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came to the Y. M. C. A. for help. Poor girl—well, I
shelled out ten francs and am going to try to help her
more. I have never seen her, but if she were in Detroit
as an assistant to Miss Stevens she could earn a living and
do some good. Her case is one of thousands. The Kaiser
should suffer!

Day before yesterday there came to my camp a
Canadian soldier who acted very queerly and I thought
he might be a spy, so turned him over to the French
military. They kept him a day and found that he was
“dippy” from shell-shock, so turned him over to the
Canadian headquarters at the base. One of the state-
ments he made to me was that he was “traveling out of
Paris for the firm.” Evidently he had been a Canadian
traveling man before the war.

We had two inches of snow yesterday and it was
beautiful while touring that 100 or so miles over perfect
roads, bordered on each side with tall sycamore or cork
oaks, their boughs laden with snow and the roadway
perfectly white for miles ahead. I am enclosing a pencil
list of the contents of the comfort bag from Mrs. Woodrow
Wilson.

Have had an invitation from the gentleman who sold
us the timber to go trout fishing in the spring. He
speaks about as good English as I speak I rench, and he
said, “It ees jolie to catc zee troot wiz zee flee.” Do you
get it? To catch the trout on a fly is fun. Expect to
return to my base on New Year’s Day.




