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THE PRB!DENT
ALY, will welcome

The

s conntry—well,
[ fools i we don’t all make the effort.

overseas hats, when we think of how
we can translate that knowledge into
terms of real coin, and p]ea».mt sur-
roundings, and increased usefulness to our
we’ll all be plain darnetl

BOGUS HEROES

There have been a Joi of bogus hieroes

in America since the Army began dis-
patehing men back to the States for
sickness, wounds, training and other

reasons. Every soldier who Las gone back
has heen a hero until proved otherwise, and
the temptation not to " prove themselves
otherwise has been too much for some.
There is the case of the Air Service

mechanic who went back with heart
trouble.  IHis home town mnewspaper
‘printed his ‘‘diary,”” which recounted

;nuu.ll stirring hghts over the German

President | lines, all imaginary,

-The nearest he had

Wilson on his arrival as its partner and been to the front was Issoudun.

backer in the long serap now ended, as
well as welecoming him formally as its:

Commandcer-in-Chief, It
turn out the guard for hine; it will turn
itself inside out, for in the person ef the

President are represented all of the nil-
thej

lions of backers and co-workers of

A L. at home.
This Army has not forcotien how the
President suaid, after St. Mihiel, ~*The

boys have done just what we expeeted

el them,” nor how he declared in his
message  of  fast week  that he  was

““proud to be the fellow-countryman of
such stuil and valor.” It knows that the
President has had faith in it and has sup-
ported it through thick and thin, lending
the powerful aid of his high office o
the rurtherance of ali the works thad
would help it to earry oui iis appointed
task, Tt is glad that the
coming to review the Army in all its;
activitics in France, to see for himself how!

President ise

There is the case of the sergeant who
leetured on the battle of Cdutlgn} for the

will not onlyi Fourth Liberty Loan (and sold a lot of

was found to have
wnee, harring trav-

bonds, too) until he
spent all his stay in I?
aling time, at Le Mans,

And there is the case, just to show how
hard it was not to be a hero, of the major
who returned and, merely obeying mili-
tary regulations, refused to be inter-
viewed.  As far as he had got toward
gunfire and danger was a training school
at, Langres.  “*Modestly declines to speak
of his part In Chateau-Thicrry fighting,”
was the second line of the heading over
the story
paper,  The fault was the newspaper’s,
not the major’s.

v date, in the exes of the people
back home, every soldier who has been
in Burope has undergone the horrors
of the front. Private Johnnie Jones of
fthe S.0.S., whose greatest hardship in

the mission intrusted to it hy Ameriea has! this war was taps at 9:30, was pietured

been fulfilled.
The French and the other”
ernmments will welcome and acelaim

Allied Gov-

in his “home  jourmal and captioned,
““John Jones, of this eity, now battling
for freedom in the trenches.”” Tt is

President as the oflicial representative of @ going to he hard to convinee the home

_the United States. The A
“and acclaims him as somethimg more—as:
the representative and embodiment of the
home folks. -

REVERSING THE ENGLISH

In the old davs when [Fritz was still
sdropping over heavy ones and the boys
in the line were wearing their gas masks
at alert, those bovs in the line used to
be able 1o look over their shoulder, figu-

catively, and, taking the colleetive S.G.S.
in at one broad glanee, exeluin, " Pretty
soft for yout”’

The fact that the S.0.8.
to say on the subject,
foreible suppression of their belligerent
tendeneies and the ru;_vrwn"hlu- military
necessity of having o Deed and supply an
army at the front - and usually said it—
didw’t mitigate the foree of the exelamation.

Jut  time-—-as  fime  does--and  the
armistice have changed  things.  The
collective S.0.8, now loulm up over the
top of piles of corned willy in crates, over
desk tops., over the roofs of newly-built
warchouses and billets, over charts re-
coirding freight handled and the *distance

hatd something
apropos of the

towards Berlin.”’ and, survevinge that vast
field of khaki which has nothing more

to do than drill five hours a day or oceupy
Germany, murnirs, “Preity =oft for you.”

KEEPING THINGS GOING

Last winter., when all outdoors was a

sea of mud or sleet or dirty snow. ahout
all the entertaimnent thar the two and
three sivipers amongst us indulged in

consisted in sitting around the old Sibley
stove and deelaimine that all Gaul was
divided inio three parts and that we were
in the worst.  Ofien we varied it by wittily
pronouncing that Sherman was righi.

This winter, with the facilities for en-
tertainment what they are, there should
be no place for the gloomlest. We know
cach other better and cach other’s capa-
bilities for makine o mood time.  I'or
example, we never reialized that Alex eould

Teing until we went out with him on oeur
first pay-day uirht.,  And we never dis-
covered that Joe was an expert clog dancer
until after he got that lone-delaved letter
from his eirl.

There is no publie duty more pressing
than that  which  devolves upon the
Alexes and the .Joes of this Army who
can sing. cloz. pull rabbits out of tin

derbies, box, wrestle or elimb trees to
do those things for the delight of
those of us who have no such acecomplish-
ments — or, rather, think that  we
haven’t. The ““performers’ amongst us
should perform confinnously and persist-
ently, every night iT need be. Gloom

and bad weather and Just. plain sitting-
in-barracks are worse enemies of an Army
away from home than the Toche ever was,

HELP WANTED—MALE

STiNoecravrHLnR Aust have
knowledge of I N or Spanish; good salary.

DAy MAN — Aust be familinr  with modern
methods of selentific dilrving: good salery and
house.

Saresaman-—ATust know practical details of auto
wavnifaciuring and be able 10 speak one foreign
u::\nr-(- fluently : good salary and expenses.

SJHEMI: A uic or scientiflc degree essen-
l; v,:nod silary, with growing concern.
TEACIHTER — Modern Fluropean  History  and
Civies, in larpe private school: salary and living.
These are just a few samples of the
things that we will read in the magazines
and trade journals when we have shuf-
fled off the O.I). and stepped into long
trousers again.  ITow many of the attrac-
tive jobs listed in them ecan we measure
up to—now?
Not many, ch?
ing to do about it?
The Army, with the co-operation of
the Y.M.C.A., has already laid the
ground-work wllerol)\ cach of us may. at
no cost to himsclf. measare up to a
better job than he had before he left the
States. Tt is all there for the asking, and
the work. It is one of the rewards handed
out to us for our services overseas—ihe
opportunity to be beticr off in every way
in" the years to come, broader in outlook,
more expert in our chosen trade or calling.
Beginning the first of the year, the
courses will be open to us. It is up to
us, and to us only, whether we take
them or not. But when we think of
what we ean do with a liitle exira
knowledge tncked- away wunder our

reading-writing

Well, what are we go-

‘of affairs over here.

\nlmnww fulks that of the 2,000.000 Americans in

France, half of them. through no fault of
their awn, of course, never got under five.

But, once the idex is aronnd. and onee |
we get back with our first-hand knowledge
the hogus hero is go-
ing to have a pretty thorny trail.

. A HAPPY AUGURY .

it will prohably be news fo severa! hun-
dred thousand anxious waiters — not
neaning garcons—in the AK.F. to know
that some nine by four by threes have
already reached ¥rance. They have not
only reached I'rance, but they have -been
forwarded to the addreszee, who did the ad-
dreszing himsell not very many weeks ago.

So far as we know. none of these hoxes
bore the rarely heeded legend ‘“Not to
be opened until Christuas.”’ They were
opened, wheiher they did or mnot, and
much fruit cake, fudge and other edi-
ble matter not found on the Q.MM.’s list
of subsistence stores immediately set out
on its tortuous journey through the canal
that divides the Panama and the entire
inland waterway system of IFrance—the
alimentary,

Those boxes were relatively few in num-
ber. But the carly arrival of even these
few is a happy augury for the speedy.de-
livery of several hundred thousand others
of like weight and dimension,

A NEW MASTER OF FlCTlON

Irom his safe little refreat on the island
of Wieringen in Duteh waters, the ex-
{'rown Prinee of Germany has been giv-
out interviews, also one abdieation.
The abdication is satisfying and the inter-
views interesting for the lizht they throw
on his ex-lTighness’s mentality. -

“Contrary to all statements hitherto
made abroad,’’ he says, ‘T never desired
war.’'  This, be it remewmbered, is the
same man who, as heir to the German
throne. told Ambassador Gerard that
when he beeame Fmperor there would be
war, ““if only for the fun of it.”’

. The ex-Crown Prince scems to have had
Ins war, all right, without the burden of
becoming Bmperor and with a minimum
of fun. And now, discredited as a gen-
eral, he scems to be well on his way to
beeome a master of fiction.

Hir
i

“MANNERS MAKYTH MAN”

“Who salutes first, the enlisted man or
the officer?’’ is, of course, a foolish ques-
tion to be asked in Army circles, beeause
~vervbody learned the answer long ago.
Bui ‘*Who salutes first, a major or s
major?’ is something clse, and has been
the subjeet of hes 1tcd debate in more offi-
sors” messes than one.

You cannot read in a man’s faee
whether or not his commission antedates
vours. ITe may be a fair-haired second
licutenant, you a gray-tressed one, but, he
may outl.ml\ you all {he same. 'l‘lmrefoxc
as far ds we ean find out from official and
non-official sources, the best rule to fol-
low is to salnte first. anyway—to give the
officer of ostensibly the same rank as your
awn the benefit of the doubt, to err on the
side of politeness.

[n this conneetion, the answer made by
one major to the all-engrossing question
ix of interest. Upon being dSl\Cd ““Who
salutes first, 2 major or—a mn_]or? * he
re phod instantly:

“1f he hesitated, T wouldn’t.”

THE SECRET OUT

Run your eye down the table of ‘con-
tents of q(m«rs for the Fireside, Select
Ilynm.x, or All the Latest Hits, and you
will find that about everything in them
has been ragued or choked to death during

these past 17 months in barracks, in bil-

lets, on the march, wherever a pair, or sev-
eral pairs, of O.D, lungs have had the
chance to let loose on them.

An A1 song book, if it were to be
truly inclusive, would have to contain
about everything that has ever been sung
anywhere by anybody.

One song would be omitted. It is the
song which the soldier has thought and
lived, though he did not sing it; it is the
song ‘which now stands for realization. It
means a job done, a journey ondcd Tt iy
called™*‘ Home, Sweet Home,”’

) Y

about him in the next morning’s |.

:'."!-\'th Bm(-hr-r\' Co. QM.C.
§0LDIER'S L""'L SONG™
Oh, my swoe2" little maiden, so far away,
Do xen hear me call at the break of dav?

The A rmy’s Poets

*TWAS EVER THUS

Quite frequent,’in the evenings, after chow is
stowed away, .

And we sit around re-doin’
day

‘Most ev on subject’'s mentioned from religion
to baseball,

RBut the praisin’ of their home State ls the- one

that gets them all

There's the Top from old I-0-W-A, speaks of
tields of “valler” corn,

And he's got 2 bunch of In(:thms who are all
Jowan born.

To our clerk nld NORTIH DAKOTA fis the land
of Home Sweet Jlome,

And CALTIFORNIA'S blessing shines upon our
Looey's dome.

the labor of the

gized by Hank,

While to Bill no Stite at all with IT.LINOIS
can rank.

But Nrooks will sit and argify In tones both
clear and hold

That the dear old State of ARKANSAS he's
dving to behold.

when theyv start a-pralsin' of the spot

where they were horn,

T ain't the sort of guy to crab and ry to Plug
their horn.

For the guy who Jacks the pon to boost for

his home town,

Is the bird who's pretty uscless In the chase

for Wilhelm’s crowu,

But—although PENNSYLVANIA'S hills have
Jept me day and night,

T'1l1 never say she holds the only spot at all
that's right.

T love her very, dearly, but she’s one of forty-

Now,

cight,
And shr- slands above no other In a real, Just
estimate. .
So, when IFlunders’ mud is dried and but a
memory,

I'll not shout “Dear home State, I'm comlng
bhack to thee;”

I'l jump and yell with gladness and In my
glee I'll say:

“Captain, 1and me ANYHERE in the good
old U.B.A”

Now think it over pardner, and I know that

you'll agree,

That vou don't give an oco-la-la where you
leave the seca.

They can put us off at MATNE or on the

beach at NEWPORT NEWS,

And we'll find a fitting welcome to end our

warlike cruise.

Then we'll hie our way to homeland by boat
or rail or gas,

And we'll {ind the same fond greeting through
every town we p.lss.

The Blue Ridges of VIRGINTA are oft eulo-

We're just T'nele Sammy’'s Yankees fl om the
Iand of lot and plenty,
by the vear of 1920,

Nalph D. Mohney. Corp..

NDa yvou hear whispering
breeze?

And my words of love
trees?

When the moon shines elear and ery=tat white,

And the stars bedeek the lovely night,

Do vou hear me gquietly, gently say:

"I love you now. and [ shall for aye?”

For T miss your soft, endearing touch,

And that wondrous smile that T love <o much;

Those sparkling eyves that I so adore

Smiling me welcome as of yore,

And T long to hear that hLeloved voice

(If © hirard hut a4 word, how T should rejnice);

In its tender tones it has told the tale

Of nduring Love that will never fail;

Tt has whispered mve words that_have hrought
me peiace~- - .

I'rom the storms of the world a blest release.

At a word from yvour lips T would gladly give

All that I have: T would die-or live.

But most of all of the things that 1 miss,

Is the touch of the lips that I love to Kiss:

Thelr nectar sweetness lingers still

L.ike the look in vour eyes when you
I wilL”

And many the nameless, haunting charms

0Of vour fragrant hair, your loving drms;

Nf communing silences, wondrous hours

Spent out amidst the woods and flowers;

And all these memories I shall take

And carry them with me until T awake

IFrom out this dream of troubled strife,

With Rampant Death abraad midst life.

FFor goon I shall come again to you,

And we'll pick up the threads of our love
anew.,

I shall listen np..lln to the old sweel song

Tn the volce that to me has bheen stilled so

o long.

And the past will he dead as an evil dream

That is wone at the sign of the dawn's first
gleam:

And a1l will he fair ‘neath a smiling sky,

As the years slip peaccefully, happily by.

Arlesh.

IT’S THE LITTLE THINGS THAT COUNT

Fverywhere wetness and chill,

JAnd light fogrr and grayness,

And Private Samarski, slicker-adrip,
Tlis rifle aslant beside him,

Sags against the rail

Truly no martial figure—

A sodden cap,

A swarthy face,

His m.ure blurred by a slk..ce
IWith rain trickling down
Througch a week-old beard.

my voice in the

in each move o' the

snid,

With the tender care
And the reverence due
Tlis mother's picture,
Or a lover’s amulet,
Private Samarski, soldler and human,
Puts his hand In hig slicker

And draws out a cracker.

a

-

A soda cracker,

Of war quality,

With the darker-cast of Hoover flour-—
The simple soda cracker,

Fallen on evil days;

And Private Samarskl,

Soldier of fortune,

RBound for France,

Fills to munching it—

To rolling it under his tongue

1t is a gray day,

And a wet day,

And the ocean is full of subs—

And a cracker, of course,

Is only a cracker;

But the way he shields that eracker,
Tenderly, clumsily,

And toys with its eating,

And rolls it under his tongue,

Makes you know,

Somehow, and surely,

That a simple soda cracker,

Dark with theo flour of evil days,

Is litting the fog in Private Samarski's
soul. John P. Roche, Lt., Q.M.C.

TO MARGUERITE

0O maiden fair,

What raven hair,

1 cannot tell just what you say,

As T do not compris francaise

But I can read those eves that glance,
0 lovely maid of sunny Framnce!

O maiden dcar, . -~
With lips so necar,

I cannot qulite your French compris,
But I can read those lips, you see, _
And tell just what you want, perchance,
O lovely mald of sunny IFrance.

0O malden true,

With words anew,

Just tell me what you want to say,
But T do not compris, francaise,

I prithee, do not miss the chance,
O lovely malid of sunny I'rance.

O maiden fair,

With raven halr,

My heart is orphaned from its bxen.st,

I prithce, you may keep. the rest,

And I, mayhap, will stay in France,

O lovely maid, with eves that glance!
~ IBdwin IE. Whiteside, 1st Lt., M.C,

THE DISGUISE

I wonder at the afterwhile,
When God takes one away;
Will-not the only soul return
In wind or fog or spray?
Or in the swelling buds of spring,
Or In the April rain?
I only know, to be with thee,
I will come back again!
Because God gave the love we share,
Perhaps He'll let me be
A ray of living sunlight

To shine, my dear, op thes!l
Caroline Giltinan,
t Surxeon 8 Oﬂiv.e

P A
, -

And here's a hope that we're all back there |

DDCE‘\IBER 18, 1018 .- 1.

"~ ALONG THE RHINE

To Mak_e §ure He Stays Down

«AND WHERE WAS YOU IN FRANCE?”

It was the year 1928, in a 'quiet little l\few
England village. The D.AR.s and the Sons
of YVeterans and the Loyalty Leagne were
holding a commemoration meeting in the par-
lors of the County Historical Society.

The speaker, a stout, husky, florid indi-
vidual of some 38 or 40 years, was waxing
jquite eloquent about the “gurrand old flag.”
Lovingly he caressed ghe .snken emblem o
the reading desk befod him as he recounted
the deeds of valor done by the men who fol-
lowed it. Beginning with the Boston Mas-
=aecre, he gradually wound Lis tortuous way
down to the year 1918, and was still going

-strong.

“BBut ah, my fellow citizens,” he exclaimed,
“those were the days when we saw Old Glory
advance against the serried ranks of the
Prussian Guards on the old Alsace front;
against the minors of the ¥apsburgs as they
stood mas=ed before us on the fields of Flan-
ders; against the terrible Turks, \'»hom we
met and conquered at Chiteau-Thierry—

Just then a hardy, weatherbeaten indivi-
dual in the hack of the little hall, an indi-
vidual who, from the way he worked the cud
in the JLorner of his face, obviously did not
“helong” - the select atmosphere of the his-
torical society parlors bt had just happened
in. stirred in his seaf.

Then he arose. Pointing * :l forefinger, the
first joint of which was missing. straight at
the speaker, he inquired:

“8ay Mister, where was you in Irance?”

The audience visibly ftuticred.. Interrup-
tions simply ~don’t happen in well regulated
historical =socicty meetings. In fact,
female portion of the audience—the majority
that is—audibly gasped.

“1—in France, my
speaker, sparring for
‘i Franee?”

“Yes, mister ; where \\ns you in France?"

“Why, er—er—" the speaker attempted, but
the words would not come.

L1l

friend?
wind.

parried the
“Where was I

“I thought so,” the hardy. weatherbeaten
interlocutor remarked drily. “Thanks.”

The questioner tiptoed- out of the hall.
When he reached the door he gave one good
spit and made the gutter, 80 feet away, with
aceuracy and precision. Thus relieved, he
walked home. -

Inside the hall, the speaker endeavored to

zo on. But his audience was somehow inex-
plainably restless, and he had lost quite a

bit of his old time steam. Finally, he "gave
up as a bad job, and in haste summoned old
Deuacon North forward to say the benediction.

Next weck’s Farmington Valley Courier
dismissed the speech in one line. The speaker
decided that, after all, his law practice would
not permit of his running for the Srtate legis-
lature in the fall. .

° » T * L

-It was the year 1938, in a thriving and
hustling American city whose population ran
up into six figures. A monster political rally
was being held one evening in the big Deech-
‘wood auditorium.

The spéaker, a tall, muscular man, well
preserved and_in his forty-eighth or fiftieth
year, was a candidate for the seat in the
United States Senate open at that fall's elec-
tion. He made a splendid figure as he stood
out on the rostrum, clad. in a Prince Albert
open enough to show a gorgeous expanse of
white waistcoat girded by a gold watdh chain
bearing the-emblems of every secret society
under the sun.

He was a good talker, and-made. his points
well about the industrial growth of the State,
the cconomic policy of the nation,. and its
foreign ‘relations. The latter subject, however,
led him into dangerous waters.

“Why, my fellow townsmen,” he exclaimed,
“in the stirring days of the summer of 1918,
when we beat back the foe from the very
zites of the fair city of Meaux—"

Just then, from ithe rear of the hall, there
rose a man. He wore a plain suit of serge,
and the right sleeve of his coat was empty.
IIc had the insignia of no seccret society on
his watch chain—in fact, he had no chain,
but still clung to the old wrist wateh—but in

the Fhis button hole he had a-little strip of ribbon.

Pointing his one remaining hand at the speak-
er, he inquired:

“YWhere do you get that ‘we’ stuff? Whew
wng you in Fraunce?”

“Wh-whv," blustered the great man, “wh—-
what do you ask me that for?”

“Becnuse I want to know,” replied the ques-
tioner. (At this'point, something like a snicker
emerged from a far corner of the gallery.)

“Yes, where was you in I"rance?” piped up
the voice of 2 wicked and irrepressible small
boy in another corner of the gallery; and
another snicker broke forth. Profesting volu-
bly against “these unseemly interruptions” and
having a great deal to say about the “right of

harangue to an unseemly close.

In the coufusion attendant on the exit, the
ong-armed man made his escape.

“Guess he's sorter S.0.L. ," he remarked to
himself, with a grin. -

UNSUNG

To the Editor of THII STARS A‘\'D STRIPLES:

We of the Ingincers (Forestry) have read
and enjoyed your excellent journal ever since
its entrance into an all-balled:up world, and
ae have noted the achievements of other out-
fits with just pride, and we have read of the
superb ﬂghtmg qualities. of the Yank dough-
boy, and we're glad. But never once have you.

mentioned the guys—unhonored and unsung—{'

that have produced the lumber for all the
docks, warehouses, hospitals, barracks, ete.
that the other chaps have put up, and that
have produced the ties that the Engineers
(Railway) bave laid down and strewn with
steel. .
80, in a moment of reckless abandon I sat

me down and dashed off this melancholy frag-

ment.:
THE LAMENT OF THE FORESTRY
ENGINEERS.

Say!

You know it’s a damn long war?

]\;Vot got two service Btripes and all thn.t
u

They den't make the g'rub

Any better. Mostly it's

Slum was.
We were
loses
Born to blush unseen.
We don’t get no
Medals

-But wo work like hell. -
We've hnd a lot of brand new lieuts.

For -skippers. We taught

Them how to saw-mill; and one .

‘Wept

Because we didn’t bow down before him
And -give thanks

A Colonel said

Out of our own mess. Iund

Say!

Ain't this man’s Army

A queer proposxtxon"

But at that we've had a heap of fun
And lapped up our share of

This foolish French booze—

~Lord! but I wish I had one bottle
0Or real American

. Beer. :

Say, guy—

What would you give to seo
That big old Statue

There in the bay

And all them high bulldings
Shining white in the sun?
And to slap your old feet
Down on that same

Slum, and beans, and ~Broadway
Salmon. We used to know? . -
God! Gee, guy, =

How I hate .that fish.

We've been down here In the wilderness for
A whole year,

Making slabs and sawdust and
Sometimes boards

Qut of . ‘
Logs. =

We've worked all day and fought
Fire all mbht That's all the
IPighting we’ve seen—and we had
Beaucoup of thut :

But

What I mean,

We have cut somo lumber—
Yeah, and we've had

Generals

And other ginks

Come down and glve us

The Once Over.

The dear General,

He said

Qur stgbles weren’t so .

Sanitary
As he liked. And he wanted to know whut

-

That would be hard to take. .
Damn the Germans

Anyway.
Pvt. Richard W. Batten,
Engra. (Forestry).

PREFERENCE

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

‘While, of course, it isn't strictly ethical to
give out the statement of preferences on indi-
vxduals qualification cards, nevertheless, in
going over 4’ number of_cards one struck _me
as particularly funny.

Under..this question, Branch of service pre-
ferred, this particular man wrote, “Top Ser-
geant,” and undei the. question, Talent for
furnishing publie entertninment he -says.
“Picks guitar a little.”

J’ A. PURCELL," lst Lt., A.G. 0

N

-other thing we girls admire is *

free speech,” the great statesman brought his.

Because he bought us cabbeages and tomatoo‘;,_

HELLO, SISTER!

To-the IEditor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:
This is the first time I have come into touch
with any other paper than those ef Ingland, -
Wales, Treland and Scotland, and a little birdg,
with a wickedly impudent smile, whispered

into my ecar last night: “Try America!”

The proposition was so startling that I
dropped the brush with which I was brushing
my hair onto the toe of a sister Waae, with
lively results. After the air had cleared con-
siderably, 1 sat down and meditated thusly:
“Can & Waac Jud"e an American editor by the
‘American bors in the C.R.0., or not? TUpon
my horizon dawned the \\ords: “Try him!”

When we came over here, tired, worn out,
and travel stained, we got iuto out huts with
conflicting feelings. TFor we were some-
what shy_of our unseen Uncle Sam. What we
said was: “Well, these huts are just too com-
fortable for words; if the Americans are uny-
thing like the huts, . . 17
. Time told. The Americans were quite like
the huts—oh, no! not in appearance please,
even though they are so huge, but—well, they
are just as comfortable. They are brothers,
and such great-big brothers, aren’t they? I
notice, more than anything, the general atmos-
phere of ‘“protector,” and the words “little-
sister” seems to shine from them.- ’Tis great,
M. Editor.

Of course we are non&ulomblv amused at
each other's ways. There are such heaps of
things we do, which, these brothers ¢f ours
assure us, our American sisters never do! _And
such heaps of things we do not do, and which
they do.

While we are extremely
ways, we are, so they say,
formal~™in otllels -

Then there is the trouble of repeating sen-
tences over and over before you get the cheery
langhing: “Oh ye-es! I get you, kiddo!” An-.
‘ankee hon-
esty.” Before one of these boys takes yvoua to
u football match, out to tea, or for a walk
after office hours are over, he takes out a case
of most enchanting plotographs, and, squat-
ting on an oflice chair backwards, with one
hand rubbing his hair. and ‘the other busy
sorting the plctures, he tells you which of the
four girls in front of that picturesque building
called “home"” is his, which two are his sisters,
and which is his girl’s sister.

The other snapshots run thusly: This is
my mother over there in God's,country. I had
a letter from her only this mormnp: This, is
my old dad, one of the best! This is self, girl _
and umclnno—:.'e(.' the picnics we used-to get
in! Miles and miles we've run over in that
little machine, kid. Here's a better one of
my girl, she never makes a good photograph—
she's.prettier than that.” (Pause here to hear
all about his girl's talents, ete.)

Oh, it's great, Mr. Iditor! Then the. dear
boy says: “Like to come out and get some
tea, kiddo? You're as if you'd like it. I know
o jolly old shop down town.” ~

To the jolly old shop we then hetake our-

formal in many
stirprigingly in-

selves, and feel we are on an c¢qual footing _

and enjoy- ourselves accordingly. We girls ad-
mire this. American trait more than anything,
bacause, you sce, we nearly all of us retaliate
by showing them treasured photographis of the

‘slately homes of Englam@, and our own dear

boys, some of whom are over here in France,
somewhere some of whom are in England, hav-
ing been over here, and some, Mr. Editor are
photographs of those who gave théir all some
while ago, for Britain’s sake, and ours,

There is-much laughing banter, between the
whiles, too. Somebody comes in with a S']‘ARS
AND STRIPES. “Wa-al!” The war's over
right now! Kaiser's been shot, or is being
shot by his own grandson, at dawn. Austria’s
done for itself, and we’ll all be getting away!”
b “Back to God's country, old lml'” from the

OY .

“Back to Blightly, glrls"’ from  us.

“All you girls think of is Blighty — and
TEA!"” they ery.

“All yqu think .of is God's Lountry-—and
maple syrup!” we retort. Laughter.

Your dances are very amusing. too, but
we like them. One of the boys runs a
very much patronized dancing class, in our
Bec. Hut, and we are getting quite expert
in Castle walking,~ fox trotting and Yankee
gliding. But I am very certain that we could
never teach our big husky brothers to dance
out dainty dances! They could never con-
centrate on our waltzes, veletas, polkas,
lancers, quadrilles, Sir Rogers, ctec., ete. They
have such big boots. I told one of them- so,
and he promptly looked down as if meditating
upon the aren—of them, sank'into deep thought °
for a few seconds, then with a mel&ncholy ex- -
pressién in his big brown .eyes, he ‘said, In
§tentorign tones: “Gee! I don’t knowy that ¥
could, and then,~I don’t know that I couldnt,
either !¥'  He .wouldn't be walked .on, you.sece!

Theiflfzoes ‘the bugle for ‘lights out. Oh,
and I d such & lot of things to tell you!
C HYLIS M. Moorg, Q. M.A.A.C, ALEF.
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