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THE LOST CHAPTER -

To the AL.F. was accorded the high
privilege of being a principal in the great-
est drama in all history. But no matter
how much the individual American in
France has seen, no matter how cloze he hag
got to the beating heart of the tragedy, he
will never know the whole storv. A\ certain
momentous chapter of the war can never be
written into his spivitual biography. I i3
not his fault. 1t must be blamed on that
elementary geometrical axiom that one
body cannot occupy two different parts of
space at the same time.

That chapier iz cailed “Anerica, 1917-
1919.” 1t is a chronicie of fortitude, deter-
mination, heartburning, anxicty, grief,
pride and realization.  The A.E.I. can
never know what it meant to scun the
easually lists day after day, to read the glit-
tering accounts of itz own prowess. {o learn,
one Sepiember morning, that ~The First
American Army todiy struck its fivst blow.”

It can never know the full story of the
shipyards, the munition factories, the loan
campaigns, the whole vitalizing and quick-
ening transformation that put the moral
and physical force of a hundred million
squarcly belmnd if. .

Lelters have told much of ity more of it
will be told around the fwmily board in the
not iremendously distant future.  And with
that second-hand  account the returned
AJLT. will have to Le content. 1t is hard
to have missed such an eaperience; it would
have been harder to mizs thai other experi-
ence which the A 1LY, did not.

shortly 2 frame up zippy, original answers
to such questions as the following:

-“Wasn’t it a horrible war ?”

“Did you know a boy—I think he was in
the Infantry—named Janes?”

“How did you like France?”

*“What do you think of the little old
U.S.A., now that you’ve got back to it?”

The more varied and interesting the an-
swers to that inevilable barrage, the more
content—and yet the~more nonplussed—
the good folks at home will he. Tt would be
unfair to themn if our returning heroes all
hanled ont the same stercotyped riplies.
In order {0 save their feelings and relieve
the ‘monotony of their existence. a little
variety simply must be brought into play.
A cheery “Hell, yes!” in response io all
inquiries wonld never, never do.

ONE WEAKNESS OF THE Y

To be thoronghly fashionable these days
it is absolutely essential to juwp on the
Y. M.C.A. Al the best people are doing it.
An investigation ol the Red Triangle has
been in progress in the States, and thej.
same newspapers which, a few months ago,
were rashly giving over iheir eolumns to
quite unserutinized publicity for the Y are
now devoting those eolumns to the most
blistering critici=m.

Out of all the jabber there will probably
emerge the fact that the Y. M.C.AL was un-
expectedly burdened with a much. higger
fask than it could possibly have performed
fo the satisfaction of all concerned, - and
that it was chiefly handicapped by an un-
fortunately chosen personnel.  In ilx per-
sonnel its chief weakness has Iain.

And on ilis poini it should he remem-
bered that the Y. unlike the Government,
had to take what it could get. 1t conld not
draft, and it was obliged to do it= reeruit-
ing for a most odifficult job afrer the best
America could boast in youth and enthusi-
asm had already been pledged to the Army
or Navy. )

How™ difficult its problem was you will
never appreciate till vou {ry to select a half
a dozen ideal Y seerctaries from among vour
own acquaintanees. " Old Shag Brown, the
former foothall star, you sav. #ut Brown
was an Artillery oflicer—graduate of {he
first. Plattsburg cmmp. Buck Jones, then.
But Buck has five kids and couldn’i possibly
wallk out on them. Well, then, Hank Nor-
ton.  Ah, bui Norton enlisted in the In-

SAM BROWNE
The fact thai the Sam Browne cannot be
warn in the continental United Staies is
causing considerable conunent in the AFLEF

This comment is confined largely 1o ofli- [t

" cers, hut there is 50 much of it thai a sur- |t

plus izsue could be provided for the entire [great plate io eatch net only the millions of

Army.

It appears that a lot of officers are look- [ women.

ing forward to iweeds and serges and derby |t
hats. This ract alone establishes between jt

the oflicer personne! and ihe rank and file a |1

great bond of iuman fellowship that can- i
not and does not develop in the orderly i

room and at Saturday inspections. one else in all the world who conld’ have

The main objection to the order can be )
Suminarized as follows: “If I cannot wear |1
my Sam Browne when I get home, I shall
have to buy anoiher uniformn to be at all
presentable—another uniforn, and just for
a few days’ wear. When I ae shorn of my
Sam Browne, a streak of paler O.D. g

visible around my =<houlder, down my back, |in the song line have been trivd out at one

and across my chest. It ds exaclly what

happens when, deciding that the litho- [ind more of the A.E.F.s history, there is
gravure of The Midnight Pire Alarm will [ove martial lay, the great-grand-daddy of

no longer do en the siding room wall in

these culturéful days, you take it down and [enough to make it a staple

expose a great ree
paper.”

This may be. But will not the streak of
unfaded O.D. where the Sam Browne used
to lie constitute a service stripe, n mark of
overseits service, as surely and certainly as
do the clhievrons on the left sleeve®

tangle of unfaded wall

THE CURTAIN RISES
Wild Willie of Montoir, a darky soldier
whose temperament has led him to spend
in the loeal brix a scandatously Targe part
of his 13 momhs in I'rance, has at last been
recognized for what he really always was—-
an incorrigible comedian,  Now, as the star
of a touring minstrel unit, he is much too
busy for court martials and such distrac-
tionz.  His songs and monolognes—par-
ticularly the ene entitled “Thoughts *bout
dese M.PJs®—are a riot in Si. Nazaive,
and, indeed, he plavs to 8.R.0. throughout
the 8.0.8. Meanwhile the provost authori-
ties of Monwir hardly know what to do
with their new-found lvisure. ]
‘The moral of Wild Willie is not lost on
G.ILQ., for entertainments are now pro-
vided for in general orders. The stafl is
taking them up as it would coffee or under-
“wear or any other Army necessity. .
G.11.Q., of course, is not putiing itsel{ in
the foolish position of sternly ordering the
troops to go forth and enterfain themselves.
It does not have to. It is merely clearing
the stage for the inevitable epidemic of
amateur dramatics much as a hospital auto-
matically geis ready some mensle wards
when a eamp opens up near by. To order
idle =oldiers to give some shows would be
like insisting on their wanting to go howme.
They would do it any way. i
Nor would any show issued 10 ihem serve
hall so well.  Not Elsie Janis—io whowm
this newspaper can hardly be :aid to he
hostile—not all the great folks of the stage
can hand an ouifit as many laughs as its
own privales in petiiconts, its own sergeants
in skirts. '

" FOR GOERS HOME

teports from the TUniied States indicate
* thai every returning member of the A.E.F,,
- the moment ‘he is allowed to roam at all
freely in any Atlantic port, will be called
upon to exercise far more bravery ihan he
ever did up forward, far more paiience than
he ever did while he was waiting for the
boat to take him home, far more iact and
diplomacy than when he was {rving to
negotiate an extra order of “ools” Irom
madame at the little restaurant around the
corner. Tor it seems that the population
of the United States, male, female and pro-
hibitionist, is bent on one thing, and one
thing only: Talking personally to every
sorvice-striped soldier that it individmally
an ! ca'lectively meets.
" bt teing the ease, it would well be-
v e coery man whose -outfit is due to sail

ideal Y. M.C.AL secretary.

fantry and was killed leading his platoom on
November 11 You see, it wasn't easy.

Perhaps= it would have heen better if the
Y.M.C.AL had been a mere sheli to receive
he money the home folks were sure 1o want
o blow on luxuries for their boys ai war, a

he oil kings, but the nickels of the wash-| -
The personne] to distribute all,
hese bounties could have been chosen from
e Army’s own ranks—as time went on—
rom among the men crippled in the fight-
ng. A wounded man would have made the
There was no

imdersigod soldiers so well or bheen =0 well
wderstood by them.

OUR FIRST WAR SONG
Although practically all the old standbys

time or another during the last 18 months

them all, that has never been rendered often
A far as is
known, the only time it was ever seriously
trotted out for inspection was when a cer-
tain  thoroughly depraved and  unrecon-
structed New Fngland unit whistled it
while marching througih the streets  of
Southampten, England. _
Its name s “Yonkee Doodle”™ 1t was
war in which the American Army, as an
American Army, ever engaged. Played by
the Moodus, Connceticut, ¥Fife and Drum
Corps it can still stir the sluggish soul to
martial resolve—possibly because the mem-
bers of the Moodus Fife and Drum Corps
still wear the uniform of the battered old
Continentals, and can each of them trace
ancestry back to those liaisonlesz but none
the less eflicient fighting men.

Why has it not been sung more over here?
It used to be in all the school hooks and in
some effete and backward downeast com-
munities it used to be sung in the kinder-
garten.  But, in France, evervbody knew it,
bt nobody sang it.  What's the answer?
Was it respeet for our Allies of over-
channel, “united now to save*” Was it fear
that the original words (as nof taught in
the downeast kindergartens) might crop
oui—yor the way the Continentals sang it,
Yankee Doodle did not stick the feather in
his hat? Or was it just plain negleet ?

THE BEST SOUVENIR

We have noticed that in moments of
stress during craps or poker, there is likely
io appear suddenly amid all the fragile,
shredded, pale blue bank-notes, a strange-
looking, indestruetible, ‘green bill which is
finally recognized, with something of a start,
as curreney from a distant country called
America.  On such oceasions, it changes
hands a few times and then vanishes for-
ever, for in every group of Yanks there is
=ure to be one wha keeps an inviolable place
in the old wallet for a cache ot real money
—a reserve fund never to be tapped this
s{de of Sandy Hook. And that one has the
right idea. . -

In the good old Argonne days, wlien the
chance ot ever returning to America seemed
slim, it may have been reazonable {o spend
money like vin ordinaire—to scatier riot-
ously every franc that could—at long and
uncertain intervals—be pried loose from-
the coy and elusive Q.M. But now is the
time to hang ofr to every one. There is no
form. of excess baggage which can so easily
be glipped by therpetulant R150. There is
no brand of souvenir which will make ich
a hit in Amerijca, Without a collection of
such souvenirs, that fond dream of yours
of taking a few months off when you get
home will remain a fond dream.

Hold tight to your i0-frane notes. It is
true that each one will buy a luger or a lot
of wine or a German helmet or a couple of
fried eggs. But this also is true: Each
one will buy nine dollars and 20 cents.

Just lean back on your

the “Tipperary,” the “Madelon™ of the first| The
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The Army’s P’oet,é '

OUR TOP-KICKER

(Dedicated to 1st Sgt. Ben Goold, Co. D, 306th
Infantry, Eilled in action about September
12, in front of Vauxerre, by the Aisne.)

As strict as fron, as tough as rust,

A bulging bean, a hard-boiled crust,

He growled like hell, he cussed like smoke,
He ma the K. PUs snap and broke

The sergennts, corp'rals, first class bloke,
Nomie wool . -
Wiy our Lop-kicker.

t1e pulled it rough—some yrgg—some guy,
On guard, in ranky—that eye, that *1.””
We toed the line, we held the mark;
He dressed us, pressed us with a bark™
And took the joy from many a lark.
Some muf -
Was our top-kicker. ;
e warmed the chill “up there, out front”
With soft-like hand in steel that's blunt.
He fed us, led us, picked bon slopes
And plugged the gore from us poor mopea
And on our way jerked up our hopes.
Some heart
Jiad our top-kicker.

He's busted now, he's in the ranks
With Jims and Joes and Toms and Hanks,
All marked with crosses true and straight,
We love hiimn now where once 'twas hate,
And this we writ upon his slate;

“Some sojer

Was our top-kicker.”

VicTor M. SHArIRo,
Reg. Sgt. Maj. Ilg. Co., 306th Inf.

DRINKING SONG
Where y° goin', Jack? Ilome?
(Sawright. I'll buy)

Goin® back, ¢h? So'm
1.

When yr esailin’, Jack? Damn!
Looks awful blue!
Casual, huh? [ am,

Too.
Tried to get my discharge
Over here-—lotia pep. -
Goin® A*W at large—

Yep.

‘Neore, si voo play, mumzelle!

Been a great year.

Things suit me pretty well |
IHere.

Wish "at I'd never been born. ~
(Nuw, potta lemme bhuy.) ’
Whole goddam country’s gone

Dry.

SEMPER INFIDELIS
Love, the day has come for parting,
Here our ways divide,
Dry those teara I know are starting;
Soon the waves I'll ride.

Yes, we've -been the closest buddies,
Closer than a shirt,

In a land- where only mud is,
Mud and dirt.

Oft when aching ennui %ank its
I'angs into my heart,

Then you shared my lonely blankets,
Swearing ne'er to part.

But another 'cross the witer

Patient, waits for ne,
Tl_‘louch you cheered me through the slaughter,
So, ma chere, did she. >

True the words the:poet salth, full,
Ifull of bitter gull and blight;

*“Man is seldom ever faithful
When he's out of sight.”

Should you sail across the ocean,
Pillowed on my breast.
You would wake an old emotion

And disturd my rest. S
Should you reach my native city, .~
“Twould but cause another pain; <

I'd be sent (with language pretty)
Back to France again!

Yi&s, new hopes are through me coursing,
Though °‘tis hard to tell,
Comes the day of my de-lousing—
Cootie, fare thee well!
. CasvaAL,

THE CHAIN OF CONTENTMENT

When the shunm scems far too stummy and “the

coffee is a crime

And i’ rice for brenkfast, rice tor lunch., and

rice for supper time,

Remember that Your outfit may be chowing In

the rain

And fotge a link of “might be worse” into con-

tentment’s chain.

When the bullets once more whistle, though you

kuow it's but a dream

And again you hear. like yesterday, thut awful

shrapnel scream.

] pillow and with all your
might and main -

Fry to 1orge o link of Yankee grit into conte—r_ﬂ.-

nent’s chain,

The leg keeps throbbhing all fight long and how

the shoulders ache!
orderly’s not orderly,
not dake;

the “'Dakima’™ wiil

You Loss from side to side and moan, and groan

and shrick with pain.
earel”—u hnk of “‘might
your contentment’'s chain.

have been” for

When the D train comes to take the men upon
the voyape back

And others of class A are formed along the rall-
road track; -

And :11:Ilhe_r is for you and in the ward you must
remain, .
lorge a link of "What's

contentment’'s chain.

Just the o0dds? into

And when vour chain is forged so well that every
link is strong,
Just put one in for patience and. old scout, it
won't be long

transport fast
By a chain of real contentment—and it's ““Hone
Again'™ at last ) .
E. H W, Lt. 9th Inf.

THE VANGUARD

You are members of the outfit,
You are servants of the gun, :

And vou follow through the wheat flelds
To the biasting of the Hun. )

But the members, ah. the members
Who are the outfit’s heart!

Who have signed the roll forever
And who never may depart!

But who lead you now and always,
With the caisson and the gun,

Thiough the wheat and through the poppies
'To the blasting of the Hun!

Those whose namea abide eternal,
Written large, in mem'ry sweet—

‘They're the lada you left behind you
With the popples in the wheat.

There is Keachie. there is Barber,
There 1s Gage and AMcMlahan,

There Is Phares, there is Harvey——
They're the outfit's fighting van!

And always will you see them
With the calsson and the gun,
Ever pushing on before you
To the blasting of the ¥Hun,

Where the white chalk road goes winding
Through the silent shellwwrecked town,

Past the cross outside the village,
Through the wheat and o'er the down.

«
They will guide the caissons onward
And they never will depart.
-They have signed the outfit's muster .
* With the red blood of the heart.

You are members of the outfit;
You, the scvants of the gun,

And you follow through the wheat fields
To the blasting of the Hun.

But the vanguard on before you
Whom you follow, as-is meet—

They're the lads you left behind you
With the pappies in the wheat.

HELLO, STATES!

To tune of ““Goodbye, Broadway, Hello, France."
Goodbye, trenches, hello, States, ’
We're coming back to stay!

Goodbye whizz-bangs, Huns and cootles,
We don’t llke your way;

Bully beef, we're full of you;

‘We want no more hard-tack.

So goodbye, trenches, hello, States!

Your soldier boys are coming bacl.

. Huem J. Scumuck, Sgt.,.Co. C, 4th Engrs.

Before the winches rattle and they tie your{

W
™

PROK aamoNEﬂ )

“America” has gone dry,” said the cables.
Forthwith this office was swamped with dis-
patches from all over the A.EF. describing
the effect of the anhouncement in variows
scattered military circles. 1ln some of these
circles the radii were completely dislocated.
The swamp continues, the orly portion of.the
A.E.F. which has not yet been heard from
being Russia, land of the six-months-long
Arctic night. The reason for this is the fact
that the news has not yet reached there.
When it does the night will be a lot nightier
than it ever was before, it is said.

The only group on whom the news has had
no effect to date is a battery of Maine artil-
lerymen, who, when informed of the event,
merely asked: “What is prohibition? What
has it to do with the licker question?”
Anyone who cares to question the authen-
ticity of the following dispatches is requested
to communicate with the Department of Dis-
used Distilleries, A.P.O. 7,777, Lower <Cali-
fornia, Mex. N

Trrrory, Jan. 23.—Several _troop transports
have landed on the North African coast,
having gone astray at sea. It is alleged that
the captains became confused and made for
the Sahara desert. The troops were all
singing:

it’s home, boys, home

1t’s home we should-a been,

Home. boys, home, «

In the land of Liberty (prolonged laughter).

Verpen, Jan., 23.—Every lot in the so-
called "American quarter,” set aside. for the
use of veterans of the A.E.F. who desire to
establish homes in France, has beer solde
The quarier comprises ten streets, five cross-
ing five at right angles, with a monument in
the center, which will be known as the Place
Grenadine, A café will be set up at each of
the 64 ‘corners, according to present plans.
A brass rail factory has already started work,
but may have to discontinue owing to an
influx of second-hand fixtures from overseas.

Touns, Jan. 28.—Applications for transfers
to the” Department of Rents, Requisitions
and Claims, billed (by no one who knows any-
thing about it) as “the last bunch to go,”
have swamped the local post office. .

PaviLLAc, Jan. 23—The U.S.A. bas noth-
ing on this place. Paunillac went dry 24 hours
after the news was received from the States.
More has been ordered by wire. -

REmns, Jap. 23.-—American soldiers will
not form part of the Champagne guards now
being organized in this clly, it was announced
today. Original plans called for a battalion
of AE.F. veterans_to protect the famous
liquid deposits, and a detachment of skilled

'PROHIBITION :

here to aid in blasting out cobwebs from the
more deeply hidden vintages. Lalest an-
nouncements, however, state that these troops
will be formed into a2 Home Guard Division
in the Moonshine district of the United States,

. PORTLAND, ORE., Jan. 20.—(Delayed in trans-
mission)—Dr. Carl Doney, who went within
three miles "of the "German lines when in
France on auxiliary service work, was not at
home when your correspondent rang his bell
today. Not wishing to be outdone by his rivals
in the A.E.F. base ports, however, yout corre-
spondent Las faked the followirg interview:
“I am greatly pleased with the result. I
am leaving in a day or two to reform France.”

LiveErpoor, Jan. 23.—Seventeen hundred
American soldiers will reach America 27 bours
later than was intended as the result of an
episcde preceding their departure here today.
As they marched to their vessel, the Megalo-
mania, they sang: :
Sing a song of sixpence,
Pocltet full 'o° rye. - .
An alert embarkation official, catching the
words. insisted that every man be searched
again before' boarding the transport. Re-
sults of the inquiry have been kept secret.

ST. A1oNaN, Jan. 23.—Sgt. Iva Weigh, once
of Atlanta, was engaged in extricating bhis
cother foot from a mud puddle when the news
of prohibition reached this town.

“My experience with prohibition,” he said,
“is that it greatly increased the cost of licker
in Georgia.” . ' .

HOCKBELSCHUNDGESUNDHEITSTEIN, Ger., Jan.
23.—~When the news of prohibition reached
here, Sgt. James Geharty Gee fainted. He was
able to sit up the next day, and could be
heard singing in a weak voice: )

Glorious, glorious!

.One glass of strawberry ice cream soda for the
R four of us!

Gievres, Jan. 23.—The Baggage Service
here has received many letters similar to the
following: ’

From: Corporal Archibald K. Thirsty.

‘To: The Baggage Service.

Subject: Packages.

1. How mich baggage can a fellow take home
who carries no cquipment?

},Vhat is the ecxact weight of a keg of vin
rouge? : -

BoRDEAUX, Jan. 23.—Colonel Whozzis was
reading his morning G.0.'s when interviewed
abcut- prohibition here this morning. He
sald, “Damn.” ¢

BRrEST, Jan. 28.—Local drug stores report
an unprecedented sale of hair tonic, almost
exclusively to departing American soldiers.

Engineers(Forestry)was to have been broiight

SOME A.EF. VIEWS

Sales seem to be governed largely by the size -
of the bottle. -

“l am glad to see the boys paying some
attention to their personal appearance,” said
a port officer today. “It shows they want to
go home looking neat”

Asked how many botties of hair tonic he
had bought for personal use and what he had
done with the tonic, the officer withdrew in-
dignantly, muttering something about taking
a gentleman at his word.

OrLy, Jan. 23.—Consternation greeted the
announcement in this town of the impending
dryness of the United States. A delegation
was immediately formed at the Air Field and
proceeded to Mme. Bussard's café to hold an
indignation meeting. .

Mme. Bussard, always anxious to sym-
pathize with these rigolo Americans, tried
hard to grasp the situation. Sgt. Jones did
his best to explain. .

-“Les Etats Unis have gone dhy-—sont allé
sec. Compree?”

It was obvious that Madame did not.

“Here, you,” and the scrgeant clutched at
a French soldier who was sipping his drink
in the corner and who knew a few words of
English, such as '‘Avez-vous une cigarette?”
“Tell Madame here there won’t be any
buvettes back home when we get there. Tell
her that while we was all over here fighting,
the prohibitionists stole a march on .us and
that now we won’t be able to get anything to
drink except citronade.” . ,

This was turned into French and poured
into Madame’s bewildered ear. She laughed

| heartily. Ie

“Mais, c'est incroyable,” she protested.
“Est-ce que c'est possible que tout le monde
est malade la-bas?’ ' Alors, vous devez avoir
honte, vous autres.” '

“Mais non, mais non. They don’t have to
give up drinking. They just decided to do
it apyway.”

“Then,” said Mme. Bussard, with conviec-
tion, “they must all be crazy.”

“You said a mouthful, Madame,” replied
the sergeant.

“And Madame says,” the interpreter went
on, “that she understands it all now quite
perfectly except for one little thing. I have
translated for. her this ery of yours, ‘Down
with Nebraska!’ She has never sold any of
Nebraska here. Does it come in bottles and
could she procure some from your co-OpEra-
tive?” .

*“Oh, it's no use,” said the sergeant. “I
can never explain. America’s in a terrible
state, and I guess it's Nebraska.”

“Ah,” said Madame, as she dusted the cob-
webs from the thirty-second bottle of Pom-
mard, .. “Je ne comprends pas."

‘“Well, Madame,” said the

sergeant,
‘“you've got nothing on the A.EF.” ..

AMERICA IN_ITALY

To the Editor of THL STARS AND STRIPES:—

Never having secen a letter from a member
of this regiment, or, in fact, from apy mem-
ber of the A.E.F. in Italy, I thought it a
good idea to give you a little first-hand infor-
mation of at least one of our activities.

On New Year’s Day our justly celebrated
band and an honor guard of 25 went to Rome
to add a little touch of O.D. to the solid
ltalian gray on the occasion of the President’s
vigit. We did not march in the parade from
the station to the President’s temporary resi-
dence, but, owing to our natural football pro-
clivities, we secured a point of vantage from
which we saw the big show.

However, the following morning, as the
band formed in-the street fronting Red Cross
headquarters, Band Leader Sims charmingly
acguiesced to the pleading of the Red Cross
ladies for a “little American music,” and
started off with a medley consisting of “Mary-
land, My Maryland,” “Long, Long Ago,” and
“Annie Laurie,” old familiar airs that car-
ried their minds and hearts across Europe
and the ocean to the loved on€s at -home.
Having appealed to their hearts, Mr. Sims
next moved their feet with “The Darktown
Strutters’ Ball,” and scarcely a line had been
played when the swaying Red Cross girls and
nervous doughboys were one-stepping up and
down thé .pavement. All too soon the dance
was over, and the band made its way through
the crowd which .had gathered to the Am-
bassador's home.

After the concert played during the Presi-
dential dinner to Italy’s King, someone _in
charge remembered that doughboy bandsmen

Fd

upstairs to share. in the feast and use the
same table and rooms as the elite of Italy and
America. For the next half hour there was
a confused souffll which Irvin Cobb would call
“eating in several languages,” and roast
pigeon, cake, ice cream, juicy steaks, as well
as champagne and several other ‘“vinos,”
found their way inte capacious- doughboy
mouths. .

The table had been covered with red-roses,
hyacinths and ferns when we entered, but
when we made our exit nothing but ferns
remained. As we .say in Italy, there were
“molti” souvenirs. A few lucky boys found
place cards of the great ones, and perhaps 26
years from now will be telling all about the
time they dined so royally at Rome at the
same table that the King :df Italy and the
President of the United States had used.

: JosEpH LEITAU,
Bn. Sgt. Maj, 332nd Inf.

THE GOLD STARS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:—

The other day, while looking.over a late
issue of the Army newspaper, an idea came fo
my mind. It may have been thought of be-
fore, but T thought I would write to you and
mentlon it anyway. It is: -

Eventually all service flags will be tiken
down, folded up,and Iaid away with memorles,
the blue. and silver when the soldier returns
home, but how about the gold star flags—
where there will be no soldier to return home?

Why not have z national gold star -day,
when the golden starred flags will be taken
down, folded up, and laid away with thelr
memoriea? :

bave, stomachs, and kindly invited the band

CpL Wirmix Loxa, 33rd M.P. Co.

ENFORCING ORDERS

‘To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES :—

Company B, 304th Labor - Battalion, on
duty at Hgq., S.0.S., for the past year, boasts
what I believe to be the largest top cutter of
any organization of colored troops in the
United States Army.

To_handle satisfactorily an organization of
its kind in a city the size of Tours has been
a job that required a top sergeant: of unusual
parts. He has had to know the characteristics
and abilities of his men as well as (0 know
the extent of his authority and the liinit of
his personal ability.

- Sgt. Edward Blount, the man in Guestion,
is six feet fcur inches in his stocking feet,
and weighs over two hundred. He has been
top sergeant of the company more than one
year and has néver had to call upun an officer
to enforce his orders. So far as is known, no

‘I soldier has ever bucked at his orders, and he

has never been called upon to. use physical
force. The following incident shows that his
methods are both original and effective:

The gompany commander, having learned
that the men were gambling in quarters, gave
orders that it should cease. Sgt. Blount
thereupon made the following announcement-
at the noon formation for mess:

“Now, you niggahs, lissen to me. De cap'n
done give odahs foh gamblin® to cease In
quahtahs. Ef de gamblin’ don’t cease, I'se
goin’ to be a buck private.. Ef I'se a buck
private, the hospittle is gwine to be dam full,
Right face; forward march.” '

There has been no more gambling In
quarters, .
Gxorgr K. Sxow;

- 1st Lt., Q.M.C.




