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FOUR YEARS

Four vears ago today the gray army of
Germany advaneed 1o the threshold -of
Beleimmn,

It was Der Tag—the day. the planned-
for. longed-for day when the good German
sword wis to he drawn from its seabbard
and, in one swift, terrible ampaign, carve
out of Furope a German Empire.

At the threshold, the German rulers
asked Tree passage over aterritory whieh,
by all the most solemn covenants known
1o nations. they had promised not to enter
in time of war. Delgium refused, and the
eray army trampled it under foot.

Tha next day—-the third of August—
Gernny declared war on Franee, and on
the fourth. after a pause while the wateh-
ing world held its breath in an agony of
suspen~e, Fnclind drew her sword.

Within the last fortnight or so, their news-
papers have ladled out comforting assur-
ances that the figures were grossly exag-
gerated, that the Americans had only one
donstituted division at the front, with the
remainder of their forees sprinkled
through the provinces of France to mq,ke
a show. )

It does not matter what the German
people believe. They believe that Belgium
flew treachcrously at Germany’s unpro-
teceted throat. They believe the war was
started by England. Or by France. Or by
Russia. It all depends on what official ex-
planation is the fashion at the moment.
They believe that William Hohenzollern
of Potsdam is the greatest man sinee Jesus
Christ.

ut, after all, it does not matier what
the German people believe. 1%or the Ger-
man army kllO“’S.‘

-,

YANKS IT IS
Nicknames are not.  mammfactured.
When they ave, the *“nick™ doesn’t stick.

I'l‘vn thousand of the world’s frreatest
thinkers working fen hours a day for ten

vears couldn’t plaster a nickname on the
| American Army that would stick ten min-
Futes.

| Tor the American Army has already
U peccived its niekname over hiere that noth-
ing can shake loose. That nickname 18
Yanks. Nothing more, nothing less, noth-|
inge else, . ;

Tt wasn 't manufactured for the Ameri-
ean Army, it wasn’t carefully thought out
by any pre-arranged mental drive. Tt was
just the nickname every one over here
took for granted.

Yanks. as applied over here, has lost its
old American turn. 14 no longer means a;
soidier of the North. It means a soldier
from the United States, North. South,
Jast or Weet,"so long as he wears the
khaki of Unele Sam and battles or works
under the old flag. Tt means Dixie and
YVankee Doodle rolled into one. It is the
svmbol of a united country pointing in
mass formation towards the Rhine and on
bevond. It means that 1861 to 1865 is
forgotten, demolished. blofted out against
the mighty epoch of 1917—to a finjsh,

“Cammy’? was a joke, and a painful
one, suddy ™ failed to land. The others
hit 1he soapy ehute with equal eclat. One
nickname alone has withstood the shell fire
of discussion. i is Yanks—Yanks, repre-
sentine North and South, last and West,
anything wholly American.

You can’t manufacture a nickname in a
eentury, but one ean he hooked to you in

. By her initial act of faithlessness Ger-;
—many stood moratly hankrupt before the,
peoples of the carth. To men of vision it|
was then and there apparent that frmni
that honr she eould not be treated with,
man {o man. that, beeause her word wasy
worthless, shie st he beaten, h(::lh‘ll.!
till she eonbd do no further havm, .

That. throueh the four bitier years,
which have fellowed, has been the silent.
all-controtline, fnexorable fuet of the war.
It was stumnned up o with the finality of
doom last Auenst when Aneriea said to
the Pope: = We cannot take the word of
the present ralers of Germany as a guar-
antee of auvthine that is to endure.”’

Foue vears, IFour vears of Blood and
incommnnicable waoe, four years of such
saeriti-e and coariee s have rencwed the
world s fxith in the spivit of man. As the
anniversiey approached,  the  Kaiser
mounted i witehtower in Champagne to
gee with his own eves the launehing of the!
Tast Gerouin offensive, the dreive thet he;
promised Wis people should end the war. |
When the anniversary came, he had seen
the oifensive begein, falter, fail, shrivel and |
turn into an historie disaster,

Fle had seen. in the semrred valley of
the Marne, the heginning of the end.

SHIPYARD ATHLETIC PATRIOTS

Shipyard work Is a great institution at
all times. So s basehali =in the Army.
But when hundreds of husky, alert, able-
bodied professinnal hall players begin to
scuttle from the dinmond into shipyard
work 1o cepe the draft, the time is ripe
for a Insty roar

With thousands of their counfrymen
charging machine guns. working under
shell-fire or wrindive away back of the
lines, it seeins heyvad belief that any well
trained athdcie. St Tor serviee. shonld he
guilty of such veilow-hicarted cowardiee,
iraitors to thelr country s good, and warse
than traitors 1o iheir own souls.  The
printed records stand as proof.

1 these men can’t bhe yanked into serv-
ice, they should be stopped from contin-
uing their old profession on Satnrdays
and Sunday. Thelr ostracism should be
complete.

And ‘I'v Cobb savs he is thinking of
enlistine later on.”” Later on? Suppose
every Anerican hald decided to make it
“later-on?”

IF YOU DON'T WEAKEN

‘The bombardment will he terrifie; you
will bear up under it witiiout weakening.”’

Sans fuiblir-—witiout weakening—those
were the exact words of General Gour-
aud’s order “*io the Freneh and American
troops ol the Fourth Army™ on the eve
of the German offensive - an offensive con-
cerning which the Allied command knew
about cverything tilers was to know,

Tt’s a great life—-cspecially when you
Lielp to turn that offensive into a mighty

and séveral miles of country. and et a
Yook at his hiecls.

It’s a great life when you count your
prisoners by thousands, your captured

Cbut were sent in from the field.

a day.  Yanks it is.

SIX MONTHS OLD

With the current issue, TIE STARS
AND STRIPES sews on its first serviee
chevron, For six mouths it kins been on
duty with the AJBE.F. in France.

I rom its first issue of less than 30.000
copies to its prisent issue of 170.000, it
has procecded in its rather dizzy job of
trying to keep paee with the avalanche
kuown as the ALK

We are prowd to he able 1o say that
some of the finest Hhings it has printed—
ineluding the finest thing of all—were
written not by any member of its stafl,

The more that the huneh on our far
flung battle line realizes that the paper is
for them to reads for them to eriticize, for
ther toaerife, that it means to be and will
he jnst what they want it fo be, more and
more will it grow in grace with each addi-
tiotatd eheveon, More and more faithfally
will its file serve as a chroniels of the
comedy and tragedy of the greatest expe-
ditton sinee the world began.

“COLONELIFEROUS”

Wihen William Allen White wrofe the
biography of  Colonel William Rocekhill
Nelson of Kansas City fame, he was at a
loss to acconnt for the colonel s title, inns-
mu-h ax his subjeet had never been eon-
nected with a military establishment nor
had even heen on a governor’s staff. Fin-
allv. Mr. White eoncluded that he was
ealled colonel simply because he was ** just
uaturally coloneliferons.™

Ax we look over our letters and papers
fromn home it strikes us that there arve
going to he a lot of colonaliferous people
at lavee alter the war; not only colonel-
iterous, but majorical, eaptlainie and lien-
tenaniish,

There scem to be, both at home and
abroad, so many organizations outside the
Army —the TReserve  Auxilinry  Police
Forees, the 1Tome Guards. the Junior Re-
serves, to menfion only a few—having the
hestowing of military titles as one of theiy
most imporiant funetions that it will noi
surprise us at all. on our return. 1o find
gvery male «itizen over the.age of 31
boasting a sobriquet that denotes some
form or another commissioned rank.

“Good morning, Colonel.””  ** Tlow do,
AMajor?” **Ah, there, Cap’n.”” Thus it
will wo, all up and down the main streel
of our home town. And how proud and
novel and singular and noleworthy and
everything the average one of us will feel
10 be pointed out as the only real private
in the place!

TO WIN THE WAR

Ships. we are told. will win the war.
And so will food.

But it we merely lie back on those two
more or less abstraet propositions—ab-
straet so Tar as the man 1n the line is eon-
coerned when he hasn’t seen any water save
the drops on the mouth of his canteen or
tasted any food save iron rations for a
weck—we are passing the biggest buek in

guns by hundreds, and get so far ahead of
your commissary ihat you go along on
wind for a few days, and go pretiy well
at that.

If you don’t weaken it is a great life.
If you do—well, you get licked. "The old
Army philosopher had the right dope.

THE ONES WHO KNOW

It was announsed o July 4 in Wash-
ington that a million American soldiers
had sailed for IFrance. It was announced
in the THouse of Commons last weeck that
they were still coming, that they were
coming faster than ever, coming at a rate
~of 800,000 a month, 200,00 in Britich
ships, 100,000 in Amerviean ships. You

can do your own figuring. .
The German people do not believe this.

3 -

I all history-.

[ We are passing it in partienlar to Mr.
I Sehwab and Mr. IToover, and in general
to the whole American people. ) :

Ships and food will win the war—ships
by bringing armies and the things armies
need, food by filling the stomachs of ar-
mies and peoples. Revolution in Germany,
starvation in Austria, disaffection in Bul-
garia. rebellion in Turkey, a renaseent
Russin—all of these things may come to
pass, any of these things might let fall the
keystone oul of {he arch-of the Hohenzol-
lern power. ;

Bul to bring about any one of them,
there is just one thing to do—just one
way to win the war. That way is to de-
feat the German armies—all of them that

The A rmy’s_ Poets

l:

THE MAN

glow.

clan, . .
But cyvery watcher bared his head in honor
to the Man. .
We stood there at attention, and the flag-drap-
ed cofiin came, -

néver knew his name,
He was just a common soldier,
salute as well .
Thé best old major-general on
side o' hell!

THE ARMY TROUBLE-SHOOTER
Up and away in the hush of the 'morning,
Speeding throuch lanes where the wild
throstle sings,
Riding, oh, riding straight into the dawning,
Scarching the wity for the war's muted
strings.

this bright
H.T.S.

Calls from the seaboard and, calls from the
mountaing, -
Answer far calls, or are stricken and fail;
Leap from the trenches, and back., over foun-
tains
Born where the death spirits bubble and wail.

Gunsg from thé .dagouts ard guns from the

ridies HE .
Pour ~Qut their hate, till the shrapnel, like
rain,

Quenches the faltering wires, and our bridges
Lift up as live things, and sink back agaiin,

Plhi...ging, then crawling, one man in the twi-
light, . N
Armed with his pliers and armored with hope,
Gains a far post where one fast fading high-
lght -
Gleams on his spurs as he casts up his rope.

Calls frow’ the trenche$! The fusees that sput-
tered
Yonder behind him have quivered and died;
Yot in the darkness the ery that was uttered
AMust not be silenced-—the thing must be tried!

Einemy star-shells! ‘Their scattering splendor
Tells its white tale, while the man yonder
clinus
Like o dead thing, lest this Hate-god., the
Spender, .
Iling one more heart to the Ashes.of Things.

Chip-clink of pliers and straightening of lea-

der,
'Lone in the darkness, while fighting men
walt, -
(IFFour thwusand miles to the West, as decreed
her,

One woman prays and is luaughed at by Fate.)

IFinished the task, and the wires, in the star-
light.
Answer again<but a
Breath from its mark,
far light
Speeds to the West,
Things.

swift bullet wrings
and 2 soul through the

and the Sweetness of

Up and away, ere the hush of the morning,
Speeding past lanes where the wild throstle
sings, -~
Straight to the West to await a new dawning,
Scarching the way- for the war's muted
strings. Corp. Walter 2, Mair, S.C.

LIAISON

I'm bhack here with the guns;
We are both linked together by fireworis
In the effort to lick those Hauns.

1 pi re him there in the trenches,
Peering out into Ner Man's Land,
Ready to shoot up a red socket,
Which means we're to lend him a hand.

And when that rocket shoots skyward
To warn of apnreaching Flun,

That's my ene i 1 yvell to the gunners:
s“Barrage!---Sector One Sixty One!”

And then the balide opens um
With a withering curtain of dire,
Stopping the Bochies in No Man's Land,
Or stringing them dead on the wire.

When oar barrnge hiss been lifted,
Word comes back from the Infantry:
“Raid repulsedyou sure did it that time,

And we thank you, Artillery!”

Then my mind =ces my pal in the doughboy,
Offering up a thankful prayer, ’
And sirctehing his hand back towards me,
Saying, *Thanks, Bill—shake—put it
there!™

And so we on the line all are learning®
Thit the bigrest thing in this strife
[s Co-Operation; and my pal and I
Both know it's the kevnote of life.
Joe Connolly, Pvt,, TLA..

1 DID NOT KNOW—

Dawn, with a rose tint in the sky— |
Over the top we went in silence-~

No shell announced our coming nigh—
And through the lines of the drowsy Ilun,
Who walkencd in our rear.

" We fought till setting sun,
And still fought on—yon shorting gun
Must be our sonvenir— C

We did not falter. Then darkness fell.

The night came on so quick. My God—-
1 thought of vou, my dear,

You seemed so very near,

I spoke to you.

How strange o' place! I did not know—
The nurse just smiled, and whispered low,
“In spirit she is here.”

Wilifam Gilligan,

THOSE LUCKY BOYS IN PARIS
IIere with General Pershing's army, scattered
broadeast over I'rance,
There’s a thought with every soldier,
line way down to Nantes: B
Thouih he's fighting like the devil ¢r he's off
upon a spree,

He's lookin® for permission to go visitin® Paree.

ird g0 muceh about it that it scems a

from the

Te's he:

Ayvstery Town,

With Fairies on the Roulevards, and Angels all
around,

And statues all so beautiful, the ancient River

Keine ,
And ver he's not allowed to go—it's certiainly o
shame.

He's nsked the C.O. often, and his record’s
while as chalk, ~

But a (i.0., not the C.0., is the thing his wishes
halks,

Ior our noble General Pershing—strength unto
his mighty arm— )

Doesu't want the boys In Paris—rather keep
them out of harm,

So our lads must go on mourning. though hard
the Iuck may seem, 3

And to case their mental tormént, lét them
ponder on this theme—

Certain nien must be in Paris, there Is work
there to be done,

And their hearts are full of envy for the fellow
with the gun.

The maidens are quite pretty; there are lots of
things {o see, .

RBut that will never satisfy the boys In Gay
Parce; .

They all want to get in action—just to feel
they're helpin’ some -

In this concentrated effort to annihilate the
IIun.

So carc not where your job may be, just do
your level best, 5
And let 'the man above you sit and, figure out
the rest, .
And if when placed up on the line, you'd much
prefer Paree., .
don't forget that Paris bunch—they'll
swap, if yvou'll agree.
H. J. Watson, AM.E.,, — lingrs.

Just

THE JUDGMENT
ANGLEL
‘Who comes all robed in white,
His wounds ablaze with light,’
The fresh blood oozing through
I.ike poppies drenched with dew?
SOUL ‘.
'Tis X, Archangel bright.
These marks are from the fight.
Abashed, I scck a clew;
I know not what to do.

CHRIST
Sit thou upon my right,
Till Heaven see the sight,

Her today In the sunshine I saw a soldier go
Out of Life’s heated battle into the evening

ITe was just a common soldier; one of a mighty

And we snupped up to salue him, though’ we

but we couldn't

I've got & pal in the doughhoys--- Lo
Savs the Artillery barrage rocket guard-—
Anmd every night ag I wateh my post, |
Ay thoiights go out 10 my pard.
¥I¢'s nut there in the front line, . !
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MY BILLET

This “old house, s-hell-torn and wrecked,-
<till stands compliacent, undisturbed, in the

| midst of this little, desolate French village,

like some nice old lady who, knowing she is
no longer for this earth, has already started
to live in the future, and regards this life
with a sort of impersonal interest, as a (hing
apart. -

They may have ruined the body; but they
have not touched the soul! and this old house
has a soul. T picture, in looking back over
its past. the lives that have come in under
this roof. the lives that have bos lived there,
and the lives that have gone out; the days of
toil, the Sundays of peace, the happiness aund
the sorrow; all have seasoned into this old
house during the centuries and have become
its soul. '

The old cupboard, carved with angel heads
and olher fancies, and probably the wedding
present of a _hundred and more years back,
still rests, looking rebukingly down on the
rats running about the floor, large vicious
rats, fat and sleek, well fed in this desolu-
tion. Its shelves are no more in their place;
they nay have served as firewood to warm
the chilled bodies of the poilus’who before had
defended this village; but T don’t think she’d
mind. .

The first communion certificaie of Yvonne,
dated 1908, the only thing left hanging on
the wall, in its cracked frame, brings back the
children’s voices. I have arranged my hand-
ful of straw which I c¢all bed jusi beneath it.
It scems so homelike and safe when I e down
there during the day and listen as the shells
whistle overhead after my night of guard, and
it makes me dream of my rcal home. 1 look
at it each iime I slart for'my place down in
the line. and wonder if I shall ever return;
or, if I do return, if there will be an ugly hole
where once it rested. ~

When the Boche broke through our line, 1
stood at the door of that old. old house, my
billet. and fought like a madman to keep
him back, to-keep the wolf from the door, to
keep his sacrilegeous hands from descerating
this sanctunary—imy home, and it is my home,
for there I keep my straw and whatever else
I own in life. and I fought as any man will
fight. to protect his home. We heat him back.

When 1 come up each morning the old house
greets me like an old " mother, and seems
pleased to know I'm here aud safe. I don't-
know Who Yvonne is, but I'm sure she would
be happy, and her mother, and father, if he
lives, would be happy, to know we are here
in spite of the shelling and the desolation and
ruin, and that we call it home, and that we
water the little rose bush that still clings
close to that part of the wall which remains,
as though secking protection.

And when we have won the victory, and 1
am sitting Ly the fireside back howme,  with
my children on my knee, T Lknow that I'll
often think of my other home, my billet, and
they'll always be glad to have me tell them
the story of how we fought to protect it, and
they’ 11 want to know all about Yvonne; and

I'It tell tliem the stories the old bhouse told
to me. Sgt. FraNk C. McCarnTiy.
T.oraine, Aero Squagron.—

June 19, 1918.

FROM A SCHOOLBOY

Tothe Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I betcha you've been wondering where I've
been. Well, I've been at the Army Candi-
dates Schopl. After you've been there a while,
vou wonder how a fellow could be so ignorant
and still live. There are a lot of reforined
sergeants ‘and things going around here with
dazed looks on their bronzed maps.

But, my dear, I must tell you of our in-
vasion of the world of art. 1t is so wonderful.
Really, my ddédr, it must be seen to be appre-
ciated. We have just put some lovely crepe
de chine over-those old bare windows and we
have draped our horrid old gun racks with
some charming tapestry. Such a chalge! We
are getting up a petition with a view to-hav-
ing knitting added to the curriculum. - -

Some of the boys-wept softly, others merely
zot drunlk, when we read about the plans ‘to
provide us with a little loose change regard-
less of the location of our service records., Un-
doubtedly you have heard of the Iatest reuson
the paymaster advances for not helping us get
our laundry out of ransom. Anyway, it's great
to be a candidate. Try it for yourself some-
time. ) .

How I repay my due

the Kaiser ean put into the field.

To warriors such as you,
Chaplain Thomas F. Coakley.

This being summer, I trust you will forkive
me for mentioning thaf several American

There have been, of course, off and on,
quite a nmnber of doughboys, and in
‘order. that nobody's feelings shall” be hurt, it
is necessary to specify that this  doughboy
z‘nigl_lf. have heen any doughboy.

But for the purnose oi this-story, he has
got to be a doughboy who wears socks. Wiith
that muech cleared up, everytlhing is now all
set to continue  without bhurting anybody’s
feelings.

ONCE upen a time therg was a doughboy.

heavy marching order that was growing heavier
every minute. IIe began to limp. Then he
began to hop on one fgot. And then he fell
down and stayed there. : .

“What you got now?” asked the sergeant.

“Hole in sock—blister on heel,” ‘explained
the doughboy. .

“Uwm,” said the sergeant. . “Have to sce
the supply sergeant about that.” -

‘“Y didn’t knit his socks,” said the supply
sergeant.  “Don’t blame me. Let .him take
'ein off and ‘send them back where they came
from.” .

" About now the doughboy drops out of the
story. Of course, the regiment went into line
without him, two hundred and seventcen Ger-
man divisions got through the hole that was
left, and the war was lost. But all that has
nothing to do with this story. —

The socks went back~where they came from.
And the Buck went with them. B

The first place they reached was the regi-
mental supply oflicer. IXe opened them, and
out hopped the IBuck.

“Who are you?' he said

“I" said the Buck, “am the Buck,”

“Buck private?” asked the regimental sup-
ply officer.

“No,” said the DBuck.
The one they pass.” .

“Socks may come and socks may go, but
Bucks go on forever.” said the regimental sup-
ply ofificer, manhandling Tennyson.

So the socks and Buck went on to the
divisional supply officer.

The divisional supply ofticer was trying to
solve the following mathematienl problem: If
a division advances four huundred and thirty-
six kilomefers a day, and the supply trains
three hundred and ninety kilometers a day,
in how many days will the supply trains over-
take the division? .

This worried him so much that he just
waved his band in the general direction of any-
body in the..Q. M. Corps.

“Just plain Buck.

The doughboy was going up to the line in |-

THE TRAVELS OF A BUCK

A JOURNEY DIRECTED, BY A GOOD MANY PEOPLE

It is old time Army stuff when in doubt to
pass any Buck along to the Q. M. Corps.

So the Buck went away from there.

In time he reached a Q. M. oflice.

“They told me,” he begun, “to "

But the socks were ulready under the micro-
scope. :

“There’s a hole in one of them,” said who- -
ever was presiding into the microscope. | -
T “Yes,” said the Buck. “That's why they
sent me here. You see—" :
. “But there is a hole in them,” said the man
at the microscope. “I saw it there, and that
proves it. These socks have got to go back to
the manufacturer, and I find that the manu
facturer is Holey, Sox & Co., Contract No

| 845781928507, Windville-on-the-Lake, X1L”

So there was nothing for it but to get.aboard
an empty transport, and go without smoking
for a few nights, and get on a train at New
York, and get sidetracked for a few days—
while 2 whole lot of freights full of Army sup-
plies, including more socks, had the right of
way (as they certainly deserved to have), and
oot off at Windville-on-the-Lake.

“L want to seé Mr. IToley,” said the Buck.

“Mr. Floley is out buying wool,” said the
office boy, only, of course, it was an office girl
this time. “Will Mr. Sox do?”

“Um,” said Mr, Sox. *“The man who in-
spected these—it was 1nspecfor No. 478571984-
T50;you will notice—is unfortunately now in
France.” - ) .

“Good Lord!” said the Buck. “Ylave I got
te go 'way back to France®"”

“You really ought to,” said Mr. Sox. “but
Il try to fix it up over here. Of course,
Sheep, Lamb & Co.,, are really to blame. We
buy our wool from them.” '

So the Buck went to see Sheep, f.amb & Co.

“A very inferior grade,” said Mr. Lamb.
“The Triple-Z Ranch out in Wyoming——you
sce, a lot of our wool comes from:. there—cer-
tainly worked the Double Cross that time.
I'd advise you to sce them.”

So the Buck went ont to Wyoming. .

“Ah-ha!” said the proprietor of the Triple-Z
Ttanch. “Guzwumpus has been at it again!”

“Who,” said the Duck, “if I might ask, is
Guzwumpus?”

“He,” said the Big Man of the Triple-Z, “is
our leading sheep. T advise you fo go and
argue it out with him.” '

So the Buck went out to see

GuzwuIinpus
needed a baih.

“Ba-i-a-0-0*" he said. and ate the socks.
And the Buck lay down and went to sleep. Tor
he had found a home ai last.

Suzwumpus.
was a vicious old ram that

ladies have been in our town lately. My king-
‘dom for a Sam Browne.
Well, I'll write again some other day, if the
censor lets this one by. i
Munray E. Crary, Sgt., A.C.8., ALK

REMEMBER THE DATE

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:
Chevrons! Suppose you have heard about
enough on this subject, but here is one. i
I left the States in January, 1917, to serve
in the British military hospitals. Shortly after
I arrived I was commissioned in the British
R.AM.C. and did not transfer to the Areri-
can service until December, 1917, when I ac-
cepted my U. 8. commission. Now when do
my service chevrons datle from, (1) the date I
entered - the British service, (2) the date
America declared war (3) or the date of my
commission? )

As far as [ can make out, it's the date of
my commission, but I have known_of an am-
bulance man wearing four. service chevrons
and I can not quite figure it out. Of course,
I am entitled to a British service chevron, but
can not wear that on my American uniform.
"It kind of peeves me td: see¢ men wearing
two chevrons wheh I was in the game so far
ahead angd yet'I cau wear only one, according
to my calculations. I think we should have
something to show for our time. Do you?.

BEFORE THE RUSH,

[Your eligibility to the American service
chevron dates from December, 1917. The ambu-
lance man who is wearing four is out a mile.
Not a single person on this blessed earth, even
-if he began to fight the Germans in the Cru-
siades and huas been doing it ever since, has the
right to compute towards his chevron any
time served before April ¢, 1917. "This means,
at present, that any man wearing more than

two chevrons is making as ridieulous a-show

of himself as if he had bought a Distinguished '

‘Service Cross and piuned it on his blouse—

IZp1ToR.J .

To the Iiditor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Some Lime in April I had oceasion as chap-
lain of the — Awmmunition “Lrain t¢ send a
letter to each home represented in my unit.
[ sent greetings to each home and suggested
that only the most cheerful news be sent to
the men in the service: there was included a
beneficinry insurance paper ilso. There have
conte fo me many interesting replies along
with their enquiries concerning the men of the
organization. You may be interesied in the
following letter, which I received recently, as
showing the spirit of many of our pceople in
the States.

Towner, N. Dak.,
AMay §, 1918.

W. C. Cowart, :

Dear Iriend: .

\Vz_:.nt to thank you for the beneficiary paper
r_ecen'egl from you of my Lrother Paul. Tam a
little girl eleven years of age and have knit
three washcloths and five pairs of socks Tor the
Red Cross to help the soldiers.

I am glad to have a brother that is a soldier
and cau help his country. I had onc-foot cut
off with .a mowing machine when I wag four
vears ald. I go to school cvery day and will
finish the fourth gradc this month. _ i
< I will do all I can to help my country. Wo
have a. 'Thrift Stamp club in our school. We
have to carn 25 cents a week and buy one
stamp cach weck.

Some children are planting
raising chickens. .

Hope my brother Paul will be as happy in
his work as I am. .

Yours for service,
: Emma ¥azel Barringer.

If you wish to use 'this very well, if not no
harm done. I have not asked for permission
to print it. You know better about that than
I do. ™. : W..C. Cowart. Chaplain,

potatoes and

’
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