THE STARS AND STRIPES, FRIDAY, MAY 16, 1919.

" e, -
LI -

—

The Stars and Stripes

The officlal publication of the American Expe-
. ditlonary Forces; authorized by the Commander-
in-Chlef, A.E.F.

Written, edited and published every week by
and for the soldlers of the A.E.F.

Entered as second class matter at United States
Army Post Office, Parls, France.

Advertising DIlrector for the United States and
Canada: A. W. Ericksen, 381 Fourth Avenue,
New York City.

Fifty centimes a copy. No subscriptions taken,
Advertising rates on application.

THE STARS AND STRIPES, 'G-2-D, A.E.F,,
32 Rue Taitbout, Paris, France. Telephone:
Gutenberg, 12-95.

FRIDAY, May 16, 1919,

“Ah, Love, could won and I with Him

conspire e
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things
enlire,

Would we nol shatler it Lo bits and then
Remould il nearer lo the Heart’s Desire#”

And 50 i is with the Peace terms. They
do not please everyone, why even the Ger-
mans don’t like ihe ireaty and it was made
especially for them!

Savs the British [ndependent  Tabor
darly Leader: larsh, wilitary and pro-
vocative.

Says another British M., who thinks the
indemnity too small: Mosi unsatizfactory.

Sayz an Trish staiesman: No good since
it docse’t scitle ihe Irigsh problem,

If the American delegation to the confer-
ence had writien the terms there is no doubt
that they would have been different, just as
it would have been far and away another
story if Italy or even France or Britain
had taken an unchecked pen in hand. Com-
promise was necessary, as it always will be
when strong men meet.

And if some of the fine idealism, some of
the altruistic perspective of President Wil-
son’s 1t points is lacking from the man-
date that the vanquished enemy must ac-
cept, there is still, underlying the whole
stern message of reparation, punishment
and nnyielding command, the promise of
the League of Nations. Therein lies the
hope of eventual and certain jusiice to the
peoples of the world—a pledge that those
peoples shall be guaranteed their right to
live, move and have their being without
fear -of another «all {o kill. however
Tighteous that call may seom 10 the few
who would sound it

The Peace T'reaty is writien in the bitter
blood of millions; the Teague 15 traced in
the hoping letiers of life for thos¢ for whom
the millions died.

STRAW VOTING

That top sergeant of king= who coined
the most megacephalic motto of all the
ages, “‘L am the State,” even he waulld siop,
look and listen Lefore proclaiming himself
the ALI

But where kings. angelic and otherwise,
would fear to tread. olten, {on often, clowns
rush in neck deep.

“The AL Tavors Such-and-Such for
Prezident,” “\ LI Unanimous  Against
Prohibition,” =Soldicrs FFavor Return to
Pension Svstem.” and =0 on ad infinitum,
are some of the headhines =smeared across
newspapers in the Stites from coast to
coast. these davs, all well savoring of the
crowned head in question.

Somcbody is playing a cruel joke on the
homefolks. It a!l brings to mind a certain
cabinel pow-wow of Abraham  Lincoin's
official family. A grave subject was voder
discussion.  One by one the minisfers rose
and with some heat expreszed their apin-
ions as to its decizion.

Lincoln alone kept his counsel. At the
end, ihe President ealled for the “aves® and
“nays” The whole eabinet vofed againsi
the resolution. " great man rose and
struck them duml with the simple an-
nouncenient, “'he saves” have i

Tie great silent thinking foree of the
AL Lineoln, 1t will let others
do the talking; 1 will render its verdiet at

the hallot box.

15 like

GOOD MANNERS

sleep the Jremch—these things are to be
found, and with these the olive drab wearer
who was a wanderer in civilian days is con-
tent. For him there can be such a thing
as too much of his comrades, too much of
all the garish, flaring entertainment and
revelry that keeps one’s nerves a-jungle and
one’s eyes heavy-lidded and open.

Such a place, for insiance, is T'royes—
somewhere in Irance. To the average
Yank, Troyes is merely a milestone on the
road to the usual leave center. Bul to ihe
gypsy Yank it is a port of call, a haven
where he can rest in peace and comfort—
though, alas for him, therc are M.P.’s here,
albeit kindly ones—until such time as in-
stinet urges him to iake (o the road again.
It is safe to say thai 5 per cent of the
ALY, insignia have been scen on its
=treets, for it is one of thosze iowns to which
the romad turns his sieps as unerringly as
a homing pigeon is guided to its nest.
Troyes is rather large, and it is neither
beauiiful nor aitraclive; but-neither are
Port Said or Shanghai, yet all form a Sar-
gasso Sea for drifwrs.

There is a Y.M.C.A. hut there, too, but
it, like the lown, is quiet and hospiiable,
where one can sit and dream, or read and
write, or buy the omnipresent cup of choco-
late and a sandwich. But there is no vast
conglomeration of {roops, no mad revelry,
no bustling, hustling leave cenier atsmos-
phere, notiiing but the ever-preseni poilu in
liis horizon blue, and ihe townsiolk who
mind their own business after the good
French fashion, and iake il for granted
that others will mind their own.

Wise, indeed, in ike wizdom of Solomon
were they who decreed that there shall be
passes which inchude places like Troyes.
They are scaticred all over France; and
none but the dyed-in-the-wool wanderer
knows their co-ordinates.  And he guards
his eecret jealouzly.

PLAIN CUSSIN’

Did you ever zei 1o tatking to a Y.M.C.AL
airl, or a Red Cress girl, or some other girl
over here who understaneds your language
as well as vou do, and suddenly you'd siop
and gasp like a dying rout. and turn red
and go away from that place without a word
of explauvation?

Of course, vou have, We all bave, We
realized that, in classic parlance, we'd pulled
a bone.
Then
and try

we'd generally o hack to our billet
to forget all about it by reading or
playing Canfield with ourselves for our
month’s pay.  And whenever we saw that
girl again, we'd cross the street and be
hugely interested in walching the watering
cart get filled.

Probably the ALY, is, altogether, as
clean minded a bunch of soldiers as ever
helped win a world war.  Buai these words
and phrazes——which wa consider as purely
decorative and Jdon’t mean a thing thereby
—have a habit of vrawling into the scams
of our conversatiim, cven as the festive
coolie crawls into the scamsz of our shirts.
And some folks don’t understand that
theyre just ornaments.

And have you ever thought how much
worse it’s going to be when vou get home
and go to your girl, and, entirely without .
vour volition there pops out a streumn of ]
sky-blue language?  O-0-0h, Lord!

Wt we believe a remedy can be effected.
Tuke 30 minutes off every day beiween now
and the tinte vou go home and see how all
vou can pack it with words that aren’t
And for every cuss dock yourself
otie prune at mess Then vou ¢an ge home
without a muzzle.

Beeause there isn’t any real reason why
cussin’—plaimn o1 tuney—should  be nocos-i
sary

Not a =mgle, danin one,

CUSSeS,

HERE AND THERE
They bave scen the Nine and  the
Rhoue, the Alps and the Apennines.  The
slopes of the Pyrences lave heen their play-

were their attained objective
They have looked on the Mue waters of
the Mediterranean, ~od Lave watched its

This happened at St Aignan, the well
known casual trap. way station on the route
to Americal tirsi stage on the road toward,
long irousers and ponzee shirts, where they
a0ti-{o baciviliun  waits and  waitz and,
witite, and gets deionsais and physicaiiy -
spected and deloused again, and has his
service  record ehecked and QKA and
wails.

A casual private

was walking down the
main highway that leads from the railroad
station to the river. Several hundred thou-
sand men of the AJLEF. have passed along
thai road in their day.  In the doorway of
the AP M= ollice stoed a group of second
lientenants. about a dozen ol them, all
newly made.

The casual private casually salufed. And
the group of a Jdezen stood ereet. clicked
ita ¢oliective heels, and returned ihe salute
as honestly and according {0 regulations as
though ike combined General Stafls of all
the Allied Armies were passing,

The casual private walked on, not with-
oui a quickened pulse. reilecti s that there

lateen =ails curvelting against the sunset,
hinting of e reasure-laden Fast for whose
posserston a0 mad Power was willing to
vreek o world, They have gazed into the
hine’s dark tlood as it swirls around the
inck rvock whence the Lorelei, with her
song’s enchantment, lured the boatman to
his doom.

They bave trndged as conquerors through
the gloom of Rhineland forests where Sieg-
tried; as the Jegend tells, overcane mon-
sters and estabiished an example of the
efticacy of Will-to-Power lor countless gen-
erations of Tentonie tribesmen-~the latest
of whom o recently attempted to impose
that wicked platosophy upon the rest of
humankind.

They have seen the soaring =plondor of
Gothie eathedrals and the rude outlines of
crag-perched castles deft by robber-burons,
enduring memorials of the will and method
perpetnated by the German general staff in
its plans and performances.

And having seen these things, and more,
embracing so much of the wonder and the
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are two sides to discipline, 201 that ecour-

tesy loses nothing Iromn heing conmmen 1o

all men.

NOMAD'S PARADISE

Wise in the wizdom of Solonwn were the
eminent gentlemen who decreed ihe

of

classes of leaves given members lhe
A.R.F. should be the class permitiing one

to travel anywhere in France except within
the jurisdiciion of specified leave arecas.
For such a decree is touching the heart of
the- nomadic wanderer, who, especially in
the springtime, bears within his heart the
lure of the open road.

Jrom the base poris to the old German
border they may be found, ihese ports of
call, far outside the beaten tiracik; quiet
places, with few or no troops in them, few
or no M.P.’s, no points of interest barring
a church or two—nothing bui an echoing,
dust-filled street, with sunbeams or moon-
beams flinging their long shadows athwart
the ancient walls.

A low-beamed inn, where one may pur-
chase oeufs at four francs the dozen instead
of ten, and a bottle of Medoc {or one-quar-

s the price charged elsewhere; and onc of
« tPse curious bureau-drawer beds in which

heanly of the Old World, they are going
| home to Ameriea, to look upon their own
Sland with new vision and enlanced appre-
cltiton,

The Mads=on and the Mississippi and the
Colmhia are going fo look hetter to ihe
retintuing doughboy than ever in his life.
Ex-menibers of the A are going 10
realize the charm of the Berkshiresz, the
Blue Ridge and the Ozarks as never hefore,
and the Rockies will be {o them a glory and
a pride forever.

Not a green and nestling valley in the
pleasant land of France, but will be seen to
have its match in the old home state.  Not
any of (e beauiy or the majesty they have
heneld overseas, hut will have its Tellow
some place, or many places, in Amerieca.
Many of the boys may even consider their
own country more heautiful, more inierest-
ing, more evervihing, than anything this
side of the Atlantie, for all ol 2,000 vears
and more of effort and tradition.

And then there will be the joy of Amer-
ican barber shops and American pie, and
the splendor of skyscrapers seen from the
river at night, and the thrill ihat comes
when the express elevator jumps for the
twenty-fifth floor.

sronud, as the Arcadian valleys of Alsacel.

The-A rmy’s Poets

—

WHAT DID YO

LILACS

The lilacs nod above my garden wall
This sunny springtime day.-

And down the lecafy
Their fragrance bhreathes the May.

Yet still, though here home’s deep content is set,
‘Whenever lilacs blow,

Above a gaurden wall T see them yet
In France, long springs ago.

The villuge vesper chime was in the alr,
The rooks winged siowly by,

And one wiih lilac blossoms in her halr
Has watched the daylight die.

A flower of her ancient land she seemed
Benecuth the lilace spray;

The young renewal of its years undreamed,
Sach with its fragrant May.

Along the leafy Iane the blackgirds ecall,
And spring; is in the breceze;
Bloom still the lilaes by that garden wall
In IFrance, beyond the seas?
Here deep content of home hreathes everywhere:
No more¢ 1y feet will stray;
But stands she still with Hacs In her hair
When falls the dusk, in May?
JoM, L

JIM RANKIN’S KIND

Then there's Jim Rankin's kind.
In this man's Army.
Jim'd bheen up twice
Blinkin' suriy at Lhe C.0.—
“An’ next time,'" slashes ol' Saber Tongue.
“It's the brig!™
Well, Jim turng kind o' sour on life,
Bul he's mostly gittin® pretty, an' all’s Jake
Till one nizht—>March, an’ raw—
When J. Pluve's distill'ry sprung a leak,
Jim gralis o nasty trick
Guardin’' chow pullimans at the railhead
Four on—an' a hard-hoiled corp’ral
Hand-flingin' for another stripe. gee?
Well, "long about taps
Somethin’s got Jim's trigger-finger squeezin®
An' his Adam’s apple slippin® pivot
An, choppin® his “Halt,"”
Like it's in comp’'ny-front o’ svllables.
But, hell; "tain’t nothin’,
Just a bit of 2 French skirt, see?
“Damn!” says Jim—an' so riled at funkin'
(An' the good nature soaked out o' him)
He hands the kid & rough “Allez!™
But the little dame’s a-s<nifflin', see?
An' ghe ain’t no bigger'n his toad-sticker,
An' half negligee., an' spillia® wet—
An' didn't seem like she had no home,
Larkin® 'round a night like that— |
S0 the gimmick falls for a Ruleigh, see?
Slips the drippin® Liz his slicker
(A-noddin’ Iike he understood).
An’ then he gets wise she's achin' hungry
Eyein®' wistful o' them feed curs.
An' he, cusses flerce,
'Count o' leanin® *gin® a chuck wagon
Bulgin' fat with white bread, see?
(An' a hand-shakin’ corp’ral on!)
But next you know he's cussin' sofl—
Like it might "2’ been o praver—
An' he's diteled the hardware
An® ig hawlin® into that lunch cart.

» » - »

‘Two monthx now, Jim's been in,

Never skippin® a day o* dirty detail.

But whetker he's steerin® front of a bavonet
Or sweatin® blood on a pick,
She's alwava there—the little
Skippin® by his side

An' prattlin® crazy at him—

All day a-prattin® at him—

(An' him a-noddin’ like he understood.)

An' rain or shine, no odds,

She’s dolled up in that slicker

Clwice around an' trailin® some)

An® Jim?—well, scems like he's plum happy—

“Whadd'ye know, of umer,” he hoilers oul Iast
night,

“I got my kid to chawin’ gum!'"

dame—

T. G. B.

JOYCE KILMER

Today the Sixty-ninth porades.—
I cannot see them through (he trees

The trees who lirt their arms in thanks
That those they love have wandered baek,
And eall & benedition down
Upon the ones who stayed
To guard the trees of France

tw-hind

» tees who through
dingzly present their arms,
The trecs who 1d 50 Nemly there,
The thin line of «ternity.

NOt s00wW nor riin can wash {rom
Their certain immortality

the winter duays

them

The Sixty-ninth parades 1odayv- -
1 cunzot see them through the trees
H.J M

EN ROUTE
Cascades of chattered French
Outside the windew of your compartment:
Flat wheels, square as o stamp, —
And snoring, the single sort
That makea married life a horror
Multipiied by many;
And whistles—always whistles,
Shriil, penetrant, insistent

lane where blackbirds call

* whigh, eing

<
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TO REST IN PEACE

To the Editor of TI[IE STARS AND STRIPES:
[ have read with much interest articles ap-
pearing in various papers regarding ihe ad-
visability of sending the bodies of our boys
back home. .

Is it kind, is it right to disturb the dead?
Is it kind to bring fresh sorrow into homes
already racked with pain? The identity of
our boys will never be lost, for France will
consider it a sacred trust to keep their rest-
ing places green and beautiful. Let them lie
in the 1and for which they gave their lives,
tor the spirit of our boys will never die and
will always be a comfort to those left behind.
Is there one boy who would have wished to
be taken home in the condition that must be?
! do not think so. The late Colonel Roosevelt,
who had lost much in this war, stated freely
that the boys would prefer to liec where they

; fell, and his own son sleeps in France.

No doubt the sight of the last “resting
place” would comfort many parents, but
would not the last memory of the living give

them greater and move lasting strength and

A blur of dim lights
Through the dew-wet windows;
A - RTLO.

On ion platform:
The 1 rss harching

Or vour follows,

Secking the unattainable—
Comforg:
And always
Strdent,

whistles,
rasping. futile.

Feel like lce,
And a chill breeze
Through a hroken window
Defying vour overcoat;
The consciousness of a neck,
S and aching:
T.ers that twiteh,
Wakefulness and yawns-—
And whistles, always whistles,
Harsh, harrowing, purposeloss,
Juity Preerge Rucue,
Licut, QM ¢

SWAN SONG
O you Brest eamp,
O D. rest camp,

Peatl of s swept Brittany.
Sun-car Wlocamp;
Wa-love-hest eamp—

Sume as we love reveille

Yaukee guest cmnp,
By-request camp,
Full o ¢how an' tents

Joke and jest camp,
You're the best camp,
Sure as pigs have purple wings'

an’ things:

O you Brest camp,
Heaven blest camp,
flappy soldiers all about;
Joyfullest camp . .
ITear the rest camp,
“When my kecper lets me out.

- T. G. B.
WAITING
Thou walt’st for none, oh “Time, and thou. too.
Tide:
Deluvs of others thou canst ne'er ablde,
Thou, Futher Time, must walk thy narrow road.
Reaping the bharvest which thy seythe harh

mowed
While Tide, thou daughter of the Mather Moon.,

Yo wsUoadritt ol those who come not soo:n
Enongzh to please thy faney. List to ae-—
The troops will goon be sailing o'er the sen.
Wihen is the date of our departure due?
Oh “Time wnd Tide, how long wait we for vou?
CHARLES MaNLEY

(Begging MMr. Riley's Pardon)

Uncle Sammy's Army has come to France (o sty
To sweep the strects and allevs up and heep the
Huns away;
now the war
is done,

We want o go to Puris just to have a little fun.
But one thing keeps us here in camp; it is the

hrave AM.P.:
0t an eaizle ¢ve to ketch vou on a

RBut 13 over and the fighting !l

spre

So don't you try to take 2
chusi about.

Or the M. s will git you if vou don’t watch out'

he'd

trip, and don‘t you

Once there was a doughboy who thousht
|

And

there by the wall,
And when they wurned the covers down he
wasn’'t there at all,

called his name ut revellle, bhe didn't

swer ‘‘ilere”;

seeked him all through

and everywhere, | foar:

B tinalty they found him locked in walls with
bars so stout . , .

Well, the M.PCs will git you 1Ir
out. .

They un-

They ngland, Prance

votl don't watceh
1. C. C.

courage?

Let the gold star shine forth. watching over
and Keeping fresh the memory of the boys
who sleep in France.

Witrarp M. CLakk,
Szt., HIq Co., Hospital Center, A.PO 731.

- STILL BLOWING

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

The writer is a bugler with the outfit
shown below, and having Liown against some
of the best boys in the Army and captured
the prize in an Army meet in 1913, he is now
2ager to compete against any of them. or
those in the Navy. -

This s a challenge. and 1 would bhe pleased
te have vou give it space.

J. H. CRINER.
Bugler, Co. A, 34th Inf.

[The buglers are writing so many letters
that we believe they could be induced to enter
ta contest in gome far realin. What joy. with
no notes of veveille to stir onr slumbers while
they would be away' But whe on earth would
blow “Prepare to Mount” it the boat was in
the harbor waiting for us?—Editor )

CHESS AND CHECKERS

To the Editor of THIE STARS AND STRIPES:

I have entered my name as a public enter-
tainer at chess and checkers for the American
IExpeditionary Forces. 1 would like to ar-
range a chess match with the Freneh chess
champion and with the London chess cham-
nion. I hope to meet James Ferrie, the
Scotch champion, in a checker mateh for the
international title.

You can let all chess and checker devotees
know that I expeet to start a tour of France
in the near future. I will play simultancously
chess and checkers with as many as 100 play-
ers at one time, and will play blindfolded
games with as many as 15 players at a time.
A letter from those interested in a chess or
checker tournament would be appreciated.

N. W. BAxNKS,

Cpl., Co. E, 310th Am. Tr.,, A.P.O. 727,

World’s Checker Champion.

LOST WEST POINTERS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

To you we come with a heart-breaking
query—that of another lost unit. Perhaps in
the sympathy our condition may create, oth-
crs may become more satisfied with their own.
I refer to the West Point Candidates’ School.

After writing the exams on March 21, we
were promised an early departure either to
our divisions or the States. According to the
very late reports, we are still here at Beaunec.
We have been granted a life scholarship with
the A.E.F. University and are endeavoring
to enjoy ils advantages.

Nobody knows; nobody cares for us. We
are denied the privilege of returning with our
cutfits. The fact that our present organiza-
tion is a provisional one has caused our folks
to surmise things. Tbke situation is, indeed,
embarrassing and we trust that you will sug-
zesl a remedy. . P, W,

[Stick it~ out;
Editor.]

that’s what we're doing.—

HEADLINES OF A YEAR AGO

From THE STARS AND STRIPES of
May 17, 1918

“HONOR TO THEIR VALOR"—
Says France’s Premier of Americans.

THEY'LL. DBE OVER, GEORGE
HIMSELF AND DOZENS MORE—

Weber and Fields, Maude Adams, Elsie
Ferguson, to Join A.E.IF.—Billie Burke,
Jim Corbett, John Drew, Lillian Rus-
sell; Nobody’s Been Left Out.

MILKMAIDS

CALL FOR GOES
OUT IN STATES—Woman’s Land
Army Appeals for Overalied Volun-
teers.

MOTHER'S LETTER TO BE DE-
LIVERED BY END OF MONTH—
Sunday’s Harvest of Home Messages
Already on Way to States.

ARMY TAKES OVER JOB OF
HANDLING A.EF. MAIL—M.P.E.S.
Will Aiso Care for Express Sent to or
by Soldiers.

FOR LIMBER LEGS

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Now that American sportis and games are
sprouting out all over France. there is one
thing that has been overlooked and to which
I would like to call your attention and ask
vour help.

I bave in mind a cross-country hike and
kindly ask your co-operalion in getting the
necessary permission and having the proper
military arrangements made to pull this off
as a sporting event or io demonstraie the
salie of military training.

The hike is to be against time. or competi-
tion with light marching order. If it is lerlt
to me to decide the route, 1 would choose
Geneva (Ainj, and Brest as the starting and
finishing points, or any other routé agreed
upon.

I have been in France with Co. A, 33rd
Engineers, for 11 months, and at present am
iattached to Co. B, 512th Engineers. at Luzy.
I Nievre. 1 have done some hiking in the Phil-
“ippine and Hawaiian 1slands and feel conf-
dent of accomplishing the proposed hike.

Jou~x J Cizex.
Cpl., Co. A, 33rd Engrs., D.S.

[Ain't you had enough hikin’ yet, buddy?—

I2ditor.]

WELL? WHO KNOWS?

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

On the editorial page in a recent issue yon
attempt to answer two questions under the
heading “Ask Grondpa.” Allow me to correct
you. The word “doughboy,” as applied to a
gravel agitator, did not originate in the Phil-
ippines as you state, but in the Indian cam-
paigns which followed the Civil War. Per-
haps, you do not remember Frederick Rem-
ingwon’s” picture of “The Doughboy,” drawn
in the late 80's. It was of a plains Infantry-
man in full kit.

As to “buck private,” you are right as far
as you go. In the Civil War, poker first as-
sumed ils place as the national indoor sport,
and in those days it was actually played with
2 buek which passed with the deal. So origin-
ated the term, *passing the buck,” as ap-
plied to interior Army tactics., and naturally,
the private being the man to whom the buck
is eventually passed. hecame himself the
“buck.”

GRANDPA.

OUR OWN TRIBUTE

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Permit me to make a suggestion that may
attract the eye of someone who could start
the movement.

Why can't the American Expeditionary
FForces collect from its members enough
money (0 raise a memorial shaft to the com-
rades we are leaving behind in France. Such
a monument could be placed at Washington,
and wolild mean more to us than any’ the ol-
vilian population would erect; it.would.be our
own gift and our own privilege. ¥

W.T. A,
Pvt., Machine Gun Ba.

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I request that you .publish this letter as
soon as possible.

Recently an article, “The 2nd Division at
Chéteau-Thierry,” by General Omar Bundy,
U.S.A,, appeared in Everybody's Magazine,
and on page 64 of the literary Digest for
March 15, 1919, appears the following, to
which I take exception, in reference to Gen-
eral Bundy’s ariicle:

“In this authoritative account by the high
commanding ofiflcer, some disputes as to just
what parts were played' by different units of
Marines and Infantry are cleared up. “There
is mention, for instance, of an Inrantry unit
that attacked by mistake and thus, .even
though ordered back io the previous linc and
so deprived of official giory, nevertheless, may
claim, unofiicially, the honor of participating
in the great advance. As-Genecral Bundy
puts it In his carefully corrected account:

“‘ln the attack on Bouresches, a battalion
of the 23rd Infantry, finding that the Ma-
rines on their left were advancing, also eaper-
ly entered the fight., It was not the inten-
tion that they should advance at that time,
but thig fact does not sppear to have been
undersiood by the battalion commander, and
it was, no doubt, a disappointment to him,
as well as to his battalion, when he received
orders to retire to his old position. The re-
sults of the day’s fighting were a number of
prisoners and some machine guns and trench
mortars. Our own loss in killed and wound-
¢d had been heavy.” "™
As my battalion, the 3rd, was on ihe right

of the 28rd Infaniry position, and Maj. (now
Lieut, Col.) E. C. Waddill's battalion, the 1st,
was on the left, the article is apt to give the
wrong Impression, and, in faet, has caused
two marked copies to be sent to me. I did not
enter ihe attack of June 6-7, 1918, because 1
found that the “Marines on our left were
advancing,” but T did so because I was or-
dered to attack. I received orders at 4:15
p.m., June 6, that I would attack at 5 p.m.
As General Bundy states that he wrote the
article mostly from memory, I feel that this
point is probably not as clear to him as-it-is
to Lieutenant Colonel Waddill and myself,
also some other officers of our staffs who were
present at the time we received our instrue-
tions.

Now, the editor of the Literary Digest
comes forth with his criticisms based on what
General Bundy has written, and has not
noticed that General Bundy stated his article
was written mostly from memory and that he
probably knew nothing of what instructions
the battalion commanders had received. So
now I would like to say a few words, as I
think I'owe it to all who are or were mem-
bers of the 3rd Battalion, 23rd Infantry, be-
cause it looks as if T put them up against a
proposition through “mistake.” If I took my
battalion forward on June 6 through “misun-
derstanding,” and “attacked by mistake,” why
was I not relieved of command and court-
martialed. because the casualties were pretty
heavy? But as I have stated before, 1 never
heard that (he battalion should not have taken
part in the attack until T read General
Bundy’s arlicle. ’

The editor of the Literary Digest also
states: "Some dispute as to just what parts
were played by different units of Marines and
Infantry are cleared up,” and ‘so deprived
of official glory. nevertheless, may claim, un-
officially, the honor of participating in the
great advance.” 1 am not attempting to de-
tract from the record of the Marines, because
they have done good work, or .to claim “‘ofli-
cially” or “unofficially” any glory for the 3rd
Battalion, 23rd Infantry; but I do ask for
fairness, and I claim that the editor's remarks
are extremely unfair, because he has made
such strong statements before he has made an
attempt to learn what instructions the bal-
talion commanders, 23rd Infantry, had and
know the truth of it all. .

CuarLes B. ELLiorT.
Lieut. Col., Tntf.

WHO SAID FARINE?

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

After reading in your issue of April 25, a
question of why the infantrymen are called
“doughboys,” and the answer attributing it
to the old days of heat and dust in the Philip-
pines. I cannot but wish to set someone right
by stating the expression ante-dates the Phil-
ippine days by many years and infantrymen
are really called “doughboys” because they
are the flower of the Army.

“ANX OLD ONE.”



