


A. E.F. BATTLEFIELD PHOTOGRAPHS

List of Panoramic Photographs of European Battlefields in American Sectors, Also Views in Germany in the Territory Occu-

Price $1.00 Each,

8. PARIS. DPlace de Concordia.
9. LENS, Northern France, showing the de-
stroyed coal pits.

19. LENS. Northern France, showing the city
ruins,

11. ARRAS, the town square of the Cathedral
City,

12, ARR&b the railroad station plaza.

13. METZ, the fortified city in the province of
Lorrame

14. Stolzenfels Castle, on the Rhine,
the ex-Kaiser’s many estates.

25. American Army Horse Show held at New-
weid, on the Rhine, Germany (3d Corps.)

one of

37. General Pershing addressing the officers and .

men of the 2d Division at Vallendar, Ger-
many.

70. COBLENZ, the Rhine, and 0ld Glory flying
from Ehrenbrietstein Fortress; photographed
from Fort Asterstein,

87. COBLENZ from Fort Alexander.

88. COBLENZ from Fort Alexander, showing up
the Rhine Valley.

95. BENDORF, Germany,
9th U. 8. Infantry.

110. Vallendar, Germany,
23rd U. S. Infantry.

125. The Valley of the Rhine, from the review
field at Vallendar.

126. 01d Glory flying from Ebrenbreitstein Fort-
ress, where the Rhine and Moselle rivers
meet, showing the city of Coblenz.

180. Secretary of the Navy Josephus Daniels ad-
dressing the Marines and Soldiers of the 2d
Division.

183, Ehrenbreitstein Fortress, showing the
Rhine, aund the Stars and Stripes flying
from the fortress; photographed from Cob-
lenz.

139. Carnival and Horse Show of the 3d Army
held at Tsland Park, Coblenz.

150. ST. MIIIEL, showing the River Meuse, the
destroyed bridge, and the town.

headquarters of the

headquarters of the

These photographs were taken in February, March and April,
eight inches wide and from three to four feet in length.
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by American Army Along the Rhine.

ST. MIHIEL, looking down Avenue Genl.
Pershing and showing the town Square.
Dugouts used by the Germans behind St.
Hihiel, rebuilt by American Engineers.

The town of APREMONT.

The town of MONTSEC, showing Montsec

on the left.
The town of RICHECOURT.
SEICHEPREY, where the first American

fight took place.

The destroyed railroad bridge at FLIREY.
The town of LIMEY.

The town cf FLIREY,

French dugouts between Limey
court.

THIANCOURT, which fell before the Amer-
jcan onslaught September, 1918, in the St.
Mihiel salient.

MALANCOURT.

MONTFAUCON, showing the German ob-
servation positions captured by the Ameri-
can Army in the Argonne sector.
NANTILLOIS,

VERENNES, showing salvage depot.
Wrecked German ammunition train in the
St. Mihiel sector near Jaulny.

and Thian-

JAULNY
ST, HILIARE. showing barb wire entangle- 198 eau Woods
ments and swampy territory.
FRESNES-EN-WOEVRE, 199
ETAIN.
German. ammunition dump.
MORAIGNE FARM, formerly a German
corps headquarters. 200
ARGONNE FOREST, showing the concrete
dugouts of the German headquarters that 201
resembled a village in the forest.
ARGONNE FOREST, showing artil'ery po- 202
sitions between Varennes and Foire-de- 7 7
Paris, captured by the American forces. 5
THE ARGONNE at Foire-de-Paris, showing 203
the American positions on the right. .
THE ARGONNE at Foire-de-Paris, showing
wrecked building and 180 degrees of the 204
Argonne territory.
1919, immediately following the

O1ider by number.
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184. ESNES and HILL 304.

185. MONTZEVILLE,

186. Anti-tonk barrier between Verdun and Etain,
concrete posts and cables.

hdl hole in the road between Verdun and

a\ «d Fort Les Poroches on left.
THEIRRY, a view from the
looking down the valley of the

at Chateau Thierry where the
Army stopped the German ad-

WOODS, photographed from the
i the woods looking toward Hill

oods, showing
captured by the

Belleau
on the
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ARMY PHYSICAL TRAINING

By Colonel W. H. Waldron, U. S. Army
Based on the System of Physical Training in the United States Army

Every Exercise Fully Illustrated

Don’t give up your physical training. It will serve you in civil life as it served you

in the Army.

Let us send you a copy for examination.

If you like it and want it for your own,

remit the price, $1.50. If you do not want it, return it within five days.

Use the Order Blank

Price $1.50
per copy
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VETERANS
ASSOCIATION

915 Bessemer Building
Pittsburgh, Pa.
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within five days.

ADDRESS

Write
Address

Plainly

By

' E——




October, 1920 T B SSEER RN R @k N ARGV S SN

THIS CHAP IS TRYING

TO DO YOU A FAVOR

He 1s offering you the means of getting next
to something worth while. If you follow his tip
and cut out the coupon at the bottom of this
page and send it in, together with Two Dollars,
you will receive twelve énappy, full of heart in-

terest numbers of SERVICE MAGAZINE,

Ydu Will Keep Liaison with
Your Old Buddies

and you will help SERVICE to better serve here
in the home sector.

DO IT NOW!

By Geoffrey Morgan-

f “Them D ‘Y’ Men”
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YOUR LAST CHANCE ENDS

OCTOBER
15

TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE
GREATEST OFFER EVER MADE

Thousands of your old buddies have expressed their desire
to have the complete roster of the Eightieth Division Veterans

Association with the latest correct addresses, the brief history
of the “Fighting Eightieth,” and have sent in three dollars for
Combination Offer No. 1, 2 or 3.

Take your pick, old timer.
BUT “TOOT SWEET”

Add one dollar for initiation fee if you are not already a member

DO IT NOW!!! TODAY!!! TOOT SWEET!!!

| comBINATION OFFER No. 1 | l COMBINATION OFFER No. 2 COMBINATION OFFER No. 3

4 80th Div. ™ SO R0rh Div. Duese oo oo 1 $1.00

| service Ms send you a copy for examination. If you like it and want it for your o 499

] 80th Div. price, $1.50. If you do not want it, return it within five days. 1.00
Valuphe Order Blank $5.00

| Snecial B 80th Division Veterans Association, $3.00

\e $ 1 50 Pittsburgh, Pa.
- ®
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TraiNiNG. [ will either remit the purchase price or return the vw~as
80th r Copy within five days.
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ONE THING IS CERTAIN

Whatever may befall my country politically, I am satisfied of this:
“Loyal hearts will continue to beat, willing hands will ever serve, and in
affairs of state wise council will step in at the eleventh hour and lead us
rightfully into the path of our destiny, and should we seemingly falter, "twill
not be for long.”” The A. E. F. carries on with the “Spirit of 76" and other
wars a standing army of fortitude and loyalty, still ready, still in the service
of justice and humanity.

THAT THIS SPIRIT OF SERVICE MAY CARRY-ON IN OUR CIVIL
LIFE IS THE OBJECTIVE OF SERVICE MAGAZINE.
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Comrades of the S80th Division Vet-
erans’ Association: It gives me pleas-
ure to be with you on the occasion of
your first Annual Reunion, and to pre-
sent to your organization, in behalf of
the members of the Pennsylvania Aux-
iliary No. 1, 80th Division Veterans’
Association, this flag, a true replica of
the one you so nobly defended in bat-
tle, a flag that through your fortitude
and loyalty has the right to a place
beside battle-scarred flags of our fore-
fathers, a flag that may grace the fair
breezes of our beloved republic down
the hopeful years of our future, as an
inspiration to greater loyalty to our
country, and ideals, that it may in part,
express to each of you, who fought
under its inspiring emblem, the great
love and esteem in which the FPenn-
sylvania Auxiliary No. 1, S0th Divi-
sion Veterans’ Association cherishes
the men of the SOth.

Speech by Miss Sue Sellers of Pitts-
burgh, Pa., at Flag Presentation, Sun-
day, Sept. 5th, 1920, Richmond, Va.

-
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The Reunion Worth While

The Hundreds Who Went to Richmond Proved the High Degree of

The Eightieth Esprit—Let Next Year’s Reunion at Pittsburgh
Be Even Stronger Testomony

AS it worth while?

Far more important to the
Fightieth Division Veterans As-
sociation than a mere statement
of the number present or the
business accomplished, is the out-
standing fact that the Richmond reunion
was a success—that it was worth while and
that every indication is- that future re-
unions will be even more profitable.

The Eightieth may well take deep satis-
faction from this. News dispatches have
told of reunions held by other divisions—
of how 500 were present some evening, or
how a “boat load” went on an afternoon
to some park for its celebration. It is im-
possible to ascertain exactly how many
Blue Ridge men attended the Eightieth's
three-day affair, for virtually the only ones
who registered had come a great distance.
There were hundreds who failed to sign
at headquarters—perhaps 1,500. And there
were more than that who did register. The
numbers, compared with those of other
divisions shows the esprit de corps which
—ifrom September 5, 1917, the day the first
men arrived at Camp Lee—strengthened
the whole division throughout its life.

And it wasn’t only the men who turned
out. The officers were there, too. One
regiment, in particular, was well repre-
sented, for in the front row of the City
Auditorium at one of the sessions sat its
two former colonels, its lieutenant colonel,
four former battalion commanders and its
chaplain. In fact, so strongly was the regi-
ment represented that hints of “steam roll-
ing” were made—but proved unfounded.
And most of this unit had come a long
way.

A corps of information givers manned a
booth in the new Broad Street Station to
welcome the arriving veterans, who pro-
ceeded first to the armory, where, if they
wished, they were assigned to homes for
lodging. In the other armory, a block
away, were the long tables where the most
substantial of meals were served for 35
cents—a service appreciated by hundreds.

The menu—and price—put to shame some =

of the Broad street restauranteurs, whose
prices were higher than those of Boston,
New York, Philadelphia, Washington and
Pittsburgh—higher perhaps than any city
in the country, except Norfolk, where they
say they're fifty per cent worse. They
weren't put up especially for the conven-
tions of the Legion and the Eightieth, how-
ever:

And, should. it not be mentioned else-
where, the division owes a lot to R. Allen

Among the visitors at the recent
Reunion was Private James P.
Funk, of the 160th Infantry Brigade
Headquarters detachment, who was
biinded by a German shell at the
treacherous water hole in Cuisy,
where the units of the 160th Bri-
gade were in abandoned enemy
trenches on the hill overlooking the
village.

On their way to procure water
for the detachment, Funk and his
comrade, _Private _Miller, _found '
themselves under a heavy shell
bombardment, but continued on
their mission, and it was while re-
turning, according to witnesses,
that a shell landed directly between
them.

Later it was learned that Private
Funk was in a hospital, through let-
ters written to his outfit by a Red '
Cross nurse. Nothing was ever
learned of the fate of Private Mil- -
ler. At least( none of the men of '
his organization had knowledge of
it when they were discharged at
Camp Dix. i

They were both willing soldiers
and blamed good fellows.—J. P. M.

i
Ammons of Richmond—ex-317th Infan-
try—for the preparations that were made.

The excursion to Camp Lee was held
Saturday, and this unquestionably was the
high spot of the whole affair. Back to
Camp Lee . . . The memories it brought

No wrecked jitneys dotted the roadside,
as of yore, on the journey from Peters-
burg, as private motor cars and govern-
ment trucks carried the veterans back to
the cantonment, past the transformer sta-
tion where one did his trick on guard
during spy scares. No groups of walking
soldiers held up the procession of auto-
mobiles. The barracks didn't show up
clean and tidy in all the pride of recent
construction. Goldsmith, had he lived a
little later, might have obtained points for
his “Deserted Village” from the scene that
met the eye of the returning vet.

To those who, two years and 364 days
before, had formed the van of the tens
of thousands who afterward passed through
the camp in war time, the picture was deso-
lating. A new crop of weeds has cov-
ered the old drill fields—a new crop, but
never in a thousand years will it be as
dense as the growth personally removed
by those early arrivals who, fresh from
office, farm and mill, blistered their hands
—as the sun Dblistered their faces—in
plucking peanut vines and plain, everyday
weeds.

Avenue A, with its warehouses, theater,
“Y,” K. C: and the rest, is still a good
thoroughfare. But Avenue B-—shades of
Captain Blank! Do you remember on Fri-

day afternoons—or was it, in your com-

pany, Saturdays mornings—and on days
too wet to drill, how the gang with its
picks and shovels and rakes and brooms
leveled the bank overhanging Avenue B
and made the curve of the water table a
perfect arc And how the very pages of
“Company Discipline” curled wup and
quivered—sometimes scorched—if a match
or defunct chew were permitted to rest
there more than five minutes?

All. gone. All gone. Avenue B now
stretches away in sinuous fashion, writh-
ing from one side to the other. The beat-
en track is half its former width. It twists
to one side till thrown back on its course
by a barrier of t.. . dusty weeds, and then
swings to the other side, to be turned back
again by another barrier, just as tall and
just as dusty.

So it winds down toward the depot bri-
gade, between the files of barracks on one
side and officers’ quarters and ex-regimen-
tal headquarters on the other. The build-
ings share the general air of depression,
their unpainted walls blackening in the sun
and rain, a board loose here and there
projecting from the side or roof, as a bony
arm from a skeleton.

There may be a thousand soldiers in
camp now—infantry and artillery. But
what could a battalion do in polishing up
the camp when, as the men of the Eighti-
eth know, it required unstinting service by
50,000 soldiers a year or two ago to keep
it shined and bright.

At one barracks a half dozen men from
the company which had called it home
stood silent, lost in retrospection, until
along came a former major, once their
company commander. Their reunion over,
they stood him up, knee deep in weeds, be-
fore his old orderly room, and took his
picture—a captain who twenty months be-
fore was the personification of all that
stood for neatness and appearance, and
who would have called out the guard if
those weeds had been there then. And, as
the group lingered, their old mess sergeant
came along and they snapped his picture
on his old kitchen steps. There were many
such groups. Scant three years older in
years than when they first saw the camp,
but how much older in experience- It
wasn’t the same old boisterous crew.

The women of Petersburg had packed
lunch boxes for the n =2n, and in the bar-
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The Reunion Worth While—continued

racks once occupied by D Company and
the Machine Gun Company of the 31oth
Infantry—you know, cat-a-cornered from
the Liberty Theater—these boxes were
placed on the tables in the mess halls.

Captain Julien Addison of D Company
was there, but Captain Perry Houston of
the Machine Gunners wasn’t, and so missed
seeing some of the “old blind aunts.” (You
tell ’em, A Company.)

The men welcomed Cronkhite and Wal-
dron and Brett and Spalding and Peyton
and Peterson and the rest, but, among
others, they missed Father Wallace.

Sunday the memorial service was held,
and Chaplain Arthur Brown delivered the
address. It made one think when he said,
in effect, “If our dead could speak to us
they would say: ‘We were of no different
mold than the other men of the division.
Simply, it fell to our part, rather than
yours, to give our lives. And since we
cannot take up again our work on earth,
it becomes your duty to help put into
effect. and keep in effect, those things for
which we all were fighting when and in
whose cause we gave our lives.”

Monday came the parade. Fortunately
no one attempted squads right or left, as
the case may be. The men fell in by regi-
ments in column of squads and, with one
“blow,” marched to the Auditorium. Few

were uniformed, but all were provided with

paper overseas caps, with the division in-
signia on the side. The men kept step,
assisted by the bands, and with General
Brett—in civies—at the head, hitting 130
paces to the minute, passed before Gov.
Westmoreland Davis and General Cronk-
hite. Gov. Davis and his two uniformed
aides were at salute to the colors when
the line stopped for a rest, and the three
of them “held it,” as the colors halted, un-
til somebody shouted “Rest!” And no one
remembered to give eyes right as the col-
umn passed the general. Also, about one
person in each thousand on the curb re-
moved his hat when the flag went past,
and unquestionably there were a lot of ex-
service men there who should have known
better. But the war’s over, you know,

Monday afternoon Gov. Davis addressed
the crowd and paid a real tribute to the
division. He had been urged to send
troops into the coal fields to preserve or-
der. He didn’t. He said he’d looked over
the field and there had found many men
wearing the uniform of the Eightieth. From
that time, he said, he knew no troops were
needed to assure respect for th law.

At night the ball was held, closing the
convention.

If you missed this reunion you'll be
eager to aftend the next—r1921 in Pitts-
burgh. If you went to the reunion you'll
be especially eager to attend.

Perhaps before the next gathering Camp
Lee will be only a memory. Some action

must be taken, for the hastily constructed

_buildings must be repaired or torn down.

It’s likely they’ll be junked, and that in
another year or two all that will remain
will be peanut fields—and more weeds.
Do you believe it would be advisable to
set up there, on the site where the divi-
sion was organized, trained and equipped,

materially and morally, a marker of gran-

ite or marble? This and many other ques-

Col. Lloyd M. Brett, U. S. A. Retired,
President &0th Division Veterans’ Asso.

tions will be decided at the next reunion.
Prepare to attend and have a voice in the
decisions. -

The following units of the Roth were
represented at the Reunion with the num-
ber of men who registered from each unit
shown : ;

Division Headquarters, 21; Headquar-
ters Troop, 14; 8oth Div.. M. P. Co., 13;
150th Brigade Hdq., 5; 317th Inf. Hdgq.,
405 gizthe M. G, Co., 175 317th Supply Co.,
45 Med. Unit, 8; 317th Inf, Co. A, 18;
2171l InflSiCel B, 18 siztht Tnfl, Col \C;
o 3yt Ind. Ceo. Iy 2ns gizthi Ing. (Co.
B,z srzth nt, Col Bisq - grth k.,
Co. €, 175 317th JInf.,CCe. H, 237 3i7th

Inf.,:Co. L 20; 317th- Inf., Co. K, 35 317th
Inf  SCo, I, 14 317th” Ini, ‘Co. SN a5
Miscel., 5. 5

318th Inf. Headquarters, 45; 318th M.
G. Co.,, 12; 318th Supply, 14; 318th Med,,
9; 318th Inf.,, Co. A, 35; 318th Inf., Co.
B, 44; 318th Inf.’ Co. C, '4; 318th Inf,
Co. D, 35; 318th Inf, Co. E, 20; 318th
Inf., Co. E, 26 318th Inf.,, Co. &G; 135 318th
Int,, Co. WHL 14; 318th Inf, Co, I£.33:
318th Inf.7\Co, K, 12; 318th Inf, Co. Lj;
27; 318th Inf., Co. M, 26; Miscel, 3.

160oth Brigade Hdaq., 3; 319th Inf. Hdq,
14; 3190th M. G. Co., 6; 319th Supply Co.,
4; 319th Med. Unit, 3; 319th Inf, Co. A,
5:3roth Int, ColB 6 3gigth Tnf, Co, €,
3= 31o0th Tuf "Co¥B 3= ssoth Inf. - Co, &,
ot Int SCoNBE-- ot hint - ColC;
8 groth. Inf., Co. H, 11; 3i0th Inf. - Co. I,

9; 3zoth Inf, Co, K, 5; stoth Inf., Co. 1,

4; 310th Inf., Co. M, 7; Miscel, 1I.
32oth Hdq. Co., 14; 320th M. G. Co., 7;

32oth Supply Co., 2; 320th Medical, 2;

32oth Inf, Co. A, 4; 320th Inf., Co. B,
10; 320th Inf, Co. C, 1; 320th Inf., Co.
D, 8; 320th Inf., Co. E, 55 320th Inf., Co.
F, 6; 320th Inf., Co. @, 5: 320th Inf. Co.
I, 0; 320th Inf,, Co. K, 8; 320th Inf., Co.
I, 4; 32oth Inf., Co. M, 18; 320th 2nd
Bn, 2; Miscel, 3.

Hdg. Div. 155th F. A. Brigade, 4; 313th
K AL ta7 siaths BEIARERg ey thi R AL
425 313th B. G Bn,, 25 3t4th"M "G Bn.,
36; 3is5th M. G. Bn, 22; 305th ng., 81;
305th Sanitary T'rain, 82; 3osth F. S. Bn,
22; 3o5th Trench Mortar, 7; 3o05th Am-
munition Train, 21; 305th Motor Supply
Train, 14; Base Hospital, Camp Lee, 7;
Guests, 81; Y. M. C. A, 6. Total, 1,4%0.

The minutes of the convention, with the
new constitution and by-laws follow :

RICHMOND, VIRGINIA,
September 4, 1920, T0:30 A. M.

The preliminary meeting of the conven-
tion -called to order by Allan Ammons,
Chairman of the Publicity Committee of
the convention who welcomed the associa-
tion to Richmond and explained the work
to be accomplished at this convention.

Mr. Hugh Obear was unanimously
elected chairman of the convention,

Mr. H. G. Florin was unanimously
elected as Secretary of the convention.

The {following committees were ap-
pointed and they were urged to have re-
ports ready to submit for the formal meet-
ing to be held in the City Auditorium,
Monday, September 6th, at 10:30 A. M.

CoNSITTUTION AND By-rAws

H. G. Florin, Penna., 319th Infantry; E.
S. Merrill, Virginia; A. M. Dobie, Vir-
ginia, Div. Hdq.; Miles Stahlman, Penna.,
32oth Infantry; E. Gordon, 310th Inf.; W.
C. Smith, 319th Inf.; —— McVeigh, W.

(Continued on Page 23)
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“] Pledge Allegiance to My Flag”

And in the Boy Scouts They Strive to Instill a Spirit That Makes

Allegiance Count for More Than Mere Saluting of the
Colors. Are You Helping in the Work?

LL sensible people regard patriot-
ism as an essential quality of
good citizenship. In the same way
all sensible people want our boys
and girls to be instructed in this
&% D] desirable virtue. When it comes
to defining just what is meant byE

patriotism, however, and to de-

ciding just how it shall best be &
taught to boys and girls, there is
no such satisfactory agreement.

Dr. Johnson said that patriot-
ism was the last refuge of a
scoundrel. He meant by this
that many actions which could
not be justified or excused on
any other grounds were ex-
plained as being acts of patriot-
ism.

During the war, for instance,
it was quite common for some
ignorant or vicious person who
had denounced the President os
the government to be dragged
through the streets, and forced
to choose whether he would
kiss the flag or be thrown into
the river. Under the circum-
stances, the man would usually
kiss the flag, whereupon the mob
would disperse, feeling satisfied
that justice had been done and
that the flag had been properly
honored.

As a matter of fact, this sort
of action had no value what-
ever except to serve as a warn-
ing to others to keep their
mouths shut. Surely the flag is
not honored by the compulsory
kisses of traitors, and surely the
wrong-doer does not love it any
more after kissing it than he
does before. Mob violence is to
be condemned, moreover, for
the simple fact that it violates
the very essence of our liberty,
which says that every man is en-
titled to a fair trial, and that
no punishment sholl
be inflicted except
by due process of

This matter of making a troitor kiss the
flag is rather an extreme case, however,
Most of us believe in employing more sen-
le means of teaching boys to be pa-
otic. Among the commonest methods, of

By Goeffrey F. Morgan

course, are requiring them to salute the
flag and to repeat the pledge which I have
quoted as the title of this paper. This is
well enough as far as it goes. The chief

difficulty, however, is that it makes no ef-
al-

13

fort to define just what is meant by

IF WE WUZ JEST A WILLIN'

By Ll R (CURRY:

I'm sure the world would never be
So cold and full of misery,
If I loved you and you loved me,

As men and brothers should.
We'd never need to cheat and lie,
Or hate each other 'till we die,
And coldly pass each other by,

If we jest understood.

The world would be so square and fine,

If we wuz courtin’ bright sunshine,

And drinking of the friendly wine,
That nature has provided.

How blind are we who fail to see,

That naught gets to eternity,

Which wears a selfish part of me,
And has not been divided.

Instead of thorns we'd see the rose,

The man beneath the shabby clothes,

Would share our comfort for his woes,
We'd help him with his tillin'.

And when the harvest time came “round,

Wed share the treasures of the ground,

And honest friendship, pound for pound,

If we wuz jest a willin'.

legiance,” or to indicate any definite way
in which the boy may honor his country
Patriotism, after all, is not so much a

matter of words as of actions. Standing
up when the “Star-Spangled Banner” is

played, or saluting when the flag goes by,
or repeating a stereotyped pledge are all
exercises of little worth unless they are
backed up by concrete actions, and unless
the high purpose which is thus expressed
finds expression in actual service to the
Republic.

There is some danger that T
shall be misunderstood in this.
I do not mean for a minute to
belittle or decry any proper pa-
triotic form or ceremony. It is
well and proper that pupils sa-
lute the flag and stand for the
anthem. The point is that these
are merely forms and cere-
monies and they will avail very
little in the way of good citi-
zenship unless we reinforce
them with concrete and prac-
tical conduct.

Few educational forces have
recognized these facts better
than the organization known as
the Boy Scouts of America,
which has included a definite
program of patriotic teaching in
its scheme of boy training. This
is indicated in the wvery first
clause of the Scout oath, in
which the boy promises on his
honor to do his duty to God
and his country, and there are
several ways in which the sub-
ject is approached.

It is the belief of the Scout
leaders that patriotism involves
the teaching of certain virtues.
Among these are respect for
the law, kindness to animals,
helpfulness to others, loyalty to
home and church and country,
thrift in the preservation of
property, courtesy to the aged
and cleanliness in body and
mind. What is a salute to the
flag worth if the boy who gives
it is willing to break fences, rob
orchards, tell vile stories, or abuse
his mother? Standing
up for the flag is well
enough, but what we
need today is to teach
bovs to stand up when a woman enters
the car. Lifting one’s hat to the bunt-
ing is commendable, but the boy should
also lift his hat to the veteran

(Continued on Page 29)
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One of Them D-—-- “Y” Men

A Story By a Man, a Preacher By the Way, Who Made Good as a “Y”
Worker—The Men He Served Sing His Praises as
A Regular Guy in Billets or Line

XPERIENCES of the Summer of
1918 in France will ever remain
in my mind as a buoyant memory.
Not that what I saw and heard
and did differed much from that
a million more were experiencing,
but to feel that I had a part in the great
enterprise—that is the amount of it. I
would not exchange those months for any
like number of years in my life.

France was not new to me, I had known
it before; American men were not new to
me, I had never known many other kinds;
soldiers were not new to me, I had always
known soldiers.

But the France I had known was not
the fighting, suffering, sacrificing, dying
France of two years ago; the Yankee boys
in their twenties who were my bone and
flesh had never before been strangers in a
strange land marching to a world’s Cal-
vary; and the soldiers with whom I had
bivouacked in days of peace had not been
the men of determined purpose, lofty
ideals and steadfast face whom we knew
in Lorraine.

I feel somehow as the clouds lift that T
know something about it—about the
trenches, for I have lived in them; about
the dugouts, for I have made thﬁem my
home, my protecting bulwark; about the
phosgene gas, for I have breathed it;
about the barbed wires, for I have sur-
veyed them by the mile, by the solid acre,
and felt glad that they were there; about
the deep shell holes in No Man’s Land,
strewn with the debris of war, for I have
hidden in them; about the fleas and the
cooties, for I have had them; about the
rats; the big rats, the Lorraine rats, the
trench and dugout rats, those ubiquitous
rats—I never slept a night for seventy
days but they kept vigil, revelled, caroused.
And why not? when a man sleeps in a rat
hole and 15 feet beneath the ground in-
vades his habitat, should the host leave
because his guest has come? We went to
the rat and he taught us—his secret was,
keep the head down; we learned it.

My first war experience was in the At-
lantic ocean when the Hun discovered us
in transit and sunk us one moon-light
night so quickly that we left the ship in
“dishabille.” He made a thorough job of
us and the last T saw of our stately ship—
she threw up her prow high in the air and
sunk swiftly. It was one o'clock A. M.
and we waited an hour amid the flotsam
of the wreck. Then a British destroyer
came to us, picked us up and landed us the
following morning on an island where we

The writer of this article is one of
the ““Y” men whose services ap-
parently were satisfactory. At any
rate, the men of the battalion he
served are outspoken in their praise.
Where they went, he went, although
he had left at home more depend-
ents, probably, than any of his
doughboys had. As the pastor of
one of the large churches of his
denomination, he had a good job at
home. But he couldn’t resist the
impulse to do something. Perhaps
his lack of orthodoxy helped him.
In his pastoral duties he has been
more concerned with true religion
than strict adherence to usage and,
to satisfy a new parishioner’s con-

_ science, has been known to perform
a baptism in other fashion than that
prescribed for him, because he felt
it was the result, not the form, that
counted most. At all events, he
was—and is—a real man.

got warmed and fed. The Red Cross
found us too—God bless the Red Cross!
they served us hot tea and furnished us
woolen socks and sweaters. Bye and bye
we reached France.

Good fortune favored me and I was
sent first thing to a training camp near
Chaumont, In the early morning when it
was still T heard the boom of the distant
guns. The men were busy, the training
was intensive, the hours were long. The
Division was just over from America and
the “Y” organization was being formed.
I was the second or third man on the job.
The military police at the station were
glad to see me, to see any American in
fact, and they pointed out the “Y” head-
quarters. I found the Division Secretary,
handed him my credentials, ‘visited the
Zone Major and showed him my “yellow
permit,” and made myself at home.

I was scheduled as a “religious director.”
I had a vague idea of what that meant; I
was to have some oversight of spiritual
things, to give the men as much good ad-
vice as I found opportunity, to preach to
them occasionally., (In fact, T left Amer-
ica with about 50 very carefully prepared

manuscripts which dealt with spiritual
things. Them the Huns sunk in the At-
lantic. It was just as well—I had no more
use for sermons in the A. E. F. than I
had for a box mattress. But at the time
I was somewhat distressed. 1 still re-
membered that I was a ‘“religious direc-
tor?)

Said the Division Secretary, “I am

mighty glad you are here. There are

50,000 men in this district, I have a ware-
house full of provisions, there are con-
tinuous clamors for our supplies, the sol-
diers offer to man the canteens, but we
have no one to run the trucks.” I replied,
“I run a machine at home, I can run one
in France. Show me the truck.”

The fact was [ had never looked inside
a truck in my life. I simply went on the
theory that a truck’s machinery
something like that of a Buick.
learned that all machines are not alike.
This army truck proved to have been
built in England for the Russian army.
I looked for the self starter—trucks, Rus-
sian army trucks, have no self starters. 1
said, “I'll turn the engine over.” I threw
180 pounds of weight on the crank, it was
frozen tight. I knew now why no one was
using it! This machine had never been
built to use! It was made for the army!
But I pried it loose, turned it over, listened
to the great engine—it purred like a kit-
ten. I got in and lived there for two
weeks.

I. began about day-light unloading
freight cars, filling warehouses, hauling to-
bacco and candy and cakes to the various
battalions. I drove without lights at night.
It was a new experience, a good one. It
was free from care. If I had ever fretted
over a busy pastorate it was forgotten
now. I ate like an American soldier.

If any Yankee boy in that Division “had
it in” for the “Y” I never suspected it.
They greeted me like a long lost brother.
They pounced down on the truck loads of
supplies and made them disappear like the
morning mist. The supplies had come
from America, that was enough.

*I'knew now something of the duties of a
“religious director.” Sunday came, a car
load of tobacco was on the siding, the au-
thorities said it must be unloaded imme-
diately and it was.

When evening came 500 men gathered in
the town theater, we had five reels of
very tame American pictures and I preach-
ed to them for about 15 minutes. I believe
they liked it, they said they did, they look-
ed the part. It was not a very formal
speech I made, but it was about practical
righteousness, I think a little better speech
than any I had lost in the Atlantic.

We very soon organized a good “Y” in
this Division. Thirty men and three Amer-
ican girls were sent to us from Paris. Our
canteens were well scattered and ‘were
Why should they not be? We
were on the main lines of communication
Paris. There were excellent mac-

was
I soon

very good.

from
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adam roads in all directions. We had
abundant supplies. We put up tents all
over the area and had moving pictures at
night. The war was 60 miles away. The
men secretaries of the “Y” were mature
men, mostly professional men at home,
ministers, doctors, professors,
business men. ‘The chief of police in a
Michigan city had charge of our supplies
and he made them move. And the Amer-
ican girls who joined our Division—I
need scarcely write about them. An
American girl in France was like an oasis
in the Sahara.

lawyers,

Frankly, I believe that any complaint
against that “Y” squad and the service
they rendered in that intensive training
camp, must be unjust. They worked hard,
did their very best and were efficient. In
later days and on their front line positions,
with roadways congested with army trucks,
and railways moving cars irregularly, the
“y” ynder shot and shell and gas had not
an equal opportunity. The prices of sup-
plies were officially printed and never
varied. There were no outrageous charges.
There were few complaints.

I spent three weeks in this training area
and then came our orders to move to
the front. All was confusion for a day
or two. Trucks ran continually day and
night from battalion headquarters to the
nearest railhead. The army truck-drivers
had not slept for 30 hours. I voluntcered
to drive a commissary truck and did so
for a time. And then, while the Division
moved by train, I drove my Russian “pet”
overland and reached the trenches a full
week before the men.

The army on the march gave us an un-
usual opportunity. When they left the
railroad they marched for several days
before reaching their positions on the line.
This furnished an opportunity for a run-
ning canteen. I filled my truck with the
accustomed supplies and drove out to meet
them. Did I receive an ovation? Had I
been the president of the U. S. A. they
might have been more respectful but
scarcely more enthusiastic. I found the
commanding officer and asked the priv-
ilege of opening canteen immediately.
“Noythe said, “it that cantcen i ever
opened here we will not get started again
on the march.” Meantime the lines had
formed, about 1,000 men, I think, had
gathered around the truck. My partner
was getting the curtains down. I brought
back the official orders—no canteen here.
We fastened the curtains back in place.
What the men said about the Y. M. C. A.
ought never to be repeated. T felt like
an escaped convict.

We cranked up and were about to leave
when an orderly arrived and said the offi-
cer in-charge would be glad if we would
follow them:- up and open canteen that
evening when they put up for the night by

the shore of a little lake. A few hours
later we watched our men file by with
their heavy packs. Two hours afterward
we followed them and reached the lake
just as they made camp. There were two
“Y” men of us,and a soldier or two who
volunteered to help.

The men formed two long lines and we
sold out our entire truck load as fast as
we could hand things out. We had all
kinds of tobacco, several kinds of cakes,
candy, soap, shaving and toilet supplies,
handkerchiefs, towels, a dozen other
things. They cleaned us out. There was
nothing left. I looked up and down the
lines, they were just as long as when the
sale began three hours before. Some had
been around once, some twice, some three
times—some not at all. We pulled down
the curtains, the lines disbanded, broke, I
still was standing on the running board.

The men gathered about the car and
found they could push it. One gang would
push it up the road and another back it
down again. It was all good natured—we
had done all we could for them. Mess
had been served while we sold out.

One of the men, a young corporal,
brought me back his tin filled with “red
horse,” a bacon sandwich and a cup of
coffee. The next time I saw him he was
lying beside the barbed wire waiting to go
over the top. I slipped him a box of cigar-
ets and a few French cakes.

The men marched two hours more and
before noon the next day came to a per-
manent “Y” canteen just behind the lines.
I never served with this outfit, but as I
watched them I knew they had been doing
it for some time. It was a good canteen in
a fine French building.

One item I remember. It was about
mid-night. The canteen had been open all
day from six A. M. The two secretaries
in charge had served more than fifteen
hours, they were swecping out and the
door was closed and locked. At that time
a new contingent arrived—they were en-
gineers. The captain saw the red triangle
and knocked on the door. The secretary
in charge opened the door and said, “The
Canteen is closed for the night.” The
door was closed and the sweeping con-
tinued. But the captain was determined.
He pounded loud and said several things.

Finally he threatened the blankety blank
secretary that if he did not open the door
he would force it open and what he would
do to him and his supplies was volumes.

And this is what impressed me—it was
so unmilitary, so different from the normal
army tales; the secretary, a big Scotch
American of about 40 years, opened the
door rather suddenly, shoved his big fist
in the captain’s eye and said most emphat-
ically, “If you don’t get to H—— out of
that door way, and stop pounding, I'll
knock your block off.” The sample al-

. coming for a half mile.

ready freely tendered seemed enough, the
captain retired.

And then the men arrived, they were
tired out with a long march. They sat
down on the ground outside the canteen.
The big Scotchman saw them and put the
coffee pot back on the stove. He threw
a log in the fire place and opened the door.
The boys crowded in, sat down in all
available chairs and on the floor. They
drank the coffee, smoked, talked, sang—
slept until daylight. The captain came in,
too. He said he had seen the “Y, M. C.
A.” before—it had never been like 'this!

We were on the line now—it was an
even month since reaching France. I was
in charge of a supply regiment—the two
battalions in front line positions. There
were two of us. We ran into the line each
night with our supplies, left them in
charge of the sergeant major for distri-
bution, and came out again before morn-
ing. \

One line was entered through a long
camouflaged tunnel with an open space
or two within easy and direct fire of the
enemy; the other entrance ran over the
brow of a hill and directly overlooked the
German barbed wires. T had personally
the latter route.

It was about one A. M. when under
cover of darkness we came up that hill.
We had entered the line and were pulling
out. I was with the ammunition train and
we dragged a moving kitchen after us. No
one but a Yankee soldier would ever
dream of putting a moving tin kitchen in
a line like that! But it was there and it
fell the job of the ammunition train to pull
it out.

Have you ever heard one travel? It
rattles, groans, roars. You can hear it
Did the Germans
hear it? Sure they did. They started up
flares on every side. We held the wheels,
muffled them somewhat—it was no usec.
The thing was made for noise, it could not
be silenced. At the brow of the hill there
was a cross road. They got us there. I
had heard machine guns before but never
from this end. They rained bullets on us
like bees buzzing overhead. I felt I could
reach up and catch them. I knew my end
had come, but got down on the road, flat
down. It is surprising how near one can
come to mother earth when the stringent
law of necessity demands it. There they
were, about five hundred yards away.
There were three machine guns—we could
see them spit fire. Then the guns opencd
up. I do not know how many batteries
were in the vicinity but for two hours
they made the night hideous and we ran
between their fires. Their flashes lit up
the night. The air was filled with dust
and smoke and gas.

I never exactly enjoyed living in the ar-

(Continued on Page 29)
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Discipline and Victory

Here’s the View of an Ex-officer on the Subject? Are You of the Same
Belief, or Do You Feel There’s Entirely Too Much

AS discipline, so-called, an ines-
capable feature of military serv-
ice? Why cannot an army win
victory and glory without the pill
beneath the sugar coating?

1 These questions, asked often
during months of World War service,
have been recalled of late as the press
spread broadcast the story of the triumph-
ant advance into Poland by the undis-
ciplined Bolshevik hordes. A writer in a
recent issue of THE SERVICE MAGAZINE
also brought the questions up in an inter-
esting historical article on the discipline of
Revolutionary soldiers.

One answer, perhaps not, however, a
conclusive one may be found in, the re-
treat of the Russian Reds from Poland
even more quickly than they had advanc-
ed, without the capture of Warsaw, their
objective, and pursued by Polish divisions
re-organized and re-trained under French
officers, veterans of the World War.
Another answer, though still not a con-
clusive one, may be found, keeping in mind
the articles of discipline of the Pennsyl-
vania Line in the Revolution, in the
achievements of those same troops toward
hastening American independence.

It took the colonies ONLY eight years
to win their freedom. Perhaps freedom,
like the mail, was slow coming in those
days, merely as a matter of a more slug-
gish civilization. Then again the delay
in victory may have been influenced by
the way in which the war was conducted.
It might even have been connected with
the want of that discipline which Amer-
ican troops 160 years later submitted to
though murmuring, in fighting the Kaiser
so victoriously.

No better picture of the American army
in Revolutionary days can be found than
in the writings of the  commander-in-
chief himself, Gen. Washington. He was
never complimentary in expressing his
opinion of the system the states and the
Continental Congress used to supply him
with troops. In 1780, for instance, to-
ward the close of the war, he was to
have had 41,000 regular troops. The states
sent 21,000 regulars and 5,800 militia. The
regulars were good so far as they went—
and they were under a stricter discipline
than the other troops—but the militia, with
few exceptions, caused more trouble than
they did good, according to Washington,
and he would have entirely dispensed with
them, if he could, during hostilities. The
militia, it should be distinctly understood,

So-called Discipline?

What Is Your Opinion?

Several months ago there ap-
peared in SERVICE an article
called “How Times Have Chang-
ed,” dealing with courtmartial and
other regulations adopted by the
Pennsylvania militia early in the
Revolutionary War, when privates
had representation on the trial
boards, and enjoyed other safe-
guards of justice. It was published
with the thought that it might elicit
other views on the question. This
article, by an officer who always
had at heart the best interest of his
men and who repeatedly used his
wits to save them from conse-
quences of the inevitable foolish
order from ‘higher up”, takes up
the necessity of discipline.. But can
discipline be retained, under a more
‘“‘democratic system than the pres-
ent military regulations provide?
Let’s hear from the champions of
“liberty””.

was in no sense what is the national guard
of today.

These troops were enlisted for only a
few months at a time—a weak point avoid-
ed in the late war by enlisting for the
emergency—and not only consumed most
of their enlistment in arriving and de-
parting from camp and in acquiring a use-
less smattering of training, but also gen-
erally refused to re-enlist for another
three or six months, occasioning great ex-
pense without yielding any results.

“Such a dearth of public spirit and such
want of virtue, such stock-jobbing and fer-
tility in all the low arts to obtain advan-
tages of one kind or another in this great
change of military arrangement I never
saw before and I pray God’s mercy that
I may never witness again,” wrote the
Father of His Country, concerning the
tricks of the militia to avoid further serv-
ice. ‘That was in 1775 with the war just
starting. :

Gen. Schuyler the same year, comment-
ing on the same conduct, said: “If Job had
been a general in .my situation, his mem-
ory had not been so famous for patience,”
and handed his resignation to Congress.
Incidentally he records the quick recovery
of 300 New Englanders on sick report,
who, when given their discharge, became
well in ‘double-time, and, rather than wait
a few days to cross Lake George, began
a 200-mile hike cross-country to their
homes. If the Atlantic had been in the
way, what not might they have done, O,

unworthy descendants who were content to
await a troop-ship for transportation.

In 1776 Washington penned an extended
letter to Congress on the dangers and
evils of the short-term militia system of
raising troops. But 3,300 of his troops.
then were Continentals or regulars.

“To bring men to be well acquainted
with the duties of a soldier requires time.
To bring them under proper discipline and
subordination not only requires time, but
is a work of great difficulty, and this army,
where there is so little distinction between
the officers and soldiers, requires an un-
common degree of attention. To expect,
then, the same service from raw and un-
disciplined recruits as from veteran sol-
diers is to expect what never did and never
will happen.” This was Washington’s
opinion, is still the opinion of army lead-
ers whose observation of means to victory
has been close and intelligent.

After the defeat in the battle of Long
Island the same year, the Commander-in-
Chief wrote again to Congress:

“The militia, instead of calling ‘forth
their utmost efforts to a brave and manly
opposition in order to repair our losses,
are dismayed, intractable and impatient to
return. Great numbers of them have gone
off —in some instances almost whole regi-
ments, by half ones, and by companies at
a time.”

No doubt they were exercising that free-
dom of action for which they believed
they were fighting, and which they safe-
guarded by writing into their “Articles for
the Regulation of the Military Associa-
tion.”

This circumstance of itself, independ-
ent of others, when fronted by a well-ap-
pointed enemy superior in number to our
whole collected force, would be sufficiently
disagreeable,” Gen Washington continued,
“put when their example. has infected
another part of the army, when their want
of discipline and refusal of almost every
kind of restraint and government have
produced a like conduct but too common
to the whole, and entire disregard of that
order and subordination necessary to the
well-doing of an army, and which had
been inculcated before, as well as the na-
ture of our military establishment would
admit, our condition becomes still more
alarming.”

Two weeks later Washington reported
to Congress the British had occupied New
York, his first line troops retreating “with
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Discipline and Victory—continued

the utmost precipitation,” and two brigades
placed in support “flying in every direction
and in the greatest confusion.” “On the
appearance of a small party of the enemy,
not more than 60 or 70, their disorder in-
creased, and they ran away in the greatest
confusion without firing a shot.”

Pershing did not report anything of the
kind to Congress. He didn’t have to.
Pershing insisted on discipline, and it is
possible that his troops, being disciplined,
thereby ended the World War in 18
months instead of eight years.

The Articles of Regulation adopted by
the Pennsylvania troops in 1774 were based
on the theory that every man was in-
tensely a patriot, determined to do or die
to win liberty, and so devoted to his duty
the penalty of dismissal was a worse
shame than death itself.

“A soldier reasoned with upon the good-
ness of the cause he is engaged in and the
inestimable rights he is contending for,
hears you with patience and acknowledges
the truth of your observations,” Wash-
ington told Congress in 1775, “but adds
that it is of no more importance to him
than others.”

And so the Revolutionary buck refused
to re-up without a generous bounty. The
nation, it seems, will pay a bounty, or a
bonus, gladly, while the danger lasts. The
politicians admit it. Nowadays we think
it unpatriotic to demand a bonus during
the crisis. The Revolutionary “hero”
wasn’t so squeamish. Of course, he was
a patriot. His politicians, no doubt, as-
sured him he was—during the war.

One might continue indefinitely to cite
Washington on the shortcomings of the
troops supplied him during those dark
days. In 1879 the “patriots” grew so tired
of fighting for freedom that it was neces-
sary to draft men. The draft was not the
just and logical system it was in the
World War. The word draft won its
evil connotation in those days of the na-
tion’s babyhood. Men were pressed into
service only when Congress demanded
them. Deserters were rounded up and re-
turned as part of the quota. Even desert-
ers from the British army were sent to
Washington by the states as their allot-
ment. Washington soon recommended the
discontinuance of conscription as a method
of filling the ranks, as then operated. He
believed in equal selection for service,
however, writing the President of Con-
gress in 1779: Y )

“The advantage of a well-digested, gen-
eral, and uniform system for levying and
bringing them (drafts) to the Army at
a particular time to serve to a fixed period
is obvious,

In 1780 occurred the battle of Camden,
lost by the precipitous flight of the Vir-
ginia levies before the charge of the Brit-
ish troops. Firing but one volley, they

.threw down their arms and fled, leaving a

great gap in the left of the American line,
through which the British advanced to
take the stouter-hearted Americans in
flank. More than one-third of the Con-
tinentals who remained to fight, were killed
and wounded, and a heroic regiment of
trained Maryland militia was virtually an-
nihilated.

On August 26, 1780, August Greene, who
commanded a detachment sent to cover a
foraging party near the enemy’s lines,
wrote Washington as follows:

“There have been committed some of the
most horrid acts of plunder by some of the
Pennsylvania line that have disgraced the
American arms during the war. The in-
stances of plunder and violence are equal
anything committed by the Hessians.”
And then asked permission to execute, in
sight of the remainder of his troops, as a
disciplinary warning, two of the looters
who had been caught red-handed.

And the Father of His Country, without
a trial, was constrained to order the sum-
mary execution of the guilty pair. It is
difficult to believe the painful necessity
sprang from anything else than lack of
discipline.

On January 1, 1781, came the famous
mutiny of the Pennsylvania Line. The
mutineers killed several of their officers
and marched toward Philadelphia, to de-
mand pay and supplies, which Congress
had neglected to provide and indeed, as
the war dragged on, was unable to pro-
vide. Pennsylvania’s quota, six regiments,
was dissolved to quiet the mutiny—and
the war still not finished. Admiration of
Washington is bound to increase, as one
considers the difficulties such as these with
which he had to contend. He was a great
man because he could attain” victory in
eight years, under such circumstances.

What should constitute the standards of
discipline ?

it of necessity involves absolute obedi-
ence to higher authority, on up to the com-
mander-in-chief, for a general who cannot
rely on his troops never wins a battle.
Absolute obedience may be gained through
a variety of minor methods. Close order
drill is one. It is well known that a sol-
dier capable of a snappy salute is more
trustworthy and more alert than one who
cannot salute properly. That may be the
sole raison d'etre for the salute, but it is
a good one.

Whatever may be the means employed to
the end of discipline, there should never
be one that is undemocratic or un-Amer-
ican. To beat Prussia, Prussian military
efficiency had to be met with Prussian
military efficiency, but that did not neces-

sarily involve a Prussian cast of mind

on the part of higher military authority in
the American army, although it might im-
ply even some disciplinary measures in use

in the Prussian army. Discernment is re-
quired to know what may safely and prop-
erly be used for American purposes. In
the World War, ordinarily siach a judg-
ment was exercised. At least there was
always the best intention in the world on
the part of officers, to play the game and
get the job done, but to do it in a mili-
tary and American fashion.

Many mistake the court-martial as a
tool of Prussianism. They confuse in
their minds ‘“justice,” as an abstract vir-
tue, with the justice meted out with slow
and pondered solemnity in our civil courts,
according to the English common law. The
prime aim of a court-martial is to attain
discipline. It must act quickly. It has lit-
tle to do with the crimes and civil suits
with which a civil court deals.

A court-martial is concerned with the
abstract quality “justice,” however, even
more than a civil court, for, without that
justice, the army’s means to victory and
peace cannot be attained. Soldiers who
fail to get a square deal will be insubor-
dinate. Injustice as a rule results from
faulty courts, rather than faulty funda-
mental law. The Army’s law, of course,
is a “made” set of rules designed to pro-
duce the perfect soldier. It is not a
custom like the civil courts’ law. The
average soldier sooner or later breaks
some of the rules, because he is not per-
fect. Doing so he probably commits no
crime and in civil life, would suffer no dis-
grace for the act which in the army is an
offense against discipline.

These differences it is wise to keep in
mind when those with deep-seated preju-
dices and little knowledge of facts air
their views. Usually they don’t know the
game. A war veteran does. He knows
enough to set the ignorant right. He ought
not to hesitate to set them right. He
ough to be interested enough, too, to urge
a democratic discipline in the Army; for
the Army after all is his Army, the Amer-
ican citizen’s Army, and so long as it ex-
ists he should be interested in its welfare
in peace as in war. He ought to come
down hard on the “birds” who want a
Soviet army.

An army can be democratic, but some-
one must be boss. We idealize our politi-
cal equality and pretend it prevails
throughout our social order, when as a
matter of truth there are ascending degrees
of authority throughout. If there were not,
no progress could result. Division of au-
thority brings confusion and ruin. Strong
central authority yields efficiency and
quick returns. Discipline is vital to speedy
victory. Hear as a final witness the
Father of His Country:

“In an army so unstable as ours order
and economy have been impractable. * * *
There is every reason to believe that the
war has been protracted on this account.”
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A Hail and Farewell Before the Gallant Adventure Faded

(Republished by Permission of

By Frances Newbold Noyes.

11 Ler eyest” and the baby has been

McClure's)
Y A. E. F, you are the
the best thing that ever
happened to me in my life
and I want to tell you so.
You were the most wonder-
ful playmate —the truest
comrade—that a lucky girl ever had,
and I can’t let you go without talk-
ing to you just once more. I can’t
realize that T have lost you—that all
the world has lost you—that in such
a little while you will have passed
like a dream in the night; you, so
vivid, that you seemed eternal, so

EDITOR’S NOTE—Miss Frances Newbold
Noyes, daughter of Frank B. Noyes, editor of
the Washington (D. C.) Star and President of
The Associated Press, served with the Amer-
ican Expeditionary Forces as a girl worker with
the Young Men’s ‘Christian Association. Her
beautiful tribute to the A. E. F. from the stand-
point of a “Y” girl appeared in McClure’s, the
editors of which have kindly granted permission
to republish Miss Noyes’ article. No former
member of the A. E. F. can read it without a
thrill as he recalls incidents that should ever
be fresh in his memory; all Americans can gain
from it a new angle to view conditions and
people as they really were “over there.”

(Republished by Permission of McClure’s)

so fantastically ugly that T've just

managed to gasp heartily, but am-
biguously, “Well, that is a “baby!”
But oh, I've loved them all.

I have taught you my French, and
you have taught me yours—and
they're both very good languages. I
may also state that though the Alex-
andrines of Racine and Corneille,.
those companions of my childhood,
may grow dimmer and dimmer with
age, I firmly expect to go down to
my grave saying, “Beaucoup francs”
and “Co me fait rien” and “Pas

alive that it seemed that you
could never die, swinging along with that
incredible blending of dignity and impu-
dence, a flash of white teeth and shining
eyes lighting up your lean young face,
singing and swearing in the same breath;
never too weary to swagger a little—and
God knows that sometimes you were mor-
tally weary; never too bitter to find a jest
—and sometimes, my A. E. F., you were
bitter ; never too rough to fail in gentle-
ness—and there were times when no Sun-
day school in the universe would have
awarded you a diploma. But no more gal-
lant figure ever swung through the ages
than you in your bright youth and your
drab khaki; you, with the dreams of an
old world and the vision of a new be-
hind you.

How can you be just a memory, who
were more alive than Life itself? You
were more friend than any friend that I
have ever had, dearer than any love, the
comrade that we go sceking all our lives.
When you saw me standing there by the
road down which you were striding, your
hand came out to me quicker than thought,

and you swung me along with you, small

and breathless and a little frightened, be-
cause you were so big that I was wonder-
ing whether T could keep up with you, or
whether I mighn’t be only a bother, after
all.

But you swore that it was easier to walk
with my hand in yours; you never laughed
when I took three steps to your one; you
never let me éoA You made me feel that
I was your pal, and your slave, and your
goddess—and it's a lucky girl who has
even one man to make her feel that. I had
a thousand!

There were very few things that we
didn’t try together. I've served you every-
thing from soup to doughnuts; sold you
everything from cigarettes to postage
stamps. I've given you everything from
ice cream to good advice—and my heart;

I've hiked hundreds of miles with you,
cand danced, I verily believe, thousands;
I've sung every song that you ever sang,
from the days when we passionately de-
manded, “Where do we go from here,
boys?” to the days when we even more
passionately queried, “How you gonna
keep 'em down on the farm?”’ And when
we sang, “Hail, hail, the gang’s all here!”
I didn’t substitute “deuce,” either. I've
ridden with you in side-cars and trucks,
freight cars and river-boats, busses and
airplanes; I've played auction and pinocle,
pitch and poker with you, and I've even
shot craps. I've ruined innumerable per-
fectly good games, in spite of the fact
that T am able to reason fluently with
that adamant young creature, Phoebe Five,
and fully understand that four aces beat
two pair; but if a fellow has to cut out
any language more fervent that “Gee,”
and can’t play for even a quarter of a
centime it takes away some of the first
fine careless rapture of the game, doesn’t
it? And I can pay no higher tribute to
your splendid chivalry and superb men-
dacity, my A. E. F., than by saying that
never, never did you fail to make me feel
that the party would have been a dismal
failure without me.

I have been in hospitals with you when
you were dying, and I had to smile at
you; and when [ thought that I was dying,
I had to smile at myself—and that was a
good deal the easier of the two. I've
written your letters for you, when you
hadn’t any fingers to write with or when
you hadn't any words; when you had
been so brave that you couldn’t tell them
about it, or when you had been so weak.
I think that T have looked at seven hun-
dred and eighty thousand photographs that
you carried with you, and once in a while
the lady has been so devastatingly plain
that I've barely been able to murmur a
feeble “Hasn’t she got a nice straight look

o compris.” “Ah, ow,” my A. B. E

we are citizens of the same far coun-
try and speakers of the same tongue—I'l}
say we are!

You've taught me more than your lan-
guage, my A. E. F. You've taught me
that there is nothing better than the aver-
age man—the man who is building bridges
in Oregon and planting corn in Iowa, driv-
ing a truck in Newark or an engine in’
Nebraska; that whether he has a cattle
ranch in Texas or a hardware store in
Tennessee, he is of the stuff of which
heroes and comrades are made—because
he is the A. E. F.—he is you.

I don’t idolize you, for all that I love
you; well, well do I know your faults—
did you ever hide them? Intolerant, arro-
gant, overconfident, taking for granted that
the best is none too good for you; too swift
to draw conclusions, too slow to relinquish
them; sure that if things are not done as
you would do them, they must be done
wrong ; reckless of consequences to your-
self and others—no saint, my A. E. F.
But you are the average American, and
you are more generous, more chivalrous,
more humorous and gentle and gallant
and strong and fine than any knight of
Arthur’s court—and a little maid whose
comrade you were for so many weary
months will love and honor you until she
dies. Because you did something for her
that she can never repay—mno, not though
she served you all her life with the hands
and feet and heart and head that were so
cager to help you. You took the world that
she lived in—her little, narrow, pretty
world, full of furs and frills and flowers
and foolish, pleasant things—you took her

little world and made it safe for de-
mocracy.
Democracy! We learned that the rail-

‘road engineer was as good a fellow as the

railroad magnate; that the railroad mag-
nate is just as good a fellow as the engi-
neer. Because we weren’t snobs, were we,
my A. E. F.? We weren’t snobbish even
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about the upper classes; they were all
right when you got to know them. You
see, they were that vague generality, Hu-
manity, and you learned how ridiculously
unimportant were the great accidents of
birth and fortune. Why, the only man
that we ever knew who could be cheerful
and K. P. at the same time was a Har-
vard graduate whose income ran into
higher mathematics !

And because I've loved you so—because
we were such pals—I want you to come
back to me just once, my A. E. F., before
you leave me forever. I've such a lot of
things to say.

We've had some wonderful talks, haven't
we? In the little room at G. H. Q., with
the gay curtains that we were making for
the “gas school” turning its dreariness to
brightness and the bitter night outside held
at bay by the roaring little stove; the
Argonne that you had left behind’ you a
few hours ago, tearing through the mud
and rain on your motorcycle, seemed very
far away, but its shadow was in your
weary young eyes and on your strained
young face. In an hour you must be off
again with your dispatches through that
hateful night—and you must ride without
lights. Oh, my A. E. F,, sitting there in
the shabby room with your tired head in
your shaking hands and the thought of
that black ride to shake you further—
you'll never know how I longed to give
you lights! And I knelt before the little
stove, making the coffee that was to give
you warmth, broiling the steak that was to
give you strength, and praying—I who am
not much given to prayer. I think that
someone must have heard it, too, because
when you left there were the lights of
laughter in your eyes, and your hands
were steadied to endurance, and you were
whistling under your breath—a reckless,
haunting, absurd little tune that T had
danced to half a dozen times. But I
cried myself to sleep that night, my A. E.
F., because I couldn’t bear to think of you,
so young, so heart-breakingly young and
so mortally tired, going whistling back
through the darkness into that hell.

Do you remember the walks that we
used to take back to my billet—a mile and
a half through the rain and mud? Yet,
how we used to laugh and chatter! All
the years that were gone to talk about—
all the years to come, if whatever gods
may be were merciful—we planned a new
world there in the rain and mud. Some-
times your face would be grim enough, and
you would announce with bitterness and
conviction that you hadn’t studied integral
calculus for five years to break rocks in
the road for five months; and that when
those blankety-blank shave-tails drove by,
spattering your blue overalls with that
everlasting mud, you felt so like a Bol-
shevik that you could learn Russian in

six lessons. But five minutes later the
narrow street would be ringing with your
laughter !

I remember, too, the first time that you
came into my little blue and gold sit-
ting-room in that land of blue and gold
that you had been given to play in. The
sitting-room was my present to you; for
many months I kept it full of flowers for
you—there were chocolates for you to eat
and cigarettes for you to smoke and
magazines for you to look at. In the
afternoon there was tea, and in the even-
ing there were little cups of black coffee,
and always, always there was a very small
person who loved you, and never got tired
of hearing of your dreams, the happy ones
and the broken ones, too; we mended a
good many of them between us, you and
I—sometimes with laughter, and sometimes
with tears.

That first day when you came in it was
tea time. You stood in the doorway, so
tall that you almost had to stoop, and
looked into the gay, kind little room,
gleaming with its open fire and rose-col-
ored flowers, its soft lights and its singing
kettle, and after a long while you said,
“Gee!” But you said it as though it were
a prayer, and there were tears in your
eyes—and 1 understood, my A. E. F. It
had been long and long since you had
seen a little fire or rosy flowers—a long,
dark time since you had heard a kettle
singing—and you had wondered too often
whether you would ever see or hear them
again.

You were from Fall Center, Kansas, you
told me, and how we did talk, my A. E. F.
And when we pushed back the coffee cups
1 thought how terrifyingly far you had
traveled from that little Kansas town, and
wondered what you were going to take
back to it—whether you would help it
with your new knowledge or hurt it with
intolerance. Because it is largely in your
strong young hands that the fate of the
TFall Centers lies—and through them the
fate of America—and through America
the fate of the world. Somewhat of a re-
sponsibility, isn’t it? And you look down
on those brown hands of yours with an in-
credulous and deprecatory smile.

Before you go away from us forever—-
before you wave farewell to us around
that last corner—you have a call to make
and a tale to tell. Day in and day out,
night in and night out, in far-off France
you have dreamed of the incredible day
when you would come up the village street
through the Summer twilight, and see the
lamp shining in the window of the little
house, and clear the porch hung with
honeysuckle in one bound, and the narrow
threshold in another, and enter into the
land of Heart’s Desire. Small matter if
the village street be called Broadway or
Main Street or Orchard Lane—for you the

twilight was always sweet with flowers,
and the lamp was always shining in the
window. ¢

And when you've gotten ,your breath—
when the wonder of it all has ebbed
enough to let you find words again, what
are you going to tell them, my A. E. E.?
There are so many things they want to
know. They have been waiting, bewil-
dered—dazed by all the words and all the
books and all the papers, until you came
back to tell them what had really hap-
pened. On your words hang all the law
and the prophets! There is not one of
them that they will not believe. What of’
the war? Of the French, of the British,
of the Germans? Of the Y and the Red
Cross? Of the officers and of the men?
Tell them, my A. E. F.!

What of the war? I've been back here-
such a short time that I haven’t yet been
able to ‘realize how much of it America

has forgotten—how incredibly much of
it she never knew. To us, my A. E. F..

even though months had passed, it was

still the recalest thing in the world—far

more real than the lovely, shadowy, sil-
very figure of Peace that had stolen quietly
in to take its place. We were still living
in the ruin and wreck that it had left be-
hind; how could we forget it? Its red

hand was on us still—holding back the
trains on which we traveled, turning us.

from the destinations where we would
go, hurling us into strange and hated
places, doling out to us the same detested
meat and drink that its savage hospitality

had offered us of old, lashing us on to-

keep rifles bright, our bayonets sharp, driv-
ing our feet to the old drills, turning our
tired faces to new problems. It wasn’t
very easy to forget it—its fingers were still
at our throats. But the things which
were daily bread to us were dust and
ashes to the ones who love us best.

There’s no denying it; as far as they
are concerned the war is dead. Perhaps
that’s just as well, and the sane and right
and normal. While it was alive, it was
cven more alive for many of them than it
was for us; we mustn’t forget that. TFor
them it had all the terrible intensity of a
nightmare, instead of being the deadly,
commonplace horror that it ‘was for us.
After all, it’s just as well that there are a
great many things that they have forgotten
—a great many that they’ll never have to
forget, because ‘they mnever knew them.
Even if they do think that Belleau wood
is a part of the Argonne Forest, it isn't
going to shake the progress of the world!
Let them forget the War that you fought,
my A. E. F.,, but never, never while you
have words to speak and breath with
which to speak them, let them forget why
it was you fought it.

Sometimes it almost seems that they are
forgetting even that. You forget that all
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men might share your hard-won heritage
of freedom and liberty—and because you
loved her dearly, for a little space you left
the lovely lady with the torch, so that she
might lift its even higher when she wel-
comed you home.

There are some who tell us that we have
done our task, that we must draw aside—
that the torch is shining for us alone, and
not for all mankind. I think that they are
trying to cheat us of the very fruits of
our victory—the glory of helping a tired
and broken world to its feet. There are
some of them—and I hold them a trifle
lower than Benedict Arnold—who wish to
take the laurels that you have brought
them, and twist and warp and strain them
into an ugly political weapon. They say
(and it is strange hearing for us, my A.
E. F.) that America must play safe.

Play safe! We had forgotten that that
was considered policy. With us it meant
shame and dishonor and an ugly death
while day was breaking for the world—
what if it should mean that for America?
Oh, tell them, tell them, those blind ones,
that you, who have fought to give a weary
world peace, will fight to keep it/ You
are a soldier, my A. E. F., and you dare
not “play safe.”

What of those friends who fought by
our side—what account are you going to
give of them? Let’s take the two that
you knew best—Tommy Atkins and
Jacques Poilu. Since I'm talking to you
and not to the Peace Conference, I'm not
going to pretend that your face lights up
at the mention of these gentlemen, or that
a burst of lyric enthusiasm wells from
your fervent heart to your fervent lips. It
doesn’t. They have fallen victim to your
most animated and unwarranted catch-
words. You don’t have to tell me what
you say about them—I know it only too
well. What I want you to tell the breath-
less little group sitting on the back porch
or in the fromt parlor is what you think
about them. Only, most dear and most
heedless, do a little thinking first. You
can, when you put your mind to it.

Tommy first. Of course, you never
really did see much of him. Your prin-
cipal grievance against him was that you
had a very disagreeable time coming over
in his ships, and that when you got to
Winchester (or its equivalent) the only
fatted calf that he offered to the American
prodigal was what you bitterly para-
phrased as “jam and tay,” substituted for
breakfast, dinner and supper. Alas, poor
Tommy, he gave you the best that he had
—and he went short even on that, so that
you might come over on those reviled
ships of his. The real difficulty was that
you thought that you had met Tommy be-
fore, under very unpleasant circunistances,
indeed; and you pranced over to meet him
again with a mind that was about as open

as a safe with a forgotten combination,
and a traveling equipment of a chip on
either shoulder. It was true that you had
met some one who was using his name
before—a heavily disguised, blustering,
tyrannical individual, introduced to you as
Mr. Atkins by a smooth-spoken, ingratiat-
ing old party known as German Propa-
ganda.

The first time you met him you were
a very small, freckle-faced, bored Iittle
boy, sitting on a hard bench and reading
the letter of introduction that German
Propaganda had written to you, in a little
book called “History of the U. S. A.” He
took great pains to state what a wicked
and unprincipled fellow Tommy has been,
and how he tried to steal from you
everything that you held dearest; and
while he professed faint hopes that the
scalawag might have reformed, he man-
aged to stress the crime a good deal more
than the reformation. But he didn’t tell
you that George III, the old Prussian who
started the Revolutionary War, was so
German that he could hardly speak Eng-
lish; that the War was so unpopular in
England that they had to hire Hessians to
fight it; that all her greatest men railed
against it, in and out of season. He was
very discreet about these facts, wasn’t he?
And the next time that he introduced his
Mr. Atkins was only a few years ago, and
he was almost in tears over his dreadful
conduct. He gave us fair warning that
the unscrupulous wretch had subsidized
our press and bribed the casual observer
and corrupted our officials to such an ex-
tent that it was impossible to believe a
word that they said, and he assured us that
the fairy tales that they were indulging in
anent wicked Belgium and degenerate
France would make the blood of an honest
German run cold. And it was this purely
fictitious Tommy that you went to meet—
only he isn’'t the one that the little group
listening in the twilight are waiting to
hear about. They want to hear about the
real one—the one who got up in the gray
light of a London dawn to give you so
passionate a welcome that it fairly took
your breath away—the one that you found
later with his back against a ruined wall
in France, fighting, fighting, bloody and
broken and white to the lips, but manag-
ing, somehow, to throw a little, stiff, tor-
tured grin, and managing, too, by his own
grit and the grace of God, to carry on. If
you ran into him in France, that is how
you saw him—and if you didn’t, don’t pass
on any picturesque gossip that you will
make a little more picturesque in passing.
Some one might believe it! - But you might
tell them about T'ommy’s younger brothers,
the Australians, the Canadians, the New
Zealanders and the South Africans—you
loved them like your own, didn’t ’you,
Yank? You'll tell the world you did.

How about Jacques Poilu? You had
another name for him, and you used it

with more energy than discretion. For a
good many months you made his own land
echo with your plaints as to the devious
ways of the “frog.” He got in your way
when you were driving; he wrung every
sou that you possessed from your feeble
and reluctant fingers; his offspring made
life a burden to you with their clamors
for *ceegaretts” and ‘“‘chooengom;” his
feminine relatives pursued you tirelessly,
unsolicited victims of your fatal fascina-
tion. All very, very harrowing! I used
to try conscientiously to reconcile this
pathetic picture of the martyred young ex-
ile with the A. E. F. that I saw before my
puzzled eyes, a vivid figure of mischief
and resourcefulness and recklessness and
sheer, heart-warming charm, playing end-
less games of balls and marbles in the
little parks and narrow streets with the en-
chanted children, listening with beautiful
deference to the incomprehensible tales of
the old grandmothers in the doorways, flirt-
ing assiduously and debonairly with the vel-
vet-eyed girls, bargaining and chaffing and
swapping stories with Jacques himself.
True, he got in your way when you were
driving—but at the rate at which you went
it was a little difficult to keep out of your
way, My A. E. F. True, he cheated you
often, but in that land which we are firmly
convinced is God’s country, your own
people cheated you quite as energetically—
I saw them do it. And his children beg-
ged shamelessly from you—but you taught
them to do it, and filled their eager little
hands in spite of any and all protests, and
did your level best to spoil them forever.
True, the maidens of the land fell victim
to your charm—but you asserted it
brazenly, my dear, and seemed to take a
melancholy satisfaction in the results.
Was all this just an optical illusion on my
part? Sometimes I used to .feel that one
of us must be the victim of a hallucination
—because surely no one in his sane senses
would continue to lavish affection and at-
tention on the object of his disparage-
ment! Perhaps I was just dreaming that I
hardly ever saw you without some Gallic
mite perched on your shoulder or clinging
to your hand or trotting at your side—
dreaming that you were everlastingly pol-
ishing those boots of yours so that pretty
Marie Adelaide Therese could see her face
in them—dreaming that you steadily per-
sisted in breaking every rule of the can-
teen in order to purchase cigarettes and
chocolates for “them frog guys that hadn’t
any of their own”—dreaming that you
would linger time and again to tell me of
the adored and adoring landlady—“Hon-
est, she treats me.like a prince; believe me,
if T was her own kid, she couldn’t treat me
better. I want to get her a present; you
tell me what she’d like, Petite.” Why, the
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very nickname that you gave me was bor-
rowed from France—and I loved it—and
you—and her. I wasn’t dreaming; but I'm
thinking that perhaps sometimes you were,

my A. E. F.

I haven’t much to say about the Ger-
mans, largely because I find that when I
try to talk about them I lose my voice and
my temper and my sense of humor. Of
course, when you paid them a visit last
Fall, you found that you were pretty
nearly comfortabe for the first time in
many weary months, and it rather went
to your head. You found yourself won-
dering whether people who offered you the
best bed in the place with guttural noises of
welcome and hospitality could be demons
incarnate, and somehow you counted it for
righteousness to them that there wasn’t
any shell hole in the side of the house.
But it didn’t take them long for the first
glow to wear off, and before many moons
had passed you had pounced on the illum-
inating discovery that when even the most
inspired demon has the choice between
being affable or being shot down, he’ll jolly
well be affable. And if you’ll just tell
your breathless listeners some of the things
that you told me about the individuals that
you soberly referred to as “those damned
Dutch—excuse me, lady,” I'll be perfectly
contented. Perfectly.

About the “Y” and the Red Cross and
the other organizations that went over
there to help you, I do want to talk to you
—and if you are inclined to feel resentful

of anything that I may say, I want you to -

remember, my A. E. F., that it’s because I
love you so that I can’t bear to have you
either ungrateful or ungracious, that I am
saying it—and because I am afraid that
vou will have to own that you have been
botth. To save my life I can’t understand
your attitude toward us who so longed to
help you; who worked their fingers to the
bone, morning, noon and night, to give
vou a little comfort and as little happiness.
I am speaking now of “us” as organiza-
tions, not as individuals.

On the individual girl you lavished such
a wealth of gratitude and praise that you
left her humbled and bewildered and a
little intoxicated; but on the organization
of which she was a symbol, you have
heaped unceasing criticism and unstinted
blame. I myself happen to be a “Y” girl;
and I have never ceased to be proud and
glad of that fact. The only thing that I
was prouder of than the triangle on my
sleeve was the U. S. on my collar! So

‘this isn’t an apology on my part—it's” an

accusation. I dare wager that the only
organization over there for which you
have a good word to say is the one that
you saw the least of—the one that, in nine
cases out of ten, you never saw at all.
The Salvation Army with its tiny band

and complex duties, did splendid work;
but no more splendid work than was done
by the other organizations that were woven
into the very fabric of your daily lives.
I say that advisedly.

‘Look up, for example, the number of

“Y” workers killed, wounded, cited and
decorated for bravery in trying desperate-
ly to help you who were so heedless of
their help; where will you find, amongst
your own ranks, a mnon-combatant outfit
with such a record? Many a combatant
one might glory in it! You were almost
invariably lamentably ungenerous to the
men who, under no pressure of the draft,
had given up fine positions safe at home
to come over and slave and drudge for
you who found no word of commendation
for them. If they were unflaggingly
cheerful, you dismissed it as “sunshine-
stuff” and “taffy”; if they were occasion-
ally human and irritable, you rent the
heavens above and the earth with your
outraged cries, and tore to the “Y” for
paper so that you could write home at once
to Aunt Minnie and tell her to get back
that fifty cents that she gave to the mis-
guided organization in September.

I honestly do blush for you. You would
take everything that I gave you—every
mortal thing—and apparently thought that
by accepting our gifts you canceled your
debt, We, you assured us complacently,
were merely the instruments of the Amer-
ican people, kindly selected by them to see
that their contributions reached you safely.
Well, we happened to be the American
people ourselves, and besides giving you
our money, we gave you our time and
strength and our hearts and our lives—and
some of us were absurd enough to wonder
why it was that you did not go down on
your knees to us—hot to us, the individuals,
amongst whom there were those who were
faint-hearted and dishonest and bad-tem-
pered and incompetent, because we happened
to be human beings—but to us as an organ-
ization, because time and time again we
were all the happiness and all the comfort
and all the refuge from despair that you
had. I have never been in one “Y” hut
(and I have been in many; we had two

_thousand for you!) that was not crowded

to the doors. Tell me—tell me, my A.
E. F., how could you take so much and
give so little? For you took, day after
day, and night after night, our services
and our shelter, our light and our warmth,
everything from baseballs to BIBLES;
books and vaudevilles; magazines and
movies; writing paper and music—and
every single thing you took for granted.
If you never used the “Y”, then all that
I am saying is not for you; but cross your
heart and hope to die, my A. E. F., didn’t
you use it constantly? If there were times
when we weren’t with you, it was because,

" to hear.

alas! we couldn’t be everywhere—and
when you seemed to need us most, there
was often no way to get to you. Surely
you must have realized that when the army
couldn’t even get your corned beef up to
you it wouldn’t permit us to bring you
chocolates !

I want you to tell Aunt Minnie, who
gave us fifty cents for you, and Dad and
Mother, who gave us five dollars, and little-
Bobby, who gave us a nickel, the truth
about us—for their sake as much as for-
ours, and most of all, for Truth’s. You
needn’t soften it down or touch it up a bit.
If you discovered a “Y” man who was a
thorough and consistent grouch, or one-
who charged cing centimes more than you
thought was justifiable, tell them the whole-
horrible tale; but in the name of justice
and fair play and common decency, my
A. E. F., tell them about the other times.
—the hundreds and hundreds of other
times when the “Y” was all that you had
and when you used it mercilessly. If T
am speaking only of the “Y”, it is because
I know it best and because it gave me the
joy of being with you for many months,
and so I am eternally grateful to it; but I
want. you to tell them the truth about
every organization over there that stretch-
ed out a hand to you—because, by and
large, it makes as beautiful a story as
even the most exciting audience could care
And for my sake, because I was.
a “Y” girl, and because we loved each
other, please go out of your way to tell
them about every place that you found us,
from the God-forsaken little mud-hole:
where we had laboriously rigged up a
movie machine and dug up a stove to burnm
for you, and hot chocolate in a tin can
and a wheezy talking machine to sing
about the little gray home, and where we
were duly exultant that we could get so
much, and pretty sad that it was so little—
to the incredible loveliness of the leave-
areas, where we took the most wonderful
casinos set in the most wonderful scenery
in the world, and flung the doors wide
and asked you to come in and play with us
—to see the best shows and hear the best
singing and eat the best food that could
be found—to dance on the best floors to
the best music that you ever heard—and
with the best ddncers, too, though they did
wear flowered aprons and had to run back
to the canteen between times to give you
the ice cream. I can’t believe that if you
were ever our guests at one of our seven-
day house parties—and at my house we
used to entertain over three thousand a
week—I don’t believe that you could help -
getting a little hot and uncomfortable when
you remembered some of the things that
you have said about us. Because you
swore that you had never had such a won-
derful time, and that you would never,

(Continued on Page 26)
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The War Is Over

About the Best Evidence Is the Announcement That the War Depart-

ment’s Work for the Wounded Is Finished—It’s All Up to
The War Risk Insurance Bureau Now

NNOUNCEMENT has been au-
thorized at the War Department
that the work of the War Depart-
ment in caring for the American
soldier victims of the World War
is practically finished.

The vast army of 4,000,000 has been de-
mobilized, but many discharged soldiers
will request hospital treatment and many
others at some future time will need treat-
ment for conditions resulting from their
military service.

“The care of these discharged soldiers,
however,” the Department declared in an
official statement, “does not devolve upon
the War department, but by law is placed
in the hands of the Bureau of War Risk
Insurance, which is a branch of the Treas-
ury Department. This Bureau maintains
numerous government hospitals throughout
the country for the care of former serv-
ice men, some of these institutions having
been taken over by the United States
Public . Health Service from the
Army when they were no longer
needed for military purposes.”

N

The Bureau of War Risk Insurance,
it was explained, also cares for many
veterans in civil hospitals throughout
the country.

“The fact that the War Department is
not responsible for care of discharged
soldiers,” the department declared, “is not
generally appreciated by the public, and
much correspondence regarding the hospital
treatment of individual discharged sol-
diers is received by the Surgeon General
of the Army. All communications with re-
spect to the treatment or medical care of
men who have been discharged from the
Army should be directed to the Director
of War Risk Insurance in Washington.”

In connection with its announcement
that the War Department has practically
finished its part of the task of caring for
these victims of the World War, the de-
par'tment, for the first time, in an officially
prepared statement, has presented to the
country a detailéd statement as to what
has been done. )

“A year and a half ago,” this official
statement read, “this country was deeply
moved by the spectacle of streams of
wounded soldiers returning from overseas
to the military hospitals in the United
States. To the mass of humanity crippled
as a result of shell and bullets were added

many others disabled by disease or ordi-
nary accidents in this country and abroad.
The primary duty of caring for these men

(and women, for some nurses were simi-:

larly situated) devolved upon the War De-
partment and was carried out by its medi-
cal department in a great chain of vast
general and base hospitals scattered over
the country and so located that each in-
dividual could be treated comparatively
near to his home.

“After the soldier had been restored as
far as practicable to normal condition he
was discharged from the military service,
and provision was made by Congress that
compensation for existing disability and
any further treatment that he might need
should be furnished by the Bureau of War
Risk Insurance.

“T'he military hospitals constructed by
the Army for the care of its sick and

“LIGHTS ouUT”

wounded were vast institutions, ranging
from 1,000 to 4,000 beds each, many of
them being far larger than any existing
civil hospitals in this country. They car-
ried out the usual types of hospital treat-
ment, were equipped with the most up-to-
date appliances and were provided with a
high-grade personnel, including many of
the best specialists in the United States.
“About the time of the Armistice the
medical department instituted what was
called a ‘Reconstruction Service.” Physical
reconstruction, as applied to military hos-
pitals, may be defined as the ‘continued
treatment’ carried to the fullest degree of
maximum physical and functional restora-

tion consistent with the nature of the dis-

ability of the sick or injured soldier, by
the employment of all known measures of
modern medical and surgical management,
including physictherapy (thermo-electro-
hydro and mechano-thera) massage, cal-
lesthenics, gymnastics, military drill and
the like, curative mental and manual work
(in wards, shops, schools, gardens and
fields) and sports and games in and out of
doors.

“While conceived with a view to te-
habilitating the wounded, reconstruction
activities were promptly broadened so that
all military personnel became entitled to
such benefits, whether suffering from the
effects of injury or disease. In addition,
vocational education courses were provided
in the hospitals with a view to occupying
the minds of the inmates and giving them
a start in the lines of work they might
take up under the Federal Board of Vo-
cational Education after discharge from the
Army.

“Certain military hospitals specialized in
particular lines of reconstruction work,
some for medical cases, some for hone
surgery, some for amputations, some for
the blind, some for speech defects, some
for facial injuries.

“In the carrying out .of the hospitaliza-
tion plans of the War Department the re-
construction service especially has come in
for a large share of praise. Physicians
and surgeons who were specialists in these
lines were in charge. Male and female
technicians, skilled in the numerous arts
and crafts, were secured as assistants for
this highly specialized work.

“This work was divided into two sec-
tions, occupational therapy and physic-
therapy. The occupational work included
the following features, and at its height
employed the number of aids indicated
after each feature:

“Work with textiles (knitting,
etc.)—T,090.

“Reed, cane and fibre work—683.

“Wood working (carving, etc.)—234.

“Leather work, cardboard and binding,
etc.—1,000.

“Applied and fine arts—o4.

“Metal work—30.

“Work in plastic materials—y1.

“Jewelry—545.

“Mechanical drawing—26.

“Unclassified—362. 5

“Total handicrafts—3,724.”
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A Club House as a Memorial

Army and Navy Club Plans to Make $3,000,000 Home a Memorial
To the 3,500 Officers Who Were Killed During the War

HE country’s leading architects
will be asked to submit com-
petitive drawings of the $3,000,000
clubhouse the Army and  Navy
Club of America is to build in
New York in memory of the 3,500
officers who died in the war. The me-
morial will be a national one, dedicated
to the commissioned men in all branches
of the service who made the supreme sac-
rifice.

Charles Dana Gibson, Edwin Howland
Blashfield, Henry Bacon and Benjamin
Morris, with Admiral Bradley A. Fiske,
president of the club, form the committee
appointed to select the design for the build-
ing.

Notable contributions have been made to
American art and architecture by members
of the committee on design. Edwin How-
land Blashfield decorated the great cen-
tral dome of the Library of Congress. His
war posters attracted international atten-
tion. His most recent important work was
the design for the government’s certificate
of honor issued for every man who died or
was wounded in service during the war.

The impressive Lincoln Memorial at
Washington was designed by Henry Bacon.
He formerly was a member of the firm of
McKim, Mead & White. He is a member
of the National Institute of Arts and Let-
ters and the Nationa] Academy of Design.

Benjamin Morris was the architect for
the Junius Spencer Morgan Memorial at
Hartford, the Westchester County Court
House at White Plains and is the designer
of the new Cunard Building at 25 Broad-
way, New York. He is president of the
Society of Beaux Arts Architects.

Charles Dana Gibson is known through-
out the world as an illustrator. He has a
wide personal acquaintance among artists

and architects. “Life” was recently pur-
chased by Mr. Gibson and he is now its
publisher.

The new clubhouse will be centrally lo-
cated and will serve not only as a monu-
ment to the men who died, but also as a
home for living officers, active or retired,
in the army, navy or state militia. Ci-
vilians interested in the nation’s defense
are also eligible for associate membership.

The committee on design will decide the
rules governing the competive drawings the
club will request of all the leading archi-
tects. Only tentative plans have been de-
cided on, but interesting features of the
new building are included in these.

The memorial feature will probably take
the form of a central court or hall, with
bronze paneled walls, where the names of

those who made the supreme sacrifice will

be engraved.

The present clubhouse at 18 Gramercy
Park has long been unsuited for entertain-
ing the hundreds of officers who annually
come to New York. During the war mem-
bers found it very inadequate. Naval offi-
cers of this and the other allied countries
were entertained at the New York Yacht
Club, but army officers in New York dur-
ing those trying days found hotels over-
crowded and themselves without a home
to which they could go for suitable ac-
commodations.

Since the war the need has been even
more emphasized. The moderate pay of
our military leaders has made the cost of
stopping at hotels almost prohibitive.

In the new clubhouse there will be at
least 400 bedrooms. A large dormitory
furnished with cots will also be provided
for use on special occasions when the city
is crowded with service men.

There also will be a large assembly hall

and small rooms for meetings of patriotic
societies. Women friends of members, or
women relatives of the deceased men, will
find a dining room and reception room for
their exclusive use. Other features to be
found in a modern clubhouse will be in-
cluded in the plans.

The club recently broadened its scope so
as to include in its membership all offi-
cers, ex-officers and all commissioned men
with the allied armies during the war,
numbering approximately 200,000,

Among the men recently elected to life
membership are: Henry P. Davison, who
is chairman of the civilian committee; Vin-
cent Astor, lieutenant in the navy during
the war; Elmer A. Sperry, inventor of the
gyroscope; J. P. Morgan, Arthur Curtis
James, Charles H. Sabin, Brig. Gen. Guy
E. Tripp, Brig. Gen. Samuel McRoberts
and others of equal prominence.

Announcement is made by the club of
the resignation of Rear Admiral Bradley
A. Fiske as president and of the election
of Brig. Gen. William J. Nicholson, for-
mer commander of the 157th Brigade, 79th
Division, as his successor. General Nichol-
son was vice president of the club.

Admiral Fiske resigned because of his
removal to Washington, where he has
made his home. He will, however, continue
an active worker in the club’s movement
to erect the clubhouse. He is chairman
of the committee on design. As an ex-
pression of their esteem, the board of gov-
ernors unanimously elected Admiral Fiske
honorary president for life.

Gen. Nicholson retired from service fol-
lowing the demobilization of the troops at
Camp Upton, where he was commander.
In France he was awarded the D, S. C.
“for exceptionally meritorious and distin-
guished services.”

a memortal to these offlcers.

Manhood to meet the test. * * *

The following poem by Margaret E. Sangster was written
for the Army and Nawy Club of America as a tribute to the
American officers who died in the World War.
plans ‘to establish in New York City a $3,000,000 clubhouse as

They are not dead, not really, they are living—
Leading their columns, as they led before,
Leading their comrades up to Heaven’s door

TO OUR OFFICERS—PASSED ON

By MARGARET E. SANGSTER

The Club

They are not dead, not really; they are striving,
Just as they did no earth, across the way;

And we must show them that we are reviving,
Visions of all they suffered—yesterday.

They are not dead, not they! Why, they are giving We who are left must keep their spirit glowing,
Strength, as they gave it on the battle line, We who are left must keep their memory clear,
Courage to do the hardest task, and fine We who are left must feel that they are knowing—

We who are left must feel that they can hear!
(Reprinted from New York Times, Sept. 13, 1920)

They were our best—

They, and the ones they led into the fight!

They were the ones who challenged terror’s night,
They were the men who won, at last, to rest. * % *
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Through the Nation’s “Vaccine Plant”

Where “The Ammo” Used’By the Medical Corps in Firing Its Anti-
Typhoid “Shots” Was Made—Twenty-six “Ammo Makers” Pro-
ducing, in Eight Months, $6,000,000 Worth of the Fluid

EMEMBER in. nineteen hundred
and seventeen—to paraphrase the
army song in which the old grey
mare stands sponsored -as the
heroine—when you received your
initial jab of typhoid and para-
typhoid vaccines? He who  doesn’t recall
either served his country in a munition
works or brought to the service a skin the
toughness of which was the envy of his
“comrades and the dismay of the German
high explosives.

Regardless of your memory on the topic
—we won’t' say dear reader, for wnat ex-
“service man is accustomed to such manner
‘of address—this tale will reveal to you
many interesting facts in connection with
the mysterious fluid that was injected be-
hind your back almost as soon as you were
accepted 'for service. The account will
also disclose to the reader a remarkable
devotion to duty on the part of a few over
‘a cotiple dozen privates first class, of the
medical corps, and the huge service this
little band contributed toward maintaining
the wonderful record of health in the Amer-
‘ ican Army during the war and afterward.
. Let former First Class Private George W.
~ Wagoner, Jr., of Johnstown, Penna, him-
self formerly a member of the Vaccine
"Laboratory of the Medical Corps, at Wash-
ington, D. C., and at present a medical stu-
“dent in the University of Pennsylvania,
conduct you through the Vaccine Labora-
tory of war times and point out to you the
high spots, low spots and spotlessness.

‘{‘Every man—and the women, too—who
~saw active service doubtless must remem-
ber the time they received their injections of
typhoid and paratyphoid vaccines. Those
who entered the service in ’17 will have a
more distinct recollection of the event, or
rather series of events, than those who
came into the service in the spring and
summer of 1018. To the superficial observ-
er it looked like a case of first come first
served, for the early recruits each received
six “shots,” and .often more,, given at ten-
day intervals, while later on the “treat-
ment” consisted of but a single “shot” fov
immunization. ‘This attenuation of the
dose was due solely to the progress made
in the preparation of the vaccine.

“Medical authorities accredit the use of
this vaccine as the sole cause which pre-
vented a repetition of the wholesale sick-
ness from typhoid fever which character-
ized the American forces during the Span-
ish-American- War and other wars. De-
spite the enormous saving of life accompan-

'r

ied by the use of the vaccine and the in-
creased security given the men from its use,
it was doubtless the rare individual who,
recciving the treatment, gave a second
thought to it after the swelling in his arm
had gone down, and asked himself what
the stuff was, how it worked, who made it
and how.

“Like all things used in the army, some
one made it. It was created by the sweat
of some few individuals laboring in a small
laboratory lost in the midst of the National
Capital, its existence known to probably
less than five hundred people in the entire
country. 'This highly essential work wes
without a press agent, hence it received
little publicity. Like many essential things
it was made, with infinite patience and skill
and at the expense of many a heart-sigh
from the men, trained and assigned to this
work, who were eating their hearts’ out
wishing that they might be with their bud-
dies overseas. Their only recompense ant
support in this work lay in the knowledge
that by their work the service men of the
United States were being saved from the
ravages of typhoid fever, so common to all
previous wars.

“During the carly days of the war one

hundred and seventy men were selected
from overseas units stationd at Camp Crane
and transferred to the Army Medical
School at Washington, D. C. The selection
was made on the basis of the previous col-
lege training these men had had in chem-
istry and bacteriology. The majority of (&
candidates chosen had been medical stu-
dents or had been preparing to enter med-
ical schools throughout the land.

“Upon their. arrival in Washington these
men were given an intensive course of six
wecks in chemistry and bacteriology. The
course was simply a weeding out’ process.
At the end of this period twenty men were
selected and assigned to the Vaccine Lab-
oratory.”

“This new allotment brought the per-
sonnel of the laboratory stauff up to 28
men, one first lieutenant, one second lieu-
tenant and 26 first class privates. The first
lieutenant in charge had previously been
associated in the bacteriology department of
an eastern medical school. The second
lieutenant, before receiving his commission,
had been in the employe of the Washing-
ton Rapid Transit Company. Of the en-
listed personnel all but one was a college
man; several of them had studied abroad;

Administering the “Shot,” Camp Lee, Va.
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Through the Nation’s “Vaccine Plant’—continued

a number of them held degrees, one holding
a Ph. D. Before leaving the laboratory
every ounce of the vaccine came directly
under the supervision of two men who had
devoted their entire lives and energies to-
ward the perfection of vaccine. These men
were Colonels Russell and Whitman of the
Medical Corps.

“The men assigned to the Vaccine Lab-
oratory were not quartered in barracks.
They were allowed 1.25 a day ration money
and allowance for quarters at a rate that
fluctuated between $20.00 and $25.00 a
month. These amounts were just sufficient
to cover bare living expenses in Washing-
ton.

“There were no regular working hours.
They usually extended from 2:00 or 3:00
A. M. until 4:00 or 5:00 P. M. The work
was tedious, hot and exacting. Extreme
care was always exercised to keep every-
thing in a sterile condition. The small
rooms in which the vaccine was prepared
were thoroughly washed with a formalin
preparation twice each day. When work
was begun the doors were closed and kept
so until the day’s work was finished. This
resulted in the temperature of the room
reaching 100 degrees to 118 ‘degrees Fah-
renheit, with no air circulating. Talking was
forbidden to prevent contamination of the
product from the breath. Before beginning
the work for the day the men were required
to bath thoroughly. They then dressed
themselves in sandals, sterilized white
gowns and rubber skull caps. Sterilized
rubber gloves were worn on the hands
and the arms were washed in order to
render them as nearly aseptic as possible,
The heat of the room, naturally, caused
everyone to perspire freely and as they
moved about a slim trail of water followed
them, like the wet trail that marks the
movement of a person who has just
emerged from a tank of water. This ever
lasting perspiring for such long hours soon
reduced every member of the staff down o
the point, almost, where only skin, bones
and his intelligence remained.

“A peculiar effect of this unnatural mode
of living was noticed by its reaction on the
temperament of the individual, many grow-
ing grouchy, surly and ill-tempered; others
taking it as a matter of philosophy and re
signing themselves to their Fate.

“In the eight months between April and
November, . 1918, the commercial value of
the vaccine shipped from the laboratory to
the various medical supply bases and can-
tonments reached an approximate figure of
$6,000,000. This amount represented about
659% of the total made, the remaining
35% having been discarded as impure and
hence unfit for use. Figuring on the basis
of 25 privates engaged in the work for
eight months of 30 days each, which gives
240 work days, the average daily value of
the product they made was approximately

P

$25,000, or at the rate of $1,000 a day for
each private. Amnother of the inequalities
of war, for the worker received $1,70 =
day for his time and effort,

“A break in the ‘monotony’ of making
typhoid vaccine came occasionally with
crders to prepare vaccines for combating
pneumonia, gonorrhoea, influenza and other
diseases.

“Fach draft call reflected in
the laboratory by the increased activity. It
meant the preparation of large amounts of
vaccine and every member of the staff
would tighten his belt and bend down to
the task of preparing the fluid that has been
recognized as mnecessary for the soldier’s
well-being. In addition to making all the
vaccine for our own army, navy and marine
corps, some was also shipped to the Brit-
ish and French forces. Later a laboratory
was established at Brest but it had hardly
begun to function when the war came to :u
end.

“A description of the making of the ty-
phoid and paratyphoid vaccines, in terms
understandable to the layman, will at least

new was

‘give the former service man an idea of

what the injection consisted of.

“There were two methods of manufac-
ture. The ‘saline’ or old method consisted
in growing the bacteria on artificial cui-
ture media, composed of ager-ager (dead
sea-weed) and beef extract. Holb flasks
were filled with this preparation and due
to the presence of the lager, it solidified

I wonder why a naturdlist will
climb oer hill and dale,to get
sbecimens of reptilia,—
,Deelp Stubl

; Webster's 1o
o 258 - Lok v
.~ wps Ldid

when by drining about two fingers
o} some of this advertised "Home Brew'

he could see snaltes that would
-Seare St-Fatbielc
e

when cooled, giving the
smooth, firm gelatine. |

“Stock cultures were taken and salt sus-
pensions made of them, and by means| of
cotton swabs these were painted over the
surface of the ager. The flasks were then
plugged with cotton and placed in an incu-
bator where they were maintained at a
constant temperature for 18 to 24 nhours
In this time the bacteria grew rapidly, coy-
cring the entire surface with a thick heavy
growth. This growth was scrapped loose
by means of a bent wire and washed out
of the flasks into larger flasks. These large
flasks were then stoppered, and. placed in a
water bath for one hour, with the water
at 57 degrees Centigrade, in otder.to kill
the bacteria.

“The proper mixing of these-various so-
lutions or rather suspensions of dead bac-
teria completed the manufacture of the
vaccine. The next step was to place the
vaccine in small glass compounds, or corn-
tainers, sealing them and packing them in
sawdust and shipping them out to the can-
tonments and hospitals.

“Later the ‘Lipo’ method was devised and
perfected. It differed principally in the
manner in which the bacteria was separated
from the salt solution. The suspension, cor-
taining the bacteria, was passed through a
steam centrifuge, revolving at the rate ot
40,000 revolutions per minute. When re-
moved from the centrifuge the bacteria re-
sembled cammenbert cheese. The living
bacteria was then placed in an electric oven
where it was dried and at the same time
killed. When removed from the oven the
bacteria was in large crown crusts. After
weighing them, they were placed in large,
thick-walled glass jars, containing many
steel Dball-bearings. 'The jars then were
placed on a revolving shelf which caused
the ball-bearings to grind the crust into
minute particles. The grinding process was
continued for twenty-four hours, after
which the necessary oils were added, then
the grinding renewed. When the two in-
gredients were thoroughly mxied, the con-
tents were removed from the jars, placed
in containrs, and sealed, packed and
shipped, thus completing the final stage of
the vaccine’s preparation for use among
the country’s armed forces.:

appearance of

“The reading of this account of the man-
ufacture of the typhoid vaccine may prove
tedious. If so, the -reader can then judge
the magnitude of the tedium that accompan-
ied its actual manufacture for a period of
cight months without a let-up. But, on
the other hand, we, too, received our re-
ward. There were no decorations, med-
als or citation. But there was a solid cou-
viction that no other group of as many men
grew and slaughtered quite as many -bac-
teria as we did that sanguine winter n
Washington, under the very shadow of the:
Nation’s law-making buildings.”
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Tales They Tell

MY SQUAD AND I
ORNING it was, early morning.
All through the dark and grue-
some night we had been running,
where to we knew not, nor did
| we care. What concerned us most
was. “When do we eat?” and
“when do we sleep?” for if ever men were
hungry and tired, we were, but it would
soon be morning, and by the great wel-
come daylight we could get our bearings,
see just where we had spent the long night
and then find cover for the day. Before
th cold, gray dawn had fully arrived we
had pitched our shelter tents in the under-
brush beneath the trees. A few elected ta
remain in the open, but had followed the
soldier’s wise precaution and fully camou-
flaged their tents with foliage. Here we
receivd our rations, one can of corned beef
to be divided between two men, a box of
hard bread a piece—food for the entire
day. But it was a banquet to us hungry
soldiers of “misfortune. Most of us f{fell
asleep and remained so for the greater part
of the day, which passed as an hour. The
“Front” was exceptionally quiet.

NA

It tried to rain, to add to our misery,
lelile we slumbered lazily in the under-
brush. Presently night was again upon us.
It seemed darker than any previous night
had ‘ever been. A general restlessness
among the men was quite noticeable. What
was this night with its groans and shrieks,
its flashing signal lights, its continual pound-
ing of the heavies and the rattle of mus-
ketry and machine guns, going to bring
to us?

Presently the Captain called us together
and gave us our orders. When he told us
the great Meuse Argonne offensive was to
begin at daybreak we forgot our military
discipline for the moment and answered
him with three rousing cheers, and 1 be-
lieve he was almost eager to join in with
us. At 11 o'clock we were to move into
“No-Man’s Land” and there wait the zero
hour. Having two more hours to pass, we
returned to our tents and prepared as best
we could for the great battle of the mor-
row. But those cheers, those fatal cheers,
brought. down on us the fire of the enemy,
and we lost many brave men as a result
of our own folly. But we learned a greater
respect for discipline. We soon changed
our position, giving first aid and comfort to
our unfortunate buddies who had been in-
jured, and at 11 o'clock we started out on
the great adventure that was to be the last
for all but myself. We sat by the side of
a road, my squad and I, wondering what
the future held for us and how many of
us would be left to see the close of another
day. One buddy gave me a gold locket
and chain to be sent home in case he was
killed; another gave me a letter for the
same pur~ose. How well I remember that

little note, that last message from a hero
going to his death. I had written it for
him that very day, as he was unable to
write—unable to write, but able and will-
ing to die for his country. This was the
note just as he asked me to write it:
“My dear, dear Mother:—

“If you receive this I have been killed,
Mother, dear. I am not afraid to die.
With me now life is treacherous and cruel,
death is an opportunity. My dear Mother
only I can understand. I am ready to die
and willing. Forever farewell.”

Qur little conversation might have been
more pleasant, but it conformed to the sur-
roundings, and bidding each other fare-
well and good-luck, we parted to perform
our various missions. Near us lay Le Mort
Homme, “Dead Man’s Hill.” Our destiny
lay beyond.

I was assigned-to Lieut. Boetler, in
charge of the automatic rifles. He fell at
noon, a brave leader, well loved by his men,
his death so sudden that we could hardly
realize it at the time. Lieut. Champaigne
had no runner, so I went with him.
managed to pull through the day, but in
the morning he and I were wounded. His
wounds proved fatal. I was able to make
my way to the first aid station, and on the
way | saw lying in the rain one of the
members of my squad, his rifle under him,
a clip of cartridges near His hand. Brave
lad, he had fought to the end, and he died
with a smile, just a common Dough-Boy to
be left out there. It was mighty hard to
come away and leave him.

Yes, buddies, it was there by the side of
the road where “My Squad and I” bade
one another farewell. Forever it was, for
I alone lived through the day.

E. M,
32oth Inf.

“REMINISCENCES AND SO ON”
By Scr. Gro. CANFIELD,
BBt ana ek A

Batter-y, “Attention.” ‘“Aiming point—
Church steeple in Redon.” Oh, boy, how
would you like to be in Redon or St
Nicolas now? What about a little trip
down to “Dinny Moore’s” on the corner?
While watering the chevant might get a
schooner of beer if you’ll use your “bean.”
Don’t mention it these hot, sultry days,
child. Whatja mean? And all this was
(just two years ago) very real, indeed.

Much can transpire in that time, how-
ever. That year alone will stand out by
itself for quite a bunch of us, won’t it?

What with extensive drilling and ma-
neuvering, slipping through the guard ille-
gitimately and “parlez-vooing Francaise
avec joli. melles’,” we managed to get
through the days somehow. Oh, Bo. Then
the morning of parting. Going to Meucon
the “champ de Tis” overiand. I mean the

" Use yer bean.
We -

march through the country. Stayed at
Musillac one night, didn’t we? Where is
“Ham” of “B,” he knows,

Oh, those undustless days. I marched
rearward, I mean, in the rear of the col-
umn, and have been coughing up French
dust ever since. Well, the fourth day we
passed through Vannes, and that eve, be-
gorra, we arrived at our destination. "Mem-
ber, too, those F. A. outfits we saw and
criticized as “hard lookin?” THorses with
long tails and manes. And ‘everything
didn’t look as good to us as we did our-
selves. Strange to 'member, isn’t it? Well,
all the horses couldn’t have Ralph’s to pet
’em, and all outfits didn’t have C. W.s for
top kicks, and they didn't have our per-
sonnel, either. Eh, “Scull.”

Say, we got plenty of real, honest-to-
goodness firing there at Meucon, too. Made
a record for speed, accuracy 'n everything
by qualifying for real bizness in about
four weeks. Cose, fellers, I'm talkin’ ’bout
the “She is Willing Regiment, 313 F. A”
Y’ought knowed it.) 1In
the meantime, though, we made a flying

_ trip or two to Vannes on pass and mingled

round and about the homes of Melle’s,
Champagne and Vin-Rouge. I wanta fer-
git it, don’t you, Comrade? Vannes is a
fine place now. She ort to be. She got
our francs, for which we received in re-
turn something on our shoulders we would
have to reach way out to touch 'next
morning. Just a few, not all would do
that, would they, B, C and D of B?

Hun prisoners? Yas, right at Camp Meu-
con. Boys, when I sot my two eyes on
’em I thought there wasn’t many left to
fight. Um, ignorance is bliss sometimes,
I knew afterward that was just a hand-
ful to do the dirty work at that place,
such as vivisecting and berrying the dead
hoses and so on, and on so.

Let’s see, wait a minute, H-a-I-t. Who
was it went to sleep on one of the car-
riages the night we entrained for the un-
known with a small quart bottle of cognac
as a bosom friend. I dis-'member ho ’'twas
now. Lieut. Creakem came along, found
both, promptly broke bottle and woke its
friend up to tell him the horrid news.
Have a heart. Just think of it. A man
starting out to face death i all its forms
and to have his friend, whom he loves,
taken out of his arms and murdered. What
about it?

With material n’ chevauxs n’ everything
loaded on Etat-Unis, or something, and
we, ‘““I'he Personnel,” ensconced in “Ho
Hommes en 8 chevaux,” we started for the
unknown to do something. We learned
later the unknown was spelt this way, “St.
Mihiel.” Say, Donell, ‘member how you
kept us giggling like school boys with your
yarns and jokes and tales, n’everything?

(Continued on Page 27)
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Alumni Notes

The following citation was received by
Joseph Keller, Hdq. 3z0th Inf.:

Private Joseph Kellar, Headquarters Co.
319th Inf. Near Nantillois, France, on
the night of October 4th, 1018, and the
morning of October sth. Displayed excep-
tional courage in passing through the Ger-
man lines under machine gun and heavy
shell fire to assist in the rescuing of

wounded men throughout the morning, alf '

though nearly exhausted himself.
By command of Brigadier Gen. Brett.
WM. C. VANDEWATER,
Captain Infantry Adjutant.

The Misses Florence and Marion Clem-
ents of Petersburg, Va. have returned to
their home in the South after a very pleas-
ant vacation at the home of A. J. Sismour,
849 Reserve Street, Millvale, Pa.

Wanted—Information as to the where-
abouts of August E. Stinner, formerly of
Company G, 318th Infantry. Stinner dis-
appeared from his home No. 315 Mill
Street, Braddock, Pa., one year ago, after
leaving for a visit to Pittshurgh to pur-
chase glasses. Any information will be
greatly appreciated by Mary M. Stinner at
the above address.

Mr. U. Mayo Burton, First Sergeant
Hdg. Co. 318h Inf, and Mrs. Edna B.

Cartwright, Y. M. C. A. worker attached .

to 318th Inf. in France, were married
Thursday, September 16th at Lawrence,
Massachusetts.

Wanted—The parents of Toy Spangler,
former member Co. I. 32oth Inf, to get
into communication with Mr. Jack Sugden,
425 N. Fairmont Awve., Pittsburgh, Pa,,
who has information of deep interest for
them.

Miss Bessie Leonard, “The Dough-boy
Girl” spent a week at the Davis Theatre,
Pittsburgh, recently and sent her regards
to the 8oth Headquarters and the 32oth
quartette.

Miss S. Kathryn Banner, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. John C. Banner of 188
South Ninth Street, and Dr. William Sat-
terer of 796 South Orange Avenue. will
be married October 2nd, in New York.
There will be no attendants. Dr. Satterer
was formerly a Captain in the Division
Surgeons Office. C

Arthur B. Gary, who is in the Union
Printers home at Colorado Springs, Colo.,
wishes us to correct the statement in a
recent issue of Service that he wasggassed
in France. His confinement at the home is
due to pulmonary disease.

E. B. Greuel, care Harbison Walker Re-
fractories Co., 1087-208 South ILaSalle
Street, Chicago, Ill., wants to hear from
all former members of the 8oth who are
living in Chicago, and states that he has
something of interest for them.

Veterans of the A. E. F. you of the
Soth division at Chaumont, do you. re-
member Gertrude Dallas, tall and pretty,
and possessed of a voice like liquid honey?

Do you recall when she sang to you
“over there” during the great struggle and
helped make the old world look brighter?
Well, boys, Miss Gertrude is the star in
Ralph Dunbar’s revival of the comic opera,

“Robin Hood.” She is now singing the
role of “Alan-a-Dale” and is making a de-
cided hit.

When professional performers were re-
quested to enlist for work in the war
zone, Miss Dallas threw up her en-
gagement and went over. She stayed the
better part of a year and sang in camps
and in hospitals. She gave the boys just
what they liked, the old time songs like
“Annie Laurie,” “Old Black Joe,” “Silver
Threads Among the Gold,” “On the Banks
of the Wabash,” “My Old Kentucky
Home” and others of a like nature, inter-
spersed with snatches of opera and some
classical hits. The old $ongs, however,
made the greatest hits, especially in the

ROBERT SUISE (Bobby)

It will probably interest many
members of the division who knew
Robert Swise (Bobby), the mascot
of the 8oth Division M. P. Co., in
France, to know that Bobby 1s work-
ing in Paris and that a short time
ago he attempted to stow-away on a
ship coming to the States, but was
found shortly before the ship sailed.
Bobby declares that he will kecep on
trying.

hospitals where so many of the boys,
seriously. wounded, were fighting for their
lives.

In one of the hospitals Miss Dallas was
known as “that angel with the golden
voice.” This appreciation was given her
by a wounded and homesick farmer boy
from Muncie, Indiana, “Hap” Moody, by
name.

Mr. and Mrs. William Montgomery Lee
announce the marriage of their daughter
Tleita Frances, to Walter A. Flick, Mon-
day, August 23rd, 1920, at Fairfield, Vir-
ginia. Mr. Flick served overseas with the
318th Inf., going abroad with E Co., later
being commissioned Second Lieutnant and
returned with A Co..

Dr. Wm. A, Shelton announces the open- -

ing of his office, 605 Walnut Street, Knox-
ville, Tenn., and that he is limiting his
practice to general surgery.

Service is now able to furnish Victory
Medal applications to “Enlisted Men,”
(Continued on Page 27)
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Fades the light, and afar
Goeth day, cometh wight; and a star
Leadeth all, speedeth all

To their rest.

James Gibson, formerly Company A,
320th Infantry, who was a patient in one
of the local hospitals, suffering from gas’
and shell shock received in action, was
found dead recently in the hospital. Fu-
neral services were held at his former
home at 121 Furley street, W. E., Pitts-
burgh, Pa.

e, ioe

Roy W. Charles, formerly Private Hdg.
Co., 320th Inf., who resided at 823 San-
dusky street, N. S., Pittsburgh, Pa.

Oscar V. Anderson, formerly Private
Co. A, 318th Infantry, formerly of Clin-
ton, III.

Harry E. Brassell, Private Co. A, 313th
M. G. Bn., formerly 3432 Ligonier street,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

The body of Corporal George McShane,
Company D, 319th Infantry, killed in ac-
tion, has been returned to Homestead,
his former home, where the largest fu-
neral in the history of the town was held,
business houses closed and all flags were
flown at half-mast. The military services
were conducted by the Veterans of For-
eign Wars and the American Legion.

Eugene Frederick Reinehr, formerly
Co. F, 318th Inf., died August 23rd. Fu-
neral service at the home of his parents,
127 First avenue, Tarentum, Pa.

The body of Wesley C. Barger, Co. I,
320th Inf., killed in action, has been re-
turned to America for burial. The Jones-
Conner Post No. 402, American Legion,
of East Brady, Pa., has charge of the
funeral.

William Jameson, Co. B, 319th Inf.,.
was Kkilled shortly after returning to work
after being released from the hospital,
where he had recovered from injuries re-
ceived in the service. Funeral services
were held at Connellsville, Pa., attended
by many friends and, former companions.

James J. Kiernan, Battery B, 313th F.
A., died suddenly at his home, 111 E. Lip-
pincott street, Philadeiphia, Pa., August
23rd, 1920. Military funeral conducted
from his former home, comrades from
his own battery acting as pall-bearers.

Charles Sarcinella, formerly Private
Co. F, 305th Eng., at his home, Farrell,
Pa., after a three weeks’ illness due to.
gas received in action. Services were in.
charge of Farrell Post, American Legion.

Samuel R. Colhouer, formerly Corporal
Co. A, 319th Inf., who died of pneumonia
at Tours, France, October 19, 1918, was
buried at Mt. Lebanon Cemetery, South
Hills, Pittsburgh, Pa., at sunset Monday
evening, September 27, 1920. Corporal
Colhouer was one of the original 5 per-
cent who went to Camp Lee, Va., waiv-
ing exemption. He is survived by hLis-
wife and two small chidren.
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“OUR MAG”—By the Office Boy

\ HAT sure was
I a nice bunch of
bunk they hand-

ed out to you fellows,
in the last issue of
SERVICE, regarding
me.

Of course they had to go and spill the

beans about my marriage and every thing

cand for the life of me, I can't figure out

why they had to give me away.
For to tell you the truth, it was unneces-

_sary, a body’d think that now that I was

married—I’d be a thing of the past here at
Headquarters. But let me tell you it's
going to take a heap sight more than mar-
riage for me to go back on the old outfit.

I'm still an 8oth Veter, marriage or no
marriage and you can count on me root-
in’ strong for you all, 'till the last breath
be in me and I'd like to see anyone pull
anything raw on the Outfit, while T got my
health! ! !

And though I didn’t happen to be a
“Buddy” and a “Pal” with you- fellows,
while you were over in the big Fight, let
me tell you—I've fought enough real, live
Battles right down here at Headquarters,
to give me the right, to wear a Blue
Ridge uniform and all the buttons and
trimmings made.

So I'm a “Budd}’ of yours just the
same and when you think of me just think
of your old ex office boy and Pal of
Soth Vets and just leave my ‘marriage out
of the bargain; and forget all this line of
crepe that they handed out strong in last
month’s “Mag.”

In my place they have a mighty fine little
English (?) fellow, by the name of Reilly
and take it from me, he’s some lad.

Of course, Reilly is no self-made man
and can never hope to pin the laurels unto
his own manly shoulders, for having ele-
vated himself to this position at Head-
quarters, for as a matter of fact, Reilly

‘owes his whole career to his wife’s uncle.

Yes, sure thing, Reilly is married. Yes,
indeed! ! I Why, by gosh, for further
proof, I'must say he has a little 8oth Veter

about six months to the good, who can
gurgle -Gen.  Brett -and . yoddle Gen.
Cronkite. :

Yes, a coming army all in himself, so
you see it's up to Reilly to make good and
if his wife’s uncle just stays on the job,
Reilly will be a wonder. )

Now this ‘might seem pretty deep, stuff,
TI'm handing out to you—so I'd better make
myself clear. You see it’s this way, Reilly
and his wife and his little 8oth Veter all
live “in the same house with his wife's

uncle and all you got to- do is blow into °

Headquirter's and listen to Reilly tell of
his home life, for a period of ten min-
utes, to get a straight line of dope on just
who'’s who (?) under the Reilly roof.

But Reilly’s a good fellow and a bet-
ter worker than I ever could hope to have
been, so as far as things being slow and
gloomy down at Headquarters due to my
absence—well it's all wrong 1 tell you, All
Wrong! ! ! for Reilly has the edge on me,
when it comes to parley vousing frog, with
the old vets that's A. E. F’d with the
8oth, take it from me.

Oh, by the way, I was most favorably
impressed with the results of our reunion

held rccently, in Richmond. Though un-
able to be with you, I surely felt the loss
of not being able to do so, far more than I
can ever hope to make clear, in writing.

However, [ just wore tracks to the old
Headquarters each and every day, patiently
awaiting the return of those, who were
fortunate enough to attend and. from all
I've gathered in, I reckon as how, the 8oth
sure did “paint the town red” and that all
the old Buddies were lit up, in their “Sun-
day go to meetin’s” and had a rip snortin
good time.

I gave three hurrahs all by myself here
in Headquarters, for our newly elected
President and, gee, I’ve been wearin’ the
smile that won’t come off—cver since I
heard the good news, :

Leooking over our newly elected officers
and extending a hearty handshake to each
and every one and knowing them all, as I
do, T guess this old Outfit won't up and do
things this coming year, that will make the
best of ‘em, sit up and take notice, with
such a worthy backing as our newly
formed Exccutive Council.

Ever yours,

THE, OFFICE BOY,

VERY LIGHTS

The college graduate was looking for a
position of some sort. Entering an office,
he asked to sce the manager, and while
waiting he said to the office boy:

“Do you suppose there is any opening
here for a college graduate?”

“Dere will be,” was the reply, “if de boss
don’t raise me salary to t'ree dollars a
week, by to-morrow night.”

A furrier was selling a coat to a woman
customer. ‘“Yes, ma’am,” he said. “Guar-
antee this to be genuine skunk {fur that
will wear for years.”

“But suppose I get it wet in the rain?”
asked the woman. “What effect will the
water have on it? What will happen to it
then? Won't it spoil-”

“Madam,” answered the furrier, “I have
only one answer: Did you ever hear of a
skunk carrying an umbrella?”

The “unprepared” speaker arose’ before
the audience.. He was to speak on the

lives of Washington, Jefferson and Lin-
coln. Being somewhat forgetful he had
pinned their names on the inside of his
coat on the right.

“Dear friends,” said he, “I am about to
speak ©f three great men whose names are
indelibly printed on our. minds; no true
American can forget them.”

Then opening the left side of his coat
instead of the right, and peeping in he
said: “I  speak of Hart, Shaffner and
Marx.”

The young bride, after serving to her
husband a dinner that was only fair, said
as the dessert of mince pie was brought
on:
“I intended, .dear, to have some sponge
cake, too, but it has been a total failure.”

“How was that?” the husband asked in
a disappointed tone, for he was fond of

sponge cake.

“The druggist,” she explained, “sent me
the wrong kind of sponges.”
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The Reunion Worth While—continued

(Continued from Page 6)
Virginia, 313th Field Artillery.

It was suggested that Regimental Units
should be designated throughout. It was
moved and seconded and carried that a
nominating committee shall consist of
three members from each Infantry Bri-
gade, three from the Artillery Brigade
and three from the Division at large. The
fololwing committee was eclected by the
members present:

Mr. Charles N. Jones, Divisions Head-
quarters; Cyril Madden, 160oth Brigade In-
fantry; Wm. C. Vandewater, 160th Bri-
gade Infantry; E. H. Niles, 150th F. A.
Brigade; Joseph L. Montague, 160oth Bri-
gade Infantry; W. M. Whittle, 314th Ma-
chine Gun Bat.; A. R. Peterson, 1350th
Brigade; Powell Glass, 150th Inf. Brigade;
G. O. Santee, 150th F. A. Brigade; John
Paul, 155th F. A. Brigade; Walter A.
Williams, 155th F. A. Brigade; Edward
A. Bubel, 305th Engineers.

A motion was made, seconded and car-
ried, that an auditing committee of three
be elected to audit the accounts of the
association for the passed year. The fol-
lowing committee was selected to serve:

Leroy Hutzler, chairman; Robert T.
Barton, Paul Damphoff.

A resolutions committee was appointed
by the chairman as follows:

Messrs. Dashiel, Forsythe and Barton.

RICHMOND CITY AUDITORTUM,‘
RICHMOND, VIRGINIA.
September 6, 1920.

Mr. Hugh Obear, regularly elected
chairman of the convention, having been
called to Wasington, requested Rev.
Thomas Hooper to preside in his absence.
Rev. Hooper presiding, explains manner
of the appointment and election of com-
mittees and reasons therefore.

The report of th committee on Consti-
tution and By-Laws was made by E. Gor-
don with a full explanation thereof.

A motion was made and carried tfiat the
Constitution and By-Laws be taken up
article by article.

Article (1) was adopted as read.

Article (2) was read and a motion made
and carried that it be stricken out in en-
tirety.

Article (3) was read and a motion made
and lost that “associate member” be sub-
stituted for the words “inactive member.”
Article (3) was then adopted as originally
reported.

Article (4) was read and a motion made
and carried that the Honorary President
shall be elected for one (1) year and
article as amended, was then adopted.

Articl (5) was read and after consider-
able debate, a motion was made and car-
ried that the article be stricken out and
the following amendment be adopted.

“The Executive Council shall consist
of the presiding officers of the association
and of twelve (12) members as follows:

There shall be one (1) member to rep-
resent each regiment of Infantry, Field
Artillery and Engineers and there shall be
(4) members at large to represent the
other units of the division, no two of such
members to represent the same unit.

The representative of each regiment and
other units shall be elected by those active
members at each annual convention. Their
term of office shall be one (1) year, and
they shall be eligible for re-election.” This
article was then adopted as article (4) of
the Constitution.

Article (6) was read and motion made
and carried that this article be adopted as
read.

The By-Laws were then read article by
article.

Article (1) was adopted as read.

Article (2) was adopted as read.

Article (3) was amended to read as fol-
lows: .

“Duties of the Secretary shall be to keep
all records pertaining to the association
and to perform all other duties of his of-
fice. . He shall collect all dues and other
monies of the association and regularly ac-
count for the same to the Executive Coun-
cil at least once a year or whenever he
may be called upon so to do. He shall dis-
burse monies of the association only under
the direction of the Executive Council. He
shall give bond in the sum of Fifty Thou-
sand ($50,000.00) Dollars for the faith-
ful discharge of his duties, the premium of
which is to be borne by the association.”

Article (4) was amended to read “neces-
sary traveling expenses.” It was further
amended to “fix such bond or bonds as
may be necessary.” Article as amended,
was then adopted.

Article (5) was adopted as read.

Article (6). A motion was made ans
carried to strike article (6) from the By-
TLaws as read.

Article (7) was adopted.

The report of the Nominating Commit-
tee was read and a motion made and car-
ried to accept the report of this committee
as presented.

President,
Brett.

Vice Presidents, First, Stephen Clark,
New York; Second, R. Allen Amons, Vir-
ginia; Third, Charles H. Jones, Pennsyl-
vania.

Brigadier-General Lloyd M.

Secretary, Miles Stahlman, Pennsyl-
vania.

Chaplain, Arthur Brown, Weehawken,
NG :

Executive Council, Russell Stultz, Vir-
ginia; Randolph Macon, Virginia; Edward
Rhoads, Virginia; Isaac N. Feathers,
Penna.; Jack V. Berger, Penna.; Cyril
Madden, Penna.; C. F. Bushman, W. Vir-

ginia; Harold Marshall, W. Virginia;
John Heiner, W. Virginia; Frederick
Hickman, of New Jersey, delegate at
large; John " Paul, Virginia, delegate at

large; A. R. Peterson, Illinois, delegate at
large.

Above officers were unanimously elected
to serve for a term of one (1) yéar.

A motion was made and carried that
Major-General Cronkhite be elected the
Honorary President to serve at the will
of the association. i

An invitation from Mayor Babcock, of
Pittsburgh, of the State of Pennsylvania,
inviting the annual convention of 1921 to
Pittsburgh was read. A motion was made
and unanimously carried to hold the sec-
ond annual convention in Pittsburgh. A
motion was then made and carried that
the convention of 1920 be adjourned.

H. G. FroriN, Secretary.

CONSTITUTION AND BY-LAWS
CONSTITUTION
PREAMBLE
AS ADOPTED BY CONVENTION

We, honorably discharged soldiers who
have served with the Eightieth  Division
at any time as soldier, welfare worker or
accredited news correspondent, do unite to
establish a permanent organization known
as the Eightieth Division Veterans Asso-
ciation,

ARTICLE 1. 3

The objects of this Association are:
Patriotic, Historical and Fraternal, and to
uphold the Constitution of the United
States of America, to foster and per-
petuate true Americanism, to preserve and
strengthen comradeship among its mem-
bers, to assist worthy comrades and to pre-
serve the memories and incidents of our
association in the World War.

ARTICLE 2.
MEMBERSHIP. .

The Association shall consist of the fol-
lowing classes of membership:

(1) Active.
(2) Inactive.
(3)Honorary.

Any Officer or Enlisted Man or any hon-
orably discharged person who has served
with the Eightieth Division at any time as
Officer, Enlisted Man, Welfare Worker, or
accredited News Correspondent, - shall,
upon payment of the initiation fee and
dues, become an ACTIVE MEMBER in
this Association, with full voting power,
and shall receive all official communica-
tions pertaining to the Association.

Any Officer or Enlisted Man, or any
honorably discharged person who has
served with the Eightieth Division at any
time as Officer, *Enlisted Man, Welfare
Worker, or as accredited News Corres-
pondent is, by virtue of his or her service,
an INACTIVE MEMBER of the Assccia-
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tion, but will not be eligible to vote in
Association meetings or to receive the reg-
ular communications sent to active mem-
bers.

Persons who may have conferred a last-
ing benefit upon the Association, who are
ineligible to inactive membership may be
elected HONORARY MEMBERS of the
Association by a majority vote of those
Active Members present at the regular
annual meeting.

ARTICLE 3.

The Officers of the Association shall be
a President, three (3) Vice Presidents,
a Secretary, and a Chaplain. The Pres-
ident, or the Vice President acting in his
place, shall be ex-officio member of the
Excutive Council and shall have a vote in
the Council. These officers shall serve
without compensation and shall be elected
at the Annual Meeting of the Association.
The officers so elected shall perform the
duties usually pertaining to their respective
offices. No person shall hold any office in
the FEightieth Division Veterans’ Associa-
tion unless he is an Active Member in good
standing.

There may be an Honorary President
elected at any Annual Convention to serve
for a period of one (1) year.

ARTICLE 4.
Exgcurive Counerr,

The Executive Council shall consist of
the President, or Vice President acting in
his place, and twelve (12) members as
follows: There shall be one (1) member
to represent each regiment of Infantry,
Field Artillery and Engineers and there
shall be four (4) members at large to
represent the other units of the Division,
no two of such members to represent the
same unit.

The representatives of each regiment
and other units shall be elected by those
active members at each annual convention,
their term of office one (1) year and they
shall be eligible for re-election.

ARTICLE 5.
ELECTIONS.

The Officers and Executive Council shall
be elected by majority vote, at the first an-
nual meeting September 6th, 1920, and
thereafter at each annual Convention by
majority vote of active members present.

ARTICLE 6.

This Constitution may be amended at

any Convention by a three-fourths vote.

BY-LAWS
1. DuTiEs or PRESIDENT.

The President shall preside at all meet-
ings. He shall be ex-officio Chairman of
the Executive Council, and as such shall be
entitled to vote on all questions which may
come before said Council for considera-
tion. He shall perform such other duties
as the By-Laws of the Association may re-
quire and as may be incident to his office.

2. Duries or VICE PRESIDENTS.

In event of the absence of the President
at any meeting the Senior Vice President
shall take the place and perform the duties
of the President. The person first elected
to office .of Vice President shall be deemed
to be the Senior Vice President.

3. DUTIES OF THE SECRETARY.

The duties of the Secretary shall be to
keep all records pertaining to the Associa-
tion and to perform all other duties of
his office. He shall collect all dues and
other monies of the Association and regu-
larly account for the same to the Executive
Council at least once a year or whenever
he may be called upon so to do. He shall
disburse monies of the Association only
under direction of the Executive Council.
He shall give bond in the sum of Fifty
Thousand ($50,000.00) Dollars for the
faithful discharge of his duties, the
premium of which is to be borne by the
Association.

4. Durigs of THE ExicurivE COUNCIL.

The Executive Council shall meet at
least once every year. Special meetings
may be held on call of the President, pro-
vided written notice of at least ten days be
given.

The Executive Committee shall be
vested with general powers of administra-
tion of the Association. It shall deter-
mine any question concerning membership
in the Association. It shall fix dues and
all other charges of members. It shall
authorize the expenditure, investment and
disposition of all funds of the Association.
Tt shall cause to be audited the books and
accounts of the Secretary at least once
every year, and make a report of such
audit at each annual convention. It shall
have the power to appoint and employ such
administrative officers and employees, not
provided for in the constitution, as may be
deemed advicable for the welfare of the
Association and fix such bond or bonds as
.t may deem advisable. It shall have the
power to appoint such sub-committees as
it may deem advisable, and in general to
do and perform any and all things neces-
sary for the due and proper administration
of the affairs of the Association. It shall
report to each annual convention the gen-
eral condition of the Association and the
work performed during the year. Neces-
sary traveling expenses incident to attend-
ance of Council Meetings shall be defrayed
by the Association.

5. ANNUAL MEETING.

One meeting of the Association shall be
held each calendar year, the time and place
of the next annual meeting to be fixed
at the conventio.

Order of business shall be as follows:

(a) Opening of meeting.
(b) Report of Executive Council.
(¢) Appointment of Committees.
(d) Unfinished business.

(e) New business.

(f) Reports of Committees.

(g) Election and installation of
Of Officers.

(h) Selections of time and place
for next Annual Meeting.

(i) Adjournment.

These By-Laws may be amended at any
annual convention by a majority vote.

My A. E. F.—Continued

(Continued from Page 15)

never forget it. Have you forgotten, my
ANESE 2

It's getting late—but lets sit here for a
minute longer, with no words at all. It’s
so quiet in the little street, it makes our
terrible and beautiful adventure seem like
a dream. The honeysuckle and the locust
smell sweeter even than our memories of
them, and the lights are coming out one
by one in the little houses, and tired people
are coming home to rest. Some one is
cutting the grass next door, and the little
girls skipping rope look like white butter-
flies, and far down the street a woman is
calling, “Johnny—Johnny—supper-time!”

Oh, America, how we have learned to
love you, we thought that we might have
lost you forever! Well do we know, too,
that in your quiet streets lie adventures
more thrilling than any we have ever had
—romances more wonderful than any we
have dreamed. For in your quiet streets
lies the future.

All the lights are shining in the win-
dows, and the last one is lighted in the
west—the evening star. Do you remember
the rhyme that we used to say when we
were little? Give me your hand, my A.
E. F., and we'll wish on the first star in
the darkness before you go.

“Star light, star bright,

Very first star I’ve seen tonight,
Wish I may, wish I might
Have the wish I wish tonight.”

I wish, my A. E. F.,, that you may give
to America, before you leave her, your
deathless  courage and  imperishable
strength, your ringing laughter and your
beautiful gentleness, your splendid enthus-
iasm and your eternal youth. I wish that
you may give her your soul.

And so farewell to you, my A. E. F.
Turn once more to wave to me at the
crossroads—even though my eyes cannot
see you for the foolish tears, my heart sees
you well—tall and splendid in your khaki,
waving farewell to me with the exultant
laugh of yours—eager to be off, eager to
be away. When you have turned the cor-
ner, I see you still—I will see you always.
So I will smile, too, and be glad that you
have come and glad that you have gone—
still young and unbroken and triumphant.

Best comrade and truest lover and dear-
est playmate—hail and farewell, my A.

B

e —————————
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(Continued from Page 22)
We detrained at last, but before we did
that we could hear distant rumbling as if
‘twas thunder and see glares and flashes,
and T hugged myself and whispered to me
buddie: “B’lieve gonna storm, lightnin’
and thunder.” Wal, now, it was an awful
storm. First one I was ever in. Yep, we
were there in a few days, but that is an-
other short chapter.

“THE GOOD SHIP SIBONEY”
The U. S. Siboney, a transport shipg
Had just returned from her maiden trip,
Where she had sailed to a sunny clime,
Leaving her human freight behind.
Then she started back to Hampton Road
To pick up another anxious load,
Willing and ready, both brave and gay
The 313th Co., Blue Ridge F. A.
We hurried aboard, soon on our way,
The 25th day of the month of May.
We fed the fishes with nothing to say,
And stood “Sub” drills two hours a day.
I dreaded the shout from the sailors lip,
“All hands get ready, abandon ship.”
On, on, we sailed without meat or bread,
I thought at times I would sure drop dead;
For morning mess some one would shout,
“You will all eat beans, or do without.”
On we sailed through the day and night;
Full of expectancy, fear and fright.
But land we saw and none too soon,
I think it was the ninth of June.
We disembarked about ten o’clock,
All in a hurry to quit the dock.
Old terra-firma felt mighty good,
For at last we knew upon what we stood.
We passed through torment and smiles
galore,
And soon were quartered at Rest Camp
four;
There we stayed for a week and a day,
“T'ill orders came to move away.
T'll tell you the destiny later on,
Unless you have guessed it was old Redon.
Gro. CANFIELD,
Set. Bat. B, 313 Eo A

Alumni Notes—Continued
(Continued from Page 23)

“Officers,” and “Next of Kin.” All that
is required to secure your Victory Medal,
is to fill out the certificate and take it to
your nearest army recruiting station to-
gether with your discharge papers, and the
medal will be mailed to your home ad-
dress.

Mr. and Mrs. William _McMichael an-
nounce the marriage of their daughter,
Mae to Mr." Frank Thomas Patillo, which
took place Saturday, August 14th, 1920, at
Colorado Springs, Colo. At home -after
September 15th, at 3007 Wellborn St., Dal-
las, Texas. .

Sgt. Earl Shaw, formerly with Pay-
master at Division Hdgq., recently married
a Red Cross nurse that saw ten months
service in France. They are now living at
Fargo, N. D.

The following named Y. .M.  C. A
girls attended the First Annual Reunion of
the 8oth Div. Veterans’ Asociation at Rich-
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LET'S GO!!!
BONGIOVANNI'S GARDENS
THE GREATEST ROADHOUSE ON EARTH

For a Good Dinner—Refined Entertainment—Dancing
AT WILDWOOD, ON BUTLER SHORT LINE
Special Car Leaves for Pittsburgh at 1:15 A. M.

COMIC CARICATURES
FOR YOUR DEN

Send your photo to Berger and he will draw a
12x8 cartoon showing you going over the top, peeling
spuds, and many other situations you will never
experience again, humorous scenes from over there
reproduced exactly as you saw them, by one of your
old buddies. Get in shape with a cartoon of your
days in the A. E. F. Send photo or idea of what
you want with one dollar and the service artist will
do the rest.

LIBERTY STUDIOS
JACK V, BERGER, MGR.
916 Bessemer Bldg, Pittsburgh, Pa.

Your 80th
Division

Insignia
672x8"%

Hand painted in colors on “0. D.” stock—handsomely executed

and suitable for framing. Makes a worthy addition to your den
that you will be proud to show your friends. A real painting by
a real artist—Price, $1.75.

Order through “Supply Department,” SERVICE MAGAZINE
915 BESSEMER BUILDING, PITTSBURGH, PA.

To insure receiving your “Service” and your correspondence with-
out delay, notify us of each change in address.

.........................................................

Organization
New address

Old address

..................................................

...................................................

Reversing the Sand Glass

Some people apparently live on the theory that they can, when
they wish, reverse the glass and let the sands of life run the other
way. What you should do, and what you should save in 1920, can
never be done or saved again.

Start a 4% Savings Account Today.
PITTSBURG TRUST COMPANY

Member of Federal Reserve System
Capital, Surplus and Undivided Profits, $4,000,000.00 -

323 Fourth Avenue
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REAL ACTION
PICTURES OF
THE

Worlj War

THE “GREENHOW JOHNSTON”
NINE REEL OFFICIAL U. S.
GOVEr PG T UR E'S OF THE
AMERICAN DOUGHBOYS
TAKEN IN ACTION

By the U. 8. Signal Corps Men
Who, Equipped with Both Rifle
and Camera, Made These Re-
markable Records of American
Valor

See the 1st, 28th, 42d, 80th and
Other Divisions Going Over the
Top. See Our Men at Very,
Rambecourt, Exermont, St. Polo,
Buzancy, Vaux Essey, Haumont,
Thiacourt, Etc.

THESE ARE NOT POSED
THEY ARE ABSOLUTELY
GENUINE

Shown to Packed Houses
Wherever Exhibited

“Best Pictures of the War,” Rich-
mond, Va., “News-Leader;” “Many
Vivid Scenes of Actual Warfare,”
“Pittsburgh Post;” “Packed House
Saw This Splendid Record,” “Pitts-
burgh Gazette-Times;” “Thrilled a
Capacity House,” “The Pittsburgh
Leader;” Shows Actual Conditions .
Ovir There,” “Johnstown Demo-
crat.”

Approved and Endorsed by
80th DIV. VETERANS ASS'N,
THE AMERICAN LEGION
and the

U. S. VETERANS OF FOREIGN
WARS.

With these organizations we
have perfected arrangements
whereby their posts are showing
this remarkable film on a PROFIT
SHARING plan.

ARRANGE YOUR BOOKINGS
; NOW.

Greenhow - Johnston
Film Company

301 Travelers Building
RICHMOND, VA.

-

Mention Service Magazine when answering
Adwertirements.

Alumni Notes—Continued
(Continued from Preceding Page)
mond: Miss Edyth Davidson, New Castle,
Pa.; Miss Constance Crawford, Summit,
N. J.; Miss Amy W. Greene, Worcester,
Mass.; Miss Ruth M. McClelland, New
York, N. Y.: Miss Jane Singer, Pgh., Pa.;
and Miss Elizabeth Arnold, Ardmore, Pa.

John L. Brown, formerly of Co. E, 318th
Inf., is now located with W. D. Seely and
Son, Grocers, Norfolk, Va., and would like
to hear from his old friends of the army.

Members of Co. I, 32oth Inf., will be
pleased to know that J. Burton Elder was
recently discharged from a New York hos-
pital, where he has been confined since his
return from Irance. Private Elder was
severely wounded with Shrapnel in the Ar-
gonne Forest, September 20th. Drop our
old Buddy a line at his home address,
Church Strect, Du Bois, Pa.. Contributed
by Jack Sugden.

IMPORTANT—When addressing head-
quarters be sure to state your old organ-
ization. This will assure you getting a
prompt reply to your communication, and
greatly - simplify the handling of the
records at the office.

Lt. Col. Jennings C. Wise, &th Division,
formerly of Richmond, Va. has located
permancntly in Washington, D. C., where
he served during the past year after re-
signing from the army, as a member of
the Board of Contract Adjustment, and
later as Special Member of the War De-
partment Claims Board for the Claims
Board Transportation Service and the
Claims Board Construction Division of the
Army. Col. Wise will resume the general
practice of law as General Council in
Washington of the New York law firm of
Munn, Anderson and Munn.

All former members of the 3osth F. S.
Bn., who reside in Philadelphia and vicin-
ity, and who desire a re-union, communi-
cate with Warren W. Rareshide, 2533 Ox-
ford St., Philadelphia, Pa. ;

The following letter was received at
Hamilton P. C., from Mrs. G. T. W. Kern,
Chairman Woman’s Committee, First Re-
union 8oth Div. Veterans’ Association,
Richmond, Va., Sept. 4, 5, 6, 1020:

Richmond, Va., Sept. 20, 1920.
To the Officers and Members of
8oth Division Veterans’ Asso.
Friends :—

How can I express the warm heart-glow
your beautiful remembrance in the candle-
sticks has given me

“Service” was our watchword as the
Qoth moved forward, so, by the candlelight
of mutual affection, let us ever move for-
ward in service for our Country and for
Civilization.

From my heart I thank you for this
beautiful expression of your affection.
Come back and find them burning for you.

Your friend,
M. E. Kern.
Mrs. G. T. Kegrn.

Editor's Note—The Reunion Committee
on behalf of the Division presented Mrs.
Kern a pair of Silver Candlesticks with
the Division Emblem thercon.

Forty-six old buddies of the 80th
joined the Veterans’ Association during
the week of Sept. 12th to 18th, due to
some moral suasion on the part of our
live wire members. HOW MANY DID
YOU PERSUADE?

October, 1920

The Dawn of Better Health

Radic-X Healing Pads -

Are producing remarkable resuits

in the treatment of Tuberculosis,

Pneumonia, Rheumatism, Weak-

ened Nerves, and in many cases of

Blindness sight has been restored.

Thousands testify to the curative
powers of Radium.

RADIUM REMEDIES CO.
119 Federal St., N. S., Pgh., Pa.

Mention Service Magazine

Good Clothes
Cheaper

Strassburger
& Joseph

504-506 Federal St.,
North Side

Afention Service Magazine

R. V. B.
CHOCOLATES

There is no finer way of ex-
pressing one’s esteem for a
friend than the sending of a
box of Reymers.

Every conceivable combina-
tion of all that’s good in con-
fections is found in the R. V. B.
Package.

IN SEVERAL SIZES
1 1b., 2 Ib., 3 Ib. and 5 1b.
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“I Pledge Allegiance to My Flag”

(Continued from Page 7) :
who fought for it. No boy who teases
a blind man, or scolds and nags his mother,
or wantonly destroys property, or ill-treats
animals, or even litters up the highway or
disturbs the peace, has any right to be
called a patriotic citizen, no matter how
zealous he may be in pledging
to his flag!

The  Scout  movement therefore
placed a considerable emphasis on the per-
formance of these virtues and
made membership in the organization prac-
tically

allegiance
has
homely

dependent on  their performance.

“The great aim of the Boy Scouts,” says

the official handbook, “is to make every
Boy Scout a better citizen. It aims to teach
him physically. . . It seeks to develop him
by observation and the knowing of things
far and It teaches him chiv-
alry and unselfishness, duty, charity, thrift
and loyalty, so that he may always be a
true gentleman, seeking to give sympathy,
help, encouragement and good cheer to
those about him. It teaches him patriotism
by telling him about the country he lives
in, her history and her army and navy,
in order hat he may become a good citizen
and do those things which every good citi-
zen ought to de to make the community
and land he lives in the best community
and land in the world.”

The motto of the Boy Scouts is “Be
Prepared,” and the rule of its life is “Do
a good turn daily.” Scouts are taught to
wear the badges reversed, or to tie a knot
in their handkerchief until they have per-

near.

formed each day some act of kindness and
that may be reckoned as a
“good turn.” Nor are the necessary tasks
of the home counted in ;his category. It
is not a good turn to do the chores around
the house, because that is a regular house-
hold duty. If, on the other hand, a boy
volunteers to help a widow get her coal
in or to lead a blind man across the
street; if he pushes the baby carriage up
the hill for a tired mother, or picks up
broken glass in the road, or quiets a rest-
less horse, or lifts a package off the car,
or gets a thirsty dog a drink, or shows a
stranger the right road, then he can justly
claim to have done a good turn, and then,
too, he can fairly be said to have the stuff
of patriotism.

The Scout conception of patriotism, in
short, is the ideal of service. If you have
ever seen Scouts assisting the Grand Army
guiding

unselfishness

veterans at an
strangers at a great convention, or helping
to hold the lines for a parade or demon-
stration, or performing similar acts of use
ful service, you have had a glimpse of pa
triots in action. The country will never
be saved by lip service. The old maxim
that we learn to do by doing is as true of
patriotism as of everything else, and the
Scout movement is performing a huge
service to the country today because it is
helping to put the emphasis where it be-
longs, and to train boys to pledge their
allegiance to their flag, and to the Republic
for which it stands, by deeds rather than
by words.

encampment, or

One of Them D

SCY” Men

(Continued from Page 9)

tillery district. I never knew when the
shells might come. I slept at times in the
bomb proof dug outs and had mental
reservations about their being bomb proof.
I got accustomed to dodging shells until
every time one whistled I did the “low
bridge” flat on the ground. But we did a
fair job there so long as we had supplies.
The men realized the difficulties of the
situation and never knocked the “Y” while
we took the same risks as they did.

After a month of this artillery district
I moved into the line. My canteen was
on the barbed wire as near the front as
was reasonable, within two hundred yards
of the German trenches. There was one
point above me where we could hear the
Huns talk. T liked the front. It was safe.
Our trenches were elegant, deep. We kept
quiet and our heads down. There was a
continuous shooting, but it was over us.
Sometimes a shell struck near, but the two
lines of trenches were so close together
that the artillery could not safely shell one
without taking a chance of getting their
own men instead.

My canteen was scarcely a success here.

We could not get supplies. Now and
again something would come through. One
morning I got sixteen boxes of plug to-
bacco. It was all gone before noon. But
the “Y” was not out of a job. The chap-
lain and I bunked together in the same
dugout. The doctor and his assistant were
also with us. With the chaplain I made
the rounds of the combat groups. With
the doctors I served with the wounded.

May I stop here to make one observa-
tion. Time and again I have visited the
combat groups. They were away forward
at the outposts. The chaplain and I went
together through the various guards from
post to post. We found from ten to fif-
teen men at a post. One or two stood
guard and the rest loitered about, generally
shooting dice or playing cards. We held
short services in these groups. It was the
best preaching I have ever done.

We seated ourselves, the few men gath-
ered about, the chaplain said: “Men, there
are no advantages of a church out here so
we have brought it to you.” Then we
would talk back and forth for a few min-
utes and invariably have prayer. Generally
the men removed their helmets—it was
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TRANSPORT PHOTOS

Beautiful Photographs of Former
Troopships Taken During the War

Size 10-in. x 14-in. $1.00

Exclusive and copyrighted photos
of practically all the ships used to
transport troops to France and re-
turn.

Do not fail to get one of these as
the greatest memento of your ‘*‘bhit”
in the Service of America.

ARMY TRANSPORT

PHOTOGRAPH COMPANY
206 Broadway

New York, N. Y.

PRESERVE AND PERFECT
YOUR KNOWLEDGE OF FRENCH
READ

URIER D ATy

H.P.Sampers ComPanY. EDITORS & PROPRIETORS
195-197 FULTON ST., NEW YORK

Latest Cables — News of the World
Interesting Stories — In Modern French

Better Than All Text Books

BO CHARGE TFOR SAMPLE COPIES

Men and Women
of Action

La Vida means still greater
power for the strong; it brings
outdoor vigor to indoor people.

““La Vida means Life’’
" You may not have time forregular
exercise, but you will have time for
La Vida’'s vigorous health-building
body treatment.
La Vida comes ready to use with

three applicators—for race, scalp
and body.

Adbro Mfg. Co.

700 Phipps Power Bldg.
Pittsburgh, Pa.
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HELLO, GOLD STRIPER!

Is This Button Worn in
Your Home Town?

Do You Wear One?
It tells the world that you
saw foreign service.
THE

VETERANS OF FOREIGN WARS

Founded in 1899, by over-
seas soldiers, sailors and ma-
rines. This strong, well estab-
lished nation-wide order wants
you!l! And you need the
SN

If your town has no Post,
organize one now.

Full particulars furnished by
R. G. WOODSIDE
331 Bakewell Building
PITTSBURGH, PA.

THE RED DIAMOND

Twenty-five thousand men
who fought abroad with the
Fifth Division are still “Car-
rying On” in civilian ranks as
members of the Society of the
Fifth,

Headquarters are at Wash-
ington. The monthly maga-
zine, The. Red Diamond, is
making a hit with thousands
of subscribers. It’s truly keep-
ing liaison with fighting days.

Twenty Cents a Copy

$2.00 a Year :
One Dollar for member-
ship for a year.
Write
208 Ouray Building
Weashington, D. C.
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One of Them D
Men—Continued
(Continued from Preceding Page)
scarcely a military procedure. They al-
ways invited us back and brought us as
far as their orders permitted on our way

to the next post.

I have preached to young men for some
years in America, I have never at any time
found them over zealous as sermon tasters.
I have never talked with them when they
were more serious or ready to listen than
on the lines in France.

Young men are the same whether in
peace or in war. If their hearts are light
it does not signify that the more serious
things of life have lost their appeal. It
is my experience that their hearts are gen-
erally warm.

Of course, a soldier knocks. He is a
chronic kicker. He knocks the commis-
sary, he knocks the medical department, if
he is from the infantry he knocks the ar-
tillery, and vice versa. But he never means
much by his knocking, it is a kind of pas-
time, it travels with the uniform. He
knows you do not believe him and he
comes home to forget it.

And then there were days when we
served the wounded, and nights when they
kept coming in, stretcher after stretcher.

“Y"

At times they filled our dugouts and were.

laid outside waiting their turn to be car-

ried back. T think never one came into my -
line that he did not receive some atten-

tion from the “Y” man. There was al-
ways coffee for the wounded, chewing gum
and tobacco if he were allowed by the
doctor to have it. We received his val-
uables, wrapped them in safe packages and
left them with the regimental chaplain.
The “Y” supplies were free for the bat-
tle front.  During one period of three days
I was able to serve the men with more
than 1,000 boxes of cigarets and almost
an equal number of boxes of small cakes.
We always saved a supply for the
wounded.

One morning about four o’clock our
front began to move. The “Y” moved too.
We closed the canteen up, sent our stuff
back to headquarters save a few things we
could carry with us, and attached ourselves
to the first aid dressing station. 'They
were dreadful nights and days which fol-
lowed. We helped carry in the wounded,
went out over the shell holes in hunt for
some unfortunate one who might be lying
there unconscious, rendered what little
kindness we could to men who were
wounded, dying.

No one complained of his lot then. If
one wants to learn men best let him asso-
ciate with them when they suffer.

But the clouds began breaking, the front
was moving, regularly, steadily our men
swept forward, German prisoners came
through, they were glad. We knew the
morale was broken, the end was near.

One evening when all was quiet and
about fifty men were gathered on a grassy
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PROVIDE FOR
THE FUTURE

By putting regular sums in the
First National Bank at Pittsburgh,
and receive

4% Interest

Deposits and withdrawals can be
made by mail, and we shall be glad.
to supply full particulars.

The Savings Depariment is open
daily until 56 P. M, and on Satur-
days until 9 P. M., for the con-
venience of depositors.

In this bank you have National
Bank protection for your savings.

FIRST NATIONAL
BANK

Fifth and Wood

Convenient For You.
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Washer

Wringer
Say, Sojier, remember how you
hated to wash the old ‘0. D’s”?
Your wife or mether enjoys it about
as much as you did “Overthere.”
GET HER A GAINADAY
She’ll Live Longer
Complete Household Appliances

JACK A. ELTON

Call Smithfield 780

Mention Service Magazine when answerine
Advertisements.

Herbick & Held
Printing Co.
PRESSWORK
For the Trade

NOW AT NEW LOCATION
1116-36 BROWN STREET,
NORTH SIDE, PGH., PA.

LARGE EDITION BOOK WORK
PUBLICATION PRINTING

BELL PHONE, CEDAR 5313

-~
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CHARLES J. 4. GIES
OPTICIAN
6070-6071-6072 Jenkins Arcade Bldg.
Bell Phone—Smithfield 889
PITTSBURGH, PA.

J. W. SHERRER
REAL ESTATE

MORTGAGES INSURANCE
Phone Hiland 5700

6124 Penn Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa.

KUHN & BRO. CO.
GROCERS

6100 Center Avenue
PITTSBURGH, PA.

DUFF’S COLLEGE
Penn Ave. and Stanwix St.
PITTSBURGH, PA.

For Eighty Years the Leading
Business College
of Western Pennsylvania

Thos. J. Thomas Phone 4123 Court
AMERICAN SHOE REPAIRING
COMPANY
Shoe Repairing of Every Description
Orthopedic Rubber and Leather
Heels

231 Diamond St, Pittsburgh, Pa.

THE GRAFF COMPANY
945 LIBERTY AVENURE
PITTSBURGH, PA.

Stoves, Ranges, Warm Air Furnaces,
Mantles and Tile Work.

.

W. CARSON DICK & COMPANY

INVESTMENT BONDS

Union Arcade Bldg.
Pittsburgh

Mention Service Magazine when answering
Advertisements.
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One of Them D
Men—Continued

slope behind a trench and a barbed wire,
the chaplain said: “The “Y” man is going
back to America soon. If any one would
like to send word to his friends through
him he will be glad to take it.” There was

O P4X]

not a man there who was not homesick. .

They came up in a body and gave me
their home addresses with a mother’s
name, a sweetheart’s name, a friend’s
name. Going home! I felt again like a
criminal.  What business had one to go
home while the boys in O. D. still had to
stay on! But my time was up. A truck
came in one night and took me out. When
I reached America the first thing I did in
New York was to seat myself at a tele-
phone and call up mothers, sisters, friends.
And then I went home and wrote letters
sending full and good reports.

On the evening to which I refer the
major stopped me and said: “You are
starting home this evening. Tell me, what
is your impression of the army?” I an-
swered, “The thing that has impressed me
most is the entre you give to a civilian. I
came as a stranger, you have made me
feel at home, taken me into your dugouts,
seated me at your mess table, devised work
for me when my canteen ran out.”” No,
I have no complaints to make against the
army. If my canteen failed it was not their
fault. They furnished me quarters, men,
transportation. And when they knocked

the “Y,” as they sometimes did, it was

the “Y” in general and not my part in it.
Do I feel the “Y” made good in France?

Yes, I do. Perhaps it did not fully meas-
ure up to expectations, it was not perfect-
ly efficient—but it made good. It was a
gigantic proposition, which grew like
Jonah’s Gourd in a night to keep pace with
the magic growth of the army. It at-
tempted the impossible—to furnish canteen
supplies to a fighting army, in motion, over
shell torn roads, jammed with military
transportation.

In its personnel were men of all kinds,
almost all of whom were there with a de-
termined purpose to serve. ‘There were
some who did not make good, could not
make good anywhere. No organization
discovers a misfit sooner than an army.
But I knew many of these men, I knew
they were strong men at home and they
were rendering through the Y. M. C. A.
the only real service they were capable of.
Many received no salary, some received ex-
penses in France and $100 a month sent
to their families at home. Many made
sacrifices to join the army. There were a
few fortune seekers who would see the
front, view the great ficht—they were few.

I am not certain I know any. But I do
know some who suffered, were shell-
shocked, gassed, wounded. And I know

of some who sleep tonight beneath the
crosses of Lorraine. Insincere men,
worthless men, fortune seekers do not of-
fer their lives willingly.
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P. LUDEBUEHL & SON
Shoes and Hosiery
Penn and Frankstown,

“WE’'VE FITTED FEET OVER

FIFTY YEARS.”

FORD
THE VALFORD COMPANY
Authorized Ford Sales and Service,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

L. G/ Vialade, Pres.. .. J..iv. Broad St.
L. H. Rutherford, V. P..At Collins Av,
Phone Hiland 7660,

THE ROBT. A. FULTON CO.
SURGICAL INSTRUMENTS, PHYSI-
CIANS’ AND HOSPITAL SUPPLIES,
TRUSSES, ELASTIC SUPPORTS,
ANKLE BRACES, ETC,
217 BESSEMER BLDG.
Bell Phone Smithfield 1932, Pgh., Pa,

NATURE’S METHOD OF HEALTH

HENRY A. BRUCE

NATUREOPATHIC HEALTH
INSTITUTE
Phone 7221 Highland.
6023 Penn Ave, 4th Floor,
Rooms 402-3-4 McCrory Bldg.

BUY
WAR SAVING
STAMPS

5120 Second Avenue
JOHN H. CALLAHAN

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Pittsburgh, Pa.
AUTOMOBILES FOR HIRE
Telephone Hazel 731

JACOB SHULGOLD
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW
PITTSBURGH, PA.

720 FRICK BUILDING
Grant 5152 Main 2694

You Need Not Be Sick!
Try Chiropractic
The sensible, drugless Road to
Health. No matter what your ail-
ment is, DO NOT think your case
hopeless until you have tried Chiro=-
practic Spinal Adjustments,

M. W. HOWARD
CHIROPRACTOR

202 McCrory Bldg.,
KEast Liberty,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Bell Phone
5788 Hiland

Curative Massage
Gymnastics Manipulation

Phone Hiland 749

Felix Prinzo v;g::lr Institute
itality
6019 Penn Avenue, E. E.
Rooms 205-6-7

Swedish Movements
Personal Attention

Electricity
Hydrotherapy
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DOES THIS
LOOK GOOD
T0 YOU?

Reproduction in Colors of Hand-Painted Picture of Camp Lee, Va.
Suitable for Framing

Picture was Painted by Corporal Frayser Childrey while the
old camp was in all its war-time glory.

Send 25¢ to Supply Dept. Service Magazine,
915 Bessemer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.

- PICTURE WILL BE SENT BY RETURN MAIL

THE KNIGHTS OF COLUMBUS

Free Evening School for Ex-Service Men

- OFFERS EXPERT INSTRUCTION IN

ACCOUNTANCY SALESMANSHIP

CHEMISTRY
ARITHMETIC SHORTHAND CIVICS
ADVERTISING SPELLING ENGLISH
BANKING AND FINANCE TYPEWRITING GEOMETRY
BOOKKEEPING ALGEBRA MECHANiCA,L D;RAWING
COMMERCIAL LAW AMERICAN HISTORY PCLITICAL ECONOMY
PENMANSHIP AMERICAN LITERATURE PUBLIC SPEAKING
SPANISH AUTOMOBILE DRIVING AND
TRIGONOMETRY REPAIRING

Fall Term Opens September 20, 1920

Registration Office Open 9 A. M. to 9 P. M. after September 1
Gusky Building, Third Avenue and Market Street

Entrance 207 Third Avenue

PITTSBURGH, PA.




SHOW YOUR COLORS!

The only official 80th Division Jewelry now selling. Exact reproductions, gold filled and finest
workmanship guaranteed.

Neo. 1038
Stylish
Silk
Watch Fob
with
No. 100 Gmli(xlxdsome
: 0 Filled
G‘.old Fm?d Medallion
Coat Chain and
Price $1.50 Insignia
Price $3-50
NI(:. 101 Neo. 104
apel Genuine
Button, Leather
Screw Back Wa;lch Fob,
Prie. : eavy
rice $1.00 Metal
Back with
Insignia.
Price $1.50
No. 102
Insignia
Cuff Links, No. 105
Price $£3.00
Insignia
the Set n
with Clasp
Suitable
Ladies’
Wear.
Price $1.00

Send check or post office money order, together with numbers of jewelry desired to
Supply Department, Service Magazine, 915 Bessemer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.
and articles will be sent by insured parcel post. These articles are made expressly for the 80th Divi-
sion Veterans’ Association, are patented, and can be secured in no other way. Orders filled in the
order in which received.

80TH DIVISION PILLOW-TOPS NOW READY

28 in. Square
Mounted on Rich
Navy Blue Felt

Price, Including Postage,
Anywhere in U. S,

or Canada

$5.00 Each

The Insignia
of the Division
Reproduced in
Actual Colors
in Rich, Heavy
and Serviceable Felt

These are extra fine Pillows, made of heavy felt, the official insignia is correctly pat-
terned in three colors, blue, gray and red, and the entire design is sewed on a background
of navy blue. Sewed—Not Stamped or Painted.

The cover is fastened by felt ribbon, interlaced around Pillow, with a deep fringed
edge, a real work of art that you will be proud to have in your home. A most appro-
priate gift, and one that will last many years. Send $5.00, check or money order, to

Supply Department, Service Magazine, 915 Bessemer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.
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—< THE~PEOPLES * INSTITUTE =

The Salvation Army is still serving at home and abroad.

BOOST the SALVATION ARMY
HOME SERVICE FUND APPEAL

Drive Opens Oct. 17th  $525,000 Is Needed
Let Us Help Them

If
YOU
Don’t
Need

the Help
of the
Salvation
Army
It Needs
YOUR
Help

The ever-willing workers are still with
our troops overseas and at home they have not forgotien the wounded veterans who are fighting the battle

for life and health.

On September 23rd another crowd of 30 of our buddies who are recovering from wounds received

in action were taken to Atlantic City by the Salvation Army for a stay of two weeks.
are from the Pittsburgh district, 27 of them being from Allegheny county.
them.

The S. A. always answered our call. Let us answer theirs.

The entire number
The S. A. has not forgotten

A popular campaign for $525,000 will break Sunday, October 17th, and continue until the goal is

Let us help them reach this goal as soon as possible.
Volunteer to take charge of the campaign in your own district.

The S. A. needs workers.
Call or write to Col. William Evans, 203 Bowman Building, Third avenue and Ross street, Pittsburgh.

reached. Of this amount $400,000 is needed to complete the Pittsburgh Peoples’ Institute and the balance,
$125,000, to carry on the work of the Army in Allegzheny county.

Enlist now.
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