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FIJI DAY, FEBRUARY 28, 1919

THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS
Why is it tint the matchless cathedrals

of France, built hundreds of years ago,
still stand to receive the hushed and won-
dering Yankee pilgrims, shaming by their
strength and stalely beauty the weaker
and more tawdry structures of our own day
and generation? Is it because the care and
toil and love, not of a few years but! of
centuries, went into their building?

The men who laid the first stones of the
shell-torn marvel at Reims, the hilltop
cathedral at Bourges, the imperishable
Notre Dame at Paris did not live to see
those temples, completed, knew that it would
never be their lot to see them completed.
Preposterously idealistic and impractical,
they worked with their eves on the future.

» Their work was good because it was not
done for themselves. They huilded for the
Lord.

Now. before the peoples of the world,
are laid the arch Meets? plans for a great
mansion, and soon work will begin on the
foundations, if, indifferent to the needs of
future generations, the builders plan it only
for the convenience and short-sighted com-
fort of their own immediate occupancy,
that mansion will not be good lo look upon,
nor will it withstand the tempests of the
wailing centuries. Hut it will still he
standing, beautiful, strong, spacious, a
thousand years from now, if those who lay
its foundations today build it?for the Lord
?for posterity.

CHATEAU-THIERRY
Already Ameri; an feet turn toward

Chateau-Thierry. Already the haltered city
on the Marne is become a shrine for pil-
grims.. It is all smiles these days amid the
new prosperity these visitors bring. Guides
lead the way through the memory-crowded
streets, and in the windows, through which
less than a year ago machine guns spat
their tire, souvenirs arc on sale.

It. seems probable that Ghatean-Thierry
will always he the great American shrine in
Europe?the Gettysburg of the A.F.F. It,
is a curious and yet altogether natural thing
that this should be so. and the reason lies
somewhat deeper than the mere fact that
(,'hateau-Thierrv is nearest to I?aris of all
our memorv-towns.

It. is true that only a few hundred Ameri-
cans ever fought in its streets and, though
there is associated with it all the lighting
that the spring and summer saw between
.Sois.-ons and Kcims. it, is true that our
greatest elVort. our most unstinted suffer-
ing. our most, grievous losses, were spent on
fpiite another and a later battlefield.

Hu! (.'hateau-Tliierry is more tlum ;i hat-
tlelieM. It. is ii symbol. Uis a symbol of
Hint, drauiaiie moment, in tlie history of
mankind when?-recognizing Europe's great
emergency, scrapping all her careful sched-
ules of training ami equipment, and reiving
on the grit ami ardor of her youth Amer-
ica rushed into the light. The old Marne
town means that to those who love America.
That is why, for Americans, all paths in
France load to Chateau-Thierrv.

OUR CONTEMPORARIES
If our old friend h?ohinson Crusoe had

lived and been .-hipwrivked in this day of
wood pulp ami public opinion, his chron-
icler would probably have had an entirely
different tale io tell. The. first thing Rob-
inson would ? have done after discovering
footprint- on his supposedly private island
would undoubtedly have been to dash hack
to his goat-skin domicile and start a news-
paper, thus heating Friday to it and pro-
viding something to road in his idle time.

Put a few Americans, soldiers or other-
wise, most any place in the world and three
things are almost certain to result in a
reasonably short space of time: a theatrical
performance, a wave of popular demand to
move elsewhere, and a newspaper.

Camp, trench ami billet papers have been
appearing in France ever since the first
trickling.- of 0.11. readied this hemisphere.
The war was a set ere am! disheartening
handicap io many editors in months by-
gone, but since the sword has been sheathed
the pen is coming into it.- own. Unit pub-
lications are appearing from the Rhine to
the Pyrenees.

They can?t all lie enumerated bore. But
the Tars and 'Trines, the Bars and Tripes
and the Cigars and Snipes are, at least flat-
tering. All we have to say to the wholebunch is :

Welcome, brothers!

THE ABSENTEES
The lucky Americans were those whosetraining in civilian life tilted them for serv-

ice when the war call-came. They did not
have to face the dismaying and sometimes
impossible task of learning all over again.
It was their rich privilege to have something
besides muscle that the country wanted.
Of such were the doctors and nurses. Of
such were the actors.

The A.E.F. was still young when the
appeal went back across the Atlantic for
showfolk to entertain us?an appeal that
still stands, for the response to it novel 1 met
the demand.

The difficulties which beset the fairly
\u25a0 willing players were many. Bed tape by
the mile, passport piddling, enraging de-
lays of months and' months?all these things
clogged the machinery pf good will. That
they were not insuperable* however, is evi-
denced by the fact.fhat more than 700 play-
ers are here now-. Some..of them-came at
great' personal sacrifice, most of them are
thoroughly familiar now with the.discom-
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The Army?s Poets
WHEN SAMBO GETS BACK TO

DIXIE
Hon jonah don.*, Lizah June!
How?s you-all dis yerc aiijourd'hui!
I?sc boon to Fruwnce *n? buck agin,
*N? yon shore'll soon comprco
Dis yore Frawnsoy lingerie.
Aw, oui, maw chorie-cc,
I d;in sec you aho? compree!
Volla, a joli kiss ?

Jus' Inkk din?
Coram e saw. mah Dixie belle!
Vou'aH's bcttcr?n any Frawusay

mademoiselle 1
Francis W. Ewing.

Pvt., Co. A, 309th Field Sig. Bn

LIBERATION
I mot him on the city street;
Ilis brow was sad. his mournful eyes

Sorrowed for some longed-for light;
Across his face deep shadows crept,
As if within his soul there slept

Celestial dreams, condemned to night

f found him then on Freedom's lino;
The shade had flown, and gleamed his eye.

As if his dreams had loosed their bond;
The soul that sped in martyr flight.
Had found its longed-for glory-light?

Amid the unknown realms, beyond.
Fra Ouido,

.A SOLDIER?S GARDEN OF VERSES
The world is so full of a number of Huns
I?m sure we should all take good care of our guns.

Oh. a tent is a wonderful place
When the smoke blows all about

And (ho rain comes down in little drops
And puts the fire outl

*. * \u2666

The pnn beneath our billet floor
Has two pig« in it, maybe more:
We?ve never seen them, but wc know
That that's where all the leavings go.

* * *

The gout?ii a pleasant nnimul.
Who eats most anything at all;
He steals the cookies and the string
And always smells like everything.

I'm glad T do not like to fight.
It's nasty to shed blood

And march nil night without a light,
Especially if there's mud.

? * *

It's very wrong to bo about
1 At 9 o'clock when sergeant looks

To see whose blankets are net out
And finds someone to help the cooks.

? * *

Tn drill time it is very nice
To whip the cream and chop the ice.
To fetch tho water and the wood.
And help the cooks prepare the food.

110th Ammunition Train.

DAYBREAK IN A BILLET
Tt is a frosty morning, cold and damp;

No sound disturbs the calm tranquility.
The light that lives is but nn ancient lamp.

That guides the oxen ere they step on thee?

Hut bark I the mighty bugler is awake,
,

And does with his infernal weapon make
A crashing sound like thunder.

Doughboy, if thou remainst unmoved by anch a
noise.

Tomorrow's sun will find thee out-ofluek;
So, upt thou brave, and with thy guns and toys

Oo forth and start to earn another buck.
Howard A. Hertv,

Hegtl. Sgl. Maj . ?inf,

THE SHOULDER-PADS
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Insignia arc blooming on left shoulders of the
A.E.r. with tho rapidity of dogwood blossoms in the
homeland forests or tho field anemone of the early
spring dnya. .When they first appeared it was ex-
plained officially that they were intended to serve a
threefold purpose; (1) to prevent men from straying
innocently into unknown and dangerous places, or

from getting lost from their own outfits; (2) to pro*
mote esprit de corps among these organizations of
the A.E.F., and (.*1) to promote discipline.

BIG 'BOY
"Hig Hoy" for them was good enough.

Hut not for me to call him so.
(Not that lie didn?t have the stuff,

I 'lowed him fiiat. I?d have you know)
Hut liter's this?throughout the corps.

He was the best, exceptin' me.
For I stood six feet four or more

While he was only six feet three.

One night when Frit/.. a-shollin' high.
In dugoutß had us all at hay,

A wounded pul crept in to die,
Yet told ur where another lay;

And, while wo lost good time to think,
OF Jim went out. hut not to stay

Ileyond that dark and final brink
That hovers never far away.

Today, however, and every day since the cessa-
tion of hostilities, there is an apparent change in
insignia dt.signa and purposes. Certainly there, is
an apparent change of fueling on the part of those
who are ordered to wear those insignia, and this feel-
ing is one of discontent and dissatisfaction on the
part of those who are told to ?pul them on.?

Would it not be another addition to the morale-
building structure The Stars and Stripes has erected
in the A.E.F. if you would toll the thousand
officers and men why they must strip off their former
mark and replace it with a now and si range-meaning
design, when, after the war is ended, they are trans-
ferred from their old outfits, with which they served
in the'line, and assigned to duty in some headquar-
ters of a non-combatant organization?one that never
saw service at the front nor did duly outside of a
city 1

They say that Heaven?s over there
For every soldier staunch and true?

?f.'auee hell itsclf?s more light to bear
Than this old life of mud and slew*:

So when rny time arrives to go,
I?ve got a little debt to pay?

For when ol* Jim allows up I know
?Hello, Big Hoy.? is what I*ll say.

X. O. Pefers.
Sgt. San. Tr., iGGrli Inf.

THE GAS SHELL ON THE GRAVE
My mesMige was in code
Because we hud an excellent listening-in system
On (lie borlic wires in that part of the line;
And where we used the signal 'phono
We acted on the hypothesis
That th- poor old squarehead had an equally good
Electrical eavesdropper on what wc said
(Though, of course, he hadn't).

Hundreds of officers and men. wounded and dis-
charged from hospitals, snatched from their old
friends and units because they have special qualifi-
cations for administrative' work elsewhere, or who
have by some unsought order been assigned to duty
outside their divisions, have found themselves as-
signed to new fields of endeavor. Now, when these
men report, they must discard the only symbol they
have of old association and days spent ut tbc front
with the old crowd and pin on a new and unmeaii?
ing. though very beautiful insignia of the new unit.
It tears the heart to strip off that old*tag. It hurts

I had carefully o-imnc-wited
About half of the topsy-turvy letters ?

A aided message looks like a youngster's, say, a
Belgian youngster's.

Neatly stacked alphabetical blocks
After a band grenade has been tossed at them?
I hud spilled about half this hasheesh of letters
To Graham. our artillery liaison officer at the ether

did.
When his voice?or was it his??halted mo!
?That last letter?was it D f O for Danger?'' the

the pride?vanity, if you chooei?to pin on another,
and is a particularly disagreeable (ask when you
know the new insignia marks you as a non-combatant
or implies that you have never soon service ut the
front.voice asked.

?No. no.? I replied, on the mental qui vivc, now,
?B?H for beer ?Muenchner beer!"
?Ach ?ah. yes!*' came the answer, ?Muenchner

beer, exactly!
?Pretty scarce in the .States, now. oh??
?It was. when I left." T said, and then hurried on:
?Say. Gihliuin, wouldn't it ho funny
If you were really » boche artillery officer
Instead of being Graham?
Gosh, it would be odd! And pertinent, too.
Because you?d he the very man I want to talk with?
If you were actually a hoclio artillery officer
(Though, of course, you aren't)!*?

AVo who have been compelled to do this ask if
any of those commendable uses the insignia was
originally intended to servo are being served by this
now order of tilings. I shall always regret the day 1
was ordered to leave the outfit for special duty with
a headquarters in the rear 1 hcc.ry the day when
I was ordered to remove the only vestige left of old
friends, of tho old company with which I served
from the time it wan uniformed until it fired tho
last shot in the war, and place in its stead a two-by-
two piece of embroidery that mount nothing unless
ornamentality.

"Let me toll you about it. ?or. Graham.
A?l.ilc I whs up in tho lino behind *Kloodic?s* poai-

tion?
You remember? The place whore the boche
Shoo-ed over a (lock of gas shells before the raid-
Well, while I was there today, X~ come upon a poiln?s

A CLASS ?A? COMBATANT,

gr«v«.
With a litlli* duckboard fence around it.
And a wooden cross with iho disc of tricolors and?-

flowers,
Oh. a riot of colorful flowers!
They hadn?t been trimmed lately, or oared for,
Huc they didn't seem to need care, 'cause (hoy were

bravo blossoms?
As brave ns the soil from which that poilu once

HIS OLD STANDBY
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?
» Here?s something I want to get off my chest I
Two years ago this coming .Tunc. I abandoned n
splendid career ns a boo/e comedian and enlisted in
the Army. One of the very first things they gave
mo was a pack carrier. It?s the harness in which
a soldier rolls up his blankets, extra underwear,.dean
towel (7;. etc., and drupes on his back when ho
moves from place to place.

sprang.
And in which he now* sleeps ....

I"tin don?t let me get gushy, Graham 1
The strange thing was that u gas shell, one of your?-
! mean a hochn gas shell had plumped itself
High: down on that grave, nose greedily buried in

the flowers
And tail resting on the edge of the little fence.
It wan the most animated, determined-looking shell
I?ve ever seen. It had a real, beetle-browed, schreck-

lichkeit attitude.
Resting at that angle; us if at any minute it intended
To go right through to China, and by competition

When it's loaded on the inside and your extra
shoes, overcoat, rain coat and gas mask, reserve
rations, etc., are tied all over the outside, it weighs
about 85 pounds and is known as a full pack. It
causes more grief, cusbiu?, and sore feet than any
other thing in the Army, but after an all-day hike
I?m compelled to admit that the old shelter half
and blankets come in real handy at night.

Well, I've dragged this darn thing from Camp
Kearney, California, across the American continent,
over the Atlantic ocean, through England, and all
over the battle front of France. It?s been with mo
day and night; in box cars (<lO homines 8 chcvaux),
and on foot. And any day at the end of an eight or
tendiour hike I'd freely bet my last franc that it
weighed a ton. I'vo scrubbed it for inspections until
it's nearly white, it's been my one constant com-
panion, and I've sort of grown fond of the thing.

When wq arc mustered out, I understand they- are
going to tako it away from us, and that is where
I ask your help. I want it, the whole works, .com-
plete, and also a good, new uniform, to havo and to
keep as personal stuff. If the government will not
make mo a present of it. please try and fix It so
that 1 will be ablo to buy it.

ALFRED B. MCCARTHY,
. Sgt? Co. A. 115th Ecgrs.

alone, '
Put the Pekin Gas & Electricity Co. out of business.
Rut like so much Teuton schrecklichkoit stuff,

Graham,
It wa« a dud?it didn't go off*
And what 1 wanted to toll the bochc artillery officer

was
That cither his register was rotten ?

The shell was nowhere near a trench?
Or that his kanonen Pritzes were pretty sorry sports-

men,'
Aiming a gas \u25a0hell at a flower bed, like thatl
?Cause yon know how gas would have withered those

flowers, Graham,
And the poilu being quite dead these many months,
Why, in the name of all sportsmanship,
Kill tho blossoms which a dumb but sensato France
Had made into an aromatic monumentI
As that stinking gas shell would have killed them,
'.Though, of course, it didn't).**

"Striking case?very striking," e&mc the voice at
the other end,

"But go on with tho message, please.**
And I might have,
(Though, of course, I didn't).

Arthur McEoogh,
2nd Lieut., Inf.

HEADLINES OF A YEAR AGO
From TISIO STABS AND STB IPHS Ol-

Mnreh 1, If)IS

??TJX SOI.DIKKS? J'HOVK JIEmE IX
FIRST itAlDS?Fernys on Chemin

«U»k Damon Give Men Cjliimce
?Croix ilo Guerre for Two?'Wild Irlhh
Exceed Objective mid Bomp Through
Gemini! Trenches 750 Meter*?Live Sou-venirs for Colonel?Surprise Visit Across
Line Without Preparatory Barrage Net*15 Hoehc Prisoner*.

YANKEES LHAftN DIG GA3II? HUNT
IN MVIS Si^'TOH?Fuiiioiih Froiioli lint-
talioii Welcome* Trooim to tlie Cliemin
den DamcK.

BOCIIK (iI'XXEKS LEND ZEST TO
HOLIDAY NIGHT Star Shell/*
Way for Washington'* Birthday Party
Guests?Gunners Race Into Lines?-Jour-
iie3' Tlirough Modern Pompeii Lend/*
Squarely Acrosis llixlPa Eye for Hun Tnr-
gc:l?Four Nations Drink Toast?French-
man, Italian and Briton Join in Honoring
Memory of Republic's Father.

IUSSIA\ I'FACE PUTS NO DAMPISH
O.N IIOMIS SPlßlT?Attitude in One of
ISarnoMt Sympathy for n Blindly Strug-
gling People.

forts of our existence, many of them aresolid for life in the hearts of voung
America.

It is in honor of these 700 that it is worth
recording with what singular unanimity
the big stars stayed away. With a few ex-
ceptions, the ones who could best have
afforded to come, those great favorites of
the theater whose names are printed largestand whose pockets are stuffed fullest, failed
to answer the call. Name over the 30 or
30 best known men and women of the
American stage and see how many of them
came. One or two, perhaps. No more.
The luxury-loving, overpaid, overpraised
crowd, the spoiled children of America?-
they are strangers to the A.E.F.

Probably all will be forgiven. Or rather
forgotten. Probably there will be no great
reckoning. And yet?and yet some of us
can?t help hoping that some fine night, at
the first performance of an all-star produc-
tion on Broadway, the greatest applause,
the reception that will fairly stop the show,
will be accorded not to one of the adver-1lised stars but to some little soubretic, be-
cause there will be some soldiers out front
who will remember that once upon a time
she was one of them in France.

THE ROUND TRIP
?We expect not only to maintain the

present average, but gradually to better it
until the middle of spring, when we look
for a substantial increase in shipping.?

That is General Harbord?s answer to the
A.E.l'.?s universal question: ?When are
we going home??

This week connss the s]>ccific announce-
ment that the divisions of the A.K.P. will
go home iu the order of their arrival, and
the forecast of sailings for the months to
come.

The G.H.Q. statement hears out General
Hat-honk's prophecy that the boost will come
about the middle of spring. *

All right. Ijook back a year. What was
happening in Way, 11)18? The big. boost
came in the middle of spring that vear, too.
The G.-in-C. had told the Allied High Com-
mand. ?All that we have is yours?; Amer-
ican troops were soon to he rushed io the
Marne front and help put Chateau-Thierry
on America?s war map; the main Allied line
of lateral communication in the north was
under lire; the: German menace hung over
i?aris. And the transports got into the war
as they have never got into it before. Amer-
icans came to France at the rate of IJOO.OOO
a month, and men who did not land in
France until early in dune took part in the
counter-offensive below Soissons on July 18.

When the noon rush starts this year,
when the A.l?i.F. begins to hand in the
second half of the round-trip tickets, which
some of its members have been holding on
to for over ?1 months, it will not, praise
God, he for the same reason.

OUTLAWS
Within a week two creatures, in a class

with the men who starve little children,
kick dogs and light, with brass knuckles?-
barbaric, exponents of the theory that might
makes righi--slmi down innocent, unseliish
men. Young Emile (,?otlin, intelligent,
chaste and a professional anarchist, is now
awaiting trial for an attempt on the life of
Georges Clemenceau. Young Count von
Area-Valley, student,, aristocrat, and leader
of (he ifoyalisfs in Havana, paid with his
life for Ihe murder of Kurt, Eisner, the
new llepnldie s idealist-loader, and plunged
Munich into civil war.

Holh assassins wore ardent, decokes to a
cause. Their political theories were oppo-
site. Their methods were identical?and
identieallv futile.

While the best minds of the age arc
struggling to bury persona! ami national
prejudice and erect out of the blackened
remains of the world?s greatest, wholesale
murder a structure that, shall mean eternal
justice, a shield for the weak, a curb to
the strong, to establish right as might?s
master?these two outlaws of civilization
shoot from behind with plain murder in
their diseased minds and home-made, haloes
ready for adjustment.

Out, of the heart-breaking horror of these
two stupid deeds comes one ray of satisfac-
tion. Anarchy ami Autocracy have two
more nails in their eollins.

WHEN WE GO BACK
It seems that a transport-load of return-

ing Yanks, who landed in New York not
so long ago, had it all fixed up to cheer the
Statue of Liberty the moment that lovely
lady appeared to them through the mist.
With characteristic American thoroughness,
they had appointed a cheer leader, re-
hearsed their yells, and were all out on deck
ready to blow Bedloe?s Island clear out of
the water with the vociferonsness of their
greeting.

"Mm." ns it is reported in n buck homo
paiior, "when the leader opened !iis mouth
there was something in the wav that slopped
the sound. There was something in his
eves that misted his view. There was no
noise behind him. He looked around, and
the trouble was epidemic. Soundless tears,
such as thinking men sited, were mastering
the cheers.?

It will be that way, more or less, with
most of tiie things that most of our number
hope to do when they got home. That trip
to the Coast, that three months? loaf, that
job at an incredible salary and incredibly
short hours, even that girl?all plans for
them will undergo some sort of a change.
The pleasant pastime of building air castles
in France or Germany is not without its
uses as an exercise of the imagination; but
the transportation of those air castles, like
moving Cologne Cathedral to Milwaukee,
is .something else again.

fit' course, some of the dreams, some of
the plans will come true. It would be fine
if al! the good ones should conic true. Bui
.somewhere between Brest and Boston, Bor-
deaux and Baltimore, St. Nazaire and St.
Paul, the majority of them are pretty sure
to ??suiter a sea change.? And we need not
bo disappointed if they do, for we shall be
bade in the United States, the land of op-
portunity, in which the best and the big-
gest dreams have been known to come true
for those who added the labor of head and i
baud to the aspiration of the heart. i

THE FIRST TO GO HOME

REMEMBERED AT HOME
To the. Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES;?

On Memorial Day, May 30, 1918, the McLaughlin
AV.R.C. No. 26, G.A.R., of Mansfield, Ohio, held serv-
ices for the American Coys who sleep on foreign
soil, and in the cemetery where the G.A.R. graves
are decorated they assembled a mound of roses. At
each corner was the Stars and Stripes and at fhc
head was a cross marked; ?Our Boys Over There.?

Every Memorial Day in the future this spot will
mark the love and remembrance of the American
mothers for those boys who sleep on foreign soil.

Our only son, Sgt. John D. Gray, idCtli Infantry,
is now in the hospital, wounded and gassed in the
Argomic in September. His father was one of
Sheridan's hoys in '6l. a*ml is still living.

MRS. ANEVA GUAY,

YET HOW ACCURATE!
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

To settle an argument on what tho meaning of
tho word ?casual" was, I looked it up in ?The
Concise Oxford Dictionary.'? It read:

Casual: Accidental, irregular, undesigned, unmeth-
odical. careless; laborer who works when the chance
comes; poor who sometimes need poor relief; ward
for relief in workhouse.

Now. isn't that a fine pedigree for a self-respecting
doughboy to have hooked to his name? I suggest
a change, ?toot sweet.''

W. C. SIMON,
Casual Einb. Camp No. 1,

St. Nazairo, France.

THE GANG
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Inasmuch ns most of us men will soon be return-
ing to civil life the idea came to mo that the men
of each company or battalion would like very much
to have a list of the names and home addresses of
the men in their organizations. I collected the
names and addresses of the men in my company
(with the help of my buddies) and had a booklet
printed.

Every man wqa delighted to buy one, and the
lot was sold in ten or fifteen minutes.

The result of- our trial inado us think that every
company should print one, so I suggest that our
paper give some of the other outfits fhe tip.

DAVID 11. MINER,
Cp]? Engrs.

Knotty Ash, Liverpool.

SPURS OR SPUDS?
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Will you kindly inform me through your esteemed
paper whether or not Congress has ever passed a
bill authorizing cooks to wear spurs t As I ap-
proached the roar door of a kitchen at Limey to
bum a dinner I saw a cook wearing u pair of bright,
nickel spurs. lu answer to my "Where do you get
that way?" ho said ho had to have them, to ride
tho K.P.?s. " I can find nothing in the I.D.R. in re-
gard (o this.

ASXIOUS ANXABELLE.
[lf you have searched in the it would be

an act of supererogation for us to look any further
on our own account. But have you tried "One
Thousand Simple Recipes" 7 It might be in'that.
?Editor.] *

A 2ND LOOEY SPEAKS
To Hie Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Now, ti word for the most picked-on, kidded,
lanked-over .ind helpless victim of buck-passing in
the A.E.P,?the second lieutenant.

Them?s harsh words, I'll admit, but even if they
don?t rhyme there may ho a little truth in prose as
well as in poetry. The writer is stationed in a port
in which, tho papers say, the Y.M.C.A. conducts
over 80 entertainments ?minstrel!:, vaudeville, etc.
?daily, and when he has had the opportunity to at-
tend an occasional entertainment he has invariably
had the exquisite pleasure of hearing at every ©no
of these some threadbare joke pulled of at the ex-
pense of the helpless "second looeys," as wc are
familiarly called. And the tendency although sea-
soned with a goodly portion of well meaning, is to
hold this particular member of the commissioned
personnel of the American Army in a position of

ridicule, reflecting considerable disrespect upon his
status as an officer.

I speak as a soldier who has seen service in the
Army nil the way from a Imek to u second lieutenant,
and who, during* this military evolution, has worn
throe branch colors of lint cords *l>cf«re being com*
missioned. And with everybody in llio A.E.F., in-
cluding top sergeants and ham fatters, continuously
trying to explode all the regulations and traditions
of tho service by using our status and rank as a joke
beforo the screen of ridicule, I sometimes wonder
why we were ever required, in the old school, to
respect our superior odivers. Certainly, the pride,
glory and honor of being called a ?shave" is an-
other incentive to the enlisted man to become famous.
First sergeants (except mine) arc gelling away with
that of late, and I am in dread of the day when the
M.P. on the corner hails me with a ?Mornin*,
shave.' 1

Wo don't expect General Pershing to come within
a hemisphere of us when ho ?promotes to till vacan-
cies in tho A.E.F./' but we would request (hat-the
poor, hard-working second, lieutenant be spared from
being tho subject of jokes and ridicule a::d left to
bear bis crown alone.

ONE OF 'KM.

THE GIRLS AT TRIER
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES;I?

arc willing to bet any odds that the greater
part of the A.E.F. hud forgotten all about Valen-
tine's Day until Baldridge?s portrait of an Ameri-
can girl with* verse below appeared in The Stars and
Stripes.

But there is one spot in the Army of Occupation
where the day that girls look forward to was not
forgotten, and that was Trier. At the Bahnhof there
is a Red Cross canteen that is run by girls who give
the station an American atmosphere throughout.

Forget the German signs and you can easily imagine
yourself in Akron. Ohio,'or Indianapolis, Tnd.

On Friday night the large wailing room that ia
used for a canteen was decorated with hearts and
curled paper lanterns. But the' finest, treat of all
was tho delicious, heart-shaped cookies?they just
molted in one?s-mouth.

And if wo hud to hand out U.S.C.?s or D.S.M.?s,
wo would ei'-o ono or both to each of 11 link group
of Red Cross canteen workers who nltcnd regularly
Ike dances for enlisted men every Wednesday even-
ing at the A.R.C. Enlisted Men?s Club in Trier.

Usually thoro nre about a dozen heroic girls and
nearly a thousand romping doughboys. A space
about ten feet wide and the entire length of the
floor is roped off. To jar,?, furnished by any of the
bands stationed around here the girls dar.ee with
the lucky fellows, and every two minutes change
partners at the signal of a ?looey" with a whistle.
And so the dance goes merrily on for two'hours with
hardly a rest for the girls. They come closer to
solving the problem of perpetual motion than any
wo have scon in a long time.

As these girls.serve at the A.R.C. cafeteria, is it
any wonder that, on the morning after, an innocent
permissiounniro, who probably never saw the dance,
gets coffee poured on his oatmeal instead of milkt

J. O.

FRILLS
To tho Editor of THE STARS AXD STRIFES:?

I have seen many officers wearing miniature divi-
sional insignia on their capt-. la this authorized by
the uniform regulations?

STARTLED SOLDIER.

[There is no authority for such frilla.- The In-
spector-General will get them if they don?t watch
out. He will also got all the trick sergeanta who
have been wearing miniature chevrons on their over-
senses.?Editor.] ?\u25a0
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