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THE BEST DIVISION

Which is the best division in the Ameri-
can Army?

the cditorial staff of this newspaper,
ithough made up of men of almost incred-
ible hravery, does not care to answer this
question. We do not feel equal just now to
a fight to the death with the entire AB.F,,
minus one division. Besides, we do mnot
know. We might venture on a rough guess
as 1o the best five, but the sclection of the
fourth and fifth would be accompanied by
manents of painful indecision.

If you crave an answer, however, put the
question to any division and you will get
one—a clear, concise answer, given without
blushes and with overwhelming conviction.,
For divisional pride, divisional spirit,
which lightened packs, shortened roads,
stormed hLeights, killed Germans and con-
founded prophets, glowed throughout the
ALK from the days of the first trench
raids,

The prophets had had misgivings. They
had forezeen that, with the constant flow of
officers going home to instruct, with the
steady exodus of the best non-coms to the
candidates’ schools, with the unending pro-
cession from the line to the hospitals, the
divisions would be mere shells to contain
an everchanging personnel.  Besides, they
said, who cun get worked up over an
anonymous outiit?  Who ¢an burn with
zeal merely by belonging to the Blank Hegi-
ment of ihe Blank Division? Thus spake
the proplicts. And they were wrong. They
were never so wrong about anything in all
their lives. The divisional spirit of the
AL Y. was one of the seven wonders of the
wir.

So there are likely to be some violent
debates back home on the merits and ree-
ords of the respective divisions. Indeed,
the debates have already begun.  And the
bewildered audiences are hereby warned that

A.E.F. be the orly chevroned portion of the
United Stutes Army? Does not the man
who remained behind, through no fault of
his own, often through some special skill
of his own that was needed more at home
than it was in France, deserve recognition ?

‘T'hat is the position of the home army, or
at least of its spokesmen, of whom there are
legion, and who have pleaded its cause so
well that a silver chevron has heen awarded
for home service, governed by the same reg-
ulations as is the gold onc of the A.IS.F.

It is not, perhaps, a problem for the
A.E.F. to concern itself about. It is true,
as the home chevron protagonists state, that
i considerable fraction of the A.K.F. was
never under fire; that the only additional
menaces which much of the A.I.F. faced by
coming  overseas were submarines and
change of climate? But isn’t it worth some
distinguishing mark to have spent a week or
30 in a rest camp coming and going?

HER SERVICE STRIPES

The A.E.I. is still at war. The A.BE.F.
knows it. Squads east and squads west,
outpost duty on a bridgehead, soldiering
all over the A.E.F. from Archangel to Bor-
deaux and from Rome to Southampton,
earning more service stripes.  Meanwhile
some people over home haven’i been taxiing
and dancing either.

It takes all kinds of men and some kinds

of women to make up a real army. Read
this girl’s letter to a soldier:
Don't worry nbout me. Of course, I'm tired

when T get back from the factory, and it's hard
to keep awake conxlng dollars from people in the
Red Cross hooth after supper, but it isn't as bad
ax It was. I've been made a forewoman in the
plant now and I don’t have the hard work with
my hands, though t°s pretty tough to keep the
kirls going sometimes, and [ do miss the sun,
We get up at 530 and after supper the Looth
rung until about 10,

And this girl has a soldier huzband, too,
but thai’s the only uniform in the family.
She doesn’t wear one—just clothes, rough
clothes, not the pretty ones she used to
have, but the kind that will stand imunition-
plant wear.

There's a great, big welcome: for you (she
writes), and we'll o for a lonys walk on the Pali-
sudes and have a good old-time dinner at Smin's
chop house, and youwll tell me all the wonderful
things you've seen. And you won't mind the few
wrinkles I've got that I dida't have before, will
rou?  Fhex'il be my service stripes.  I'mm not
doing too much, I'm not doing ¢nough, for 1've
Kot to be abie to look you and every doughboy
and every Jackie in the eye when you fret back
and say. “Huddie, I was backing you up all the
time.””

No bands. no D.S.C.%, but a real Ameri-
can girl.  And there are lois—God bless
‘em—hacking the men up over here, and/
that’s why the AE.F. can siand it.

GERMANY .

Many an honest German burgher, many

there was nothing in all the A..F. quite so {a thrifty German hushandman, must be
coloszal as the Ignorance of one division |looking longingly to the west these days—

about its neighbors.

not to Ameriea, not to England or Belgium

It o division was missing from any great |or France, bui o the banks of the German
L] o

hattle line it might be (and probably was)
fishting at some distant point shoulder to
shoulder witic the British or ¥rench, and
there going through the crisis of its history.
But its Anierican rivals invariably assumed
(and hinied) that it was idly uxuriating in
some cushioned rest area.  When a nearhy
division advanced only a kilometer in a day
or a week, its neighbors did not know why.
They did not know how tired it was when it
went in. how far it had been ordered to go,
or what opposition it was meeting from the
ground and the enemy in its way.

As for the division on the left—well, it
was notorious for always lagging behind., A
battle line as charted from the conversa-
tions overhbeard in the various divisions
comprizing it resembled nothing in the
world quite =0 much as a flight of stairs.
And a prize of one centime is hereby offered
for the detection of any member (cook, cor-
poral, colonel) of any division who ever, in
the midst of a batile, admitted for one
moment that the division on the left had
eatight up wiih it

LOOKING FORWARD

Wiien the ALILF. gets home it will find
tirat the old country has changed a good
deal; and yet the changes have been com-
paratively unimportant. Underlying the
new surface will siill be found the basic
things.

One of those things is wholesome respeet,
for honest indusiry and for the fruits gained
in the pursuit of it. No success not gained
as the result of sueh industry—and its
attendant thrift—is looked upon with favor
by the great mass of Americans.

For the A.E.¥. the problem is just this:
Its members will return home with every-
thing in their fuvor, everybody shouting for
them, everybody willing to lend them tlie
helping band.  But while the nation will
be profoundly grateful and will manifest its
gratitude in every concrete way, it will not
lose its head or its sense of values. After
the tumult and the shouting of the home-
coming shall have died, the eyes of Ameriea
will be 1urned, first of all, toward those
members of the A.LF. who have buckled
down to work and made good as citizens
even as they made good as soldiers. For
them will be ihe real respect of the nation
they served.

That being the case, it will hardly avail
any man who has been secretly counting on
it Lo play the professional old soldier when
he gets back home. While the fact that he
served when he did, where he did, will al-
ways be a help and 2 joy to him and to his
country, it will never take the place of the
work vet to be done.

OVER THERE

Such of the A.E.F. as has not been under
fire—and probably never will be now—has
often mournfully referred to its bomb-proof
but none-the-less onerous existence as the
Battle of Tours, or Bordeaux, or Issoudun,
or whatever spot fate and G.H.Q. chose to
set it down in.

It now appears that these unshelled bat-
tlegrounds are not located exclusively in
France. A considerable war has been rag-
ing in the continental United States. Far
from being localized within a single small
Jportion of that ares, this war has been
waged wherever men in O.D. have gathered
together for mobilization and training and
with hopes—dissipated on a recent Novem-
ber 11-—of seeing overseas service.

It is the War of the Chevron. Shall the

Rliine, patrolled and kept at peace by Allied
troops.

For the strip of land bhevond the three
great bridgeheads where the soldiers of
neither side may set foot is more than
a neutral belt. It is tiie horder line be-
tween order and chaos.

No one can foretell what will come out
of that chaos. The world knows only that
blood is running in the streets of Berlin
after a 70-year interval during which people
did not walk on the grass in the Thiergarten:
simply becanse it was verboten.

THE POILU PAGE
The original rnle that THE STARS
AND STRIPES should be written not only
for but by the soldiers of the A.L.T. has
been more rigidly obeyed than rules gen-
erally are. It is true that once in a great
while we have printed countributions from
the outside world, when they come from
such men as M. Clemencean or Rudyard
Kipling, but for the most part we have re-
gretfully but firmly declined the writings
and drawings even of men and women of
world-wide reputation.
The American soldiers have written and
drawn this weekly of the war. American
officers are not exactly barred (jest), but
the great bulk of the material has come
from the enlisted men—witness this edi-
torial. Ag a matter of fact, the rank mos!
heavily represented among its contributors
has been and is the lowly buck—witness the
next editorial.
But all rules went by the boards when
our friends the poilus sent in (without re-
turn postage) enough copy to fill the page
opposite. 'They, who have written some of
the most beautiful pages in the history of
man, can say what they like in our paper.
Remembering full well what they did to
some of the most dismaying of the German
volumus, we naturally opened to them those
of this newspaper.

HOW ABOUT US?

The A.E.F. has no collective concern with
prohibition any more than it has with
freight rebates, the market price of sheet
steel, or the ad valorem duty on kelp im.
ports into Palagonia.

But when a news dispateh staies that one
explanation of the prohibition advocates
zeal since the AT, came o France is their
desive to put over prohibition before the
ALE.F. gets home again, then the AT
has the right to make a colleciive protest
For if the prohibitionists can get away with
it, why cannot everybody else?

The A.L.F. represents a very fat share of

the entire clectorate of the United States—
the electorate that picks governors, senators
and presidential electors; that instruets its
representatives how it wants them to vote
on minimum wage and child labor laws;
that helps decide whether the home town
shall be wet, dry, bone dry, absolutely dry,
or, “Stranger, you simply can’t get a drop
in the whole place.” And, in the name of
common honesty, is it quite fair for pro-
hibitionists or anybody eclse to attempt to
secure a popular voie on a decision of mna-
tion-wide import when the folks who have
been fighting for the same nation are
calmly, blandly, deliberately left out?
As was earlier remarked, the A.E.F. has
no collective concern with prohibition. But
it at least ought to have the chance to ex-
press its will—it ought at least to be pres-
ent, if only as a guard of honor, when the
water wagon begins its solemnn triumphal
procession along the Lincoln highway.

[! The Army’s Poets

UP WITH THE RATIONS

Hovering of darkness and coverfids of danwn—

Creaking and crying the limbers rattle on—
I'p with the rations—bhut the roads are gone!

“Which is the road to take?"
“How many miles to make?”
Never a nerve to shake—

On with tho game!

Shriek of the whining shell,

Bursting with flares of hell,

Lighting the road so well,
Thank it the same!

Crooning of airplane, hovering o'er you—
(Mind you, the Infantry made it before you!)

“Come, build this bridge agnin—

Cut through this fleld of grain—

Work and forget the rain—
HHustle those men!"’

“Here, take this overcoat;

Cover that wounded blote,

Pull It around his throat—
He's kickin' in!?

Clinelics the rims of the tires till they hoild!

start
Stretehing the traces from lashes that scold!

“God! What a fleree barrage!

There goes a team at large!

Where Is that transport sarge?
Finding o hole?”

Never a chance to run for cover,
Thiy is the way he puts them over—

“IBring on that sct o' spares!
Pull off them murdered mares!
Hitch on two other pairs

And fix that pole!"

“Now—one at a crack as I give you the sign,
Dig into her ribs and shoot for the line!

Or {ind yourself drivin' a limber in hell

And ball up my dope on the drops of the shell!™

To warn you that Fritz is sniping out there—
Close ¢nough now, for a whisper to give you rest
To last you a while with never a care!
L ] L o L] .
“Sirt Your rations are delivered!”
L] - L] L] L]
Oh, it's welcome to the dawn, Iad.

When the night is long,
For here's an empty cart,
That sings a lively sony!

lad,

Who would be part of the transport on a far
flung battle line,

With never a thrill of battle. with never a lip
to whine?

But, oh, there's a song in a limber
That stirs to the blood, my lad.
And swinging along with the rations
Ia never one-halft so bad.
For the glare and the gleam of a starshell
And a teamster's gay “‘gid-dap”
Hold enough for the life of a soldier
. For the blood of o nervy chap
And a lad lives close to his God,
And, lo, his heart is true,
For it tukes a person of parts, my lad,
To get the rations through!
J. Patmer Cumming, R.S.S., 4051h Inf.

THE DOUGHBOYS OF ARGONNE

While **Stuttering Auntie™ chattered through the
forest of Argonne

And hanging mists fought back the light of day,
They joked about the speed of the barrage that
led them on

And wondered if the tanks would find the way.

my lad,

The mortar shells in front of them. the shrapnel
burst above,

Thein comrades sinking quietly to the ground.
The thought of duty held them and they feit,
nor hate, nor love,
bravely fought., and
ground.

But won and held thelr

They rested on the hillside as the evening shadows
grew,

And “Stuttering Auntie’ chattered on ghead,.
And he who'd lost his bunkle, feeling just a
little blue,

Crawled round on hands and knees to find his
dead.

And some will travel homeward to the bright

land of their birth .

And some will sleep upon the ground they won,

But, while we cherish freedom in the nations of

the earth . .

We won't forget “The Doughboys of Argonne.'
r. K.

TO THE NON-COMBATANT

““T'o have been here doing anything is wonderful.”
These are the words he sald.
Our Commander-in-Chief. .
And can you think that you have tolled in vain,
Beenuse you did not fuce the fead,
‘The shrapnel’s hissing burst,
Fight in that place accurst,
For thme however brief?

Al no! Your work is done and nobly done,
A necessity you were in the machine,
Your work, it had to be,
The world, it knows your toil was not in vain,
Although a humbie task, no work iz mean
With Liberty at stake;
IZach must the first task take,
Would he be really free.

To have been here doing anything is wonderful.”
You have been privileged in vour task,
And to have had the chance
Not to have let your country call in vain:
No more, we know, the world can sk
‘Than that each one do his part,
With all his soul and heart,
As you have done in France.
W. B.. Rainbow Division.

SONNET—1918
What is this yellow swarm so swiftly sprung
I“rom out a thousand towns that yesterday

The tyrant threatened Freedom, and they rose

Mcelted and bent, and fle@ before their blows.

Back to the thousand cities’ peaceful joya.

Ah no! - For mothers. sweethearts every one

Miles J. Breuer, 1st Lt., M.C.

CHOW CALL

Kiinder funny how a feller
Alay be feelin® awful blue,
Like the world has gone to thunder,
Same as 1 have felt, an' you:
When he hasn't had a letter
Or is broke, an’ tired, an’ all.
But a smile enwreaths his visage
When he hears that old chow cail.

In the mornin®’, when our bugler,
Wakes us with his darn first call,
We got sore cnough to eat him
An’ his horn an’ tune. an’ all.
When he blows for drill an® *sembly,
Seems to us he's mighty smali;
But we love him like a brother,
When he plays that old chow call.

Cease your singin’®, Sirens' voices;
Pipes of Pan, cut out your stall;
For allurement, you aren't in it
When our bugler plays chow call.
Rather than be Paderewski,
Or Chopin., who looms up tall,
Would I be the unknown genius
‘Who composed that old chow call,

Maybe you ain’t got a bugle,
Use a Jap'nese gong high-ball.
Well, you'll find out what vou're missin’,
When you hear that old chow call.
T should like to sing its praises,
Till from sheer fatigue I'd fall—
But just now I can't be bothered
For I hear that old chow call.
Guy H. Taylor, i65tli Aero Squadron.
Decoember 17, 1918.

TO M.L.D.

I've been ecaten up by cooties,
And I've bathed In Flanders mud.
I've ducked old Jerry's minnies
And awaited many a dud.

I've had my joy and sorrow
And pleasures trds beaucoup,
But I'm walting for the morrow
When T'll be back with you,

That day has long been coming,
But now will soon be here,
- The thought has kept me humming
Songs of Lave to you, my dear.
Willlam F. Germain, S.8.D.

\Ip with the rations, where the boys have gone!

How the mud oozes and clings to the ration cart,

tfow the mules fret et the load when the wagons

Cloge enough now, for a shot from a gunner's nest

Did teem with peaceful work and love and play?
What countless guns this quiet folk have slung!

Against his host long skilled and bred in war,
IIls host—nonec such the world had seen hefore—

And now they're turning back, and glad it's done,

f.ook at these warriors who have tamed the Hun:
O seem they flerce: vent they much bloody noise?

Doth sigh: they'ra*only smiling, homesiclk bovs.
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IS THIS CAP

Once upon a time there was a Scandinavian
who wrote 2 play called “The Deluge.” It
dealt with life on the Mississippi, and in its
three acls showed a strange, chance clusler
of human beings penned in a basement café
by a river flood, whose waters rose ominously
higher and higher, A con man, a laborer, a
sireet walker, a preacher, an idler, a society
woman—all were held together in that little
refuge, and, in the face of the common dan-
ger, Lthey became, one and all, simple, gen-
erous, co-operative human beings. AW their
differences disappeared, all that had been
cowardly and mean and selfish and petty in
cach of them vanishied—while the danger
lasted. While the danger lasted. \When it
passed, when the waters subsided, they wenty
their several ways, the pure spirit, the gener-
our impulses of the hour of danger forgotten,
lost, as wasted as if it had never bheen.

Those who had read “The Deluge,” or wit-
nessed it in the theater back home, saw it
re-staged more than once in the great crises
of the Ourcq and the Argonne.

The curtain rises on a dismal, stormy night
in one of those battles. The scene is the foul,
evil-smelling little barn used as headquarters
for a major commanding one of the support-
ing battalions, crouched waiting not far from
ithe crests of Exermont.

It is raining. There has been litile eclse
except rain and mist these many days, and
the whole tortured Argonne couniryside is
like one lake of ugly muck. In all the dug-
outs and shelters the men are trying to sleep.
The Boche is keeping up a peevish, desuliory
fire, and now and again a shell smashes down
in their midst. It doesn’t bother them much.
Nothing bothers you much when you are very
tired. You get pretty tired after four months
of steady fighting.

Two strays, fugitives from some forestry
outfit determined to see the front if they had
to desert to get there, grope their way to the
nearest glimmer of light and, so groping,
blunder into battalion headguarters. 'They
are drenched and hungry and without blan-
kets. They are too weary for discrelion, and,
after having lied with sKkill and enthusiasm to
a thousand M.P.s, they blurt out their real
story as they stand there shivering in the
spluttering candle light. The major, with an

YOUR SIZE?

uncasy feeling thal he ought to be severe with
them, grins and divides with them the store
of bread and jam waiting for him. Though
it is his first meal that day, he has not felt
quite comfortable aboui thai jam, anyway.
No one else in the battalion had jam.

Afterward, with the promise that they will
have troubles enough when the battalion
moves forward, he gives cach of them one of
his three blankels and tells them to make
room for themselves on the floor by the
process of shoving the slceping orderly into
the corner. The orderly, thoroughly aroused,
rends the air with his disapproval and invites
the two sirays to divide all outdoors hetween
them. 7The major interferes.

“Your brother’s up in the line, isn't he,
Rrown?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Lying in an open foxhole now, 1 guess?”

“I guess so, sir.

“Very likely hasn’t had anything to eat
today?”

“Nor yesterday, either.”

“Guess you'd better shut up, hadn't you,
Brown?”

A pause. ve

“I guess I had, major. lHere buddies,
here’s another blanket. It's full of cooties,
but what isn't? Good night.”

Soon the fragrant barn is buzzing with the
snores of the sirays, one of them lyving with
his head pillowed comfortably on the orderly’s
stomach.

Six weeks clapse. The scene changes.

Although our friend the major reappears, it
cannot be said, however, that the characters
remain the same. The setting is now a
beautiful German botel, of which the myriad
windows look down on the tranquil Rhine.
The same major is now seen furiously pacing
the riverside verandah, fuming to himself
and just waiting till he can lay his hands on
the billeting oflicer.

“What do you mean by it” he bursts ont
when that much badgered individual arrives
breathless at last. “My room has no bath
attached to it. "The next room, the very next
room, has a bath attached., That room"—
and herc the voice rises to a crescendo of
righteous indignation—“that room has been
assigned to a man who is only a captain!”

"YET ONE MORE [

To the Editor of the STARS AND STRIPES:—
Anderson and Brooks opened the hot cul_{e
contest with records made in F'rance. As they

worked where conditions, at best, were un-
favorable, I refrained from matching my
achievements against theirs. But now that
J. Gorman Straslee comes along with a rce-
ord made over in God’s country, my hat is
also in the ring.

I worked in the iron mining country of
northern Minnesota. We had 2,000 com-
pound locomolives and 160,000 cars at work
hauling away the ore to the lake front.
Sixty-five thousand steam shovels were on the
job, and there were 9,800 miles of railroad
track in- the pits. A fleet of 22 five-lon
trucks carried production reports to the of-
fices, apd the work was directed from air-
planes. The battle of the Marne, if it had
taken place in these times,-would have cre-
ated no more disturbance than a canary
perched on top of a stone crusher.

As the whole crew at these mincs was fed
under ome roof, the kitchen was, of necessity,
the ninth wonder of the world. The pantry
consisted of a trainshed and warehouse where
freight trains were unloading from six {racks
day and night. Eleven hundred men worked
in the pantry and kitchen proper. The hot
cakes were baked in a separate room by spe-
cial machinery designed and perfected by
myself. The griddle consisted of 8060 steel
plates 153 by 30 feet linked together and- run
over a series of gas jets on the endless chain
principle.

- At the beginning of the run grease was
automatically applied to the plates from a
heavy brush 30 feet wide fed through ihe
back by 60 one-inch pipes. The batter was
appblied as the plate assumed a level position
by 1,800 nozzles geared to the rest of the
machinery in such a manner that they auto-
matically opened and emitted just sufficient
batter for one cake at just the right time.
As 400 plates were in operation at a time,
there were constantly 720,000 cakes in various
stages of completion. To turn them the chain
of plates was carried over special pulleys half

way down the linc so as to drop the cakes
from one plate to another and flip them over
en route during the fall.

At the end of the run they automatically
unloadcd themselves on to a convevor belt
which ran down the entire length of the chow
house. The length of this building may be
computed from the fact that it took six paper
mill whistles to relay the mess call from the
Lkitchen to the farther end, and the curvature
of the earth had {o be considered in design
ing the machinery to carry the belt.

Owing to the perfection of the machinery,
the only working force in the hot cake room
consisted of a erew of 60 armed with gallon
cans who kept the bearings oiled, and 100
machine tenders in ihe power house, the size
of which may be estimated from the fact that
six weeks were required for the building of
the concrete foundations for the engines.

While ithe cakes were baking, I sat on a
high platform, my eye consiantly on a huge
board before me which carried 76 indicators
on which I read at all times the exact opera-
tion of every part of the machinery. This
was rather an automatic way of baking hot
cakes, but as no hand touched them from the
time the batter was prepared in the beater
room- till the completed product was spread
from the conveyor belt in the mess hall, I
consider myself as being the one who did the
baking, and wish to enter the cdntest.

I am not particular about conditions, but
would suggest the following: No remarks
from the gallery; no coaching from the side
lines; winner take the gate receipts and loser
eat the hot cakes.

Guing J. Freuxp. Q.M.C.

BONSOIR, MONSIEUR

To the Editor of the STARS AND STRIPES: —

‘Would be grateful if you would publish the
following in your paper:

There asrc several men in the A.EF. with
the-same name as mine. I would appreciate
any communication received f rom any one of
them. ' ’

1st Sgt. AvsTiN P. GooDxicHr,
B Co,, 5th Bn,, Con. Camp, A.P.O. 785.

A LETTER TO DAD

To the Editor of the STARS AND STRIPIES:—

Your Father’'s Day no doubt brought out
some interesting matter in the form of letters
to Dad. I am ¢nclosing herewith a letter from
a boy of German parentage to his Dad. It
reads good, I believe, and thinking some other
readers of THE STARS AND STRIPES might
enjoy it, I secured permission to send it on to
you. You may use it for publication if you
so desire. Yours,

CEARLES H. GRASSER, 2nd Lt., S.C.

France, Novembor 23 1918.
Dear Dad: .

This is the first letter that I have written to
you in years. Seems that I always have only
cnough dope for one letter, and it was sort of
right to send it to Mother. However, this is
IFather's Day in the AL, and we all promised
to_write a letter to Dad. So here goes.

Do you know, I think the Old GCents back
home instigated the whole affair for the purpose
of receiving at least one letter from the boys
over here. Guess it was rather tough to have
to depend on the ladies to drop a few hints of
the news such as they felt willing to hand out.
A kind of crawling to pick up the erumbs dropped
by the chosen few. Of course we never thought of
It in that ligiht, so don’t blame you a bit for
startingy a little propaganda in your own favor.

Things have been going just fine with me,
Dad. Lots of fun mixed in with our work, and
lots of interesting work, too.. ™
- It scems the joke is on the folks back home.
Understand that you cclebrated the armistice
geveral days before it was signed. To give you
the dope straight it was signed at 5 o'cloek in
the morning of November 11. Of course I didn't
hand the Kaiser the pen or anything like that.
Bui you can bank on this beirrg the straight
dope. I didn't fire the last shot, either. But it
was fired at 10:59 the same morning. .

Dad, our {ricnds sure did spoil this country
plenty. You can't imagine just what it is lke
unlegss you could sce it yourself. An acre or
two of holes In the ground and a sign with the
name of the village is about all there is left of
many. Our friends sure didn't play the game
quare, Dad, and I sort of feel ashamed of them.
You know, just like you would ifcel if vour
iricnd were caught cheating at pinochle at the
club afier you introduced him as a good fellow.
[ used to try to find excuses to offer myself for
him, but I'm through with him, Dad. He's a
bum fellow, this ¥ritz. Not at all like he used
to be some 35 years ago. Guess all the good
ones came to Amecrica in 1800, and that's why
Germany went on the bum. No good fellows
left to run her.

I never told you, Dad, but I sure felt proud
of you back in '17 when I came home after being
in the Army six months without your knowing
it. Didn't know just how you would take it, .
But vou sure were tickled to death after the first
surprise of sceing me back in the United States.
Guess you were sort of afraid that I and the
rest would sort of leave you in the lurch as the
Duteh father of a bunch of bum Americans.
Juess now we didn't take the wind out of the
sails of some of those birds who thought they
were Yankees, and called us Dutchies. It sure
nade me laugh to see some of ‘em digging for
.\'n'cs_iand the shipyards when the draft came
rround.

Well, Dad, Ia gucrre est flnie, and we are all
:oming back lome toot sweet (Irench for *so
balt wie moglich”). We'll have a good old fash-
‘oned blow-out when we all get together, and I
0pe you will sce to it that we don’t have to
irink ice water, either.

Give my love to Mumsy and all the neighbors.

S.0.S.

To the Editor of the STARS AND STRIPES :—
Being a member of the S.0.S., I have
keenly enjoyed the running commenis and
quips made at the expense of that branch of
the service. I have listened the longest and
laughed the loudest, from the fact that the
lolks who brayod the loudest were combatant
oflicers who never saw front line service.

Recently I was entertained by a group of
aviators, dressed in regulation “swank,” who
sang a barber shop chord entitled, “Mother,
Pull Down Your Service Flag, Your Son's in
the 8.0.8.” This was sung in a public place.

After inquiring as to how long they had
been in France, I received the reply that
they had arrived in October, and had not
made any flights st the front. .

The reason this is entertainment for me is
that, until October 20, I had been a member
of the 3rd Division and had seen front line
service until being commissioned in the
Q.M.C. I have seen Q.M. officers work day
and night, while under severe fire, in order
to keep their division in the line. The 3rd
Division, @.M., for instance, kept a ration
dump just outside of Montfaucon, directly in
the rear of-the Infantry reserve trenches, and
had casualties every day.

The one and only branch of the service that
has any right to swank for enduring the most
hardships is the doughboys—and they don’t
say anything. Q.M. OwrIcen.




