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“BONNE NOEL”

“Merry Christmas”’

v

“Service” wishes Every Buddy,”

Everywhere, and all the time, A

Merry Christmas and A Most

Happy and Prosperous New

Year. € To our readers and

friends, to our contributors and

our advertisers, and to our Allies

of the Great World War; to our

friends who shared with us the comfort and
warmth of their family hearth and drew from
their meager stores to add Christmas cheer to a
large, homesick army of American Soldiers, cam-

paigning in a strange land and among strangers;
we, four years after, pause in our avocations and

salute you as we did once before with the old,
old greeting:

“BONNE NOEL”—“Merry Christmas”

1922
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Quality

PLATE GLASS, as made by the Allegheny Plate Glass Com-

pany, is a product of the highest quality because it is made of

the finest materials, with the best possible equipment, by highly

skilled workmen, and with that conscientious care which pro-
duces the exceptional product. No glass factory in America, or in
the world can match the complete electrical machinery with which
our plant is equipped, and few indeed can equal the organized care
and skill which is here put into the manufacturing process. A big,
bright, model factory, with careful provision for the health and well-
being of its thousand workers, is only a part of our resources; a
persistent purpose to produce the best that can possibly be made in
the most efficient and practical manner is another part even more
important.

Said Emerson, “If you write a better book, or preach better sermons,
or build a better mouse-trap than your neighbor, though you build
your house in the wilderness, the world will make a beaten path
to your door.”

A broad, hard-beaten pathway leads to Glassmere,
Pennsylvania, on the banks of

the Allegheny.
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OOMPLY-OOMP
COM-BIEN -THREE
BEANS— SWASH SONT
JAMEY ~WOYLA

What we do for charity, 1s an
act of humanity!

What we do for ourselves, is

selfish!

What we do for others, 1s kind-
ness!

What we do for America, 1s
patriotic!

What we do for SERVICE MAGAZINE, is

undying tribute to a glorious service, the
best, men can give to any country, or
flag.

SERVICE COSTS $2.00 A YEAR AND IS WORTH IT!

COUPON

Service Magazine,

915 Bessemer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.
Gentlemen:

Having formed a favorable opinion of Service Mazagine and desiring to
keep liaison with my old pals of the service, and help Service Magazine to grow
bigger and better, and continue to move “‘Forward,”” I am enclosing $2.00,
for which please send Service to,

For the period of one year.

“PASS-IT-ALONG,”—“EVERY BUDDY GET A BUDDY”
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The Strategic Moment

[ WAS noontime in a Y. M. C. A. lodg-
Iing house in Dijon. A French calendar
above an improvised fireplace portrayed
the first day of spring, but in spite of

By Fay A. Davis

about her work as though nothing had
happened, passing out loaded trays to the
soldiers, who had but a few paces to go
to the cashier’'s table where they paid for

this, the bleak, biting March winds made it.

the cumbersome army o'coat feel quite

comfortable. However, its
comfortableness fulfilled only
one of a two-fold pur-
pose. Its real popularity was
to be attributed to its indis-
pensability to the soldier in
carrying around the ream of
paper that constituted his
pass, for the war was over
now, and furloughs were in
vogue.

A long, irregular line of
cheerful, laughing soldiers,
representing possibly every di-
vision . in the A. E. E,
stretched to the lunch counter,
where you were expected to
pay a pittance (franc or franc
and a half) for the food you
ate, it being canteen service.
Those who couldn’t pay, of
course, could eat for nothing,
but this fact wasn’t generally
advertised for reasons that
were obvious.

Presently, a soldier, who
had been dozing in an easy
chair in front of the open
fireplace, was seen to elbow
his way in at the head of the
line, and in doing so, got into
a heated argument with the
soldier nearest him. A glance
at the insignia on his coat
sleeve showed that he was a
member of the ( ) Company
of the () Division,

The “Y” girl in charge of
the canteen was an excep-
tienally pleasant girl and al-
ways treated the boys royally.
Sizing up the awkward situa-
tion at a glance, and no doubt,
surmising that the intruder
had been imbibing too freely,
she attempted to smooth
out the altercation by pass-
ing some jocular remark.
The boisterous one retali-

ated with an insulting remark, and when
the fellow in back of him remonstrated
with him about it, the argument
warmer and began to take on the aspect

of a fight.

Wishing to prevent this, ‘the “Y” girl
decided to ignore him entirely.

She went

The unpopular member slouched on the

THE ANXIOUS DEAD

Lirur.-Cor. JouN McCraEg

O guns, fall silent till the dead men hear
Above their heads the legions pressing on:
(These fought their fight in time of bitter fear
And died 'not knowing how the day had

gone.)

O flashing muzzles, pause, and let them see
The coming dawn that streaks the day afar:
Then let your mighty chorus witness be
To them, and Caesar, that we still make
war.

Tell them, O guns, that we have heard their
call,
That we have sworn, and will not turn
aside,
T hat we will onward, till we win or fall,
That we will keep the faith for which they
died.

Bid them be patient, and some day, anon,
They shall feel earth enwrapt in silence
deep,

Shall greet, in wonderment, the quiet dawn,

And in content may turn them to their sleep.

counter, until he spied a member of his
division in the act of paying for his order.
got “Don’t pay nothin’ for that chow there,
comrade,” he hollered.

“Let these drafted hicks pay for our
eats,” pointing over his shoulder simul-
taneously with a twitch of his thumb, in

the direction of a big, husky westerner
from the ( ) Division. “This cheese
just come across the pond.” “Somebody
tell bim the war’s all over so he can go
back to his mama.” “The war’s over!”
“Ne won the war for them!” “The ( )
Division won the war!”

Needless to say, thas brand
of chatter was very distasteful
to every one present, and the
“Y"” girl blushed red as an
angry turkey-gobbler. Laying
her hand on his shoulder, as a
last resort, she said in a quiet
tone of voice, “You're all
wrong, my young man.” “Two
brothers of mine were in the
thick of the fighting, and both
of them are ‘drafted hicks’ as
you call them. One of them
was an ambulance driver who
sleeps now on the hillside at
Varennes—he didn’t come back
like you.” Disregarding what
she had said to shame him, the
boisterous one let fly a volley
of insults about the Y. M. C.
A, and S. O. 8, soldiers, and
everything in general.

iy

At this juncture, a soldier,
small of stature and stockily
built, stepped out from the
rear of the line, approached
the scene, and, quick as a flash,
grabbed the roughneck by the
coat collar. With very little
resistance, he escorted him
forcibly from the building.
Several of the fellows close by
volunteered their assistance,
but he waved them aside say-
ing, “No fellows, I'll attend to
him.” “That Y’ girl there is
my sister, and this is more
than I can stand even from a
comrade.”  “No member of
the Division to which I belong
would stand for it.”

A French lieutenant, whose
attention was attracted to the
scene by ‘the rumpus, and
who displayed an instant
admiration for the little
fellow’s spunk, walked
over to where a group of American sol-

\M
o >

diers were standing, and inquired of one
of them, to what division the little fellow
belonged.

“Le quatre-vintieme, Monsieur,” replied

the soldier, saluting the officer courteously.
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Wins Honors
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80th Chaplain, in Spite of War Hahdicap, Wins Honors and 1s Now

D.D., LL.D.—Rev. Theodore Beck-Who Served Over Seas With
320th Inf. Recently Graduated from Dickinson School of Law,
Carlisle, Pa., Some Comments on the U. S. Veterans’

HE REV. THEODORE BECK,
pastor of the East End Baptist
Church, whose carcer in France
with the American Expeditionary
Forces, won him the title ot
“The Fighting Parson,” has just
finished a three-year demonstration that he
still has lots of fight left in him, and that,
despite the numerous physical handicaps
which he suffered as the result of being
wounded and gassed in the war, he is still
capable of overcoming obstacles and hin-
drances which would .dishearten many a
younger and stronger man.

The Rev. Mr. Beck’s latest battle was
in the class room at the Dickinson School
of Law, Carlisle. He attained his objective
Tuesday, June 6, when he graduated as a
bachelor of law.

Mr. Beck took his course under the vo-
cational training plan of rehabilitating dis-
abled World war veterans. He was placed
in Dickinson by the government, under the
bureau which is now succeeded by the
Veterans’ bureau. Five members of the
class of fifty-seven graduating this year
were taking their course under government
auspices.

Three Years Hard Work.

To complete this course with the rest of
the class and also attend to his duties as
pastor of the local church, Mr. Beck had to
watch train schedules pretty closely and
put in three years of solid work.

Each Friday afternoon he left Carlisle
for Williamsport, in order to spend his
week-ends here. Saturdays were spent in
preparation for his sermons on the follow-
ing day and in other pastorial duties. There
were times when it was necessary for him
to return to the city during the week for
funerals or oratorical occasions.

Instead of enjoying a rest after his Sun-
day labors, Mr. Beck boarded a train at
3 a. m. Monday and returned to the col-
lege. He usually got there just in time to
join a class. All class work which he
missed had to be made up, adding to the
burden of labor which he was carrying.

A reporter, who called on Mr. Beck,
asked him if he felt that a man his age was
better fitted to study law than a younger
man. He stated that he was not qualified
to make any comparison of this sort, bas-
ing his opinion upon his own experience,
as his was an unusual case, because of the
odds against him.

Bureau

His Physical Handicaps.

As a result of his war experiences he has
the use of but one eye, his hearing is im-
paired, he suffers from a throat affection
as the result of being gassed, has a disa-
bility of one elbow and one foot and in-
ternal troubles.

Mr. Beck states that since he has been
wounded he has not once been without
pain of some kind. He says that he feels
it has been better for him to be so busy
throughout the past three years, as it kept
his mind off his condition, giving him no
time to sit around and worry.

During his course at Carlisle it was nec-
essary for him to have daily medical at-
tention, and he frequently required the
services of a physician. He said that the
government looked after him very well,
and that when the services of an expert
were needed they were obtained.

His physical disabilities hampered him
in his studies, necessitating that he apply
himself very closely to his studies in order
to keep up with the class. He graduated
with a very good rating, however.

He was historian of his class and was
also treasurer of the Travelers club, a
Dickinson fraternity made up of students
who are members of the Masonic order.

Mr. Beck is now qualified to practice
law in the courts of the county, as soon
as he goes through the formality of admis-
sion to the bar. In three wecks he is to
take examination for admission to the prac-
tice of law before the Supreme Court of
Pennsylvania.

It is his intention to engage in the prac-
tice of law in this city, where he has been
a resident since 1908, two years after his
graduation from Crozier Theological Sem-
inary.

He will retain his pastorial connection
with the East End Baptist Church. In con-
versation with the reporter Mr. Beck de-
clared that he believes his training in both
the law and the ministry will serve him
in very good stead, one profession aiding
him in the other.

He says that he believes every man in
public life should have a course in the
fundamental principals of the law, knowing
from his own experience that such knowl-
edge would often have been of service to
him, in his ministry and during the time
that he was a member of the poor bpard
of the city.
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Mr. Beck is chaplin of Howard Kahler
Post, Veterans of Foreign Wars. He is a
veteran of both the S h-American war
and the World war. In the former he was
a private and in the latter a chaplin with
first lieutenant’s rank. He served with the
Three Hundred and Twentieth infantry
and was in the front lines four times. He is
forty-four years old and has two children,
a boy and girl, the former a student in the
junior class at the high school.
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Soldiers Three

Three Soldier Poets of Service—A Friendly Appreciation

= ERVICE magazine is developing
% a group of writers and poets that
from the beauty and quality of
their verse will be heard from
within the next few years.

Writers like Henry R. Curry,
W. C. Vandewater, C. E. Grundish, John
T. Ackerson, and B. C. Clark, are a group
of younger poets whose verse and poems
have played an important part in making
Skrvicy one of the highest class soldier
magazines in America, and imparted to
its pages, a poetic beauty and depth of
fecling and sincerity that any magazine
may well be proud of.

In this brief appreciation and friendly
criticism of the work of the first three
named above, it is exceedingly difficult for
the writer to standardize, or base any final
judgment upon their poetry, for the sim-
ple reason that their work has not been
voluminous enough for one to weigh it at
its true artistic value, and what may be
true at this writing would undoubtedly suf-
fer the fate of all smap judgments a few
years hence, due to the fact that their
artistic - development is constantly going
forward and none of them have reached
as yet the full measure of their poetic
power.

This is especially true of C. C.' Ver-
meule, whose work has been so meagre
that it is impossible to pass any opinion
on it, as the one poem, “City Hall Park,”
is his only contribution to Service. But
this poem possessed so much poetic imag-
ination and promise that I am glad to men-
tion the same in this article. What heights
these writers will reach only time will tell,
and at this period we can only attempt to
show the trend of their art and the in-
fluences that has shaped their artistic de-
velopment.

There is an old saying that a man’s life
is never complete until he has passed
through: Love, Poetry and War. If this
1s true, then who can say that these men have
not attained to the full glory of life in the
“lifetime” that was passed in the two short
years of that “Melting Pot”—the trenches
of France.

\'.VILLI.AM C. VANDEWATER

Mr. Vandewater’s verse is strong and
virile, intense in feeling, fearless and vig-
orous in treatment.

In this writer’s verse there is no ar-
rangement of pretty words and delicate
sounding  phrases. Mr. Vandewater’s
muse is wrought from a sterner school,
from the blood and iron, the foam and
fury, the crushed ideals and human miser-
ies of war. . It is therefore natural that his
poems are almost entirely free from any

By Lyle David

weak insipid sentimentalisms and hyper-
sensitive feminisms, that is the godhead of
so many of our younger poets.

The theme that seems to have a haunt-
ing and morbid attraction for this poet,
is the one of death. FEver the ending of
his poems speak of this thing that sooner
or later must be the fate of us all. Some-
times the tone is sad and sorrowful, at

>

CHRISTMAS DAY
THROUGHOUT
THE YEAR

By HENRY R. CURRY

I'd like to know just what to say,
Not Christmas time, but every day,
And what’s the proper thing to do
For every one | ever knew.

Not in this cold, half-hearted way,
We sometimes insincerely play,

But serving every man so good

He’d know I'd done the best I could.

If hearts were worn with inside out,

'T would sometimes shame us "thout
a doubt,

For honeyed words we might relate,

Our hearts would tell them of our
hate,

Or cold indifference would belie

The heart’s true unmistaken sigh.

We'd kind of live our lives at par,

And be judged for what we are.

I'd like to know just what to say—

Not Christmas time, but every day;

Just how to fill my earthly part,

And still not dim another’s art,

Nor covet of his wealth or pay

As is the custom and our way,

But wish him health and wealth and
cheer

And Christmas day throughout the
year.

~®

other times it becomes bitter and ironical,
but always is there the just pride of the
true soldier who has not forgotten the
simple faith and high ideals that America
carried into the war; nor shut his eyes
to the rich heritage of his American birth.

In his poem in the January issue of
ServicE—on reading Three Soldiers he be-
comes bitterly contemptuous of the much
lauded and also much abused author of
this book. Not so much I believe that he
disagreed with the author’s arraignment of
war and all its disease, filth and beastli-
ness; but that Don Passo had spoken scur-
rilously of the courage, the devotion, the
high and unselfish ideals of the composite
American soldier—his buddy.

I admit that angry recriminations and
invectives does not belong in the making

of true poetry, but none can find fault with
the deep passion that inspired these lines:

“A craven coward of Italian name;

A dreamer who could not play out the
game

A criminal maniac.”

There is a loyal pride in the following

- lines in speaking of the soldiers:

“Who gave their all with theiwr expiring
breath

And  marched and fought
Authum trees.”

among  the

The last ‘line is the one note of
music in the entire poem that given a cer-
tain fragrance to it all and it ends with the
almost sophomoric passage, yet written
with deep and tender feeling:

“My men were brave and true;
And laughed and joked n the grim jaws
of death.”

In “South of Arras,” he once again sings
of Death. This poem is lyrical and ten-
der, vivid in imagination, thoughtful and
sympathetic in treatment. To those few
critics who claim that his verse is harsh
and unmusical I beg to submit the last
lines of “South of Arras:” -

“The winds blow soft in the wheat fields,
And toy with the ripening grain;

The meadows sparkle and glisten
After the summer rain.

The poppies glow with splendor
’Neath the blue sky overhead

And six miles back his face in the mud,
An Englishman lies dead.”

Mr. Vandewater is a true poet and one
that will be heard from favorably in the
years to come. At present. most of his
poems deal directly or indirectly with war.
His future work will, of course, be more
varied and universal in theme, as the mem-
ory of 1917-18 recedes into the distant past.
When he sings again of the more peace-
ful and common things of life he will cer-
tainly earn for himself an enviable place
in the literary world. The “Guns,” “Boots”
and “Reveille,” which appeared in various
numbers of ServiCE are excellent exam-
ples of Mr. Vandewater’s verse.

Henry R. Curry

When one reads the musical and back
to nature poems of Henry Curry, he is at
once reminded in a dreamy delicious sort
of a way of that beloved Hoosier poet,
James Whitcomb Riley, whose death so
saddened us a few years ago.
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Henry Curry has all the simple faith and
kindly love of the plain and common things
of life, and sings in the same homely dia-
lect verse that so endeared Riley to the
common people of this country.

In one of Mr. Curry’s best dialect poems,
notably the one entitled: “If We Wuz Jest
a Willin’,” he suffers little in comparison
with even this great poet. In fact Riley
would have been proud to acknowledge it
as his own and even Riley himself could
hardly have improved upon the humanism
and philosophy of these lines, taken from
“The Fellow They Call You:”

“There's a field of budding roses
Blooming here for you an’ me,
Right beneath our very noses
If we jes’ look 'round and see.
An’ we sometimes scratch our fingers
Grabbing like we often do,
Vet the fragrance ever lingers,
If our hearts jes’ want it to.”

Like Vandewater, Henry Curry found
that the memory of those mad days over
there, and the financial greediness and in-
gratitude that every soldier experienced
upon returning home from France, had
sobered and saddened the Muse that had
been so carefree and joyous in the old
happy days before the war.

But the muse in “Arms” sounds deeper
depths of human misery and suffering,
purifies and elevates the thought of the
poet, to heights of poetical beauty that the
peaceful muse can never hope to attain.
It is doubtful if Mr. Curry could ever
have written such a powerful poem as the
“Replica” if he himself had not fought and
lived through the hell of the Argonne.

This verse taken from the “Replica”
which to my mind is his finest poem, shows
clearly the depth of feeling and poetical
fancy of this writer:

“In blood washed wvalleys where the soldier
fell,

Sounds no monster with its warning knell;

No clatter of man’s instruments of death,

For God has cooled them with his peace-
ful breath

That there shall be no disturbing sound,

Where these, our sleeping sons abound.”

The line “For God hath cooled them with
his peaceful breath,” is a fanciful and beau-
tiful thought, none but the hand of the
true craftsman. could have expressed such
a thought so tenderly.

Mr. Curry to the best of my knowledge,
has never written a line of poetry with a
desire for any material gain. It is doubt-
ful whether he ever attempted to market
any of his verse in the numerous literary
magazines in this country, and that they
would have welcomed work of such high
quality is almost a foregone conclusion.

But Mr. Curry seems to be one of those
rare souls who sing because they must and

Soldiers Three

find their greatest reward in the pure joy
of the song and the pleasure it gives to
others, rather than in the bartering of such
a gift for what it may bring in mere dol-
lars and cents.

“The Deserted Farm,” “The Parent,”
“The Right to Happiness,” “Our Unknown
Buddy,” “A Field of Crosses,” and “The
Fellow They Call You,” are five examples
of Mr. Curry’s work; both in the Hoosier
dialect and otherwise. His verse is emi-
nent because of a human tenderness and a
frank optimistic faith in mankind that de-
spite the sobering influences of the war
(and the shattering of many illusions that
came after the armistice) is still a seem-
ingly imperishable part of his nature. The
lilt and musical cadence of his back to
nature poems and the friendliness and
common sense philosophy that is an in-
tegral part of them all has endeared Mr.
Curry's verse to a host of readers which
is rapidly growing larger every month
wherever Strvick is read and enjoyed.

What the future holds for Henry Curry
is all to evident to any reader of his verse
that has attempted to analyze its appeal.
Right now he is one of the few distinctive
American poets that are truly representa-
tive of this country. His verse is singu-
larly free from all affectation and artificial-
ties. He makes no attempt to appear pro-
found or mystical. The simple common
things of life, the homely joys, the pleas-
ures and sorrows of the plain people of
the land of his birth are the themes that
attract him most, and he sings of the strug-
gles and dreams the hopes and aspirations
of mankind with a sympathy and under-
standing, a depth of feeling and sincerity
that marks him as the true successor of
our beloved Whitcomb Riley, as the poet
of the people.

C. E. GrUNDISH

Where Henry Curry’s muse is homely,
filled with the joyous laughter of country
folks, the hills and streams, the wide sweep
of the prairies and the smell of new mown
hay. Where Wm. Vandewater’s verse is
clashing and roaring with the loud alarms
of war, or saddened and sorrowful with
the unfathomable mystery of death; C. E.
Grundish’s poems—or rather the brief
sketches of life that he whimsically calls
“Shrapnel”—are sharp, clean cut photo-
graphs of men and women, of their loves,
hopes, passions; lusts, miseries and sorrows,
and written more with the naked lancet
of the surgcon, than the gentle pen of the
poet.

For Mr. Grundish is disillusioned. He
views life with the eye of a Strindberg or
a Shaw, rather than with the dreaming
blindness of a “God’s in His Heaven,”
“All’'s Right With The World,” Browning
ideal.

He refuses to close his eyes or his mind
to the lust and beastliness of the man un-
masked; and dissects the shams and hypoc-
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Armistice Day In Bermuda

HOLIDAY made a real holiday
by practically every shop keeper
closing his establishment. An of-
ficial observance of the day by
the carrying out of the King’s
D) request that all British subjects
keep a two minutes silence at 11 A. M.,
throughout the empire.

At ten-thirty guards of honor arrived
at the War Memorial site, which had been
covered with wreaths of flowers. These
guards were details from the royal navy
the army and the volunteers. In groups
were the families of those who had died
for their country. The governor and
staff, officers of the navy, army and volun-
teer forces, members of the house of as-
sembly, the Bermuda War Veterans’ Asso-
ciation and a large crowd of patriotically
inclined. The Governor, on his arrival,
was given a Royal salute after which he
placed a beautiful wreath on the corner-
stone which had been laid by the Prince
of Wales.

At eleven o’clock all troops were resting
on Arms reversed for the two minutes
silence which began as the clock struck
and a canon fired one round. The silence
of the desert was on the spot—not a
sound—all traffic stopped and we paid in
this way, a tribute to our comrades, rela-
tives and friends as the case might be—
a bugle sounded—troops were brought to
attention and the regimental band played
a hymn. Nearly every one present joined
in singing this and the final of the cere-
mony the National anthem.

The Bermuda Volunteer Rifle Corps
have a monument erected to the memory
of the men of the contingent who went
over from that body and gave their lives
so that England might live. After the cere-
mony at the War Memorial the B. V. R. C.
marched to this monument and had a brief
service,

The afternoon was given up to football
games, athletic sports and a bazaar at the
Bermuda Athletic Association grounds.

The evening was the veterans own. The
Bermuda War Veterans’ Association is
unique in a way as not only are all Ber-
muda men who served with the colors
during the war eligible for membership
but all men who served in the allied forces
and are now residents of Bermuda whether
British subjects or not are also eligible
and made to feel the spirit of real com-
radeship that exists in this organization.
Armistice day is the occasion of an an-
nual reception and dinner. This year
there were 112 present—England, New-

foundland, Canada, Australia and the
United States were represented. It was a
real gathering of ex-service men. You of

the 80th know what that means—getting

By Captain S. C. Hicks
Formerly 319th Inf. M. G. Co.

the old bunch together and talking over
the old army and navy days. The dinner
was a regular meal with smokes and beer.
Army songs were sung with the regi-
mental band accompanying. A few stirring
speeches were made by the new Governor.
General Sir J. J. Asser and Admiral Sir
W. Packenham, Commander-in-chief of
the North Atlantic and West Indies sta-
tion, who was given the U, §, D. C. Q. at
Washington last summer.

Some may ask, where is Bermuda and
what kind of a place is it? Well its 600
miles east of Cape Hatteras, about 700
southeast of New York and 800 from the
West Indies. Many think it is a part of
the latter group, but it is a long way from
them.

There are about 365 islands so they say,
but the larger ones, five in number, are so
joined by causeways and small bridges
that one is apt to regard them as one
island. The total area is only 20 square
miles and from one end to the other the
distance is about 22 miles. The popula-
tion is about 21,000.

One feature that surprises the visitor is
the number of hills. They are not high,
but there is hardly any level land. The
scenery, wonderful color of water, the
sunsets, the flowers are subjects for poets
and painters to handle. And Bermuda is
a favorite place for people with those
talents. The fine roads built of broken
coral are ideal for bicycling and driving.
The beaches are the cleanest that one can
find and the sand is very, very fine—near
the water one can cycle or ride. The
water is quite bouyant and bathing is in-
dulged in the year round. Bermuda is
getting to be a land of sport. Tennis per-
haps has the lead, with golf a close second,
there being four links on the island, there
are always cricket, football, baseball and
hockey -matches being played on the after-
noon of the half holiday and on regular
holidays there is wusually a horse race.
There are two swimming pools connected
with the hotels. The newest one having
acquired fame as the pool where some
worlds records were made by a group of
American girl swimmers. There are sev-
eral rifle matches held during the year
and there is always a special competition
for veterans.

Among the interesting things to be seen
are the fine caves, not as vast as those in
the Shenandoah valley, but of greater
beauty. In one a lake is crossed by a
pontoon bridge to a fairy city of crystal
and pink rock—this cavern was the scene
of a part of the film “Neptune’s Daugh-
ter.” Another trip is the one to the sea
gardens where one can look through the
glass bottom of a row boat and see the

many wonderful things at the bottom of
the ocean. There is something of interest
almost anywhere one can go. The pe-
culiar farming methods—nearly all hand
work. The sawing of coral stone in the |
many quarries throughout the island; this
material is used for the walls and roofs
of the houses. There are only a few
farm houses here.

The many tropical plants and trees are
always a great attraction to the tourist
from the north. All the year round there
is some flower or bush in bloom as the
thermometer rarely goes below 50°. In
the spring the island is really at its best,
when the oleanders and the lilies are in
bloom.

The island was discovered in 1575 by
Juan Bermudez, a Spaniard. But the
history really begins when the English
ship Sea Venture was wrecked on the
shore as she was sailing to the Virginia
Colony at Jamestown, in 1699. For many
years the history of Bermuda and Virginia
was much the same. Same type of Eng-
lish people, same crops, etc., and today the
same family names will be found in both
places.

Today Bermuda is connected with the
United States by two Steamship lines, one
furnishing two steamers a week; with
Canada by three lines and several direct
freighters to England; also two lines
running to the West Indies.. During the
winter several of the steamers making a
specialty of winter cruises make Bermuda
one of their stopping places. During the
year 1921 about 17,000 tourists visited the
islands, an increase of about 5,000 over

1920.

LITER—CHURE

It was midnight on the ocean,

Not a street car was in sight;
The sun was shining brightly,

And it rained all day that night.

It was a summer’s day in winter,
The raining was snowing fast;

A barefoot boy with shoes on,
Stood sitting in the grass.

It was evening and the rising sun,
Was setting in the west;

The little fishes in the trees,
Were cuddled in their nests.

While the organ peeled potatoes,
Lard was rendered by the choir;

While the sexton rang the dishrag,
Someone set the church on fire.

“Holy Smoke” the parson shouted,
And in the rain he lost his hair;

Now his head resembles Heaven,
For there is no parting there.
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Roster of New York Ass'n of Officers
S80th Division Veterans Assn.

(Continued from Sept. Issue)

Lieut. Dugro, Chas. H. Savoy Hotel, New

York City. 317 Inf.
Lieut. de Bevoise, C. R., 185 So. Orange

Ave., So. Orange, N. J. Base Hosp.
Camp Lee.

Capt. DeBeque, Carbondale, Colo, 315
MGB.

Maj. Dobie, A. M., care University of Vir-
ginia, Charlottesville, Virginia Div. Hdqrs.

Maj. Dorian, John S, M. C., 184 Jorale-
mon, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Lieut. Dekle, John C., 304 No. F. St,
Tampa, Fla. 319 Inf.

Driscoll, John, A., (Song Leader), 129 W.
81st St., New York City. Div. Hdgrs.
Capt. Everett, Chas. F., 5 Nassau St., New

York City. 305 FSB.

Capt. Elton, Reuel W., 32 Union Sq., New
York City. 318 Inf.

Capt. Erff, Geo., 251 Central Ave., Has-
brouck Heights, N. J. 318 Inf.

Lieut. Ellison, Jr., J. S., 1629 Poplar St.,
Philadelphia, Pa. 315 MGB.

Lieut. Eneix, L. C., Box 115, Morgantown,
W. Via. 315 Inf.

Lieut. Early, Stephen T., care Asso. Press,
Washington, D. C. 31 Inf.

Capt. FEgan, Gerald, 8 Eighth Ave., Brook-
lyn, N. Y. 319 Inf.

Maj. Fager, J. Howard, Bankers Trust Co.,
New York City. 314 FA.

Lieut. Easton, M. D., Arcola, N. J.

Maj. Fortesque, Granville, Players Club,
Gramercy Pk., New York City. 314 FA.

Lieut. Fullerton, Donald B. 520 W. 7th
St., Plainfield, N. J. 313 FA.

Iieut. Ferguson, John W., Jr., 421 12th
Ave., Patterson, N. J. 314 FA.

Lieut Forst, Daniel P., 216 W. State St.,
Trenton, N. J. 314 FA.

Maj. Gen. Farnsworth, Chas. S., Ch. of

" Inf., U. S. A, War Dept.,, Washington,
D. C. 159 Brigade.

Lieut. Col. Foreman, Albert W. R. 264
War Plans Div. Gen. Staff, Washing-
ton, D. C. Div. Hdaqrs.

Capt. Farrow, J. W., M. C., Dover, N. J.

Capt. Gard, Walter E., Clark PlL, Orange,
N. J. 313 FA. and Div. Hdaqrs.

Capt. Gardner, John B., 66 Mulford Ave.,
Newark, N. J. 305 MST.

Maj. Guernsey, Otis L., 40 Rector St., New
York Gity: 315 FA:

Capt. Geenan, C. W., Palisade, N. J. 305
Am. Tr.

Capt. Geary, Donald D., 4 E. 49th St.,, New
York City. 313 FA.

Capt. Gilpin, D. N., care Gilpin Landing
& Co., Baltimore, Md. 315 FA.

Capt. Gartner, Allan, care Treas. Dept.,
Income Dept.,, Washington, D. C. 305
M. P.

Lieut. Gartner, Carl K., Washington, D. C.
305 M. P.

Lieut. Col. Gordon, Erskine, 3013 Q St.,
Washington, D. C.. 319 Inf.

Maj. Grunow, W. R,, 125 E. 91st St., New
York City. 305 Engr.

Capt. George, H. H., 646 Public Service
Bldg., Newark, N. J. 305 Engr.

Maj. Garretson, L. B., 232 Broadway, New
“York City. 315 MGB.

Lieut. Green, Edw. B, 25 Bellevue Ave.,
Upper Montclair, N. J. 315 MGB..

Lieut. Guaraglia, James B., 40 Wall St.,
New York City. 305 Tr. Mr.

Capt. Goldsmith, Clarence FE., 553 Pros-
pect St., Maplewood, N. J. 318 Inf.

Capt. Gilmore, H. F., 155 Willoughby St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y. 320 Inf.

Capt. Hamilton, Minard, Hopewell,
320 MGB.

Col. Haight, C. Sidney, U. S. A. Camp
Knox, Kentucky. Depot Brigade.

Lieut. Howell, J. B., 32 Morris Ave., Boon-
town, N. J. 305 Am. Tr.

