






Fontanet Courts, Washingt.on, D. c.-.am keeping it as a
souvenir. Tell the boys that if I get the ~odak I .wIIl
certainly take some pictures for them, but It IS agall1st
the rules to mail them and I will have to take them home
with me. .

In the only paper that I have seen in a week-the Pans
edition of the New York Herald-I was pleased to read
of the conviction of Kaltschmidt. I wonder if Uncle Sam
will not have to enlarge the federal prisons. . . .

You are probably wondering where I am wntll1g thIs
letter and I hope you may guess,. although. I am not per­
mitted to advise you. I am about 100 mtles away from
my headquarters here on official business. Think you
know from other letters where that town is, and I think I
wrote you about the surroundings of our headquarters
camp and the hotel in which I had been staYll1g·

Near the hotel is a large "Casino" in which during peace
time there was a music hall, gaming tables, cafe and
theater. On Christmas Eve we were all invited to the
movies and though the explanatio~s w~re in Fr~nch I
was able to understand it and enJoy It. But It was
pitiful when after the performance the soldiers. tried to
sing the Star Spangled Banner to the accompal11ment of
French violinist-a young lady who IS stoppll1g ~t the
hotel and who was good enough to play for our ChrIstmas
dinner-but the rendering of that National Hymn of ours
was certainly painful. . . . .

While writing the above one of the secretanes entered
the room followed by an American "Jackie," and cl~sed
the door.' I could not help listening to the conve:sat1<;lI1,
a most pitiful story about a nineteen-year-old BelgIan girl,
whose father and brother were killed by the Huns,. and
this poor girl left alone. Well, this "Jackie," who IS an
American citizen now, is marrIed and ha~ a home: 111

Newton, Massachusetts, was educated at the BelgIan
Military School and is a Master Mason. He showed me
letters from his lodge and from Senator Weeks. He had
gone to school with the girl in Brussels when a boy.. He
saw her on the street here, recognized her, an~ receIved
the story from her lips of her work and despair. So he
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Captain Elam is to cut and have left a call for 5:00 o'clock,
so my girl and kiddies, good night.
Sunday, December JO, I9I7:

This is in answer to your Thanksgiving letter and is
being written as indicated by the Y. M. C. A. symbol
above. Have driven in a French automobile 128 miles in
the last twen ty-four hours and am in one of the largest
cities in France. * The hotel is so cold-for lack of coal­
that I have looked up this place so as to spend this
Sunday afternoon with you and the boys (and Jim and
Nellie) at a place where I would not have to wear my over­
coat to keep warm.

I wish my descriptive faculties would permit me to
picture this Y. M. C. A. to you, so that you could really
see it. It is the third story of a very large building over­
looking one of the "Places"-or plazas or squares. .After
climbing the three stairways, all of stone steps common
to all of the buildings, I entered a room in which was an
American girl at a table-the information desk-and in
the room were several U. S. sailors and soldiers. On the
walls were placards, being invitations to the different
churches and to an entertainment to be given Ne», Year's.
Looking through two adjoining rooms, I saw in one a
large, long table, at which soldiers and. sailors were
writing letters, and in the other room, WIth clouds. of
cigarette smoke our "boys" were seated at tables, eatll1g
real ice cream and cakes, VISltll1g and !Istenll1g to the
piano alternately rendering a hymn or "Dixie" or other
airs. Just now the air is "Long, Long Ago," and do you
wondel' that it has caused me to pause, close my eyes, and
see that old school room in Grayling where we used to
sing it when you played the organ. . . . I am writing
this in the little private office of the secretary, a tnangular
room about eight by ten-but with a fire-place with a real
coat fire! .

Your letter of November 29th reached me December
26th. Tell the boys that I enjoyed both of their letters
and hope to receive more soon. That cartoon was a pat
reminder of the evenings with Nelson and the algebra at
·Paril'-Which Major Hartwick vi,iled dudn,; hi, trip to Gcru',al Pcuhing'. hcadqulIrlcfI"l Ch.ulnonl.
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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 tim ber to go trou t fishing in the spring. He
speaks about as good English as I speak French, and he I

said, "It ees jolie to catc zee troot wiz zee flee." Do you I
get it? To catch the trout on a fly is fun. Expect to
return to my base on New Year's Day.


