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THE HUMBLER RUINS

Toward Reims the feet of the pilgrims
turn and, for vears to come, will turn.
Mankind passes in revereni  procession
before the martyred cathedral, the great
maimed church, which, for all its wounds-—
perhaps a little because of itz wounds—
stands ioday as stupendously heantiful, as
magnificent, as unconquerable as the
Winged Victory of Samothrace.

But he who has seen Reims and only
Reims has not looked upon the pathos of
the war. Lei him go. rather, to some such
waleh tower as Hattonchatel or Montsec
and look down into the valley. strewn with
little roofless villages which lie white in the
spring sunshine. az white and
the bleached bones left along the desert
ronie by some forgotten caravan. .

lLet him go down into the villages. Lot
him seek out such a spot as Mazerais, <ay.
and speak there for a while with the gaant.
white-haired woman who. amid the ruins of
her home, is trying o begin arain, She
points to a bit of land still blighted by the

hattle that swept over it, =till riddled with :

shell holes and tangted with wire.

“Phat land,” she =ayz, “is all we have
S0 we have come back o it. Maix e n'esl
pas gai. Monsicur.”

No, it is not mueh Tun, Madame. Life
never i much fun for “the people who go

to bed tired and wake up without the stimiu- ;

lation of lively hope.™ T all the complex
responsibility for the war can be found no
faint suggestion that any of the Tanlt was
theirs.  Yet on them has fallen its heaviest
burden.  For them the peace-that-is-fo-be
must be made a lasting one. 1f it be not—
why, God pity them. ~And ii, through the
shortcomings of any statesman, it be not,
may God have merey on his soul.

THE SURROUNDED BATTALION

No single episode of the ALK F s history
has a stronger hold on the imagination of
the folks back home than that of the bhe-
leagured battalion—the episodie of the sur-
rounded ravine in the Argonne Porest. 1t
is one of the few =tories that have already
taken on the character of legend.

Now ithe unforiunate hattalion A
rounded again—surronnded by a great imass
of inaccurate defail and wisleading com-
ment.  Tor example. the batialion com-
mander is—and  always wili
known from Maine o California as =Go-lo-
Hell™ Whittlesey, under the delusion that
he made thatl ringing repiy to the German
call for surrender, when, az he has always
scrupulously explained, he made no repiy
whaiever, ringing or otherwisce.

Then, too, some not altogether dispas-
sionate observers, fecling that the legend
has outgrown all reason. cannol resizt a
tendeney to helittle the achievement. "Phey

Is

sav that Colonel Whittlesey, once finding
himseli surrounded, should have fought hiz

way back fo the main body of divisional
troops before his own forees were too spent
by hunger, wounds and exposure.  In say-
ing this, thiey overlook the fact that that
course would have abandoned to their fate,
while there was vet hope of saving them.
80 American hoyvs wounded in the advanes
on the ravine.

Other crities find relief in eontemplaiing
the obvious fact that the battation would
never have been surrounded at all if the
division had Tunciioeed perfectly and noth-
ing gone wrong.  Naturailv. I nothing

- bhad gone wrong, we =hould never have heard

of the Charge of the Light Brigade nor
would there be any thrill for us now in the
word “Gallipoli.”

It was the staunch ~piric displayed by the
men throughout that ghastly week which
filled wiith enthusia=im the foresi witnesses
who chanced {o =ee them when, emaciated
and exhausted. they were carried out at
last.  Thar enthustasm spread from the
forest to the untermoest ends of Ameriea.
The home folks said: “These men have
done their country proud.”™  And the home
folks were right. Thev usually are.

GOSH!

You can lie in other medinms than by
word of mouth or key of typewriter. The
wielder of the brush and crow quill seems
to be hard at work making the world safe
for Ananias.

Most of our artists, apparently, never got
to war, or, if they did, they arve still at it,
with no opportunity for drawing.

And when one of the leading American
papers  publishes a  full-page
sketch of a home-going soldier leisurely
strolling .up a gangplank, all by his loue-
some, and shaking hands with a poilu who
has sauntered down io the dock 1o see him
off ; when we see this and think back upon
our firsi going on board ship, close forma-
tion and in a personally conducted expedi-
tion supervised by ’stecn thousand oflicers
and non-coms and embarkation officials and
gobs and super-gobs and other dignitaries,
we feel that “art for art’s sake” may pos-
gibly have pulled a bone. Tt should be:

Art, for God’s sake!

US FOREIGNERS
Many of the A.LL.F. have already started,

., or are about io start, upon a pilgrimage,

the gravity of which should not be nnder-
astimated. The travel directed being mec-
essary in the military service, it has been
deemed expedient .to send a considerable
section of the Army to America. It may
be for years and for some it may be forever.
Perhaps there are those among us who will
never again view the consecrated rain-

as dead asi

1 ~ !
b —fondly

swept shores of Brest or the beloved marshes
of ithe St. Aignan concentration camp. But
as good soldiers, we must obey.

G.H.Q. has refrained from making
known the cause of this migration, but it ix
certain that it would not have been under-
taken had not the exigencies of the situa-
tion demanded it. The ALFE., being tra-
ditionally bound to America by bonds of
sentiment, has been called upon Le do its
bit. It may be thai the present troop
movement is foreed upon us by some Indian
uprising near Schencciady or Newark or
other settlements in that vast wilderness; it
may be that our intrepid men may have to
stem a stampede of angry buffalo, which,
the French tell us, roam wild from Ver-
monti into Souilt Carolina, and from whose
hoofs, it is charged, is manufactured the
national American dish—canned willie.

But whatever the cause, let us go to do
our bit.  PFurihermore, let us remember
that Americans are Americans, with their
own  customs  and ideas—primitive, no
douli, but none the less to be respected.
Fven in a land as sparsely popnlated as
that. it woulll never do io antagonize the,
cnaiives by openly sueering at their peculiar
Jinstitutions - the Saturday night bath, the
VIlhanksgiving dinner. the oceasional change
of underelothes, the longitudinal pants that
will not come unwrapped.  They, wo, as,
fwell as weo have a certain sneaking fond-
Pnes for their conniry, 11 we cannol aceept
Sdhielr ways, we i at feast tolerate them.
PoAnd et us ao with a dry eve and a merry
mile.. . When we  bid  farewell 1o our
mademniselles, and our trench shoes, and
tour couties. and ail that we hold most dear,
Het ns not break into hysteries, We must
yremember that we are soldiers,

I

PoThis ix grim hnsiness; ves, damned grim
"linsiness.
|

SUBPOENAING THE EXPERTS
Just now  veu belong to the
Preny soon the Army witl belong
Wittt are you going to do with it?

Army.
io vou.

You are returning, or soon witl return.
1o that citizen body of wiieh the Army s
Ehlll doservaat, an (:lnpiu_\'(:. an instrinment.
Presumably vou have devoied considerable
thousht 1o the good and bad qualities of
that instruineni. In all probability vou
Iave come 1o the conelusion that, if o de-
cent amonnt of attention ud been paid 1o
it in times of peace. it wonld have heen a
littde readier when the world called onous
o use il.

Wihen you go hack and have abandoned
as Tutile vour original intention of lying in
wait for your old top fo pusie him one in
the =noot, are you going o vanish inlo the
legginless crowd and forgei all about the
Army?  Remember, it will be peculiarly up
1o vou, both as a voler and as expert, to see
that next time, if there ever is a nexi time,
1t =hall be found as fit and clean and flex-
ible an instrument as work and vision can
make it.  Arve you going {o keep an eye on
the next Congressional commitiee that sits
down to rvewrite the Army legiziation ?

Arter alll it will be your Army. vou know.
What are vor going to do with it?

UNDER DOGS

“Whe™ asks a casual, “are we casuals
the undesirable of the A7 Nobody
loves us™

Timt last part has a reminiseent sound.
Yoears ago a plump actor, Macklin Arbuckle
by mnne. gined Tame and fortune by ans
almost tdentical remark.  Just ax the cur-
tain went down at the finaie of one act he
was wont to groan «dinaily, <“Oh, hell, no-
body loves a Tat man !

i And then the management rai<ed his pay,
and people sent him Howers, and prety
airls wrote letters o him ieliing him how
they just perfectly adored chubbiness. and
IMr. Arbuckle took on more weight and led
ihe lite of Riley. '

i

b Thus ii goes. The under dog gets all the
FHrankfuriers from a syvmpathetic public.
wiile the vainglorious winner has to sneak
up the nearest alley with a canned-willie
tin tied 10 his tail.

So with the casual.  He may think his
lor i< a hard one, but let him wait until he
gels home,  Some evening he will go to call
on ller, and maybe find Her in the com-
pany of hix hated rival, a man who went to
France in @ regular division, and stayed in
i regular division, and came home with a
regrufar division. and evervihing. And when
his Do gets through telling his thrilling
tale and She calls upon him for his siory, he
can hury his face in his hands and murmur:

“Ah, woe iz me! 1 was only a casual.
I got deloused more, and M.P.’d more,
and 5.0.1.°d more than any other guy in
France.  Nohody loves a casual 17

Then as his rival, recognizing the inevita-
ble, eazes foward the door, She will throw
herzelf in his arms and warble: “Oh, Ru-
pert, vou poor, dear thing! ITow you have
suffered ! liet me be your little casnalette

(')hi bhoy!  Xvervbody's going to love a
casual!

PIGS IS PIGS

There is an impression, more or less cur-
reni. even among our friends, that when the
andy bin of the AL, beging to run low,
some figure juggler on ' Stars AND
Strirps geis busy and replenishes it on
paper.

AMen who arve cheated oui of their candy
feel that they must bark somewhere, but in
this case they are barking up the wrong
trce. The bin is actually replenished often
enough, but soon emptied again by a class
of folk whom, like the, poor, it seems we
must ever have with us.

The much-abused candy writer of THE
STars AND STRIPES last week paid a visit
to the headquarters of the Q.M.C. at Tours.
He emerged in a very. sweet frame of mind
and a story of the arrival of a ship bring-
ing 2,000,000 pounds of candy. sHe hap-
pened to stog in for a minute at the Totirs
sules commissary and while there saw one
member of the A.ILF. pockel and pay for
25 pounds of candy and walk satisfied
away. A liitle later ihe sign “no candy”
greeted a long linc of waiting men.

All of which reminds one very much of
a familiar barnyard scene in which a certain
animal gels in a certain place with all fours
and the rest clamor for the leavings.

o,

The Army’s Poets

WHEN THE ORDERS COME
There's a boat a-ridin® anchor
In the port of $t. Nazaire,
And her bow's a-facin® westward
IFor some good Atlantic air:
You ean have my whole durned outfit
For 1 haven't got a care
When a ship's a-lowdin’ cargo
IFor u harbor over there.

They ean have the French they taught me
bluomin® souvenir—
rmother languege
That is sweeter Lo my e,
They can have their watered cognac
Aned their old left-over bger
FFor we've finishéd up the business
Fill there ain’t no liquor| hese.

There's a Goddess in & harbor
With a bugle at her lip .
And she blows the notes of Recall
To a soldier-ladened shipa
And my buddy’s over waitin®
With @ bottle on his hip—
And he's got it all protected
If his happy feet should slip.

They can tell Marie Louisa .
That I'm off to Sandy Hook,
That the lovin' .ways she taught me
Ain't 80 new, to this old crook—
That no sceond will he issued
And she needn’t come to look.
Cituse the address ain’t my address
That 1 scribbled in her book.
Oh! Ay bLaly, I'm a-comin’,
And I'll strul the avenue
And I'm Just so happy. honey,
That 1 don't know what Lo do:
Well, I'm ready for paradin'
For I've seen the Heinies through,
Jut I'th mareh nt no nttention
When 1 lay my eves on Yo,
J. P
LINES TO A DISCONSOLATE

BUDDY
Well, if you've 'lost your sweethesrt, Hill,
Remember, there's the sea,
Remember, there are Roman pines,
And fragrant China tea,
Scented like silks and sandalwood
And poppies from Candy.

Yet is the sprawling desert fieree
And clean with smarting light

IFrom sharp Sierras where we watched
Sombrero'd bandits fight:

And bandits there are still, old Bill,

If you o icoking right.

Tequila hasn't Jost its sting,

Nor pipees their honest taste

As van ride home neross the range
Coyotes make a waste

O1 «usneal nowls wien black clouds
Acioss the moon are chased.

“The tough earese of wintor winds,
Thee biplane's soothing roll
Nafiness of puppies, spring grase, snow
And possum roasted whblhiyg
The obwious fun of fishing
1For blach bass with a pole.

e
Al
Iantastio,

world i~ full of Joy, Billy.
fll of things to sece,
new and beautiful

“To h as you and me—
Dut. mostly, there are ships, old top,
As fair as any she,
GREG.
WHO?

Who won the war? "Lis hard to say;
Iineh hag a different story,

And cach will argue, yen and nay,
While splitting up the glory.

Now in the Stotes, one siys ‘twas wheat;
Another says 'twas tracuors;

And oil and cotton, lumber, meat,
Are named ag lending factors,

"I'was ships nlone, the Jackie hears;
The §.0.8. claims credit,

T'lv: M.PCs and the ISngineers
Are sure their members led it

The Y will suy ‘twns chocolate:
The ofticers, saluting; ’

But one thing is as sure as fate
And none I've heard disputing.

IFor on this puint they all agree;
There's slmply nothing to ii:
Whoever pul the ©'s in peace
We: doughboys didn't do it. .
WiLLtam H, Baxrndg,
Pvt., Co. A, 127th Inf.

SONG OF THE CAMIONEERS
owdy with cheers, cursing at fears,

Fwelve hundred stouthearted camioneers

erved wath the Freneh, nothing could quench
Pheir conrage in carting up shells to the trench.
o, ) the cup high and never sny die,

They =ang on their camions thundering by!

I'o heli wath the Huns! Speed up the guns!
We'te brhmygsing mantions, tons upon tons;
What i we croak? The ling has not broke,
Anyway living is only a joke.

So. il the cup high and never say die,
They sang on their camions thundering by!

trighting for France,
be-fore others

in the Advance,

were given the chance,
a inmble your pay!
Yoesterday's gone hat today is today!

il the cup hipgh and never say die,

Ihey s=ang on their eamions thundering by!

Mease to the Somme, ranting they roam,
Whatever the sector, they're alwayvs at home;
Itightingg for aght, cursing with night,
Carousing in ¢nmp until late in the night
Vil the cup high and never say die,
‘They =ang on their camions thundering bhy!
David DarRrAH,
Mallet Reserve.

I WONDER—
When Alexander led his marching army
Across the western part of Asia’s shore,
I wonder it he made them stand inspection,
Or if his “hard-boiled top’” was always sore.

1 wonder how the mess-line was in Egypt,
When Caesar sent hiz soldiers there to fight,
I wonder if the stationed M.P. forces

In front of Cleopatra’s every night.

I wonder if Napoleon had « non-com

To lead a dirty detail every day—

Police the Alps, and pile the ten-ton boulders
In G.1. cans, and carry them away.

Of all the time I've spent in meditation,
I'm quite convinced that even General Grant
Wag lucky when they handed him his discharge
Before they put him through a cootie plant.
Criry L, WALTERS,
Q.M. C. Detach., A.P.O. 101.

ODE TO AN 0.D. FISH
Pensive, piscatory, pink 'un,
Tantalizer of my hunger,
Animal 1 hite to think on,
Basest sold by any monger.

Once 1 worried not about you—
That was in my days civilian—
Thought you decent like a, trout, you
Indigestible gold vill-yun.

Most despicable of flshes,
Cast-off of the race aquatie,
Some day T will end, my wish is,
Your tyrannic reign despotic.

Lucky thing for you I deem you
Sunk too low to be worth damnin’—
But 1'll get you, malke you scream—you
Thrice acursed Army salmon.
TP BLISS.

AN INVALID’S WAIL

Heroically stirred, for the cause of right

L sailed the salty sea to fight,

But I have not fit to no great extent,

Tho' the weeks have come and the weeks have
went. .

First I ketched the mumps, which inflated my
checks,

yrhen I enjoyed the scarlet fever for weeks.

Oh! I had everything from the croup to the pip,

Dandruff, bone spavin, the heaves, erysip’.

And when the spring.drive was raising Ned

1 was pressing the springs in a feather bed.

While the boys were Leating the IIun for fair

LI was cheating myself at solitaire,

While my pals were lying in gore and gas

I was licing to M.P.’s who asks for my pass.

But! When the lads come back with their Croix
de Guerre

A Red Cross will be all I'm enlitled to wear.

. Woce is me!
N MeLvIN LOSTUITER,
Pvt., U.S.M.C."
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WHAT AN OUTFIT!

To the LEditor of THIE STARS AND STRIPES:
I have read with no little intetest the dif-
ferent unustial records of the soldiers of the
AT. and, while sonie of them are good, I
am afriaid dall of your efforts in sccuring same
were ufinecessary¥, 4as our company alone.can
furnish some fecotds that will eclipse any of
the AE.F.

Take tite stbject of baseball. One of oiif
lads from Brookliiie, Masa., whose services
were demanded by every mafaget of the two
big leagues, turned them down because his
Sunday school teacher didn’t believe in pig-
fesslohtl ball playing. During our first stay
in the trenthés ilie lliuns were very much
surprised oné moFniiig 10 se¢ 4 luge stand
crected between our first and seéeoiid 1ities
with a lohe occupant, and they immedidiely
attempted to dislodge him by hurling ovet
shells of every cdliber.  linagine their sur
prise when Harold would réath oiit dtd grab
them and, by a quick snap, retiirit thein in

the explosion. After several attempts the
Boche quit in disgust and every morning Far-
old would take his seat and calmly s&it and
spit derision at his baffled pursuers.

1n the tnatter of leiigth uf service, 1 helievel
Old Man Charlie Cogle of Giir bltfil. holds the
rceord. He enlisied in 1860, and served wiih
honor as a machine gunner during the Civil
wWar under General Grant. He accepted his
discharge after the close of the war, but im-
mediately re-enlisted after several inlensive
disputes with his wife. You would be sur-
vrised at the agility of the old man, and 1t is
quite interesting to hear him tell of s¢ine of
his experiences during 1861-1865.

The tallest man in the service, without a
doubt, is Tommy Shinn, who is 8 feet 43
inches. The reason you have never heard of
him before is because of his extreme sensi-
‘iveness about his height and the fact that
he never shows himself.

The shoriest man in the service is Burley
Mey, -whose actual height is 3 feet 2% inches.
1le succeeded in passing the medical exam-
ination by exchanging the examining doctor’s
wlasses for a pair that possessed great mag-
nifying power. He and Tommy Shinn are
pals, and it is a pretty picture to see them
together. .

Our entire company holds the record for
length of service in France, as we c¢ame over
a1 day ahead of General Pershing. It has
never been mentioned before, as we were nol
supposed to arrive until
mander-in-Chief.

We have one man in our company who
made 55 out of a possible 50 on the rifle range.
The last shot tore through the bull’s-eye and,
striking a rock, glanced bick and went
through the bull’s-eye again.

We will have another record Dbefore we
leave France, as a truck driver who had
heard through a chaufieur at G.H.Q. told one
of our wagoners that our outfit was scheduled
to follow the A.E.F. home, and we can truth-
fully state that we. were the last organization
to leave France,

Corrorar Toxt.

To the Editorof THE STARS AND STRIPES:

In justice to all concerned, it is desired to
correct a detail (typographical crror, doubt-
less) in the article, “Defenses Broken in
Final Lunges al Line of Meuse,” page 8, issue
of THE STARS AND SrrIrts of Avril 11.

When the 5th Division forced the crossing
of the Meuse it was Company F, of the Tth
Engineers, that laid the first bridge over the
river and canal at Brieulles under enemy fire,
{and not Company E, as stated. :

Company E could have and would have
jdone the work, but it was not their job, and,
although they had some carrying details as-
sisting, the whole of Company I was engaged,
and the responsibility was theirs alone.

. W. R, SwaAN,
. Maj., Engrs., Commanding.

5F

YOU WIN

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Mo.re dog-tagz pokér. Cpl. C. L. Taylor is
running the joker wild, so I am running the
d'euces wild and forgetting Hoyle altogether,
Under the rules of the game, my hand is not
foul and it reads 2266677. In other words,

time for the Jerries to get the advantagé of I’

HEADLINES OF AYEAR AGO

From THE STARS AND STRIPES o

April 26, 1918, .

HUN ATTACK SMASHED BY YAN-
KEE DEFENDERS—Long Encounter
Nortliwest ¢f Toul Results in Expulsion
of Eneiny from Our Lines With Heavy
Losses.

BATTLE’S NEW PIHASE INDECIS-
IVE AS FIRST—Germun Attacks Gain
Some Grotind, But no Objective Is Won
—Drain on Enemy Manpower Exceeds
Yerdun Eilort.

GOLD SERVICE CHEVYRONS FFOR .
ALL AE.JF. MEN—One for Each Hali
Year—Washington Glves Coveted Dec-
oration to Z. of A. and S.0.5. Alike—
Must Show Right to Wear It )

GIRLS MOST IN DEMAND AS
AMERICAN MASCOTS—Fourth Week
of Campaign Brings Orphan Adoptions
up fo 64, -

CLEMENCEAU, “LE TOMBEUR,”
SCORES AGAIN—Wrecker of Cabinets
Adds Austrian Scalp te His Belt Orna-
ments,

WELL STICK—Our Mistory Has a
Wiy of Hepeating Itself,

after our Cown-|.

NO WEDDING BELLS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:
1 wish to express my appreciation of the
editorial, “Unjust Suspicion,” which appeared
in your papef¥ on April 11,

I am now a castial and have four chevrons
equally divided onh my sleevey. I was in the
Infantry, but I'm a Q.M. new in a venercal
camp. My outfit is home and discharged.

My sweetheart expresses sympathy for me
in my present condition and wishes me well.
Eut she does not think she would care for a
hushand who could not respect the girl he
had asked to be his wife. So she sald good-
bye, .

1 am not a venereal patient; have never
been one. Neither am 1 responsible for my
presence here. ‘The Boche snipers are to

blame. However, [ am sending her your edi-
torial in hopes fhat she may think beiter of
her decision. S. M. T,

Hq. Co., Bassans.

ASK GRANDPA

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:
1 would appreciate the answering of the
following two questions in your next issue of
THE STARS AND STRIPES: A ’
Why call an Infantryman a doughboy?
Why and where did the name “buck pri-
vate” originate?

A. E. SANDERSON,
_Air Service.

{The word “doughboy” origlnited in the
Philippihes. After a long march over ex-
tremely dusty roads the Infautryrthen came
into camp covered with dust. The long hikes
brought out the perspiration, and the perspir-
ation mixed with the dust formed a substance
resembling dough; thercfore, their lueky
brothers, the mounted soldiers, called them
“doughboys.”

A private was called a “buck” as-far back
as the Civil War. We have no Civil War vet-
erans on the staff of TuE STARS AND STRIPES,
with the exception of a couple of typewriters
and an alleged aulomobile, so we give up.—
EpITOR.]

CENSORED O.K.

To the Editor of 'THE STARS AND STRIPES!

Why is it that we second looies are the
fall guys for all the bunk you fellows on THE
STARS AND Strrpes hand out to the AE.F.?
I’ve read your columns since THE STARS AND
STrIPES came into exisience, and if I remem-
ber right you started the very first issue with
reference to “the poor looie.”

I've even reached the point where I walk
down the regimental street and salute ser-
.geant majors. I'm even bawled out by cor-
porals. Why not put us into squads and put
a corporal over us? '

Censored OK' by

A, L. FincH,

a fy}l boyse and 4 pair to nigger with.
.| €rr. GEORGE L. PELTCHER.

 “TEN YEARS”

To the Editor of THXE STARS AND STRIPES:

As an addition to your story on sonie of the
odd names in the AE.F., let me add the fol-
lowing, picked from pay vouchers in the
finance office, Hq., B.S. No. 2. I will say that
these victims have all undergone the Sam-
brownelzing process, and I suppose I am
liable Lo treason or lése majest? or something
for taking their names in vain, but here goes.
First comes Lieut. Winier N. Snow, of the
Air Service. I suppose that some mechanic
could remark to his companion, “Snow is in
the air,” and the latter could reply, ‘Yes,
Winter will be here soon” with perfect pro-
priety, even in the middle of July. Every-
body will agree that the place for Licut. Wil-
liam B.Ford is in the Motior Transport Corps,
but were I in nced of decnial attentien I
should hesitate before consulting Arthur E.
Hurt, 1st Lieut, D.C.

It is common knowledge that many an
American soldier is marrying a French girl.
but I know of a captain who is Marion Nine.
I have picked up a few stray francs from
zealous payroll clerks who were willing to
back financially iheir conviction that a man
could not draw pay as a lieutenant and a Ser-
gzeant at the same time by showing them the
voucher for Lieut. Donald E. Sergeant. Along
ihe same line is the case of Lieutenant Major,
1 rank unheard of until prefaced by Lieuten-
ant Major's first name of Joseph, and an ’
Army-Navy mix-up is the first conclusicn
when one sces a Commodore who is a lieu-
tenant—Lieut. Commodore P. Stewart.

No officer should be hroader, figuratively
speaking, than a chaplain, but even the senior
chaplain of Base 2 is Petty—Capt. Orville L.
Petty. .
Now, how many months at extra hard labor
do vou think I oughl to get for this?
STANLEY BARNEIT,
Sgt. 1st Cl., Q.M.C.

YOU TELL ’EM! -

To the Editor of TIHI STARS AND STRIPES:
We have just finished reading that article
‘hat BBl Riedinger {whoever he is), of the
11th F.A., wrote, and it occurred Lo me that
he was trying to make vou feel small and giv-
ing himself a pat on the back at the same
‘ime, and you, being so modest, cannot very
well tell Willie Wildflower where he gets off
it. So I will butt in and play the part of
big brother. .

Now, Willie, you say you would rather push
a pen than duck shells. I suppose you told
11ER the same thing. So heroic of you, too!
And again, Willie, it takes a man with brains
to push said pen, and, according to your  let-
ter, you couldn’t very well fill the bill. And
it’s rather hard for some of us to duck all of
‘he shells. They come so fast, you knew,
Will

At one time one of your battalions was in
three kilometers of the Germans. Weren't
you afraid? Why, man three kilometers puts
one back in the S.0.S. with six-inch How-
itzers, which, incidentally, had tractors to
pull them around. "

We saw your outfit and know what it's
like. If wind was shells each man could
throw a barrage alone.

We are in a 75 outfit. I shall not speak of
them. So modest, you know, Willie. But
listen, dearie. Our Howitzers on more than
ohe occasion were from four to five llundrqd
meters from the front lines. At Vierzy, i
the Soissons drive, French six-inch rifles
worked within 300 meters. I could quole in-
stances of other outfits which were up close.
But why go on?

Come down off your “Iwon-the-war” horse,
Bill, if you don’t want to be made fun of.
Keep out of the papers; you haven'l the right
dogg. you said to Ed, no hurde]'aeeging%. Bill;
i ; i you know. at’s all.
just wanted fo let 3 o o fonpity,

.Cpl., Battery E, 15th F.A.

R — - '
COME ON; YOU!
o the Editor of THESTARS AND By J1PES:
Why, do they. all knock the M.P.s? It se ms
that every paper we pick.up has a knoc_:k
us, especially the new paper published in the

city of Rennes by the students atter;ding

school here.. .
I am sure any American soldier, whether

he is in the M.P.'s, QM.Cs, the S.0.8., or any
other outfit, is doing his bit.
; B. BoYEs.

2nd Loot, Infantry.
L. K. Johnson, .
. Corporal, Q.M. Corps. ...
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