hand of {le Job-like virfue.

We have been polile to most of the in-
vestigators.  We have heen respectlul fo
maet of the uplifiers. We have looked
interesied and pieasant for most of the pro-
fessional entertainers. But as for this
proposed olfvesive of the dancing mas-
ters—

O Lord. O Lord. whal have we done to
deserve such a visitation?

IS SPANKING TOO GOOD?

“Where Jid the ficld elerks get the right
to put on service stripes?  They have them
on al G.I1.Q. Al the soldiers are faking
them off. ‘T'hey =av they won't wear them
if the field clerks do.”

We have answered the wriler personally
and told him precizely where field clerks
got the right fo put on service chevrons.
But his query, ratber his staie of mind,
demands more general notice than a per-
sonal reply atfords,

He has apparently drifted into  the
wrong army, to beoitn with. He has ap-

parently forzortenr ihint no war, and ihis
war least of alll can he won by veniing
petty spiic mrainst o group of your own
men, cspeciaily when it iz vented ihrough
such a conteriptible and unpairiotic act.

We hold no brict for the field clerks.
But we have seen =ome of them ai a head-
quarters in the vicinily of which a Boche
shell landed oceasionally, where things
were somewhai too busy to permit of their
stopping to write letters in their own de-
fense—if it were worth while wriling a
defense io one so deluded as to think that
he speaks for *all the seldiers.™

Lay off, “spokesman.” This war .is
against the Kaiser, not against the field

clerks.

A LETTER HOME

and a witless libel on the American Army,
all in one well-meaning letter home.

What are we to think of the mental
powers of Abel and his like who pen such
rubbish?

What are we to think of the mental
powers and sense of responsibility of the
censor who passes such rubbish and so
transmits it to gullible Salem?

And what, oh, what are we to think of
the mental powers and sense of responsi-
bility and general right to remain in the
newspaper business of whatever editor of
the Salem Ivening News scatters such
rubbish ihrough the homes of a New Eng-
land town that has not been queer in its
head since the days of the Salem witch-
craft?

Any one with a decent minimum of
knowf;dge about the A.E.T. could have
told that Abel was writing rot. Such a
decent minimum is expected of every
editor back home. Great expeclations—
disappointed almost every time we pick
up a home town paper!

THANK YOU, GERMANY

The A.E.F. doesn’t talk about itself. It
may think about itself, it may even ihink
well of itself, but it says nothing itself.
Onc unit may say of another, “Say, they
fought. like hell, didw’t they?” But it
won’t say it of its own parlicular unit.

Still, "the A.E.F. appreciates compli-
ments. We like it when the French speak
well of us. And we like it when the Ger-
mans speak well of us, especially when
what they say is embodied in a confidental
report ihat we were never intended to sce.

What the Germans think of one Amer-
ican division has recently been disclosed
in a document that fell into ihe hands of
the French afier an atiack to the north
of the Chateau-Thierry secior.

+¥I'he — American division may be con-
sidered a very good division,” it says,
“perhaps even an assault division. The
various ailacks of the Lwo regiments upon
Belleau Wood were exceuted with dash
and intrepidity. The moral cffect of our

1fire was not, able seriously to check the ad-

vance of the troops. 'The nerves of the
Americans are not yet worn oul.”

The report is speaking of one division,
rather of ilwo regimenis in that division.
1t jusi happened to be the — Division.
It might have been some other. Do you
think ihe report would have read any dif-
ferently ? Ji goes on:

“The quality of the men must be char-
acterized as remarkable. They carry ihem-
sclves well, are well developed physically
and are from 18 to 28 years of age. At
prezent, they require only the proper train-
ing o make them formidable adversaries.
“The spirit of the men is fresh and
full of naive confidence. The following
statenment by a prizoner is characterislic:
‘We kill or we are killed.””

The paragraphs quoted are headed
“PFizhting value.” Mere is what the report
has 1o disclose on “Delails concerning the
position™:

“IL was impossible to oblain any Tacts.
The prisoners scarcely indicated the place
they had oceupied in the line”

Under “General remarks—morale,” the
report suys:

“In general, the prisoners made a good
impression.  Their manner is aleri.

“AL present, they siill consider the war
I'am the point of view of the ‘big brother’
who is coming fo ihe assistance of his
appressed brothers and sisters and who is
received everyvwhere in a [riendly manner.
Their opinions have a certain morale basis;
wosl, of the prisoners express ihemselves
with an understandable naivelé and declare
that, they came to Turope to defend iheir
country.

Well, Germany, we do know what we're
fighting for, don™t we? '

“Ouly a few of the men are pure Amer-
icans by race.  The majority of them are
the song of foreign parentz.  The half-
Anmericans, however, most of whom were
horn in America and have never been in
Furope, express without hesitation purely
native sentiments”

We have to file an objection to that word
“hall-Americans.”  Otherwise, we are proud
10 accept the report.  The vote is unani-
mous.  Thank you, Germany.

PARLEZ-VOUS FRANCAIS?

1{ is an infamous libel to say, as some
do, that the only French the Yank has
learned is " Iind.”

1le ean say “Cest la guerre” and has
been known io do s0 on occasions.

He can say “Camouflage” and does say
it just about every other sentence.

Above all, lhe can say ‘“Livison” and
uses  that clegant expression for every

imaginable form of coniact, junclure or
union. It scems not  improbable ihat
when hie roes home al last, he will surprise
and grieve ile old folks by referring to
the Liaizon Riation at Washington, sing-
ing “The liaison Forever, Hurrah. Boys,
Hurrah™ and upseiting the gents’ furnish-
ing siore avound the corner by demanding
a liaison suit of underwear.

WE, THE ENVIED
Your old pal who is cussing his luek be-
cause he is on the Mexican insiead ol ihe
Lorraine border writes io you: “Gee, bui
you loys must be going fine, from all 1

hear! Gosh, how I envy you'®
Thatfriend of vours who i fighiing ihe
war on the Navy side writes: “Gee, but

Abel XKalz, late of Salems, Mass, and;
more recently of Batiery 1) in a certain|
regiment of Iield Artillery, A.LT., wroie!
a nice long picce about the war in ihe rérm |
of a letter to his mother. As Mrs. Kaiz
showed it to somcone on the home iown]
paper, and as ihe home town paper im- |
mediately printed it with a picture of
Abel taken by the hest photographer in
Salem, we are privileged to reproduce some
of its choicer passages. ILes voild:’

‘We are not cating beef for the present. It costs
too much and roast turkey is the substitute. We
get it cvery day. . We are the flrst Ameri-
cans in tho trenches. The regulars are doing
guard duty in the big French ecilies. . . . The
Germans started to run back. Battery D of
Salem started to fire in front of them so they
could not run away, and when they started to
gurrender we would not think of it. .About six
or seven out ol‘_ 500 Germans got back.

. Dear, dear—a gross flattery of the Army
mess, an entirely false claim for Abel’s

cat em at fivst hand!

vou guys are lucky to be able to get a crack
Gosh, how 1 envy
vou !*

Your kid brother writes:
I was a soldier, too, with the A.E.JF.”
20 il gocs.

There never was an Army in hisfory
more envied by the people thai seni it
forlh than is ihe AL.F. There is not a
single American, in the service or out of
it, who would not change places with any
one of us at a moment’s notice. There is
not a single soul in the States but looks to
us, every day, for inspiration and example.

What do they envy us? Not our good
looks or our youth or our clothes, but our
opportunity for service, where service will
count the most in the deliverance of the

“tee, | wish
And

world. It is a pleasant thing to be thus
envied. Tt is pleasanter still to be worthy

of it and the admiralion that provokes if.
To be worthy of it lies within the reach

division, a baseless slur on the regulars.

of every man of us.

The Army’s Poets

BILLETS

Dedicated to the gallant peasants of sunny
France, who own ghem, and the officers of the
A.E.F., who made the sclection for the prole-
tariat.

I've slopt with horse and sad-eyed cow,

I've dreamed in peace with bearded gont, -
I've laid my head on the rusty plow,

And with the pig done table d'hote.

I've chased the supple, leaping flea

As o'er my outstretched form he sped,
And heurd the sneering roosier’'s crow

When I chased the rabbit from my bed.
I've marked the dog’'s contented growl,

His wagging tail, his playful bite;
With guinea pig and wakeful owl

I've shared my resting-place at night, -
While overhead, where cobweb lace

Like curtains drapes the oaken beams,
The spiders skipped from place to place

And sometimes dropped in on my dreams.
And when the morning, damp and raw,

Arrived at last as if by chance,

I've crawled from out the rancid straw

And cussed the stable barns of France.

And sometimes when the day is done
And lengthening shadows pointing long,
I dream of days when there was sun
And street cars in my daily song.
Rut over here—ah! what a change,
The clouds are German-silver lined—
Who worries when we get the mange?
What boots it if our shoes are shined?
The day speeds by and night again
Looms up a specter grim and bare;
We trek off to the hen house then
And climb the cross barred ladder there—
Another biologic night
Spent in a4 state sans peace, sans sleep;
And as I soothe some stinging bite,
I mark the gentle smell of sheep,
The smell that wots of grassy dell,
- Of hillsides green where fairies dance.
The vision's past . . . . I'm back in Hell—
An anclent stable barn of France.

We've slept with all the gander's flock,
By waddling duck we’'ve slumbered on—

1n fact, we've slept with all the stock,
And they will miss ug when we're gone.

Wwe've seen at times the nocturne eyves
Of playful mouse on evening spree,

And the constwise trade at night he plies
With RBrother Louse on a Jimbouree.

We've seratehed and fought with foe unseen,
And with the candle hunted wide

For the bug that thrives on Paris green,
RBut cashes in on bichloride.

Perchance may come a night of stars,
Perchance the snow drift through the tile,

Perchance the cvil face of Mars
IPeeks in nnd shows his wicked smile;

*Tis then we dream of other days

When we were free and in the dance,

And followed in the old time ways

I'ar from the stable barns of France.

LETTERS

Ay buddy reads his letters to me, and, say, he
sure can write!l

have to sit and chew my pen and even then

The way it reads when I get through 1 know it's

pretty sad

As fur as composition goes; the grammar, too, is

bad.

But talk about—gee, he can sling the ink to beat

the band,

And picture everything he's seen a way that sure

is prand.

[ got him to wrile a note to my gal and, golly,
it wus fine!

I copicd it and signed my numne, but, all the
sime,

It didn't scem to please her, for she wrote in her
reply

She'd read it several times and it didn’t sound i
like I

Was sayin® exactly
feelin® good; .
I'm kind of plad she took it so—in fact, I hoped
she would. MEeL RYDER,

what 'T meant, and was [

“DIRECTED TO PROCEED”

There's-a vaeant spot on the billet floor
Where he'd spread his blankets after mess;
No side arms on the dusty door—

“Selah gear,” one friend the less.

There where his gas mask used lo swing
Another guy has hung some pants;

The hooks that held his gat an’ sling
Wear nothin’® bhut the rust of France.

I lie on my bunk, an' I watch a spider

Weave 2 web in the billet roof,

An’ 1 think of the time when we'd drink cider
An® promenade an’ eat our “oof.""

Gosh. the times we had together!
WwWe was a pair dern hard to heit
QOut on pass, in sunny weather,

Dolled up to give the girls o treat.

On puard we'd get on the same relief,

At drill he'd fall in next to me,

An' we'd scheme to share the doughboy’s grief
An' cuss together on K.

Wwe'd talk of the tinie when the gang would go
1 the line to meet the Huns,

An' the kinds of stuff us two would show
With our Lonibs an’ bavonets an’ guns.,

But orders came, an’ he left today,

With his eves aglow an® his chin held high;
An’ he grinned at me as he went away,
An' I grinned at him as 1 said goodbye.

A partin’ joke an’ a good handshake—
“Goodbye, o' kid, an' fare the well,”

An® he showed the spirit that'll make

The Huns run plumb through the gates of Hell.

Well, 1 won't crab an’ fret an® pine,

TFor, about ten years or so from now,

They may take me up on the line

With some outiit, somewhere, somchow.
Crl. James STEVENS, Inf.

BEEN THERE?

Did you ever hear o bullet whizz,
Or dodge a hand grenade?

Have vou watched long lines of trenches dug
By doughboys with u spade? )

ITave you scen the landseape highted up
At midnight by a shell?

ITave you seen 2 hillside blazing forth
I.ike the furnace room in llell?

Have vou camped o'ernight in a ruined town
With o rafler for a bed,

With the horses stamping underneath
In the morning when they're fed?

I{ave you heard the erump-crumps whistling?
Do vou know the dud-shell's grunt?
Have you plaved rat in a dugout?
Then you've surely seen the front!
Encar C. OurrThyN, 1st Licut., IFA.

OUTSIDE!

Oh, I've had & ufin at shov'lin';
And just now I'm workin® here,

And I'm thinkin’ of the trinls
Of o (Railway) lingineer.

Yes, [T wonder as I thunder
On my trusty Underwood.

If all these From: To: Subjecis:
Are a-doin’ any good.

While the battles ave a-ragin’: =
tiere 1 sit alone and think:

“How many battles were there .
Sver won by pen and ink?’

Oh, the airplanes are a-whizzin®
"Way up vonder in the ¢ r,

And things are happenin® “Somewhere,”
While I'm sittin’ way back here!

Yes, they're fillin® rowdy Ieinies
Tp with bullets—not like me—

Who am sittin® here and (illin®
Figures in on form X-3.

Sure, there must be thrills In wartime,
But 1 want to put you wise

That you're never goin’ to find 'em
In the Service of Supplies!

I don't claim that I'm a hero,
And I may not be worth much,
But I think that I'd be able
To do something to the Duteh!

Oh, some other Genies got there,
And they let ‘em know it, too,

wWhen they drew a bead on Heinie
And they let the daylight through!

But when all things are considered,
I'm not shedding any tears,

For there's always some chance for us
Of the (Railway) Engineers!

C. R. T., — Engrs. (Ry.).

THE HAND OF MANKIND

S~

"opening exercises.

When Bishop Brent, chief of the chaplains
of G.H.Q., paid a visil rccently to the {leet,
he carried with him a letter from the Com-
mander-in-Chief to the Commander of the
flecet. In that letter General Pershing wrote:
“Phose of us who are privileged lo serve
in the Army and Navy are Lo onc another as
brothers. Spaces of land and sea are nothing
where o commmon purpose binds. We are so
dependent upon one another that the honor,
the fame, the exploits of ihe one are the
honor, the fame, the exploits of the other. If
the enemy should dare io leave his safe harbor
and set his ships -in battle array, no cheers
would be more ringing, as you and our Allied
fleets moved {o his defeat, than those of the
American Expeditionary Forces in France.”

In reply, Admiral Sims wrote a leiter in
which he said:

“I understand irom the Bishop that he read
this letter to the assembled crews of our bat-
tleships now serving with the Grand Flecel. I
doubt very much whether you can really ap-
preciate how much this means-lo our men
and what an encouragement it is to them to
know that you appreciate their ellorts as
much as they appreciate vours.

“I take every occasion to impress upon my

forees Lhat-they are really a part of the Amer-
jcan Army; that they are praclically a part
of the cssential line of communications. I feel
quite sure they all undersiand this thoroughly
and that their hearts are with your boys in
the field who are bearing the brunt of the
fighting.
“We have all been immensely cheercd up
by the excellent reporis we have of the suc-
cess of your men on the western {ront. Of
course, we knew the kind of record they would
make when they had the opportunity, but we
also knew- that our Allies did not icel so sure
of this.

“The result of the recent fighiing has been
entirely to disabuse their minds of the idea
that ihe American soldier would not prove
the equal of any soldiers in Iiurope, and the
record they have made has undoubtedly acied
most favorably upon the morale of all the
Allied troops, and has been a hard jolt to
the Huns.

coneecrned, the-Navy is necessarily condemned
to comparative inaciivity. We so earncsily
want to help that if you could suggest any
way in which we could be of assistance, we
would be very graieful.”

In the same visit, Bishop Brent carried a
leiter to the Commander-in-Chief of the Grand
Figet of the Royal British Navy, in which
Gemeral Pershing wrote:

“We of the American Army wish you 1o
know from our own lips our admiration for
and trust in you. Mere in France we arc near
enough 1o stretch out. a friendly hand and
pledge to you our besi in the common cause.
Side by side with you we propose to see this
struggle through to a victorious end.”

A HOME IMPRESSION

To the Iditor of THIE STARS AND STRIPES:

Accept my sincere congratulations upon the
oxcellent issucs of THE STARS AND
STRIPES which we are recciving cach week
from our son, who is a sergeant in the ser-
vice, “somewhere in France.”

Iach issue brings with it so 1nany messages
describing the sincere service and splendid
sacrifice of our soldiers thai in many homes
in America there is a renewed loyaliy to our
Government, and a stronger determination on
the part of those “over here” to stand by you
all, as we read the columns of your inspiring
paper.

The stories of heroism, the poems of fact
and faney, the wilty sayings and humorous
doings, so well written by your contributors,
help to make a publication of remarkable in-
terest and value.

At my last conlerence with the principals
of the public schools of Districls 6 and 7, in-
cluding the great East Side of New York Ciiy
from 14th Streect south to IHouston and Riv-
ington Streets, 1 made favorable mention of
THE STARS AND STRIPLS, and requested
that exiracts from its columns be read at the
1 also urged its value in
supplementary reading. Some of the princi-
pals have, therefore, subscribed to your paper,
and in many classes extracts will be read in
connection with the history, geography, and
reading lessons. ’

Your editorial column has contained some
real gems of inspiration, among them “The
Honor and the Glory” (issue of May 8), “Dom-

inies and Doughboys” (issue of April 5), “You

“In this war, so far as actual fighiing is,

Want to Go IHome” (issue of April 12) and
“The Day It Should Be” (issuc of May 21).
Some oi ithe pocms printed are admirably
adapted for public speaking by our pupils.
Mention should also be made of the humorous
drawings, as well as {he patriotic cartoons—
“The Girl We're All Fighting For” is special-
1y clever. -

Pleasc convey to all who are assisling in
preparing your unique paper the sincere
thanks and hearty appreciation of the ihirty
thousand children attending our public
schools, and the regimeni of teachers and
principals who are instructing theim.
.. We are taking “Palriotism” and “Effici-
ency” as our walchwords, and are iraining
up a new army of young patriofs to take the
place of their brothers who have already en-
tered the service. We send you all our loyal
greetings, and hope and pray that afier glori-
ous victory over the Huns, you may return to
receive the loving “Welcome Home” of your
many American admirers. .

Here's for your heallth and happiness.

Epw. W. Sr1tr, Dist. Supt. of Schools,
Depariment of Iducation,
New York City.

BECOMING A CITIZEN

To the Editor of TIIE STARS AND STRIPES:
In May, 1916, I secured my first citizenship
papers. My second papers were not due untiil
May, 1918. I recently applied for a commis-
sion in the Q.MM.C., but was rejected on ac-
count of not being a citizen. Will you please
advise me if and how 1 can sccure these pa-
pers and if Congress did nol recenily pass a
bill aulomatically making an enlistied man a
citizen. I voluntarily enlisied in May, 1917.
Sgt. HErBERT SivoN, — Engrs. Ry.

[Unoflicial advices indicale that an act was
recently passed by which soldiers may receive
final papers i Europe. The order of natlural-
ization, however, is to be e¢ficcted by a court
in the United States on evidence furnished
by the soldier. No doubi, in course of Llime
the A.ET. will receive the regulations and
forms of the naturalization bureau under the
new law. Until the same are reccived, there
is nothing for a person to do with reference
to ‘'the completion of his naturaiization.—
EniTon.] : .

ASK THEM

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

A few questions which I think might be of
interest to enlisted men:

1s there anything not covered by the words
“present emergeney”? :

Why does every oflicer you meceet look for a
salute when your girl has her arm linked
through yours?

Why is it that a 2nd lieutenant will call
you to atiention when under the same cir-
cumstances a colonel will say “Rest”?

Why does some recruit always want to horn
in in front of you in the chow line?

Why arc spiral puttees

What can vou buy for 45 francs a month?

Why do officers in the Q.M. wear spurs
while riding bicycles?

Sgt. H. G. GriNsTEAD, Q.M.C.

YOUR HOME PAPER

To the Iditor of THI STARS AND STRIPES:

I see where one of your corrcspondentis ob-
jects to the sending o France of home town
newspapers because they waste valuable car-
go Space. Another wants them to keep com-
ing, because they are like letters from home.

I think both of these men are right, and
ftherefore I am in favor of doing the only
thing possible to show'them both that they
are right—that is, to compromise.

How about passing up our daily subscrip-
tions, and having one paper sent us a week?

- READER.

THE COLONEL IT IS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:
Please inform me who can O.K. a requisi-
tion for parcel post irom the Stiates. The
pasimasier in my home town claims that no
one under the rank of colonel can O.K. it.
INQUIRER.

[A colorel must O.K. the requisition. The
announcement was made from GH.Q. this
week. See Page 1, this issue.—EDITOR.]

 eaat

PLAYING THE GAME

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Yesterday someone asked why it is that all
of the other branches of the service are rep-
resented jn the columns of our poper except
the Cavalry, and whether the Cavalry is the
dormant seclion of the Army.

About scven months ago, when the Cavalry
began to arrive in Iurope, {resh from the
disagreeable work along the border and in
Me_jngo, every man was eager for the required
1_;ra1n1ng in order to get at ’em. After visit-
ing numerous “rest” camps and incidentally
helping along with the stevedore task, it was
learned that “for the present” the Cavalry
would do remount duty.

If anyone, during the day or night, would
like to see thousands of stubborn mules and -
horses extracted from a transport, or see men
on foot, sweating blood in sunny France, lead-
ing these same animals miles to the remount
depois which they themselves have established,
and then observe the men with the yellow hat
cords, or cross-saber collar insignia, loading
long trains with animals, afier which, whcéh
bound for the front, each endeavors to- slecp
on a sack of oals in a French box car while
eight mules are trying Lo get into that samo
sack; if one recally desires to see healthy
Am_ericans smile and cheerfully, with charac-
teristic go get ’em pep, build siables, move
barracks, juggle the pick, shovel and white-
wash brush, improvise water systems and the
million and two other things in conncction
with the establishing of a remount depot, in
addition 1o M.P.,, K.P. and stable duty; if
one thinks this is “faurcau.” just find the
location of one of Uncle Sam’s numerous sta-
tions and drop in any Lime between six a.am.
and six p.m. any day in the month.

The secret is this: Thatl with every siroke
of ithe pick, shovel, brush and curry comb;
every stable or barrack built or moved; every
parasilic diseased animal dipped, goes the sin-
cere hope that soon such conditions will de-
velop as will enable the Cavalry to render
more assistance in herding the Hun—io earn
this notoriety—because, “for the present,” the
Cavalry is playing the game.

- UxITED S. CAVALRYMAN.

HE ANSWERS HIS OWN

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

1 observe in the last issue of your justly -
famous paper that a member of Basc Hospital
Unit No. 18 was compelled Lo put G.H.Q.
straight aboutl the personnel of the first fifleen
thousand, and as I am quite a child when it
comes to asking questions I would like to
know:

* Q. Who took care of the subsistence for the
first fifteen thousand?

A, One hundred sixiy-eight men Q.M.C.
under Capt. (now Major) I H. Kerr,
Q.M.U.S.R., commanding detachment.

Q. Who baked the firsi white punk for the
first fifteen thousand? ) .

A. Bakery Company No. 9, 60 men, under
Capt. (now Lt. Col.) Wm. G. Ball, Q.M.C.N.A.,
commanding company. :

Q. How many truck companies were with
the first fiftcen thousand?

A. Three (about 315 men).

And I might add that the 168 Q.M.C. men
were aboard the first ship, the Tenadores,
that decked and discharged her eargo. Gen-
eral Sibert made the voyage on this boat.

Fraxx H. (Mixg) Lyxci,
Q.M. Sgt., Q.M.C.

WAR SAVINGS STAMPS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Being a constant reader of THE STARS
A;_\'D STRIPES and knowing that our paper
will always endeavor to benefit the condition
of the American soldier, I beg to offer a sug-
gestion.

Men in training camps and cantonements in
ghe United States have many opportunities for
investing their spare change in War-Savings
Stamps, while soldiers in France, and especi-
ally_ those at the front and detached {from their
regiments, cannot do any good with small
amounts, as paymasters will not receive de-
posits which are less than $5.

_If War Savings Stamps were sold by chap-
lains at regimental hecadquarters or detach-
ment headquarters, I am certain that thou-
sands of soldiers would avail themselves of the
opportunity of purchasing them, as it would
be a double benefit—to themselves and thelr
Government. Cpl. L.. H. GOLDBERG,

7th Battery, — Howliizer Regiment.



