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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, pied by American Army Along the Rhine. Order by Number.

8. PARIS. Place de Concordia. 158. ST. MIHIEL, looking down Avenue Genl 184, ESNES and HILL 304«
9. LENS, Northern France, showing the de- Pershing and showing the town Square. 185. MONTZEVILLE,

stroyed coal pits. 154. Dugouts used by the Germans behind St. 138, Anti-tank barrier betwsex Verdun and Etain,
19. LENS. Northern France, showing the city Hihiel, rebuilt by American Engineers. concrete posts and cal

ruins. 155. The town of APREMONT. 127, Shell hole im the road zetwsen Verduin and
11. ARRAS, the town square of the Cathedral 157. The town of MONTSEC, showing Montsec Etain.

Ci on the left. CLEARMONT.

12. ARRAS, the railroad station plaza. 158. The town of RICHECOURT. Les Poroches aid Fort Les Fuoroches om left.
18. METZ, the fortified city in the province of 159. SEICHEPREY, where the first American 130. CHATEAU THEIRRY, a w=+w from the

Lorraine. fight took place. Chateau looking dowm =ne walley of the
14. Stolzenfels Castle, on the Rhine, one of 160. The destroyed railroad bridge at FLIREY. Marne.

the ex-Kaiser’s many estates. 161. The town of LIMEY.

©

The bridge at Chatess Thierrr where the

26. American Army Horse Show held at New- 162. The town cf FLIREY, ’ 5 American Army sto Zhe Cerman ad-
weid, on the Rhine, Germany (3d Corps.) 163. French dugouts between Limey and Thian- vance, 1918, )
87. General Pershing addressing the officers and COUEt. 122, BELLEAU WOODS, photagragied from the

terior of the woods l-:u:m:q soward Hill
3.

e town of TORCY.
iew looking toward
ing Belleau Woods on

men of the 2d Division at Vallendar, Ger- 166. THIANCOURT, which feli before the Amer-
many. ican onslaught September, 1918, in the St.

70. COBLENZ, the Rhine, and Old Glory flying Mihiel salient.

from Ehrenbrietstein Fortress; photographed 167. MALANCOURT.

from Fort Asterstein, 168. MONTFAUCON,

-

showing the German ob-

87. COBLERY from Fort Alexander.

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

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

110. Vallendar, Germany,
238rd U. S. Infantry. 1

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

126, Old Glory flying from Ehrenbreitstein Fort-
rees, where the Rhine and Moselle rivers
meet, showing the city of Coblenz.

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

headquarters of the

headquarters of the

Division.
188. E’hrgnbreitstein Fortress, showing the
Rhine, and the Stars and Stripes flying

{rom the fortress; photographed from Cob-

enz.

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

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

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.

. JAULNY.
. ST, HILIARE, showing barb wire entangle-

ments and swampy territory.

. FRESNES-EN-WOEVRE,

. ETAIN.

. German ammunition dump.
. MORAIGNE FARM,

formerly a German

corps headquarters.

. ARGONNE FOREST, showing the concrete

dugouts . of the German headquarters that
resembled a village in the forest:

. ARGONNE FOREST, showing artillery po-

sitions between Varennes and Foire-de-
Paris, captured by the American forces.

. THE ARGONNE at Foire-de-Paris, showing

the American positions on the right.

THE ARGONNE at Foire-de-Paris, showing
wrecked building and 180 degrees of the
Argonne territory.

t.
vew from the edge of
ocking toward Torcy, B
T destroyed town of 7
rierry, reduced by Am
at which time over
captured.

26 ESSOMES, showing Chateau Thie—ry amd

River

lley of the Marne

20 . One of the entrances to the £
VERDUN, defended by

20° .

207 The Cathedral City of Frosee
ew from city square showing the Swwmons
heims Cathedral on the left

24 The American Cemetery at Bellesmuy W sgds

looking toward Chateau Thierry

: T‘hese phqtographs were taken in February, March and April, 1919, immediate - following the Armistice. Thes are
eight inches wide and from three to four feet in length. Order by number. Send Check or Money Order to
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Mention Service Magazine when answering advertisements

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

80th Division Veterans Association,
Pittsburgh, Pa. :
Please forward to the address below one copy ArRMY PHYSICAL

TraiNiNG. I will either remit the purchase price or return the book
within five days.

80th DIVISION sl
VETERANS 23
ASSOCIATION Address
Plainly

915 Bessemer Building
Pittsburgh, Pa. By
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“DEBS” Said--

When Eugene Debs, Socialistic candidate for President, was in-
formed about the great Republican landslide in the last presidential
election, he replied:—

“They Think They Are Voting For
- What They Think They Want, Inso-
far as They Are Capable of Thinking.”

Perhaps we flatter Mr. Debs by quoting one of his statements
in Service, yet the fact remains that the said Mr. Debs has many
friends in the A. E. F. Perhaps he has a few in the Vets Associa-
tion. While we may not subscribe to his views in political and
patriotic questions we find something te think about in the above
quotation. ;

To be happy is the first and principle right and desire of man.
All other things of life are secondary—happiness is the heart of life;
the ultimate of all that is good for us to have and enjoy. But to be
happy we must know what we want and what is good for us. Then
we must work for it—fight for it—vote for it—and we must make
ourselves capable of diagnosing our individual cases and voting for
what we really want and what will be best for us.

Service Magazine (the Official Monthly Blue-Ridge Commun-
ique) owned and published by the 80th Division Veterans Associa-
tion—is a candidate for your favor—it asks you to vote for it; not
on a flimsy, sentimental basis, but because it is full of the real things
of life that make for happiness. We live so long forwand—then we
strike the retrospective age. Soldiers have something real to remem-
ber—‘“Wars are never over to those who fight them.” Why not keep
in touch with “Old Pals of The Army.” Why not vote for Service?

BALLOT

Service Magazine _______ | X
The Uninteresting Weakly
Propaganda Monthly ____
Whosits Magazine ______

Down With Everything
Review _____________

And So Forth ___

Clip this Ballot and mail it with $2.00 to
80th Division Veterans Association, 915 Bes-
semer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa., for a year’s sub-
scription to “SERVICE MAGAZINE.”
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This Magazine is not published for proﬁt—it is intended to serve thos=s
who served in the great World War. It's Staff is limited. They knock off
a few days every month to get out the magazine. Sometimes other duties
interfere and the Magazine is late getting to you. We ask your patience at
such times. Owing to Reunion activities and getting out our Annuel Yearly
Letter to every Blue-Ridger on our mailing list, (there are twenty-five
thousand at this time) we have been compelled to consolidate the May and
June issues into one number. We have made every effort to give double

, value and we anticipate that you will be satisfied. Don’t forget Charles-
ton, W. Va., 1922.
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In the Foot Prints of the 80th Division

Editors Note—This article by Mr. Rag-
ner, formerly sergeant 8oth Div. A. E. F.,
s reprinted in  “SERVICE  MAacAaziNg”
through the courtesy of the McKeesport,
Pa., “Daily News."”

Saulty? Who can ever forget Saulty?
It 1s only an insignificant village of 700
souls in the Department of Pas des Calais,
but it is filled with memories,
both poignant and pleasurable,
for the soldiers who were bil-
leted there in 1918. Both regi-
ments of the 160th infantry
brigade were stationed there
one time or another, and Gen-
eral Brett had his headquarters
for a day or two in its mag-
nificent chateau. It was there
that we first saw the observa-
tion, balloons hanging like
black clouds against the sky;
it was there we first heard the
roar of the guns as they thun-
dered away at the Boche; it
was there we marched away,
one Sunday evening in August
of 1918, to the trenches, sing-
ing joyfully, “It's a long way
to Berlin, but we’ll get there.”
And when we returned, some
of our buddies were no longer
with us, and one of them was
my pal, John Howard Snyder,
I visited the very
spot where I bade him good-
bye, just two days before his
death. I entered the old
church, built in the seventeenth
century, where I had attended
vespers one night with a
Catholic friend. T visited the
field which was once a network
of trenches, prepared for us by
the British, to be used in case
the Germans should break
through the lines in their dash
for the channel ports. But
only traces of the trenches re-
main; peace has settled over
this beautiful landscape, and
the peasant still prays at the
Shrine of the Madonna, happy
that the fear of Prus:
sian invasion has been
removed, af least tem-
porarily. T stood on the :
square where the British Y. M. C. A. had
once been situated, where we could pur-
chase limited quantities of English cake
and Swiss chocolate, and I thought of the
Sunday when the Anglican chaplain held
a service there, and how I went to com-
munion with an Episcopal friend, in de-
fiance of  all ecclesiastical law. And my
thoughts went back to the salt-less and

of Irwin.

By Bernhard Ragner

pepper-less meals we suffered in this old
French village, meals provocative of pro-
fanity and-disgust. But salt is as plentful
in Saulty as wine today.

It was not the war-time Saulty I found.
The Saulty of 1918 was grim, sombre and
vnattractive, Peace has worked a wonder-
ful transformation; the white-wash fac-
tories are again in operation, for most of

“THE PARTING, 1917

By Gro. T. FLEMING

Now that the carnage is ended,

Noaw that the wictory is won,

We wictors with cheers are attended,

On our deeds rests the werdict, “Well done.”
Ewver as thoughts Jomeward wandered,
Mingled one that has cheered all the while,
Dear Mother— ’tis this—

T hat with your last kiss

You sent me away with a smile.

More wivid each day seemed our parting

The farewell that started a tear;

The scemes *round the train at the starting
Would again and again reappear.

Though sobs, cheers and music commingled—
You silently stood through the trial,

Yet on your dear face,

You showed not a trace

Of sadness, because of your smile.

I remember the tears and the sobbing,
Most prevalent in the wast throng

As if our going was robbing

Some homes by a chastening wrong—
I recall those mothers unawilling,

Who clung to their boys in the aisle
Who departed more sad,

(Though they could not be glad)

For want of a mother’s warm smile.

May, 1919.°

e

the houses were attired in robes of white,
that is, they gloried in a new coat of paint.
Evidences of American occupation still re-
main. I found at least six signs conveying
the highly important information that a
“Manure Dump” was located thus and so.
Signs directing the troops to the public
incinerator were also as numerous. And
the Town Majors (British or American)

would be perfectly at home, for their signs
still @ linger, “2 Officers.. 20 Men:! ‘The
house bombed by German aviators one
night we were there has been re-built, more
beautiful than ever. But, every house is
no longer an estaminet. Selling wine is
not so profitable when only Frenchmen
come to buy. In all fairness, it must be
noted that they don’t sell it to the Ameri-

can visitor. No; they give it

away. They compel you. to

' drink; they almost pour it
"‘ down your throat. You begin
in clegant (?) French to tell
them that you were a soldat
Americain during the war; im-
mediately the wine bottle
comes from its hiding place,
and if you are a prohibitionist,
you have a difficult problgm;
you must either break with
your convictions or break their
hearts. The chances are you
will break your
for the wine is light, and the
church-folks back home aren’t
going to learn about it any-
how, and before the evening is
over, a few glasses have been
drained to “La France,” and
“IAmerique,” and “La Gloire
de I'Armee Americaine.” (I
can hear some Blue Ridge man
muttering, “It's a pity they
weren’t so liberal with their
wine in 1918.")

And what a sensation the
returned soldier
creates when he visits Saulty,
or any other small village near
thie frent! .As ‘sopit as 1
alighted from the train, I was
the center of curious, inquisi-
tive eyes. The kids gazed in
wonder at this unique creature

convictions,

American

attired so strangely. The wo-
men asked, (I overheard
them), “Who 1is he?” The
men looked me over and

thought, “Well, he doesn’t look
dangerous.” And if ever a
man was “bon jour’-ed and
“Monsieur”-ed, I was. Every-
where 1 was greeted
with  “Good  evening,
sir,” in  its different
French equivalents, and
when I explained that I was an American
soldier, the news spread like wild-fire, and
the children left their play to inspect
I’Americain. No hotel in Saulty, but I
easily found comfortable quarters and was
hospitably entertained in the village board-
ing house. I dined with the family of
Madame Boulogne, and when 1 left, the
price she charged me was so reasonable, so
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different from tlie prices demanded in
Paris, that T almost fainted from the shock.
I am sure a Parisian hotel proprietor would
have been in favor of sending Madame to
the insane asylum, for daring to give such
a small bill to an American. And Madame
had two daughters, strong, athletic, friend-
ly, and one of them, Augustina, has been
corresponding with an American soldier
from Johnstown,—an Italian by birth, and
a cook by trade, and a member of the
80th division. Did I know him? Did I
think he was coming back to France?
Should I meet him would I be amiable
enough to tell him Augustina is waiting?
(I omit his name for this little episode
might get him into trouble with his wife.)

With uncovered head I was regarding
the place where I had said goodbye to
Snyder, when a French woman appeared
on the scene. [ introduced myself. I had
slept only a few feet away from the place
where we were standing. That was the
distance to her home. “Perhaps you slept
at our house,” she exclaimed. “You were
an officer, were you not. A captain, per-
haps?” Blessings on her old gray head,
I always knew that I should have been an
officer—ho!! hum!! yet everybody alse
was ignorant of the fact. But the simple
French woman had intuitively arrived at
the great truth which the American gov-
ernment had so ignominiously missed!!
I had to ’fess up; that I had been only
a sergeant, but that in all probability some
of my company officers had been billeted
with her. 1 described the officers, men-
tioned their names, and found it was so.
Consequently I must go to her home: a
bottle of wine must be opened; the entire
family must be introduced to me. Yes,
times had changed since the war; the
family of refugees had returned home; the
daughter was married ; no, not to the Greek
cook with the philosophic name of Socrates,
but to a Frenchman. I remarked that
French bread, (model 1922) was a great
improvement over model 1918 and she
wanted to give me several loaves. I de-
clined with thanks. At this moment,
dancing, Henriette, a grand-
daughter, floated in on the scene, and Ma-
dame Froment told how the big, fat, Amer-
ican cook had given army bread to the
child, and how Henriette had grown into a
healthy, normal child, as the result of the
kindness of this unknown cook of the
American army. May the Bon Dieu be
kind to this cook, wherever he may be, she
added piously. (If we had known, in 1918,
that any cook was giving American food
to French families, we would have sent
him to the infernal regions, for in those
days the ration wasn't super-abundant.)

But hark! A bugle is sounding. The
well-known melody of “Taps” floats out on
the night air.” Have I been dreaming all

prancing,

. to confirm?

this?
in Saulty, to discover that tomorrow we
enter the trenches once more? Madame
reassures'me; the young men of the village
have organized a bugle corpsy they hold
nightly rehearsals, for they expect to par-
ticipate in the ceremonies when Saulty’s
memorial to her: soldier dead is to be ded-
icated.

Am I going to wake up, in my tent

In his way, my two days in this French
village were spent. T did not find brilliancy
of intellect, but I found kindness of heart.
I did not discover great riches, but I found
happiness and contentment. [ found not
comprehension of international politics but
1 did find ardent friendship for the Ameri-
can people. I found inexpressible joy that
the war was over, but mingled with it a
fear that Germany would attack again.
Superficial olservers, who spend a week or
two in Paris, return to America and report
that the French are frivolous, pleasure-lov-
ing and lacking in the serious attributes of
character. But this is not so. The real
France is not Pariss the real France is in
these thousands of villages, filled with in-
dustrious, thrifty and God-fearing people.
Far from the madding crowd of Paris, un-
touched by the ignoble strife of industrial
centers or political feuds,—

Along the cool, sequestered vale of life

They keep the noiseless tenor of their

way.

It was they who furnished the poilus that
kept the Hun at bay during two and a
half years bhefore youthful America en-
tered the conflict; they sow the grain and
harvest the wheat that feeds France; they
go piously to the mass on Sunday and lis-
ten respectfully to the exhortations of the
village priest; they provide the man-power,
which in turn produces the money, neces-
sary for the establishment of government,
the encouragement of art and science and
literature. In their hearts there is no lust
for power, no exaggerated ambitions, no
hankering for the unattainable. Having
peace, and work, a humble home, something
to eat and drink and wear, they are content.
May it not be said that they are rich, since
they make their wants few?

They have great admiration for the great
republic beyond the seas. They are grate-
ful for America’s contribution to the allied
victory. And since Saulty was only a few
miles from the front-line, since it was de-
fended several months by American sol-
diers, their gratitude to the man who wore
the khaki is both beautiful and impressive.
But why didn’t America ratify the treaty of
Versailles? Why did President Wilson ne-
gotiate a treaty which the senate refused
The American forthwith be-
gins to show his mastery of United States
constitutional law, and when he has ex-
plained the division of powers, the theory

of checks' and balances, thinking he has -

made it as clear as cr¥s r es he
has failed. They do met smfersiznd, but
they feel intuitively 1
friend, and they are Lz
Whereupon the convers ges
prohibition. Is it true
liquor has been prohit:
Yes. And beer too? Yes
idiotic, is it not? A Etile wim
then, in modest quar
Not being strong on Scriptmre. they do no
quote St. Paul’s advice to Timethy about
a little wine for the stomack’s sske. Of
course, to prohibit cc 3 3
well, that’s not so
man ought to be
Still to abolish win
foolish, ridiculous,
the American atter
American saloon is
French estaminet,
his wife or his sis
a saloon, as the F hman 1 e her
to a cafe, that the

ed in

politics, was freque: vice,
steeped in corruption uraged
the violation of law T : which
the American people r con-
stiutional channels, nce of
death upon liquor. your

nose to spite your fa
nate the bad cafes and
Frenchman begins to

of comprehension of
bition viewpoint, and t
“The Good God made
we should use it; shoul
sciously, unknowingly, he i
argument which O
couched in immortal ve
some seven hundred years 2
Why be this Juice the growtt
dare

refore,
Uncon-
ting the

same

Blaspheme the twisted tendril
A Blessing, we should use it,
not?
And if a Curse—why, then, who set it
there?

I found the narrow-gauge
(operated by the British) which to
the trenches, and I followed it
minus. I visited Beaumetz, Rivi
sart, and I saw Blairville in the
Regretably, 1 did not have time o -
And what a change has been acc
here! In 1918, these villages were inhab-
ited only by rats; today, the entire
population has returned, and
hope are gone. In each of
church has been rebuilt, many

while the rest of the popula in
barracks, or temporary hor in
dug-outs. How cold it mut been
last winter! What incom s and
what sufferings they must ve endured!
What a colossal task still remains before

(Continued on page 19)
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“Springtime in the Le Mans Area”

Some More Mixing of Fact in Fiction

Note—This article is reprinted for the
benefit of the readers of “Skrvice” by
special  permisston of the “Stars and
Stripes” and the author.

Speaking of thrills, we had enough to
satisfy the most adventurous, I guess from
the moment we lamped the green slopes
overlooking the harbor at Brest until a
certain afternoon, one year later, when the
little old “Maui” slipped into Hampton
Roads and coquettishly signaled “Bon jour,
Amerique!” There was a period during
that interval when the “big moments” be-
came so common and so bewilderingly in-
terwoven with the drab of routine that we
were “fed up” on them, I should say.

Our own particular “heart-breaker” was
not scheduled to arrive until some six
It happened not
amid the feverish, hectic life of training
camp, nor as we blinked our eyes and
gazed, perhaps for the last time, upon the
stately profile of “Miss Liberty.” Neither
did it come when we first glimpsed the
beckoning shores of warring France, nor a
few months later, when we were introduced
to the screaming groans of “H. E.” and
tasted of the wrath of hell. No, buddy, the
“big moment” didn’t come as we unexpect-
edly learned that a most obliging Armistice
had intervened to halt the seemingly end-
less round of “up and back again,” nor as
our straining gaze visioned the low-lying
sand dunes of the Virginia coast one sum-
mer afternoon just as we were about to
decide they had ceased to exist.

months later, however.

No, “it” came one May day in a petit
village in the Le Mans Embarkation Area.
Here, we were destined to receive the thrill
that caused our blood to quicken as it had
never known since that red-letter day when
we recklessly donned an awkward-fitting
suit of olive-drab and joined in the chant
of “Where do we go from here?”

Perhaps we may have been foolish—but
what of it? The trait somehow appears
to have been characteristic of us Americans
a few short years ago. You, who have
sat in the bleachers at the Polo Grounds
on a hot and noisy, vibrant afternoon to-
‘ward the end of the season, when your
idols were opposing their most formidable
rivals, were bitterly clashing in a most
important series with the score 2-2 and
two outs in the second half of the ninth,
and you were pleading and exhorting by
all the shades of your sainted grandmother
for the guy at the bat to “lose ’er”—you
have known the thrill! You have ex-
perienced one of the most delirious uo-

By Russell L. Stultz

ments that present existence is capable of
“dishing out” to you.
TIME HUNG HEAVY.

So, just imagine vyoursell some three
thousand-odd miles from the scenes of
your old haunts, with the Armistice signed
and sealed and Jerry safely back to his
unwilling
with the important details of Laguerre finie

" satisfactorily to yourself, with the mystery ;

of spring surging and pulsing in your veins

THE IDEALIST

He who thinks deeply, only be-
comes the more unhappy.

Saddened with the dark misery of
the world, )

He becomes the melancholy victim
of his own thoughts.

If young in years, he foolishly at-
tempts to reform the world;

Striving with the holy zeal of the
prophet

To pull the rest of mankind up by
the hair of the head,

Which year by year breaks him up-
on the Rack

Of human hatred and greed; of

stark animalism and lust;
petty jealousies and brutish
passions of man.

It is only when broken in spirit;
old and ailing in years;

That he realizes that all life is a
failure,

And that he who struggles to raise
the rabble up from the mire,

Finds himself pulled down to their
level in time.

Humanity has no desire to be up-

lifted.

progress comes only from

those pushing upward from

below;

Not from the fanatical spirit or jew-
eled hand reaching down
from above.

Ideals, beautiful in the beginning,

Become but the cross that crucifies
the dreams in the end.

LYLE DAVID.

The

True

and you impatiently “marking time” and
defiantly yelling “Let’s go!”

The time hung heavily in those days,
for all the incessant routine, all the hourly
inspections—and fitful visions by night of
still others to follow—and not even the
strident, ever-present rasp of “Fall out!
fall in!” was always able to relieve the
growing monotony of our waking moments.
Until a history-making Sunday in early
May, apprehension of the elusive, chal-
lenging cootie had marked the acme of
adventure during a month’s enforced so-
journ while systematically preparing for

rendezvous across the Rhine,

that mytsic hour of departure for a port
of embarkation. Of course, deadly
sport had a fixed and assured measure of
excitement, but even a full month of
cootie-killing in the Le Mans Area had
become slightly stale and had satisfied the
most predatory of our galaxy of blood-
thirsty males, for even the most exciting
round of “shirt-reading” become
deadly tedious without occasional variety
to encourage the chase.

this

will

High command, in its all-fatherly super-
vision of our 24 hours per day, had ap-
parently provided for everything, every-
thing save human interest, and this absent
commodity we had to seek for ourselves.
And, seeking, we speedily located it—the
illusive horse-hide covered -sphere which
you so devoutly prayed would be “lost”
supplied the “missing link.” Yes, as usual
wherever youthful specimens of the genus
American foregather, baseball turned the
trick. All felt sufficiently surfeited to
abandon his wholly justified lust, for some
of the spice that vengeance and blood-prey-
ing cooties had failed to furnish.

MUST MAKE GOOD.

So, with the first vague whisperings of
spring, normal masculine instincts pro-
ceeded to prevail, to the utter confusion of
American Embarkation Center mandates,
and we forthwith organized the best ta-
lent in the regiment for the approaching
fray. Miraculously, our plans
proved promising enough to win the re-
luctant concession of an occasional after-
noon free from the entanglement of red
tape, though not without a remindful warn-
ing that we must “make good.” And we
must have, with a fairly satisfactory de-
gree of assurance, for we
disturbed after that.

Fach of the three battalions produced a
galaxy of diamond “stars,” advisers and
admirers which, for enthusiasm would have
reflected credit upon many a spring-train-
ing array of talent. But three teams, how-
ever exuberant, were not sufficient—
nothing short of a “regular series” would
suffice, we must have another nine to in-
augurate the four-cornered contest. Some-
one had a Heaven-sent inspiration—that
Fourth Battalion aggregation must come
excuse for having a machine-gun outfit, a
bunch of “mule-skinners” in the supply
company, that snobby crowd at headquar-
ters, those impossible medicos, if not to
afford diversion and entertainment as well
as service and grub in the hour of need?
Well, they banded together, some willingly
enough and others grumblingly, under
pressure of orders, for all their traditional

initial

were rarely
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“Springtime in the Le Mans Area” .

animosities. You may ridicule their com-
posite personnel, but I'm telling you they
almost proved our destruction before a
certain diamond epic became history.

Everything started just as it should have
gone; the first day’s scores showed the
standing of the battalions in their military
order—one, two, three, four—but on the
second, things, unpleasant things, unex-
pectedly began to happen. The guiding
genius of the cosmopolitan fourth had un-
earthed an unknown southpaw from among
the transport drivers who knew more
about the slants of a horse-hide grenade
than he did about mule-epidermis, and he
nonchalantly proceeded to prove it to our
complete, if reluctant satisfaction. That
day, the Fourth Battalion tied with the
First for the place of honor on company
bulletin-boards, which now served a dual
purpose. On through the week the tale
was the same—the Fourth Battalion “find”
was proving disconcertingly invincible. On
Saturday afternoon, our own smug Second
Battalion nine, which had begun the week
with jeering confidence, awoke to discover
itself resting snugly in the “cellar.”

A COUNCIL OF WAR.

A council of war summarily convened,
took note of its rival’s triumphant progress
from the security of its own dugout posi-
tion, loudly decreed that “something must
be done” and straightway proceeded to
obey its dictum by naming a new man to
guide our rather precarious fortunes to
victory and glory.

Among our post-armistice replacements
had been a most Kansan of Kansas ser-
geants from the 89th Division, known to
all since the day of his arrival as “Heavy.”
Under pressure, he admitted that he knew
“a little something about the game,” and

we, imbibing much-needed courage from

his bulk, quickly relegated to him the man-
agerial reins. Subsequent events demon-
strated that our blind confidence had not
been misplaced, likewise that “Heavy” was
extremely modest in rating his attainments.
We almost regretted the reckless decision,
however, as he calmly went about sal-
vaging our erstwhile “stars” and substitu-
ting new and unknown material, blissfully
oblivious to the growing murmur of pro-
test against such high-handed tactics.

We were fearful, but hopeful, until all
our forebodings, vanished with Monday’s
battle. “Heavy” and his rejuvenated Sec-
ond Battalion came back with an impetus
that restored early confidence and returned
us victors—for the day, at least. The next
day’s game, however, would provide the
acid test, since we were scheduled to face
the boastful, despised Fourth. As the
smoke of the conflict cleared away, so had
their vaunted superiority disappeared and
we proudly surveyed the debris. Two

wins in succession! A third would tie the
standing, and—well, we dared n
ourselves conjecture over the sig
of a fourth straight victory. .But i
lowed, in regular sequence, and we p
at the top of the ladder in a fighting
ultant mood.

Under “Heavy’s” infallible ¢
Second Battalion baseball history
Le Mans Area calmly went about the
ness of repeating itself. The imposs
transpired—four more victories bore
quent testimony to the four periods of
vincible “artist” of the Fourth -Battalio
had been solved, was now resting in

allow

i

%nominy with his fellows at the bottom of

the “dugout” from which we had so re-
cently emerged. Eight uninterrupted con-
quests had won for us the Regimental
guidon, yet it must be withheld until vet
another win was recorded ere we could
possess it unchallenged and in peace. Still
jealous of our hard-earned _laurels, the
best of three whipped, but defiant, batta-
lions invited a final test of championship
before they were willing to concede us the
crown of glory. Nothing loth, their battle-
cry was eagerly acepted—“Let ’em come,
if they wantta be licked all over again!”

THE DATE SET.

The classic was set for Sunday after-
noon, when all, from C. O. to K. P. would
be free to forget his private grievance and
view history in the making. No pennant-
deciding clash between major leaguers
could have been fraught with more intense
interest over the outcome, for feeling ran
quite as high as batalion traditions and
slender funds of francs would permit. No
turn-out for a final (?) inspection had
ever scored higher in percentage-—our own
battalion was en bloc, while scores had been
attracted from the others and the curious
among the natives flanked the surging mob
of olive-drab.

The preliminaries were speedily arranged,
for the temper of the crowd would brook
no wrangling lor delay—there were no
neutrals, they were either for or against
us. To the thrilling strains of martial
music from a band that had condescended
to honor the occasion (for Regimental
mandates in these S. O. S. days were still
all-powerful), our idols, our pride, our all,
marched onto the field; no battle-scarred
veterans ever received more of homage.
Tt was a queer setting, that low-lying mea-
dow bordering a French village untold
centuries old where we little-understood
Americans had suddenly precipitated our-
selves and were now violating the prosaic
environment of crumbling stone houses,
clattering wooden shoes and deceptive vin
blanc, “Ah, oui, oui, les soldats Ameri-
cains! tres bomn, but verra foolish, you
know.” Sadly enough, our voluble, ex-

citable Latin ally rarely comprehended the
American’s native proclivities toward phy-
sical play and exercise; they strived hard
enough to understand, and weére usually

sympathetic, but the general consensus of
inion among our puzzled audiences in-
d to the firm belief that we were at
s just plainly “craze in the head.”

Things began to happen in the very first

—the rapid course of events per-
ibly subdued our blind optimism ; some-
all was not quite well with our con-
gladiators today. True, there had
1 1o scoroing, but only a mighty deli-
decision in our favor by the Sam-
Browned “ump” had proven salvation. Oh,
I, 'twas merely a case of nerves re-
: irom the swollen crowd. Succeeding
s, however, brought realization that
was no down-cast, badly mauled ag-
ation opposing us, but the pick of them

all suddenly become acutely dangerou
through a mighty determination to have re-
e. They were out for blood! The

1th that deluded eyes had at first refused
to perceive was acknowledged and we set-
tled down with a grim resolve to win.
Despite the tightening of belts about alum-
fed bellies, however, an unpardonable in-
field blunder in the fifth inning netted our
antagonists two runs. The mingled chorus
of soulful groans and frantic jeers poign-
antly reminded us that things did look a
bit dark. Still, it was utterly preposterous
to dare dwell upon the possibility of defeat.
Why, every guy facing us, from the “shave-
tail” holding down the midway sack to

Sgr

I

" the major-doctor’s “dog-robber” in right

field, had tasted the powder of our jab
many the time before and by all the shades
of Jerry the heterogeneous crew would
feel its punch again today!

The scoring halted quite as abruptly as
it had commenced; on through the sixth,
the fickle seventh and the eighth, our “all-
star” foes barely held their own, but that
was enough, and more, for our peace of
mind. The ninth inning arrived, and with
it a tension that caused recolleciions of
“zero hour” to pale into insignificance. The
first half already gone and all well, all
save that looming score: “2-0.” But this
was our inning, and they would have j
cause to remember the little old
Battalion for many a day. It
fully difficult, however, to absorb
fidence which we strove to r
single over third was an auspic
anyway, and there were more wt
came from. Oh, mother of A\l
you see that poor boob allow h
rocked to sleep on first! “To the
with him!” the murderous chant
be drowned in the raucous taunis
enemy.

The next man up—a fearful sigh es-

(Continued on page 27)
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What is Wrong With America

The Situation

We have the greatest natural resources
of any country in the world. We have the
most energetic, intelligent and resourceful
people. In spite of this, we have a great
deal of discontent, want and misery. We
claim, and rightly, that the United States
of America is a great success but some-
thing is wrong in our business world. Put
briefly, the principal thing wrong is that
there is too much difference between what
the producer gets and what the consumer
pays. If this can be cut down, we shall
have more for the efforts we make. This
will encourage us to increase our efforts
because we shall reap more fully the re-
sult of our efforts. At present, fruit grow-
ers and farmers have difficulty in obtain-
ing high enough prices for their products
to pay for their expenses in raising them,
and sometimes apples rot in the orchards
for want of a buyer. Yet we consumers
have to pay about five cents a piece for
apples, peaches and pears in the markets.
Many cases might be cited where the con-
sumer pays many times the price that the
producer gets. There are several contribu-
ting causes. It is our purpose here, to
consider only one,

Transportation Problems

The greatest menace to our success when
we entered the World Was was the possi-
bility that Transportation Facilities on the
ocean and in France would not be adequate
for placing an effective fighting force of
sufficient size at the front. In France we
had a G4 Section of the General Staff to
regulate and co-ordinate the operation of
all transportation facilities. Standard Gauge
railways, waterways, narrow gauge rail-
ways and highways all had to be utilized to
the best advantage or all our potential pow-
er might be for naught. All were brought
into co-ordination and we were able to
place an effective force at the front much
sooner and with greater efficiency than the
best informed dared hope in 1917.

What we did in War under the pressure
of dire necessity, we now need to do in
Peace.

Transportation by rail, by water and by
highway must be co-ordinated. At present,
instead of co-operation, we have destruc-
tive conflict.and the producer and consumer
suffer. Transportation costs too much and
goods are not delivered at the point of
destination promptly. Considering the speed
at which railroad trains, steamboats and
trucks move, why cannot freight be de-
livered anywhere within a radius of 100
miles in 24 hours from time of shipment?
Goods should move by that method of
transportation which is most appropriate
and cheapest.” X

By Maj. J. Franklin Bell

Examples

Three quarters of a century ago, Cass
organized.a carrying trade over the Alle-
ghenies by wagon, and along the Mononga-
hela by boat, and founded the Adams Ex-
press Service between Baltimore and Pitts-
burgh. Later he consolidated some small
inefficient railways into the Pittsburgh, Ft.
Wayne, and Chicago Railroad and made
them profitable. Army quartermasters, by
buying in large quantities, and delivering
to consumers direct, cut the cost of admin-
istration (or overhead) and eliminated the
expenses of the middleman. The U. S.
Steel Corporation brings into coordination

the various transportation facilities which
serve its gigantic industrial works along
the Monongahela River and cuts the costs
of transportation and handling to a mini-
mum. Coal is transported on the river for
from $.003 to $.006 per ton mile. Terminals
are provided to handle coal and other
freight rapidly and cheaply. Transfer
points are established as needed so that
river, rail and truck transport may be used
to best advantage.

Coordination of our transportation facil-
ities should and can be brought about with-
out restoring to government ownership. A
means will be found when Public Opinion
demands it and demands it insistently.

S PR e

By Cornelius C. Vermeule

Being an ex-soldier nowadays seems to
be a doubtful honor. During the recent
airing of the so-called “Bonus Question”—
is suspiciously quiet at present—one felt
almost like a sort of a bunco steerer or
confidence man under the attacks of such
journals as Frank Munsey’s New York
Herald.

It was a popular indoor sport for Cham-
bers of Commerce and Rotary Clubs and
other forms of Organised Bellyaches to
gather and verbally knock hell out of the
old soldier. “Bonus Raider,” “Khaki Pro-
fiteer,” “T'ax Bandit” were common forms
of identifying the lad who gave a couple
of the best years of his life, and whose
buddies gave that precious life itself in
order that Chambers of Commerce might
not be paying right now a fine fat Bonus
to the Jerry Government.

In my own home town not so long ago,
some pot-gutted old patriot (?), named
Allen, wrote to the papers with the re-
markable theory that if the ex-soldier be
granted compensation we must also grant a
bonus to those who stayed at home and
bought Liberty Bonds and contributed to
the Y. M. C. A. and Red Cross. You no-
tice that most of the griping comes from
some egg with an overhanging stomach
well lined with steak and mushrooms and
a big box full of bonds at the safe-deposit,
not Liberties but Industrials- yielding from
seven to twenty percent. g

After all doesn’t the whole matter boil
down to the question: DOES THE
COUNTRY OWE A DEBT TO ITS
RETURNED . SERVICE MEN? TI've put
that up to a whole lot of business men
down here in my area and they invariably

answer, “YES.” Which is the harder job,
mopping up the Argonne at a dollar a day
or rivetting up a ship in the well known
U. S. A. at twelve bucks per?

Well, what about debts? Is it considered
good form to pay ’em or is it quite the
thing to disregard their existence. Which
does Mister Moise, the passionate orator
of the Pittsburgh Chamber of Commerce
do about his debts?

One of the hackneyed and favorite ar-
guments against any form of adjusted
compensation is that it will hurt “business”
—that great shrine at which all Chambers
of Commerce worship. Personally I do
not believe that it would, but does any
business man fail to pay a debt just be-
cause it will “hurt his business?” How
long could you stall off the grocer or the
landlord with a line like this: “Yes, old
man, I owe it to you all right but I'm not
going to pay you because it will hurt my
business too much.”

The man with the fur overcoat and the
Rolls-Royce likes to put his thumbs in the
armholes of his vest, shift his teeth on the
end of his Corona Corona and say, “Well,
what’s the use of paying these young fel-
las a damn cent? If we did they would only
blow it in on one big bust.” You and I
know that is not true and never would be
true in ninety-nine cases out of every
hundred but isn’t it a rotten argument?
Suppose the grocer sued me for a bill of
two hundred dollars and I sat up on my
hind legs and told the jury about as fol-
lows: “Yes, I admit T owe this man two
hundred dollars but I will not pay it for
this reason—he plays poker and I am afraid

(Continwed on page 28)



10 THE SERVICE MAGAZINE By mad Toincs 1020

Carrying On in Egypt

A Short Article by the Former Editor of this Magazine and the Camp

Lee Bayonet on what the American Mission is Doing and
Hopes to do. A Glimpse of Life in Far Off Cairo and

SYPT needs 180 young American
)lmen and women, for whom work
b lis waiting in 35 large and small
cities along the Nile. Of these
young people, 100 must come from
the Tri-State district—Pennsyl-
vania, Ohio and West Virginia—if the
heart of United Presbyterianism is to sup-
ply its quota of the reinforcements sought
by the American Mission in Egypt, which,
with its hospitals, schools, colleges and
general evangelistic work is the greatest
American enterprise in the Land of the
Pyramids.

The most acute need is for ministers,
but because of the present great expansion
of mission activities, because of an unus-
ually large building program, and because
of the growing requirements of the mis-
sion, due to augmented personnel, many
other classes of workers are in demand.

Laymen are needed as architects, as edu-
cationists, as business men. Women are
ueeded as evangelists, as teachers, as di-
rectors of girls’ boarding schools, and as
instructors in kindergarten methods, in
music and in domestic science. In fact,
all kinds of qualified ‘Jlaymen, including
“laywomen,” are in demand. Thirty gen-
erally is the age limit.

Never before has it been possible for
the mission to offer such interesting work
to such large numbers. Now, however,
high school and college students may reg-
ister their names, with the hope that upon
completion of their education they will be
sent immediately to one of the most inter-
esting countries on the globe.

Throughout the Nile Valley the Ameri-
can Mission institutions, reaching the poor,
the -middle class and the wealthy, have a
high standard. This is maintained by re-
quiring candidates for appointment to meet
certain standards, educationally and other-
wise. For example, a college education is
essential generally. Applications are hand-
led by the Rev.,Dr. W. B. Anderson, 200
North Fifteenth street, Philadelphia.

Once accepted, the new worker goes out
as a teacher for three years, or as a regular
missionary—with much wider opportuni-
ties—for seven years, taking all his belong-
ings with him. When he (or she) debarks
at Port Said or Alexandria, after a voy-
age of nearly three weeks, mission friends
are waiting to see the new arrival, through
the mob of gowned and turbaned porters,

Alexandria

By Dwight H. Fee

BUDDY

By R. W. Langley

Buddy, you're gone

We ain’t forgot yuh

Them as never seen yuh
Come from far and near i
To see you safely laid away.

And | seen tears come

From the eyes of a regl'ar
'Cause he was with yuh

He ain’t forgot.

He saw the Boxer

And the border

And helped avenge the Maine.
‘N’ went around the world

‘N’ you was a rooky side a him,

But he bawled.

I saw the flag

And you was tucked away

In old O. D.

And I thought of a thousand things

You went through.

Then the preacher started sayin’
som’thin’ "bout yuh.

And I knew as he didn’t

And wouldn't say

All the good 'bout yuh.

He said yuh braved the foe
And gave your all,

To the country yuh loved,
But he didn’t know

‘Bout Jimmy's canteen

As leaked, 'member?

And yuh crawled out

And gave him the mud
As was left in your own.
And 'member how he came to
And after yuh flopped,
He drugged yuh in

And how we cheered?

No, yuh don’t 'member

'Cause yuh was gone.

The gas creeped under your mask.
And prob’ly 'cause o’ that

Yuh goin’ west now.

I heerd the bugle soundin’ taps

And it never sounded to me

Like it did then. -

And | 'member many nights

As you was tired, and taps blew

And you was glad.

And | kinda figgered, buddie,

"At this time you was glad

And when taps answered over the

hill

I couldn’t say | ever prayed

But I said, ““God bless yuh, buddy,
We ain’t furgut yuhl!

to a comfortable train for the five-hour
ride to Cairo. More mission folks are at
the station to welcome the newcomers, and
an  American home—with an American
meal—offers hospitality.

The short term teacher is sent to his
station—perhaps in Alexandria, with its
four-story stone building on a main busi-
ness street; perhaps to Assiut, with its
group of modern college buildings, where
700 young men are enrolled. Or the teach-
er may stay in Cairo where every day mor
than 2,000 pupils are in mission schools,
including a girls’ college. A knowledge
of- Arabic is not necessary, as the teaching
is done in English.

With the seven-year folk it is different.
Some of them are young women who a few
years later may be in charge of a girls’
boarding school, with 200 or 300 pupils, in
a town where there are few English speak-
ing people. They and the young ministers,
as well as the ministers’ wives, start at
once to study Arabic, mission methods and
Mohammedanism. While attending “school”
in Cairo the young women may live
together in a large building, oncé the
home of a pasha, standing in an enclosed
garden. The young minister and his wife
will live with a mission family until they
learn some Arabic and then they will go to
housekeeping for themselves, moving into
an apartment much like one in which they
would live in America.

In the summer, the heat chases the mis-
sion workers to Alexandria where they live
near the beach. A trip to the hills of
Palestine or Syria is possible. In a year or
two the new missionaries are assigned to
their work. The young woman may re-
main in Cairo, engaged in school work or
supervising Bible women, or she may be
sent to one of the 10 other large towns
where the mission has stations, to conduct
similar work under the eye of an older
missionary until she has learned the
methods.

The minister and his wife may be sent
to a large town, there to make their home,
to preach, to supervise and work with
Egyptian evangelists in the town itself and
in the scores of villages nearby, which they
visit afoot, by donkey, bicycle or motor.
Later they may be assigned to one of the
mission’s three houseboats on the Nile so
that they may visit and preach in the towns

(82 260d 1o ponwrjuor))
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WHO WON THE WAR?

By Henry R. Curry

A Croix de Guerre for the Grenadier,

With a D. S. C. to the Colonel’s man.
We sing the praise of the Engineer,

And none can fight like our Doughboy can.
The Flying Corps too gets its share;

We honor the men at the barrage gun.
Somehow we forget that the old gray mare

And “Mercury’”’ shared in the battles won.

"Tis a Croix de Guerre for the soldier man,
Who fought in defense of his native lard,
Or a D. 8. C. for El Capitan,
Who led his men to a gallant stand.
But what of the “‘Buddies” who took the air;
Who rested not till their work was done?
Though gas and shells were everywhere,

They did their bit in our battles won.

A Hall of Fame for the Army Chief,

While the old bay mare just passes on;

A bonus bill for the soldier’s grief,

A roost for the bird to pine upon.

But why distinction tween man and beast,
Or the bird that faces the hostile gun?
Each does his duty to say the least,

And spends his life till the battle’'s won.

“MERCURY”

Veteran of the Argonne
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*OUR MAG”---By the Office Boy

Gee whiz, youse ort-
er see the stacks uv
letters we gotta git out
and we just got thru
with checking up all
our records and trying

to get youse live mem-~

separated from the dead omes. I

bers
mean the ones what we have addresses uv
seperated from the ones what we aint got
no addresses fur. Well, we no sooner gits
that done when the boss springs this an-
nual stuff about the yearly dues notice and

Reunion announcement to all members.
Gosh, and there are over twenty-five thou-
sand to be addressed, folded, mailed,
counted, zoned and a few other things. So
the boss says that as we are so fur behind
in our gittin’ out our Mag. that he is just
consolidatin’ ‘the May and June number,
thereby savin’ a lot of time, trouble, work
and some jack. Of course we don’t need
to save any jack around hear cause this
association jest runs itself without any
dues being paid by members. If you don’t
believe it jest stop payin’ your subscription
and see how long the printer will print this
old fly paper fur nothin.

Well, as T wuz sayin’: we gotta hole lot
uv work to git these 25 thousand notices
out and no foolin. An me jest gittin my
radio set workin so’s I kin hear New York
and Chicago, and Skinektudy and some
more sick stations. Gosh! I wish youse
guys ud pay up every year without us haft-
ing to done you like we do.

Oh! I almost fergot to tell you about
the swell shindig the Exilliry pulled off at
the Hotel Chatham roof garden on the 8-
teenth. Col. Coches wuz hear and so wuz
Congressman Porter and a lot uv other big
Guys from the Army, guess they wuz try-
in to pull some more Blue-Ridgers back
into the Service but frum what I can learn
hear at Head Q. the most uv them say
U. S. N. A. means “Understand Never
Again.” Well they tried to git Judge Foster
and the Boss to promise to be Sargint, Ma-
jor’s er something like that in the next
war but I don’t think they succeeded. But
that didn’t interest me so much as watch-

in’ the dancers. Gee you’d orter seen sum
uv them flappers flap, bobbed hair an every-
thing and the orkestra couldn’t seem to git
jazzy enough to suit em. Izzy Boyd who
yust to lead the 320 band A. E. F. was
playin’ some kind uv a fife — don’t no watcha
call it—and Jake Shulgold wuz tryin’ to
auction off some doylies er somethin’ and
the crowd kept givin’ him the Rasberry.
ha! ha! ha! Gee, gosh, but it wuz fun and
as every buddy had a good time the Ex-
illiry is gointa have another won soon as
they git over this one.

The Boss says I'm supposed to write
this page about our Mag. and I been stickin’
too much other stuff into it lately so guess
I better tell you somethin about the Mag.
It’s still bein published en everything and
only needs a few thousand more subscri-
bers to make the Saturday evening Post
and the Farm Journal sit up and take no-

tice. We got the swellest bunch uv tallent
writtin fer Our Mag what is and all these
other big Mags is jealous because our
writters won’t desert and go over to their
Mags. But that is not the kind uv stuff

us blue-ridgers is maid of is it.

Well T expect to address a letter to you
next month about the Reunion and I'm
goin’ to look for each of you gt the Re-
union in Charleston. Mr. Stutler says he
will have a lot uv news for you about the
convention for the july issue so be pre-
pared to come. I mean go to Charleston
fer a good time—The Boss wants to build
up the “Old Pals of the Army” Dept. in
Our Mag. just like the A. M. Report, so
if you remember anything funny or worth
passing on, just send it in fer Our Mag.

Yours fer B. and L. W.
THE OFFICE BOY.

VERY LIGHTS

GAME ALWAYS

Preacher (solemnly)—“Rastus, do you
take this woman for better or for worse?”

Rastus (from force of habit)—“Pahson,

Ah shoots it all.”

The conductor and a brakeman on a
Montana railroad differ as to the proper
pronunciation of the name EFurelia. Pas-
sengers are often startled upon arrival at
this station to hear the conductor yell:
“You're a liar! You’re a liar!” Then from
the brakeman at the other end comes the
cry: “You really are! You really are!”

It was in the Heilands o’Scotland, in a
quarry. There was a premature blast and
after the lapse of a safe interval of time,
Sandy McPherson ventured out from be-
hind the ledge of rock. All a tremble, he
looked about and said: “Whar’s Wully San-
derson?” “His heid was blawn off,” said
the foreman. “Nae luck, nae luck,” sobbed
Sandy, “dae ye ken where his heid went?
He was smoking ma pipe.”

OH, DEAR ME

Isaac: “You should pull the curtains

down ven you kiss your wife. I saw you
last night.”
Abie. “The choke’s on you; I vasn't
¥

home last night.”

WELL?

Joseph and Isaac went to hear Billy
Sunday preach, and after service, as they
were going home, Joseph said:

“Vell, Isaac, vat you t'ink of him?”

“T didn’t ‘like him? said Tsagze “Too
much hell. It was hell, hell, hell all the
time. And I don’t believe there is any
hell, Joseph.” :

“No hell?” asked Joseph in amazement.

“No,” answered his friend.

“Vell, then, Isaac,” said Joseph, “If there
is no hell, where is bizness gone?”

Late diner (at resort)—“Well, what have
you got?”

Waitress—“Boiled ham and fish—but the
fish is all out. Which’'ll you have?”
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Tales of the A. E. F.--As Told by the Gang

“THE WAR IS OVER"”

r—y

And it came to pass, in the year of our

Lord One Thousand Nine Hundred and -

Eighteen, that the great Anglo-Saxon Army
triumphed over the House of Hohenzol-
lern, and the pride of Wilhelm was hum-
bled in the ‘dust; Aye! even. unto the

second Generation for the Crown Prince
also was relegated to the Vaudeville Stage
; . Whereupon, that mystical organ-
ization known as G. H. Q. A. E. F. of
whose comings and goings no man may
wot of clearly, did, thereupon, cause many
heralds to ride with great speeed to the
guarded fastness of the S. O. S. where
lived those grand heroes whose lives will
be forever immortalized by Issac F. Mar-
cosson, in the Saturday Evening Post.

‘Whereupon, even as the arrow speedeth
from the loosed bow, did these two score
and seven heralds. speed away from him
who rules at Chaumont, some mounted on
Arabian steeds of great price, and some on
Machinegun Fords of no price, which have
no cushions and are of great trial and
tribulation to a warriors temper, and the
seat of his pants.

And it came to pass that one of these
Heralds did journey throuh the S. O. S.
even unto the Front and did come at last
anto the town of Le Neufor, which has
been sorely smitten by the Huns and then
knocked flat by the Americans. And it is
written that the Herald was directed to
the habitation of one Adalbert, sometimes
called the ‘“Adonis of the Kat-Tro-Van
Division” (Kat-Tro-Van translated from
the Runic meaning Blue-Ridge) and Lo! !
after prostrating himself before the tall
and lordly master of the Virginia Moon-
shiners, he spake thus:

“Oh, Pussiant Lord, Black Jack has
commanded me to slip you the info that
the war is off and you can let up on the
Massacre Stuff and start close order drill

again . . . and he further commands
that you gird up your loins and gather
unto you your young men, and your women,
and the Chiefs of your Clans, and beat it
for Ancy-le-Franc in the Country of
Yonne, near Jerusalem; together -with all
your household goods, and your ox and
your ass, and Yea, everything that you
own even unto the souvenir eye of the
Bosche you did slay in fair combat.”

And it came to pass that with these
words, the Herald did bow thrice, prostra-
ting himself again, and striking his fore-
head three times against the marble step
at the foot of Bert’s throne, whereupon
the French immediately put in a claim for
thirty francs for damage to said step.

After the departure of the Herald, it is
written that the Lord Adalbert sat musing
in the throne room and thought deeply of
the message he had received; and his
thoughts ran thus:

“My ox and my ass, and I have neither
OX nor ass . . Bue stay! ! ! my ox must
assuredly be the Duke of Halpin who has
worked with the strength ‘of an ox to feed
this bunch of Rummies that I command,
and just to show what strength was his,
he fed a flock of other Divisions. Allah
be praised! for I understand the meaning
of the Big Boy at Chaumont; but . . . ¥
and here the marble brow was drawn into
tragic lines . . . “What meaneth my
Royal Master that he commandeth me to
take my ass also; Verily I have no ass
to take to this strange country of Yonne.”

With hands tight clenched, and brow
knitted in deep thought, the great lecader
prayed for guidance. Suddenly, as though
Allah had answered, a great light shown
forth causing the face of the Chieftain to
shine like unto the sun, and arising in
great joy he shouted in thunderous tones
. . . “By the sacred Rear Axle Housing
of the one F. W. D. that still Runs in the
Division, I see the Light . . . Ho!!!
orderly! ! ! TELL (Supply any name you

like here) TO COME OUT OF HIS DUG-
OUT . ... THE WAR IS OVER.

JUST PALS

By Fay A. Davis

A friend of a friend of mine had a
friend called Jip. Together they slept in
Sunny France. They were soldiers—see?
Now Jip was a freckled critter with a heart
as big as “all outdoors.” The spots stuck
in his skin like the stone clings to a Shen-
andoah peach.

Most every nigh® when the din of the
battle boiled down to its nocturnal sway,
and the fiendish roar of the mammoth
guns spoke with the rhythm of the “Rhyme
of the Ancient Mariner,” sadfiess crept
mto Jip’s eyes. A sadness born of a
shattered romance, for Jip had seen his
old master fall at Ypres, pierced through
the heart with a German bayonet. But the
war was over now. Me f{friend’s friend
and Jip, they had a pretty swell billet in a
cow stable on Mme. Bozet's place. A place
to eat and sleep it was; and nothin’ to
do till tomorrow.

The usual pastime in the evenings was
“huntin’ the cootie.” Now me friend’s
friend would doff his undershirt and be at
it. By the flickerin’ light of a splutterin’
candle, the chase begun, and ere the even-
ing was past itself, many a pesky varmint
“bit the dust.” Of course me friend’s
friend didn’t capture 'em all in one sittin.’
Not on yer life! The hidin’ holes down
the stretch of an army undershirt are not
to be sneered at. The black rascals with
the “service stripes” were pie for me
friend’s friend and he made short work
of ’em. With the wee ones, it was different.
They were as bad as a chameleon for dis-
guisin’ themselves, and as hard to crack as
a smile. (When you had ’em.)

But poor Jip—he was up agin’ it. And
he had ‘em a-plenty, too. For the minute
he began to hunt ’em, every doggone cootie
just floped on a freckle, and by the “holy
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smokes,” he couldn’t find a one of ‘em to
save his life. Now me friend’s friend, he
lent a hand. But Jip had had ’em fer so
long a time, they jist “dug in” and “stuck
for soup.”

But you see, as I said before, me friend’s
friend and Jip, they slept together; and
what was me friend’s {friend, was Jip’s.
Just stir ’em up on Jip, and they migrated
to the carcass of me friend’s friend.

It was comin’ spring now. Mme. Bozet
had put the potted rubber plant on the
doorstep to catch a sprinklin’ of the morn-
in’ shower: FEre long me friend’s friend
would be sheddin’ his “fleece-lined.”

Things were jist comin’ their way, when
poor Jip stopped in the road of a big G.
M. C. to scratch a bloomin’ cootie bite.

Me friend’s friend, he buried Jip in the
church-yard. - The grave, he marked with
a wooden cross, and with an indelible pen-
cil, he scrawled thereon the insignia of the
Blue Ridge Division.

So ends the sad tale of the friend of me
friend’s friend, Jip—he was only a dog.

“PASS ON ENEMY”
By Geo. J. Broderick

It happened at St. Nazaire. It was a
dark rainy night and a tall rangy Negro,
equally as dark, who evidently hailed from
down Alabama way, was guarding a ware-
house. It was apparent that the Army
was not looked upon with favor by the
representative from Alabama, as he was
frequently heard to grumble but seemed
to get considerable satisfaction out of
challenging the soldiers who happened to
pass that way. His usual formula was,
“Halt! Who goes dere? Has yo all a
pass? Advance to be looked at! Make it
snappy !”

About 10:00 the rain increased, and he
mumbled, “Dis suttinly am some country
fo’ a one-lunged nigga’ like Ah am. Ah
sho’ would like to meet the man that draft-
ed me into dis mud! Boy dis sho’ am aw-
ful’” Just then he heard some one ap-
proaching, so he yelled “Halt! Who's
dat?” and back through the darkness came
the reply in a hard-boiled voice, “This is
yo' Sa’geant, Nigga.” The guard replied
in a voice equally as harsh, “Pass on,
enemy !”

OLD PALS—ANOTHER TALE BY

‘G J B

A Blue-Ridger who was on his way back
to his outfit had the good fortune to run
across the kitchen of a labor battalion at
Clermont. He asked for something to
eat, and the cook, a squatty Negro from
Birmingham commenced to hustle around
and prepare something for him, in the
meantime plying him with questions.

“Say, buddy, vo' all been up to them

THE ROOKIE

By Geo. J Broderick.

Where awkwardness was manifest,
~Who aimed to do his level best?
Who stood the taunts of comrades’

scorn?

Who served the mess most every
morn?

Who wished he never had been
born?

The Rookie.

Who took his bumps and old wood
piles? 2 o
Whose deeds brought forth con-

temptuous smiles?
Who got in bad when e’er he spoke?

Who came to camp, dejected;
broke,

Yet laughed out loud at every joke?

The Rookie

Who always cleaned the barracks
hall?

Whose name was first on detail’s
call?

Who tried his very best to flunk,
When told to police up ‘round his

bunk?
Who had a wealth of useless junk?
The Rookie
Who got the blame when drill was
balled?
Stood first in line when Mess was
called,

Or when the call for sick was heard,
Who proved to be the early bird,
Though looked the healthiest in the
herd?
The Rookie

Who wore a sad face on K. P.?

Then ate his jam and sipped his tea,

And hoped you'd think he was in
Dutch,

While pitying the likes of such,

There he’d be eating twice as much?

The Rookie

Who got a big lump in his throat,

When letters came, but not a note

From home and all that was worth
while ?

Who wrapped in slumber wore a
smile,

And dreamed away the lonely mile?

The Rookie

Who won the war? [I'll tell you
then,

"Twas just this sort of awkward men,

The kind who never highly soar,

Yet get through Hell and some-
times more;

The fighter who wins every war,

The Rookie

trenches ?”
“Sure thing.”
“How many times yo' there?”
“Oh, about five times.”
“Boy, dat must be one awful place. Kill
any Buches?”

“Sure, lots of them.”

“Stick ’em all wid dat bayonet?”

“Some, but we used trench knives, pis-
tols and everything. Just waded through
blood.” g

“Ah sho am sorry Ah wasn't present.
Ah suttingly throws some wicked razzah
mahself. Ah’'m the nigga dat can pick out
weak spots on any man’s ribs!”

Just then one of the K. P.s broke into
the conversation: “How come nigga dat
yo git so tight and rough so sudden?
Brudder yo’ neber looks up in dat Heben
to see whut kind of a plane is buzzin up
dere but yo' gits all broke out wid dat
rabbit blood and hides yo’ big haid. Quit
lyin’ to dat trench soldier, cause Ah knows
how brave yo’ am.”

The cook said nothing immediately, but
placed the dinner in front of the Blue-
Ridger, then looking him straight in the eye
inquired, “Boy, how far is it from yere
to where them Germans is?”

“About two hundred miles.”

“How far is Ah right now from Brum-

mingham, Alabama?”

“About four thousand miles.”

“Well now, dis is mah argument: Ah’s
got the braveness to come more’n ten times
ovah half way. If them Germans wants to
see me shadow-box wid dis razzah, let them
come two hundred miles and watch me pile
them up!”

The K. P. gave a loud Rugh and added,
“Yeah, let 'em come brudder, and watch us
both leave dis town together, wid yo’ in the
lead !”

PRAYER

An infantryman of the 92nd (colored)
division was recounting some of the stirr-
ing experiences he had at the front.

“Boy, wuz yo’ ever caught in a fix, Ah
means a tight place, and yo’ didn’t know no
prayers?”

“No, brudder, I happen to know my
prayers very good.”

“Well, brudder, Ah wuz up to them ditch-
es yo' all call trenches, and believe me them
Heinies suttinly did throw ovah some gar-
age where Ah wuz at! Them there Whiz-
bangers come flyin’ through the air, an’
some of the boys wuz moanin’ from not
keepin’ their haids down in the holes. Well
sah, Ah got my haid in the mud and played
rabbit and there was a big nigga right be-
side me prayin’ for the Good Man to spare
him, but Ah don’t know no prayer from the
time Ah wuz born until then, and Ah fig-
ues Ah'm out of luck: but Ah takes a
chance and casts my eyes to the sky and
mumbles, ‘Lordy heah is a nigga prayin’
that don’t know no prayer, but all Ah ask
is dat yo’ git me out of these pipe lines
and deliver me to my good old Mammy
down South, and if a nigga ever told the
truth dis one is, and if yo'git me home ARl

(Continued on page 19)
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There's a ray of hope for those ladies
of the land who do not seem able to initi-
ate their growing sons and daughters into
the subtle mysteries of dishwashing, fire-
building and other unskilled domestic pur-
suits necessary to the nourishment of the
nation and to the preparation of the well-
known three square meals a day.

The War Department has just come to
bat with the pronouncement that every
young man who attends one of the Citi-
zens’ Military Training Camps to be held
throughout the country this summer will
be required to do his bit as a kitchen po-
lice, mess attendant, and waiter.

This decision may not be the most cheer-
ful news in the world to the prospective
candidates for the camps but letters re-
ceived by recruiting officers indicate that
mothers will derive much comfort from
the thought ‘that their hopefuls will have a
chance to acquire some of the rudiments
of domestic science, or, at least, a keener
appreciation of the daily household tasks
that confront a majority of the feminine
population.

That this leaven of Democracy will be
widely sown is assured by the War Depart-
ment order which provides that kitchen
and mess hall duties will fall alike upon
the just and the unjust, and will be appor-
tioned by a roster from which none may
escape.

“These,”- says the order, “are military
duties and constitute features of practical
instruction that properly belong to camp
training. Camp commanders may, at their
discretion, provide for the use of individ-
ual mess-kits so as to reduce the kitchen
police and dining room duties to a mini-

i

mum.

It was different last year. The youthful
soldiers frolicked to the mess table, were
waited upon by paid attendants and depart-
ed to their after-dinner relaxations without
a thought as to how their meal was pre-
pared and with a certainty that supper
would be steaming when the bugle blew.

This year they will do everything ex-
cept the cooking—and “everything” is a
large order, as any graduate of the Army
kitchen police school can tell them. But,

as the War Department says, it is a neces--

sary part- of the military training and a

ALYAL

lack of knowTedge of this essential renders
a soldier almost useless to his command
either in the field or barracks.

Major General James S. Harbord, now
assistant to General Pershing in Washing-
ton, was, as an enlisted man, one of the
most expert kitchen police in his company,
so that there is distinguished precedent to
be followed by this summer’s student-sol-
diers. '

“My boy,” writes a mother to Major H.
H. Fletcher, Recruiting Adjutant at Gov-
ernors Island, “is very punctual at the
table but he loses interest in all domestic
affairs as soon as the desert is finished.
I do not expect him to join a dish-drying
period with any degree of enthusiasm, but
I do wish he wouldn’t regard my household
duties with such a casual aid of detach-
ment as if some genii set his food before
him and whisked away the remnants when
the meal is over. I hope he will have a
good session with soapsuds while he is in
your camp. I am confident he will learn
a lot besides how to fire a gun and hold
himself straight.”

The official war film, “Flashes of Ac-
tion,” is available to posts of the veterans
organizations. This is a five-reel war pic-
ture made by the Signal Corps.

For full details and bookings, write to
The American Legion Film Service, Na-
tional Headquarters, Meridan Life Bldg.,
Indianapolis. —Cleveland Legionaire. '

Use of the Stars and Stripes to adver-
tise a junk shop or fish market now is for-
bidden in New York. The New York
Legislature has passed a bill prohibiting
reproductions of the flag even on “busi-
ness stationary.”—Cleveland Legionaire.

SERVICE MEN DROPPING
INSURANCE

Cheering news for those most ubiquitous
of all individuals, life insurance salesmen,
is contained in a statement just issued by
the insurance division of the Veterans Bu-
reau. When the armistice was signed, 4,
500,000 members of the army and navy had
taken out, under the war risk insurance
act, policies aggregating $40,000,000,000, an
average of $9,000 each. Now only 600,000
are keeping up the insurance and their pol-
icies total only three and a half billion, or

a trifle less than $6,000 each.

Reasons for this slump undoubtedly are
varied. The average age of the soldiers
and sailors was only 24, Once the armi-
stice was signed death seemed remote and
life insurance a luxury to a vast number,
and they permitted their policies to lapse.
Others became disgusted with what seemed
to be a hopeles clerical muddle in the bu-
reau and dropped out. Unemployment
forced still others to discontinue their in-
surance and then, too, there has been no
personal solicitation of the veterans by the
Government to urge them to retain their
policies.

As all administration expenses are borne
by the Government and the rates are based
on the American experience table of mor-
tality, Government insurance is insurance
at bargain day prices, particularly as hold-
ers of the permanent or converted policies
receive dividends when conditions warrant
their payment, the same as the policyhold-
ers of private companies. Last year the
dividends totaled $1,750,000.  'This show-
ing, officials of the Veterans Bureau hope,
will induce a considerable number of the
ex-service men to reinstate their policies
as there is still time for such action to be
taken.

In the meantime thousands of the veter-
ans are passing up an opportunity at which
many of their elders would leap if they had
the chance, and the Goverment is in the
plight of the individual who could'nt sell
gold dollars for a quarter—Detroit Satur-
day Night.

PITTSBURGH, PA., FIRM PRESENTS

RADIO SET TO WALTER REED

HOSPITAIL

Walter Reed patients are very proud of
their very own brand new radio outfit,
which has recently been installed in the
Red Cross House as a gift from the Dou-
bleday- Hill Electric Company’s Washing-
ton branch. As a matter of fact, the en-
tire outfit has not yet been installed, as
parts of it were ordered specially, and will
not be delivered for about three weeks.
However, parts have been installed tem-
porarily which make it possible to use the
set quite satisfactorily.

The first concert was given on May 4th,
when the Doubleday Hill Electric Company
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sent out an operator. An electrical storm
early in the evening made receiving some-
what difficult, but toward the latter part of
the evening, some excellent results were
obtained. As it happened, everything which
came over the wires on that evening was
local. An interesting concert was given by
some musicians from St. Patrick’s Church,
who were accompanied on the organ by
Miss Jennie Glennan, Colonel Glennan’s
sister.

Farly in the evening, when the operator
was getting the set in readiness for the
evening’s concert, he received a message
from the Doubleday Hill Company, telling
him to call them on the phone. The mes-
sage came very clearly and was distinctly
heard by everyone in the house.

A special concert was given in the Red
Cross House last night. We are more than
indebted to Mr. Hill, president of the com-
pany, who made this generous and up-to-
date gift to the Walter Reed patients, for
providing the means of giving them so
much pleasure. Something new develops
in the field of radio each day, and our out-
fit will be kept strictly up to the minute.
In a short time, we shall be in a position
to receive baseball scores, concerts and
news of various kinds.—7'he Come-Back.

WE GO TO THE CIRCUS

“Through the co-operation of the Sells-
Floto Circus and the Washington Herald,
150 Walter Reed patients. were invited to
be guests on Monday and Tuesday of last
week, “under the big top.” Veterans from
other hospitals were-present in large num-
bers also, and a great deal of appreciation
is expressed to all of those who made this
pleasure possible. The Rotary Club gave
its new bus for transportation, the Red
Star and the Royal Blue Sightseeing lines
donating busses also for the use of the
wounded men.” After reading this we
cannot help but remember that we were
forced to pay admission for our wounded
Buddies at the baseball game last year
during our convention in Pittsburgh, when
our Comrade Miljus pitched against the
Pittsburgh Pirates. Oh! yes! We also had
to pay to get our Blue Ridge Band in to
entertain the big Saturday afternoon
crowd. Not sour grapes. We just want

the circus, the Herald and others to feel

good.

«

The Soldiers’ Bonus Commission at Jef-
ferson City, Missouri, states that every ef-
fort will be made to expedite payment on
the various applications. It must be borne
in mind that more than 150,000 applica-
tions will be received by the commission
and that an inspection of each individual
application is necessary before payment
can be made upon it. It is at once obvious
that this entails a tremendous amount of

Salvage

work and it will be absolutely impossible
for the commission to pay all claims be-
fore sixty days at least.

It is urged upon every applicant for a
bonus not to communicate with the com-
mission regarding his application unless in-
formation regarding the claim is requested
by the commission.

A BANKER'S ADVICE

“The bonus—if ever ‘in their lives the
boys carned the money they got, it was
the bonus. Most of them came out of the
army without bodily harm—thank God for
that. Out of their months of service, about
all they can keep is a world of experience
and their bonus. However the fellows may
choose to use their money, [ hope they
will get as much pleasure out of it as Mis-
souri has in paying it—Missouri Legion-
aire.

OVERSEAS DEAD

The bodies of approximately 30,496
American soldiers, sailors and marines who
were killed in action or who died from
other causes during the World War, will
remain in the cemeteries of Europe.

This fact became known at the War De-
partment, when the order went into effect
that no more applications for the return
of bodies to the United States would be
considered. Up to this time, 45,459 bodies
have been returned to America.

The recent announcement by Secretary
Weeks that after March 31 no further re-
quests for the return of bodies would be
considered brought a flood of letters from
relatives. Many of those who wrote the
War Department misinterpreted the an-
nouncement, thinking that an extension of
time had been granted for changes in re-
quests.

Bodies will be returned to the United
States for some time to come, however,
since slow identification has in instances
caused delay—The Red Diamond.

Learning from press dispatches of the
sending of market reports by radio from
KYW- station in Chicago, operators of a
wireless outfit owned by the American Le-
gion post at Ohio, Ill, have attuned their
set to receive waves from KYW station
and are now receiving all reports from
that station, in addition to Denver and
other cities.

The Cornhill Publishing Company is pre-
paring to publish several books this spring
that will be in keeping with the excellent
character of their works so favored by
lovers of good literature. That there is a
demand for poetry is indicated by their
announcement of a second large printing
of “I'he Beggar's Vision” by Brooks
Moore. “The Jeweled Serpent,” a mys-
tery story of the Far East by Katharine
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Treat Blackledge, “Angel Face” by Regi-
nald N. Hincks, the story of a Canadian’s
venturing in England, and “The Stronger
Light” by Mary Gertrude Balch—fiction
in a New England setting, are among the
novels to be published.

Readers of Serviceé who admired the
poem “Requiem,” by Willis Vernon Cole,
C.” S, in our May, 1921, issue, will be
interested to learn that it has found quite
a great deal of favor in France, and
that the author used it in his address at
the Statue of Joan of Arc on Riverside
Drive, New York, last New Orleans day.

NATIONAL ASSOCIATION 82ND
DIVISION PLANNED
Extension by the Eighty-second Division
Association of New York to a national
body is planned by officers of that associa-
tion who are trying to get in touch with
former members of the division all over
the country. Stanley H. Watson, Hanna
Bldg., Cleveland, has been designated as
organizer in Ohio, and ex-members of the
82nd are requested to communicate with
him. It is hoped to be able to hold a di-
visional reunion this fall, the fifth anni-

versary of the division’s formation.

Among those active in this movement
are Mortimer Boyle, Churchill Mehard and
Robert Goelet, New York; Lamar Jeffers,
Alabama; Herbert N. McKee, Arkansas;
Homer Watkins, Georgf; W. A. Weldon,
Kentrcky, and Ed G. Buxton, Jr., Rhode
Island.

TIMELY TOPICS

Mark Twain is responsible for the ex-
presion, “there is a lot of talk about the
weather, but nothing is ever done about it.”

There has been much talk about the sol-
diers’ bonus, but not much has been done
about it. However, we have hopes that
something definite will have been done be-
fore this goes to press.

Unquestionably the soldiers and sailors
who carried Old Glory to a glorious vic-
tory back in 1918, are deserving of the
highest praise and some reward for their
immeasurable sacrifices. There is no doubt
about the praise they have received since
that victorious day, and will receive—but,
how about the reward?

While there are many ex-service men
who do not actually need the bonus, this
unsettled state of affairs has a bad effect on

business. Legislation should be pushed that

will give the needy service men immediate
help. The longer we delay the less most of
the ex-service men will need the bonus, and
the more hesitation there will be in busi-
ness;” %

'Let’s face the inevitable and give a bonus
to those who need it—not six months hence,
bitt now.—Public Service Monthly. - :
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All About Your Government

Insurance

Annual Statement—Facts And Figures as Compiled by ‘The Veterans
Bureau—~Col. Charles R. Forbes, Director

The annual statement of the conditions of
Government Life Insurance made today by
Col. Charles R. Forbes, Director of the U.
S. Veterans’ Bureau, reveals some interest-
ing facts and figures. The Veterans of the
World War are carrying insurance with the
Government aggregating approximately $3,-
500,000,000. Those veterans who have con-
verted their War Term Insurance into one
or more of the six forms of Government
Life Insurance will come in for the divi-
dends apportioned for 1922, which amounts
to $1,750,000, according to the statement iss
sued by the Director. These dividends on
a $10,000 policy range from $15.30 on a
first year dividend on an Ordinary Life is-
sued at age 20 to as high as $21.30 on a
third year dividend on a 20-Year Endow-
ment issued at age 60. Another interesting
point brought out in Col. Forbes’ statement
was that without personal solicitation on
the part of the U. S. Veterans’ Bureau, ap-
proximately 600,000 service men were con-
tinuing their insurance either as yearly re-
newable term or converted insurance. The
cost of administration and the excess losses
due to the extra hazards of Military or
Naval service are borne by the Government.

Yearly Renewable T'erm Insurance against
total permanent disability or death was pro-
vided by an Amendment to the War Risk
Insurance Act, approved October 6, 1917.
This insurance was issued at a premium
rate, computed for payment on a monthly
basis, according to the American Experi-
ence Table of Mortality with interest at
three and one-half per centum per anntum.
The Act provided that the Government
would bear the cost of administration and
the excess mortality due to the hazards of
war.

The Act also provided that the Term
Insurance could be continued for five years
after the termination of the war as de-
clared by proclamation of the President of
the United States. This termination of
the war was declared as of March 3, 1921
by Joint Resolution, consequently all Year-
ly Renewable Term (War Time Insur-
ance) will cease on March 3, 1926, and if
protection is desired beyond that period, it
will be necessary that the Term Insurance
be converted into one or more of the forms
of level premium insurance (converted in-
surance) provided. '

Applications for Yearly Renewable Term
Insurance were submitted by approximate-
ly 4,500,000 persons in the service, aggregat-

ing a total of about $40,000,000,000 of in-
surance, approximately $9,000 each. Shortly
after the Armistice was signed on Novem-
ber 11, 1918, demobilization began and the
men in the Army, Navy and Marine Corps
were rapidly discharged, so that by a year
later the number of men in the service had
been reduced to a very low" number com-
pared with the original number of entrants.
The average age of those in the service at
the time of the Armistice was under 24
years and the signing of the Armistice in
the minds of most of them eliminated all
need for insurance. The danger was then
over from their viewpoint and it is ex-
tremely improbable that the major portion
of the original amount of insurance could

“have been continued, even if personal solici-

tation methods had been used. Very young

.and healthy men see little need for insur-

ance and when they do purchase, it is usu-
ally in small amounts. The fact that they
had finished their term of service in a dan-
gerous occupation and were returning to
civil pursuits, the payment of insurance
premiums seemed a useless expense,
Notwithstanding these facts and the fur-
ther fact that the Government did not em-
ploy the method of personal solicitation,
there are at this time, approximately 600,

000 persons continuing their insurance,

either as Yearly Renewable Term or Con-

verted. The total amount of insurance
represented is approximately $3,500,000,000.

The Government’s liability under Year.ly
Renewable Term Insurance on account of
total permanent disability and death is ap-
proximately $1,300,000,000 (commuted val-
ue on a 3% % interest basis) and the total
amount of premium received on this form
of insurance is approximately $400,000,000;
therefore, the commuted value of the claims
exceed the amount of premiums received
by approximately $900,000,000, and as the
benefits under Term Insurance are payable
in monthly installments of $5.75 for each
$1,000 of insurance covering a period of
240 months, the Government will ultimate-

ly pay in benefits, $1,380 for each $1,000 of

insurance, aggregating a sum of over
$1,000,000,000 more than the amount re-
ceived in premiums on account of Yearly
Renewable Term Insurance (War Time In-
surance) which is directly due to the haz-
ards of war.

The fact that the premium for Yearly
Renewable Term Insurance increases year-
ly as the insured grows older and becomes

prohibitive at the older ages, the privilege
of conversion was provided by the War
Risk Insurance Act. The Act was further
amended on December 24, 1919, which
amendment authorized the United States
Government Life Insurance Fund. The
condition of this Fund as of December 31,
1921, is shown by the annual statement as
follows:

ANNUAL STATEMENT
ASSETS
U." S. Bonds, book value

(Market, $45,765,611.16) ...$42,182,264.87
Loans to policy holders on

e e NS 751,788.11
Cash in Cashier’s office ...... 650,775.16
Cash in United States Treas- :

T s SR s el (et 342,047.36
Interest accrued on U. 8.

Bondsas e 340,705.85
Interest due and accrued on

poliey loansh wieat ot S, 14,725.56
Premiums due and unpaid

(within grace period) ..... 123,978.49
Service premiums due from

War : and Navy Depart-

TIEALS & waluiinnslos s % saiskoimsies 876,049.67
Due from Congressional Ap- -

DPrOPLiation sies s« ontons 703,070.50
IRolicyali e s sERE e B 29,541.93
Premiums deferred wunder

War Risk Insurance Act... 414.62

$45,515,362.12

LIABILITIES
Life Insurance and Endow-
ment Reserves (Am. FExp.
L TR S S $29,387,889.00

Disability Reserves .......... 1,133,695.00
Commuted value, Installments,

Death and Disability

Claimsh sinier Se e e 2,133,487.00
Death and Disability Claims

in process of settlement ... 1,822,689.00
Remittances and overpay-

ments (in suspense) ...... 249,965.54
Premiums paid in advance ... 3,949,351.90
Dividends deposited with U. 4

S, mithiinterest ... ..o 1,905.16
Payments, by War Department

not designated ... i avusens 339,518.51
Unapportioned from dividends

declared 1921 wias. s ov imie 186,309.77
Liabilityonaccount of

lapsed reserves (with inter-

est): .. R e 850,097.11
Contingency reserve ......... 2,020,954.73

(Continued on Page 20)
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WELL NOW FER A PETITE
HOT DOG-DESE REST 4

i | BLEW -EVERYBODY UTS E

ESSSTECRVETC BN MUA
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—By Berger

AW-RIGHT DERE -YOUSE GUYS-DE WHISTLE

EVEEYBODY ‘

TREAT A GUY- AFT‘R HE FOUGKT HIS .
2 (WAY TRU OF B =

NOW AINT DIS A HECH OF A WAY TUH

ARGOHNE PICHIN | §

WHAT DE 'TOP' WILL DIG UP NEXT?
IT JIST_BREAKS HIS HEART TSEE ONE
| g OF US BUCKS TANIN'4
| SIESTA- DIS IS 4 REST
i CAMP - AND
hJBELIENE e

WELL NOW DAT TRICKS DOHE l WOHDER

GONNA
2 REST

WELL FER GAWD'S SAHE-WHO THELL _
DYA TINK YUH ARE. SLEEPIN'BEAUTY
DIDNT YA HEAR @ ~=mmemesm
ME GIT DE M0B
0UT FER TROAT |
INSPECTION- C'MON [
: UP AND S‘H!HE

NOW DAT ME TROAT'S BEEN'LAMPED'
AND | MIN "AW’ CORRECTLY- WONDER

WHATS‘ ON THE MENU NEXT P SPOSE ITLL,

HOLY SMOKES!I'™™M ALL IN-IF | DONT
GIT SOME SLEEP SOON-I'LL FALL
OVER - GUE IT'S CONDIMENT CANS
: 2 A

LETS GO MEN-FALL OUT /N FRONT
OF THE BARRACKS-FULL PACKS-
JIST A SHORT HINE -OVER TO LE-MANS

ALL | GOTTA SAY. IS SOMEBODYS
GOT A HELLUVA WEEN SENSE OF
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UNITED STATES VETERANS’ BUREAU

The reorganized Veterans’ Bureau has established
District Offices throughout he country and are now
prepared to make awards, grant rehearings to old
cases, and quickly handle new cases in their dis-
tricts, also make first payments on claims, thus
eliminating much of the red tape that the ex-serv-
ice man has had to contend with heretofore.

For the benefit of every Buddy who has business
with this board we are printing the list of dis-
tricts together with the names and addresses of the
Branch Offices.

District 1, Washington-Essex Bldg.;
Mass.—Bangor, Maine, Smith Bldg.;
Me., Benoit Bldg.; Manchester, N. H., Bell Bldg.;
Lawrence, Mass.; New Bedford, Mass.; Springfield,
Mass., Patton Bldg.; Worchester, Mass.; 544 Main
St.; Providence, R. I., Raymond Block; Burlington,
Vt., Burlington Block.

District 2, 23 West 48d St.,, New York, N.
Y.—Albany, N. Y., Post Office Bldg.; Bingham-
ton, N. Y., Press Bldg.; Buffalo, N. Y., Root Bldg.;
Poughkeepsie, N. Y., Taylor Office; Rochestr, N.
Y., 75 State St.; Syracuse, N. Y., Rosenbloom
Bldg.; Utica, N. Y., Martin Bldg.; Camden, N. J.,
Post Office Bldg.; Newark, N. J., Aetna, Realty
Co.; Hartford, Conn., 179 Allyn Bldg.; New Haven,
Conn., Plymouth Bldg.

Distriet 8, 140 N. Broad St., Philadelphia,
Pa.—Allentown, Pa., 4th Floor, Y. M. C. A. Bldg.;
Erie, Pa., Commerce Bldg.; Harrisburg, Pa., Yoffe
Bldg.; Pittsburgh, Pa., Martin Bldg.; Johstown,
Pa., Henry Koch Bldg.; Scranton, Pa., Lackawanna
Ave.; Williamsport, Pa., Plenkenhorn Bldg.; Wil
mington, Del., DuPont Bldg.

District 4, Rm. 208, Arlington Bldg., Washing-
ton, D. C.—Baltimore, M. D., 22 Light St.; Cumber-
land, Md,; Norfolk, Va., 427 Flat Iron Bldg.;
Richmond, Va., 804 Chamber of Commerce Bldg.;
Roanoke, Va., 11 Church St.; Bluefield, W. Va.,
Mayer Bldg.; Charleston, W. Va., Masonic Temple;
Clarksburg, W. Va., 451 Main St.; Wheeling,, W.

Bostomn,

Portland, °

Va., Odd Fellows Hall Bldg.

District 5, 433-439 Peachtree St., Atlanta, Ga.,—
Jacksonville, Fla., 524 Grabham Bldg.; Macon, Ga.,
307 Grand Bldg.; Savannah, Ga., 129 W. Congress
St.; Charlotte, N. C., 202 Mint Bldg.; Raleigh,
N. C.,, 208 Law Bldg.; Columbia, S. C., 907 Loan
& Exchange Bank Bldg.; Chattanooga, Tenn., 200
Pound Bldg.; Jackson, Tenn., 315 McCowat-Mer-
cer Bldg.; Knoxville, Tenn., 12 Deadrick Bldg.;
Memphis, Tenn., 806 McCall Bldg.; Nashville,
Tenn., 415 Commercial Club Bldg.

District 6, New Hibernia Bank Bldg., New
Orleans, La.—LaFayette, La. LaFayette Bank
Bldg.; Shreveport, La., Kittrell Bldg.; Jackson,
Miss., Spengler Bldg.; Meridian, Miss., Cochran
Bidg.; DBirmingham, Ala., 23d Floor, Jefferson
Co., Bank Bldg.; Gadsden, Ala., Feral Bldg.; Mo-
bile, Ala., Masonic Temple; Montgomery, Ala.,
202 Belle Bldg.

District 7, 408 Pioneer St., Cincinnati, Ohio—
Canton; Ohio, Bender Market Bldg.; Cleveland,
Ohio, Standard Parts Bldg.; Columbus, Ohio, Med-
ical Arts Bldg.; Dayton, Ohio, 812 Post Office
Bldg.; Toledo, Ohio, 713 Nashby Bldg.; Evansville,
Ind., Post Office Bldg.; Indianapolis, Ind., 420
Meridian Life Bldg.; South Bend, Ind., Chamber
of Commerce Bldg.; Hopkinsville, Ky., Pennyroyal
Bldg.; Lexington, Ky., Bassett Bldg.; Louisville,
Ky., 466 Francis Bldg.

District 8, 8th Floor Leiter Bldg., Chicago,
I'lL.—Centralia, Ill., Pfeiffer Bldg.; Danville, IIl.,
Baum Bldg.; E. St. Louis, Ill.,, Metropolitan Bldg.;
Peoria, Ill.,, 719 Peoria Life Ins. Bldg.; Rockford,
1'.,, 411 Mead Bldg.; Springfield, Ill., 424 South
Sixth St.; Detroit, Mich,, Mortgage & Loan Bldg.;
Grand Rapids, Mich., Goodspeed-Fox Bldg.; Jack-
son, Mich., 306 Rogers Bldg.; Marquette, Mich.,
Marquette Savings Bank Bldg.; Saginaw, Mich.,
5 Armory Bldg.; Eau Claire, Wis.,, 206 Laycock
Bldg.; Green Bay, Wis.,, 201 Federal Bldg.; Madi-
son, Wis. 717 Gay Bldg.; Milwaukee Wis. 415 E.
Water St.

District 9, 6801 Delmar Blvd., St. Louis, Mo.—
Chillicothe, Mo., Post Office Bldg.; Kansas City,
Mo., 300 Inter-State Bldg.; Springfield, Mo., 542
Landers Bldg.; Cedar Rapids, Iowa, 632 Higley
Bldg.; Des Moines, Iowa, 518 Flynn Bldg.; Fort
Dodge, Iowa., Federal Bldg.; Waterloo, Iowa,
March-Place Bldg.; Kearney, Neb., Post Office
Bldg.; Omaba, Neb., 701 W. O. W. Bldg.; Sal-
ina, Kan., Court House Bldg.; Topeka, Kan., Kan-

153&11?1 Reserve Bank; Wichita, Kan., 218 Sedgwick
. i
District 10, 509 Keith-Plaza Bldg., Minnea-

polis, Minn.—Duluth, Minn., 518 Manhattan Bldg.;
St. Paul, Minn.,, 409 Lowry Annex; Fargo, N.D.,
Emerson Implement Bldg.; Sioux Falls, S. D.,
Security Bldg.; Helena, Mont., 19 Kohrs Block.
District 11, 10th Fl. U, S. National Bank Bldg.,
Denver, Col.—Colorada Springs, Colo., 117 E. Pikes
Peak Ave.; Pueblo, Colo., 3rd Fl. Central Bldg.;
Salt Lake City, Uta, 501 Boston Bldg.; Albuquer-
que, N. Mex., 2d Fl. Korber Bldg.; Casper, Wyo.,
0Oil Exchange Bldg. <
District 12, 237 Flood Bldg., San Fransisco,
Calif.—Fresno, Calif., 632 Blackstone Ave.; Los
Angeles, Calif., Pacific Mutual Bldg.; Sacramento,
Cal.,, Merchantss Nat. Bank Bldg.; San Diego, Cal.,
512 Spreckles Bldg.; Reno, Nev., 25 Washoe Co.
Bldg.; Phoenix, Ariz.,, 112 N. Central Ave.; Tuc-
son, Ariz., Red Cloud Lodge Bldg. :
Distriet 13, 5134 Arcade Bldg., Seattle, Wagh.—
Spokane, Wash., 324 Fernwell Bldg.; Tacoma,
Wash., 925 Rust Bldg.; Portland, Ore., 318 Medi-
cal Bldg; Pocatello, Idaho, 210 Kane Bldg.
District 14, 1503 Pacific Ave., Dallas, Texas—
El Paso, Tex., 818 Mills Bldg.; Fort Worth, Tex.,
1603 F. & M. Bank Bldg.; Houston, Tex., 310
Gulf Bldg.; San Antonio, Tex., 315 Bedell Bldg.;
Texarkana, Tex., Foreman Bldg.; Waco, Tex., 1708
Amicable Bldg.; Oklahoma City, Okla., 217 Grain
Exchange Bldg.; Tulsa, Okla.,, 308 1st Nat. Bank
Bldg.; Ft. Smith, Ark.,, 212 1st Nat. Bank Bldg.;
Little Rock, Ark., A. O. U. W. Bldg.

' LIFE MEMBERS

80th Division Veterans Association

HONORARY MEMBERS
80:h Div. Vet. Ass’n.

Capt. Eugene Le Roch
Capt. Michel Goudchaux

Lt. Jacques Bellanger
Lt. Rene Antoine May

Capt. Mare Waselet
William L. Flem ' ng

1 Barrett, Byron B. 24 Cox, Robert H. 49 Paret, Robert R. 74 Heiner, John P.
2 Beale, Guy O. ;2 i&)dams, Stuart C. 50 Harrison,WMaj. LD, '772 8u11)"ry, Henry 'R.G
i ugro, Chas. H. > 51 Kinney, Warren ibson, James G.

3 Dunmore, Morris C. 27 Erff, George 52 Mackie, W. H. C. 77 Vandewater, Wm. C.

4 Elton, Reuel W. 28 Negus, H. V. S. 53 Fullerton, Donald B. 78 Merrell, C. W.

5 Freeman, Geo. D, Jr. 29 Barry, David A. 54 Winters, A., Jr. 79 Stewart, Warren T.

6 Garretson, Leland B. 30 Rising, Herbert 55 Cordes, George B. 80 Kirchner, H. C:

7 Hawes, George P., Jr 41 Ackerman, David G. 56 Baldwin, R. A. 81 Michaelson, John R.
awes, g sl 32 Agate, C. C. 57 Burwell, Lester T. 82 Melniker, A. A,

8 Hurley, Patrick J. 33 Ober, J. H. 58 Tnorne, H. B., Jr. 83 Hill E. D.

9 Inhman, John H. 34 Hoxsey, T. F. 59 Ellison, J. S., Jr. 84 Shartle, A, J.

10 Jones, Percy A. 35 Smith, Warren R. 60 Herron, C. T. 85 Amory, Charles M.

11 Kaulback, Arthur W. 36 Sands, J. W. 61 Pitney, Shelton 86 Thomas, W. G.

12 Kean, John 37 Jones, Chas. M. 62 Armstrong, Walter T. 87 Brett, Lloyd M.

13 Schoble, Frank 38 Steele, Wesley C. 63 Fortescue, Granville 88 Campbell, Walter L.

14 Marcus, Chapin 39 Howell, John B. 64 Hogan, R. C. 89 Reichard, Earl A.

15 Miller, Elmer J. 40 Wright, F. W. 65 Ritchis, John 90 Gutwald, Clyde F.

16 Winfield, Harley F. 41 Symington, W. C. A8 Ferguson, J. W,, Jr 91 Hart, Joseph.

17 Wise, Jenning C. 42 Cella, Carlo D. 67 Jones, DeWitt C. 92 Wallace, Edw. A.

18 Williamn, Lester J. 43 Stafford, John W. 68 Hopkins, S. V. 93 Miljus, John

19 Zachert, Reinhold E. 44 Rhoads, Wm. H. 69 Mathai, Jos. 94 Faherty, Roger

20 Little, Ed. H. 45 Munsick, Donald B. 70 Kenney, C. S. 95 Woodman, Joseph F.

21 Burdick, Henry H. " 46 Knowlton, Phillip B. 71 Timmins, P. M. * 96 Schafer, Marcus

22 Moran, D. P. 47 Ritchie, F. S. 72 Wilbert, Howard G. 97 Sorenson, George D.

23 Towers, J. K. 48 Auger, C. L., Jr. 73 Fleming, Samuel J. 98 Peterson, A. R,

In the Foot Prints of the 80th

Division

(Continued from page 6)
these villages will be completely recon-
structed! But grain is growing in the
fields where once the German shells ex-
ploded. The crucifix at Blairville, used as
a guidepost by British and American run-
ners, has become once more the place of
prayer. The wagons no longer
traverse the roads at night, but the mail-
man brings the news of the world in the
morning. Children, happily unconscious of

ration

war’s grim meaning, play in the streets.
Will these youngsters ever be called to the
colors to defend their country? Will the
war bugles ever sound for them? “Forbid

it, Almighty God!”

" The sun sets; the work of the day is
over; the families gather for the evening
repast in their humble dwellings. Despite
the labor of the day, despite the perpetual
struggle of hundreds of tomorrows, they
are content. They are home once more,
and as T see their joy, T am thankful that
[ was permitted to play a humble part in
the great drama which redeemed their

hearts and their shrines from the hellborn
domination of William IT.

OLD PALS OF THE ARMY

(Continued from page 14)

take up preachin’ and learn every prayer
whut is, cause Ah don’t never want to be
caught so short handed again.’”

“Well, he must have answered your pray-
er.”

“Yes indeed, he did, and the only prayer
Ah don’t know now is the Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress.”
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It comes easy to
some folks to preach
to the rest of human-
ity such stuff as,
“Give till it hurts,”
“Keep ,your money
circulating,” “Prac-
tice thrift,” “Go to

: church,” “Help the
starving children of Europe,” “Safety first,”
“Fire prevention week, build bonfires and
burn up all rubbish,” “Clean up week,”
“Sanitary week,” “Boy Scout week,” “Girl
Scout week,” and a thousand and one other
derned months and weeks and days, that
are being set aside for making wills and
paying your debts etc., etc. Must think
we are a lot of fine “Ivory tops,” to have
to be told by some wisenheimer over the
Radio and in all the daily papers when,
how and why about every move we make.
It’s getting so a person doesn’t have any
more say about themselves and their con-
duct of life than a pet gold fish, nor half
as much privacy. Some day a disgusted
populace will rise up and smite these know-
it-all reformers on the left hip and we’ll
all hip-hip in chorus.

A man without a hobby is about as
interesting on this old mundane sphere
as the kind of garters Napoleon wore.
(That is if “Old Nap” wore them.) Pe-
culiar the hobbies followed by different
types of men and women. Horses, dogs,
cows, sheep, pigs, snakes, wild animals,
fish, birds, engines, machines, chemistry,
electricity, wireless telephony, etc. etc.
There scems to be no end to the hobbies
of mankind; you will always find someone
who is interested in the most insignificant
thing on the face of the earth, yet all do
not have hobbies—some take up loafing
for a hobby and others are even too lazy
to loaf properly. Even the habitual loafer
shows more interest in life than some of
the silly, brainless, insipid looking crea-
tures that are permitted to roam aimlessly
down our city’ streets and by ways.

Look ’em over the next time you are
on the street and count the expressionless
faces you sece—folks wandering along, just
living because they don’t know of any
way to stop. Take a look at the Flapper
with the tweezer plucked hairline eyebrows.
See her painted cheeks, scarlet lips, and
flour besprinkled nose, watch her toss her
empty head to make her bobbed hair

shimmy. See the He vamp at the corner
smoking his cigarette, dolled up in all of
dear mother’s loose change or some poor
working girl’s salary—watch him look ’em
over and hear him hail the hand painted
one the “Hello Cutie;” “Me for you.” See
’em start off together whispering a lot of
darned foolishness to each other, and ima-
gine if you can what the next generation
will be like. Flapper defenders notwith-
standing.

The idea of trying to tell us that this
type will make better mothers than the
good old fashioned kind who taught sweet
simplicity and genteel modesty to their
daughters! But aw, hell, what’s the use!
Dad’s pretty tired but he’s mowing the
lawn and mother’s washing the dishes.

Why didn’t someone think of the put
and take top for the Red Cross bags we
got to carry our junk in (Yes! we got
em at Brest as we started home. Mine is
a laundry bag; now for dirty collars.)
Seems to me that France would not now
be so short of silver francs and that old
franc ring would not be lying on the wife’s
pin tray.

Between the railroads and the coal mines
and “Big business” and the unions and the
government and the “Invisible Govern-
ment,” (which by the way isn’t so invisible
as it used to be!) and the peace confer-
ences and disarmament squabbles, etc., etc.
It was a pretty tame war at that, wasn’t
it, Old Timer?

Stepping on a soldier’s neck is like play-
ing with T. N. T. Something’s going to
happen sooner or later.

In a recent issue of SErvicE there ap-
peared an article entitled, “The National
Poet of Tomb Stone,” by Mr. Lyle David.
We did not take Mr. David’s article seri-
ously at the time, although we recognized
the humor of the suggestion that tomb
stones be made to tell the truth, and with
the added touch of poetic genius. People
must be dying right along, for we have
been requested to have Mr. David furnish
several epitaphs along the suggested lines
stated above. Mr. David has kindly com-
plied with the request.

THE SCAVENGER

Lies here an author, told he with zest;
Cheap, vile, licentious tales so well.
His insect soul’s now with—the blest
Roasting in hell.
THE. VICTOR
Sleeps here a martyr to the creed,
“By hook or crook get all you can.”
One day he died—a virtuous deed;
Now the devil’s got the little man.

JUSTICE
Here sleeps a killer, killed he his man—
Knifed him to death.
Now the law according to the heavenly
plan—
Took away his breath.

May and June, 1922

+O’ so cunningly—
Took away his breath.

BELOVED NAN
Murderer of three unborn children in life,
This woman—the inscription reads: “Be-
loved Nan;” )
Died as the highly respected and honored
wife
Of a certain rich man.

WIDOW McGEE
Beneath this stone lies Widow McGee;
A sharp tongued, gossiping, female devil.
Here below the earth the worms agree,
That she has found her proper level.

All is not gold that glitters; nor are they
all “Flappers” who flap.

HOW FAST CAN YOU SAY IT?

A tree toad loved a she toad

That lived up in a tree;
She was a 3-toed tree toad,

But a 2-toed toad was he.
The 2-toed tree toad tried te win

The she toad’s friendly nod;
For the 2-toed tree toad loved the ground
That the 3-toed tree toad trod,
But vainly the 2-toed tree toad tried—
He couldn’t please her whim;

In her tree toad bower

With her V-toe power,
The she toad vetoed him.

—Rubber Ripples.

ALL ABOUT YOUR
GOVERNMENT
INSURANCE

®
(Continued from Page 17)
Required for 1922 dividends

EESHaaterhate s e e 1,750,000.00
Unassigned: funds, -« b 1,689,499.40
$45,515,362.12

Upon the basis of this showing and the
recommendation of an eminent consulting,
actuary, $1,750,000 has been apportioned
for the purpose of paying dividends dur-
ing the year 1922. The dividend will range
from a first year dividend on an Ordinary
Life of $1.53 for each $1,000, issued at age
20, to $2.13 as a third year dividend on a
20-year endowment policy issued at age 60.

Attention is directed to the fact that the
Government bears the cost of administra-
tion and the excess losses due to the extra
hazards of the military or naval service.
The premium charged is the net rate ac-
cording to the American Experience Table
of Mortality with interest at three and one-
half per centum per annum; therefore, a
dividend apportionment of $1,750,000 for
the year 1922 is truly remarkable.
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317TH INFANTRY

Claude C. Johnson, formerly of Company
A, 317th Infantry, who was living near
camp Stewart at the last writing and
fishing in Chesapeake Bay reported the
capture of a four hundred pound sturgeon
recently, He certainly must have the real
stuff for bait. He is planning on the trip
to Charleston this Fall so bring along
a canteen and get a sample.

William Leland Albaugh, formerly Cor-
poral in M. G. Co., 317th Infantry, was
married October 11, 1920 to Miss Maud
Blair, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. J. T.
Blair, of Logan, Ohio. “Lee” is now liv-
ing at Breckenridge, Texas, Box 1638,
where he is a contractor and driller for
the Ring Oil Co. of Texas.

0. W. Jeffreys, formerly Corporal in F.
Co. 317th Infantry is located in Keys-
ville, Va.,, where he is a dealer in leaf
tobacco.

Howard E. Sarver, who served in France
with the &0th as a member of the Second
Battalion, 318th Infantry, is now located
at R. F. D. No. 1, Tarentum, Pa., where
he is engaged in extra agent -work for
the Pennsylvania Railroad. Comrade Sar-
ver has been in ill health for many months
as a result of physical disability incurred
while in the service.

Comrade J. D. Yowell, who served with

Headquarters Company, 318th Infantry, is

living at Peola Mills, Va., and engaged
in farming and fruit-growing. Comrade
Yowell is organizing a post of the Veterans
of Foreign Wars at Sperryville, Va., this
month.

Herbert F. McCuen, who saw service
with the 80th Division in France, writes
from New Haven, Conn., requesting the
names of those in charge of the Division
Reunion to be held at Charleston, West

Va., in September. Mr. McCuen’s address
is 928 Chapel Street, New Haven, Conn.,
in which city he is a practising attorney.

Howard Watts, formerly a member of
Company D, 318th Infantry, is located at
Parksley, Va., on the “Eastern Sho’.”

Frank Tappan, who served in France
with the 80th Division artillery, is now
residing at Cape Charles, Va.

Ellis W. (“Sleepy”) Leake, who was
wounded in action while a member of
Headquarters Company, 318th Infantry,
and who is now domiciled in Harrisonburg,
Va., recently joined the ranks of the
“double harness” heroes. Congratulations,
and tell us how you managed it, “Sleepy.”

Through the courtesy of Comrade John
R. Crowson, of Justisville, Va., we learn
the addresses of three of his buddies of
Company H, 318th Infantry. These are:
D. S. Coard, of Accomack, Va.; W. F.
Payne, of Onancock, Va.; and E. J. Taten,
of Chincoteague, Va.; all good “Eastern
Sho’” men, and darn proud of their
nativity.

While we aren’t aware of his monniker,
we want to thank our buddy of Company
L, 320th Infantry, for his bravery in cor-
recting the French phrases, particularly
finie la guerre (Got you that time, son!).
We always did wonder how the blamed
stuff was written, but now that we have
seen it in @ la Bordeaux style, it doesn’t
sound a bit different. Anyway, we’re dead
sure “the war is finished,” eh? what?

Several score of former members of
the 80th, residing in the vicinity of Hamp-
ton Roads, are engaged in the work of
reconditioning the transport ‘“Leviathan,”
which arrived at Newport News early in
April. Wonder if they’ll come across any
relics of the old mess line rushes?

Walter A. Flick, formerly a Sergeant,
Company E, 318th Infantry, and later
commissioned a Lieutenant of Infantry,
who is now Director of Athletics and man-
ager of this year’s baseball team at Shen-
andoah Collegiate Institute, Dayton, Va.,
has developed a bunch of stars who are
causing votaries of the horse-hide sphere
to “set up and take notice” Manager
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Fades the light, and afar
Goeth day, cometh night; and a star
Leadeth all, speedeth all
To their rest.

O’BRIEN—Leo, formerly Lieutenant in
Co. I, 319th Infantry, died at Warrenton,
Virginia, May 8, 1922 from tuberculosis
due to gas and exposure while serving in
France with the 80th Division. Was
buried May 10th, at Warrenton, Virginia.

AMOIS—W. A., formerly Corporal Co.
F. 317th Infantry, died April 8, 1922
Details not available at this time.

Flick’s nine copped a string of eight or
nine straight victories from some of the
best collegiate and “prep” school teams in
Virginia before they finally became weary
of so much glory and generously permitted
their rivals to carry off the long end of a
score.

Old Dominion Post No. 622, Veterans of
Foreign Wars, of Petersburg, Va., which
includes many 80th Division men among
its membership, is preparing to issue a
post paper—the first in Virginia, we believe.
We know a number of “birds” in Peters-
burg who’d better get busy and slip two
bucks to “Service,” “toot sweet,” unless
they want our Uncle Samuel to “dun”
them. They’re familiar with their own
names, so we aren’t going to give them
free publicity.

All Blue Ridgers residing or loafing in
the Valley of Vir%inia, who are interesged
in the formation of a local P. C. of the
80th Division Veterans’ Association, are
urged to communicate with the writer, at
New Market, Va., at once. The Charles-
ton, West Va., Reunion is just around the
corner and we want to carry a rip-roarin’
delegation out there among the hills in
September, just to show the Field Artillery
boys that we haven’t forgotten how they
backed us up in the Argonne four years
ago.

The columns of “SErviCE MAGAZINE”
several months ago carried a request for
information concerning the whereabouts of
Robert Francis Browning, former lieuten-
ant, Company G, 318th Infantry, who dis-
appeared from his home at West Hurley,
N. Y., on June 13, 1921, leaving a wife and
two children. The national service divi-
sion of the American Legion is now en-
deavoring to locate the missing officer. He
is believed to be suffering mental disability.
Lieut. Browning was located for a time in
the office of the Veterans’ Bureau at New
Orleans, holding the position of informa-
tion clerk, but left January 24th, last, be-
fore friends could get in touch with him.
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He is described as 5 feet, 9 inches tall,
dark complexion and black hair, with his
left arm amputated just above the elbow.
Any information will be appreciated by his
wife, Mrs. Elizabeth Browning, at West
Hurley, N. Y.

All Virginia ex-service men who received
decorations, citations or other official re-
cognition for bravery or conspicuous ser-
vice in the World War, and who have
not forwarded copies of citations and
official letters of recommendation to the
Virginia War History Commission, Room
9, State Capitol, Richmond, Va., are urged
to do so without delay. The Commission
is about to publish the official citation of
every Virginian who has furnished the
proper credentials. If your name should
appear on this Honor Roll, see that it gets
there, “toot sweet.”

RUSSELL 1. STULTZ.

318TH INFANTRY, CO. G.

Ex-Corporal Elmer Tamkin of Hg. Co.
is employed in Washington, D. C. Home
address, Detrick, Va.

Curtis Williams, Hq. Co. is employed
by the Western Union Telegraph Co., in
the Chamber of Commerce Biulding, Pitts-
burgh, Pa.

Harry Cullers, of Co. L is back on the
farm near Detrick, Va.

Roy Ritenour, Co. A, 318th Inf. is un-
married as yet. He is willing to say yes
but she always says no it would seem. He
is living with his mother near Dilbeck, Va.

Where and how is Captain Raymond and
Major Sweeney?

The writer would like to see something
on this page about the following G Co.
men: M. J. Lone, Percy Louery, Marion
Hogge, H. W. Harrison, W. B. Lawson,
E. D. Bull and George Butler. Get busy
and give an account of yourself to
“SrrvicE”  for “Morning Report.” Your
old comrades are still interested in hear-
ing from you.

What has become of Sgt. Hurd and
Frank Wilcox?

Frank C. McKenny says he is not going
to raise his boys to be soldiers.

Wonder if J. L. McDaniel is still punch-
ing the clock.

S. M. Clanton what is your address?
“Nant to stop ahd take dinner with you.

Wonder if Clem is still selling his Rich-
mond-Times Dispatch at Nantillois, yet?

We are glad to hear that Ex-Sgt. Chas.
McInturff has gone into the chicken busi-
ness back on his farm near Edith, Va.

The Petershurg boys say they are home-
sick because old Camp Lee has been taken
away from them.

T ~¢'s hear from more of the boys through
“Morning Report” and don’t forget to
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make yourselves known at Charleston this
fall.

Former Lieutenant Colonel George D.
Freeman, Jr., of Hq. Staff 318th Infantry,
is now located at the University of Ken-
tucky, College of Arts and Sciences, De-
partment of Military Science, Lexington,
Kentucky.

Can any one furnish “Service” with the

address of Charles L. Bullion, Company F,
318th Infantry?

Lieutenant Clarence A. Phillips, former-
ly of the M. G. Co., 319th Infantry, was
married April 30, 1922, to Miss Helene Val-
erie Fonteille, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
Emile Fonteille, at the Church of Notre
Dame des Victoires in San Francisco, Cal.

The officers of the 319th Infantry will
hold a reunion in Washington, D. C., at
the Racquet Club, 1115 16th St, N W.,
June 9, 10, and 11th. Ralph J. Cogswell, at
1005 New Hampshire Avenue, Washington,
D. C, is the secretary looking after the ar-
rangements. Very elaborate plans have
been made for a series of special enter-
tainments and amusements during the
three days and all former officers of the
319th are urged to get in touch with the
secretary at once for further details and
to secure reservations.

V. D. Clark, formerly Ist It Co.” F,
319th Infantry, is now secretary and treas-
urer of the Coal Operators Sales Com-
pany, in the Cammack-Watts Bldg., Hunt-
ington, W. Va.

Frank N. Youngman, ex-1st Lieutenant
of Co. A, 319th Infantry, is with the Con-
solidated Water Power and Paper Co., at
Stevens Point, Wis.

Hugh Cbear, Erskine Gordon, Teddy
Cogswell, Clyde Cruit, and Ralph Coggs-
well are the 319th officers listed as “Town
Majors” for the 319th officers’ reunion in
Washington, June 9, 10 and 11. They ex-
pect to have quite a demand for accommo-
dations in nice quiet, cool, damp cellars.

Lt. Henri Peghaire, formerly Liaison
Officer, 319th Infantry, now residing at 10
Rue Pasteur, Asnieres, (Seine) France,
advises that he will be mighty glad to give
assistance to any member of the regiment
or division who visits France. He would
like to hear from Col. Love and Lt. Col
Gorgon R. Catts, who might not have re-
ceived his last Christmas letters which he
sent.

Several “319” men are patients at St.
Francis Hospital, Pittsburgh, Pa., and re-

port that they are lonesome for visits from
their old comrades.

Sgt. Helge G. Florin, who practices law
in Pittsburgh, Pa., since leaving the serv-
ice, suffered a painful attack of stomach
trouble and joined the patients at the West
Penn Hospital, Pittsburgh, Pa. Last re-
ports state that Comrade Florin is on the
road to recovery. Col. Cocheu, who was
town, expressed his regrets at not being
able to pay him a visit but sent his best
wishes.

320TH INFANTRY

The Veterans' Association of E Com-
pany, 320th Infantry (organized in March,
1919, at St. Gervais-en-Belin, - France),
held its third annual banquet and reunion
in the Dutch Room of the Fort Pitt Hotel,
Pittsburgh, May 6, 1922. The reunion was
highly successful, and many stray buddies,
who had not attended any of the previous
gatherings, were among those present. The
“out-of-town” members were well repre-
sented. Unfortunately, none of the com-
pany’s former officers were able to attend
the reunion. Letters and telegrams were
received and read from Lieut. W. W. Mar-
tin, of Richmond, Va.; Captain Anson T.
McCook, of Hartford, Conn.; Lieut-Col.
Ashby Williams, of Washington, D, C.,
and 1st Sgt. Charles L. Jones, of Cleve-
land, Ohio.

First Sgt. William Maisch gave the in-
vocation, and Jerome M. O’Connor was
toastmaster. The speakers on the program
were James G. Haughey, of McKeesport,
candidate for Congress in the 33rd Dis-
trict;. Frank L, McAtamney, John B. Mil-
len, of Scottdale, and in fact every mem-
ber of the company honored the organiza-
tion with a few remarks.

Eddie’s male quartette furnished the en-
tertainment, which comprises two members
of E Company. The quartette consists of
Robert D. TLord, tenor; John B. Maisch,
tenor; Dan J. Fackiner, baritone, and Wil-
liam Maisch, bass; Norman Wilson, accom-
panist. This quartette also sings at the
Luther Memorial Church, East End, and
is open for outside engagements.

The favors for the supper were designed
and executed by Homer W. Ludwig, the
artist of the company, and could not have
been more appropriate, and there were no
two alike. Noisemakers, balloons, etc.,
were furnished by the company.

The election of officers for the coming
year resulted as follows: William Maisch,
President, succeding Jerome M. O’Connor :
Dan J. Fackiner, Secretary-Treasurer, suc-
ceeding himself.

The next reunion and banquet will be
held in the Spring of 1923, and a much
larger delegation is expected, since every
man has promised to act as an advance
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agent. During the banquet and reunion of
1920, T Company, 320th Infantry, were di-
rectly across the hall from E Company, on
the same evening, and E Company is hop-
ing that this may happen again at some fu-
ture time.

JUST A GENTLE REMINDER

Arxansas City, Kansas,
May 7, 1921.
215 N-A Street:
To “Morning Report.”

Up to the present time it has been my
policy to “Watch and Wait” for news of
those with whom I was once associated and
have never forgotten; it being my conten-
tion that this would, and should be done
by those who are prepared to give this news
to us in a more interesting way than I
can. However, I have decided that every-
one else is as lazy as I am (or have been)
and as I have come to the point where 1
must have news; even if I have to in-
sult some one to get it, those of you who
happen to see this and feel that you have
been insulted are entitled to all the revenge
that may be had from a distance of a
thousand miles -more or less. Meaning
hit back in this column if you must.

Now to start:

What's the matter with all of you “G”
320 men, I never knew you to be backward
when ILeague blew “Chow Call.” Nor do
I ever remember any of the Irish Brigade
being late for a fight. And, by the way,
this Irish Brigade wasn’'t composed entirely
of Irishmen either.

Now here is the place to show some
of the spirit that you had when “G” Co.
was meeting all comers, be it work or
play, fight or foot race. Sure I know the
war is over and that Ewart, Klier and
many others are so busy loving their wives
that they haven’t time to think of old
But say, when you get your SERVICE
what is the first column you look at?
Morning Report of course. Now some of
you that really can write; come on. give
us some news. Since I am so far away
from the haunts of “The Blue-Ridgers” I
will have to confine my remarks to happen-
ings of the past. If they sting, remember
your conscience is your only guide.

Where is “Joe” Cannon? Probably ex-
plaining to friend wife how come he lost
that pork-chop money backing old man
Ace in the hole.

And “Kid” Walklet, guess maybe the
Mrs. got hold of one of those “London
Leters.” Finish Runt.

Then there was Sgt. Barry—you don’t
suppose ‘he still wanders around cook-
shacks in his sleep and if he does do you
supose he ever meets Mullin there?

Also “Stup” McGraw and “Mrs. Tug-
gle” Wonder why they called them the

times.

“Vin-Blanc Twins?”

I wonder if Sorce is still collecting
empty (?) beer bottles and if Broderick
and Lehner are still partners in crime.

I could wonder like this for a long time
yet but I have only one more question to
ask, how many of you would like to be
back in old Channay for a day, a week or
a month and if we were all back there do

you think we could keep “Pop” Howell

from having “H” Company’s claims fas-
tened on to “G” Co? I don’t. It is re-
sponse that I am after.—A. N. GORKER.
320TH INFANTRY

Anyone knowing the address of Frank
Masterberts, formerly of Company A, 320th
Infantry, will confer a favor by sending: it
to SERVICE.

E. B. Greuel, former 1st Sergeant of
Company I, 320th Infantry, is connected
with the Harbison-Walker Refractories
Co., in the Marine Trust Building, Buffalo,
N. Y.

Walter L. Turner, Jr., formerly Second
Lieutenant of E Company, 320th Infantry,
is now residing at Chula, Virginia, having
moved there from Columbus, Ohio.

RAMBLINGS FROM OUT SOHO WAY
(From hence hailed the famous Mullgan
Guards)

Abe Zeedman, the originator of “Up, up
my squad,” is now selling Havana Cigars
for the United States Cigar Store at the
corner of Market and Liberty Avenue,

Pittsburgh, Pa.

Geo. Wright, the boy of many long and
famous letters is now selling Stocks and
Bonds.

The Famous Jitney Park whereon the
Honor Roll is inscribed the names of the

Heroic Mulligan Guards, has gone through .

a hard winter and is now being put in
shape to again command the respect of
Soho_citizens.

We had in our midst for a few days,
Wm. Riese, formerly of I, Company, 320th
who was transferred to Camp Green, 30th
Infantry. He is still the same old Riese.
His present address is: General Delivery,
Main P. O., Grand Rapids, Mich., or 1109
McReynolds Ave.,, N. W. Grand Rapids,
Mich.

Wild Bill Hillenbrecht of I, Company,
320th, is now taking Acetyline Welding
at the Government Vocational Training
School. T wonder if Bill will learn to weld
tin cans. on stray dogs’ tails?

Mike Currens, “De boy” who lost “me
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broosh” in the recreation room -is
Special Policeman at Serpent
Hiland Park.

now
Curve,

QOur own Tom Galvin we are pleased to
announce has been married for the past
year. Mr. Galvin is now inspector of the
Pittsburgh Railways conductors, his title
being No. 2042 Conductor Pittsburgh Rail-
ways Company.

On meeting Tom Galvin I am pleased to
announce the marriage of Dick Rodgers
I understand Dick’s house has burned
down and he consequently lost everything;
our deepest sympathy goes out to Dick.

313 M. G. BN.

Clifford A. Furness, ex-Private of Co.
A, 313th M. G. Bn, just recently dis-
covered there was a Vets. Association.
He evidently moved shortly after coming
back from France and as Hq. was not no-
tified his mail failéd to reach him. He is
now located at 3313 Walnut St., Philadel-
phia, Pa, and says he intends to keep step
with the activities of the Association from
now on.

Charles H. Younkin, formerly of Co. C,
313th M. G. Bn., member of the firm of
Baldwin and Younkin, who conduct “The
Toggery Shop” of Meyersdale, Pa., advis-
es that business is fine in his locality and
we are inclined to believe him—he sent in
a check.

314TH M. G. BN.

J. R. Neal, ex-Sergeant of Co. A, 314th
M. G. Bn,, who is Secretary and Treasurer
of the Virgini® Atwood Orchard Co., at
Stuart, Virginia, on April 12th became the
father of J. R. Neal, Jr., an 11-pound boy.
From last accounts he was doing fine. Con-
gratulations. We believe the ex-Sgt. will
be on detail for a while now.

314TH F. A

The 314th . A. Vets. Assn., composed of
former Wheeling members of that regiment
have temporarily disbanded owing to the
failure of efforts to locate suitable quar-
fers.

Former Wagoner Adolph H. Grewe, of
the Supply Co., is back at his former occu-
pation of stogie-roller at M. Marsh and
Sons, Wheeling. Wonder who is courting
the widow at Chateau du Loir now?

Private George E. Beans, of A Battery,
later of 305th Ammunition Train, resides
at Elm Grove, a suburb of Wheeling, where
he is in the employ of his father who is a
general contractor.

A recent letter received from Lawrence
A. Fitzpatrick of A Battery, states that
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he is getting along very nicely. He would
like to hear from all of his former com-
rades. His address is Whipple Barracks,
Prescott, Arizona.

George D. Burley, former Sergeant, Ord-
nance Detachment, resides in Wheeling,
where he is employed by the Capitol Car
Co., as a salesman for the Chalmers and
Maxwell cars.

Former Private Dennis E. O'Leary of
C Battery, is in the employ of the P. R. R.
as a brakeman. He still remembers the
mess line at Mucon, no doubt.

Ex-Sergeant Sol Burka, of B Battery,
was a recent visitor in Wheeling on his
way back from Akron to Terra Alta. He
is chauffeuring for our A. E. F. heavy-
weight Champ., Bob Martin. Still the
same old goodnatured Sol.

Former Cook, John E. Pultz, of E Bat-
tery is married and now has a son. He
resides in Bridgeport. He will no doubt
be remembered as disobeying orders to
prepare for evacuation to the hospital, in
order to accompany his battery in the
Meuse-Argonne. No complaint could be
made about the faithfulness of our cooks.

John W. Mingler, another old timer of E
Battery, is married ar;d when last heard
from was located in Baltimore, Md.

Bill McFarland, formerly Sergeant of
C Battery, is married and has one son. He
is employed by the Augustus Pollock Stogie
Co., in Wheeling. Remember the time he
and “Patcheye” tried to rescue the “Frog’s”
lumber at Argentenay? Same old Bill.

The contributor of the above items would
like to see some of the buddies in other
localities send SErvick news of what the
members of the old regiment are doing.
How about helping out in this barrage?

315TH F. A.

William H. Cole, former Corporal of
Battery C, ventured into business the other
day, so ’tis said. A former Sergeant of
his battery coerced him into moving his
stock up on Wheeling Hill. After an af-
ternoon’s sojoyrn they were seen helping
each other down the steep hillside—busi-
ness feenish! How are you now, “Mack?”

Ex-Corporal Thomas A. Kileen of C
Battery is located in Wheeling where he is
employed by the C. A. House Music Store.

Former Battery E Clerk, John G. Stromp
resides in Wheeling and is employed by
the Moss Iron Works on the office force.

He shows no ill effects from being gassed.

Tom C. Cottle, ex-Machine Gun Corporal
of E. Battery is in the Taxi business in
Wheeling. Wonder why he was artistically
inclined with the handle-bars on the deck
of the transport “Zepplin?”

Latest reports from Clarksburg, W. Va.,
have it that former Mess Sergeant Charles
E. Franckle is numbered among the mar-
ried enlistments. He has the very best
wishes of members of E Battery. He was
one of the few “Messers” who was not
threatened with death or worse when we
would be mustered out.

A frequent visitor in Wheeling both on
business and pleasure is former 1st Lieuten-
ant Murray Rushmore of D Battery, a very
popular officer of the regiment.

WHIZ-BANGS AND WHIZZERS
305th Sanmitary Train
By Fay A. Davis

The last time I met Meyer Slupowsky,
he was madly in love with a jane from
Petersburg. The girl’'s father runs the
little tandy store just around the corner
from the street car depot in Petersburg.

Who remembers Pvt. Sonnenberg’s reply
to Major Glace in the woods near La
Claon?

Straw hat manufacturers say well-
dressed men will wear three straw hats
this year—one for business, another for
sports, and a third fbr evening dress.
Looks bad for us “run-of-the-mine” folks,
don’t it? Might have to fall back on the
old helmet yet, if they don’t hurry along
that bonus.

Bert C. Weakley, Comanche, Okla., in
the April 15th issue of the Stars & Stripes,
wants to hear from -some of the “Black
Gang” on the U. S. S. Mercury between
August 1917, and January, 1919. Some-
body write that gink toute-de-suite, and
tell him who adorned that barge in May,
1918.

Pat Kane is still diggin’ coal at Portage,
Pa., (that was before the coal strike)
according to Slupowsky, who ran across
him there not long ago.

When we get that centipede, Bergdoll,
in the jug again, let the Government pay
him one (lc) a day for his labor, until
he has earned enough to erect a monu-
ment to the real American boy, who filled
the place in the ranks he refused to fill,
and gave up his life in Flanders Field.

T wonder if McGready will ever forget
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that night at Tronville, when the hard-
boiled Colonel spied a candle burning in
his pup-tent, and Mac pretended to be
asleep.

Ask Weiser, Harmer, or Nagal what
they think of Major Potts’ chances of
being ordained as a Rabbi.

Fancy the optimism of the fashionable
Parisienne in the Rue Bois du Boulogne,
when the American reformers blow into
Paris with their little song and dance on
“goloshes” and “flappers” and “prohibi-
tion.”

A telephone book recently discarded in
Gay Paree was issued seven years ago.
The “frogs” like it so well there, they
never move; all of which makes the pub-
lishiing of a new book very unnecessary.

The question of the hour is, what did
Schoenly do with all the mail we gave
him?

I read in the paper the other day, that
it requires the services of 50 painters
working three months, to give the FEiffel
Tower a coat of paint. Can it be possible
that the old tower was snubbed, when all
them doughboys painted the town red.

Has any one seen that sword they gave
Wisler when he was discharged from the
hospital? -

The chief battle slogans of the American
army in the Worldy War were—"“Let’s go,”
“When do we eat,” and “Where do we go
from here.” There were other popular
and effective phrases used by the troops,
but these three stand out as typically
American, in the opinion of Col. Edward
L. Munson.

Why is it, that every time some yegg-
man or thug or stickup man pulls off a
job, they say, “It must be some of our
soldier-boys who are out of work.” In-
gratitude has always been a soldier’s pay.

Sam Wilkes, Jr., from Port Vue, Pa,
has recently had the great misfortune of
losing his best friend—his mother. We
have lost a faithful comrade from our
ranks; for it was his mother, and not
Sam, who was the real soldier after all.

Great men are always modest. Few
among the throng that gathered at the
pier to bid “bon voyage” to Marshall
Joffre, knew the grand old man could
speak a little English. He said he knew
a little English but never letsit be known,
until he waxed enthusiastic in one of
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his speeches and, said in good English, “I
thank you all.”

George Siegel has taken over his
father’s seed store in Erie. He is happily
married, and his wife keeps the books for
him. If George is as good a business man
as he was a cook, his competitors will have
to step some to keep pace with him.

“Baldy” Delp dropped into town last
week, and called around to see me. He
looks as fine as a fiddle. As the District
Attorney of Crawford County, he was here
representing that commonwealth on a
murder trial which was called as a test
case in the Allegheny County Court. While
here, he made the acquaintance of George
Alter, Chris Dimling, Patty Murphy, and
the cough-drop man on Diamond Street.
The city life was quite a revelation to him
after being out in the country so long. We
went down to Dimling’s, my brother, Delp,
and I, and fought the war all over again.

The last time I met Emery E. Thomp-
son, the dapper little soldier from Eliza-
beth, Pa., was during the 80th Division
Reunion in Pittsburgh. Emery was the
kind of a soldier one likes to read about.
He passed up several opportunities for
advancement, because the little fellow was
too big to sacrifice his principle. He played
the game clean.

While in New York City a year ago last
January, Delp looked up Bill White and
Harry Schwarzkopf. Augie decided New
York was some pumpkins, after Bill and
Harry took him around to see Hell’s
Kitchen, the Flat-iron Bldg., the Hudson
Tubes, Chinatown, the Woolworth Bldg.,
and Steve Brodie's old cafe. By the time
they got down to the Agquarium at the
Battery, Delp was “bobbed-haired
fishes” with califlower ears and horn-
rimmed glasses; so they decided it was
time to go home. Bill put Augie on a
car with instructions to get off at the
next square and take another car. An
hour later, he woke up, and the conductor
put him off down in the Ghetto somewhere.
After standing on a corner there for an-
other hour, Augie palmated a 5-spot, and
gliding gently up to the policeman who
had been keeping an eye on him, implored
the officer to put him on the right car. And
would you believe it! The officer was
gruff but honest; for he put Augie on a
car for Brooklyn and flatly refused the 5-
spot. ‘Sa fact.

seein’

Major Baltz was a prince of a fellow—
always a soldier’'s best friend at heart.
There were times during that night-mare,
when the “goin’ got rough,” that his out-
ward appedarance was gruff and surly; but

the military veneer was only surface deep.
And when an issue hampered a soldier’s
welfare—he was kind to a fault.

Let’s hear from the boys of the 305 San.
Tr. who are going to the “Big Show” at
Charleston, ‘W. Va.

Sergeant J. Curtis Bagg, Capt. Negus’
right-hand man in the supply office at
Hdgs. is in the office supply and manufac-
turing stationery business for himself at
New Bern, N. C. Sergeant Bagg married
shortly after his return from France but
he has never advised whether a John, Jr,,
has arrived or not. Here's luck to him
anyway.

305TH M, 8. T

Howard Schusler of E Company is doing
a big business this spring at the H. H.
Schusler Motor Car Co. on Baum Boule-
vard, Pittsburgh. He claims that it is
much less difficult to sell automobiles than
it used to be to locate mess-kits.

“Irish” McKelvey of E Company is driv-
ing a large Packard Truck for the National
Tube Works at McKeesport, Pa.

Roy Sensenich reports that he is married
and has a four month’s old baby-boy. Con-
gratulations Roy. Bet the youngster is
almost as big as his dad already.

305TH AMMUNITION TRAIN
F COMPANY

Oscar M. Allen, Regimental Pill Squad
and of Train football fame at Camp Lee
and later Sergeant in F Company has ac-
quired a wife, also a steady boarder, sex
unknown, since he put the O. D.s in moth
balls.

“All right Sojers, line up for your um-

brellas. Supply Sgt. John Gustafson, Jr.,
will issue ‘em.” Where is John? Who
knows?

Robert McBurney is living around
Sharpsville, Pa. Also is married and has
a family.

Joseph Allen, the little fellow who could
always be found around the stables has
now given up horses and is taking an in-
terest in flivvers in Sharon, Pa.

FEx-Corporal George Lewis has finished
a hitch with the Pennsylvania State Police.

Robert MclIntosh, former stable sergeant
at Camp Lee and later sent to Officers’
Training School, is with the State Game
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Morning Report

Commission Headquarters in Meadville,
Pa. "

Jim Hannahan, ex-stable-
married and living in Sharon.

sergeant is

Earl Montgomery is living in Sharpsville,
Pa—a little town but “Mont” is a little
fellow. {

Ran into a fellow on the street car, going
into Youngstown, Ohio., got “Chewing the
fat” and he introduced himself by showing
his 80th Division Vets. Association card.
I was glad T had one also. We're not
ashamed of our old combat division, are

we? His name was Blatt of the 305th
Engineers. He’s looking good but still has
his cane.

Remember “Ford?” He is as big as ever
and working for the Union R. R. near
Pittsburgh. He managed a baseball team
last year we understand.

Room 503, First Nat’'l. Bank Bldg.,
Connellsville, Pa., April 20th.
“SERVICE MAGAZINE :”

Would be glad to have information as to
the whereabouts of Private Geo. Outland
of the 305th Ammunition Train. One of
his buddies here, a young man by the
name of Patterson, is disabled and needs
some information from Private Outland in
order to aid him in securing compensation.
Any information you may be able to give
me will be greatly appreciated. 3
. T Yours truly, i

JOSEPH D, HOOD.
(Formerly ﬁvt. Co: B, 320 Inf.)

Can any member of the Aummunition
train supply the information desired by
Comrade Hood?

Arthur Yost—the old - Personnel
geant sends in the following:

Harry Alexander, Ex-Top Sergeant, is
traveling out of Seaford, Del, for the
FEastern Shore Claim Adjustment Co., and
frequently pays a flying visit to Pittsburgh.

Ser-

How come, Alec?
us up?

Why don’t you look

Mr. and Mrs. Signor H. Dellinger of
28 DuPont Place, Johnstown, Pa., an-
nounce the birth of a son at the Memorial
hospital. Congratulations from the gang
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Mrs. Elizabeth Maley Quinn, died April
10, 1822, in Johnstown, Pa. Mrs. Quinn
was the mother of “Dan” Quinn, formerly
of D Company, who died of wounds re-
ceived in action in France, Dec. 12, 1918.

Yost always kicks in with a few bits of
gossip. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?
Dress up that line!

C. A. Bearer, the old Company Clerk
from Headquarters, is with the Cambria
and Indiana R. R., in the office of H. H.
Hooper, Purchasing Agent, Colon, Pa. He
says that Sharp Rice of C Co. is in the
same town and doing fine.

305TH ENGINEERS

Master Engineer Kline is up there also,
“master-engineering” all around a farm.

Gilbert [uther of C Co. is married and
has a farm about five miles out of Colver.

Recently we shot a little “quip” in this
column regarding Lt. Doepel our Veteri-
narian. Received a letter from him the
other day and he is practicing up in Mt.
Vernon, N. Y.—115 First Avenue and
hopes to attend the reunion at Charleston
in September. Dr. Doepel attends all of
the meetings of the Commissioned Officers
of the 77th Division, Organized Reserves,
at the Academy of Medicine, 43rd St., New
York. He is commanding officer of the
302nd Veterinary Co. of the 302nd Medical
Regiment, 77th Division,

Notice: The following men are A. W.
O. L., and will be charged with desertion
if not heard from immediately: Winter,
Mulhollen, Kenney, Parrish, Thompkins,
Bender, Wilson, McKee, Shurig, Morrison,
and Spalding.

Capt. Morgan, Lt. Chesley and Master
Engineer Schaeffer are handling the finan-
cial end of the reunion down in Charleston
and are working like beavers. They have
a tough job ahead of them owing to the
coal strike which is hitting W. Va. right,
but they are Engineers—(Hold her Newt!)

Oscar Crome, formerly Wagoner of
305th Engineer Train is now living at R.
D. No. 6, Corry, Pa., and advises that he
gets a lot of enjoyment out of “Srrvicr”
as does a huddy who reads it also.

HEADQUARTERS
Edward L. Huemme, formerly Sergeant,
Headquarters Detachment, 80th Division,
is connected with the City Bank of Mc-
Keesport, Pa.
Earl D. Church, former It. Colonel and
Division Ordnance Officer is -with the

Morning Report

Travelers’ Insurance Co.,
Connecticut.

of Hartford,

One of our buddies, Rollin Abbott of
643 Union St., Hartford, Wis.,, who is
located in a section of the country where
Blue-Ridgers are not met with every day,
writes as follows: ]

“Would like to know if the 80th Vets.
still remember the 14th Training Area with
Division Hgq. at Aigny-le-Duc and the rail-
head at Recey-sur-Ource; also the Sales
Commissary Unit No. 11 at Aigny-le-Duc
under Lt. Powell, Pvt. McConahay, Pvt.
Stillman, Pvt. Cy Schaefer of Bronx, N.
Y., Pvt. Armstrong, Cpl. W. South and
Sgt. Reagen of Texas. TUnit No. 11 Sales
Commissary was replaced by Sales Com-
missary No. 41, which was made up of
Pvts. John Gass, Thomas Gillis of Boston,
Mass.,, K. W. McConahay of Van Wert,
Ohio, Rollin Abbott, Hartford, Wis., later
transferred to 80th Division Hgq., Lee P.
Schau of Kalamazoo, Rebble Holder of
McMinnville, Tenn., Leslie B. Shelton of
Phelps, Mo., Buck Weaver of Miss, S.
Keel of Elks, S. C., Bud Fitzgibbons of

Chicago and Sidney Wheatley of Miami,

Florida. Unit 41 was formerly the 328th
Supply from Camp Jos. E. Johnston, Fla.
The unit was discharged in Camp Lee, Va.,
in June, 1919.

The 14th Training Area was also occu-
pied by the 90th Division and the 6th Divi-
sion. The Commissary was located in an
old French house beside the creek and
served out many smokes and sweets to the
boys of the 80th.

The following is a clipping from the
“Pittsburgh Gaszette Times” of May Ist,
giving an account of a tragedy which oc-
curred on the South Side, Pittsburgh, Pa.,
Sunday, April 30th, while a military fu-
neral was being held for one of our 80th
Division buddies:

“The plunging horses of an artillery
caisson at a military funeral, startled by a
baseball thrown by a boy, yesterday knock-
ed down and killed a guardsman who tried
to stop their mad dash into a crowd of
more than 50 children playing at South
Twelfth and Sarah streets, South Side.

A bystander prevented a greater tragedy
by grasping the bridle of one of the leaders
and guiding the caisson into a telephone
pole.

The dead man was William Herrington,
aged 24, of 3425 Bismark street, a member
of Battery B, the One-Hundred and Sev-
enth Field Artillery, 28th (Pennsylvania
National Guard) Division and a veteran
of the World War. The funeral was be-
ing held for Zigmmut Wojceski, aged 35,
of 108 South Eleventh street, a member of
the Fightieth Division, who died April 24

°
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at St. Margaret’s Hospital.

The funeral caission, in charge of Her-
rington and W. B. Ross, of 7323 Susque-
hanna street, also a member .Of the One
Hundred and Seventh Field Artillery, was
waiting at the corner of South Eleventh
and Sarah streets for the body of Woj-
ceski.

When one of the horses was struck by
the baseball, the horses bolted up Sarah
street toward South Twelfth street where
more than 50 children were playing in the
street. Herrington, standing Dby the
wheelers, reached for the bridle of the
horse nearest him, tripped, and fell under
the wheels of the caisson which passed
over his head. He was dead when by-
standers reached him.

Peter Schnepp, an iceman, of 1114 Sarah
street, dashed across the street, seized the
bridle of the leading pair of horses and
guided the runaway into a pole, a few feet
from where the crowd of children were at
play.

Ross was standing in front of<the horses
when the runaway started, police say, and
jumped out of the path of the runaway.

Wojceski was buried in St. Albert’s Cem-
etery with military honors by the A. C.
Woestehoff Post, Veterans of Foreign
Wars. He is thought to have died as a
result of injuries received while serving in
action with the FEightieth Division in
France. .

Herrington was born in Lawrenceville.
Three brothers who survive him, Joseph,
Michael and Albert Herrington, are also
members of Battary B, which is command-
ed by Capt. Claude J. Burrage. Herring-
ton also leaves two sisters, Mrs. Edward
Wigman of Lawrenceville and Mrs. Agnes
Kelty of Verona. He served in Camp Lee
for several months during the war, but be-
cause of a defective eye, which was partly
blinded by smallpox when he was a baby.
he was unfit for overseas duty. He joined
the One Hundred and Seventh Artillery
six months ago.

Herrington with two of his brothers
started with his battery for a week-end
camp Saturday afternoon. -One was taken
sick on the road and Herrington and his
other brother returned with him Saturday
night. When Herrington learned of the
military funeral to be conducted Sunday
he asked to be detailed to the services.

Readers of Service who admired the
poem ‘“Requiem,” by Willis Vernon Cole,
C. S, in our May, 1921, issue, will be in-
terested to learn that it has found quite
a great deal of favor in France, and
that the author used it in his address at
the Statue of Joan of Arc on Riverside
Drive, New York, last New Orleans day.



May and June, 1922

FOHOB WS B RE Ckr Mo ANGEA Z N E

“Springtime in the Le Mans Area”

(Continued from page 8)

caped, he was known to be ridiculously
weak with the stick. But, wait! miracles
had been known to happen—we would die
hard, at any rate. “Oh, buddy! Go hug the
skipper! Did you see it? A clean two-
bagger, and by him!” The sphere found its
resting place in a placid brook which, in
local annals, had acquired the cognomen of
a river, “Blessed brooklet! Business is
looking up, thank you ”

The tide had indeed turned, and in our
direction, for the sodden ball, returned to
infield, slipped through the anxious clutch
of a too-confident short, rolled through
and beyond with a reckless disregard that
bred both dismay and hope. Like a dash
of shrapnel, our erstwhile “weakling” tore
home, to eventually demand rescue from
the attentions of too-ardent admirers.

At last, a run and the score “2-1.” With
one man out and a lone tally to bolster up
our fortunes, the outlook was far from
hopeless. The third man up—hold your
breath !—repeated, honest he did. That
brook was literally proving a “watery
grave.” As the little pellet splashed into
its shallow depths, a “cussing” outfielder
recklessly jumped to retrieve it. ‘Too late,
however, to prevent the flying Nemesis
from scoring with the tying run. As the
hero was caught in waiting arms, an ex-
cited Frenchman forgot his ignorance of
the game and yelled: “Vive I'Amerique!
vive I'Amerique!” unintentionally betray-
ing rare diplomacy by impartially bestowing
praise,

A CERTAIN LITTLE DETAIL.

Destiny certainly maneuvered that ball
game to a finish—it was ended, save for a
certain little detail. All that had gone be-
fore was soon to prove disgustingly tame.
You who missed the finale imagine the
setting: a bit of America transplanted to
an Old World atmosphere.

As the next man stepped to the plate,
he reached for the first ball and smote it
one mighty biff. Few scarcely knew what
transpired= after that. The frazzled pellet
soared and sped onward, while something
like two thousand healthy hearts, including

those of our French spectators, skipped
as many beats, for at the moment they
were far from normal position, choking,
parched and speechless throats. The guys
who won their D. S. C’s. by kidnapping
entire machine-gun squads had nothing,on

those of us who tensely awaited the course,
that gravity, oft fickle, might choose to

pursue. Qur last centime, next month’s

pay—even a promised week-end in Tours,
hung in the balance. The suspense was
intolerable, but it did not endure for long.
Who knows? perhaps it was ordained that
the ball should pass over a gaping outfield,
cross that absurd, but now adored, little
stream and finally, unerringly shatter an
obstructing window and find repose in the
comomdious lap of a dozing, scandalized
madame! The climax dawned later, when
we stemmed the little old lady’s indignant
tirade by the payment of beaucoup francs
for that eccentric slant of fate.

What hapened next? Oh, nothing in
particular, for it seemed to us that about
all that could transpire in one afternoon
had already been staged—all save the
wild tumult of joy. Just then, it didn’t
mater much, but it was inevitable. At
first, like the low roll of an opening bar-
rage, to swell and grow in volume as
realization stirred wordless tongues and
weary lungs to obey impulse’s bidding,
the thunderous chorus arose and brought
startled natives racing from their houses,
throbbed and leaped until the sound had
reached its zenith, to finally die from sheer
exhaustion. As for ourself, we merely
stood—and shivered!

Through the roaring mob a wheelbarrow,
proudly bearing our own protesting,
squirming “Heavy,” insistently demanded
a gangway as the pair of Second Battalion
admirers trundled it to home plate. Could
it be? “Well, I'll be damned!” anincredu-
lous voice exploded, “Here comes the cap
and his own little striker!”

The supreme reward was still a dark
secret—it revealed itself in the form of
a puffing, important Mess Sergeant:

“Ham and eggs for supper, boys; major’s
orders!”

the Right Way.
Pittsburg district.
ness Checking Accounts.

FINANCIAL AFFAIRS OF THE HOME

paying for household necessities, rent, children’s clothes and wholesome amusements—
should start at the Bank keeping your money in the Right Place and handling it in
For 28 years we have been encouraging economy throughout the
We pay 4% on Savings and welcome personal as well as busi-

PITTSBURG TRUST COMPANY
- 323 Fourth Ave.

49 Paid on Savings 4%

WORLD WAR
PICTURES

9x15
$1.00 Each

Post Cards
5¢ Each

Pictures mean memories—just imagine,
a few years hemce, when that old camp has
ceased to be, and most of your share in the
“big show” is forgotten, how nice it will
be to turn to your album and live over
those good old days in camp and “Over
There.”” Many of your old buddies will have
been forgotten unless you have something
more than your memory on which to de-
pend. Remember, every picture means some-
thing to you, se start your collection now.

1—Red Cross Nurses, City Point, Va.

2—O0n the James.

3—O0n Board the “Huron.”

4—O0ur Convoy.

5—Mess at Pontanazen.

6—On Our Way to Calais.

7—Rest Camp, Calais.

8&—Forty Hommes—Samer.

9—Passed by the Censor.

10—Beauval.

11—Camp near Albert.

12—Barber in the Front Lines.

13—Ruins at "Henencourt.

14—Damaged by Shell Fire, near Warloy.

15—Ruins, Senlis.

16—Dugeouts, Senlis.

17—Bure-Les-Templiers.

18—Camouflaged in Woods near Ippicourt.

19—Ruins, Verdun.

20—Filling Watercart at Germanville.

21—Waiting for Material—Co. B’ Bridge,
Bethencourt, (Under Shell Fire).

22—Co. “B” Bridge Finished 1 hour and
35 minutes later.

23—Ruins at Bethencourt.

24—Transport Jam, Bethencourt.

25—Hil| ““304" near Bethencourt.

26—Captured Jerry Guns & Hindenburg

ine.

27—First American Plane Downed at Beth-
encourt.

28—Jerry Conocrete Dugout, Cusy.

29—Dead ‘“‘Hun.”

30—French Tank Going Into Action, Mont-
faucon.

31—Jerry 0. P. at Montfaucon.

32—Church, Montfaucon, from which the
Crown Prince viewed the opening of
the offensive on Verdun.

33—Fourteen Horses Killed by One Shell.

34—Camouflaged Road in the Argonne.

35—Camp Monhovan.

36—Fleville. 3

37—Constructing Bridge Under Shell Fire
at St. Georges.

38—First Transport to Cross Bridge at St.

Georges.
39—American Tank in Tank Trap, near
St. Georges.

40—Making an Advance, Over the Top,
near Sommerance.

41—Battleground, Immicourt.

42—Jerry Prisoners at St. Georges.

43—Jerry Cannon Captured in a. m. of
Nov. 1 and used on the Boche in
afternoon.

44—Soldiers Home, Buzancy.

45—Going to the Front.

46—0. V. Balloon Being Moved Up.

47—Railroad and Bridge Destroyed by Re-
treating Germans. :

48 —Railroad Cars Blown Up by Retreat-
ing Germans.

49—Jerry Ammunition Truck.

50—9-2 Jerry ‘‘Dud” at Beaumont.

51—American Anti-Air Guns in Shell Hole
near the Muese River.

52—Cannon that is claimed to have Fired
the Last Shot.

53—Ruins at Grampre. =

54—Tree Cut Down by Shell Fire, Gram-

pre.
55—Ruined Church, Grampre.
56—Woods near Grampre, showing effects
of Barrage.

57—~Cemetery, American and French
Graves, Chatel Chehery.
58—Dugout, Camp Monhovan, Argonne

Forest.
59—Ruins, Sommeille.
60—Sermaize-Les-Bains.

Remit by check, money order or currency to

JAS. A. SPENCER

“The Photo Man”
P. 10.- Box 505 Altoona, Pa.
or 1010 Boulevard, Juniata, Pa.

N
i |
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P. & A. Phone,

Bell Phone,
Main 211

Court 9322

DAVE HILL & COMPANY
FLORISTS
Fifth and Wood Sts., Pgh., Pa.

Member V. F. W,

“MEMORIALS OF LASTING
TRIBUTE”
Bronze Tablets—Statuary
Honor Rolls—Memorials—Brass and
- ; Bronze Signs
Nothing too big or too small for
us to make.
e OV.. (13 GETLTY & CO.
morials o asting Tribute”
1207 East End Trust Blgg., o
Pittsburgh, Pa.

v

THE ROBT. FULTON CO.

SURGLCAL INSTRUMENTS, PHYSI-
CIANS’ AND HOSPITAL SI}PPLIISE}S,
TRUSSES, ELASTIC SUPPORTS,
ANKLE BRACES, ETC.
422 Penn Avenue
Bell Phone Court 2234, Pgh., Pa.

e e

P. LUDEBUEHL & SON
Shoes and Hosiery
Penn and Frankstown,

“WE'VE FITTED FEET OVER
FIFTY YEARS.”

=

Thos. J. Thomas

Phone 4123 Court
AMERICAN SHOE REPAIRING
COMPANY
Shoe Repairing of Every Description
Orthopedic Rubber & Leather Heels

Now at New Loeation
114 Diamond St. Pittsburgh, Pa. \

CHARLES J. 4. GIES

OPTICIAN
6070-6071-6072 Jenkins Arcade Bldg.

Bell Phone—Smithfield 889
PITTSBURGH, PA.

THE GRAFF COMPANY
945 LIBERTY AVENUB
PITTSBURGH, PA,

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

JACOB SHULGOLD
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW

PITTSBURGH, PA.
720 FRICK RIIILDING

Grant 5162 Main 23694

e e ey

Phones—Bell—
ey DOSW Nerliia | Jeaar
CHARLES DUNBAR
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE
NOTARY PUBLIC
ALLEGHENY REAL ESTATE CO.
516 Federal St., N. S,, Pittsburgh, Pa.

ECKERT BROS.
HOME DRESSED MEATS
N. S. PITTSBURGH, PA.
Retail Stand No. 1 Allegheny
Market,
Plant and Wholesale Debt.
3101 East Street
Market Phone Cedar 7020 J
Res. Phone Cedar 2446 J

CARRYING ON IN EGYPT

(Continued from page I10)

along the river, many of which have con-
gregations of several hundred persons—
and many of which have not. These vil-
lages—generally collections of one and
two-story houses built of brick, some of
which is merely sun-dried—are the homes
of most of Egypt's 14,000,000 people.

The missionaries may be assigned to the
mission’s private railroad car to visit other
villages. The doctor will go to one of
the two hospitals which provide 60,000
treatments annually. These Americans, or-
dinarily, wear the same kind of clothing
they wore in America. In almost every
station there is electric light, and a water
system, although there are cities of 40,000
population which have neither. In Cairo
or Alexandria there may even be an ele-
vator in an apartment house.

The missionary- in Egypt occupies an
honored position as a member of an hon-
ored oranization. He is welcome in homes
of every class of Egyptians. He works
among a people, who, individually, are as
polite and hospitable as any that ever
lived.

The cup of cinnamon tea, with nuts
floating on the surface, is forth-coming
no more quickly in the palace of the
wealthy than is the tiny cup of Turkish
coffee in the mud-brick house of the vil-
lage farmer—Moslem or Christian—when
the missionary calls.

Sixty years’ work has produced an
Egyptian Evangelical Church with 15,000
adult members, and many more adherents,
besides causing spiritual awakening else-
where. Twenty-five new stations must be
opened. They await only the personnel.

Four years ago the Americans in Egypt
read with pride that their little church of
160,000 adherents had sent 16,000 sons into
the American Army and Navy. Now, they
ask, will it fail to send a hundredth of
that number to Egypt.

“DEBTS”

(Continued from page 9)
if T do pay it he will blow it al ]St
would certainly be the blue eyed boy when
it came to getting any credit around that
town.

At the date of writing this—mid April—
the House has coyly passed the buck to
the Senate and I wouldn’t be a bit surprised
if they pass it on to Editor Harding, that
good natured looking gentleman from
Marion, Ohio. This morning’s paper con-
tains an attempt to line up the farmer
element against Compensation of any kind
by the fallacious assumption that over half
the burden would fall on the farmer, alone.
Some of these so-called politiciais are
riding herd on the strangest bunch of
arguments one can imagine. Where do
they dig ’em up?
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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.

[N SEVERAL SIZES
t1b.,, 21b.,31b. and 5 1b.

Mention Service Magazine when answering
Advertisements.

Herbick & Held
Printing Co.
PRESSWORK
For the Trade

1116-36 BROWN STREET,
NORTH SIDE, PGH,, PA.

LARGE EDITION BOOK WORK
PUBLICATION PRINTING

BELL PHONE, CEDAR 6782
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to our readers and friends.
Be patient.

Pictures of the Eightieth--“Over Here”

HI-S is a list of pictures taken at Camp Lee before the Divisionﬁ sailed for France.
eight inches wide and average thirty-six inches in length and are suitable for framing.
The price of each is $2.00. Order by serial number.

We do not own the negatives.

They are

This Service is a matter of accomodation
About ten days is required to fill orders.

4038

4133
4037
4053
4054

i 4056

| 4044
4260
4050
4047
4240
4048
4244
4052
4049
4101
4055
4051

SERrIAL No.

4180

317th Infantry

DEscripTION
Entire Regiment,
Commissioned Officers.
Officers 3rd- Battalion.
Headquarters Company.
Machine Gun Company.
Supply Company.
Band.

Medical Detachment.
Company A.

Company C.°

Company D.

Company E.

Company ~.

Company G.

Company H.

Company 1.

Company K.

Company L.

Company M.

318th Infantry

Entire Regiment.
Officers.
Headquarters Company.

Machine Gun Company.

Supply Company.
Supply Co. with Train.
Band.

Company A.

Company B.

Company C.

Company D.

Company E.

Company F.

Company G

Company H, 1st Plat,
Company H, 2nd Plat.
Company H, 3rd Plat.
Company I.

Compayn K.

Company M.

319th Infantry

Entire Regiment.
Medical Detachment.
Headquarters Company.
Machine Gun Company.
Supply Company.

‘Band.

Company A.
Company B.
Company C.
Company D.
Company E.
Company F
Company G.
Company H.
Company .

* Company K.

Company L.

320th Infantry

SERIAL No. DESCRIPTION

3850 Entire Regiment,

4135 Commissioned Officers.
3882 Headquarters. Company.
3861 Machine Gun Company.
3808 Supply Company.

3833 Medical Detachment
4201 Band.

3878 Company A.

4002 Company B.

3894 Company C.

3880 Company D.

3856 Company E.

3802 Company F.

3830 Company G.

3858 Company H.

3886 Company I.

3875 Company K.

4000 Company L.

2884 Company M.

313th Field Artillery

3867 Entire Regiment.

3871 Commissioned Officers.
3873 Band.

3369 Battery A.

3811 Batlery B.

3809 Battery C.

3800 Battery D.

3865 Battery E.

3808 Battery F,

314th Field Artillery

3805 Entire Regiment.

3815 Commissioned Officers.
3821 Headquarters Company.
3813 Supply Company.

3822 Band.

3827 Medical Detachment,
3818 Battery B.

3816 Battery C.

3814 Battery D.

3817 Battery E.

3812 Battery F.

315th Field Artillery

4169 Entire Regiment.

4050 Commissioned Officers.
4197 Supply Company.

4256 Band.

4215 Medical Detachment.
4103 Battery A

4167 Battery C.

4137 Battery D.

4195 Battery E.

4185 Battery F.

305th Engineers

Ser1aL No. DESCRIPTION
4162 Entire Regiment.

313th Machine Gun Battalion

4178 Entire Battalion,

4173 Battalion Headquarters.
4176 Company A

4174 Company B.

4175 Company C.

314th Machine Gun Battalion

4158 Entire Battalion.
4170 Commissioned Officers.

315th Machine Gun Battalion

4156 Entire Battalion.
Headquarters Troop
4153 Entire Troop.

Field Signal Battalion

4141 Entire Battalion.

4143 Company A. "
4147 Company B.

4145 Company C.

305th ‘Ammunition Train

4130 Entire Train.
4132 Commissioned Officers.
4089 Company B

Sanitary Train

4040 Amb. Cos. 317 318, 310.
4038A Ambulance Co. 317.
4036 Ambulance Co. 318.
4242 Ambulance Co. 319.
4262 Ambulance Co. 320.

305th Trench Mortar Battery
4160 Entire Battery.
305th Trains

4187 Co. A Mil. Police.

4257 Co. B Mil. Police, (Dismt.).
4219 Co B Mil. Police, Mounted.
4241 Co. C Supply Train.

4213 Ord. Rep. Unit 305.

Base Hospital Camp Lee

4123 Commissioned Officers.
4125 Non-commissioned Officers.
4122 Nurses.
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Pictures of the Eightieth--"Over There”

average between three and four feet in length. Order by serial number and title. About ten

T HE following Panoramic Photographs were all taken in France, are about eight inches wide and

days required to fill order.

Be patient.

317th Infantry

Serial

No. Title Price.
1197 Regimental® ... o cinee.. $2.00
1220 "Hdq Co i ssnnsiviorie s 2.00
1232 Sup: Co: sas s o5 semmcinn s . 2,00
1227 M. G Co; oo cnsviaes 2.00
TTO8 AN Baia st S vy 2.00
D0 s BE GO e 2.00
1200 C Ca cwnpiiii: simmanmess 2.00
1201 Co. C (SHANBIS RS o (e 2.00
1202 "DUCO: .o T v aindn o 2.00
1203 B €C0: o0ttt iuneniina s 2,00
1204 B Coi o oonlici ot senoe s 2.00
1208 G Coi s o e 2.00
200K T C o= RN o s e S LA 2.00
1207 TG0 o sk s A 2.00
i3 (0 J LAl Bl s B S 2.00
Y2000 [ E0, L e e A 2.00
1210k NS ot s e S 2.00
I22z Hdq, Pl o et e 2.00
1223 1 Pound Bdr o S0 s et 2.00
1224 - Ploneer Pl ioeeoss oy 2,00
1225 Officers 2nd: Bn. oo idesss 2.00
226 B AR = e e S e 2.00
1225 Signal Blesl s, V. 2.00

1228 Sappers and Bombers P1.. 2.00
1229 Baseball Team Sup. Co... 2.00
1230 Baseball Team M. G. Co.. 2.00

318th Infantry

1173 OMNEErs [l o i e o ot 2.00
1177 Hdq Coliles: aais il 2.00
1216 Hdq, Detch. .. 5980, 2.00
1175 Sup: Eors T 2.00
TIE8I VNG SC o NS R S 2.00
1178 A €0, conesnve s pnmrovas 200
1374 "B Q0. cicnrii g anas 2.00
EROT MG C et o T 1.50
FRO2 MR 08 8. vt R 1.50
e p D o A e e 1.50
E204: B Coie sunivs sissnmnassiss )
BS805 (G Co. it e 1.50
155 Tl s B ot S A i pic A e 1.50
TATEITRC O S8t v 0 T L 200
1172 K C0: osis s s semssion e 2.00
1170 L IC0. & vt s b :

=
%
o

1171
1176 Med Detch.

E810 A Co. Favsiimiosnnnmsis 1.50
BRLE B o el Wi S 1.50
BET20 CIC ot lom T s e 1.50
E813 D €o. it dunstnensioe 1.50
B814. - BiC0. consmmimsmn s s s 1.50

Serial
No. Title Price.
E816" G iCo. . oss v enicn s ann v 1.50
S b S C o A e 1.50
ESIRE ST Aans & 2 maih e s ERR) v 1.50
ERror K Co: i s 1.50
E8205 17 €0, = e oo s onnis e 1.50
B2 TRV G ol e e 1.50
320th Infantry
1196 Regimental ....swescs vos 2.00
8038 M. G. Co, ........ PR 1.50
SO0T TN COTET T e S 150
802 K Co. (Helmets) ....... 1.50
2003 K Co i(Caps) .ovovhiness 1.50
8004 T €0 Sinh ot i W 1.50
SEGSERIVEE TR e R 1.59
313th Field Artillery
1180 Regimental ~......cucies 2.00
HIST  Reg Detachy ol elvas 2.00
TIOT OHICErs ot i v nvons s 2.00
1211 Officers ..... A TR TR 2.00
1100 v Hdg Cel it e ey 8 2.00
RS T e e e e L G o 2.0
1214 A Battervs ...i.  c.omie 2,00
1179 A Bat. (Deteh.) ... 2.00
121258 A-Bat.i((Detch.) ... 2.00
1213 »AdBat: (Detch.) vl s 2.00
1185~ BUBAtiEry o0 e o enl-o e 01200
1102 G BAttery i eiimbien ba s 2.00
1103« D Battery, ... <usvcsses 2.00
1194 B Battery. .. ibssreincess 2.0C
1195  F Batteny- . . oniin v s 2.00
L8305 ‘N, G HFOF Hdg, (€o...... .- 2.00
1182 st BrgnBleteh. oo cne e 2.00
1183 znd Bn, Detel. iovisies 2.00
FEat SBandite o 5 it UL 2.00
314th Field Artillery
1156- “Hdq. €0, wusss izizsiaizsts
p187 “Hdg., €. .. 5.0
1231 Hdq. Detch. 2
88 A Battery ......oviounier
315th Field Artillery
1158 Regimental ............. 2.00
LI67 OfCers .ivs o i v ausois s 2.00
1165 Hdg. (Co. o it amvmies 2.00
FIE6RSHDL IS0 ot o S 2.00
150 A Battery £l i m T 2.00
1100 B Battery " sl . it 2.00
1161 € Battery ..oesssocusms 2.00
1162 D Baltery to oo o syt 2.00
B163 B Batterv. o i e s 2.00
T4 F L Batlenyil e, oAt v, 2.00

313th Machine Gun Battalion

8006 Hdgq. Detch. (Helmets) 1.50
Qoo7 Hdq. Detch. (Caps) .... 1.50
B008. A" C0. o.oian b St 1.50
8000 "B Car: ot Ly e 1.50

Serial

No. Title Price.
Soro MG Co it iR e $1.50
811 D Co. (Helmets) ...... 1.50
812 D Co. (Caps) .swussvsss 1.50

305th Field Signal Battalion

8013 Regimental (Large) .... 2.00
8014 Regimental (Small) .... 1.50

8015« OHCEES vv v+ sesmaivnmime s 1.50
8016 AR C i s 1.50
8017 =B Qoo rrt el e 1.50
8018 C-Co, uvv.- P e A 1.50

8019 1st and 2nd See. Co. C... 1.50
305th Motor Supply Train

B0200 Bl Cos st e g s 1.50
Sozi D Cox e Tou 1.50
e B B S e 1.50
8023 & BEGol i Juierrien?y s i 1.50
305th Ammunition Train
02 4ad i\ Colle, S o e 1.50
Sooni EBECa . 1.50
8026 D Co. (Helmets) ....... 1.50
827 D Co. (Caps ........... 1.50
528N L (€0t SN T e 150
8020 LG Ca. e el s 1.50
830 Review by Gen. Cronkhite
Clarge)s s, 2.00
8031 Review by Gen. Cronkhite
(Sl R e 1.50
305th Engineers
FBez: "Hdq, Deteh .oi il e 1.50
F823 Officers .onmadvs. s ovovsans 1.50
R S0, A e o ekl 1.50
B0 E ok Bl | et T St 1.50
E8261 Col'C Ll e LR 1.50
B2y o, DDi= s o any 1.50
iR 28 E(E o e e e et e 1.50
) T (O fo O S S T S 1.50
F830 Officers 15t [Bit. ovsaninn 1.50
E831 « Officers 2nd Bo. -vooav: o 1.50

305th Sanitary Train

Q032 317th Ambulance Co. ... 1.50

8033 318th Ambulance Co. ... 1.50
8034 319th’ Ambulance Co. ... 1.50
8035 320th Ambulance Co. ... 1.50
8036 Hdq. Ambulance Sectxon 1.50

Miscellaneous

8037 Hdq. Troop 8oth Division 1.50
8039 M. P. Co., 8oth Division. 1.50
8040 Market Place at Economy 1.50
1217 Signal Detach. 8oth Div. 2.00
1218 3osth M. V. Section...... 2.00

[
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“BLUE RIDGE”
PILLOW TOP

“Blue Ridge” Pillow Top
A beautiful sewed, hand-laced Pillow Top
with the Insignia of the Division in Official
Pattern and Colors, 28 inches square on heavy
blue felt with fringed edge. No finer Pillow
Top can be obtained anywhere.

Price, including postage anywhere in U. S.

© $5.00

“EVERY-BUDDY” Should Have One in His
Den

80TH DIVISION JEWELRY

No. 100—-Gold-filled coat chain with divi- dallion. = Division insignia super-
sion insignia in exact official colors. mounted in actual colors; will make
Piice including postage a beautiful gift to any veteran.

$1.50 Price $3.50

No. 101—Gold-plated lapel button with No. 104—Genuine all leather watch fob
patent screw back—handsomely col- with heavy metal medallion and gold-
ored. plated insignia super mounted; will

Price $1.00 stand every day wear.

No. 102—Gold-plated insignia cuff links Price $1.50
- for soft shirts—extremely dressy. No. 105—Gold-plated insignia pin, same
Price per Set $3.00 as No. 101, except with pin clasp for

No. 103—Stylish Silk Fob, for dress up ladies’ wear.
affairs, with handsome gold-filled me- Price $1.00

Sold Only by -

“SUPPLY DEPT.” SERVICE MAGAZINE
915 BESSEMER BLDG., PITTSBURGH, PA.




32 JH B SO RO R MU ANG AN S NCE May and June, 1922

The Late “Camp Lee”

SENTIMENT DOES NOT COUNT SO MUCH
IN PEACE TIME

If you were one of the Blue Ridgers who attended the First Annual Reunion of the
80th Division Veterans' Association at Richmond, Va., in 1920, you no doubt took in the
picnic at old Camp Lee, the scene of your rookie days—three shots in the arm and the rest
of the bunk—you said, “She isn't like she was when we left her.” You walked down
your old Co. Street, looked the old homestead over—and man what memories. Camp Lee
is not going—not going to be saved, it is gone! The lumber from your old barracks is
now being made into homes, stables and warehouses, etc. all over the State of Va. You
remember the post card pictures of the camp, scenes you helped to make—pictures of many
buddies who did not come back—they sold at the Post Exchanges, and there were about
65 in the set. The Bayonet Books are sold out—gone forever—we have purchased the
entire lot of Camp Lee pictures and post card scenes. They average from 55 to 65 cards
to the set—were printed to sell at 5 cents each—we will mail them to any address for 25
cents per set—postage alone costs about 5 cents—get yourself a post card album and se-
cure this set of complete views—the small price asked does not pay expence of handling

them. We had a hunch that you would want a set so we bought the whole lot.

CAMP LEE, VIRGINIA

This great panoramis picture of the old Camp, printed on heavy gloss paper, suitable for framing, measures 4 feet 3 inches
by 9% inches. The old Camp is no more! Nothing remains but the memory. Now is your last chance to get
one of these wonderful pictures for less than the cost of making them. Sent rolled upon receipt of 12 cents to cover cost of
mailing and wrapping, coin or stamps, as many as you want—but, hurry.

SERVICE SUPPLY DEPT., 915 Bessemer Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.




