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HEROES

What—or who—constitutes a hero in
these days of home-going, recapitulation
and early reminiscence?

1t recently became the happy lot of one
American city o welcome back the regi-
ment which, with laughter and tears, with
kit bags and cheers, it had sent forth a year
and a half before to represent it in the
legion which was to—and did—preserve
democeracy.  The home coming was a gala
event. ‘The mavor headed the Reception
Committee, which included the Governor of
the State and dozens of lesser citizens. The
Orator of the Day dwelt long and waxed en-
thusinstic on his speech of weleome. The
lesser speakers did, too, and the newspapers
had headlines and pictures and columns and
columns about the returning heroes.

A close and heartless obsevrver of the pro-
ceedings would probably have notived that
references to the returning regiment’s ac-
tivities in rance weren't particularly spe-
cific. The Orator of the Day spoke of the
glories of Chitieau-Thierry and the Ar-
gonne, of a saered cause threatened; but
preserved, bul he never quite got to the
point of connecting the regiment up with
these alfairs.  Even the newspapers were
neglectful of details.  Bui there weren'v any
close and heartless observers in evidence,
and everyihing went off without a hitch.

As sometimes happened in this cruelest
of all wars, this particular homne-town regi-
ment. dido’t win the war. I started out
gtrong. It went through squads right and
vice versa for many weary days; it chased
an imaginary cnemy over a big fraction of
a whole State.  After a long time it started
for France, and got here.  Afler another
long time it was about to start for the front
when the war ended. To be frauk, i never
got any nearer battle than a billeting avea.
Well, are the members of this regiment
heroes?

And how about the Engincer regiment
which went back the other day from Bor-
deanx, departing from the same humble
barracks which it had occupied 20 months
before upon its arrival in IFrance with the
disconsoling thought that it never had been
more than 100 miles away from these bar-
racks during the whole 20 months?  And
how aboul ihe bunech which got in on the
iail end of the grand finale of the”war for
just 20 minutes of action before the enemy
finally breaihed his lnst 7 Are these fellows
heroes?

1t takes a firm heart to face the fulure
with a military record which consists of
having almost goi to war. At any rate, if
we're going to establish an arbitrary dead
line and =ay, “Here beging heroism,™ let’s
malke it =0 that every man who has spent a
reazonable number of hours in a breakfast
mess line waiting for that wonderful maiu-
tinal ereation of the mess sergeant, slum a
la messkit, is a hero, and let it go af that.

“] WAS THERE"™

On the heights beyond Stenay the Rifth
Corps, A E.F., has erecled 2 martial monu-
meni, adorned with tin hat, bavonet and
shell, set into concrete and brick, to com-
memoraie its “farthest north™ on Novems
ber 11, 1918, It is not so large, as monu-
meuts go, but it has a certain dignily, a
certain sound Ameriean plainness abont it
that makes it a worthy memorial to Amer-
e’ part in winding up the war.

The dignity of that monument is cer-
tainly not eninced by the penciling across
its titular tablet of these names:

BRUCE MeKENZIE, S.8.0, 617, KANSAS,

J. B, MeDONOUGH, £5.U. 617, WISCONSIN,

Probably the fact that they were detract-
ing from the dignity of the monument
never occurred to Messrs. MceKenzie and
McDonough when the “I-was-there” spirit
got the better of them. 1t onght to oceur
to them now that such cheap self-advertis-
ing is noi worthy of American soldiers.
They weren'i the only ones there by a long
shot—mnor will they bej; yet, from the ap-
pearance of thai fablet, it looks very much
as if they were out to hog the glory.

By now Messrs. MeKenzie and  Me-
Donough are undoubtedly tar. far from
Stenay, and, iherefore, fo compel them to
rub out their childizh pencil marks with
their naughty little noses i= somewhat out
of the question.  But ihe (.00 of SS.T.
617 certainly must know of a ot of cars
that need washing and a lot of (i1, pots
and pans that need scouring.  And in case
the C.0. docsn’t read this the tip-—it they
have tops in the S.8.U.—will o jusi as
well. or mavbe bhetter.

FIFTY-FIFTY

“Every one is crazy but me and thee, and
someiimes I think thee is a litlle queer.”

This is an old wheeze and never fails io
seitle the argument when somebody tries to
foree his privaie views on a large and wise
majority.

But i you don’t turn io the right when
you drive up I'ifth Avenue you land either
in the hospiial or the police staiion, while
if yon do iurn to the right on the Sirand
you will land in the infirmary or the jail.
Only, they’ll spell ii g-a-o-l.

These two sirikingly different customs,
however, have not maierially interfered
with pleasant and satislactory relations be-
tween Engiand and America for a number
of years.

A few TFrench and Amecrican all-crazy-
but-me’s are trying to get themselves sore

over the fact that (internationally speak-
ing) p-a-i-n doesn’t always mean what it
spells. Nobody expects either side to yield
its private opinions on the significante of
words, habits or previous conditions of
serviiude, but it is a sorry being, soldier or
civilian, who can’t realize that all the brains
are not under one kind of headgear or that
all the rules for living and being are not
promulgated from one side of the Atlantic.

OUR JOB

Ioven those who are no disciples of the
established order must hope, in their more
lueid momentis, that Ameriea’s coming
progress toward greater social justice will
be made without violence. To be sure, the
more resolute reckon pain and blood as a
light cost for progress. ““Blood and pain,”
they say scornfully. “Never a child was
born without themn.” But, after all, pain
and blood mecans bungry children, desolate
wives, sorrowing mothers. And such pain
and blood as is unhappy Russia’s portion
today need never be America’s.

For lucky America has a better start to-
ward that social justice, of which ihe day
is coming as surely as God made little green
apples. That justice, for which we all
hunger, will be reached more swiftly and
more painlessly if the ALF. takes back
into civilian life something of what it has
learned in France.

Here was a democratic army. The family
that came over in the Mayflower and ihe
more recent immigrants met at last in the
same company. The university products
and the unlettered few rubbed elbows. The
millionaire and the Iaborer shared the same
pup-tent, and, whai is more imporiant,
reviled the same slum.

Al classes were scrambled together, and
it will be the salvation of Ameriea if they
never again become completely unscrambled.
Piiching in together, they helped win the
war.  Pitehing in together, they can help
win the peace.

Here’s hoping.

WHO WON THE WAR?

If all goes well, the peace treaty will
soun be ready for signature. It is quite to
be expected and altogeiher to be desired
that no couniry will find that treaty esx-
actly to its liking. Should any one coun-
iry emerge completely satisfied it would
mean that there had not been at the con-
ference the full degree of mutnal conces-
sion which marks the community spirit
when funciioning wholesomely.

The more acutely dissaiisfied elements
will be very, very audible. They will give
utteranee at the top of their lungs as fol-
lows:

“The war has been fought in vain.”

You will_hear that said so carnestly, and
on o many sides, that it will be worth
while keeping in mind what arrant non-
sense it is.  America’s chief reason for go-
ing to war—also France’s chiel reason and
England’s—was  relf-defense. 1L was to
avuid caplure and ensluvement by Germania
on a tout. It was the same purpose which
animates every posse of citizens who are
out to cateh a maniacal burglar.

Thai purpore has heen achieved. The
hurglar-nation is in the lock-up. Our chief
reason for going to war, then, has already
been rewarded.

If the posse, before it breaks up, can re-
adjusi the affuirs of the neighborhood so as
to discourage fulure burglarious enterprises
on the part of any nation, so much the
better.  Dut don’t let any one kid you into
thinking for one moment that we fought
the wai in vain, It was Germany who did
that.

PROFITEERING
The profiteer is in a class by himself.
He is not capital, he is noi labor, although

he may be each or bhoth. Buat he is a
profileer before he is anything else. Ife is

the person who sells the Avmy things it
has to have at such a neat profit that he
has hundreds of thousands ol dollars over
with which to buy Liberty Bonds—not such
a2 bad investment; he is the restaurant
keeper near a camp in the States who
charges 5 cents extra for ketchup; he is
the worker on a Government job who sod-
diers (somebody has got to change that
word) simply because he is on a Govern-
ment job. Ile is a traitor in the guise of
respectability, and far, far too often he gets
away with' it

IF'olks back home may be used fo him.
They have seen him develop so naturally
hefore their very eyes that they do not know
him for what he is.

You ean’t see a tree grow, hut you can
sce the difference if you don’t look at it for
two whole years. That advantage the
ALY, has. When it gets back it will
know the profiteer in a minute. And some
of {ke reports of “trouble” at home are only
profiteering camouflage put out to cover up
profiteering. It won’t work.

WHAT IS LACKING?
lLetter writing, remarked a noted man of
letiers quite a number of years ago, is a lost
art.  Fasceinated—-for there is no other
word, seemingly, that fits this particular

; hysteria—Dby the modern form of penning

business episiles, and harassed by the con-
stani demands on one’s time by the myriads
of activitios that flash up in the course of a
day, letters have degenerated into a slap-
dash note, on the one hand, and a 20-page
rhapsody about nothing. on the other.
Neither reveals, as it should reveal, a

cross-seciion  of the writer’s soul vor
thoughts: neither does it fling into soft,

intimate perspeclive some personal little
facet that gives the recipient a fresh grip on
himsell, a concrete, happy, optimistic dash
of what the home folks are doing.

The war, while it lasted, threw the mod-
ern type of letier into the background.
Letters to Irance became intimate, loving,
personal—and long and frequent. REvi-
dence is unmistakable that they are drop-
ping back into the old rut again—with what
effect on the Yank can be imagined.

“Aren’t you writing to your soldier
friends in France any more?’ a matron
queried of a girl who had maintained a
voluminous eorrespondence right up to the
day of the armistice.

“Why, no,” returned the young lady sur-

prised. “The war is over, isn’t it?”?
All of which has its own sweeping moral.

I can

The Army’s Poets

« THE SONG OF ST. NAZAIRE

Hurry on, you doughboys, with wyour rifie and
your puck;

Bring along your cooties with your junk upon
your back; )

We'll house you and delouse you and we'll douse
you in 2 bath,

And when the boat is rendy you
Western Path.

can take the

FFor it's home, kid, home—when you
slip away from here— .

No more slum or reveille, pounding in
your ear;

lack on clean, wide strects again—

Back between the sheets again

Where a guy can lay in bed and sleep
for half a ycar.

Iurry on, you lousy buck, for your last advance;

You are on your final hike through the mud of
France;

Somewhere in the Good OM

shift the load,

Where you'll never see again an M.P. down the

road.

Town, you can

For it's home,. boy, home, with the old
ship headed west;

No more cooties wandering across yvour
manly chest;

No more M.P.'s grabbing you—

No more majors crabbing you—

Nothing for a guy to do except to eat
and rest,

Move along, you Arnmy, while the tides are on

the swell,

Where a guy can get away and not the S.O.L.

Where the gold fish passcs and the last corned

willy’s through,

And no top sergeant’s waiting with another job

to do.
For it's home kid, home--when the
breakers rise and fall—
Where the khaki’s hanging from a

nail against the wall—
Clean again and cheerful there—
Handing out an ear full there—
Where you never have to jump at the
bugle’s call.
GRANTLAND RICE.

WAIT AND SEE!

¥You thought that I thought it romantic

Just Romueo-stuff when I klssed von,

An off-to-the-war movie antic—

You smiled when I wrote how I mfssed .vou.

You thought that squads cast, the Atlantie
And distance and war quite _convinces
A fellow he ought to grow fﬁc

And rave of his “Far-Away Princess!”

Well, perhaps iy farewell was romantic,
And there’s nothing to prove that 1 miss yvou,
But you'll know '8 no movie-star's antic
The day that we Iand, and I kiss you!

H. R. B.. Artlllery.

TRIALS OF AN M.P.
“Who won the war?*® ‘This battle-cry
They shout at me as they pass by
From box-car doors, and at a glance,
I have them placed—three weeks in Irance—
Uinwashed, wunkempt, replacements all,
Corn-willic fed, and so they bawl
Their rage at me as they rush past,
A dandy bunch to dare to ask

Who won the war?

“Wlho won the war? The brave M.P.s"

A drunken soldier flings the wheeze

And o he's pinched., I'morather sore;

“What outfit Jack?"  “The Q.M. Corpa™

I have to laugh, but on I lead,

He sobers up and stalls and pleads,

But no avail, s0 on we go

Up to the Cap who'll let him
\Whoe won the war

know

“Who worn the war?’ Ile’s in a crowd,
And shouts it out o very loud
- That you would think that he must be
The winner of a D.S.C.

But guess againg he's too afraid

To show his fuce, and so he stayed

Back out of sipht; the cowardly stiff
Dares not come out and asl: me if

\We won the war,

“*“Who won the war?” He asks it low,
I turned around to let him know,
And then he Inughs, “How are you, pal,
How can 1 get to Itue du Vall?*
A doughboy buck just back on leave,
With wounds and »cars shown on hig sleeves,
I set him right, 1’1 tell you why
1 can't get peeved; here is the guy

Who won the war.
W.

RIGHT OF WAY
parley vous with Francois,
deuntseh with Heinie Stein,
1 like to interlurd my tali with bits of for-
cign chatter,
I can order bheer or beefstenk from the base ports
) to the Rhine,
Some times they don't quite get me, but that
isn’t any matter.
The poilu may say, “No compree,” Fritz may
nicht verstay,
But I keeps spoutin’
distangny.

I picked up some bally cockney, 'fore I'd ever
won a stripe,

(I told the Johns I got it when I visited a

duchess,)

seviral words of Russian, I think Dago

talk's a pipe,

I know a comic Greek yarn that's as funny
as a cruteh is,

(The comp’ny barber taught it me, one time
he cut my hanir—

1 don't know what the words all mean, but
he rays it's a bear)

Ich weiss I mix ‘em up some, but then, ¢a ne fait

ree-an,

Variety in what I say has alwavs been my
n:otto,

I never sink down low enough to talk American,

(I2xcept when I answer roll-call—and then, of

course, I've got to.)

somchow  somethin’

admittin’ it I hates,

Some day I'll say, “God bless you, folks,” in
plain United States.

sprechen

foreign, for it sounds so

I know

But tells me, though

‘T'tr BLIYS,

THAT HAPPY DAY
New Yorkers may talk

0Of the longing to walk

Down their Broadway of chorus girls,
and steaks;

New Englanders sigh

For the old apple pie

And the doughnuts that mother and no one else
makes;

lobsters

Many folks on these shores

In the middle of snores

Sight anew in their sleep Madame Liberty flame;
Most all of us dream

Of the penches and cream

In the smile of one girl—that is part of the game.

Rut what does it matter?

In all of this clatter

It's quite clear what's wanted by A.E.F. men.
What we all mean to say

Is “Huasten the day

When have to put stamps on our
again!*

-

letters
510

MERRY NYMPH OF MAYTIME

Merry nymph of Muytime
Whistling in the trees,
Sighing o’cr the hilltops,
Warbling in the breeze!
Oft and oft 1've sought you,
Daring little flirt;
Supposing I had caught you!
Really, that would hurt,
*Cause you're & nymph, a fafry,
A goddess of the spring,
Supposing that I caught you—
What sadness that would bring!
) WILFRED C. DOLLB,
Sgt., 161st Co., T.C.

OUR DEAD

To you, our honored dead, who gave
Your all that Freedom’s banner,

Free from shame, might proudly wave .
Before the world forever.

To you who llc in peaceful rest

\ Beneath the silent crosses,

We pledge our all, our lives, our best,
To ‘Carry On’ forever.

The charge you left we gladly take,
Nor ask for aught, but that
‘Worthily, for your dear sake’ .
We “Carry On" forever.

WALKZR, 6th Marineas,

L @;-455_&' 27,

THE OFFICE BOY RETURNS

T

o

ANMERICAN
MAN TOWER

A MISUNDERSTANDING

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

In the New Republic of February 22 there
was an article entitled “Misjudging FFrance,”
in which they =aid of the French that the
“deepest desire of their hearts is to have
their house to themselves.”

I agree with the article on the whole—cer-
tainly the American doughboy has grossly
misjudged the French mnation—and certainly
in many, many cases the people are heartily
sick of him and would gladly see him in hell,
heaven or tloboken tout de =uite. On the
other hand, there is another side to it. of
which they bhave not spolken.

My battalion has Dbeen billeted for four
months in a small town not far from Dijon.
Last November we marched down from the
Argonne, a distance of about 150 miles. The
town has perhaps 300 people altogether. A
tourist might tell you that it was picluresque,
butl things have a rather different aspect when
viewed from the tonnean of a limousine or
from the dirt floor of an old barn, and what-
ever elsec it might have been it was certainly
darned uncomfortable. Our battalion, about
1,000 strong, found themselves confronted with
roofs that leaked and floors that seeped—
with cooties and with mud, with endless in-
spections and drills, fatigues and marches,

with rain for 53 (by actual count) consecutivel.

days, to say nothing ol a shortage of fuel, a
lack of lights and few amusements. [ think
any fair-minded person would agree that ob-
viously the thing to do was to drown your
troubles in ‘‘vin blane,” and, although I must
say the men behaved remarkably well, still,
there was all the drinking that the Army pay
allows, and the things incident to it.

We stole honey and rabbits, smashed win-
dows, tore up doors for firewood, shot wild
hoars with service rifles, with wonderful dis-
regard to the safeiy of the IFrench civique,
and once in a while would start a killing
party, which fortunately never killed anyone,
although some poilus told me they thought it
safer at the front. Aside from these things
there were the necessary evils incident to oc-
cupation, i. e., increased prices, ruined roads,
and the general wear and tear,

Yet in spite of all these things, in spite of
the fact that weo had run over their town rough
shod, there was not a woman in the town who
did nnt cry when we marched away. The
cynic will say that they were thinking of the
60,000 francs we spent there each month, but
I think it was more than that. Big, sunny,
sunburned, exuberant Yanks—as carefree and
cheerful as schoolbhoys—how could anyone—
let alone the kindly French people—help lik-
ing them?

You cannot tell me that the one desire of
those peasants of Yonne was to see us go—no,
not by a good deal. With all our faults they
loved us still, and with all our talk there are
lots of us who have learned to love the French.
So, remember that there are lots of us who
have formed here in I'rance the strongest ties
and affections and who, if occasion should
rise, would gladly come again to fight for
France and for the things for which she
stands. CAPTAIN, M.G. BN

QUESTION NO. 4,176,502

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I wish to take advantage of the knowledge
of the staff of your paper by having them
settle the question that is causing so many
arguments in the AE.F. and elsewhere.

Which division did the best fighting on the
front?

Kindly publish in your paper at your earli-
est opportunity the standing of the different
combat divisions. In doing this you will
please the men of the AKYI, and the folks

back home.
Crr. M. J. DONOGHUE.
[We have two men in the hospital now.
Ca]r‘l']t]sland any more casualties at present.
—Ed.

REST AT BREST

To the Editor of TIIE STARS AND STRIPES:

Here is a chaplain who has seen the funny
side of an iron bed with iron slats.

At a 90th Division mess the other day some
one asked Chaplain Jackson where he landed
on arriving in France. He replied “Brest.”

The first question was followed by a second,
“How long did you lay there?”

“Oh, I didn't lay long,” replied the chap-
lain, “I kept turning over.” SOLDIER.

OH, YOU BEHAVE

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

En route for home and mother, I have been
kept at Brest for three weeks. When do you
think I will be weaned?

SUuCKLING SOLDIER,

HEADLINES OF AYEAR AGO

From THE STARS AND STRIPES of
May 3, 1918

CROIX DE GUERRE FOR 117 MEN
OF 104TH INFANTRY—Regimental
Colors Also Decorated After Impressive
Ceremony.

“MOTHER’S LETTER PLAN GIVES
EVERY MAN IN A.EF, SPECIAL
OPPORTUNITY JFOR OBSERVING
MOTHER'S DAY—Every Bit of Army
and Government Postal Machinery Will
Help to Speed Your May 12th Message
Home if You Follow the Rule.

GENERAL McANDREW NEW
CHIEF OF STAFF—General Harbord
Given Field Command in Accordance
With A.E.F. Policy.

“SOLDIER’S MAIL” NOW OUT OF
DATE—Upper Right Hand Corner of
Envelope to Be Left Blank.

SAME OLD STORY-—NO PL.ACE
TO GO—Willard-Fulton Bout Still
Homeless. May Be Held in Oklahoma.

US EDITORS

Most of the mail which reaches the ofilce of

THE STARS AND STRIPES these days is com-
posed of divisional histories explaining what
Company I did in the great battle of St.
Mihijel, and poems. Of the mass of poems it is
possible to print only a small portion. The
editor goes over them every day and seleets
the best—or what he thinks is best, which
often does not accord with the opinions of the
authors themselves, Contributors often write
in after a month or so of waiting and ask to
have, their contributlions returned. This is
impossible. We do not save the contributions
unless they are good enough for future pub-
lication. Anyone sending in material shounld
state, providing he thinks his contribution
good enough for some other publication, that
it should be returned to him it it is not ac-
ceptable for publication in T Stars AND
STRIPES.

THE STARS AND STRIPES, however, is glad to
go over all of the contributions and select the
best. Someiimes the lowest buck private in
the ranks composes the best poem, and it is
from the lowly buck we receive the bhest
doughboy letters. The practice of writing
and contributing to THE STARS AND STRIPES IS
encouraged and not discouraged. DBut he who
writes and does not get into print should not
feel that his contribution has been carelessly
thrown into the waste basket without con-
sideration.

From 2a hundred like it the following
“poem” is an example of what has to be
sorted over daily:

One day our captain shouted
I want a very brave voluntcer
To go into the Kaiser's palace
And drink up all his beer."*
After waiting a few minutes
One of them at last was found.
His name was Sgt. F. L. Pain,
A regular old-time booze hound.

After drinking up a barrel
He said he was feéling fine.
Then he grabbed the poor old Kaiser
And he made him double time.
History will never tell you
F¥iow thec poor lad softly fell
He was shot not with a rifle
For the fool got drunk as hell.,

Sar. F. L. PAIN.

_ All of which explains why us editors have to
take so many vacations—[EDITOR.]

THE LAST SHOTSKI

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

We see by TUE STARS AND STRIPES, which
once in a while comes this way, that they are
still trying to learn who fired the last shot in
the great war. Just tell the boys in IFFrance
and Germany to rest easy, for it won’t be one
of them. We throw them over every day here,
all the way from a 45 to-a 6-inch Howitzer.
And the funny thing about it is that they
come back in the same manner. Put the boys
easy on this matter, will you, Ed.? We know
they won the war, but just let them know
while they are drinking the German beverage
that the side show is slill on with all attrac-
tions open. If you find any of those who are
still keen to go, refer them to the transfer
department and send them up.

Regards to all the boys on the Rhine and
tell them to start thinking up some good
stories, for there are fewer of us here; there-
fore, the bigger the stories—you know, Ed.—
not so many from the home town.

A Dougaeoy IN Russia,
839th Inf.

LUCKY STIFFS!

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

The next time that the standing of the
clubs in the S.0.S. Leaguc is published in
vour palladium of the private’s privileges, you

might place the Transport Quartermasiers
down in the tailend position, with a scason’s
percentage of .000—mark the line “stet” and
keep it there. I think that all T.Q.M.’s will
agree with me.

Nobody quite understands it. We belong
to the Army, and yet we're at sea most of tho
time. We are sailors, and yet do not wear
navy uniforms. We do not belong to the
Marines. What the hell do we belong to,
anyway?

In the States, they say that we do not do
overseas work, so they have allotted us silver
chevrons. If we wear Home Guard insignia
over here, it is glowered at by the first M.P.
and tedious explanations ensue._ Although the
passengers we carry receive their 10 per cent
the minute they come on board, I have never
gotten mine, and never will get it. In the
form of a compromise, we were promiscd sil-
ver adornments. Now we baven't even got
the promise.

The Sam Browne belt is another irritant.
If we forget to wear it here—phooie! If we
forget not to wear it in the States—plus de
phooie. 1f we leave it hanging around the
ship. some deck cnsign steals it to use as a
razor strop. However, it looks real good in
photos. Lots of the boys back home borrow
'em for that purpose.

When they start these veterans' associa-
tions, T vwonder where we step in? We don't
belong to the Army, Navy, Marine Corps,
AE.JF., S.0.8, AT.S, or, as far as I can
learn, anything else. . However, we will be ex-
clusive and form one of our own, the insignia
being a bunk crossed with an empty pocket-
boolk.

However, the life is educatling, and we pick
up many things in our iravels. For instance,
in New York, yon do not belong to the Q.M.C.,
but to the Q.M. Corps. In Bordeaux, they
won’t pay you unless you add your 10 per
cent overseas bonus. I would like very much
to comply with this rule, but ILeavenworth
does not appeal to me. In New York, too,
you're not supposed to wear bars on raincoats.
If you don't wear ’em over hers, some Franc
Terror is liable to mistake you for a “Y” sec-
retary and ask the loan of a bottle of cognac.
In Newport News the7 %'own on overseas caps.
In Paris, the only sightseeing you can do is at
the A.P.M. office. In Pguillac they won't let
vou drink after hours! Brooklyn, Hoboken
and Le¢ Rochelle are all about the same, and
as for Norfolk and Jacksonville—! .

The Home Guard tells us we’re lucky be-
cause we go to France; the AE.F. says we're
lucky because we go to the States: the Navy
says we're lucky because we're in the Army;
and ihe Army says we're lucky because we're
in the Navy. '

But, as I said before, what do we belong to?
Who are we? And what do we rate? If there
is some member of the J.A.G.D. in the house,
he might give up an evening in the Cafe de
la Paix and straighticen this out. And, strange-
ly enough, this also comes from a

GoLp LoOOEY.

ANY SECONDS?

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I read with much interest a challenge from
James E. Paul, manager of Sgt. Allen Raynor,
to out-eat any man in the AEIF. and will
say that I have under my charge a man who
would accept the challenge under the follow-
ing conditions only:

1. Every man in the ALL.F. contribute one
month's pay for the purpose of buying grub.

2. A disinterested pariy to take the money
and buy bacon, beans, rice and beef from the
Quartermaster.

3. The Quartermasier to furnish 400 field
ranges and 800 cooks be put on special duty to
prcpare the grub.

4. That four trainloads of ice cream and
five carloads of cake be added as a dessert.

Should the above conditions be guarantced
Cpl. James I'. Ingerham will make his ap-
pearance and dispose of that amount of grub
in short order.

It may be of interest to know that Corporal
Ingerham has had only three courts-martial
for disposing of grub out of hours—one for
eating a quarter of beef while carrying it
from truck to kitchen, a distance of 50 feet;
another for eating a bake-pan full 'of beans
and two cases of tomatoes to wash them
down, and the last for eating nine cases of
corned willy without taking a single glass of
water—or anything else—with it,

I will post 10,000 soap wrappers as a guar-
antee of good faith. .

JOSEPH ‘M. MaDOXA,
Mgr., 47th Aero Sqdn.




