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Capt. C. P. Rowe, Pomona attorney, Co. B, 160th Infantry, in rainy-day attire. 



 

 

JUNE 5, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Registered in a.m. for selective draft act.  Long conference with Mr. Richardson in 

p.m.  To soph-senior reception at college in eve with Dorothy.  Later: Dorothy and I are engaged! 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

  



 

 

AUGUST 16, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Worked and took physical exam for draft in a.m.  Passed exam and did not claim 

exemption.  Mother and I moved to Claremont today. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SEPTEMBER 20, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY:  Worked all day.  Thought for awhile that I might have to go with draft contingent 

tomorrow but I didn’t have to. Spent eve at home reading. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

  



 

 

SEPTEMBER 27, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Worked all day.  Date of departure for Camp Lewis to be Oct. 5.  Spent evening 

reading to Dorothy who is better today. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 4, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Home in a.m.  To postoffice for mail.  Reported at Exemption Board headquarters 

from 2 p.m. to 5 p.m.  Supper with Stevens.  Home at 8 p.m.  Dorothy up in evening. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

(transcription) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 5, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Lv. Claremont 5:30 for Camp Lewis.  D., Mrs. Neely, Aunt Jessie, Miss Wood down to 

Pomona in machine.  Lv. Pomona at 7 a.m. in P. E. car.  Saw Aunt Hattie & Mrs. Packard at L.A.  

Lunch at Mojave, dinner at Bakersfield. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 5, 1917 

(CONTINUED) 

 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 5, 1917 

(CONTINUED) 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 6, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY:  En Route to Camp Lewis.  Had visit with Dad at Sacramento where we had 

breakfast.  Lunch at Red Bluff, dinner at Dunsmuir. 

 

Dunsmuir, a thriving town in the scenic Sacramento Canon 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 6, 1917 
(CONTINUED) 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 6, 1917 
(CONTINUED) 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 8, 1917 
 

DIARY ENTRY: First day at Camp Lewis.  Loafed around barracks all day.  Walked down to railroad 

in evening with Sturges. 

 

(transcript of article) 

(transcript of letter) 



 

 

OCTOBER 10, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY: Spent morning at base hospital with Pomona contingent getting mustered in, taking 

physical examination and getting typhoid “shot” in arm.  Loafed in p.m. and eve., little sick. 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

DECEMBER 18, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY:  Made corporal today with special duty as company clerk.  Wrote letters and went 

to postoffice in eve. 

 

  



 

 

DECEMBER 22, 1917 

DIARY ENTRY:  Did work in the office in a.m. Moved my cot into 1st Sgt’s tent.  Lv. Camp Kearney at 

2 p.m. with Lewis for home via Fullerton and Pomona.  At Claremont 7:30.  To Dorothy’s for 

evening. 

 

 

  



 

 

MAY 13, 1918 

(CONT.) 

 

 



 

 

MAY 20, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Worked all day at regimental headquarters with Sgt. Chapman on pay roll.  Lv. 

Camp at 8 p.m. for S.D.  To bed on L. A. train at 9:30. 

 

  



 

 

JULY 27, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Left Camp Kearny 8 a.m. for France.  Mother and Dorothy out to see me off.  Saw 

some Pomona people at San Bernardino.  Bunking with Hall and Hemphill in officer’s car.  Reached 

Needles late in evening.  Very hot. 

 

 

John Hall with his sister, Gertrude1  
and Louise Merrill.  Taken along side  
our car at San Bernardino 
  

 
1 John Henry Hall and Gertrude Crosby Hall. 



 

 

AUGUST 8, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  On S. S. Mentor.2  Lv. dock at 8 a.m. for outer harbor.  When convoy was assembled 

left at 4 p.m. for England.  Poor accommodations on boat. 

 

  

 
2 Aug. 7th:  “At four o’clock in the afternoon we went on board the S. S. Mentor (afterwards known as the Tormentor), 
a British vessel formerly used for carrying freight.  That night nearly everybody slept on deck, stretching out where 
ever there was an inch or two of space, for the night was the hottest I have ever experienced.”  -- Lowell C. Pratt, 
Letter #29. 



 

 

AUGUST 20, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Arrived Liverpool early in a.m.  Disembarked at 9 a.m.  Transferred to railway and 

rode all day across England – Shrewsbury, Birmingham, Oxford to Winchester.   Walked from there 

to camp.  To bed in tents on floor. 

 

We landed at Birkenhead on the west or Cheshire bank of the Mersey, opposite Liverpool of which 

it is a part.  The Birkenhead docks have a total area of 171 acres with nine miles of quays.  There is 

also an attractive riverside promenade extending for three miles along the bank of the river. 

From the docks we marched a short distance to the Woodside Station where we boarded a train 

on the Great Western Railway. 

On the trip from Birkenhead to Winchester the following cities were traversed: 

  Shrewsbury: county town of Shropshire, encircled by the Severn on all sides but the 

north. 

  Birmingham: foremost metal working city of England. 

  Leamington 

  Oxford 

  Reading 

  Winchester 

 

In our march from the L. & S. W. railway station at Winchester to Winall Downs Camp we 

traversed the City Road, North Walls, to Eastgate street, then to intersection of High Street where 

statue of King Alfred is located.  Turning to the left we crossed the Itchen river and then turned to 

the left again onto the Morn Hill Road.  This ascends steeply to the corner of St. John’s Park then 

we turned to the right, passing St. Gile’s Hill Cemetery on the right. 

 

 

 

AUGUST 20, 1918  



 

 

(CONTINUED) 

  



 

 

AUGUST 21, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Did some work today in Capt. Rowe’s3 quarters.  Made tour of camp canteens in 

eve with Hemphill. 

 

 

  

 
3 Charles Palmer Rowe. 



 

 

 

  



 

 

  



 

 

AUGUST 25, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY: Arrived at Le Havre, France, in a.m.  Disembarked at noon.  Marched in p.m. several 

miles to Rest Camp.  Spent night in officers’ tent.4 

 

Our first view of a French city: Le Havre. 

  

 
4 Note:  On Aug. 28th, Company B left Rest Camp, and boarded a train, arriving in LaGuerche in the 30th.  There Capt. 
Charles P. Rowe “received orders to report to the 372nd Infantry and left the organization in the afternoon.  First 
Lieutenant Edgar E. Stevens assumed command of the company.” – from Co. B. Infantry History.  



 

 

SEPTEMBER 8, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY: Marched from Chateau de Bernay to Sancoins5 with Co.  Part of the way in rain.  

Billeted in barns and stables 3 miles from Sancoins.  Co. Hdqrs. in house.  Quartered in woodshed. 

 

 
5 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sancoins Lowell Pratt wrote:  “On this date we marched from the Chateau to a farm-
billet about two miles north of Sancoins, the town which we will always think of as our real home in France.” 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sancoins


 

 

SEPTEMBER 8, 1918 

(CONTINUED) 

MAP OF SANCOINS DISTRICT 

 

  



 

 

SEPTEMBER 14, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Worked in a.m.  Pay day in p.m.  I got 100 francs.  Took bath in a bucket in p.m.  

Wrote some letters and read in evening. 

 

 

  



 

 

SEPTEMBER 15, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  In camp all day.  Hemp and I spent p.m. under trees in yard writing letters to our 

“sweets.”  Received letter from Capt. Rowe in eve and wrote to him. 

 

 

 

  



 

 

SEPTEMBER 15, 1918 

(CONTINUED) 

 

(transcript) 



 

 

SANCOINS 

UNDATED 

LEAVES FROM A SANCOINS LIME TREE 

 

Sent by Andre Pfleger of Baume-les-Dames 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 18, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Worked in office all day.  To Sancoins in eve with Hemp.  Called on M. and Mme. 

Martineau.  M. Martineau is one of the Sancoins school teachers. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

The Martineau Family 

 

                                    

  



 

 

OCTOBER 26, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  To our first Sancoins billet in a.m. with Hemp.  Preparations for wedding.  To 

Sancoins in p.m. with Hemp.  Read, wrote letters and roasted chestnuts in p.m.  Are to go to front 

as replacement Div. 

 

  



 

 

OCTOBER 28, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Started to pack up in a.m.  Orders to move came at noon.  Spent p.m. completing 

packing.  Left Sancoins 6 p.m.  Marched to La Guerche, arriving there 9 p.m. 

 

 

  



 

 

  



 

 

NOVEMBER 7, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  At St. Vrain.  Shaved and took bath in a.m.  Finished long letter to Dorothy in p.m.  

Met M. Louis Martin, French adjutant, in eve and he spent eve with us. 

 

  



 

 

NOVEMBER 11, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Superintended street work in a.m.  Wrote to Dorothy in p.m.6  Wrote to M. 

Marineau with help of M. Martin.  Armistice with Germany signed, report.  Bells ring and flags 

displayed.  War ends 11 a.m.  

 

 
6 He wrote, “’La guerre est fini!’  I have just listened to the church bells ring out the glad news.  The Tri-color of France 

has been hung from the school house, and the villagers have come from their doors to hear the bells and to gaze on 

the flag of Victory.  Everyone is happy, especially the children, who are laughing again as in the days “avant la guerre.”  

It seems too good to be true, but we know it is true.  The Kaiser has abdicated, there is a revolution in Germany, and 

the latest news is that the armistice has been signed.  I can imagine how much excitement there is in the States.” 

 



 

 

 

DECEMBER 17, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  John7 and I left Allaincelles at 4 p.m.; walked to Revigny, got passes to Verdun and 

went by train  to Bar-le-Duc.  Looked over city by moonlight.  Slept at Y.M.C.A. 

 

 

  

 
7 John Henry Hall. 



 

 

DECEMBER 18, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Lv. Bar-le-Duc 8 a.m. in truck.  Arr. Souilly about 10:30.  Looked for Lewis Plush.  

Waited 3 hrs. for ride.  Got another truck and arrived Verdun 2:45 p.m.  Looked around city.  

Started for Bar-le-Duc but returned and spent night in Verdun. 

 

  



 

 

DECEMBER 19, 1918 

 

DIARY ENTRY:  Up at 7.  Lv. Verdun at 7:30 and by riding on several different trucks managed to get 

to Bar-le-Duc by noon.  Shopped there until 3.  Then by train to Sermaize.  Back to Co. for supper.   

 

 

 

  



 

 

DECEMBER 20, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Received 18 letters today.  News received from home of Capt. Rowe’s death8 Oct. 

13th.  Rumors that we are going to be in France a month or two. 

CAPTAIN ROWE’S GRAVE AT TROYES, FRANCE 

 

 

 
8 “Captain C. P. Rowe of Pomona was shot down while leading his company in a charge over barbed wire 
entanglements on the evening of September 25th or 26th and was severely wounded., his limbs from is hips down 
being numb or paralyzed.  This information was contained in a letter received by Mrs. Rowe and written by the captain 
himself three weeks ago….  He speaks of having been ‘struck by a bullet from a machine gun’ and says that he fell back 
numb from the hips down…. Some of the men found him a little later and carried him back to a safe distance from the 
battle front where he was given first aid treatment.” – Pomona Progress, 23 Oct 1918. 



 

 

DECEMBER 25, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  The quietest Christmas in history!  Christmas dinner at 3 p.m.  Read in p.m.  Wrote 

letters in eve. 

 

 

 

 

 

(transcript) 

  



 

 

DECEMBER 30, 1918 

DIARY ENTRY:  Went to Revigny with Hemp on train from Sermaize.  To hospital to see Lt. Stevens.  

To town with him.  P.M. at commissary for candy.  Back on train.  Hemp and I “win” Croix de 

Guerre, 6 francs. 

This page is missing what was glued to it. 

  



 

 

JANUARY 8, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:   Enroute across France fr. Limoges to Bordeaux.  Passed thru Bordeaux and arrived 

Cerons at 9:30.  Worked until 1 getting settled. 

 



 

 

JANUARY 10, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Busy all day.  Hemp and I promenade in eve.  Drink some vin blanc and get petit 

zigzag.  Party with French friends. 

 

ELISE AND VALENTINE POURRAT 

“Cerons le 19 Novembre, 1919. 

Les meilleurs souvenirs de vos petites amies 

Qui ne vous oublie pas.  

Valentine, Elise. ” 

  



 

 

JANUARY 19, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Up at 5:45.  Lv. Cerons a 6:50 with Hemp on rain for Bordeaux.  Arrived at Bordeaux 

at 8 a.m.  To Y.M.C.A. on car.  Then to Coliseum, Public Garden and Rue St. Catherine.  Dinner a 

Café de Bordeaux, 27 F.  In afternoon visited Eglises, St. André and St. Michel and mummies under 

tower of St. Michel, also went up tower of St. André.  To Pathé picture show in p.m.  Then back to 

Y.M.C.A. and then to station.  Lv. Bordeau 6:46, arrived Cerons 7:50.  “Mangez les Gateaux.” 

 

  



 

 

JANUARY 19, 1918 

(CONTINUED) 

 

  



 

 

JANUARY 25, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY: Up early and to Bordeaux with Hemp on early train.  Went thru stores in a.m.  Big 

dinner.  To City Hall, Art Gallery in p.m.  Thru market in a.m.   Big supper.  Home at 8 p.m. 

 

 

  



 

 

JANUARY 25, 1919 

(CONTINUED) 

 

  



 

 

FEBRUARY 1, 1919 

 

DIARY ENTRY:  Worked all day and until 10 p.m.  Receive news that division is to be broken up.  

Hemp will have to leave us at N.Y. 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

FEBRUARY 18, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY: Inspection of company with packs in a.m.  Made roster of Co. B.  Wrote letters to M. 

Martineau and M. Martin.  Visited with neighbors in eve. 

 

Water color sketch made by one of the inmates of the Cadillac insane asylum and given to me by 

Elise Pourrat. 

 

 

  



 

 

FEBRUARY 20, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY: Walked down to Cerons in a.m. with Hemp.  Worked in p.m. and eve until 10:30 on 

pay roll and rosters. 

 

SIX MONTHS SERVICE IN A.E.F. 

 

  



 

 

FEBRUARY 22, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Holiday.  Not much doing.  Finished packing up in preparation for leaving 

tomorrow.  To Y.M.C.A. in eve with Doc Peters and Hemp.  Saw “Atta Boy’s Last Race.”  To bed 

early. 

  



 

 

FEBRUARY 24, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  All day in Langoiran.9  To see the cliffs and caves in a.m.  Visited garden and got 

some violets.  Visited with the Mme. and her niece in eve. 

 

  

 
9 Langoiran - Wikipedia 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Langoiran


 

 

FEBRUARY 25, 1919 

 

DIARY ENTRY:  Up at 5.  To breakfast at kitchen and with Hemp at our house.  Lv. Langoirian at 

8:25.  Marched 30K. to Entrance Camp, port of Embarkation, Bordeaux.  To bed at 5:30.  Sick.  

Better later in eve. 

  



 

 

FEBRUARY 27, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Lv. Entrance Camp at Bordeaux after dinner and marched to Permanent 

Embarkation Camp.  Went thru “The Mill.”  Hemp and I located in orderly room.  To Y.M.C.A. in the 

evening. 

 

 



 

 

FEBRUARY 27, 1919 

(CONTINUED) 

 

 

  



 

 

MARCH 13, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Up at 2:30.  Breakfast at 3.  Cabell rolled my pack.  Lv camp 7.  Marched to docks, 5 

miles.  Went on board U.S.S. Matsonia at 9:30.  Quartered in Hold #11.  On deck all afternoon and 

until 8:30.  To lower harbor where anchored for the night. 

 

 

  



 

 

MARCH 13, 1919 

(CONTINUED) 
 

U.S.S. MATSONIA 

 

 

  



 

 

MARCH 14, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  On U.S.S. Matsonia.  Anchored in river until 10 a.m. Then leave France behind.  

Stayed on deck until 3 p.m. until I had fed the fish.  Very sick. 

 

 

  



 

 

APRIL 12, 1919 

DIARY ENTRY:  Arrived Los Angeles 8:30 a.m.  Paraded from 10 to 11:45.  Great crowd, flowers, etc.  

See Dorothy at Square.  With her on car to Long Beach for p.m.  Meet Dad, Virginia, Hemp and 

Elinor for supper.  Hemp and I go to Pantages in evening. 

 



 

 

 
Some Officers of the One Hundred and Sixtieth Infantry Landing at Hoboken. 

Left to right are Lieut. V. G. Smelser, Los Angeles; Lieut. Harry L. Carver, Riverside; Lieut. Warren Lee Pierson, San Pedro; Capt. 

Herbert T. Simon, Los Angeles; Lieut. Guilford R. Jenkins, Ontario, and Lieut. Vincent W. Shutt, Santa Monica. 

 

(transcript) 



 

 

APRIL 12, 1919 

(CONTINUED) 

 

  



 

 

TRANSCRIPTIONS 

This section is included to facilitate full text searches. 

 

53 MORE ARE ADDED TO NATIONAL ARMY 
 
Robert Sturges, Perry Briney10 and Edward Fink were elected officers and one of those three men 
will be chosen as captain. 
 All but five of the fifty-three men and five alternates who leave tomorrow morning at 7 
o’clock for American Lake responded to roll call at 2 o’clock Thursday afternoon. 
 Two of the five are to join the contingent at San Francisco.  The places of the three other 
men undoubtedly will be filled by the alternates. 
 The men assembled promptly at 2 o’clock at the Masonic Temple and after the roll call by 
Allen P. Nichols, chairman of the exemption board, official instructions were read by the secretary 
of the board, Prof. F. P. Brackett. 
 The contingent to tomorrow morning is 40% of Pomona district quota.  The remaining 15% 
will probably go forward on October 19th, altho the date has not been officially set.  
 Following the preliminary work of organization of the contingent the men were turned 
over to Captain W. E. Stevens, of the Home Defense League for short drill that they might become 
slightly familiar with military tactics before they arrive at the camp.  At 5:30 this afternoon they 
will respond to retreat roll call after which they will be free until 6 o’clock tomorrow morning, 
when they are to report to the Masonic Temple with full stomachs ready for departure, which will 
take place at 7 o’clock at the Pacific Electric depot, corner of Garey avenue and Third Street. 
 Prof. Brackett has called attention to the fact that from 2 o'clock this afternoon the men 
are in service of their country and those who do not respond to call are in the class of army 
deserters and will be dealt with accordingly. 

Previous to the last summons of the board, which in the case of this contingent was the 
reporting at 2 o'clock, any man who failed to respond will be dealt with by the federal authorities. 

The men who leave tomorrow morning and alternates are as follows: 
 

Walter V. Abblitt, Pomona 
Connie E. Rumley. Covina 
Perry G. Briney, Pomona 
Eron A. Johannessen, Pomona 
Alec D. Stewart, La Verne 
William I. Lyons, Puente 
Elmer C. Neher, San Dimas 
Harry F. Chatlin, Cleveland 
Ernest E. Wolfe, Pomona 

Walter B. Tout, Glendora  
Leo LaVoy, Pomona 
Lawrence McClintock, Walnut 
 
 
 
ALTERNATES 
Noah E. Bashore, Covina 
Edward F. Fink, LaVerne 

 
10 Perry Glenn Briney (1894-1976). 



 

 

Raymond S. Brumbaugh, Covina 
Otto Dutzi, Pomona 
Roy Brown, Covina 
Guy R. Conrad, La Verne 
Riley Youngblood, Pomona 
Frank C. Serrano, Puente 
Ira L. Wire, Pomona 
Loren Ratekin, La Verne 
Conrad D. Fastenan, Puente 
George R. Thompson, Azusa 
James S. Bomar, Pomona 
William M. Manriquez, Rowland 
Albert H. Beck, Pomona 
Harry Zerell, Azusa 
Phillip .J. Curran, Pomona 
Archie Little, Pomona 
Arthur G. Carter, Covina 
Oscar A. Lindall, Covina 
William Hile, Pomona 
Louis R. Garcia, Pomona 
Tomo J. Pestich, Pomona 
Fred Dyer, Pomona 
J. A. McPhail, Glendora 
George A. Leech, Glendora 
Robert Sturges, Claremont 
Cornelis Mankes, Bald win Park 
Lewis M. Dodge, Pomona 
Lowell C. Pratt, Claremont 
Stanley L. Haas, Pomona 
Robert H. Hamilton, Covina 
LeRoy S. Lehman, Glendora 
Fred A. Weitz, Baldwin Park 
Harold L. Jones, Covina 
Christopher C. Edinger, Pomona 
George W. Thomas, Pomona 
Charles E. Fay, Pomona 
Bert Killingsworth, Glendora 
Leon Smith, Pomona 
Philip Bernstein, Pomona 
Dominic N. Ferrero, Puente 
Emmanuel P. Young, Claremont 
 

Vincent R. Cota, Puente 
Jesse C. Brandt, La Verne 
Milton Cooper, Los Angeles 
 

Mojave, Cal. 
1:15 p.m. 



 

 

Oct. 5, 1917 
 
Dear Mother, 
 
Here we are at Mojave waiting for lunch.  Arrived here a half hour ahead of schedule.  Hot here 
but not unbearable.  Sturges and I are only ones in car.  Others out seeing town.  We eat at 3rd 
table. 
 
Saw Aunt Hattie and Emma in L.A.  Also Mrs. Packard.  She lives near S.P. station and came over to 
see who was going from Pomona.  Mr. & Mrs. Plush there too.  Had just seen Lewis off.  Our car is 
full and some will have to sleep in other car.  We are in second car in train of 9 cars.  Will probably 
be here an hour and a half or more. 
    With love, 
    Lowell. 
 
 

 

POMONA DISTRICT’S THIRD CONTINGENT FOR NAT’L ARMY 
 
Pomona's third contingent for the National Army left Pomona promptly at 7 o’clock Friday 
morning on a special Pacific Electric car.   Several hundred people were at the station to bid them 
farewell. 
 
The men presented a splendid appearance as they marched from the Masonic Temple, headed by 
the high school band, under the leadership of Perry G. Briney, captain; Robert Sturges, first 
lieutenant, Edward Fink of La Verne, second lieutenant, and Lowell Pratt, first sergeant. 
 
There were fifty men in the company.  Three more will join them at San Francisco, namely: Philip 
Curran, Eron Johannseson and Noah Bashore. 
 
The high school band was on hand early under the leadership of H. M. Hile and played several 
selections at the Temple before leading the men to the station. 
 
The contingent will reach Camp Lewis some time Sunday night. They will have a n hour and a half 
for each meal, the schedule having been arranged as follows: Friday, arrive at Mohave for lunch at 
1:45 p.m.; dinner at Bakersfield at 6:15 p.m.; Saturday, breakfast at Sacramento, 6:00 a.m.; lunch 
at Red Bluff, 12:30; dinner at Dunsmuir, 6:30 p.m.  Sunday breakfast at Roseburg, 7:30 a.m., lunch 
at Albany, 1:45 p.m.; dinner at Portland at 7:00 p.m. 
 

 



 

 

Pomona Boys of Third Contingent Are Enjoying Trip 
to American Lake 

By Lowell C. Pratt 
 

WITH THE THIRD CONTINGENT FROM POMONA DISTRICT EN ROUTE TO CAMP 
LEWIS, BAKERSFIELD 

Oct. 5 – We arrived here fifteen minutes ahead of our schedule and found a big outdoor dinner 

awaiting us. It was prepared by the Red Cross. The ride over the desert today was very hot but all 
are having a good time.  
The people of Bakersfield have turned out for an enthusiastic send-off and are surely treating us 
royally. The boys are appreciating this as well as the rousing send-off accorded us at Los Angeles.  
We had a good dinner this noon at Mojave and are feeling fine. 
 

ROUSING SEND-OFF 
Mojave, Oct. 5, 1:30 p.m. – Pomona’s third contribution to the National Army started out the first 
day’s trip to American Lake by breaking the Pomona-Los Angeles record on the Pacific Electric. 
Leaving Pomona at 7:03 o’clock, the contingent arrived at the Arcade station at 8:03, five minutes 
faster than the trip made by the previous draft contingent.  
Los Angeles gave the delegation a rousing send-off as more than 300 men boarded the special train 
shortly before nine o’clock.  
As soon as they arrived at the station the Pomona men marched to the designated gate and were then 
dismissed for half an hour. Many of them met friends there. Among the Pomona people who greeted 
the contingent were Mr. and Mrs. William Plush, who had just said good bye to their son, Lewis, who 
returned to the aviation school at Berkeley.  
The 300 men boarded the special a few minutes before 9 o’clock and as the train started the band 
played “The Star Spangled Banner,” amid the cheers of several hundred men. The Pomona delegation 
was assigned to Car A, the first car on the train of nine coaches. Each carload of men was given a box of 
apples by the Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce and cigars were distributed at the expense of Mayor 
Woodman. Some of the men were lucky enough to get boxes of candy and nearly all were provided 
with roses.  
 

AHEAD OF SCHEDULE 
After a hot but not unbearable ride across the desert the contingent arrived at Mojave at 1:15 a half 
hour ahead of the schedule. Here Pomona delegates met with their first bad luck as they had to wait 
for the third table at the dining room. They were kept cheerful by reports that one of the features of 
the meal was chicken.  
 

TREATS ALONG THE WAY 
During the morning ride the men busied themselves reading the papers playing cards and talking. 
Every person along the way was greeted with shouts and hand-waving. At San Fernando a box of 
oranges was put in each car and the citizens met the train with a huge American flag stretched from 
the ground to the top of a box car.  



 

 

Everyone is having a good time in spite of the hot weather and all seem glad that they are “on the 

way.” 

 

 

En route . 
Oct. 6, 9:30 a.m. 

 
Left Sacramento an hour ago after a stop of hour and a half there.  Had a good visit with Dad.  
Breakfast there.  We are now going thru flat country but will get into the mountains before night.  
Sturges and I slept in lower in Car B last night.  Pomona Car A – full.  Slept fairly well considering 
noise of crowd.  Had to make own bed.  Porter was so slow.  It is a fine clear day and much cooler 
than yesterday.  99 in shade yesterday at Mojave.  Three boys joined us at Sacramento.  To have 
lunch at Red Bluff.  Am feeling all right.  Warming up on sunny(?) side of car.  With love, Lowell. 

Oct. 6 
6:25 pm. 

Dear Mother, 
We are waiting at a side track just south of Dunsmuir where we are to eat supper.  Will be there in 
a few minutes.  Have had beautiful scenery this p.m. along the Sacramento river – a narrow 
canyon stream.  Hot this afternoon but cool now.  Have on my red sweater but have not changed 
to new shirt.  Well and having a good time. 
   Lowell. 

 

BOYS ENJOY TRIP TO AMERICAN LAKE 

HAD SUMPTUOUS MEALS—WILL WELCOME FIRST RAIN AS WEATHER CONTINUED 

WARM EVEN IN THE NORTH 

By Lowell C. Pratt 

WITH THE THIRD POMONA DISTRICT CONTINGENT EN ROUTE TO AMERICAN LAKE, Oct. 6, 8 p.m.—
Dunsmuir, the picturesque little city nestled in the foothills of the Sierras, has just given its 
welcome to the Southern California boys, and the special is headed towards the Mt. Shasta 
country and Oregon. 
 
“The best meal of the trip,” is the way many of the boys characterized the dinner which was 
served at Dunsmuir at 6:30 o’clock.  It consisted of roast beef, white and sweet potatoes, string 
beans, macaroni, tomatoes, coffee and pie.  After a rather disappointing lunch at Red Bluff, the 
boys showed an unusual vim as they greeted the Dunsmuir dinner.  After dinner the boys had 
plenty of time to see the town, and when the special left at 8 o’clock there was a large crowd at 
the station to see the crowd off. 



 

 

 
Bakersfield gave the selected men a generous dinner on the first night out.  It was served at long 
tables placed in the open air near the station.  Nearly the whole town turned out to greet the 
boys. 
 

ACQUIRE MASCOTS 
Some of the boys bought or otherwise acquired several dogs at Bakersfield.  There were two in the 
Pomona car until the train reached Sacramento Saturday morning.  Then one of them, which had 
been the special pet of Vet Abblitt, decided to desert the army and when last seen was going north 
from Sacramento station.  Chatlin is the keeper of the remaining mascot, a medium sized brown 
dog.  It is wearing the owner’s collar and necktie, the former labeled, “Pomona.” 
 
Most of the men on the special slept for at least a few hours on the first night.  Until about 
midnight, however, every town was greeted by an attempt to imitate a pack of coyotes, the grand 
finale being at Fresno. 
 

SHOWER OF GRAPES 
 
Saturday passed very quietly on board the special.  The boys did not leave the station at 
Sacramento, breakfast being served there.  At Red Bluff at noon, the disappointment over the 
lunch was compensated for by the free gift of all the grapes that the men could carry away with 
them. 
 
The weather has continued warm in spite of the distance from Southern California.  The first rain 
will be welcomed as the journey thus far has been warm and dusty.  No one complains of the 
weather, the cars, or anything and all are having a good time. 
 

 
Camp Lewis 

Mon a.m.  
8:30 Oct. 8 

 
We arrived at 11:40 last night but did not get to bed until 2:15 a.m.  Called up at 6:15 and have just 
finished breakfast.  It is a cool, foggy morning.  I don’t know what is on the program.  We are in 
one of the big barracks – 250 of us.  Sturges and I are downstairs where beds are as close together 
as they can be.  Will be thinned out later.  Got our bedding last night – Two blankets and a 
comforter – plenty warm enough.  Straw tick are soft and I slept fine.  Breakfast this morning 
consisted of 1 biscuit, 2 thick slices of bacon, and some marmalade and a large cup of coffee.  
Served cafeteria style.  Our temporary address is Camp Lewis, American Lake, Wash. 

Lowell. 
26 Battalion 166 Depot brigade, co. 103. 
 

 



 

 

POMONA BOYS’ FIRST NIGHT AT CAMP LEWIS 

 

WITH THE THIRD POMONA DISTRICT CONTINGENT AT AMERICAN LAKE, WASH. 

(By Lowell C. Pratt) 

It was 11:40 o’clock last night when the special train carrying the 40 percent contingent from Los 

Angeles county arrived at Camp Lewis.11  Three hours later all of the 330 men were sleeping 

soundly in two barracks more than a mile from the entrance to the camp. 

Cold, cloudy weather greeted the Southern California men when they detrained here last night.  As 

soon as they had checked in at the receiving station and had passed thru the surgeon’s tent for a 

hasty examination, they marched briskly to the buildings assigned to them.   The Pomona 

delegation  was divided, part of the going in Barracks 21 and part in Barracks 22.  Beds equipped 

with straw ticks were already in place and as soon as blankets had been issued to the men they 

turned in and were soon asleep. 

SHORT NIGHT’S SLEEP 

The second lieutenant in charge of the men in Barracks 22 blew the rising whistle at 6:15 and the 

building was at once stirring with men hurrying into their clothes. 

The beds are temporarily placed as close together as possible in the barracks but as soon as the 

men have been assigned there will not be as many beds in the building. 

Breakfast this morning, the first meal in camp, consisted of two thick slices of bacon, one biscuit, 

some jam or marmalade and a large cup of coffee. 

The men will probably spend their first day in camp at the barracks.   

POMONANS BUY FLAG 

Sunday, the last day on the special train, was marked by three excellent meals – at Roseburg, 

Albany and Portland.  At Roseburg the Pomona contingent bought a large flag which was 

thereafter carried wherever the delegation marched.  At Albany the entire train load of men were 

given a banquet in the National Guard Armory.  The tables were decorated with flowers and a 

band playing on the platform during the meal. 

At Portland dinner was given to the boys in the Multnomah Hotel. 

 
11 Camp Lewis was newly built in 1917.  Today it is known as Fort Lewis.  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fort_Lewis  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fort_Lewis


 

 

Wed. P.M. 
Oct. 10, 1917 

Dear Mother, 

Before the typhoid “shot” I got this a.m. begins to work I’ll write a line to let you know how we are 

getting along.  The entire Pomona contingent went to the Base Hospital where we were given the 

physical exam and got inoculated for typhoid.  We were also mustered into the service so that I am 

now Private Pratt instead of Recruit Pratt: It is 3:35 p.m.  My arm is beginning to get sore and I feel 

as if I was coming down with the grippe.  I hope I’ll pull thru quickly.  Small pox vaccination has not 

yet but probably will in a day or two.  Otherwise I’m feeling fine, Lowell. 

Sept 7-1918 

Corp. Pratt, 

Just a note from the front to say that I have reached the end of my journey having arrived Sept 

5th.  

Not having time before I left I want to take this opportunity to thank you for your excellent and 

faithful service.  I appreciated all you did although I never said much.  Also thank your helpers. I 

would have liked to have said goodbye to each man in the Company but could not.  

Mr Stevens ? knows my plans and am sure you will be properly taken care of.  Would like to hear 

from you as to the happenings in the company. 

Am getting along nicely and have plenty to do.  Can tell nothing of where I am or what is going on 

at present.  I hope you and the Co. stay there for some time as it is the best I have seen.  Wish you 

would keep my books together and someday I may be able to get them. 

Give my regards and best wishes to the Lieuts. and also am wondering if some have already gone. 

  Sincerely, C. P. Rowe 

 

CHRISTMAS IN WAR ZONE RECALLED 

Dreary Days at Festive Season Lit Only by Friendly Gifts 

LIFE IN FRANCE AFTER ARMISTICE 

Inclement Weather Made Leisure Burdensome to Soldiers 
By LOWELL C. PRATT 



 

 

 
Five busy years have failed to dim the memory of that Christmas Day in 1918 when we stood 

ankle-deep in the oozing mud and ate the chicken and biscuits that our cook, by some mysterious 

means, had conjured up out of the culinary desert which had previously contained only such things 

as "canned willie," "spivy" and “gold fish."  Under the leaden sky of that mid-afternoon we felt that 

we had reason to rejoice, not only for the unusual dinner which "Skinny" had prepared in honor of 

the holiday, but also because the world was at peace once more and we were alive, whole-bodied, 

and full of high hopes that soon we would be turning our faces westward over the miles of land 

and sea that separated us from our homes. 

To be sure, Christmas was very like every other day of our existence during the gloomy month of 

December.  A more dismal setting for a group of doughboys accustomed to the activities of 

American life could hardly be imagined.  The little village which we honored by our presence 

boasted the name of Alliancelles12 but you will not find it on any ordinary map of France for it is 

merely a cluster of dilapidated houses and an ancient church stuck on the edge of a hill 

overlooking the eastern part of the Marne valley.  No one had any intention of staying a second 

longer there than military orders permitted: instead, we were grasping at every rumor, from that 

which was voiced frequently by our Norwegian-American comrade who believed that we were 

destined for guard duty at Metz, to that more hopeful sentiment which had us speeding- to a port 

of debarkation as fast as, a puffing little French locomotive could get us there. 

We had "occupied” Alliancelles on the afternoon of November 30, having marched that day from 

the more comfortable village of St. Vrain, 20 kilometers to the south.  St. Vrain had been nothing 

to brag about, but, we would have been despondent at leaving it had we known what awaited us 

at the other end of the journey.  In the crisp air of that late November morning we had marched 

up the valley past the crumple d villages of Marupt and Sermaize-Ies-Bains, which had been in 

ruins since the German invasion in the fall of 1914.  At Sermaize we crossed the Marne, there a 

rushing torrent not unlike our own California mountain streams in the winter season. 

When our little company of twenty-six men and two officers knocked at the portals of Alliancelles 

we were met by no reception committee.  Since the dark days of 1914 few peasants who had then 

been driven from their homes had returned and we could not blame them, if, by chance they had 

found happier surroundings elsewhere.  Only a few faces peered at us through doorways and dirty 

windows as we marched through the "Grand Rue" and found in the middle of a field of mud the 

French barracks in which we were to spend gloomy days and gloomier nights. 

Almost continuous rainfall prevented us from engaging in any of the ordinary duties of an infantry 

company, so that leisure became a burden.  The men sat on their bunks, berating the weather, the 

 
12 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alliancelles  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alliancelles


 

 

war and the fate that had brought them to such a desolate place.  Card games, which were 

popular indoor sports of those days, often continued into the early hours of the morning, as the 

players, utterly unconscious of the passage of time, dealt hand after hand, turning a pastime into 

an endurance contest.  Waking hours after you had rolled yourself up in your blankets, you would 

catch a few snatches of conversation from these men who were fighting a losing battle with sleep. 

Alliancelles offered practically no diversions.  Two wine shops experienced a sudden increase in 

business during our “occupation” but gave little in return except “morning after” feelings to those 

who imbibed too freely.  One little shop sold Paris newspapers, then filled with columns of news 

about the arrival of “Wilson, the just” in France. 

Day after day we sauntered about the water-soaked streets, stood in line three times a day for our 

monotonous army “grub,” spent long evenings with only candle light to break the pitch-darkness 

that surrounded everything, and waited for the hour of our departure which we knew would come 

if we only waited long enough. 

But into the midst of this atmosphere of depression, Christmas Day came.  There were a few 

flurries of snow Christmas eve and we thought we were going to see a “white” Christmas, but the 

snow turned to rain and the landscape kept its somber blackness.  Christmas boxes from home 

had come on December 22 and mine was among them.  It had been opened at once, for who could 

delay for a minute this long-anticipated pleasure?  Not all of the men received their boxes before 

Christmas Day, but those who did, lost no time in investigating their contents.  Almost every one of 

them answered some special request of the recipient.  My buddy had asked for salted peanuts, 

and sure enough, a generous part of his box was filled with his favorite confection.  One box 

contained a beautiful silk necktie, sent by someone unfamiliar with the military ban on such 

decorative adornments.  But every box brought its full quota of joy and one marveled at the 

quantity of gifts which were packed in such a small space. 

This was Christmas Day, 1918.  There were no reunions with our loves ones except as our 

imaginations carried us to the family circles in America.  There were no Christmas trees, no happy 

children enchanted with their gifts from Santa Claus, no other visible reminders of the great day in 

Christian history. 

And yet, the spirit of Christmas was there.  It entered our hearts, it made us forget our physical 

discomforts, it made us happy, even if our happiness was tinged with a longing to be in our homes 

across the sea. 

 

 



 

 

TO GREET OUR FIGHTERS 

Old “Seventh” Here Saturday; Big Parade, Luncheon and Reception. 

WANTED – One hundred truckloads of flowers and 1000 pretty girls (or more, of each) to 

emphasize Los Angeles’ welcome to her soldiers next Saturday.  Point of delivery to be 

announced later.  The girls should be prepared to distribute kisses along the line of march.  All 

Southland cities represented in the One Hundred and Sixtieth Infantry (the old Seventh 

Regiment) are invited to contribute. 

When the 735 men and officers of the One Hundred and Sixtieth Infantry, formerly the Seventh 

California National Guard --- Los Angeles' "Fighting Seventh," reach here next Saturday morning, 

they will be accorded a welcoming demonstration such as this city has seldom seen. 

Definite assurances that the Los Angeles heroes will arrive in the city on the 12th instead of the 

13th, as was first anticipated, were received by the committee in charge of the arrangements. The 

original routing was dated for arrival here next Sunday, which would bring the men into the city on 

Palm Sunday and detract from the extent and scope of the welcome to be given them. 

With the most important item of the date practically settled, the committee in charge yesterday 

devoted itself to the working out of the detailed plans for making the celebration one of historical 

significance and in keeping with the occasion.  While some of the details have not been 

completed, the committee yesterday was able to give out a preliminary programme which 

included the following: 

PROGRAMME. 

Arrival of the One Hundred and Sixtieth, probably over the Santa Fe, shortly after 10 o'clock in the 

morning. 

Parade from the station to Pershing Square. The exact route has not been determined, though it 

was announced that it will be in a more or less direct line, probably up First street to Broadway 

and to Fifth. 

The line of march will be past the official reviewing stand in front of the City Hall, where Mayor 

Woodman, Lieut.-Col. Mygatt13 of the Balloon School, Col. Penrose of the Quartermaster’s Corps, 

and Capt. Shackford of the Submarine Base, together with other military and city official, will 

review the regiment.  Arrangements are being made for having Maj.-Gen Frederick Strong present 

in the reviewing stand, though this has not been assured yet.  The parade will end in Pershing 

 
13 Leonard J. Mygatt. 



 

 

Square, where appropriate, but short addresses of welcome and the few official acts of welcome 

will be staged.  After the first official welcome is over, the men will break ranks and will be given a 

magnificent luncheon at the Enlisted Men’s Club, in the Trinity Auditorium Building, Grand avenue, 

near Ninth street. 

Following the luncheon, according to the present plans, the boys will be reassembled again in 

Pershing Square, and there will be given the opportunity for meeting their relatives and friends for 

a lengthier period.  Gayly decorated standards will mark the places assigned to Santa Monica, 

Pomona, Riverside, Redlands, Long Beach, San Bernardino and Santa Ana, where the men from 

those cities will be able to find their loved and near ones. 

It is planned to have the One Hundred and Sixtieth remain in the city as long as possible.  If the 

present arrangements can be carried out, the train will not leave for Camp Kearney till late in the 

evening. 

ARCH OF VICTORY 

Typifying the victory which they helped to win, floral arches and flower-strewn streets will be 

features of the greeting.  Now fewer than 5000 palm branches will be used in the Arch of Victory 

at Pershing Square.  These palms will be held suspended on one side of the line of the parade, 

forming a long arch under which the returning soldiers will march as they are showered with 

flowers from the sidewalks. 

Under the direction of Dr. A. D. Houghton of the League of Community Service, other elaborate 

floral features have been prepared.  All the city parks, florists and private home gardeners will 

contribute to the supply of flowers and the scene which will be presented will be such as no place 

in the country but California could provide. 

TO DROP ROSE LEAVES. 

Airplanes dropping rose leaves, girls in Greek costumes dancing a Dance of Victory, film stars 

handing orchids to the passing fighting men and guards of honor along the route are other 

planned features for the parade when the One Hundred and Sixtieth comes.  Children will be 

massed at points along the sidewalks and plentifully supplied with blooms to cast before the 

soldiers. 

One of the guards of honor which will greet the One Hundred and Sixtieth will be furnished by the 

Spanish-American War veterans.  It will be commanded by Capt. Ed Crowley, who served with the 

California troops in the Philippines, assisted by Henry M. James and M. Cooper.  Veterans of the 

present war, unattached, and also Civil War veterans will participate. 



 

 

A reviewing stand will be erected near Pershing Square and short addresses of welcome will be 

made.  The committee having the arrangements in charge is composed of W. A. Barker, chairman; 

H. B. Woodill; Stanley Wilson and Seth Brown.  Col. B. B. Ray, Quartermaster Corps, U.S.A., has 

charge of the military arrangements. 

The One Hundred and Sixtieth reached New York on the liners Matsonia and Bordeaux two weeks 

ago and went into camp at Camp Mills, N.J.  Col. Charles F. Hutchins is in command.  The regiment 

is on its way to Camp Kearney for demobilization and will remain here one day for the parade by 

special arrangement with the War Department. 

It has been announced that the Three Hundred and Forty-Seventh Field Artillery also would be 

here for a day, but a telegram received last week from Washington stated that the plans had been 

changed  and that the regiment would go direct to the Presidio at San Francisco without 

visiting Los Angeles. 

With the exception of a number of bands, the personnel of the parade on Saturday will be only of 

the men of the Hundred and Sixtieth. 

  



 

 

LETTER PUBLISHED 6 NOV 1918 

This letter is not part of the scrapbook, but I include it as supplementary material.  It was published 

in a newspaper (perhaps the Pomona Progress). 

WITH OUR BOYS OVER IN FRANCE; THE STORY OF THEIR EXPERIENCES 

In contrast to last evening, we are without work this evening so I am going to write a few letters.  I 

am looking for some mail tonight.  Our mail comes in bunches, and it usually takes several days 

before a shipment of mail is transferred to a company.  Thus we get a good sized mail for several 

nights in succession and then we wait a week, perhaps. 

I have not had a very busy day today so have had time to rest from my strenuous time last night.  

Tomorrow morning the lieutenant and I have to go to a town about three miles away for some 

kind of conference regarding the work which we are doing.  I’m hoping that I can have as peaceful 

a time this Sunday as I had last Sunday. 

I have been thinking that I will not want to do any camping when I get home.  I shall be glad to live 

in a house all of the time.  Here we are camping out from one day to another with no change.  We 

eat outdoors, usually standing up, and putting our mess equipment on any wagon, box or 

temporary table that happens to be in the yard at that time.  The kitchen is practically out of 

doors, as it is only under a rough shelter alongside the barn. 

Besides we sleep much nearer the ground than in a house and our abode would hardly be called 

serviceable in the States for a summer house. 

Then, too, we wash out of our canteens, take a bath in a pail, and employ all the devices of a 

camper in attempting to live the simple life.  Also, no lights except candles [missing sentence or 

two]… we will be more comfortable than we have been.  It has cleared off cold tonight and we will 

need our blankets. 

The country looks green and pretty after the rain, but the roads are very muddy.  We are surely 

out in the country and we have no occasion to forget where we are.  Since I have been sitting here 

I have heard the flock of sheep go by on their way from the pasture and just now I heard the grunt 

of one of the several hogs which run loose around the yard. 

YOKED BY THEIR HORNS 

The farmer has a large pair of white oxen and today I saw them harnessed up.  The harness 

consisted of some wooden pieces and some straps which fastened around their horns and bound 

their heads close together.  This is not the customary way of harnessing oxen, as with a yoke over 



 

 

their necks, and it looked like a case of cruelty to animals.  Both of them were forced to move their 

heads at the same time and when they came down the road I noticed that they kept in step. 

All of the boys are learning to speak French, and some of them are quite proficient already.  I am 

having no trouble in making myself understood, but I am still in need of more practice. 

 SGT. LOWELL C. PRATT 

 

Excerpt from letter dated 21 Nov 1918: 

We have been doing very little since Sunday.  One morning we went out for a little drill and some 

setting-up exercises, and we have made several excursions into a nearby forest, en masse, in 

search of wood.  The wood problem is very acute here.  At first we bought wood from some of the 

inhabitants of the village, but now they say that they cannot sell any more of their winter’s supply 

of wood.  This morning all of the available men pushed a French two-wheeled wagon out to the 

forest and brought back a load of logs.  We found out why all of the wagons, or nearly all of them, 

here have only two wheels.  There is a tax on wagons and the tax is levied at so much per wheel.   

A four-wheeled wagon costs twice as much to operate as a two-wheeled one, so the latter are 

very much in favor.  This looks like a detrimental tax on industry. 

These neighboring forests of ours are said to be full of wild boars and other game.  Some of our 

men have been out hunting but so far we have seen no results.  A wood-chopper brought in a fine 

red fox skin the other day and sold it to Lt. Greenleaf.  The Belgian in whose house we are living is 

going to cure it for him and it will make a very beautiful piece of clothing. 

This Belgian is the busiest man I have ever seen.  He can do any kind of a job and is always at work.  

Before he war he was a guide for rich sportsmen and in that occupation he learned to do anything 

that he might be called upon to do.  He is very good to us and is always doing some small favor for 

us.  Yesterday he came in and took all of our blankets off our bed.  We didn’t know what he was up 

to until he brought in some sheets and remade our bed.  So now we are sleeping between sheets 

for the first time since we left the United States. 

From 23 Nov 1918, at St. Vrain: 

We received the good news yesterday that the censorship rules had been lifted and that now we 

can write to our homes and elsewhere the names of the places we have been and the name of the 

town in which we are living.  I do not know whether you will be able to find St. Vrain.  It is such a 

small village that its name does not appear on any of the large maps of France which we have.  It is 

about 15 kilometers northwest of St. Dizier and you will have no difficulty in locating that place on 

most any map. 



 

 

We have just finished serving a supper here in our room to a Major, a Captain, and three 

lieutenants from the “Wildcat” (81st Division) who are on their way back from the Verdun front 

with a battalion of the 372nd infantry.  The men are billeted in St. Vrain tonight and will probably 

continue on their way tomorrow.  While they were eating supper we listened to the stories which 

they had to tell of their experiences at the front.  Everyone said (an all officers whom we have 

seen who have been to the front) that one experience at the front is enough.  They are all glad to 

get back alive out of that place. 

 

 


