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IN BEING
The three-day caucus which closed Mon-

day in Paris marks the inception, so far as
the A.H.F. is concerned, of the first au-
thentic. all-embracing association of land
and sea veterans that has come out of
America's participation in the war.

A score of organizations, in France and
in America, have already made localized,
misdirected or otherwise, unfortunate at-
tempts at a similar coalition of America?s
fighting men?a term which honorably in-
cludes those American soldiers who did not
get to France, but who, as the great reserve,
were clearly before the minds of the Ger-
man armistice delegates.

These other attempts have failed, in every
instance, either because they did not have
their roots in, or gain their initial impulse
from, the whole American Army.

The impetus that has already established
the new association on the road to actual
organization has come directly from the
Army, and .the whole Army. More than
that, it has come spontaneously. It is
something for which no one person, or group
of persons, can in all honesty claim indi-
vidual credit.

There had to be a veterans? association as
surely as there had to be victory. That it
actually started at a representative meeting
of members of the A.E.P. in Paris on
March 1(>, 1919, is simply to single out the
peg on which history will hang it. It might
have been done somewhere else at some
other time. But the happy fact is that it
has been done, that it, has started, and that
every man in the A.K.F. is a member of it
unless?which privilege he freely owns?-
he chooses not to be

STILL BACKING US
The loyalty to the Yank of his folks back

home didn't blow up with a bop like a
busted tire the minute the armistice was
signed. From all signs and tokens, the
haeking-up process is still going on with
might and main.

Here is an extract from a letter, written
from a semi-rural community that might
be anywhere in the States, but just happens
to be Xew England, to prove it.

We had a great time here getting into the Sol-
diers? and Sailors' benefit carnival. They made
about $6,000 last Fourth of July and wanted to
make it SIO,OOO before the division came home.
The ticket plan was really a letter scheme, of
which nobody approved*, but somehow?, those
tickets went.

1 had to push them, and when t said 1 heartily
disapproved of it. and I wondered my revered
father didn?t turn over in his grave, and that he
always made his little boys give back their
marbles, etc., a good, staunch Congregationalist
wife of a deacon who is principal of the illank
Street School piped up. "Well, times have
changed} It's for the boys! I?ll take six!? And
at $1 per. they began to go.

After that, we made the D.A.R. get a move on.
seemed the hall, advertised the party wildly,
staged a food sale along with the entertainment,
and the whole thing was a howling success. We
went well over the $4,000 we needed. Now. If
some of the boys need to go to the Adirondacks 10
rid their blessed lungs of phosgene, of if they
need a little help quietly applied, we shall have
had a hand In it. thank God!

You sec? They bet on us while the war
was on, and now that it?s over they?re will-
ing to bet for us, deacons, deacons? wives,
arid all. Pretty good folks, eh? Pretty
tine folks to go back to!

POOR COBLENZ
In Fismes, the Yesle city where many

voting Americans fought and died through
the hot weeks of last August, the havoc
wrought by the guns was so complete that
there are only heaps of crumbled stone left
to welcome those hardy families that are
creeping hack to forge amid the ruins a new
existence.

The people of Juvigny must needs set up
housekeeping in our old dugouts, for there
were no roofs or walls left when the battle
swept on toward the frontier.

Coblenz is so different?Coblenz, with its
fine houses, its smart cafes, its crowded
opera, its fair boulevards, untouched by
war. Only in matters of the spirit is Cob-
lenz poorer.

But it is that spiritual thing which will
still be the rich possession of the ruined
French towns long after time and toil and
the friendship of the world have effaced all
the marks of the purely physical loss they
have suffered.

Jt is that spiritual thing which would
decide your answer to the question:

?Which would you rather be today?a
citizen of Coblenz or a citizen of Fismes??

WHERE THEY FELL
In littleroadside cemeteries, each sodless,

issue grave marked by its wooden cross, our
dead lie sleeping in the soil of France.

Lieut. Quentin Roosevelt?s father and
mother asked the War Department that his
body be left forever as a part of that soil.
It is probably the feeling throughout Amer-
ica, and it is certainly the feeling through-
out the A.E.F., that the American soldiers
who fell in this war should always lie buried
along the roads they died defending.

But after all, it is not for us or even
America to decide. If there is any mother
in some lonely home in the States who
wants the body of her hoy borne hack across
the seas, who would care to say no? Or
who would have the right?

TORIES
Complacency is the same of the vice

which, in Army mess kitchens, leaves in the
crevices of G.L stew pans the microscopic
refuse of immemorial meals bygone; which
recks not of open latrines, or unchlorinated
water, or empty canteens the night before
the barrage. Happily, the Army has people
whose business it is to kill this sort of com-
placency or, better still, to prevent it- But

there is a complacency fashioned on a far
grander scale than this. It is the sort of
complacency which is now feebly lifting its
voice for a return to the world-as-it-used-
to-be.

It wasn?t such a bad old world. There
were good times, and dances, and plenty of
sugar, and jitneys, and 35-eent table
d?hdtes, and not a single woman in overalls.
Automobiles killed occasionally, and some-
times there was a murder, and daredevils
climbed ten-story buildings by clinging to
nothing to boost the sale of Sevenply Sox.

The beauty of it is, for those of us who
long for these things as we long for any-
thing not connected with sleeping 80 in a
room and washing at a community pump,
that the new world will contain all these
delights just as surely as the old did. But
it was the old world, the world which the
complacent Tories of our day want back,
that, among its other frivolities, made this
war possible.

MARCH 21
A year ago today the German Army

launched on the British front the over-
whelming drive which wracked the Allied
lines. A year ago today was struck the
first of that succession of sledge-hammer
blows which exhausted to ruination the
once formidable strengt of te Central Em-
pires, a blow made on the gambler?s chance
that Germany could win the war before the
Americans arrived in large enough num-
bers to count.

So great, so unprecedentedly great, is the
change which has come over the world in
the course of that year that it is difficult for
us to realize now how oppressive was the
black anxiety of the three months which
followed. It is difficult to recall the feel-
ing that was in all our hearts when Sir
Douglas Haig?s challenging battlecry rang
out across a startled world. It is difficult
to believe that a year ago the troops of the
British Empire were fighting with their
backs against the wall. As for ourselves?-
well, we, like John Paul Jones, had not yet
begun to fight.

It is probable that nowhere in the Allied
world were there well-informed men who
believed that the first anniversary of the
St. Quentin disaster would see the envoys
of the Allied Governments assembled in
Paris for the finishing touches on a jwace
treaty of their own free composition. It is
certainly no secret that in American mili-
tary circles the people who should know
felt that we would be doing well if we could
evade destruction in 1918, hold the Germans
to a draw in 1919, and come into our own
in 1920.

Nr ow, in the leisure for reflection afforded
by the somewhat tedious process of sitting
around France waiting for a boat, it is
worth while remembering that, according
to the best prophets, the chances a year ago
were decidedly against our ever going home
at all. And if some of us persist in feeling
eheerful even through all this creeping busi-
ness of demobilization, perhaps it is be-
cause we realize we have been far, far
luckier than we had dared to hope.

When the days seem very long and when
the powers that be seem to have forgotten
that your outfit ever existed, remember
what might have been. Remember what
came painfully near to being. Remember
that all the evidence last spring pointed to
the prospect that March 21, 1919, would
see the American Expeditionary Forces just
entering on an offensive, compared with
which, in lives lost, bodies mutilated and
fortunes squandered, the Meuse-Argonne
battle would have been made to seem like
a playful skirmish.

WHAT AMERICA ASKS
Said President Wilson in his home-com-

ing speech in Boston;
The proudest thing I have to report Is that this

great country is trusted throughout the world. . . .

This confidence imposes a burden upon us?if you
choose to call it a burden. It is one of those
burdens any nation ought to be proud to carry.

Yes, it is a proud burden, certainly. In
all the pregnant years of the last two and a
half centuries in which the United States
has been a pioneer in the inarch of civiliza-
tion there can have been no moments when
an American could feel more justly proud
of his nation and his nationality than now.
In all the complexities of today, in all the
debate, all the contriving, all the fogging of
issues, one fact stands out transcendantly ;

Whatever America asks, whatever she de-
mands, however she casts her inuence, there
is never the suggestion that her motive is
other than unselfish and sincere. And her
influence is the more potent in consequence.

One hundred thousand lives, a two years?
pause in her industrial progress, two years
of discomfort, sometimes suffering, for sev-
eral millions of her sons and daughters is
the price America has paid. In recompense
she asks merely a better world?not better
for America, especially, but for all the peo-
ples of the world.

THE PENALTY
The shindig in London ten days ago,

which has passed into history as the Battle
of Bow Street, baa more than one embar-
rassment for the A.E.F.

We are obliged, for example, to sit po-
litely silent and even unsmiling under the
provocation of the following paragraph from
a London newspaper?s account of the affair:

?Shooting the dice" Is the name of the gambling
game which was the cause of yesterday?s trouble.
It is a game which developed Into a mania with
?lulled States troops In France. Frequently large
groups of players had to be separated when dicing
under shell fire to prevent heavy casualties.

GREAT EXPECTATIONS
Pvt. John De Pastino is a member of a

detachment of Pioneer Infantry. He had
reason to know the manual of arms better
than English grammar, because the call to
the Army came before he had finished his
schooling. Recently he applied for a leave
to visit his birthplace in Italy, concluding
his application this;

If this request is granted me. I promise to the
extent and dignity of my honor to comport myself
as would be expected of me as an American
soldier.

??as would be expected of me as an
American soldier.?

Be (it ; peanut vendor or capitalist, of
Italian descent cr Chinese, a general or a
private, a soldier can't promise much more
than that. And there couldn?t l?» a better
Golden Rule for this Army of ou&

The Army?s Poets
A QUERY

Do you love me to distraction.
Mildred, mine? For my mental satis-

faction (oo! that?s fine) will you hat
me out a letter, telling me you love me bet-

ter than you ever loved another. Baby Mine?
Are your brown e> es brown

as ever. Hone.'- Mine ' Is
yo u r coiffure Quite as clev-

er ? (My, what shine!) Am 1
mentioned in

your chatter?
Does your

heart go pit-
ter patter,

when the
postman
blows the
whistle
Wifey Mine?
Do you weep
sad weeps a-
bout me. Oir-
ly Mine? Do
you get the
creeps? with-
out rne. any-
time? Do you
hunker to <u-
ress me I.' Does

my ab-
sence here

distress thee?
Art thou wearing

out my bath-
robe, l,adv

Mine?
Allan R. Thompson, Sgt,

THE MASCOT SPEAKS
They say 1 can t go back with him,

They say we dogs are banned.
They told him that. They didn?t think

That 1 could understand.
I?ve had him pretty near a year.

Since I was Just a pup.
I used to be a sort of bum.

And then?he picked me up.
We?ve slept together in the rain.

And snow, too, quite a lot.
Cold nights we kept each other warm

Some days we ate- some not.
Once he went to the hospital.

I followed. They said, "No.?
He swore a lot and told the doe

Unless I staved, hod go.
He's going to go home pretty soon

And leave me here- of) well- -

I wonder if dogs have a heav?n?
1 know we've got a 1011.

H.aos

A DAY IN THE R.T.O.?S OFFICE
The Hi'ck (Looking for Onrllt) ;

?(Mike of the R.T.n.V
Say! Where the dickens i|n I go?
Here's my order, lead it. Ho:
?Without delay to Tort Bordeaux.'
I?ve rid the trains for Jours and jours,
Finally landed up in Tours,
And a c*cky M.P there
Sent me down to St. Xazaire ?

The Officer (On Leave to the Riviera)
??Office of the H.T.0.?
Really. 1 should like to know.
If the trains from Nice to Pau
Ever slop, account of snow .
Can a fellow buy a drink.
On the diner, do you think -?
Does the train from Fan to Mars
Carry observation cars'??

The Y.M.C.A. Entertainer (First Time !n
France):

?Ofllce of the R.T.0.?
Look here kid. now don't be slow ;
The Colonel with me is me beau.
And this here order?s good as dough ;
Gimme a seat in the parlor car.For I?m a genuwyne Follies star.And I belong to the Broadway set.
A Ziegfeld beauty. I am. you bet !"

The Officer Who Has Lust His Buicm.e
(Carelessness of Orderlies):

?Office of the U.T.0.?
Sir.' My name is Captain I.ewe
Did my baggage really go
On the train at Saint Malo?
Do you think ?twas ever sent
On its journey, homeward bwit,
Or is roaming, fancy free?
Will it e?er come back to me??

The Red Cross Worker (On Leave) :

?Office of the R.T.0.?
Do the roses really blow
Through the fields of drifted snow
Round the town of Challes-les-Eaux?
Can I on Fram e s glory gaze
In a trip of fourteen days'7

Can I circle half the earth?
Do I have a lower berth?

L Envoi (The Poor R.T.0.) :

Torn with passion, sick with doubt,
Fears within, and tears without.
Nothing hoping, nothing gained.
Nerves all shattered, scatter-brained ;
Days with foolish questions ridden.
Nights with sleep and rest forbidden.
He. like hero, bold and brave.Hopes for rest beyond the grave.

Marshall B. Kino. Engr. Clerk.

MAD?MOISELLE
Oh, you've helped me while away,
And you?ve helped me smile away,
Many long and dreary hours, mad?mciselle.
I have laughed at your quaint ways.
You have brightened all the days.
But may heart is not for you, mad?moiselle.

That. I gave a sweetheart true,
?Neath the Red, the White, and Blue.
Long before I saw your land, mad?moiselle.
?Nnj' she doesn?t know your lingo?
Not so dainty, but by jingo,
1 have gone through hell for her, mad?moiselle.

I?ve admired your pluck and cheer.
That has ne'er had time for tear,
When your Utile heart was breaking, mad-?molselle.
All your favors I?ll remember,
Hut. God willing, next September,
I shall wed my Yankee sweetheart, mad?moiselle.

it was mem?ry of her hand
Led me safe through No Man?s Land.
When all hell was bursting ?round me, mad?-moiselle.
And all through the coming years.
In our joys, our sorrows? tears,
We shall not forget your kindness, mad?molselle.

R. A. Hedges,
Pvt., Co. E, 13th Marines.

O.D.
I?ve fired my last gun
At the hurryin* Hun,

And I?m qulttln? the Army, you see.
When a civvy again
But two words will remain

Of my soldier shop-talk. That?s O.D.
Olive drab the terms means.
But to me it sure seems

That those letters are used mighty free.
At work or at play
In the night or by day

We?ve bumped Into little O.D.

At taps In the camp
When we turned down the lamp

Our blankets. 0.D.. numbered three.
And when reveille blew
We just fairly flew

Into shirt, blouse and breeches, O.D.

Officer of thd Day,
If he?s coding your way

When a sentry you happen to be,
You spread your alarm
To your comrades In arms

With "Heads up, boys, here comes the 0.D."

In France here, so fair
As a tonic for hair,

Eau de vie glveth great ecstacy.
And soldiers have laughed,
As they?ve merrily quaffed

Many glasses of French eau de vie.

Eau de Cologne is great
But don?t it beat fate

Why that O.D. sound here too should be.
And something much worse
That will cause you to curse,

Is your package that?s marked c.O.D.

When I?m free once again
And I pull up the rein

In the land where the bunohgrass Is free,
When the roundup?s at hand.
All the calves that I brand

Will be seared with a big, bright O.D.
/, J. AkniM; Casual, Wild West PIT.

LABOR BATTALIONS
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Widespread publicity has been given in the
newspapers published in Franco and the United
States as to the method of handling soldiers
AWOL under the provisions of GO. 10, c.s .

O.HQ. Through the newspaper publicity thus
accorded these AWOL?a a wrong impression has
become prevalent, even in the military establish-
ment.'? of the A E.F., at the expense of the men
of the regularly established labor battalions.

If those of the military service thus get the
wrong impression, the civilian population at home,
which is entirely ignorant of military matters.

? \u25a0crtainly is excusable for even a more exagger-
ai ed viewpoint.

The above-mentioned order provides that mem-
bers of (he A.K.F. found guilty by court-martial

\u25a0>f being AWOL shall be assigned to special j
labor battalions created for (he purpose. They

up*, therefore, virtually prisoners, but instead,
of being given various lengths of guardhouse1
sentences to be worked out in local disciplinary
barracks, they are concentrated in these special
battalions to be used for any purpose for which
laborers are needed. The outstanding feature of
the order is that they are to be among the last
trnops to be returned home.

The regular labor battalions in the 5.0.5..
farmed under the stress of necessity during active
operations, were drawn from many units, a few
at a time, as necessity demanded the increase
in labor. These men are soldiers with the same
standing in the A.E.F. as any other soldiers
performing the duty to which they have been
assignor]. As a matter of fair play* they there-
fore, feel that they have a just complaint In the
daily press? failure to draw the distinction be-
tween tiie two kinds of labor battalions.

When people at home learn that a man was in
a labor organization In France they are more
than likely to question his veracity if he claims
that he was not serving out a sentence of some
kind. Letters have already been received in
which the question has been asked. ?What have
you done to be put in a labor company??

Within the last few days the AWOL labor
battalions have had their names changed to de-
velopment battalions, which draws a line of dis-
tinction between the two classes of organizations.

Too bad the folks at home do not know of it.
W.C.G.

WELL, BECAUSE
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

In your last Issue there is a letter from a
second lieutenant, signed "One of ?Em," and I
want to take this opportunity of pushing his
point a little further.

I am a second lieutenant and have recently
come back from the front, and I know a few
things about It, so would like to ask a few ques-
tions of those who have been there and seen.
Did anybody ever see a colonel lead a second
lieutenant ?over the top?? And In what battle
was it that the generals drove the tanks? And
when did the majors fly combat ships over the
lines to engage in battle with the Hun? Have
you ever read in the casually list where it says.
?Second lieutenants, unless otherwise stated?"
The reason for that is plain. If the paper put
the full title In front of every ?shave's" name
there would be no room left for the news.

So, please tell me, why do they kid the second
lieutenant? Another of 'Em.

A.N.C.
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

It seems that far too little has been said or
written here or in America about the part played
by the Army Nurse Corps In the A.E.F.

To those of us who have observed their work
In the base and evacuation centers, and in tlu
advance dressing stations, It appears that no or-
ganization has shown a higher spirit of service,
and their devotion has risen above the routine
nature of their duties and become a thing divine

Few of us appreciate that these nurses have
served at a very real financial sacrifice, and have
lived under much more unpleasant conditions than
those afforded by their profession in civilian life

The lads dangerously 111 and severely wounded
who have been nursed back to health from thi
"valley of the shadow? will not have to throw
bouquets or sing the praises of the Army nurse
The gratitude they feel and the respect and
esteem In which she is held by them is sufficient
compensation to her. This is written, however
in the hope that it will bring a little cheer
those noble women who are tolling such lorn
hours these days; and to show that we appre-

HEADLINES OF A YEAR AGO
From THF. ST\I«K AMI STRIPES Of

March 22, ISIS

48 MEDALS AWARDED IN LUNE-
VIM.E SECTOR?Every Itnuk from Col-
onel to Private and Mo*t of ( ailed State*
Kcpre*ented in New Croup of Honor Men

Major ?Best Officer Coder Fire Ever
Seen''?Two Sergeants Commended by
Every French Officer In of
Corporal* ?Showed Coolne** of War-
Hardened Veteran*.**

SECRETARY- OF WAR VISITS FRONT
l.l\E -ln*peetioD Tour of A.E.F. Take*
Him Into Llwtenlna Font ?Greeted by
Oennan Cun*?Shell* Tear Crater Within
r*o Yard* of Automobile In Which Mr.
Baker I* Riding?-Complete Survey of
Field-?First, .New England and Rainbow
l)lvl*ion* Complimented for Their Work.

MEN IN RANKS TO HAVE OFFOR-
TIMTV FOR BARS?Army Candidate*?
School Will Continue to Train Fromlniuft
A.K.F. Soldier* for Second Lieutenant**
Comml**ion*.

SERVICE CHEVRONS BEGIN TO
BLOSSOM Regulation* for Wearing
Zone of Advance Decoration Announced.

DRY'S* VICTOR!' IN NEW YORK IS
POSTPONED?DeIay Gained by Wet Ad-
vooatefi*Pu(* Question Before Voters.
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HOME AGAIN

< iate their having brought a little bit of America
to u> and proved ?the greatest mother In the
world ? when our lives hung in the balance in
far away France. Grateful Patient.

MORE MUSIC
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Regardless of the fact that the armistice has
been signed and troops are beginning to return
to America, music for music lovers Is still being
shipped overseas. My work in this connection
will continue until all troops have left Franc©
and Germany If bandmasters will drop me a
line before they sail for borne, I shall appreciate
the courtesy. \u2666

In addition to music for bands, I am now ship-
ping for orchestras and jazz outfits the Jazziest
music, ever for dances?all of the very latest
order?and what is now being rendered on Broad-
way. Just a card to my address will start a
good collection on its long journey.

An assortment of vocal orchestrations and
professional copies of the ?newest In popular
music" for show purposes is now going forward
to divisional amusement units and minstrel
troupes.

Miss Rat C. Sawyer.
79 Hamilton Place, New York City.

THE HOME FIRES
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

The words of the song. ?Keep the Home Fires
Burning," were written by Lena Guilbert Brown,
a graduate of Elmira College, Elmira, N. Y.
She was living in London with her mother and
her crippled son when the war broke out and was
very active in war relief work. In March, 1918,
she and her son were killed by a bomb dropped
by a German air raider. We are now raising a
fund to erect a memorial building in her honor.

So many of the boys have sung her song and
enjoyed it that I am sure this news will be of
interest to them. I would be grateful If you
would make the announcement in your columns.
Lena Guilbert Brown Ford was a native of
Elmira, N. Y., and graduated here in 1887.

Frederick Lents,
President, Elmira College.

76TH INSIGNIA
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

I am a sergeant of the 301st Ammunition Train,
which is a part of the 76th Division, and I am
stationed at Nantes, A.P.O, 767. There ore a
number of the boys with me and I am writing
in their behalf to find out the divisional in-
signia of the 76th. I would appreciate It If you
would answer my letter.

Member or 76th Division.
[The 76th Division,- a replacement organiza-

tion. was sent to the United States shortly after'.he signing of the armistice, and never had aninsignia approved by Q.H.Q. Some of Its mem-bers, however, many of whom are still In France,
ire wearing the following shoulder marking:
slack five-pointed star, with ship In center, hav-
ng red hull and white salts, with figures "76?

m yellow thread on sails.?Editor. J

<(T- /~i

HERE?S A MAIL RECORD
To the Editor ot THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Kindly publish the following In behalf of my
buddy, who. being a member of the A.E.E.,
wishes to know if any one over here can come
anywhere near equaling his record of receiving
mail.

To begin with, it all happened back in God?s
country, where he inserted the following adver-
tisement in a few of the widely circulated New
York and Chicago newspapers:

Ixmesome soldier boy wishes to correspond with
some person who has no relatives In the Army.
Address, etc.

Two weeks later he received 13 bags of first-
class mail, .315 registered and specials, and two
truckloads of second-class. It took 37 men. in-
cluding him and myself, nine days (24 hours a
day) to read over and sort it.

In the registered and specials he received the
small sum of $1,187.23. and In the second-class
such articles as sweaters, helmets, gloves, etc.;

in fact, enough to equip (wo companies of In*
fantry.

The next week he received, via (he Southern
Railway, 44 cars In one block (net capacity ot
cars. 20 tons), and it took half the entire ramp
of 30,000 men 20 days to read and «ort it; three
cars were registered letters, five special, 12 first*
class, and? the balance second-class.

I will not try to (ell you the amount of money
he received, because he and I got tired counting
it, but can assure you he has enough left to mak«
life what it is when he gets home.

Now, he does not wish to gain notoriety, but.
for the benefit of those in doubt, kindly publish
hia name:

Pvt. William T. Sheridan, Hq., 104th Ammunl-
;ion Train, 29th Division.

Thanking you for your past amusing editorials,
remain, W. E. McDonough,

Cpl? 104th Ammunition. Train,
29th Division.

DOWN AT ANGERS
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

It Is our belief that The Stars and Stripes is
the official American E.E. newspaper. If so. we
conveyed in your statements regarding the
Angers Casual Officers Camp in your Issue of
January 31, 1919. Due to various influences and
previous knowledge of casual camps, we did not
anticipate an agreeable environment for the period
before embarkation.

However, it is our belief that this is as efficient,
systematic and well-organized a military post as
exists in the American E.F. Every possible de-
tail has been taken into consideration. The
treatment received by casual officers Is abso-
lutely Just and exceptionally liberal. In view of
the fact that these officers are returning to their
homes and are In all possible haste to arrive
there, one might expect impatience and gam-
bling.

This has not been the case. During our stay
at this camp w« have overheard hundreds of
comments expressing feelings ot. content and very
few comments expressing discontent.

It is believed that an injustice has been done
to the officers on the staff of this post, as wall
as to the general reputation of the camp.

Harold A. Clark,
Capt., Air Service,

F. L. Drew,
let Lieut., Air Service.

HE WANTS A DIPLOMA
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:?

Do you ever allow letters that are excited by
Jealousy to smirch your columns? If you do,
please pass this on to the llnotyper. I am anx-
ious to see what It looks like In print.

I notice they are starting to pass our warrants
to all non-coms who were promoted In Franco.
Mow about the poor second loot?

Many, many months ago, a big gang of us
fellows were lined up on a famous parade
ground in Langres and told to go downtown and
buy a Sam Browne. Well, I got the belt, all
right, and when I returned they gave me a little
book with some 1,600 names inside as a receipt.

1 never have been quite of my name's being In
that book.

The guy that bunked next to me said that
some day we would all receive a great big cer-
tificate with a lot of pretty flowers and fancy
printing on It, but It hasn?t come yet.

Truthfully, X don?t care about myself, but I
have a sneaky Idea that the folks back home
would like to frame that certificate and hang It
on the wall between the Insurance and brewery
calendars we get every year.

Brass Folisb,
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