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The Army of Occupation

IT may have been just a coincidence, but it is worthy of
note that three of the four former B Batterymen who
were known to have been left in France on duty when the
regiment left for America, wcre married men. In justice
to the disappointed wives it might be said that it is not
known that they all elected to stay away a little longer,
but—-well, there were single men who—but that’s getting
away from the subject.

[n one case, that of Lieutenant Lee Moore, the trip
to Germany and the subsequent sojourn in that country
was made at his own request. Oh! no, he didn't specify
in his application for a commission in the regular army,
that he wished to go to Germany. The lieutenant was
probably thinking of a place in the Army of Occupation
that occupied Camp Taylor or some other camp near
Cincinnati, Ohio. The application was approved and
the applicant assigned to the Army of Occupation before
he realized that he had been grossly misunderstood.

When Jack Hiemel was told that the homecoming of
his regiment would in no way affect his continuing to
serve his country, it could hardly be said that he was
greatly enthused. An order retaining all veterinarians
for duty with the Army of QOccupation came too late to
allow Jack to send his regrets and claim exemption.

Harry Williams, who left B Battery at Camp Sheridan
10 go overseas with a detachment of mechanics, was still
boring cylinders and cutting shafts in some shop near
Issoudun, France, when his former “playmates” came
home. Down in Barberton, Ohio, Harry jr. was anxiously
awaiting the arrival of the Papa that he had never seen.

Of course the single men might possibly be excused if
they had easy jobs and elected to stay “over there” a
little tonger, for it must be admitted that if one had the
time there were plenty of amusements to be enjoyed in
some cities the “madamoiselles™ were not at all hard to
look at.

Whistling Jake

ALTHOUGH B Battery had its share of singers, the
musical talent of the outfit was not entirely confined
to singing. There were the famous ukelele players, Holton
Ford and Freddie Exner who could be heard quite often
strumming some Hawaiian tune. Then the piano
players too, furnished music whenever a piano could be
found to play upon. In this line Percy Harris, “Tub"
Lamiell and “"Bunker-Bean Ford furnished most of the
amusement.

The most unique entertainment though, was furnished
by the famous whistler, Edward jacobs. For silver-
throated, triple-tongued whistling Jake had the vaude-
villian Kellog sounding like a one-lunged recruit. ~ Whist-
ling was Jake's one hobby; a sort of an accomplishment
with him. Although he no doubt enjoyed the singing
of the other boys, he never broke into' song himself.

Jake could be heard whistling as he got out of his
bunk in the morning, on his way to mess and on some
occasions even while he was eating. In fact it was

seldom that one saw Eddie when he wasn't whistling.

His extensive repertoire included such masterpieces as:
“The Rosary,” “Poet and Peasant,” and selections from
such operas as "Il Trovatore™ and “Rigoletto.” These
latter selections were among his favorites, but Jake was
able to whistle the latest popular just as well as some of the
old favorites.

Since he would whistle under any and all circumstances
he often heard sarcastic remarks regarding his efforts
but undaunted, Jake whistled on, only changing his tune
in an effort 1o soothe the dissatisfied ones.

The journey home was a heart-breaker for Jacobs.
Coming, as he did, on a battle-ship, he was forbidden, by
a standing order in the navy, from whistling. That was
one order that Jake said was a disgrace to the service.

After arriving in the U. S. A. though, Jake gave vent
to his pent-up feelings and such whistling as was heard
in B Battery at Camp Stuart is seldom heard anywhere.

Curry’'s Way

ONE of the Ohio papers carried a story one time about
Ralph Curry and his B Battery kitchen. The story
guoted Curry as saying his cooks could make six-hundred
doughnuts from a bucketful of sweet dough. Some yap

from a Toledo hotel read the story and wrote to ask Curry
how it could be done. Ralph answered the Toledo cook
and told him he could do it by getting a big enough
bucket of dough and by making the doughnuts smaller.
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Delousing

MUCH was printed in the newspapers during the war
and the subsequent demobilization, of the [amous
. and erstwhile troublesome Cootie—his haunts and habits,
but, of the processes of elimination too little has been
brought to the public attention. There were men in
"B" Battery who were ready to swear that the eradica~
tion was much worse than the occupation.

B Battery's first experience with one of these “infernal
machines”™ came while the fellows were enjoying the
hospitality of Baron Chalet at Chateau du Mas. Orders
came from General Headquarters that every man before
loading on a ship had to undergo the “delousing’ process.
The nearest delousing outfit being on the outskirts of
Angers, arrangements were made to haul the men to that
place to undergo the ordeal.

Everything in a man’s possession, with the exception
of leather and metal, was supposed to enter the steam
chamber while the man himself took a hot bath using
kerosene soap. Section by section the battery journeyed
to Angers and returned looking like Rip van Winkle
after his mem-
orable sojourn
into the Cats-
kills. Truly
the old ex-
pression,
“Something
that the cat
dragged in”
could well
have been
applied to B
Battery when
all were through. Blouses were shrunken out of all pro-
portion ; breeches and caps were wrinkled and discolored
bevond recognition while overcoats were jmpossible. The
only things that ever came through the operation with
any semblance of their former condition were the blank-
ets and packs,

Had the friends and relatives of Steve Marvin, Percy
Harris, Oda Reynolds, Frank (Skeets) Werner and Bill

Murphy seen them after their return from Angers that
day. it is doubtful if they would have recognized them.
Of course, these were only a few of the worst but the
entire battery bore the semblance of a salvage dump on
che front.

Personal pride and a few orders soon brightened up
the uniforms again. Roscoe, the able ). M. Sergeant,
soon had a few new outfits which he issued out with
his usual reserve. A pressing establishment was installed
in the basement of the chateau and the wrinkled uni-
forms were soon pressed into shape again.

Again at Brest a few were subjected, quite voluntarily,
to the decootieizing process, for while it was not made
compulsory, some felt the need of an elimination of the
obnoxious "tickling” sensation on their anatomy.

Leaving the ship at Newport News no one thought of
cooties. In fact, had every man been covered with them
he would have forgotten them in thz joy of being Home.
About the third day in Camp Stuart though, the battery
again received orders to have their belongings “'par
boiled,” By this time most of the fellows had learned
ways of evading the worst of the consequences of the
trip to the steam chamber. By carefully folding the
clothing before placing it on the hangers much of the
wrinkling could be avoided. The second compulsory ex-
cursion through the “clothes butchery™ left the battery
in a little better shape than the previous trip. Fred
Robinson, Fred Cunningham and Carl Schrank may take
exceptions to the foregoing statement but the battery as
a whole made a more presentable appearance.

The huge laundry and pressing establishment of the
camp was at the battery's disposal for the rejuvenation
of the uniforms and so with the aid of a few articles
issued by the genial Quartermaster Sergeant the battery
assumed a fair appearance for the trip and subsequent
parades in Cleveland, Akron and Columbus.

Cooties surely must be classed as one of the greatest
expenses of the war, for the eradication of them cost the
government countless thousands of dollars for new
uniforms, to say nothing of the gasoline used to operate
the delouser and the kerosene used for bathing.

L

English and French

GREAT many times in France when a B Bat-
tery soldier met a French soldier and opened a
conversation in A. E. F. French, the Frenchman would
answer him back in good English. This always embar-
rassed the boys.
One day Howard Miller saw a Frenchman with a

souvenir he wanted and proceeded to inquire about it.
Howard employed a mixture of bad English and worse
French in his conversation while the Frenchman stood
listening, stupid looking. After Miller fnished, the
Frenchman said, “Sure son, you can have it. What the
hell do you want it for?”
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“Louise”

HE Battery may

forget Lion de An-
gers, but who cannot
picture on the instant
the charming lictle
figure and saucy eyes
of “'petite madamoi-
selle Louise” of the
“"Hotel de la Gare.”

Do you lail to recall
the little public room
with the long table
down the center and
the row of small tables
on one side broken
to allow space for the
tinkling automatic
piano.

And Louise! Did
we not fall in love with her at first sight. Louise! She
had smiles for all, and kisses for a favored few. ‘Twas
a good thing she was not a grown-up young lady. How
many broken heads and black eyes might have resulted
from our rivalry.

As it was, we went to any lengths to win her affection.
We stood for hours in the Y. M. C. A, canteen-line to buy
a cake of chocolate or a box of cakes, and straight-way
marched up to the cafe and presented them to Louise,
with our most courtly manners. Our French was A. E. F.,
but we all learned to say “Louise, tres joli; je vous
aime; je vous adore.”
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Camp Pontenazen

FTER all that had been published in the newspapers

about the unsanitary conditions at Brest, B Battery-
men were somewhat surprised to find things as good as
they were there. For months the newspapers had been
printing stories about the mud and filth abounding in
the embarkation camps there. When, after the long
weary hike, the Battery finally landed at the Pontenazen
Camp, they found the streets all boarded with “duck”
walks and the mess-halls all covered. True, it was all
new lumber that appeared in these two utilities, thus
giving evidence that they were recent improvements,
but, as far as B Battery was concerned, B3rest was an
agreeable surprise.

No doubt life in that camp for any length of time-
would have become very monotonous. The tents that the
Battery lived in were not of the best quality and in
several sections it was necessary for the fellows to sleep
under their cots to avoid the incessant rain, but had they
remained for any length of time in the camp, that could
have easily been adjusted.

Although the stay in Camp Pontenazen was not a
lengthy one, it was long enough to allow most of the
Batterymen the privilege (?) of serving on one of the
famous Brest details. These details worked day and
night in keeping the camp in condition and those who
escaped one of them were lucky indeed. During B
Battery's four-day sojourn there, it was very few who
escaped a detail of some kind.

The journey from Camp Pontenazen to the docks—
although in realty somewhat longer-—seemed much
shorter, than the hike from the train to the camp, to the
homeward bound B Batterymen.

Brest

FTER the last short ride on French railroads that

landed B Battery in Brest and after that memorable
first meal in that city the men were ready to drop into the
billets located nearby close both to the railroad and the
docks, but such was not for them.

About noon the packs were again slung and a hike
started that might have been pleasing to a Cook tourist
who had all the time he wanted, but to the Batterymen
who were supposed to keep going in absolute ignorance
of the quaint surroundings, it was an awful strain.
Through the narrow streets of Brest where the continuous
rain kept a steady stream of water flowing over the cobble-
stone paving and where the children with their funny
wocden shoes rattled over the rough side walks. In and

out around the high, narrow buildings the column went
always upward. In some cases the streets were at an
angle of as much as fifty degrees.

Past Camp Lincoln they kept on their way, now on
board-walk, now in mud, but always upward until at
last after a five mile hike with few rests the top was
reached and by descending a slope much more gradual
that thé one just ascended the embarkation camp was
reached. Past hundreds of billets the Battery kept going
expecting at each turn to be assigned to one of them,
but not until all the wooden barracks were passed did the
command “Halt™" come in {ront of several square miles of
tents.



Page 202

The Red Guidon

U. S. S. New Hampshire

AFTER the impressions of ocean travel formed by the
B Bacterymen on the trip to France on board the cat-
tle ship “Nestor,"" it was not with the fondest anticipation
that they awaited the announcement of the name of the
ship which was to bring them home. All felt confident
that it could not be the same ship, the “Nestor.” that
would be the carrier on this journey, for it was estimated
that in the nine months that had elapsed since the trip
from the U. S. A, surely the old tub had fallen apart.

On the morning of Mareh 12th, then, when the Batterv
finally left Brest on board the little lighter, bound for the
majestic looking fleet of American battleships about a
mile out in the harbor it was in a very happy mooed. And
why not? Were they not homeward bound and destined
to make the trip on one of those graceful looking vessels
just ahead, rather than one of the clumsy looking (reighters
anchored back in the harbor?

[t was not definitely known which of the huge iron “'sea-

wagons was to be honored by B Battery's company to
America, and for that matter it was of little importance.
But when the lighter pulled up alongside the U. S. S. New
Hampshire, it was seen at once that a different journey

was in store. The lighter had no sooner thrown out its
“small line,”" than shouts of "Howdy" and welcoming
jibes from the neatly clad “Gobs'* assured the Batterymen
that they were to meet a genial crew,

Some difficulty in making the lighter fast caused a
delay-of about a half hour in unloading during which
time the Batterymen amused themselves and the sailors
by throwing their Red Cross sox, containing jam and
tobacco, on deck, trying to ring a “'gobbies” neck with
them. #The men were friends before they ever stepped
on the plank of the New Hampshire. In fact some were
even calling each other by their first names before the
gang-plank was fixed and Boatswain Foley yelled “Come
on.

~ After coming on board and storing their packs in
what seemed to them the bottom of the ocean, the
homeward bound soldiers were given hammocks and

assigned hooks on which to hang them. By this time
the anchor was up and the ship under way. It was
about three P, M. and the receding shores of France
presented a beautiful aspect in the golden rays of the
afternoon sun.

Of course the first day found some of the Batterymen,
victims of the dreaded “'mal de mer,” but it was a small
“some,”” and with a very few exceptions—all were up and
going on the second day out.

On the third day the "Range Finder,” of which more
anon, announced an entertainment for the soldiers and
crew aboard, thus, further proving the spirit of ‘‘cama-
radiere’’ existing between the soldiers and “Gobbies."

Somie of the Batterymen took part in this entertain-
ment which consisted of boxing, singing and speaking
and a very appreciative audience pronounced it a great
success.

The “"Range Finder,” the little paper which announced
the smoker, as the entertainment was called, made its
first appearance the second day out. It was a little two-
page paper about six inches square printed on the ship’s
press.  For six days it published the, “up to the minute”
news taken from the wireless, and thereafter, kept the
men interested with its yarns of the sea and giving the
ship’s position in the Atlantic, every day.

To the B Batterymen and other soldiers on the ship
to whom the opportunity of "touring” (used advisedly)
the ship was presented the New Hampshire was one of
the wonders of the age. None of the men ever thought
there was so much machinery on a ship. The entire
bottom of the cruiser was full of motors, dynamos and
machinery. The huge guns, which almost everyone
inspected were also a cause for wonderment. The
artillerymen so used to their 75's guns could hardly
fathom these huge twelve inch rifles.

-h
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The meals were beyond reproach and the sleeping
quarters, although somewhat crowded, were much better
than those used in the trip to France.

The moving pictures every afternoon and evening
were a treat to the fellows and the canteen which sold

f i %
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the most appetizing apples and candy was much patron-
ized. .
~The second Friday out, and another, a farewell
Smoker was announced, but inclement weather caused
its postponement until Saturday alternoon. It, also,
was a grand success and was very heartily received by the
enthusiastic audience of soldiers and sailors. Another
affair was given by the Chief Petty Officers for the
Sergeants on board that same night and thase attending
pronounced it, as everything else on the New Hampshire,
“un beau ideal.”
When the "Range Finder' announced on the eleventh
day that it was only about two hundred and fifty miles to
“"God's Country,” every soldier on board would have

been glad to reassure Captain McLean, the genial skipper,

upon his hope, vouchsafed in the first issue of the 'Range
Finder.” Surely their homecoming dated from the time
they arrived on board the New Hampshire. A crew of
gentlemen on a good old ship—we salute them always.

America

PON landing at the pier in Newport News the feeling

of being absolutely at home had not yet struck the re-
turning B Batterymen, but by the time they had walked
through the "Welcome™ arch and out on the streets of
the city, the inhabitants had reassured them.

It was hardly to be expected that the people of that
city would go to any trouble to welcome anvone so common
as the homecoming Yanks must have been to them,
Ships arriving every day brought in another detachment
of the A. E. F. and one would think that they would have
become very tired of cheering a bunch of strange boys
every day, but such was not the case by any means.
The people of Newport News, the first Americans to see
the returning B Batterymen, tendered them a very
hearty welcome and helped wonderfully to shorten the
long hike to Camp Stuart, about four miles away.

The delegation of Ohio folks who were in the East to
welcome the homecoming 37th Division were the audience
for a review of the 62nd Brigade on the third day at the
camp. Lieutenant Governor Brown who was the chair-

T W e

HE Ohio artillery batteries backed up a division of

American negroes during the first days on the line.
The colored boys were good fighters but they were bet-
ter at plav and the batterymen heard more funny com-
ments on the war and the soldiers than they had heard
any place before.

“A Cross de Sea”

man of the delegation spoke on behalf of the Ohio people,
welcoming the men back to their former homes.

Newport News was favored by visits from a great

- many of the Battervmen who almost exhausted the

supply of ice cream and other delicacies not found in
France. The theatres too, offered a means of amusement
that had been denied them for a long time and every
night_ would find sore of the fellows in the ticket line of
some theatre.

The most noteworthy thing of the entire stay at
Camp Stuart was the mess. It was the most luxurious
and extravagant that it had ever been B Battery's
privilege to partake of, anywhere. In a vain effort to
spend the mess-fund that had accumulated in France,
Mess Sergeant Qutland served ice cream several times
and no meal was prepared without some sort of fruit for
desert.

Camp Stuart was pronounced by B Battery as one of
the best they had ever been privileged to visit.

Fonssings i Lo

A big Tennessee negro was telling Don Scott and
Larry Fetch one day about the cross of war and the rest
of the hero medals.

“Brother,” he said. "'you can keep yo' Cross o° War
and yo' Victor' Cross; what ah wants is across the sea.”
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E'RE home. Our QO.D.'s are laid aside and for-
gotten. The old gas mask that used to drag at
our necks and the tin derby that had so many uses—

where are they? A mess kit is nothing now but a mem- .

ory, and a pair of hob nails are worthy of a place in the
Smithsonian Institute. We think of Fort Ben, but
mostly of Indianapolis. Thoughts of Camp Sheridan are
lost in thoughts of friends made in Montgomery. Mem-
ories of the good ship “Nestor™ are sweetened by me-
mories of the return trip on the U. S. S. "New Hamp-
shire.”

At times when we meet some of the “old sweats’™ we
think of those times we worked together and played
together during the months in training but more often
our "Do you remember’s” take us across the Atlantic to
France.

It isn't the hardships we think of now. One forgets
the petty things that used to bother us and we remember
only the places and incidents that we choose to remember.

Do you remember the trip through England, with its
beautiful hedged fields and the lazy rivers? Can you
forget the first experiences with “40 Hommes—8 Chev-
aux?’ Who is there that would forget Cestas—the won-
derful weather and the privileges we enjoyed there—the
first vin blanc and the struggle with the new language?

When you think of Camp de Souge you almost forgot
the sand and the grimy dust and the long days of drill,
Martignas, the little village below the balloon school
holds memories for some of us that we would not want
to forget. Remember the walk into St. Medard through
the hamlets with their pink and lavender and blue stucco

houses; fancy, musical comedy houses that would look
out of place over here? Back there in Ja belle France
they are in their proper setting amid acres of vineyards
in the valleys between the hills of France.

You haven't forgotten your first impressions of war
scarred France? Revigny, and the cellars in ruined
Laimont where we lay in reserve before going to the
front? And oh, the number of just such villages we saw
afterward?

Do you still remember the camp beyond Pompey in
the foothills of the Vosges Mountains, where we slept a
couple nights on shelves cut into the hillsides?

Do you remember our first position on the Marbache
sector near St. Genevieve? At our [eet spread one of the
characteristic panoramas of France. The tile roofs of
Ville-a-Val showing rose colored in the sunlight and the
stone of the church spire rising out of the autumn trees?
Off to our right the poplar lined Moselle unwound itself
like a silver thread. Farther to our right lay Mont
St. Jeanne, with Pont a Mousson at the foot, and on the
crest the monument to Jeanne d'Arc.

Millery, our first echelon, brings back to mind the
beautiful refugee from Metz. Surely there is rothing
one would rather think of in connection with Millery
than the blond beauty who was held a prisoner in Metz
for six months.

Camp Quest, where we rested after leaving the Mar-
bache sector-—beautiful with its red and yellow autumn
woods-—brings back the memory of the night ride to
Apremont and its ruins and the old German dugouts on
the hill.
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La Ferme St. Louis in the Pannes sector above Vig-
neulles holds the best memories of the war for those who
were there. The long uncertain hours and the hard
work ; the mud and the inconveniences were all tempered
by the excitement and the feeling of satisfaction that
goes with a job well done. But always you will think
of the eleventh day of November, when the armistice
was signed, when you think of our positions in the woods
of the St. Louis Farm.

Possibly our time spent on the front was neicher as
long nor as spectacular as some other outfits, but our
work was efficiently done and our most sincere com-
mendations came neither from Division nor Corps Com-
manders, but were given freely and verbally by the
doughboys as they returned back from the lines after we
had fired a barrage. And they hollered in to us where
we were cleaning our guns, ""You placed ‘'em right where
we wanted ‘em, Buddy. Good work!” Didn't it always
make you a little more than proud of your outfit, your
officers and yourself, that you could “place ‘em right
where they wanted ‘em?”

Crowning a period of work and excitement came the
order one midnight to move. Do you remember? We
were going to parade in Washington on Christmas Day
then, and we all felt in mighty good spirits that night
as we followed our guns back over the road to Vigneulles,
where our echelon was. When the men in echelon
were not busy hauling ammunition up to the positions
or doing other work which was necessary behind the
line, there were always interesting things to see and
inceresting places to go—Hattonchattel and the German
camp near Heudicourt “Withelmstrausse.™

Next came the time of waiting. First Camp Mariaux,
and then Camp du Chanois, on the opposite hill. Days,
weeks, nearly three months passed. Three months of
rumors. Three months of monotony, broken only now
and then by such things as Judge Chaprnan's Court or
the Buck Privates Association and the Christmas Show.
Not so bad, were they? Those days back on the hill
that God forgot. [f we had not been anxious to move,
we would have enjoyed our time spent on the hill above
Rambluzin. [t was a beautiful time of che year when we
got there. The trees across the valley were all manner
of purples—red purple and a beautiful rich purple with
a blue cast for the shadows. The occasional splotches
of Van Dyke brown were lined decoratively by the forms
of the trunks of the trees. At our feet Rambluzin look-
ing ever so picturesque against the background of the
hills and the woods,

Rumors finally began to materialize. Our horses
were turned in ‘and our materiel followed. We were
turned over to the SOS and finally back to our own
division. That really was one of our proudest moments.
Denied the chance to fight behind our own infantry
time after time, we were at last privileged to join our
division to go home and every man was proud to see the

Divisional Insignia on his left sleeve above his service
stripe.

At last came moving orders and another ride a la
“40 Hormes—8 Chevaux.”" Who will forget that ride
and the "Battle of Bourges?” The end of our journey
found us at Le Lion de Angers—near Angers in the Le
Mans district.

The time spent at the Chateau du Mas with inspec-
tions of all sorts and nightly excursions into Le Lion
de Angers when we dined on pomme de terre and vin
blanc, and where some of us made violent love to petite
Louise at the Hotel de Ja Gare—good times those, which
came to an end by our short stay at Brest, where we
were inspected again and again,

Finally came that day of days, when on the twelfch
of March we loaded onto the U. S. S. "New Hampshire™
from the lighter; then followed twelve wonderful days
and twelve crowded nights, when we slept in three tiers
of packed humanity only to be awakened by the mentors
morning song— Rise and shine, soldier. Up all ham-
mocks.”

True, it was with fine feeling we boarded the boat on
the twelfth of March, but it was finer—a much finer one,
when we disembarked shortly after mess on the twenty-
fourth of March.

Remember those parades through Cleveland, Akron
and Columbus, after our short stay at Camp Stuart?
Remember them? Those last long miles—helmets, gas
masks and packs? Don't you wish you could forget

" them?

After satisfying the vanity of “the powers that be”
came Camp Sherman. The last five days, finally the
last day, the last sleep on an army cot, the last meal,
the last formation, the wonderful feel of the paper our
discharges were written on, and then—free men! civilians'
We belonged to ourselves once more.

Do you still remember how your trousers flapped
around your ankles those first few days, and how funny
it seemed to be in “civies” once more?

And now were a long time out. You'll admit that
was a wonderful bunch to soldier with—a fine loyal set
of men. Friendships made as those were made—under
conditions that bring out the worst as well as the best
in a man—are friendships never to be forgotten. We
belong to a fraternity with no secret codes or signs, but
always on the honor of a gentleman and it will do well
to remember that we are still members of "B’ Battery,

||||||||||| W AN ] e

Fish Cliff Schnake trying to make a watch crystal out
of a beer bottle on the first front.

* * * *

Fish Geo. Fox when he got measured for a saddle at
Souge. :

Xl o &

Do you remember Kavenagh's birthday party?



Page 206

The Red Guidon

Camp Sherman

AMP Sherman at last, and a tired and worn crowd it

was that piled so eagerly off the tourist sleepers at

five A. M that morning, welcoming a promise of rest after

the series of parades that had just been completed. Packs

were made and soon the boys were on their way, whither

no one knew, but each had visions of a good breakfast at
the end of the Jast full pack hike.

And then the barracks, the familiar, long, two-story,
wooden buildings with room for over a hundred men each.
The barracks were quickly assigned and within were
iron cats with well filled ticks atop of them, an inviting
sight to be sure. Packs; belts and overcoats were quickly
disposed of and mess-kits began to rattle as the cry of
“"When do we eat?” passed (rom mouth to mouth.
Breakfast, in regular style, was soon dispatched and
long before noon the Battery clerks were becoming
acquainted with the task of demobilization which con-
fronted them. Here was the beginning of the end.

What a mess_of papers there was; physical examination
slips, transportation slips, insurance slips, certificates of
discharges—and the discharges themselves, each requiring
the signature of the man for whom it was made; while
there were other records to be filled out besides, in order
that the usual amount of red tape might be used. Too,
there were the payrolls, but these were handled by

Regimental Headquarters, and the Batterymen had but
to sign. Youngs impressed many into service and as a
result Monday night a full twelve hours ahead of the
time limit, the papers of the Battery were ready for the
final inspection.

On Monday came the physical examination and that
evening nothing remained to be done but to await the time

when the word should be given to fall in, in payroll forma-
tion, for the last time.

There ensued a seemingly interminable period ol
waiting, but Wednesday brought definite advice that on
the morrow, was the reckoning and along with it came
the word to turn in ticks and blankets, leaving only the

mess-kits and personal property of the men, as all other
equipment had been turned in to Poling two days prior
to this time. it

Wednesday night was spent “full-pack”™ with only
overcoats for covering, but no one seemed to mind—for
it was the last night in the army.

Thursday morning gave promise of rain, which was
fulfilled later but it would have taken something more
than rain to dampen the spirits of the boys that morning.
Breakfast was quickly finished, mess-kits were given up
and the fellows fell to, to police up the barracks. Floors
were swept, stoves were cleaned out and everything le(t
spick and span, as things always were when the Battery
left them.

At eight-thirty the Battery fell in payroll formation,
and shortly thereafter they “squads righted” and were
off. Arrived about nine o'clock at the indicated building,
there occurred a wait and during this time advantage was
taken of the army's last hand-out. Sandwiches and
coffee were being -served nearby and a line soon formed
as the boys learned of the “'free eats.” It was not long,
however, in actual time at least—although to most of
them it seemed an age—before the Battery's turn came,
and filing into the building each man received his final pay,
plus sixty dollars bonus and travel pay to place of en-
listment, and his discharge, and then into the open air—
free men again. Civilians!

Harry the Joker |

IEUTENANT Harry Hosback and another officer
watched an air battle in France one day. They saw
the German plane finally beaten and watched it as it rolled
over and started downward. Something fell out of the

machine as it turned over and the other officer re-
marked that the Ford engine was falling out of the
plane. ""Nope,” said Hosback, “if it was a Ford you
could hear it rattle.”
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The Last Day

WHEN the order came to B Battery to separate the
organization into units which were to be discharged
"at-different camps in America there was a busy day zhead
for the men in charge of the paper work of the Battery.
This order came at Le Lion de Angers and for two nights
and two days Earl Youngs, Bill Summers and any one

else that could be impressed into service worked diligently -

in getting the different sailing lists and payrolls made up.
There were five of each of these so there was little rest
for the boys on the job from the time they started until
two days before the Battery left for Brest when the lists
were completed and taken to regimental headquarters
about three o'clock in the moming.

Upon arriving at Brest the detachments were separated
and each one was handled as a unit. [t was the intention
to have every man discharged as near to his home as
possible. Hence, the men living in the eastern part of
the states were assigned to an eastern camp, Camp Upton
or Camp Dix; the men from the south to Camp Green,
S. C., while the western men were to go to Camp Taylor
to spend their last days in the army. These four detach-
ments took only about thirty percent of the Batterymen
which left about one-hundred twenty-five men to be
discharged in the OChio Camp—Camp Sherman. The
history of the Battery from Brest until they reached
civilian life concerns only this Ohio detachment.

When the Camp Sherman detachment was called out,
on the morning of March [2th to embark for America,
there were about seventy-five B Batterymen who would
have been willing to claim Ohijo as their home, whereas
they lived either in the east, south, or west, and were bound
for the demobilization camp nearest their homes. The
thought of B Battery being splic up before leaving France
did not appeal to them for these unlucky fellows were
doomed to wait for another ship to carry them back to
God's country, and the date of its leaving was quite un-
known to them.

For seven more days of rain, mud angd detzils the re-
maining detachments navigated around the Brest camp,
every morning expecting to receive word to embark for
home.

After weathering all the "flu” epidemics and infantile
paralysis scares it remained for this camp to boost the

hospital list for B Battery. Before the Camp Green and
Camp Taylor detachments were started on their way,
Dave Smith, . N. Shere, Sam Bowman and about four
others were sent to the “'base’” for treatment. The
dampness proved too much for them and grip germs
found a home.

The President Grant cleared Brest on the afternoon
of the 19th of March carrying about forty-eight hundred
soldiers, homeward bound and among these were B
Battery's Camp Creen and Camp Taylor detachments.
After fourteen days of ocean travel, two of which were
days of storms and squalls, the transport landed at

" Newport News. The journey across had been an enjoy-

able one on a comfortable ship and everyone greeted the
faithful Newport News welcomers with smiles.

From April 2nd to | 1th these men enjoyed and endured
the same privileges and routine as the Camp Sherman
detachment that had but recently left Camp Stuart.

Jt was discovered, as soon as they, arrived in the
Newport News Camp, that it was impossible to carry
out the original plan and be discharged near their home,
so the Batterymen were quite disgusted for on the |lth
they climbed on a train bound for Camp Sherman.

A detachment was formed of all men living in [llinois
but B Battery's contingency could hardly be classed as a
detachment for it only contained one man—M. M. Shere.

- He left Camp Stuart at the same time as the other Camp

Taylor and Green detachments and was discharged from
the service on the same day.

After the usual "red tape” and paper work these
detachments were all sent happily on their way as civilians
April 17th, just seven days after the Camp Sherman
detachment.

The .forty odd men in the Camp Taylor detachment
were the only ones to eventually arrive at and be dis-
charged from the camp to which they had been assigned.
They arrived in Camp Taylor on the same day as the
Camp Green boys did in Camp Sherman and were dis-
charged on the same day but nearer home.

Three days after the Camp Taylor and Camp Green
detachments left Brest, orders were received for the
remaining detachments of B Battery to embark, so,
more than three weeks after the first Batterymen had
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left France the last detachment sailed. This last con-
tingency contained the men bound for Camps Dix and
Upton. These men had the honor of returning on one
of the largest rransports afloat, the Aquatania.

These detachments too, had a very enjoyable trip
across the Atlantic. The big ship carried over five thou-
sand soldiers and five hundred civilians on this trip and
among the civilians were many notables including Sir
Thomas Lipton and Mrs. E. H. Southern (Julia Marfow).
During the journey two smokers were held on board for
the men, and, as they say in the Owen County Mullen
Leal—Mike Green's favorite paper—''a good time was
had by all.”

Just seven days after leaving France these men were
in Camp Mills awaiting orders to go to their separate
camps for demobilization. Orders to that effect never
came however, and so, alter sixteen days of anxiety

spent in the New Jersey camp, these detachments were
also sent to Camp Sherman to be mustered out.

[t will always be a regret to the men of B Battery
that they could not have been together during the Jast
days of its career, inasmuch as they were all eventually
sent to the same camp for demobilization. It is only
another story of a break in the red tape that marked
every movement of the Battery.

April 24th saw the last physically it B Batterymen
discharged from the service, and with the exception of
about ten men, the old organization was again in civilian
clothes. The unlucky boys, who had contracted slight
cases of pneumonia or bronchitis were held in France, and
returned one by one until the middle of June when the
return of Miles Rubright marked the last uniformed B
Batteryman's entrance to Akron. '

B Battery's Citations

ALTHOUGH they were included in the citations given
to the regiment as a whole, it is none of these that
will be the most cherished by the Batterymen in their
memories of the activities in France.

Under this same cover there is a citation that all
in the entire regiment should be proud of.
official looking affair and can be kept for reference, in
the years to come, but to some of the Batterymen such
a document is entirely unnecessary. To the men on the
gun-crews at the last front in France, memory will serve
to recall B Battery’s citation.

[t was from the doughboys of the 33rd and the 28th
Divisions that this citation came. It wasn't a lengthy
treatise on the merits of the organization, but it meant
more to the men at the guns than a dozen official papers
from some general. It was a sincere and earnest state-
ment of their opinion of the work of B Battery and who
is in a better position to deal out citations to a Battery of
light artillery than the men who go over the top under
their fire?

It is an -

In the early morning, after a_barrage had been thrown
over, sometimes for two or three hours or more, the fellows
would see a column of men coming down the road past
the gun positions. This was always a signal to cease
work on cleaning the gun and assemble on the edge of
the road. As the marching column came nearer the
Batterymen could see just what the morning’s catch had
been—in Huns. In passing the Battery position, the
infantrymen in charge of the prisoners would invariably
shout some such thing as:

"Nice work, fellows.” “Good barrage.” “'Best we
ever went over under.” “We can count on you.” or some
such highly complimentary expression.

Those doughboys didn’t know how much those good-
natured remarks meant to the fellows working on the
guns. To them, whose slightest mistake might mean the
lives of a dozen men in the trenches this was indeed a
citation and it ofttimes lifted a weight (rom the minds of
the artillerymen.
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Contentment

ANY one familiar with the army will naturally scoff
at the idea of the existence of such a thing as a con-
tented military organization unless they were with B
Battery on the front.

It was an exception to be sure, for as a rule B Battery
was never content with anything. [n the face of momen-
tary danger it may seem rather strange that the fellows
were so well satisfied, but therein Jies a tale and not a
“detail’” either. With so many things around that they
could have easily complained of, they seemed to forget
them in the contentment over what wasn't there.

There were no buglers so therefore no calls. There
were no formations to stand and there was no Colone] to
issue orders. What more could the boys have asked?
What more could have added to the absolute contentment
of the Batterymen? Back at the echelon there were a
few calls, but after the first day the formations were
dispensed with, If there were any cornplaints thought
of, they were forgotten in the excitement .of dodging
“whizz-bangs' and watching for enemy aircraft.

There was surely plenty of excitement for all in those
days, from the Battery commander to the man who drove
the ration cart there were thrillers enough to satisfy the
most enthusiastic ''dare-devil’” movie fan. The charm
of battle carried the boys from the old formal army life
to a regular carnival of thrills.

At the gun positions the gun-crews would get up at
all hours to fire a barrage while the fellows from the
echelon carried the ammunition over the shell-tomn roads
to the dumps for the cannoneers to take to their respec-
tive guns. Every man would have balked and squawked at
any other time in their career, but at the front amid all

the excitement of the battle. Most of the Batterymen
can and will look back to the days on the late western
front as their best in the army. Those days were not
numerous enough. :

Thanks to Cooks Sedberry, Capron and Mason and to
Mess Sergeant Curry, the eats were all that could be
expected under the conditions. On several occasions
they brought hot coffee and bacon sandwiches to the men,
who were doggedlv serving their guns for a long period of
time. When a barrage was being thrown over in the
early morning and the order "'Cease firing" seemed a long
way off, the old kitchen crew certainly made themselves

'solid with the boys by the serving of the two above-

named army delicacies.
The quarters, too, were as good as the fellows had
expected to find after the stories they had heard of the

living conditions at the front. Of course at the gun’

positions there was a certain amount of water and rats
to contend with, but the boys managed to get some sleep
now- and then. At the echelon the quarters were good
and there was a general feeling of content there, too. In
one of the nearby towns there was a Y. M. C. A. canteen
ancl since there were no general orders prohibiting it,
many of the Batterymen paid this place a visit on several
occasions.

There were no officers save the Battery's own staff,

.and they were too busy to bother about issuing the sort

of disciplinary orders that go to make a discontented
organization.

Considering the absence of so many of the obnoxious
elements of the usual army life, it is not so strange after
all that B Battery was content on the front.

Home

EARCH this book from cover to cover and you will

find that if one idea, one subject predominates, it
is— 'HOME.”

Learned men have said that "Home'' is an abode, the
place where one lives, but it is more than that. Men—
soldiers, have lived in camps for months, have ¢camped in
pup tents on a steep hillside, have slept in cellars or
cootie-infested billets which they were wont to call
“HOME "—-but that was not home.

It were better then to say that "Home' is where the
heart is; that bodily occupation alone means nothing.

And B Batterymen have come to know, as never
before, the true significance of "Home.” In France, in
camps, in billets and in the trenches, "Home™' came to
mean more to them than a place to “hang their hats.”
They learned that instead of being the commonplace, the

ordinary, the matter-ol-fact habitat it was once con-
sidered, it had become a place of beauty, dreamed of,
longed for and pictured in a million ways in contrast to
the cheerless, lightless and fireless places many of them

knew through long months of hard gruelling work, on the

front or back of the lines.

To these men, "Home™ meant all that there is in life
to wish for—to them going "Home'™ meant the realization
of the greatest desire of their lives and “Home™™ to them
meant the United States of America.

Each man, of course pictured his home, some village,
some city, but to all "Home" was the good old U. S. A.
which meant everything that seemed to be worth while,
and in them awakened a new patriotism and a new pride
in the greatest nation extant—the United States—
THEIR HOME.
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The Medics

HE Hospital Corps of the First Ohio Field Artillery:

was organized in November, 1915, by Dr. Edward
W. Barton, the Bn. Surgeon. The original members were
Sergeant Earl Briggs, Sergeant H. W. Barton, Privates
Alspach, Luce, Banker, Pinkerton, Case, Timmis, Free-
man, Willford, Rafeld, Bevington, Yontz, Weiss, King,
Berry and Mauross. From this number the -ones who
answered the border call were Sergeant Briggs, Sergeant
Barton, Privates Alspach, Weiss, Rafeld, Willford, King,
Berry, Yontz, Bevington and Mauross and from these,
L. L. King, Jno. Berry, Earl Willford and Mauross were

discharged after the physical examination at Columbus,

joining the famous Grand Army of the Rejected.

Dr. E. W. Barton, holding commission as )st Lieu-
tenant in the Medical Corps, left Akron, June 25, with
mast of his corps for Columbus and they were the first
contingent of Ohio troops to move toward Columbus,
the state center of mobilization in answer to the Mexican
call, preceding the Infantry and Artillery, joined B Battery
and Brigade Headquarters at Briggsdale—the Bn. Haq.
This gave them an opportunity to stock up thoroughly
with iodine and C C pills in readiness for the advent of
the Akron bunch ten days later.

The hospitdl was placed in the center at one side of
the camp at the edge of the golf grounds.

Dr. H. Barton and Eldon Bevington were detailed by
Lieutenant Barton to stay with Battery B and examine
recruits taken on during that interval at Battery B's
armory, rejoining the Hospital Corps when Battery B
left for Camp Willis on July 4.

“The two months following, at Camp Willis, were
busy ones for the corps—small pox, vaccinations, injecting
typhoid serum, and the taking care of the sick artillerymen
resulting from these, kept all busy, so busy that all the
Hospital Corps men felt chey had little time to groom their
own horses on the picket line, which worried the Head-
quarter men terribly. Caring for Nolly's bruised leg,
handsome Dan Carroll's knee, Hol Jay's broken leg
helped fill in time and gave practice to the men. The
most common episode was the bringing in of an artillery-
man, bruised on the picket line, by a restive steed.
Among the chief thrills of camp life was the breaking in
of young horses from the farms and making goed artillery
horses of them.

* The hospital also suppled the elements of an embryonic
Y. M. C. A, relieving the artillerymen who felt the need
of it, of the arduousness of drill. They would limp over
to the hospital with one hand over their stomach and if
jodine was not forthcoming, a spoonful of castor oil was.
George Wright would ask for heart-balm in the shape of
a CC pill. Fred Seiberling specialized on epsom salts in
a tincup. Eddie Romily would come over to see if we
had any medicine to make him last longer.

One of the big events to the Hospital Corps was the
tonsil party, when Dr. Barten had his nurse, Miss Nold,
come from Akron and they relieved atout two score of
artillerymen of their tonsils and adenoids, thus removing
many sore throats from future sick calls.

J¢ might be related here at the assistance rendered by

Miss Nold at these operations was the only instance of
Battery B having a young lady member. (Shafter and
the tonsils. - The CO still declares, etc.)
' The Hospital Corps
was frequently consulted
at Camp Willis by Bat-
tery B men as to how’
they could increase weight
or height in order to pass
the final exam. to go to
the border. They were
also questioned as to how
they could camouflage a
weak heart in order to be
discharged and not go to
the border. These, how-
ever, were in the great
minority, because Battery
B men were practically
unanimous in being
proved that they were physically fit and all were anxious
for active service.

After arrival at Camp Pershing the work of making
camp consisted of grubbing out cactus, Spanish bayonets
and mesquite bushes. This stirred up a horde of vicious
insects as Texas is noted even in song as being favored—
“"Horns on the flowers, and horns on the toads, and hell
fire in the tail of the scorpion,”” and opened up a new
and unknown danger to the tenderfeet from Ohio. Many
casualties were each day brought to the hospital and
following the casualty would come a second Battery B
man bearing the insect responsible, between two sticks,
or in an empty “'gold fish™" can.

Among the notable cases was Roland Thompson,
who exhibited a beautiful sample of what a strong and
husky scorpion could do, over his right eye. This con-
fined him to the camp hospital at Fort Bliss for several
weeks, until Tommy figured all the cactus was cleared
away.

............... PR L

Do you remember the Mexican who sang “Oh! Marie™
in El Paso?

* * * *

Do you remember the guard-mount music at Camp
Sheridan?
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Army Lines

When you joined the army say, do you recall that early day,
When you lined up for inspection physical,
And Doc Barton took your size, from your arches to your eyes
And pronounced you fit for service, ‘twas hard lines.

And the next day after that, bet you'd rather faced a gat,
Than that anti-toxin needle terrifying,

And the anti-smalipox germ, made your left arm quite infirm
And you got them both by waiting in a line. °

Then you lined up to be mustered and old woof woof got you Austered,
With his basso and his military bearing

But you were getting jusc a taste, of the time you'd have to waste
While you doggedly stood waiting irr a line.

For from reveille to taps, often cutting short your naps,
You'd fall in and answer ‘here” with hesitation.

Whether drill call or retreat, the whistle brot you to your feet,
And you'd shuffle slowly out to fall in line.

In mess line you'd sprightly step, getting there with snap and pep
For the first ones through the line would ¢cop the seconds,
And then line up near a tub, while some rookic'd slowly rub,
His mess-kit while you stood there in the line.

How those Saturday inspections hurried you to make connections
To be ready for the C. O’s. eagle eye.

Then the Colonel came along, quick to single out each wrong
And Doc Barton paid his usual respects.

Or the R. A. Poling line, where you drew dog tag twine
A heavy pair of hobnails or some laces,

Or to the canteen you'd go, spending all your hard earned dough
But you'd have to wait your turn there in 2 line.

You'll recall the picket line, often muddy, never fine
And those ugly brutes’ propensities for kicking. y
And most popular of sports—Marshall Sheets and his cohorts,
The fistic bouts staged on the picket fine.

Often Y. M. C. A. lines found you planning awful crimes
When some shavetail went ahead to buy supplies.

Took advantage of his bars, buying candy and cigars
While enlisted men stood waiting in the line.

Many miles on railroad lines, in a dozen different climes
Tourist sleepers or the forty hormmes per.

While Montgomery street car lines, ninety years behind the times
Had forty hommes per beat by a mile.

"Phone lincs too corralled a share of funds of the Aappers there,
As they pulled the old, old stall and got it by.

Told that little girl in town, "I'm on guard and can’t come down,”
What a blessing, then, there were those blooming lines.
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There were other lines as well, that you've often wished in h___
Where you fell in to get half an hour gas practice

But why explain, for you who did it shall always have the credit
And leave the tale for you to do the telling.

There were sick lines every morning; for the men who'd taken warning,
Of a detail they had heard would be forthcoming.

So they drew their C. C. pills, cure for any human ills,
And light duty saved themn blisters many times.

There were lines one found amusing, lines of shelter tents confusing,
On a dark night one's own tent was hard to find.

In the wrong tent you'd blunder, cuss-words greet you and you 'd ponder
On the uselessness of all these blasted lines. '

Over there on all the roads, lines of trucks with heavy. loads
Where on the front in terms quite military,

One conversed of lines of guns, lines of fire toward the Huns
And you never could escape them if you tried.

Oh! The lines from home that came. nothing else was quite the same,
Telling you of “check enclosed™ or “package sent”

And the lines that you returned, for you knew that they were earned,
Here for once you found some merit in a “line.”

There's a line we ‘'most forgot, our good fortune that we thought
Of the line that calls us once each month, no more.

“Tis the pay line we would mention, you'll admit it needs attention
Reviving games of poker and crap galore.

So we found lines to the last, some were slow and some were fast,
There were short ones, and some extremely long,

. But we forget the lines bemoaned, many times where'er we roamed

They're lost in memory of that “B"" line home.
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The Battery "Hymn"

On the trip to France on the Nestor when everyone was singing to try to forget their sickness.
Captain Kavenagh introduced the song that was destined to become the favorite of the Battery and

regimentc.

He had heard it while at Fort Sill, Okla., and had considered it the sort of song that B

Battery needed. The captain remembered only two verses at the time, but the remainder came to
him later and as fast as he remembered them the quartette memorized and sang them.

It was known as the "Artillery " song and when or wherever the boys got together for a lictle
song-fest, the old favorite was always called for by some one in the crowd.

Captain Kavenagh's memory proved so efficient in this case that owing to lack of space only
a small number of the verses he thought of can be printed here.

To the tune “"When the Roll is Called Up Yonder.™

When you're lying in the rain

With some shrapne! in your brain,

Then you'll never see your sweetheart anymore.
When the red gap in your jacket

Shows that Heijnie has your bracket,

Then you'll never see your sweetheart anymore,

Chorus—

When the guns are roaring yonder
When the guns are roaring yonder,
When the guns are roaring yonder
When the guns are roaring yonder we'll be there.

When the Huns have your deflection

And you've lost your old first section

Then you'll never see the guncrew anymore
When the mustard gas is lurking

And your gas-mask isn't working

Then you'll never need a gas mask anymore.

Chorus—

When the guns are roaring yonder

When the guns are roaring yonder

When the guns are roaring yonder

(Base)—Fall in. Call off; (Lead) One;
(Tenor)—Two; (Baritone)—Three: (Base)—Four.
When the guns are roaring yonder we'll be there.
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When your ammunition train

[s shot to hell and back again

Then you'll never see your caissons anymore
When the shells that burst like thunder
Shoot the old wheel team from under

Then you'll never see the driver anymore.

Chorus—
(Base)~—Cease firing; (Lead)—Break station;
(Tenor)—March order; (Baritone)—Good-bye;
When the guns are roaring yonder we'{l be there.

When we've drunk our last French booze

And we're on our homeward cruise

To our sweethearts waiting there upon the shore,
When we each have our discharge

And they turn us loose at large

Then we'll never join the army anymore.

Chorus— ,
(Lead)—Train for; (Tenor)—-Cleveland, Akron;
(Baritone)—Canton, Barberton; (Base)—All aboard.
While the guns were roaring yonder we were there.

On the ship—
When the ship begins to roll
And you're lying in the hole
And your bunk commences dancing o'er the floor
When the fish have got your dinner
And your stomach’s getting thinner
Then you'll never eat that mutton anymore.

Chorus—
When the waves start rolling higher,—etc.

(Lead)—All out life-boat drill; (Tenor)—Adjust belts:

(Baritone)—Stand in line; (Base)—Details report.
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Madelon

Pour le repose, le plasir du militaire
I) est la bas, a deux pas de la foret,
Une maison aux murs tout coverts de lierre,
Aux Tourlourous ¢'est le nom de cabaret.
La servante est jeune et gentille,
Legere comme up papillon,
Comme son vin son ogil petille,
Nous I'appelons la Madelon;
Nous en revons la nuit, nous y pensons le jour,
Ce n'est que Madelon, mais pour nous ¢’est 1'amour.

Chorus—  Quand Madelon vient nous servir a boire,

Sous la tonnelle on frole son jupon,

Et chacun Jui raconte une histoire,
Une histoire a sa facon,

. La Madelon pour nous ¢'est pas severe,

Quand on lui prend la taille ou le menton—

Elle rit, ¢'est tout I'mal gu'ell’ sait faire,
Madelon—Madelon—Madelon.

Thus was the now famous French popular war song heard by the Batterymen when they
first landed in that land of war and wine. It could be heard on all sides, sung by all classes of
people, evidently for the benefit of the Americans who were known to be lovers of music.
“"Madelon™ was practically the first attempt at anything singable in the ragtime tempo and the
French who had so long listened to the creations of Irving Berlin without knowing what they were
about were more than proud of their countryman's accomplishment.

For a long time the words and meaning of the song were mysteries to the fellows and they were
content to whistle the very catchy tune. The popularity of the song with the Americans grew to
such an extent that there were English versions written by every presuming interpreter in the
A.E. F. The publishers adopted one of these and had it printed to the same music, but it was a
sad disappointment for the song did not sound half so catchy with the English words.

When the soldiers are to take some days of rest,
And between friends enjoy a little Chopin.
Where do they go? To that place near a forest
“Sammies’ Resort™ is the name of the Inn.
The servant is young and very nice,
She’s quick like a little demon,
Her eyes are bright and full of malice
And we all call her Madelon;
We dream of her at night, all day we think of her;
For us it's Madelon, Madelon, forever.

Chorus— When Madelon comes out to serve us wine

Soon all the boys love the sight of her skirt;

Everyone wants to tell her how she's fine;
And at once begin to flirt.

Dear Madelon with us is not severe,
She never tries to preach us a sermon;

No, she smiles, she’s always full of cheer,
Madelon—Madelon—Madelon.
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To say that it was a liberal transiation would be no more than fair to the French author,
for according to B Battery linguists the American version loses the trend of the little story altogether
at times. There are four verses to the song and to hear a Frenchman sing them all js indeed a
treat for they sing just as they would tell a story.

When out on hikes through the little French towns it was always a pleasure to start whistling
or singing "Madelon™ and watch the smiling faces of the people who were detighted to think that
their favorite song was liked by the Americans.

The English version as printed by the publishers, aside from being a liberal and therefore
very poor translation, even lost the meter and made it very difficult for the singer to get all the
words in without changing the music; a liberty that was taken by all entertainers who sang it.

Another verse tells of the liberality of "Madelon™ with her kisses and of the innocence
of them inasmuch as the boys shut their eyes and imagine that they are kissing the “girl back home,”
Still another stanza tell of the fate of those who wish to become serious with the young lady of
the song who cannot marry one soldier for she loves "tout le regiment,” the entire regiment.

Had there been any possible way for the Batterymen to learn the French words without
missing any meals there is no doubt that “Madelon™ would have been the most popular song the
Battery ever sang. As it was everybody knew the music and whistled it but the words in French
included some very difficult abbrevijations and the English version was considered unmusical so there
was nothing left to do but whistle it and B Battery did that.

s

Ohio

Ohio—Ohio—The hills send back the cry,
“We're here to do or die,”
Ohio—Ohio—We’'ll win the war

Or know the reason why,

And when we win the war

We'll buy a keg of booze,

And we'll drink to old Ohio

"Till we wobble in our shoes.
“Ohio—Ohio—we’ll win the war
Or know the reason why.”

Third verse was added when the “sad news' arrived overseas in November. All other claims to
the authorship of this verse notwithstanding; the Red Guidon stands ready to prove that it was
originated in B Battery.

And since we've won the war,
We'll buy a case of pop,

For the slackers voted Ohio dry
While we went over the top.
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Some for the training at the schools; and some
Sigh for the atl-absorbing task to come.

Ah! take the training that they gave you—

[t will help to total up the sum.

R

Awake! before it yet is light—

The bugle's blast has scattered into flight
Our slumbers—and banished

All hope of rest until another night.

A book of regulations ‘neath the bough Ah, Love! If you were here—but to inspire,
A canteen full of water, hard-tack, chow— When nought in life ere seems complete entire—
And thou, oh, my Commander, To'talk to me—to let me press you close—
There's nothing, nothing nearer heart’s desire.

A million men—A momentary taste

Of Prussianism and Kultur gone to waste.
And, lo! the crippled monarch has now reached
Limitless atrocities. Enlist! make haste!!

=

When we've had our last mess of hot bean soup

When the last "H.E." has exploded

And the command “march order’s™ gone down;
When the last “seventy-five’ has been limbered
And we've passed through our last French town—

When the last guard's been done and forgotten
And the last scurvy horse has been groomed,
When the last “barrage C™ has been sounded
And the very last “heavy™ has boomed—

And the very last mess kit is washed;
When we've heard our last army rumor
And France has been purged of the Boche—

When the sea is all purple and copper,
And the sun rides the waves in the west
When the stern of the boat’s in a shadow
And the salt and the spray add a zest—

Then it’s time to start thinking of home folks

And time to start thinking of her;

When you've laid down your O.D. for blue serge
And time starts from “Apres la guerre.”

-~



A drizzling rain is falling, little pools of water dance,
It's such a rain as only falls upon the roads of France.
With tall Lombardy poplars looming black against the sky
The cobblestones are rattling, for artillery’s passing by.
I'm sitting in the saddle, and I'm tired, and wet and cold;
There's twelve more kilos still to go—the night is ages old.
And as | sit aswaying, waiting the break of day,
I'm only there in body, for my thoughts are far away

To—
The library is cozy, the fire is gleaming red,
I'm sitcing on a pillow and there’s one behind my head;
And playing the piano, the while my fancies roam,
The lamp-light gleaming in her hair—

The girl back home.
A tallow candle flickers and the dim half-light reveals
A dug-out far below the ground where daylight never steals.
A German "H. E."” bursts close by and somewhere overhead
A huge rat scampers on a beam, there's another on my bed,
A gas gong in the corner and a blanket on the door, )
With helmets hung along the walls, and hob-nails on the floor.
I'm sitting in a corner with my feet propped on a chair,
I don’t hear my bunkie snoring, for my thoughts are over,

Where—
A yellow moon is hanging in a cloudless summer sky,
And tiny lights are bobbing as canoces go drifting by.
And sitting by me on the pier where the water turns to foam,
While the orchestra is throbbing—

[s—
The girl back home.
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Those Y. M. C. A. Song Books

IN almost every camp that B Battery ever inhabited
L they put in their appearance, those Y™ song books.
From the border camp at El Paso to France and back
again to the good old U. S. A., they were to be found
wherever there wasaY. M. C. A., within walking distance.
Chaplain Atkinson tended to.that. He always had a
few in his pockets.

They were most profuse on the transports and over-
seas. Hardly had the boys stepped on the “Nestor™
than the Y man on board, with the able assistance of
the chaplain, was passing out the little pamphlets con-

taining such thrillers as "Over There,”" “Liberty Bell,” -

"Pack Up Your Troubles,” and a few others. That
first issue went for the purpose of mess-kit towels which
were very scarce at the time. Subsequent issues served
no better purpose for truly the song book failed to make
the desired impression on B Battery.

[t must have been rather discouraging to the Major to
invariably hear the fellows singing such things as “"Boom-
boom, that’s the Latrine R-a-a-g,” and “"When we get
back from Germany,” from between the covers of his
cherished song book, when he knew that “Keep the Home
Fires Burning” and "Onward Christian Soldiers”™ were
printed there instead.

Although very good for community gatherings, etc.,

the songs in the Y book were not expressive enough

for the Batterymen. Then those songs were common
too, and if there was any one thing that B Battery insisted
on more than another, it was individuality.

When the Y~ men overseas would offer “"Skeets"
Werner, “Tub” Lamiell, "Mutt” Bausman and the rest
of the Battery songsters a song book they would politely
request their share of books in writing paper.

It might be interesting to note that the last "Y"
song book to appear in the Battery came on the last day

at Camp Sherman, just before B Battery became ‘‘civil-
ianized.”
MUSIC—Oh! How | hate to get up in the morning—

What is the use of holding the Battery buglers for
all the morning’s sleep we didn’t get in the army. There
wasn't a soldier who ever stood muster in B Battery who
loved his moming's nap better than Glen “"Rakestraw™
Helsel of the bugle corps of B Battery.

Helsel explains something we might have suspected
all along. "They made us blow first ¢all in the morning,”
said Helsel, one day. “We never would have blown a
call before breakfast if the Old Man would have left us
alone. If we'd had our way we'd have blown just three
calls, mess call, recall and payday,” insisted “"Rakestraw.”

George Stagg, Harry Fouts and Glenn Helsel probably
blew the Battery out of bed more times than any other
Battery buglers. Wendell Norris, Babe Hunsicker and
Bill Snyder the Battery's border buglers were next in
rank in reference ro long service. Stagg, according to the
overseas Battery was the best musician of them all.
Stagg, the boys used to say couldn't do anything right
around the Battery until he closed his fist around his
bugle and began blowing. There he was in his element,
and while some of the boys could always: tell at night
who was blowing “‘taps,” everybody knew when Stagg
blew it.

B Battery never had a poor bugler. All the boys
could play when their turn came. For little fellows,
Harry Fouts and Glenn Helsel got away nicely with their
work. So did Babe Hunsicker on the border.

The buglers always had to get up first in B Battery,
but they were always first in the mess-line as well as in
other lines.

B Battery couldn’t have won the war without her
buglers.

Oh, how I hate to get up in the morning,
Gee! How I hate to get out of bed;
But the saddest blow of all is to hear the bugle call,
You got to get up, you got to get up;
You got to get up this morning.
Some day we're going to murder the bugler,
Some day they re going to find him dead,
We will steal into his tent some night,
* And blow him up with dynamite
And spend the rest of our lives in bed.
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Quartettes

THERE was always a good supply of singers in B
Battery, but not all of them could sing together. In
most of the song-fests somebody was sure to be ‘‘sour”
and spoil the song.

For real harmony on the border the prize-winners
were the quartette, at that time composed of Sergeant
Kavenagh, Homer Davis, Russ Baer and Tommy Thomp-
son. There were plenty of other singers at Camp Pershing
and in almost every section one could hear some of the
boys harmonizing on the old favorite, “When we get back
from Mexico,” in the evenings.

Of course, Fort Sheridan was the scene of many song-
fests, for a little while. Until the sorrowful news that B
Battery was not going to be mustered out everyone
awoke with a song and everyone seemed to be in harmony.
After the announcement of this bit of news the songsters
seemed to forget their songs and no one felt in harmony
with anybody or anything. It's funny how a song
expresses the mood or temperament.

Who ever heard any of the Battery quartettes sing
any better than on, or just before, pay-day? And surely
nobody ever heard any of the boys burst into song on
such occasions as, going out on a “pick and shovel™
detail or the first few days on the ship bound for France.

The affair put such a damper on the musical efforts of
the boys from Texas that there was lictle or no singing
until the Battery arrived at Fort Benjamin Harrison
where some new blood was instilled.

With the arrival of the bunch of recruits from Silver
Lake came Tub Lamiell, Skeets Werner and “Mutt"
Bausman, who, with Larry FFetch were destined to compose
the old favorite overseas guartette. Tommy Thompson
would, at times when he was not too busy trying to
“parley’” with some “madamoiselle,” assist in the singing
cither replacing Skeets or making one of a quintette.

From Camp Sheridan to France and back these
fellows sang on the least provocation. All the old
favorites were dug up by Thompson and Fetch and as

many as possible of the new songs were learned from time
to time. On the ship, bound for France there was always
plenty of singing, after all the boys had gained their sea-
legs and from that time on there were few occasions when
these fellows got together that there wasn't some singing.

At Camp de Souge, as part of a regimental show they
sang at all the hospitals and Y. M. C. A. huts nearby,
doing their practicing in the billets where there was
always an enthusiastic audience,

Ac the first front there used to be little song-fests
down in the first section dug-out, to the accompanirment
of Heinie's “‘tching-bumms.” At the second front, when
there was the least bit of time the boys used to congregate
in the shanty occupied by some of the fellows—during the
day. On one occasion when the second section was
firing a problem by themselves, the quartette gathered
around the gun and to the music of the 75's explosion they
sang the Artillery song.

After the armistice was signed and the Battery moved
back to await sailing orders, there was plenty of harmony.
The Christmas show was the start of a regular season for
the song birds. The regiment organized a minstrel show
and B Battery's quartette was asked to join. They did.

Aside from escaping a lot of details and the monotony
of waiting, the boys had a wonderful opportunity to see
some of France. They were gone until the moving orders
came.

Singing in the wine-rooms of Le Lion de Angers and
on the boat coming home the quartette made a host of
friends.

The last time the boys were together, in the service
was at Camp Sherman where they sang at the hospital.

Some day it is hoped that this overseas quartette and
all the others who ever entertained B Battery with their
singing will get together and, as an octette or even a
double octette, sing the old favorites—justYfor old times
sake.
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B Battery's Own Show

W]ITH all the opportunities for armateur theatricals
that were afforded the Batterymen in the camps in
the U.S. A, it was not until they were away over in France
where there seemed to be no ‘opportunity whatever for
such a thing that the B Battery talent came to light.

Just to prove that Stewart Walker wasn't the only
one who could make 2 theatre out of nothing and chat
Frank Tinney wasn't the only one who could make
actors out of soldiers; the committee produced eleven
acts of vaudeville that Marcus Loew would have paid
thousands of .dollars for—on a stage that would have
made any Bakst creation look like a Ben Greet Shake-
sperian setting. .

The audience too, was one that the management of
the Palace Theatre would enjoy having in their house
every night, for they certainly were appreciative. From
the time “"Pig” Owens stepped before the footlights
until the curtain went down on the "Buckeye Four,” the
old billet was in an uproar of applause.

The show opened with a bang at six o'clock sharp.
Art Faulkner acting as announcer in place of programs.

The first number, Wm. Owens, billed as “La Pigue

Owens™ Juggler Supreme, so simple yet so perfect.
La Pigue’s act consisted of juggling eight grains of rice.
As a juggler William is "Nux Vomica.”" He wound up
his act with an exhibition of his four trained cooties,
Jim, Elizabeth, Ann and Bill.

Holton Ford and Fred Exner as the “Melody Murder-
ers’ were next on the bill. They played ukelele and
mandolins made from cigar boxes with toothbrush
handles as keys. Despite -this they played several airs
and [urnished good music.

Morgan Bright “Senorita Morganita Bright” as a
Spanish dancer put over the third number. “Senorita”
looked and acted like a regular Spanish dancer and danced
like one. The music for the dance was by Ford and
Exner.

The fourth number was Norman Fuchs in a series of
cartoons or chalk talks depiciting incidents and characters
in the Battery. One cartoon of a can of jam received
especial applause from the boys,

Following the "Chalk Talks” came Corporal J. B.
Michaels and Harry Harris as "Dixie Dandies™ a black
face act that would have made good in big time.

“Back in Berlin Center” featuring George Couchy,
Howard Miller and Carl Moledor was the next offering.
The above trio as rubes in Berlin Center (U. S. A.) receiv-
ing letters from soldiers’ sons in F rance, was good and
gave them the opportunity for much “hick™ comedy.

The seventh number was the mystery act of the
evening. ~"The Greek Players” with Corporal C. W.
Schnake, C. E. Lamiell and "Shorty™ Rogers as the
exponents of the famous Greek arts. None of the above

would do as models for union suits neither would they
take any prizes for physical pulchritude, but by the
liberal padding of the muscles, chest and stomachs they
made ideal subjects for their paris. Army underwear
and socks, flour for their faces and bandages for their
heads, completed the costumes. The poses shown were:
“The Dying Gladiator,” “The Storm,” “The Wrestlers,”
“The Hunt,” “Aphrodite at the Bath,” “The Ruins of
Verdun, " and “"The Spirit of 1919 or Homeward Bound.™
Schnake posed as the "Goddess of Liberty,” holding a
candle in a beer bottle. Shorty Rogers posed rowing a
boat with "Tub™ Lamiell looking through a champagne
bottle for shore.

Edward Jacobs as the “Whistling Nightingale™™ came
next. His act consisted of whistling a programme of
classics and imitations. The three encores that Jake
received showed his talent was appreciated.

Verne Ritter, William Suramers and John Funk in
the playec, "Come Wis Me" was next. Ritter had
evidently been a waiter in Atlantic City or Paris, other-
wise he would not have been able to handle his part the

-way he did. His technique was perfect. Summers as
an American soldier was typical of the American soldiers
in France, both in speech and action. John Funk as
a French Madamoiselle was "“Tres bonne —QOoh-la-la!
She was “beaucoup tres bonne™ a regular knockout and
she held the audience spellbound. When it comes to
makeup as a Madamoiselle, Johnny had Julian Eltinge
cheated a thousand ways.

In act number ten-—Sergeant “"Pat” Lynch, Art
Faulkner and Roland Tommy Thompson, put on the
sketch, “The General's Orderly.” “Pat™ Lynch should
have been a general in the army instead of a sergeant for
he played his part to perfection, the part of a grouchy
General suffering from dyspepsia and unable to appreciate
jokes. Art Faulkner as Divisional Sergeant Major also
approached perfection and his disposition was a counter-
part of the Generals. Tommy Thompson as a Buck
Private, engaged in the difficult task of trying to make
the General laugh within ten minutes or being shot,
played his part in a manner that would have done justice
to Ed. Wynne. In the last thirty seconds, Tommy by
earnest whispering in the General's ears brought the
long-sought smile.

The final number was a programme by the famous
Battery quartette, Lamiell, Bausman, Fetch and Werner,
billed as the "Buckeye 4 A few lines of comedy helped
to complete their act. Lamiell was a fat grumpy cook,
Bausman a hard-boiled American colored soldier, Fetch
an "Anti Swearing League” representative and Werner
a French soldier. They were one of the big hits of the
evening and were forced to answer to many encores.



A symphony of a million guns .
Blats out a challenge to an outraged civilization
And a million men

Fall forward upon their faces.

Dead eyes hang in rows,

Upon Nieteche's breast

And Nero, swathed in blood-red vapors,
Moves a step toward sanctity.

Rivers of the red blood of gallant men
Flow sluggishly on

Past the peaceful meadows

Of northern France.

Piles of dead men )

Lie on the bactlefield of Verdun.

Is this the price of civilization?

War piles the piles higher.

[ Don't Want Anymore Army

One of the sweet old lullabies the boys were wont to hum during the lean days in France, was "I
Don’t Want Anymore Army.” Everybody below the rank of colonel in the 134th regiment liked
that song. The boys liked to sing it and the officers who didn’t dare sing it enjoyed listening to it.
The overseas quartette in the Battery introduced I Don't Want Anymore Army'* on the boat
on the way to France. They knew only one verse and the two line chorus. Words for a dozen or
more were written by Larry Fetch, “Skeets” Werner, Tommy Thompson, “"Mutt" Bausman, “Tub"
[Lamiell, and the rest of the warblers. Here's the way the piece ran:
1. Details here and details there
Nothing to eat and nothing to wear.
Chorus—
[ don’t want anymore army
Lordy how [ want to go home.
2.  On Saturday morning when inspection is through,
The top sergeant says extra duty for you—Chorus.
3. [ had lots of clothes when | started for France
Now I have only one pair of pants—Chorus.
4. | joined the artillery so I could ride
But ['ve walked ‘round the world with a thirty inch stride—Chorus.
5. They gave me a horse and told me to ride
[ didn't see the shovel on the other side—Chorus.
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B Battery Youngsters

ITH the arrival of the recruits at Camp Perry
: came the youngest artilleryman who ever soldiered

‘with B Battery—Robert Wiener. By special permission
of Captain Albrecht and with the consent of his par-
ents, Bob joined the battery with a bunch of fellows
almost ten years older than himself. He celebrated his
seventeenth birthday in the army after reaching Ft. Ben-
jamin Harrison.

Although young in years, Bob soon acquired a bearing
that would cause the casual observer to take him for
twenty-two at least. Especially in the ring with a pair
of boxing gloves did Bob prove that he was no baby.

Another youngster who joined the battery at Camp-

Sheridan was Winfield McCracken. Red was trans-
ferred from Company B, 146th Infantry, so he could be
“aroungd the horses” as he worded it. He was senior to

Wiener by about a month and a half, buc like Bob soon
proved himself a man in action, if not in years. Given a
pair of horses to drive and care for, Red was right in his
element and there were few horses looked any better
than McCrackens.

Just before the battery left for France, both of these
boys were given the opportunity' to get an honorable
discharge because of their age and both refused, aithough
encouraged to accept, from home. .

There were several other B Batterymen who were
still in their teens, among whom were “"Pete” Hirleman,
who joined at Sheridan, and Roy Shreve who joined at
Perry and was discharged at Sheridan. Although there
were several who joined the battery while under twenty
years of age, Wiener and McCracken were the only ones
to be discharged that young.

Fish

Fish Bill Foltz when he bought his own shoes for $4 in

Texas.
] » * *

Fish Archie Murphy when he went after the skirmish

line.
] * * »

Fish Carl Schrank when he went after a jar stretcher.
b4 * * *
Fish Thurman Staudt trying to light a candle from a

cigarette.
* *x * *

Fish Norman Fuchs when he tried to get a size 4 Pistol
Holster at Camp de Souge.

* * * *

Fish "“Fish" Moore when he gave Bob Wiener forty-five
francs for a decorated shell,
& K ek o
Fish Tub Lamiell when he bought a no-good French
cigarette lighter from Fetch.
* * x *
Fish Abe Freelander when he went around the corner in
El Paso and lost $8.00.

* x * *

Fish Bill Summers when a girl took his watch-chain at

Bar le Duc, France.
* % ok x

Fish George Cunningham when he went AW.O.L. the
day before he got his furlough.

* * * *

Fish Don Scott when he came from Omaha to join the
battery.
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Medics

AFT ER Bevington left the detachment at Camp Perry
in his search for a higher standing in Uncle Sam’s or-
ganization, the two border veterans, Briggs and Weiss,
remained alone. Captain Barton thought it was alto-
gether too lonely for these two men, so he sent out a call
for volunteers. The first to respond was Ed Stuart who
was followed in few days by Dutch Cramer, then came
along Delos Martin. The organization of five men
battled along through the mud and rain for about two
weeks when a very heavy shower on the lst of June
washed "Sophie” Lutz, "“Susie”” Steffensen and Ernest
Drake into the organization. Drake did not seem very
well pleased with his reception, so decided that he had
better try a different branch of the service, so returned to
Akron with the expectation of getting into Y. M. C. A.
service.

This left the detachment with seven men to carry out
the Pill-Roller work through the remaining days at Camp
Perry. How did the raw recruits enjoy their entrance
into the service, did | hear somebody ask? They did not
do very much real kicking, although they all had sweet
dreams of their little white beds at home, as they lay
shivering in their cold and partially wet army blankets,
after a day's work of mud-skidding was over. [t was
not uncommon te hear the happy expression uttered by
one of the recruits, 'Home was never like this,~~ after
he had eaten his mess of slum, dry bread and black
coffee in mud almost knee deep.

Regardless of the dislike of the first taste of army life,
they were all eager to take their first trip at the army's
expense to Fort Benjamin Harrison. Fort' Benjamin
Harrison met with approval of all men, for any spot on
earth looked pood for them after their experlences in
Camp Perry's sea of mud. :

Shortly after the arrival at Fort Benjamin Harrison
new men started to come forth to add to the list of
“lodine swabbers;” first came Drake who decided that
he might as well be a wearer of the “khaki" as a seller of
stamps in a Y. M. C. A. hut, then the rest drifted in, in
groups of two and three at a time. "Duke” Evans and
Howard Miller came sneaking in one hot day and de-
manded entrance. The “"Duke” was admitted without
. any argument for he looked like a very promising orderly
for Captain Barton, but Miller was only fortunate enough
to have nine fingers, having left the tenth one back in
Cambridge, Ohio, so a waiver had to be passed on him

by the surgeon general at Washington before he was.

admitted. ""Buzzy' Havre and Jack Rose were next and
were left in on their merits; "Buzzy” was Canton's
leading cigar salesman and Jack was Kenmore's best
soda dispenser and was acquainted with Lxeutenant
Alspach who was to join us later,

Captain Snow was doing some recruiting at Silver
Lake at this time and evidently had the Medics in mind
when he was trying to swell the numbers of the Head-
quarter Company for he sent "Bob” Bond, George
Tschumi and Leonard Hanson to the organization. Now
Bond had been a steam fitter in civilian life and guaranteed
his ability at painting and wrapping joints, so he qualified.
Tschumi said he had been a boy scout in civilian life and
was young and eager to learn the art of administering
first aid, so he passed all the entrance barriers but Hanson
was more or less undecided at the last moment, for he
did not know whether he wanted to become a brother
“pill pusher” or try out for the position of “crap-shooter
sergeant” in one of the other organizations.

Time at Fort Ben passed rather quickly, the daily
routine of licter drill, exercising horses and search for a
good time at Indianapolis, made up the daily work.
There was only one little diversion from the daily menu of
work and that was the time when the fellows assembled
and came to the conclusion that Ed Stuart needed a bath
and needed it badly. So the aforesaid Stuart was rounded
up and made to disrobe. He was then carried on a litter
to the showers. He took the ordeal in fine shape for it
was surmised that he recognized the fact that he needed
a bath himself.

After this operation was completed, Weiss was con-
sidered for a similar dose. It cannot be said that Weiss
really needed a bath but his domineering actions did not
meet with the approval of the men. When Weiss was
accosted, he proceeded to give an argument which was
of no avail for he was outnumbered by about ten to one.
When requested to disrobe he did not deem it advisable
$0 he was bound, clothes and all, to a litcer and placed
under three cold showers and allowed to lay there until
it was thought he had enough water to soak his olive
colored skin.

Rumors became very prevalent regarding the move to
Camp Sheridan, Alabama. Rumors these -days were
taken very seriously, so seriously in fact, that Medics
packed up three different times before the trip was
finally started:

Sergeant Briggs had been working very hard to get
a discharge so that he might return to O. S. U. and com-
plete his course in medicine. Briggs did not work alone
in his attempt. He had che hearty co-operation of all
the Briggs family, who pulled every political string .
in Columbus before he finally succeeded.

The official order came that a trip to the Southland
was to take place. The detachment was then split for
the first time, for the battalion was to move in two
sections. Sergeant Briggs was to take seven men and
go with the first section. Weiss was to bring the remain-
ing eight men with the second section, but alas! Sergeant



Page 226

The Red Guidon

Briggs who was so desirous to see Alabama at the govern-
ment's expense, received his discharge on the day we
were to leave. Hard luck for Briggs! Stuart was then
given charge of the first group of men. The trip was an
enjoyable one for all the men, for it was the longest and
most scenic trip thev had ever made in their youthful lives.

A big surprise awaited them when they landed at
Camp Sheridan. Instead of having to pitch a hospital
‘tent as they had formerly done, a big fourteen room
infirmary awaited them. I[nstead of having to clear
brush and trample down weeds in order to make a space
for their living tents, they found well laid-out company
streets, also mess halls, bath houses and latrines.

Major Gordon, the new commanding officer, and
Lieutenant Alspach, the former private Alspach who was
with the detachment on the border, awaited the detach-
ment's arrival. Wade Koplin made the trip to Camp
Sheridan with Head-
quarter Company and
was Camp Sheridan's
first offering to our de-
tachment.

During the time spent
at Fort Ben Harrison
the Ist Battalion Ohio
Field Artillery became
the First Battalion of
the 134th Field Artil-
lery. This necessitated
further enlargements of
the Medical Corps to
twenty-three men. No
time was lost along this
line for Sergeant Bran-
field, "Bull” Durham and "Herb~™ Woodling were the
first to atterapt a transfer from the 145th Ambulance
Company to Major Gordon's detachment. [n the course
of a week all three of the men became part of the detach-
ment.

The old 2nd Ohio Infantry was split up and Dewey
Gast and Edgar Eisley were added to the swelling numbers.
The Y. M. C. A. could not use men of the draft age in
their overseas work so Hubert Kimmel, Luther Evans
and Ed Ruehrwein who were desirous of seeing France
and parts unknown, were admitted to the organization.

The Medics have always been more or less the subject
of humor and fun for the Batterymen, because they were
in an entirely different class of work than that of the
combatant soldiers, but nevertheless, they were kept
busy all the time, taking instructions from medical officers,
in the form of lectures in Materia Medica, Camp Sanita-
tion and First Aid; a drill schedule was also closely followed
in litter and ambulance drills. The men of the organiza-
tion were kept busy almost day and night at the time the
la grippe epidemic spread throughout the regiment. The
batteries never went to the range for firing practice with-

“out men from the detachment in attendance.

Perhaps
the hardest work ever encountered in this connection
was at the time of the lightning disaster, when the men
were on the job and administered First Aid to the stricken
ones. Inoculation and vaccination periods always meant
hard and tedious work until late hours at night for the
medical man. These duties perhaps seem very slight in
comparison with the hard manual work of the Batterymen
but it all meant work that was absolutely necessary,
nevertheless.

The Medical Corps decreased in number almost as
fast as it increased when Herb Woodling received an
S. C. D., Drake left for Division Headquarters, Branfield
received a discharge so that he might resume his course
in dentistry. This decrease took place in less than two
months’ time.

About this same time Martin was getting more or
less tired of arimy life and being spurred on by the changes
which were taking place about him, found that he had a
knee joint that was in very bad condition, which was the
result of a horse kick sorme three months before. Now
Martin limped around with a cane for some five or six
weeks and finally was sent to the Base Hospital for
examination. Nobody will ever know but Martin just
what the doctors at the hospital told him about his leg,
but on his retum, he had the aforesaid leg in working
condition within two weeks time.

After the sudden decrease in the numbers of the
organization, work was started to bring the quota back
to its former strength. Happy Gillen got wind of the
need of men and kept the telegraph wires hot between
Akron and Camp Sheridan, with messages to Captain
Barton. One day Gillen reported at Camp Sheridan and
joined the organization on the strength of his happy dis-
position and broad smile.

Karl Grismer was “inducted into service about one
week later, but was not accepted by the examining board
at the base hospital. This was a great blow to Karl for
he was very desirous to get into the service by other means
than that of the draft,

During the month of April the Medics were kept
busy day and night trying to check the la grippe epidemic
which swept down through the batteries. Doc E. Z. had
charge of the thermometer and the pill detail and after a
few doses of his favorite prescription of sodii sal, iodine
and castor oil, everybody pulled through the ordeal O. K.

With the arrival of five-hundred replacements f{rom
Camp Taylor, the major was able to bring his corps up
to war strength. The four new men chosen were Ralph
A. Donham, Harry G. Walden, lictle Zeke Leippert,
Orla Price and last but not least, Clarence J. Becker,
better known as 'Beck.” Zeke and Beck were turned
over to Doctors Aufderheide and Kishler to be used as
dental assistants, but Zeke's hands were too big and Beck
having the best line of S. B. for pulling teeth and also a
natural “yes, sir! all right, sir!” disposition around the
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office, poor little Zeke had to fall back to the humble
ranks of pill roller, first class.

The happiest day arrived when it was learned that
the regiment would be ready to move in three days, for
our fast brush wielders, Sophie Lutz and Wade 1. Koplin
had finally finished their apparently life job of painting
overseas boxes and bedding rolls. Thus ended our days
at old Sheridan.

Our next jump took us to Camp Upton where many of
us suddenly found out we had very near relatives in "lil
ole New York™ that we really ought to see before sailing.
Of course, many were called but few were chosen!

On the trip over the Medics were given one more
chance to make good in the eyes of the Batterymen.
They were detailed around to the davits, so in case of
emergency such as “abondon ship call,” or “all off here
comes a sub,”’ they could play the hero part by calmly
assisting the crew in lowering the life boats until all on
board cleared the ship. Then and not before the said
Medics were supposed to take a gambler's plunge for
their own miserable lives. Although we did have a
battle in the Irish sea, no “abondon ship™ call was sounded
and the good old tripe scow "“Nestor™ docked safely at
Liverpool on the 10th day of July.

When Camp de Souge below Bordeaux was reached,
the Medics were really put to woik. Camp sanitation
kept nine of them busy hustling prisoners around with
the aid of hip artillery and the other sixteen were detailed
to the camp hospital to help take care of the five hundred
badly wounded from Chateau Thierry. It was here that
the pil) rollers got their first real work, from six to six,
handling the worst cases of mustard gas, H. E. shrapnel
and machine-gun wounds.

Owing to the system in which the artillery went into
position by Batteries and often only sections at a time,
the Medical Corps was necessarily divided when in the
advance area. On the trip from Camp de Souge to the
lines, Sergeant Ed Stuart, Buzzy Havre and Hap Gillen
traveled with B Battery, but after the battle of Pneumonia
Hollow, this combination was broken up and the whole
detachment hit the long trail together, pulling into the
dirge stronghold of St. Genevieve (eighty-seven thousand
feet above sea level according to every one who has climbed
it full-pack) about midnight October 10th. [n passing
might state as a fond recollection that in this bombarded
town most every one got cootieized for the first time.

As the Batteries went out from St. Genevieve for the
first trial on the front, the Medics were again divided.
Herbert Kimmel and Luther Evans accompanied B Bat-
tery, Dutch Cramer and Hap Gillen left with A Battery,
Bob Bond and Orla Price went forth to experience their
first try-out as First Aid men with C Battery. According
to all accounts, Hap Gitlen was the only man that had any
real taste of bombardment by the Germans. The Akron
newspapers were busy relating his flirtations with deach.

It was at Camp OQuest where the regiment was sent
to rest up after its first experience on the front that ¢rap-
shooter first ¢lass Hanson got the scare of his young life.
The Spick thought he could shoot American 30-30s in a
German small bore. Ask him the rest of the story! Need-
less to say, when the old Boche piece blew out, Hans got
an eye full of powder and a belly full of experimenting.

During the few days stop over at Apremont, Doc Bond
was able to make quite an elaborate collection of French
and German skulls. He claimed that the German was
a real flat head with a frontal plate fully an inch thick.

The day the armistice was signed, Kop and Donham
were guests of the Boche. A trip across. Lake La Chaussee
to an old German town where many Rhinish wines and
brews were quafed in real fashion was the main feature
of the day. [t might also be stated that on this particular
occasion, Ralph lost his army raincoat and suspiciously
enough came back with many fine souvenirs which he
claimed were given to him.

During the winter's sojourn around Recourt and
Rambluzin, a few important changes took place in the
Medical Corps. Major Gordon, Captain Kishler and
Lieutenant Wright of the Vets went into the army of
Occupation by request. In return we were assigned
Major Collins of the 9th Army Corps whom the older
men gladly remembered from Fort Ben days. The dental
surgeon was replaced by Captain Bristow of the 90th
Division of the Army of Occupation and Lieutenant
Wright's successor was Lieutenant Bowman, also from
the 90th. But when the regiment reached Le Lion the
Vets suffering the fate of all Vet and dental units of the
A. E. F. were jerked out as were also Captain Bristow
and poor Beck, thus ending their fond and lingering hopes
of going home with the brigade.

At Brest, Donham, Walden, Leippert and Price were
also left behind only to follow a week later with a special
Camp Taylor detachment.

A big disappointment came when it was learned that
Captain Barton would not sail with his boys, bur would
remain indefinitely at the Brest hospital for eye treatment.
This was particularly hard to take for the regiment
realized that its home-coming could not be complete
without its favorite “family Doc.”

On the ship back the saddest sight of all the sick ones
was poor Sophie Lutz, as on the trip to Liverpool Raymond
would have six meals a day, three down and three up.
He would drag himself into a corner early in the morning
and stay hidden all day until time for hammocks. Rose
and Aksel were also enjoying the trip with Lutz in the
same fashion. Herbert Kimmel had the hardest luck
taking sick at Brest and being forced to spend the whole
trip in the sick-bay. p

The twelve day voyage on the U. S. S. New Hampshire
was a pleasant and interesting one, but a happier bunch
never set foot on good U. S. soil, than the Medics on the
24th of March, a day never to be forgotten.
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The hike from the docks to Camp Stuart, Va., al-.

though four miles in length was made with a quick step
and a broad smile for the morale of the men was at its
highest notch. The stay of eight days at Camp Stuart
was comparatively short, for each Pill Roller knew that
time was near at hand when each and every man would
get three square meals a day, prepared by mother, and a
fond embrace by some other loved one.

On the first day of April the regiment entrained for
its trip to dear old Ohio. The first jump from Camp
Stuart to Cleveland was exceedingly short, for the number
of miles covered. The reason for this can be given very
easily. On this trip each man could comfortably sit
down and enjoy himself during the day and comfortably
lay down and sleep during the night. Such luxuries
could not be enjoyed when traveling overland in France,

in the “40 hommes, 8 chevaux” style of transporta-

tion, which necessitated taking your turn in sitting down
during the day and laying down during the night.

The parade schedule for the 134th Field Artillery
called for a parade at Cleveland on April 3rd, but the
outfic arrived a day ahead of schedule. Freedorn was
granted all men until midnight. It was surprising to see
how well acquainted the Medics were in the city. Those
that were not acquainted lost no time in making new
acquaintances. Even Eddie Ruehrwein, that pious
Y. M. C. A. worker, was seen walking through the Public
Square with a lady friend on each arm and nobody knows
exactly how many were following, waiting for an opening
to grab one of the long, lean wings of the Cincinnati hero.

The parade in Cleveland was a big success. Each
Medic was on the job, regardless of the fact that Akron
was only 37 miles away and street cars run to the rubber

city every hour. After the parade it was made known that -

all men living in Akron might go home and join the organ-
ization the following day in Akron. [t was not necessary
for a second order on this question. Every Medic but four
whose homes were in southern Ohio, got lost from Cleveland
in twenty minutes time—they were homewardbound.,

Another big surprise occurred when the roll was called
on the following moming. Each man answered “pre-
sent.” although some of the answers were very feeble,
for all night engagements had been very prevalent the
night before. [t never was satisfactorily explained how it
happened, but not a single Pill Roller fell out of line, from
exhaustion or other reasons, but it must be admitted after
all the handshaking at the Armory was over, many felt
a great deal weaker than they had ever experienced before
in army life.

De Martin was heard to say, after his arm had been
almost shaken off and perspiration trickled down his face
from exhaustion, “"Say, Bob, | never knew | had so many
friends in Akron, but they all seem to know me.”

There was some excitement that night; after the troop
train started for Columbus, the place of the last parading
event. A rumor was started among the Medics that Bob
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Bond was not on the train. A search through the car
was made but Bond could not be found. After fifteen or
twenty miles of the trip had been passed, smiling Bob
broke in on the scene and related how he managed to
catch the last car on the train after a sprint of several
hundred yards. “"Why so late, Bob?" somebody asked.
Grinning from ear to ear, he answered, "'[ had a few {riends
that 1 had to bid good-bye, train or no train.” This
caused some suspicion, but no one said a word.

Columbus gave the men of the “"Buckeye Division™
a very hearty welcome. The streets were thronged with
enthusiastic crowds, as the wearers of the “khaki™ paraded
by, all of them much fatigued and weary from travel and
late nights which were not marked by the sounding of
taps at ten P. M. When the trajn pulled into Camp
Sherman on the following morning, everyone was glad
the “big show was over and parading a thing of the
past.

The five days spent at Camp Sherman passed quickly.
Final inspections were taken with delight, for every man
knew that they were the last. Regardless of the time
that was spent along this line, pills and iodine were dis-
pensed with until the last moment. They were given out
in the same spirit that the inspections were taken. With
every dose, the hospital man smiled and said to himself,
“that is the last dose that fellow will get for nothing.”

The final day of reckoning came at last, the [0th of
April.

Regardless of whether or not the men of the regiment
recognized the value of the Medics to Uncle Sam's service,
there was one organization at Camp Sherman that did,
and hated to see them leave. [t was none other than the
Camp Quartermaster Corps. The Pill Pushers were,
according to schedule, to be discharged second in line,
following Headquarters Company which was first. The
line moved along quite rapidly unti} the Medics were
reached, then the word was sent out that their payroll
and discharge papers were lost.  These glad tidings landed
upon the once happy Medics like a ton of hard tack.
After a two and a half-hour search the papers were found
at the Camp Quartermaster’s office. The excuse was
given that there was a mistake, but this caused some
doubt in the minds of all concerned. After the rest of
the regiment had gone bearing much cherished papers
and a broad smile, the Medics were given their final
statements and they also hastened away into civilian life
for better or for worse.

Good Soldiers

The Battery was lined up for an inspection one day
and Colonel Bush was about to look over the front rank.

"Has the rear rank been put at ease, Sir,” asked one
of the officers present.

“Ease nothing, let ‘em stand at attention,” roared
the C. O. "Give them at ease and they take rest, give
them rest and you can't find 'em,”" he added.
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The Medical Men

Major Gordon_ - - - oo e e e e e e

M:

CaptainBarton_. _____ ... .. _._
Lieutenant E. J. Alspaugh - .. _____

Akron, Ohio

_______________________________ Kenmore, Ohio

Sergeant E. G. Stuarc.._ ... .. ___. 57 Adolph Avenue______________ . _______ Akron, Ohio
Sergeant F. P Rose . . e Kenmore, Ohio
Sergeant H. B. Durham_______._.__.___. 295 Buchtel Avenue.__ ... _.____. Akron, Ohio
Privates—
R.G Lutzo o 1278 Collinwood Avenue_ . _____.._________. Akron, Ohio
. DoH Miller . oL 37 Belvidere Way_ ... .. ... Akron, Ohio
4-2(-"79 — A. Steffansen____ ... .. ... Kling Street.. . . oo s Akron, Ohio
P.M. Cramer_ ... .. 44 Buchtel Avenue. ... ... ... Akron, Ohio
Francis Giflen. ... oo oo ... 31 Fay Street. . . Akron, Ohio
M.Il.Havre_ .. _..__ 82 Conger Avenue_ . .. . - - ... Akron, Ohio
L.A.Hanson. ... __ . . _.___.__ It E. North Street. . _____ . __ .. ..__ Akron, Ohio
R.K.Bond ... .. . ..., 575 E. Exchange Street.._._.. e Akron, Ohio
D.G Gaste oo 1425 North Street . - oo ....Lima, Ohio

_______ imeemmemeeeeeeee oo -Cambridge, Ohio

VA e e e e il 17¢h Street_ _ . . Columbus, Ohio

~o--._43]1 Forest Avenue____.______.

___________ Dayten, Ohio

[.Koplinh .. ... REE D L) o iimmi s s e n 80 v m Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio
G.P. Tschumi__._ . .. .. __.__.... 2nd Street___ ... _.__..__________.._Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio
g ) TN 110 o St P P S PP L ac) L R 1o S “ET Ll e RS S Cambridge, Ohio
E.W.Ruehrwein.___.._..______ ... __ 2000 Western_ - ____ . ________._._.. Cincinnati, Ohio
OfaPefde . - o oo ot Ie s M e ls odr e con e T e Greenup, lllinois
R.A. . Donham__________._ S IR Yo B0, SV, W SRy A TR Y A Terre Haute, Indiana
Elmer Lippert. . __. it a S 615 Washington Street_ __ . ______ ..
HGWalden_ .. _.___ . ... I e Lo Al PR P 1T A Franklin, Indiana

/
»
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These are the men to whom the health of B Battery
was intrusted. Although they were classed as a detach-
ment, there is little doubt but that they would have been
members of B Battery in preference to any other in the
regiment had it been necessary to belong to one in order
to dish out quinine and C. C. pills. The majority of the
fellows came from Akron or near there and so were
naturally ateracted to the Akron organization.

In camps in this country the medical decachment was
attached to Fleadquarters Company for rations and
quarters, but that didn’t confine them to that outht for
friends. _Although they never met a great many of the B
Batterymen in a professional way. there was always a
spirit of friendship between these pill-rollers and the wag
on soldicts. Possibly the infrequence of the visits of B
Battery to the hospital was responsible for this friend-
ship—who knows?

According to the boys who know, B Battery's health
record was very good; there having been few serious
cases during the entire Battery career. Credit is due
the hospital unit for their prompt attention to every

minor detail in the care of the health. No cold was too
slight to receive its dose of C. C's. and quinine and no
sprain or bump too small to get its coat of iodine.

There were many witticisms passed between the
Batterymen and the M. D.'s in regard to the relative
healing qualities of iodine and C. C's., the two army
hospital stand bys. Sergeant Myron Weiss who was
with the outfit on the border and at Fort Benj. Harrison,
claimed that he could do more to perfect a cure on a B
Batteryman by using a good line of sympathy talk than

“he could with all the medicine in the hospital.

In Alabama when the wicked hard cider, coca-cola
and ice cream threatened to cause a lot of casualties in
B Battery, it was the C. C's. of the M. D’s. that pulled
them through. A sprain, a kick by a horse, a toothache,
a bad corn or a lacerated scalp-~all received the same
treatment; a dose of iodine. If the ailment was where
it couldn’t be seen the prescription was quinine or C. C's.
These were taken and developments awaited. ]f nothing
happened the patient was sent to the base hospital and
the dose repeated.
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If the hospital men didn't have what was needed to
perfect a cure they either tried one of the old stand bys
or told where the desired compound could be found.
In event of a bad “charley-horse™ after a rough football
_ or baseball game the boys would be given a tip to go to
the stable sergeant and get some horse liniment as an
application.

The time spent in France was marked by the extra-
ordinary good health of the Battery. Considering the
amount of sickness in the different camps in this country
it was remarkable how well B Battery kept themselves,
and it is partially due to the attentive hospital unit who
were always on the job; never allowing the suggestion of
2 cold to get past the suggesting stage.

OM Kelly and
“Shorty” Rogers
were the kids of the
Akron battery at Ft.
Ben Harrison and
Camp Sheridan. Tom
landed in the old Ninth
section when he joined
the battery and never
got out of it until one
day when he got 2
Summary Court Mar-
tial for talking another
soldier into taking his
relief on guard one
night. {t was tough
sledding for Tom for
| several months. But
one night Tom packed
his barracks bag, left
Camp Sheridan by the
back way, went to Hoboken, turned in, got five days in the
kitchen for A. W. O. L. went to France and was assigned
for duty with the French artillery,

On the (ront too there was always & man in attendance
with his belt full of iodine and bandages ready to dress
a wound at any time. [t is probably a lucky thing that
there were no casualties during that time too, for most of
the boys who came up to the gun positions forgot all they
knew about bandages in their mad rush for the German
souvenirs lying around.

After the time spent in the army there are very few
men now who will not hand it to the hospital men for one
thing at least. Through their persistence they proved
that over half of the medical practice of today is fake,
for didn't they keep B Battery well on three remedies,
quinine, iodine and C. C’s.

Tom Kelly N

He began to show the French what he had learned in
the ninth section about artillery and the first thing he
knew he was in the Field hospital at Neuilly, France, with
gas on the chest. Four other American lads gassed with
him died and three more recovered. He got out of the
hospital shortly ofter the Armistice, got assigned to a job
tracing railroad cars in the R. T. O. as a corporal, and
finally come back home a sergeant.

et

Do you remember the drunk scene trom El Cuspidoro?

* * * *

Fish "Two-gun™ Jones looking for the second floor of a

French billet.

¥ ® x X%

Do you remember the rush for home with your dis-
charge?

x * * *

Do you remember the canteen on the ship?

Grandpa Joe

B BATTERY during the last few months of its stay in
France was one of the few A. E. F. outfits to be able
to advertise a grandfather as a member of the organiza-
tion.

Grand-pop Joseph Stoneberger joined the battery one
day over in France and became a hostler under the wing
of Stable Sergeant Dick Lavery. The boys called
Grand-pop “Uncle Joe.”

While Uncle Joe was soldiering with the battery, a

little shaver of a grandson back in Colorado was just
learning to say grand-pop. Uncle Joe was 39, a married
daughter was [9 and the little fellow was something over
a year old.

"1 thought [ could stand a campaign or two, and so |
decided to enlist,”” Joe used to tell the boys in the battery.
He joined the army at ldaho Falls, Idaho, and was
subsequently transferred from place to place in France
until he reached B Battery, where he stayed.

-
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Headquarters, 1l64th F. A. Brigadse.
AMERICAN EXPEDITIONARY FORCES.
13th November, 1918,

From: Commanding General.
To: Commanding General, 62nd Brigade, '
Subject: Report of Opeérations of 134th Field Artillery.

1. Orders have been received relieving the 134th Field Artillery from
duty in this sector and with the 164th Field Artillery Brigade, and d4i-
recting its return to its own command.

2. I feel it only proper to inform you that this regiment, during its
service in this sector, has occupied its appropriate part of the front;
that it has at all times executed its missions efficiently and with a
display of cheerfulness and promptness that indicates a very high morale
and state of training. The regiment has been placed in difficult posi-
tions and has always conducted itself in a way to reflect credit on
itself, its own brigade, and the one with which, at the time being, it
was serving.

3. I shall appreciate it as a favor to me if you will make such record
of this letter as you may desire, and then either transmit it or make
known its contents to the Regimental Commander for such use as he may de-

sire to make of it.
Y4
@«4/‘

hed Brigadier General.
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lst. Ind.
Commanding General, 62nd Field Artillery Brigade,
American E. F., 28th December, 1918-—
To Commanding Officer, 134th Field Artillery.

1. The Commanding General takes great pleasure in transmitting this
letter to the Commanding Officer, 134th Field Artillery, and desires at
this time to express his appreciation of the same high morale and ef-
ficiency noted by General Donnelly of the 164th F. A. Brigade, which has

been characteristic of this regiment throughout the period of my command
of the 62nd F. A. Brigade.

Tr22) P 1

Brigadier General, U. S. A.
K/CH Commanding.
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TO MY FRIENDS, THE MEN OF B BATTERY:

We have always accepted the belief that the 134th was the best
regiment in the 62nd Field Artillery Brigade. And with every man in B
Battery it has been tradition that this battery was unequalled in per-
sonnel and efficiency as a unit. Within the battery itself there was
always a kKeen rivalry between the sections. Even'between members of a
section there was continual competition. Drivers upheld the merits of
their respective pairs against all comers. And any cannoneer can tell
you who was the best gunner, or number one man in the battery (ask him).

But as a unit, they worked together. They attained in the
highest degree that quality which is essential to success of any organi-
zation — team play. Battery B believed in itself. Although apparently
slack at times, they always came through when it was necessary. Fortunate
indeed is the Battery Commander who is connected with such an outfit.

Military discipline is merely individual efficiency. I do not
claim the credit for the discipline of B Battery, nor can I give the
credit to any one man or group of men. The non-coms were highly effi-
cient and absolutely reliable-however, any one of them would have had a
much harder job in any other outfit—and they had the finest group of men
in the army back of them. Any man in the battery could have taken a
section and run it as smoothly. Ask a buck-private.

The secret of the whole thing was in the battery spirit as a
whole, and in the individual pride of each man in his outfit. While in
the army, B Battery meant "home" to everyman. The men who transferred to
other outfits and later rejoined us fully appreciated this.

Dissention and dissatisfaction were little known. Not that
orders were always blindly and willingly obeyed, but the men accepted even
the most disagreeable task with the confidence that it was necessary and
their duty. Each man used his head to good advantage and believed in
his own ability and in that of his associates.

Another thing that was a great factor in the successful
management of the battery was in the ability of the men to take care of
themselves under even the most adverse conditions. After the signing of
the Armistice, 1if they had been freed from all restraint, half of France
would have been "policed® up to build a castle on the hill above Ram-
bluzin, What theydid in one week just to make Christmas more enjoyable
is a good example. I know we would all give a good deal too be back
there again just for a night or two. Wouln't you like to plow through
that mud on the Hill going down to the "Theatre Comique?"

Everyone knows that we made good on the front. We are too
modest to tell just how good we were. But every man did his bit thor-
oughly and efficiently: the cooks, the gun crews, the drivers, the
camouflage men, the gas non-coms, and even the officers. Whether it was
firing barrages, hauling ammunition, moving the guns forward at night,
getting supplies up to the firing battery, or making slum, you were all
"All there!"

Sincerely,

WZ.
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TO ALL MY GOOD FRIENDS OF B BATTERY:

Having finished the course of training at Saumur, the pertinent
guestion of the hour was "Where do I go from here?" Finally we were
ordered to report "without deslay" (meaning not to stop over in Paris) to
the commanding general 62nd F. A. Brigade at Camp de Souge.

Knowing Souge as the "Country that God forgot," I attempted to
transfer. But "soldiers propose; genérals dispose.” ’

Major Bartell, heading the reception committee at brigade head-
quarters, dispensed with the customary finger-prints and herded eight of
uvs to the 134th. The "0ld man," in his well known manner, told us,
without the slightest hesitation, what he expected of.us and just what
we were in for.

Learning that B Battery was to be honored with my second liesuten-
ancy, I hastensd to report to the battery commander. The B. C. was found
gracefully reclining upon his bunk with the Post in one hand and the
other affectionately caressing a beautifully bound copy of Artillery
Drill Regulations.

At the conclusion of the usual preliminaries, delivered with the
utmost military courtesy, the captain casually glanced my way and in-
formed me that I was to be battery 0. D. on the following day. Stop!
There was one thing more--he was very particular about this. His dark
eyes flashed and I trembled at the tone of his voice "Can you play
bridge?" '

The next morning I stood my first formation with the battery. At
retreat that evening the Top and I had a little difficulty understanding
each other, and I was a little nervous starnding cut in front there all
alone before all you old-timers, but after that everything was "jake."

Observing that the reconnaissance officer lived a dog's-life of
hard work, I decided that I cound be the reconnaissance officer, or noth-
ing. When I did snag on to it, there remained only two lieutenants to
do the work of four; so that my downy couch of ease became noticeable
only by its absence. I always pulled as hard for "recall" to blow as
any buck-private.

When we left Souge for the front I considered myself no longer an
outsider, and B Battery was always "home" to me.

My association with Captain Leahy and Lieutenant Curtis will always
remain an enjoyable memory. I cannot give too much praise to 1lst Sergeant
Greene and his splendid body of non-coms. They were soldiers.

I cannot properly express my regard for the men of the battery.
They were the finest group of men with whom I have ever been associated.
It was a privilege to be with B Battery and I regret only that I was not
with them sooner.

Sincerely

M%M

P. S. I wish to apologize to some of the men for apparently hard
treatment during gas-4drill, but I wasn't nearly so rough on them as I

was on some of our horses.
HI EI M'
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Fuel—Bausman . ...
Army Hopes—Lckert ...
Sports—Staff -
Dick Lavery—T l|omp:{on
I'sychelogical Fxaminatan—Summers
B Battery Pets—Bansman
Going Over—Bausman ... ...
The Censor—Bausman ..
Souvenirs—Murphy -
The Ysleta Hike—Don scou
The Greenfield Hike—Murphy .. =
‘The Varade in Monlgmnery~Murphy ...... \ 151
Mail-=Bausman
Shoe Polish and Mud—Thompson .
Machine Guns and Gunners—Bausman
The Road to Verdun—Thompson ...
L.ost Battalion—Bausman
Massacre of 1he Mess—Murphy oo e aene s eessenes F83

The First Shor—DBausmatt ... ..., e
The Goniometer AMen—Eckert
Mary or Marie—Eckert ., ...
Famous Saying—Staff .
Signal Detail—Murphy -
Bar le Duc—DBausman ..
131419 and B B:\ncry—l'l\ompsou

LT T Y U
Munitions \Ien—\!urphv [
Lelters from lMome—Eckert _ . L
Our Echelons—Leckert ...

Incinerator Pete—Thompson ... ... ...
Hawtonchatel—Barrington .
Judge Chapman’s (_a(|r|—Eckcn -
Chrstauas, 1918—Murphy ...
9 x4 x 3"—Bausman
l.a Vie Tarisienne—Thompson
New Year Eve, 19{8—Eckert
The Boar Hunt—>Murphy
Information—Eart Youngs ..
Le Lion D'Angers—UIickest ... .
Delousing---Baosman
l.ouise—Ritter -
U. 8. & New ll.u"pshn‘c— Bausmaon .
We're Back from IFrance—Funk ..
The Last Day-— Bausman
Contentment — Bausman ~
Medics—Kelly oo
Army  Lines—Eckert ...
A Soldier’s Rubaiyat—Funk .
Time LEnough-—Funk
The Girl Dack Home—Thompson ...
Y. M. C. A. Song Book—ausman
Quartentes--« Navsman -
B Batterv's Own \hm\'——\lumh)
Kultor— | unk &
Medicos =I5 \V,

LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

“x Libus—Rhoades

Ammunition Detail—Ritter
Sketches—Xelly ...
Sketch—Rhoades ...,
I'aliced Gazzette—XKelly
Coing Over—Funk ...
Censor—IFunk
Parades, Hikes, Reviews—F
Ysleta Tlike—Rhoades .
Shoe Polish and Mud—Funk
Road to Verdun—Funk
Massacre of the Mess—Kelly ..
First Shet—Funk .

Mary and Maric l'\mk
11-11-11 and B Battery (decoration)—Funk
11-11-11 and B RBattery (Illnstration) —Ritter ...

Incinerator Pete—Kelly .
Christmag, 1918-—Funk
9 x 4 x J—Rhoades ...ccocc......
L.a Vie Parisienne—Funk
Sketech—Kelly ...
Boar Hunt—Kelly

Rack fcom l‘ranc:.—l{mcr
Musie Counter—XKelly ...
Girl Back Home—Fugpk ...
Sketch—Rhoades
Kultur-—Funk -
Sketeh—Kelly ... ..
Maps—D. B. Scott ........ s

Photographs collected by Ritter.
Cartoons by Fuchx
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BUSH, HAROLD M. Columbus, Ohio. Colonel, 134th Regiment Field
Artillery. Enlisted in Company ], 6th M. A. M., 1887. Cadet at
Cornell University from 1889 ro 1891. Enlisted in Ohio National
Guard, May 16, 1894—Company A, 14th Infantry. Commissioned
2nd lieutenant of Ohio Volunteer Light Artillery, April 26, 1898,
and served to October 23, 1898. Commissioned caprain of Ohio
Field Artillery March 10, 1900. Commissioned major September
11, 1911. Commissioned colonel May 4, 1917.

“Pass in review, Order of march, A, B, and C.”
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25% of my relatives
have Hemorrhoids
The other 75 % are regular Assholes.





