This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the
information in books and make it universally accessible.

Google books

https://books.google.com



https://books.google.com/books?id=UZPhAAAAMAAJ

Digitized by GOOSIQ



L)



Digitized by GOOSIQ



Digitized by GOOSIQ



“M*” COMPANY
339th Infantry in

NORTH RUSSIA

By

JOEL R. MOORE
Capt. 339th Inf.

Printed by
Central City Book Bindery
Jackson, Mich.

Bentley Historical
_ Library
University of Mickiran



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
1920



Introduction

Here you are, men. The book is written to you and for you.

It is far from complete. Boastful it is in places, but there is
no intent to brag over other companies.

We have a right to feel proud of our record. “M” Company,
339th Infantry, always delivered the goods.

You. bore your share of the burden and caught your share of
the griefs. You endured the great dark winter.

" You showed the quality of your mettle at the end of the winter
when the Bolo broke the Allied line at Bolsheozerke and “M”
Company men went into action on that forlorn-hope defense
with a cheer. It shall always be a proud recollection to me.

I have worked long and carefully to make this history of the
company complete and correct. I hope there is no material
error in it. I thank the many men and officers who have
contributed.

Take the book with the compliments of your former com-
manding officer and friend. My best wishes go with it.

- JOEL R. MOORE,
Capt. 339th Inf., Commanding Co. M.
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“M” CO. TAKES THE OUTPOST LINES AT OBOZERSKAYA

“I” and “L” Companies of the battalion had gone on to Obozerskaya and relieved the French
company holding the outposts after their battle and capture of the place.

On the afternoon of the next day “M” Co. moved up and relicved the two companies of the out-
posts. Do you remember the drizzly rain? Remember the cold water of the swampy pine woods
where some of you stood on outguards those first days? “No fires” was the order from Major Young.
Briggs ought to picture that scene as one of his “When a feller needs a friend.”

Remember that long journey to the river for water and the big hand pump for filling the en-
gines? Perhaps Old Joe thinks of the big Russki barrel on a cart that the boys used later to haul
water from'the forester’s village.

WE MOVE TO TEMPORARY QUARTERS IN VILLAGE

On the tenth we were relieved by “I” Co. and moved into quarters in the village. Not much
trouble finding room, for the Bolos had frightened many inhabitants away and carried off some of
them. The company officers were quartered in the home of the former hcad forester. In a big front
room with ruber plants and a mammoth hanging lamp. The mother and two daughters never saw
the head of the house after the Bolos took him away.

The sergeants under the leadership of their resourceful old top soon had a fine set of bunks
and had solved the combination of the Russki brick stove that had given them so smoky a welcome.

Here Corporal Swift took over the duties of Company Clerk, Sgt. Huston turned the mess work
over to Sgt. Page and he began helping Lt. Stoner tcach the men how to handle the Lewis guns. We
had left our light Brownings in England and were now obliged to learn to use the Lewis gun.

Off and on for about two weeks Obozerskaya village was home. Here in the peasant homes,
where we saw washing and scrubbing, we came to tolerate the, at first, nauseating smell of their
rooms—some rooms and some persons worse than the other, for we learned that it was because of
the lack of rcal soap and their use of a combination of fish oil and crude oil in a substitute for soap
that made their clothes smell so. Here the American soldier became accustomed to sceing women
at hard manual toil, barishnas with leather boots on, and to the exicted burr-burr-burrz of the dros-
kie drivers trying to stop their fiery little ponies.

Here it was that the cooks made us pics on the anniversary day, Scptember 22. Eight cans of
peaches had come from Capt. Heil at Bakaritza.

Here it was that we entertained the first visiting airplane, who dropped a small bomb in our
vicinity. Corp. Romanski’s gang of laborers, mostly women and girls and old men, were just be-
ginning our airplane field and so our planes had to fly all the way from Archangel to repay the
Bolo’s visit and drop him a present.

OBOZERSKAYA

Looking at part of Obozerskaya from the top of the house, old post No. 7, where Sgt. Getzloff and his men
that rainy night, Sept. 7, that Co. “M” took over from “I” and “L” Cos. the outpost Sgt Walker can guess at the
location of his post in the pine forest to the left. Sgt. Zapfe on the right. Lt. Donovan a mile down the track—and
beyond him Sgt. Magin with a squad—Lt. Wieczorek on to the right on the Onega Road.

Pretty tough, that cold drizzly night. Sgt. Dundon’s cracker-tin box-stove couldn’t heat up the soles of the
captain’s trench boots. How did the men stand it in the swampy pine woods? They just did stand it. And worse
later.

Look closely at the picture. See the old bathhouse? The ration house? Our old battalion Hq? The Red
Cross field hospital? The blue car, that nearly blew, the day the Bolo cut us off?

Obozerskaya, you looked strange to us Sept. 7th. Your familiar sights at 2:00 a. m. after march from Verst
18 most welcome to us on April 5th. And you looked best of all to us from the rear end of our train bound for Baka-
ritza on evening of May 20th.



Digitized by GOOSIQ



F IRS’I? NIGHT AT 466

Who does not remember that first night at 466? Cold and supperless. Oh, we almost got a
big can of stew! But in his excitement, the battalion Adjutant, Lt. Jahns—good old hustler that he
was, overlooked the can of stew and it went back to Obozerskaya—and spoiled. We did get our
overcoats and a blanket apiece and some bully beef and hardtack and a can of “tic.” We got more
ammunition and got a Vickers gun and crew consisting of one British sergeant and several recently
recruited Russians. We posted our sentries and laid ourselves down on the soft plank floors to
sleep. We had no fear of attack for in the evening our airplane had drawn cnemy fire as much as
six miles away and the enemy had blown up something on the track between us and him. We
judged it to be the destruction of a bridge at 458. Later we verified this.

Remember the old man and the little boy who crawled out of the attic of the building which the
sergeants and cooks took for their quarters? How thankfully the boy changed from his diet of oats,
raw oats, to the profered handful of hardtack that the boys chipped in and gave him. And how the
old man showed you the well—one of the very few that you saw in the country. Water that night was
precious, for your canteens had been drained in that hard day’s work.

Next morning Corporal Montgomery’s guard brought in a Bolo deserter. Sgt. Kantrowitz acted
as interpreter. Enemy strength of preceding day declared to be 200, with promised reinforcements
of 300 which had failed to come during the engagement.

Sgt. Walker patrolled forward beyond the bridge and found no traces of the ecnemy. Other pa-
trols on the flanks found no roads or trails leading to 466, except a small trail to the west. We liked
the place. We never did intend to give it back to the Bolo.

Battle of 458 and the Famous Night March

Space will not permit the continued story of daily events. The next big cvent was the famous
night march of the 28-29th of Scptember and the two days’ fighting at 458, ‘where the ecnemy had
been holding the bridgehead.

“M” Co. had been several days at 466 completing the defenses and making patrols from 464 for-
ward to the enemy position at 458 to observe his progress in repairing the bridge. It was under-
stood that “K” Co. was making progress slowly on the left flank in the vicinity of Kodish and that
some day a joint push would be made to roll the Bolo back and try to get his armored train, which
had annoyed us almost daily with his long distance shelling, using the 4.7 naval guns that he had made
off with from Archangel.

On the night of the 27th the “Australian forces” of the Allied expedition, our popular friend, Lt.
Graham, who handled the Russian trains, tipped us off that we better look out for an advance. We
could hardly believe that it was to be next day, as he said. But at noon next day, Colonel Suther-
land, O. C. “A” Forcc, called conference of officers at Obozerskaya and gave order for a flank march
and a morning attack on 455 and 458. The march was to begin at 3:00 p. m. from a point on the rail-
road near 461.

No one had been over the proposed route of march. No Russian guide could be provided. We
must follow the blazed trail of an cast-and-west forest line till we came to a certain broad north-and-
south cutting, down which we were to march so many verst posts till we were past the cnemy’s flank
and then attack him in rear. Lt. Chantrill, the pleasant British interpreter, was to act as guide, al-
though he himself had no acquaintance with the areca.

“M” Co. with half of “I” Co. struck into the woods late in the afternoon. There had been delay
in the train. It was dark long before we reached the broad cutting. Who will forget that desperate
night march? Could not scc the man before you. Ears told you he was tripping over fallen tree
trunks or sloshing in a knee-decp bog hole. Hard breathing told the story of exhaustion. Only
above and forward was there a faint streak of pale starlight that kindly led us on and on south to-
ward the Bolo camp.

Comes an urgent request from the rear to halt the column. We have lost three squads of *“M”
Co. and all of “I” Co. The Captain goes back to find them. There they arc at a supposed fork in
the road, fearing to take the choice. “Look up, Corporal Henning, at that streak of light. There
lics the direction. We could not have gone off into that black cave. When you lose contact follow
the streak of light.”

IMPASSABLE S\WAMP

For more than two hours we have becn striving to make progress through a great marsh into
which the cutting has led us. To the right, to the left, in front, the tantalizing optical illusion lures
us on toward apparently firm footing. But it is ever the same treacherous mire. 'We cannot stand a
moment in a spot. We must flounder on. The column has to spread. Distress comes from cvery
side. Men are groggy with exhaustion. Some one who is responsible for that body of men sweats



Digitized by GOOSIQ



Now we listen to the artillery of both sides and listen for the rat-tat-tat of the Bolo machine guns
which will talk spitefully when our Allies move on the bridgehcad. We hurry on. The battle is
joined. The pine woods roar and reverberate with roar. By taking a nearer blazed trail we may
reach the scene of action sooner.

At 8:40 a. m. we cmerge from the woods near our armored train. At ficld headquarters Major
Nichols directs that every man at once be made comfortable as possible. Men build fiires and warm
and dry their clammy, water-soaked feet. DBully and hardtack and tea revive a good many. And
well it may for the fight is going on against us. Help is nceded and “M” Co. is asked to give a pla-
toon. :

VOLUNTEER PLATOON

No onec platoon can do it. Too many men are all in from the night march. A volunteer platoon
is organized. Sgts. Kantrowitz, Riha, and Zapfe arc still strong on their fect, and volunteer. The
men are all willing but the top sergeant moves among them and picks out 58 who are most willing and
in best shape for the critical work ahcad—to cover a retirement and hold a position commanding
the bridgehcad. All the junior officers want to go with the platoon but the captain takes Lt. Dono-
van. And inside of two hours Lt. Donovan and nine others are wounded—two to the death.

Remember the position we chose? In the short brush in line along the stream, with the two
Lewis gun tcams under Corporals Rahn and Grahek covering the right flank and the left side of the
railroad along which the encmy might be expected. And the bridge was not 50 yards away, on our
right. Early in the game we came under the machine gun fire of the enemy who was spraying our
reserve positions with indirect machine gun fire preparatory to delivering his counter-attack upon
the French and Americans who had pushed into his first line positions and were caught in a trap.
It was a machine gun bullet that hit Lt. Donovan in the left side, followed a rib around to the back-
bone, just missed the vertebra and clipped through the thick muscles below the right shoulder blade.
Fortunately the enemy’s range was extended and no one clse was hit by his machine gun firc.

Remember that grim-faint feeling you had when the Bolos charged with their devlish yell and
won back their trenches and we saw the French and the Americans come running back along the
railroad side! All the next hour we expected any minute to sce their line coming toward us.

To the credit of the handful of American machine gun men and to the small detachment of
trench mortar men and to the French company that had so gallantly taken and held the position for
several hours, let it be said that they inflicted such losses upon the enemy that he did not attempt to
retake the bridge in force that day, contenting himself with a smart artillery barrage and with scnd-
ing a small force just at night to attempt to capture and blow up the bridge by surprise. And when
they came they found Corporal Grahek’s Lewis gun too deadly.

Mcanwhile during the afternoon this platoon sat tight in its position commanding the bridge-
head, annoyed but unscathed by the enemy’s artillery, firing high explosive at the bridge and search-
ing the vicinity of our position with shrapnel. But our own artillery gave us a nasty, disastrous
barrage, by mistake or reckless order.

SEVERE CASUALTIES AT BRIDGE

I had sent a written message to field headquarters telling exactly the position my platoon was in
and asserting that I intended to sit tight there and meet the expected attack of the Bolo. But the Brit-
ish officer in command there cevidently lost his head. He heard that the enemy was at the bridge and
issucd an order to his artillery to fire at the bridge, which was 50 yards to our right and practically
the same range. Capt. Allicz, the French officer in command of the ill-fated morning attack, and
Lt. Costello, who had both seen our position when they retreated past us, quickly warned the British
cfticer that his fire would get the Americans who were defending the bridge. But before the order

Forward to Hold Bridge at 458.



could be countermanded the damage was done. Nine men were wounded in the tempest of shrap-
nel and one was shell-shocked.

Pvt. Schliomi Dyment died on the field and Pvt. Matthei Neimi died en route to the base hos-
pital as a result of that short barrage. And Corp. Rahn and Pvts. Drews, Jerrain, Karapuz, Yasas,
and Smaglich werc severely wounded. Sgt. Riha was slightly wounded and Pvt. Clarence Miller
was shell-shocked. The latier was found crying beside his comrade Rahn and trying to get him
away lo safety. -

It was Corporal Steinhauer’s quick cye that discovered that the hot increcasc of artillery fire
was due to the barrage from the rcar. He warned the Captain of the fact and he immediately or-
dered the line to the rear at double time and formed a new line 200 yards in the rcar of the first.

Luckily the artillery fire of both sides soon stopped and when Captain Allicz sent word for us
to beware of an immediate cnemy attack on the left flank, we hastened back to our former position
and brought away our wounded. It was herc that we found Corp. Grahek and Pvt. Miller had rushed
back before the barrage ccased to bring to bring to safety their wounded comrades. These decds
of conspicuous bravery were reported, and one night at 466 the company formed a hollow square
by the light of a camp fire and witnessed the presentation to those two men of British military dec-
orations, by Major Turner, acting for the British General commanding the Allied Expeditionary
Forces.

We hastened to consolidate our position so as to hold the bridge. Remember how glad we
were {o find rcinforcements from “I” Co. and Lt. Spitler with a pair of machine guns from the ma-
chine gun company and a French Chauchat rifle squad to help defend the bridge? And from the
French we learned how to dig in. But it was weary work for our volunteer platoon that had becn
marching and fighting for 24 hours.

No wonder that the men between tricks on duty that night slept with their backs to the drip-
ping pine trees and minded not the rain. No wonder that in the dusk of cvening the artillery duel
between our armored train and the ecnemy’s could not keep them awake. And Major Nichols—al-
ways so human and praclical—buzzing our field phonc cvery few minutes to sec if we were all right
and kecp us encouraged, consented to let the slecpy officer ignore the artillery and slecp. And well,
for the morrow was to be another strenuous day.

SECOND DAY’S FIGHT

Sgt. Kantrowitz was first on the job in the morning. On this as on many another occasion the
old scrgeant cascd the load for the officer in command. Remnants of the iron ration allayed the
ravenous hunger. Men patrolled and began building shelters. The promised tea and rations from
field headquarters arrived at 10:15 and just at the same time the enemy hit the bridge with a flank
attack. During the next three hours the tea got cold while the engagement lasted. The encmy
soon withdrew his infantry; it was little more than a raid, and then began again the artillery ducl.
This time the enemy made it warm for us but only onec man was wounded, a Frenchman.

It was in this fight that Pvt. Marostica had his desirc fulfilled *“to be a regular soldier,” for, sent
up with rations party, he unslung his rifle and joincd the firing line. For this he was given back his
rcgular status as private in good standing. His original defcction, anyway, had been more the
fault of some shyster pro- German lawyer in Detroit. And the men were glad to sce Marostica come
through a good American soldier.

Rcemember how glad we were to get a half platoon rcinforcements under Lt. Primm that noon?
Remember well the nerve of the little Lewis gun squad of “I” Co. men who held to their position
commanding the bridge even after the French Chuchat squad had “beat it?” Remember the H. E.
shells that scarched straight up the track toward our position, and remember that onc cut off a tree
top and dropped it into Pvt. Allen’s face? Remember how the men continued their building of huts
for the night. For the French were slow in coming up. The train service was demoralized. Brit-
ish headquarters still in doubt whether we could hold the bridgehead. So we were clected to hold
the position for another night. And were relieved carly in the morning.

Two days’ rest at 466 and then the company went back to 461 and the next day took over the
front lines at 458 from “I” Co. British were having trouble keeping French troops on the front line.
Americans overworked in consequence. October 5th found the company back at 466 again. Next
day Corporal Messersmith took his squad on its memorable march across forest country to Chikueva.

Next day came the first bag of letters from home. And same day we rcorganized the platoons
for the proposed amalgamation with Captain Boyer’s French company.  And next day with the as-
sistance of Pvt. Roleau, our interpreter, Capt. Boyer “married” the French and American squads.
Remember the daily practice for a week so that we could operate in the woods and make our pro-
posed morning attack on the Bolo at 455.

“Handcuffed to Archangel, I go,” said the veteran French captain, “before I will start off as did
the Americans to make an attack with no guide and no knowledge of the ground.” So we prac-
ticed the formations and Lt. Primm and Lt. Reese and Lt. Chantrill, Lt. Halock and Lt. Wicczorcek

s
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With what caution that long day’s march. Remember how those helmets of ours would loudly
ring in our ears when a branch came swishing back. Remember the peculiar bird call that the
French runers used in locating a flank patrol that got lost as we marched along roughly parallel to
the big cutting which we had used in the memorable night march? Remember the spooky feeling
vou had just at dusk as you passed the cap of the Frenchman that the Bolo had stuck up to test
whether a French patrol had passed that way and taken the cap. And you wondered if the Frenchie
were dead or a prisoner.

Remember the dead silence and absolute motionlessness of our column when the airplane
passed over us twice in the woods that afternoon, for we knew not whether he were friend or enemy.

Remember the pleasant hour of rest for lunch that sunny Sunday afternoon as you ate and
drank with the Frenchies and tried to talk parleyvoo, or gavareete with them?

How intricate and blind the trail that gives us passage between the two lakes. Good guides,
without we could not make it even by day. We breathe a sigh of relief every time you go forward
and return with a husky, whiskered “Koroshaw.” '

Too soon the night closes down. Our bivouac is made in a hollow square. We are near the
encmy. His telephone wire we have crossed but are careful not to disturb. He must have a listen-
ing post out here somewhere. (Next day we find he had a machine gun out there commanding the
cutting.) But we are inside the cutting. A long, rainy night is before us.

MORNING ATTACK OCTOBER 14

It is 5:10 a. m,, dark and foggy. Men are stretching their cold and cramped frames. The rainy
night has been interminable. Trying to lie on a log or recliné against the side of a tree has been
weary business. No smokes. No eats. In ten minutes the column is in motion. For some reason
Capt. Boyer wants the second platoon to lead off.

Lt. Wieczorek's platoon leads off in the grey foggy dawn. The following platoon loses contact
and has to wait for a guide. Too bad, for it sends the right flank attackers too far ahead. The two
platoons which are to hit in the rear can not press forward fast enough to make up for the delay.
The engineer detachment under Lt. Giffels can not get up in time to blow the track.

The Bolo’s listening posts and his big tower on his left flank now stand him in good stead. He
sees the little platoon creeping in and sends a force out to attack. There is ten minutes of stift fight-
ing. The other two platoons are hurrying forward. By the sounds from Bolo camp they are outnum-
bering our comrades on the flank. So we must make a rush for the railroad and play our part.

Oh, those bugles. Whoever heard of such a charge and such a melee? Firing and shouting and
yelling the three platoons press on. The enemy opens fire in our direction with machine guns and
with pointblank artillery fire. But he is rattled. His fire is high. After the first burst our line
swarms on. Now Stoner’s men are out where they can aid the men of Wieczorek’s platoon. The en-
emy in panic leaps to his troop train and dashes away to the south.

Only a few Bolos remain to cover the rout with a pair of machine guns, but these they abandon
easily to the yelling horde that debouches from the woods. We tremble to think what they could have
done to us had they held their machine gun belts till we swarmed into sight.

In front of one gun falls Pvt. Merrick with a ball through his head. Sgt. Kantrowitz’s men are
over the track. A straggling shot or two from the woods and all is over. We count up our casual-
ties. Marvelous! Only one American killed. Corporal Steinhauer is badly wounded. Pvt. Jondro

is bad hit in the arm. Pvt. Keller smiles still with a shattered knee. Pvt. Lawrence is wounded in
wrist and side by a bomb thrown by a Bolo machine gunner who runs away. Remember that Law-
rence claims he shot the Bolo and went on with his platoon to help clear the adjacent woods and con-
solidate the position?

We have heard the artillery in the direction of 457 and the rifle fire and all is quiet now. So we
trust that the other part of the attack has also been successful and send runners to make liason. Corp.
Campbell, who used to be an “M” Co. man but is now one of Lt. Anselmi’s efficient signal men,
starts oft with one man to patch up telegraph wire connections so as to restore connection with our
field headquarters which is somewhere near 458 with Commander Young’s armored train.

It is 7:45 when the place is taken. Before noon the French and Americans have arranged de-
fenses for any possible counter-attacks and fires are burning cosily at each post where the olive
drab and horizon blue comrades are drying their socks and waiting patiently for the chow sergeants
to get up with the rations. Remember the rage of our mess sergeant Page when the chow train did
come up only to have it pulled hastily back by order of the Br. O. C. because the Bolo chose to do a
little long distance shelling? And it was four o’clock when the men finally got their hot mess from
old Joe’s car.

Lt. Primm and his men come on through from 457. The day has been highly successful all
around except for the failure to catch the enemy’s armored train. But we have inflicted heavy losses
on the enemy. His men crowded into the troop train suffered heavily, as we learned afterward from
prisoners taken.



Battle of 445, October 17

The company had a day and a half to rest up, bury the dead, and reorganize for the continuation
of the push. Probably many friends and relatives have seen the moving picture scene of a strange
military funeral in the wilds of North Russia where Americans, French and British and Russians
gathered to do final honors to the brave dead. Itis a view of a French bugler assisting the American
bugler, George Garton of “M” Co., 339th Infantry, to blow taps over the grave of Pvt. Walter Merrick,
of Sandusky, Mich. It was an American Red Cross film, taken at verst 455. Remember the way in
which the French always assisted at the funerals?

Good old “I” Ca. had gone on through 455 and taken 448 and a French company with them. The
Bolo had retreated as far as 445. He was on the run. Stiff pursuit would perhaps have pushed him
south of Empsa. But it was morce than two American companies could do. The French had learncd
of the German peace overtures and were loath to fight further. “Le guerre finis,” said the poilu. And
so “I” Co. at 448 found itself unsupported by the French Co. and at 455 the doughty Captain Boyer
had to break up a mass meecting of his French soldiers. Hence it became absolutely necessary to
call on “M” Co. to move up to support of “I” Co.

Death in action and wounds and exposure had so decimated the four original platoons that it
was necessary to reorganize the company into three platoon fighting units, commanded in order by
Lts. Stoner, Wiecczorek and Primm, leaving the fourth platoon still in its formative stage under
Lt. Wright. '

On the afternoon of the 16th we moved up as far as the troop train could take us, marched
around the armored trains who were duelling with the enemy, and reached field headquarters at 5:10
p. m. and Lt. Primm’s platoon at once relieved Lt. May’s platoon badly wearied by the day’s shelling.

Capt. Winslow was somewhere in the woods near 446 hotly engaged with superior forces of the
enemy, and Capt. Moore and Sgt. Dundon went forward to look over the situation, by order of Col.
Sutherland, with the view to an early morning advance by “M” Co.

“M” Co. men will not forget that night. Around their campfires they sat and talked of the strange
campaign, talked of the rumors of German collapse, and speculated on the effect on their war.
All night they sat with rifles in hand, for the Bolo and “I” Co. had several fire exchanges during the
night.

Meanwhile plans were laid for the assault at dawn. The British artillery officer, Major Lee,
was to give us a 30 minute barrage on 445 at 6:30 a. m. Contrary to our usual tactics of proceeding
by the flank, we determined to push a frontal attack straight down the track to the clearing and not
try to clear up the woods of Bolos as we went along as that would take too much time. And besides
we did not have any information as to the nature of the ground any distance. If we stuck close to
the railroad we could keep our lines in liason and when we got the clearing the Bolos we had passed
would be in worse fix than we would be, as they would be cut off from their main body.

At 4:00 the company breakfasted and all plans were set for the movement. Lt. Wieczorek was to
advance on the left side of the railroad, Lt. Stoner on the right, Lt. Primm’s platoon which had been
on duty all night was to move on the right side of the track 200 yards in rear of Stoner’s column, as
the enemy was known to have a considerable force somewhere on that side, having successfully dis-
puted the advance of “I” Co. the preceding afternoon.

JUMPING OFF

Promptly at 6:25 the company relieved “I” Co. in its trenches which had been hastily thrown up
the night before. And with the first shell thrown over by our artillery, the advance began in squad
columns.

At 6:55 Stoner’s men encountered a strong encmy outpost, the entrenchments which the enemy
had thrown up the night before. Followed a short fire fight and then the cheers and yells of the
doughboys as they rushed the enemy’s works and drove him out. The luck with us. Not a man was
hit. '

Progress was now more cautious. The going was difficult. How, many a time since, we have
looked at that swampy ground and wondered how men could carry a straight line of advancing squad
columns, to say nothing about forming a skirmish line for fire and charge.

The second platoon encountered no opposition on the left. The enemy evidently thought that
the ponds of water would discourage approach on that side. Lt. Stoner’s advance was finally
halted at the edge of a broad stream that flowed beside a big clearing about half a mile square and
filled with wood piles and occupied by about a dozen houses. Careful reconnaisance by Corp. Ma-
gin, who crossed the stream on a log, disclosed the fact that the clearing was occupied by the enemy
in considerable strength. We afterward found it to have been between five and six hundred, with a
similar number of reinforcements expected that morning.

So it was found best to bring the reserve platoon up to the stream so as to be ready to join the
attack on the right, where it was suspected, and correctly, that the engagement might be most hot.
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Pvts. Oslund and Ora Dusseau were also badly wounded, and Pvt. Boysen was cut in the forehead by
flying glass when a shell went through the old station where the men were stationed.

Remember those Royal Scots (most of them Russian recruits) who came to relieve the French
troops? Fine young fellow that British ofticer who was killed in the trench by the direct hit of a
Bolo shell. Three other casualties they had that morning.

Remember how the Scots began that battle by firing at “the Bolshevik dog patrol” at four
o’clock in the morning. Can see those red flashes in the south now. And then the men huddling be-
hind buildings and woodpiles waiting for the six shells to roar up to us and scatter shrapnel and
whirring jagged pieces of iron.

Remember it was Sgt. Peterson and Corp. Nieman’s squad that cleared up the front woods area
with a reconnaisance. Remember that Corp. Nieman did not want his man out on listening post any
longer after Scots got back to the line again. Afraid a jumpy Russki recruit might shoot by mistake
“M” Co. men not accustomed to firing at stumps and dogs and shadows. Remember how literally
Pvt. Senzik obeyed the order “No night firing” when he permitted and afterwards reported two Bolos
to pass out of our lines the first night at 445. They had probably hidden in woodpiles during the
battle.

Remember how the Canadian artillery officer showed us how to build temporary bombproofs at
445. Picture of one appears in the book.

445—it was here that the airplanes dropped the two 112 pound bombs on us by mistake and we
picked up our popular company barber, Floyd Sickles, in a blanket and buried him in the bomb
crater. And Pvt. Lachacke was crippled in the foot for life.

A New Commanding General

With the arrival of General Ironside upon the scene, things began to take on a more sane view.
The advance into the interior of the great Russian forest land with a few hundred troops was scen to
be extremely hazardous. He called a halt on the advances. The French battalion of infantry had
been giving the British officers trouble. So a French Colonel was brought from France to take com-
mand of the allied troops on the railroad front. Hence the American troops now came under the
third field headquarters flag, the colors of Col. Lucas.

But previous to his taking over from Col. Sutherland, the American companies were to continue
their shifting around, rapidly.

The Company was relieved by “I” Co. on the 29th at 445 and went to 466 for much neceded rest
and to get winter equipment. Snow covered the ground on the 22nd and winter clothing—those
sheepskin overcoats, and so forth, were issued to Sgt. Lietzell by your old friend, Lt. Carpenter,
whose expertness as a company supply officer and whose physical condition too, had made it neces-
sary for him to be permanently detached from the company for duty as battalion supply officer.

And then on the 24th the company returned to the front line to relieve the French coffpany which
had relieved “I” Co. Remember the shelling that day as you were taking over from the French. Re-
member that night that the Bolo returned the compliment of Capt. Alliez’s night firing by opening on
our front line trenches with machine gun fire. And you sat tight and did not scare a little bit.

And it was on this hitch at the front that by order of Col. Gavin we began the blockhouse build-
ing. And we stacked the logs up high before the south ends of all our quarters. Here Major Nich-
ols made us acquainted with Major Alebernarde, who came to have so great a liking for the Ameri-
can soldiers. And you knew he was good to his men. The enemy was quiet and probably as busy
working on his winter quarters as we were. So our hitch was lengthened out, and we were relieved on
the 30th by “I”’ Co. _

Remember that Hallowe’en joke the R. T. O. at Obozerskaya played on us the day we were re-
lieved and were proceeding late at night to our next station? As usual the British order had been a
verbal order and had not been definitely stated to your company commander. He was told to put
his men on the train and let them rest till morning. Another American officer of the battalion sent us
oftf from 455 expecting that the R. T. O. at Obzerskaya would shunt our troop cars off on to a siding
there.

He failed and when the company opened its eyes in the morning it saw the village of Isaka
Gorka, far in the rear. Business of trying to mix look of consternation with a look of amusement.
We felt like a thicf stealing a day of rest. But we paid dearly for it, as we had to go right back to
Obozerskaya and take over the defenses from the French in the dark.

And the next day Sgt. Gray started off for Bolsheozerke. Blue car was getting windy because of
reported Bolos in vicinity of Onega Road. Sgt. Gray and his men had an easy time with the Bolo
raiders in the village because the Russian peasant woman had presence of mind enough to greatly
exaggerate the numbers of the Amerikansi—whose quality as fighters the Bolo had during the past
month learned to esteem highly.
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"CLOSE ORDER DRILL AT SMOLNY

And Col. Stewart ordered close order drill. Think of that Fire Station and the plank platform
and the broad plank roads in the supply compound. It was not so bad a place to drill. Just right
for a platoon at a time. And one day Gen. Ironside reviewed us. Told us of the fine work done
by “I” Co. on November 4th in defense of 445, but he did not scem to remember that the company he
was reviewing had done anything worthy of note. Men noticed it,&00. Neither did Col. Stewart, on
the day he visited the company, say a word of encouragement about the work of the company.

THAT ELECTRIC LIGHTED TRAIN

How you hated to give up your taplooshkas which you had fitted up for quarters, to the British
unit that had been weeks at Archangel while we were overworked at the front. But Col. Stewart
raised a fine hope. Company was to send a detail of men to Bakaritza to assist the American Engi-
neer Company to make a protected string of troop taplooshkas for your company. And while they
were at it the engineers “found” a motor-boat motor and rigged up electric lights for the entire train.
You set up your tiny sheet iron stoves, built your three tiers of bunks and were snug, dry, warm and
light for the winter. Some proud company that rode back to the front.

In this short stay at Archangel you learned that it was a half-modern city, with street cars, fire
stations, etc. You learned the price of cigarettes on the streets of the city, how to say “skulka™ on
the market to buy at famine prices cabbage and potatoes for the company mess. You learned that all
girls in Russia did not wear boots, that many of them were pretty and dressed daintily, and coyly
attracted the attention of the American dougfboys. You saw prosperous-looking men and women
of intellectual and cultured appearance. You heard the chimes of many cathedrals. You saw the
sawmills of the greatest lumber market in the world. Stately public buildings vied with the cathed
rals in their imposing architecture. It was so different from the Russia you had scen at the Obozer-
skava front.

You visited your comrades in the hospitals, received books and records and gramaphone from
the Red Cross and Y. M. C. A, enjoyed entertainment given at the Y, accumulated a thousand rumors
about the expedition, and went back to the front rested and chcered. Remember we had to go on
the ice-breaker from Smolny to Archangel Preestin and march down to Bakaritza. Winter was on.

On the 23rd we were back with the French at 455. Remember Col. Lucas broke up our lighted
train for us. He had ideas of his own about the train quartering proposition. Mechanic Silvernail
sure was some electrician.

Thanksgiving Day in Russia

On the 28th we cclebrated Thanksgiving Day. Major Nichols and Major Albernarde, Major
Moodie spoke briefly. Miss Ogden of the Y. M. C. A. read President Wilson’s Thanksgiving Procla-
mation. We had roast beef at 455 and the platoon at 448 had Rabchik, the latter bought for us by Lt.
Carpenter, at expense of the American Red Cross.

Then we put in an eight-day hitch at the front line. The French relief was a day late in reach-
ing us. On the sixth day of December occurred the regrettable accident that cost us the life of Floyd
Sickles, our very popular company barber. The story of it is told elsewhere in the Company Diary.
We went to outpost duty at Obozerskava and Bolsheozerke.

TO A THREATENED SECTOR

Then came the order out of clear sky that “M” Co. would move to another sector, the Pinega
River valley. We did not understand it, but later learned that with the freezing up of the streams
and marshes the Bolshevik army had been able to thrust a superior force down the Pinega valley and
was seriously threatening the small force of Americans and Russian volunteers holding the city of
Pinega and the lower valley. So “M” Co. was picked to make the long 150-mile march to the relief.

On the 11th of December the company was divided into two halves, the 1st and 4th platoons with
Company Headquarters Lts. Stoner and Wright went with Capt. Moore to Archangel to prepare for
the hike to Pinega. The 2nd and 3rd platoons, Lts. Primm and Wieczorck remained with Lt. Dono-
van at Obozersakaya and were to follow soon. This half of the company was slated for the advance
on all fronts planned for the last of December but called off by British Command at the last minute
—plans a-rye.

The story of the week of preparations at Archangel is told in the Company Riary. Somehow the
rumors that flew around madec the march look somewhat hazardous. The shortest days of the year
and the longest nights were upon us. British GHQ granted every request for equipment and supplies
cxcept Lewis guns. (Remember you “found” four at Bakaritza in the car that had come up from the
wreck at the front, and we took those with us to Pinega.) Capt. Marshall, the veteran transport of-
ficer from the Flanders front, came with his sixty Russian sleighs to load us up. But you put many
things on the transport that he never dreamed were on it. Nor your own officers knew about, prob-
ably, for that matter.
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delay is long. Cantcens will be filled cach evening at Co. G-I can. Drink no water in villager’s
home. You may buy milk. Everyone must protect his health. We have no medical man and only
a limited supply of number nines.

Tomorrow at noon we march. Prepare carefully and cheerfully.

The following account of the march is copied from the daily story written in Capt. Moore’s ficld

message book:
DECEMBER 18

After the usual delay with sleigh drivers, with shoutings and brrs and shoving and pullings, the
convoy was off at 11:55 a. m., December 18. The trail was an improved government road. The sun
was on our right hand but very low. The fire station of Smolny at last droped out of the rearward
view. The road ran crooked, like the Dwina along whose hilly banks it wound. A treat to our boys
to see rolling, cleared country. Fish towns and lumber towns on the right. Hay stacks and fields on
the left, backed by forests. Here the trail is bareswept by the wind from across the river. Again it
is snow blown and men and ponies slacken speed in the drifts. Early scts the sun, but the white
snow affords us light enough. The point is out of sight in front, the rear party is lost behind the
curve. Tiny specks on the ice below and distant are interpreted to be sledges bound for some river
port. Nets are exposed to the air and wait now for June suns to move out the fetters of ice. Decent
looking houses and people now face the strange cavalcade as it passes village after village. It is a
new aspect of Russia to the Americans who for many weeks have been in the woods along the Vo-
logda railroad.

Well, halting is a wonderful performance. The hcadman, “starosta,” must be hunted up to
quarter officers and men. He is not sure about the drivers. Perhaps he fears for the neat haystacks
in his yard. We cannot wait. In we go, and Buffalo Bill's men never had anything on these Russki
drivers. But it all works out. “Te deums” for army sergeants. American soldiers are quick to pull
things through anyway. Without friction we get all in order. Guard is mounted over the sleighs.
Now we find out that Mr. Poole was right in talking about “friendly Russians.” Our lowly hosts
treat us royally. Tea from the samovar steams us a welcome. It is a clean home that ofticers find
themselves in. Clean clothing, clean floors. QOil lamps. Pictures on the walls.

TO LIAVLYA —SECOND DAY, DECEMBER 19

Crawled out of our shecpskin sleeping bags about 6 o’clock, well rested. Breakfasted on bacon
and bread and coffee. Gave the host 3 roubles apiece, personal. Gave Headman 10 roubles. Every
soldier reported very hospitable treatment. Tea for all. Milk for many. Some delay caused by the
sledge drivers who joined us late at night from Bakaritza with oats.

Left at 8:40. Lt. Wright, 1st Sgt. Dundon, Cooks Pavlin and Johnson travelling ahead of the
point to get dinner arranged. Marching hard. Cold sleet from Southeast with drifting snow. The
Shackelton boot tricky. Men find it hard to navigate. Road very hilly. Cross this inlet here. Down
the long hill and up a winding hill to the crest again which overhands the stream that soon empties
into the big Dwina. To the left on the ice locked beach are two scows.

It is warmer now for the road winds between the pines on both sides. The snow ceases gradu-
ally but we do not see the least brightness in the sky to show location of Old Sol. We are making
4 versts an hour in spite of the hills and the cumbrous boots. The drivers are keeping up well.
Only once is the advance party able to look back to the rear guard, the caravan being extended more
than a verst. Here is another steep hill. See the crazy Russki driver give his pony his head to dash
down the incline. Disaster hangs in a dizzy balance as he whirls round and round and the heavily
loaded sled pulls horse backwards down the hill.

Now we meet a larger party of dressed-up folks going to church. It is holy day for Saint Nich-
olas. The long hill leading into Liablskaya is a good tester for courage. Some of the men are
playing out—eight versts more will be tough marching. Here is the billeting oflicer, Lt. Wright, to
tell us that the eight versts is a mistake—it is 19 instead. No one is sorry to stop. There is the blaz-
ing cook’s fire and dinner will be ready soon.

It is only 12:15 but it seems nearly night. Men are quickly assigned to quarters by the one-cyed
old headman, Kardacnkov, who marks the building and then goes in to anounce to the houscholder
that so many Amerikanski soldats will sleep there. Twenty-five minutes later the rear guard is in.
Our host comes quickly with samovar of hot water and a pot of tea. He is a clerical man from Arch-
angel, a soldier from the Caucasus. With our M.and V. we have fresh milk.

It is dark before 3:00 p. m. We need a lamp. All the men are well quartered and are trying to
dry their shoes. Lt. Wright and I find the Platoon Sgts. of Stoner’s platoon in a fine home. A bos'n
of a Russian vessel is home on leave. We must sit in their party and drink a hop-ferment substitute
for beer. Their coffee and cakes are delicious and we hold converse on the political situation.
“American soldicrs are here to stop the war and give Russia pcace” is our message. In another room
we find a war prisoner from Germany. Back less than week from Petrograd front. He had come
round the Bolshevik lines on the Vologda R. R. He says the B government is on its last legs at
Petrograd.
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Now it is noon. The sun is only a hand high in the sky. The day has grown grey and colder.
Or is it lack of food that makes us more suscept le to winter’s blasts? A bit of hard tack now dur-
ing this rest while we admire the enduring red of the sky. We are nearing our objective. For sev-
eral versts we have skirted the edge of the river and watched the spires and domes of the city
come nearer to us. We wind into the old river town and pass on for a verst and a half to an old
monastery where we find quarters in a subsidiary building which once was an orphan’s home. The
old women are very kind and hospitable. - The rooms are clcan and airy and warm.

FIFTH DAY, DECEMBER 22— AT MONASTERY

We spend the day at rest. Men are contented to lie on the warm floors and case their feet and
ankles. We draw our rations of food, forage, and cigarettes. It is bitter cold and we dread the mor-
row.

SIXTH DAY, DECEMBER 23—TO UST PINEGA

Zero is here on the edge of a cutting wind. But we dash around and reorganize our convoy.
Five sleds and company property are left at the Monastery in charge of two privates who are not
fit to march. Five horses are unfit to go. Lt. Stoner leaves about 8:00 a. m. The convoy starts at
8:40. Along the river’s edge we move. A big 12 verst horseshoe takes us till noon. Mcn suffer from
cold but do not complain. To put up in the village. Pecople are friendly. Officers are quartered with
a good-natured peasant. Call up Conway on long distance phone. He will try to get sleighs for us to
meet us 40 versts away. Maj. Williams, Red Cross, came in to see me after I had gone to bed. On his
way to Pinega.

SEVENTH DAY, DECEMBER 24--TO VERKHNE PALENGA

At breakfast, telegram came from Conway promising 100 horses and Christmas dinners. Get
away at 7:50 a. m. The lane is full of snow but the winding road through the pines is a wonderfully
fine road. For 13 versts therce is hardly a drift. The hills are very moderate. Wood haulers are
dotting the river. Stores are evidently collecting for scow transport in the summer. No, we do not
take the ice. Keep on the left, along the river. This hill is not so bad. We lose our point on a
tortuous road, but find that we have avoided a ravine.

The 14th verst takes us across the river—follow the telephone wires there. Come back, you
point, and take the road to the left that climbs that steep bluff yonder. What a sight from tops, the
whole convoy lies extended from advance guard on the hill to rear guard on the river. Up and down
hill our winding, pinc-flanked road takes us. It is hard going but the goal is only a few versts
away. Now we are in sight of the village and sce many little fields. Suffering cats! Sce that ravine.
This town is in two parts. Hospitable is the true word. Men turn out and cut notches in the ice to
help the ponies draw the sleds up the hill. It is some show. Several of the ponies are barely able
to make the grade. The big man of the village is Sikoff (Cukov). We stay in his home—fine home.
Headman Zclemian comes to sce me. Opened our Red Cross Christmas stockings.

EIGHTH DAY, DECEMBER 25—TO LEUNOVA

Up at 6:00 for a Merry Christmas march. Away at 8:05. Good road for 13 versts, to Uzinga.
Here we stop and call for the Headman who gets his men to help us down the hill to the river. Not
cold. Holes in the river for washing clothes. Lt. Stoner reported seeing women actually washing
clothes. Found out what the high fences are for. Hang their flax up to dry. The 24th verst into
Leunova is a hard drag. Quarters are soon found. Pcople rather luke-warm. Forester, Polish man,
who lives in house apart at north end of village, tells me there are Bolsheviki sympathizers in the
town. Also that Ostrov and Kuzomen are affected similarly. Gave houscholder 10 roubles for milk

and services.
NINTH DAY, DECEMBER 26—TO GBACH

Delay in starting due to necessity for telephoning to Capt. C. in regard to rations and sleighs.
Some error in calculations. They had sleighs waiting us at Gbach this morning instead of Friday
morning. Snow falling as we start on the river road at 8:25. We find it “glada™ (level) nearly all
the way but drifty and hard walking. Neverthcless we arrive at end our 21 verst march at 1:25.
Mect by friendly villagers and well quartered. These people nced phone and a guard the same as at
Verkne Palenga. Find that people here view the villages of Ostrov and Kuzomen with distrust. A
prominent general, Kulikov of the Bolo army, hails from one of thosc villages. Spent an hour with
the village schoolmaster. Had a big audience of men and boys. Sgt. Young and interpreter came
through from Pinega to untangle the sleigh situation. We find that it is all set here for an early
start with 100 sleighs. Capt. Marshall, Lt. Stoner, Lt. Wright, Stepnavski, all desperately sick. Gave
woman 20 roubles for wood used in cooking with field range. “G” Co. men came with rations.

TENTH DAY, DECEMBER 27—TO PINEGA

Hard to get up this morning. Horses and slcighs came carly as promised. Ten roubles for milk,
cte. Put one man and his barrack bag and cquipment into cach sleigh and in many sleighs added a
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lodine at those outposts of yours, Sgt. Zapfe and Sgt. Magin. And the day that I helped old Capt.-
Doc Laird to put the old lady’s arm back in joint I could have sworn she had been given generously
of your store of number nines.

What a lot of marching and maneuvering you did in those nine weeks! It was not so bad on the
feet with those loyal Russian sleigh drivers to transport you. You werc here today and gone tomor-
row. Multiplied yourselves by the activity of your movements. Will you ever forget your three day
movement up the Pinega valley in the operation we undertook to force the Bolo out of his strong-
hold at Trufanagora? The first platoon guarded the rear and the flank from attack by the Bolo at
Vichtova, while the fourth platoon went with headquarters and artillery to Priluki. Do you remem-
ber the sled trail on the river itself, the steep bluffs of rock, on the summits of which were the fringes
of dark pines through which moved the most brilliant stars you ever saw? Do you remember what
a sight it was to see all those sleighs massed up there at Revpoli while we waited to sec what the
advance party of Russians was doing to push off the Bolos disputing our possession of the trail at
Toromskaya? '

Do you remember the artillery work of our Russian section of 75’s? Some of you were with Cor-
poral Russell on the other side of the river guarding against surprise of cnemy attack on our artil-
lery position and you saw much of the attack of the Volunteer companies under our Russian ally,
Captain Akutin. You camec to respect him as a real commanding officer and he was pleased to ex-
change salutes with you and mentioned the matter to me. Those Russian soldiers made good. They
wanted to be in the front and did not want the Americans to fight their battles for them. Remember
the two hospitals full of their wounded after that day’s fight and after the succeeding days in which
the Bolo came on in his drive at us? While you were with the Russians in those days they never
necded you to take the casualty duty. Company horseshoe was on the job.

Do you remember the luck you played in wlhen you suported the artillery at Pelegorskaya? Not
a casualty. What a queer day that was!. How would you like to be that Russian company at
Chertkova? They held out, and the day’s work that had been planned for the fourth platoon went
undone. The fourth will not soon forget that day’s march they took to recach the supposed flanks of
the advancing Bolo. Possibly it was the discovery of the threat on their flank that had something to
do with the sudden retreat of the enemy to his brse at Trufanagora. Anyway he went, and Pinega’s
defenders breathed casy again.

In Pinega you saw the coldest weather in your life—52 degrees below the zero mark. Many a day
your guard tricks were less than half an hour. You learned how to handle the Vickers machine
gun and the Colt. You drilled on the streets and square of Pinega to encourage the hundreds of
Russian recruits who were drilling, “Shast, dva, drie, shast, dva, drie.” Hear that peculiar march-
ing chant of theirs, and sce that new way of doing squads right.

Do you remember the procession from the cathedral to the monastery on their Christmas day,
which was thirteen days after ours? All the first platoon will remember the trip we made to the
300-year-old monastery perched high up there on the hill overlooking the Pinega River.

Did you have any trouble keeping the crowd away from the fire the night of January 4th when
your barracks burned? Not hardly any. The grenades bursting in that building drove all but the
fire fighters away. Do you recollect the primitive fire equipment of the citizens? But they made
good with those hand pumps and the drivers kept a steady string of water barrcls coming up from
the river. You remember it was Pvt. Sapp who was killed later at Bolshcozerke road, who distin-
guished himself fighting the fire that night.

You remember the local Russian Red Cross entertainment in their community entertainment
house. That drama—four hours long. Those husky artillery wrestlers who pulled tacks out of their
anatomy so nonchalantly. Those small city ballet dancers of Pinega. And the folk dancing and the
Russki eats afterward.

Some of you remember that cold dawn when just at sunrise, according to Russian military law,
a young Russian officer faced a firing squad of his own men backed by American soldicrs, because
he had descrted his own troops in time of battle. And you remember about the two spies that were
sent to Archangel “by water™ the night that our doughty little Russian, Lt. Mazalevski, was shot in
ambush by spies. )

You remember the fire you had in the high school building that you used as barracks. And
those were some bunks that you made for yoursclves. From the top of the flag pole floated your
colors every day, raised and lowered according to army regulations. On this front we were under
our own colors.

In Pinega you saw a pcople change from a worried populace to a confident, cheerful one. The
wretched, dispirited 300 White Guards who were so badly defeated the day we were arriving in
Pincga in December, had gained confidence in themselves, they were over 1500 strong, had a section
of eflicient artillery, had an efficient machine gur company which had been trained by Lt. Wright,
and had over 600 recruits in training. And all had been accomplished with very little friction. The
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Three Days’ Attack By Bolo

Then came the three days’ continuous attack by the enemy in his determined attempt to gain
possession of the road so as to be able to move his artillery over to attack Oberskaya and thus com-
plete his flanking operation. He used three regiments for this attack: The 2nd Moscow, whose com-
manding cfficer we took prisoner the first day's fight, March 31; the 97th Saratov regiment, whosc
commanding officer was shot from his white horse on the second day’s fight, whose sword was taken
and presented by the fourth platoon to the commanding officer of the company. The third regiment
in the attack was the 2nd Kasan regiment.

The first day’s fight began with a surprise attack on the rear, where we had a pair of Russian
75’s. This attack was repulsed by the direct fire of the artillery using muzzle burst shrapnel and by
the good work of Corp. Pratt’'s Lewis gun team which engaged the enemy machine guns. The enemy
succceded in ambushing Sgt. Leitzell and Freeman Hogan and Mechanics Dial and Laursen. Brave,
courteous, gentle Dial was shot through the head. The other threc were taken prisoners, along with
Mr. Ryal, the popular Y. M. C. A. man who had been helping Frank Olmstead serve the men in
their tent in camp. v |

Meanwhile the enemy also attacked in heavy force at the front but was repulsed here also by
the first platoon. The third had been at the rear. American soldiers could not say praises enough
for the excellent artillery barrage defense given at the front and rear when the cnemy attacked.
Our communications were cut in the rear and it looked as if we would be in it when our ammuni-
tion gave out. But we had good supply and by the storics of prisoners we took and from what we
could see before our lines, the men were using their arms to good cffect.

The second day’s fight began at daybreak, which was at 3:30, with a mass attack on the fourth
platoon which was holding the west front line. Hcre he came on three times in determined assault
and came up to within 200 yards of the barricade in the road and in good shooting distance of the
blockhouses. Here on this day the “gold brickers proved to be good mettle, good metal, and Cor-
poral Russcll’s defense of the forward blockhouse was reported to General Richardson for award.
Corp. Schwabe and Pvt. Earl J. Smith also stood out prominently that day, as did Sgt. Grahek when
he stood on the barricade and scarched the stumpy foreground with his field glasscs looking for the
snipers who had crawled up after the repulse of the main attacks, and then called for a Lewis gun
and steadying it against the telephone pole got the snipers.

The attack in the rear this day was as futile as it had been the first day’s fight. And communi-
cations were resumced with Obozerskaya. Our dead and wounded were cvacuated to base. Corp.
Frank Sapp and Pvt. Cook were killed in action at the front line. Scores of enemy wounded and
dead lay in close range of our guns. Eight prisoncrs were taken, from whom information was gained
that the cnemy was suffering severely from our fire and from the exposure in the snow. There was
a disposition to make another big attack on our lines the next day.

The third day’s fight was soon over. The enemy was repulsed. His artillery put over gas shells
among the rest of the “pineapples” that he sent. The second platoon came through the barrage
miraculously. Their barricade was blown up by a shell and the only casualty was the shell shock
suffered by Corp. Ryduchowski. On each of two other posts a man was shell shocked—Pvt. Man-
~ ders and Pvt. Nichols.

Two more days we held the position, with only occasional firing, but no attempt by the enemy
to rencw the assault. He had given it up. *“H” Co. had gallantly come to our assistance the third day
by attacking the enemy on the west side.. From information gained afterwards when the bolo re-
tired from Bolsheozerke, he suffered very heavy loses. He came into the area with 7,000 troops.
All told he lost in killed, wounded and frostbitten ncarly 2,000 men. Because he could not budge the
Allied forces that blocked his road to the railway his flanking operation that started so brilliantly
was a failure.

Remember that General Ironside telephoned his thanks to “M” Co. for the gallant work of the
three days. Remember that old Joe Pavlin got so had because the Bolo kept making him put his
stecl helmet and rifle on that we saw him one day messing around with gun on his shoulder and steel
helmet on. Cook Hines, who had lost his helmet on the troop train, worked with one eye watching
to see that nobody occupied his tree shelter. Remember that John Friday, our Russian recruit from
Pinega, with Cook Zech and Pvt. Stepnavski had to drop their chow one time right in the road and
take to the ncarest firing linc and get into the scrap. Remember that Sgt. Page got caught in a simi-
lar way. Remember how we hated to have the new Archangel company fire at night for we had
practically “stood to” all the previous night waiting for the grand assault that soon petered out. How
we did hate jumpy soldiers that fired at everything.

Who does not remember the march back to Obozerskava the night we were relieved from our
cight days’ hitch? Somebody stole a jug of rum from the Russkis for we had had no rum issued for

many wceks, not since the cold morning at 445 when the “liquid barbed wire” proved itself no friend
to the soldier.
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Battle Record of Co.

1. Offensive Movement from Obozerskaya, Russia, to
Verst 445, six miles north of Empsa, Russia, on
Archangel-Vologda Railway, Sept. 5, 1918, to Oct.
17, 1918.

2. Defense of Railway front, Oct. 18, 1918, to Nov. 19,
1918, and Nov. 23, 1918, to Dec. 11, 1918.

3. Defense of Pinega and L. of C. from Ust Pinega to
Pinega, 80 miles, Dec. 18, 1918, to March 5, 1918.

4. Defense of Obozerskava, at Verst 18 on Onega-

Obozerskaya Road, 4 miles from Bolsheozerke,

March 28 to April 4, 1919, .

Defense of Railway front, April 10, to May 8, 1919.

(32}

“M” 339th Infantry

6. Battles, skirmishes, engagements— .
(a) Engagement Verst 466, A. & V. Ry., Sept. 11,
1918.

(b) Battle Verst 458, A. & V. Ry., Sept. 29-30, 1918.

(c) Battle Verst 457-455, A. & V. Ry., Oct. 14, 1918.

(d) Battle Verst 445, A. & V. Ry, Oct. 17, 1918.

(e) Battle Ust Pocha, supporting Russian artillery
and Infantry, Jan. 28, 1919. . .

(f) Battle Pelegorskaya, supporting Russian artil-
lery and infantry, Feb. 4, 1919.

(g) Baitle Verst 18, on Onega-Obozerskaya Road,
March 31-April 1-2, 1919.

CASUALTY LIST

Pvt. Fred L. Hodgson, September 14, 1918, Influenza,
Archangel, Russia.

Pvt. Arthur Nunn, September 16, 1918, Influenza, Arch-
angel, Russia. . .

Pvt. Schliomi Dyment, September 29, 1918, Killed in
Action, Verst 458. .

Pvt. Matti Neimi, October 1, 1918, Died of Wounds in
Action, Verst 458. .

Pvt. Walter Merrick, October 14, 1918, Killed in Action,
Verst 455.

Pvt. Floyd A. Sickles, December 6, 1918, Killed in Ac-
tion, Verst 445.

Mech. Charles O. Dial, March 31, 1919, Killed in Action,
Verst 18.

Pvt. Alva Crook, April 1, 1919, Killed in Actin, Verst 18.

Corp. Frank E. Sapp, April 1, 1919, Killed in Action,
Verst 18. .

Corp. William H. Russell, April 19, 1919, Killed (Acci-
dental in L. d.), Verst 466.

WOUNDED AND SHELL SHOCKED (ss.)

Lt. James R. Donovan, September 29, 1918, Action
Verst 458. .

Corp. Frank Rahn, September 29, 1918, Action Verst
58

458.

Sgt. Charles V. Riha, September 29, 1918, Action Verst
158.

Pvt. John J. Jerrain, September 29, 1918, Action Verst
458

58.

Pvt. William A. Drews, September 29, 1918, Actlion
Verst 458. .

Pvt. Joseph A. Karapuz, September 29, 1918, Action 458.

Pvt. Andrew Yasas, September 29, 1918, Action Verst
458.

Pvt. Clarence A. Miller (ss.), September 29, 1918, Ac-
tion Verst 458.

Pvt. Paul Smaglick, September 29, 1918, Action Verst
458

JO.
Corp. Homer M. Steinhauer, October 14, 1918, Action
Verst 455.
Pvt. John Keller, October 14, 1918, Action Verst 435.
Pvt. Benj. Jondro, October 14, 1918, Action Verst 455.
Pvt. Ray L. Lawrence, October 14, 1918, Action Verst
455.

Cor[‘)‘:‘gimon Bogacheff, October 19, 1918, Action Verst

Pvt. Ray G. Vicary, October 19, 1918, Verst 445,

Pvt. David Oslund, October 19, 1918, Action Verst 445.

Pvt.4(4)y\'a C. Dusseau, October 19, 1918, Action at Verst
5.

Pvt. John Boysen, October 20, 1918, Action at Verst 445.

Pvt.VFratanLachachke, December 6, 1918, Action at
ers .

Cor[;.gRobert M. Pratt, March 31, 1919, Action at Verst

Corp. ..loseph Ryduchowski, April 2, 1919, Action at
Verst 18. (ss.)

Pvt. Marion Nicholls (ss.), April 2, 1919, Action at
Verst 18.

Pvt. George H. Manders (ss.), April 2, 1919, Action at
Verst 18.

Cor[]). Il\'orman C. Miller, April 19, 1919, Accidental in
Ld.

Cor;lx (l;rank J. Romanski, April 19, 1919, Accidental in

Corll).. (}h’altcr J. Picard, April 19, 1919, Accidental in

CAPTURED IN ACTION BY ENEMY AMBUSH

Sgt. Glenn W. Leitzell, March 31, 1919, Verst 18.

Mech. Jens C. Laursen, March 31, 1919, Verst 18.

Pvt. Freeman Hogan, March 31, 1919, Verst 18.

LOSSES FROM FLU AND EXPOSURE

Corp. Harold G. Montgomery, September, 1918.
Corp. Cortland A. Neilsen, September, 1918.
Corp. William J. Foreit, November, 1918.
Corp. Clifford Dalton, February, 1919.
Corp. David V. Sjolin, March, 1919.

Mech. Charles F. Senzik, November.

Pvt. Ray Austin, September.

Pvt. Joe Devish, September.

Pvt. Walter P. Jones, September.

Pvt. Robert Hardy, October.

Pvt. Frank Le Fevre, October.

Pvt. Leonard Lovecchio, October.

Pvt. Harold McCarty, October.
Pvt. Frank McDonald, October.
Pvt. Lawrence McWethy, October.
Pvt. Golden C. Bahr, November, (Died March, 12, 1919,
three weeks after discharge).
Pvt. Allen Kaake, November.
Pvt. Horace Kaake, November.
Mech. John Kostuch, November.
Pvt. Floyd R. Latta, November.
Pvt. Stephen M. Maher, December.
Pvt. Fred Freiberg, January.
Pvt. Frank Karber, March.

CAMP DYSENTERY SICK IN JUNE WHO MISSED
COMING WITH COMPANY ON “CZAR”

Corp. Frank L. ’Connor.
Corp. Ross Q. Walton.
Corp. Edward J. Burrill.
Pvt. John C. Adams.

Pvt. Edwin W. Blades.
Pvt. Herbert G. Eib.

Pvt. Albert Kmeciak.

Pvt. Oscar E. Lighter.
Pvt. Charles McLeich.
Pvt. Robert R. Mosher.

Pvt. Charles A. Ordish.
Pvt. Albert Patz.

Pvt. Richard Perkins.
Pvt. George H. Penoyer.
Pvt. Orval E. Potter.
Pvt. John Rompinen.
Pvt. Guy Stone.

Pvt. Donald Wilson.
Pvt. Elmer Zander.

Pvt. Julius F. Zilch.
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Military Decorations

The American soldiers at one time or another served under the ficld banners of four nations—
American, French, British, and Russian. And for their valor and greatly meritorious conduct mostly
over and beyond the call of duty, many soldiers were commended by these American, French, Brit-
ish, and Russian field officers in their reports to higher military authorities.

And later many, but not all, of those ofticers and men so commended were cited in orders and
awarded decorations. In the list of “M” Co. men below are the names of three who were recom-
mended for the best decoration of all, the D. S. C., Distinguished Service Cross, of the U. S. Army.
Nine of these much coveted medals were awarded to American soldiers in the North Russian Expe-
dition. You will surely agree that Comrades Pratt, Russell and Grahek were deserving.

The Croix de Guerre decorations were the marks of esteem and admiration bestowed by the
French officers under whom we served and are tokens of the affections of the French people for the
Americans. ,

The Military Medal and the D. C. M. Cross were the British awards. In confidence let it be said
that the British field officers always thought highly of “M” Co. but for a certain reason, which you
know, failed to give individual credit and reward to the men. Elsewhere are printed British officers’
commendations to “M” Co. .

The Cross of St. Anne, the Cross of St. Stanislas, the Cross of St. George, the St. Anne Silver
Medal, and the St. Stanislas Silver Medal are Russian old army military decorations awarded by Gen-
eral Maroushevski, Commanding Russian forces of the Northern Republic, of the All-Russian Gov-
ernment. These awards are high marks of admiration and esteem given by an old general who rec-
ognized the purity of purpose and the valorous manhood of democratic citizen soldiers fighting a
strange war in a foreign land. Gen. Maroushevski thanked me personally with tears in his eyes for
the patient and courteous and kind attitude of the brave American soldiers toward his Rusian sol-

diers and his pitiful pcople—especially in the Pinega arca.

Pvt. John C. Adams, Cross of St. George.

Pvt. Harrison Bush, Cross of St. George.

Sgl. Joseph Curry, Cross of St. George.

Pvt. Fred De Laney, Cross of St. George.

1st. Lt. James R. Donovan, Cross of St. Anne, Croix de
Guerre.

1st. Sgt. Walter Dundon, Cross of St. George.

Bugler George Garton, Cross of St. George.

Sgt. Frank Getzloff, Croix de Guerre.

St. Mathew G. Grahek, D. C. M., Croix de Guerre, Cross
of St. George, D. S. C.

Sgt. John P. Gray, Croix de Guerre.

Pvt. George Hanrahan, Cross of St. George.

Sgt. Charles A. Hebner, Croix de Guerre, Cross of St.
George.

Corp. Fred Hodges, Cross of St. George.

Sgt. William R. Huston, Cross of St. George.

Sgt. Jacob Kantrowitz, Cross of St. George, Croix de
Guerre.

Pvt. Oscar E. Lighter, Croix de Guerre.

Sgt. John W. Magin, Croix de Guerre.

Pvt. Harold Metcalfe, St. Stanislas Silver Medal.

Pvt. Clarence A. Miller, Military Medal, Croix de
Guerre.

Capt. Joel R. Moore, Cross of St. Anne, Croix de Guerre.

Corp. William Nieman, Cross of St. George.

Corp. Frank L. O’Connor, Cross of St. George, Croix
de Guerre.

(Eprror’s NoTe—Many deserving men of “M” Co. did not get decorations.

intentionally overlooked, but some were.

I’'m sorry. As commanding officer I tried to secure justice.

Sgt. Charles W. Page, Cross of St. George.

Cook Joseph Pavlin, St. Stanislas Silver Medal.

Sgt. Charles W. Peterson, Croix de Guerre.

Corp. Walter J. Picard, St. Annes Silver Medal.

Corp. Robert M. l("ratt, Cross of St. George, Croix de

q

Guerre, D. S. C

1st Lt. Clarence J. Primm, Cross of St. Anne, Croix de
Guerre.

Sgt. Charles V. Riha, Cross of St. George.
Corp. Frank J. Romanski, Cross of St. George.
Pvt. John Rompinen, Cross of St. George.

Pvt. Ernest P. Rouleau, St. Stanislas
Croix de Guerre.

Corp. William H. Russell, Distinguished Service Cross
(post humous).

Corp. Joseph Ryduchowski, Cross of St. George.
Pvt. Leo Schwabe, Cross of St. George.

Pvt. Alfred Starikoff, Croix de Guerre.

Pvt. Frank Stepnavski, St. Stanislas Silver Medal.

1st L.t. George W. Stoner, Cross of St. Anne, Croix de
Guerre.

Pvt. Walter Streit, Croix de Guerre.

2nd Lt. Robert J. Wieczorek, Cross St. Stanislas, Croix

de Guerre.

2nd Lt. Wesley K. Wright, Cross St. Stanislas, Croix de
Guerre.

Sgt. Norman Zapfe, Cross of St. George.
Cook Theodore J. Zech, St. Stanislas Silver Medal.
lorp. Walter Zimmerman, Cross of St. George.

Silver Medal,

No one was
Let me de-

Such is luck in war.

clare that all the decorations, etc., which came to me as Captain commanding Co. “M” 339th Infantry, were won for

me by the valiant and loyal service of the company as a whole.
Officers and N. C. O.’s and others on the list would not be there if they had not
had their sturdy comrades of the company valiantly supporting and cheering them on.

above list of awards with pride.

And we may as a whole company look at the

As a company there was

no better feeling nor better fighting outfit in North Russia. And the “M” Co. roster is in itself one big honor list.)



Contributions

(Eprror’s Note—*“M” Co. men wrote comparatively little “sob stuff” home. Their letters had the hopeful,
humorous ring for the home folks. Folks at home had as much grief as they could stand. Senators and other
politicians and 2 by 4 reporters pulled off enough of the “sob.” No use for manly soldiers to add to the fears of
folks at home.)

WM s W M

One the Censor in England did not return, if you please.
Archangel, Russia, April 12, 1919.
Dear Friend:

I received your most welcome letter and was glad to hear from you. I am writing this letter at
2:30 in the morning, so you can see how early I get up. The other corporal just called me to take
charge of the guard till six o’clock, so I have plenty of time to write to you. You said you had a nice
little Hunk coming to see you now; well, you have nothing on Art and I. We have two of the nicest
little girls you ever saw. My girl has just been promoted from a section hand to a switchman on the
same railroad I am fighting on. You know we have woman suffrage here now, so the women have
to work the same as the men. Art’s girl is better looking than mine, but he always was a lucky boy
to get pretty girls. .

We are now fighting on the same front at last, only I am 11 versts behind him, so if he can hold
the Bolos off I will be all right. Our company had a fight that lasted from March 31 to April 2nd.
Three regiments of Bolos attacked us and after fighting for three days our aeroplane dropped a mes-
sage over on the Bolo lines and told them that the famous “M” Co. was fighting them. So they sent
a message back and told us to cease firing that they were going to retreat. They said they thought
the Machine Gun company was at the front. Well, Rosc, they say we are going to be relieved, but
they have been telling us that for so long it is nothing new. We don't like to leave our girls now,
anyway. '

Well, Rose, I will have to close for this time. Answer soon.

Ever your friend,
CORP. NORBERT SCHILLINGER,
Co. “M,” 339th Inf.,, Archangel, Russia.

LB

MOZHNAH, BARISHNAH?
SEVEN WAR BRIDES IN ARCHANGEL

There have been seven North Russian war weddings in the American Expeditionary Force. It
is not known at present what arrangements have been made for transporting the war brides to
America. The following American soldicrs have been married in Archangel.  If the list is not com-
plete, it is because no other marriages have been recorded:

Oscar J. Conklin, “H” Co., to Christina Lupacheva.

Joseph Chinzi, Supply Co., to Elena Farizey.

John V. Karouch to Alexandra Kadrina.

John Vrahoritis, “M” Co., to Maria Esyevileva.

Alex Muroshky, Hdq. Co. (Name of bride not available).
Frank K. Mikiewcz, 337 Amb. (Name of bride not available).
George Geren, “E” Co., to Nina Paloza.

W W W

BRITISH RATIONS

“Grass stew” was on the menu one day at Soyla. Pvt. Temple gave his portion to his Russian
hostess. She tasted it and then threw it on some hay before the cow. The cow refused to eat either
the “grass stew” or the hay.—Contributed by Sgt. Zapfe.

™ oEE W R

It was at 466 on Palm Sunday, 1919, on outpost. Pvt. Penoyer remarked to the squad:
“Next Sunday will be Easter and never an egg will we have.”
“Yes,” said Pvt. Bush; “but if we’re at the front we’ll have shells anyway, and then I'll scramble.”
—Contributed by Sgt. Zapfe.
o EE e

FAMOUS REMARKS
Corporal Neiman was too fat to get over the wall at Camp Custer in the tests, but was making
his tenth trial. Capt. Moore was heard to remark, encouragingly: “You've got the guts, all right,
Corporal, but too much belly.”



Digitized by GOOSIQ



Digitized by GOOSIQ



low growl. He would then step lightly and slowly. We would follow him till we had crept up close
cnough to see what the enemy was doing and had got all the information we started out for. Then
we would return.

And many a time at night when things began quieting down, Rouble would leap over the top
and go scouting around No Man's land to watch the movements of the enemy.

Many times he would get so close to the enemy’s lines that they would hear him and open fire.
Once Rouble got wounded by some sharpshooter of the enemy, but he never gave up. He would do
his scouting just the same. Rouble was a close friend of all the boys of Co. “M” and many a time
they were seen dividing their dinner with their old comrade and guide.

: o —Corporal N. Schillinger.

(Yes, Old Rouble was almost human. Once he got in line at sick call. But the captain of the Royal Scots called
him a Bolo spy dog October 19th and opened fire on him.—Editor.)

LR
SNAPPY ARTICLE ON ARCHANGEL
By Corp. Knight, Former “M” Co. Man.

Sometimes, about once or twice every now and then, copies of The Stars and Stripes find their
way up here to No Woman’s Land and are instantly devoured by the news-hungry gang, scarching
for information regarding their comrades and general conditions in France, where we belong, but
through Fate were sent up to this part of the world to quell Bolshevism and guard the Northern
Lights.

We are so far north that the doggone sun works only when it feels inclined to do so, and in that
way it is like everything else in Russia. The moon isn’t so particular, and comes up, usually back-
wards, at any time of the day or night, in any part of the sky, it having no set schedule, and often it
will get lost and still be on the job at noon. Yes, we are so far north that 30 degrecs below will soon
be tropical weather to us, and they will have to build fires around both cows before they can milk

/)
Or1s HeLL To HanG on

A CARTOON FROM THE OLD COMPANY BULLETIN BOARD

Going over the papers saved from the wreck our Co. Hq. chest that smashed as it dropped into the hold of the
ship, we come to two cartoons that used to attract you.

The cartoons are yellowed and tattered but they tell a lot.

“The Hard Job is to Let Go,” is the heading of the one that pictures an Allied doughboy hanging desperately
to the tail of a great bob-cat labeled Russia. Each is clawing gravel in a circle. Across the ocean on U. S. A. stands
the little bald-headed citizen who is saing, “Come on home, Yank! What did you grab him for in the first place?”

The Detroit News printed the cartoon on Feb. 5. We got it in Archangel in March, just about the time the
Bolo tiger began to claw and yowl on all fronts in North Russia. And you all seecmed to see the justice of the
remark the captain wrote on the margin of the cartoon, “It is hell to hang on, but it’s death to 1ot loose.” We did
hang on until Russian troops took over their own job and we all got away.

I may be of interest to yvou to know that in August the Russian troops of Archangel, or North Russian Repub-
lic, relieved the British troops. All Allied troops are now out of North Russia.

Whether we should or whether we should not have been in North Russia fighting for the Archangel people
and fighting against the Bolsheviki, the fact is that so far as “M” Co. men were concerned they had the old Bolo
bob-cat scared whenever they pinched his tail. No doubt at all that “M" Co. was known and respected by the Bolo.
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tempt, you would be wrong in thinking he was concecited, for if the truth be known he has probably
just got his shirt back from the washwoman, and she has used fish-oil instead of soap and he is try-
ing to escape the fumes. When you take your clothes to have them laundered and tell the woman to
please omit the odor, she’ll tell you that she has no soap and if you want them washed to your satis-
faction please send in a cake. Anything in the world to keep your clothes from smelling of fish-oil,
so you double-time back and get her the soap, and then she gives the kids a bath, and that’s the end
of your soap.

When a Russian meets another man he knows on the street, both lift hats and flirt with cach
other. If they stop to talk, they always shake hands, cven if they haven’t scen cach other for fully
twenty minutes. Then they simply must shake hands again when they leave. When a man meets a
lady friend he usually kisses her hand and shows her how far he can bend over without breaking
his suspenders. “Ah,” he will say, “yah ochen rrad vasveedyat, kak vui pazhavaetye?” which in the
United States means “How do you do?” to which she will reply, “Blogadaru vas, yah ochen koro-
sho,” or “very well, thank you.” It is the knockout. A fellow has to shake hands so much that some
of them are getting the habit around the company.

And another thing, Ed, are they rcally holding a separate war up here for our benefit? Just be-
cause we weren’t in on the big doings in France is no reason why they should run a post-scason series
especially for us. We appreciate the kindness and honor and all that, but what we want to know is
where everybody gets that stuff. Believe me, after all the dope we got on the trenches, about pianos
and wooden floors, stcam heat, and other convenicnces, when we sec ourselves on outpost duty with
one blanket and a poncho, slecping (not on duty, of course) in 28 inches of pure ooooozy mud, which
before we awaken turns into thin, fine ice, it makes us want to cry out and ask the unierse what
what we have done to deserve this exile.

Now don’t think, dear old Ed. that we are kicking. American soldiers never do. We just wanted
to have something to write you about, to remind you that we ARE a part of the American E. F.., al-
though “isolated.”

With best wishes to your paper and a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to all the boys,
I'll close with the consoling assurance in my heart that we'll meet you back on Broadway, anyway.

C. B. KNIGHT,
Corp. Hq. 339 Inf., American E. F.,
Archangel, Russia.
In a lctter to The Stars and Stripes.
mOE e

BASEBALL CHAMPIONSHIP

Wednesday afternoon, May 28th, was a half-holiday at Economic, by order of General Rich-
ardson. Never had fatigue work been done so willingly and so well as that bestowed on the saw-mill
yard where the doughboys laid out their bascball diamond.

The championship of North Russia was to be played. Hq. Co. vs. “M” Co. It looked like the
S. 0. S. vs. Line, and most of the line troops put in their roubles on “M” Co. It was a fat pot—more
than 20,000 roubles in the purse.

“Hq.” Co. recalled a pitcher from Regimental Hq. and “M’ Co. uncovered a dark horse in Corp.
Bissonette. And it was a pitchers’ battle most of the time. The box score shows 15 put-outs for
Catcher Haynes, “M” Co., and 12 for Thomas, Hq. Co. Bissonette was nicked for a pair of doubles in
the 5th and Huston, who relieved him in the 8th, was touched twice. “M” Co. found Crachat 12 times
but could not bunch hits except in the 4th inning when two runs were carned and Hq. contributed a
pair of crrors that aided in piling up three more runs.

In the ficld, Cameron pulled a hard catch and Zisherk and Temple showed great class. The box
score follows:

“M” Co. AL

R H PO A E “Hq.” Co. AB R H PO A E
Zisherk, 2b ... 5 2 2 1 3 0 Brabit, ss ... 4 0 0 1 1 0
Javorski, 3b ... 5 1 1 0 1 0 Kurth, 3b ... 4 0 0 1 1 O
Bisonette, p-ss ... 5 0 3 1 2 0 Forth, rf ... 4 1 2 2 0 0
Temple, 1b ... 4 1 2 9 0 0 Thomas, ¢ ........coccooo.. 4 0 1 12 0 0
Huston, ss-p ................. 4 1 2 0 1 O Wilbert, If ... 3 0 1 1 0 0
Riha, of ... 4 0 0 0 0 0 Cramberg, 1b ... 3 0 0 8 0 0
Clark, ¥ ... 4 0 1 0 0 O Sullivan, 2b ... 3 0 0 1 2 1
Haynes, ¢ ... 4 0 015 0 O Kelley, cf ... 3 0 0 1 0 0
Cameron, cf ... 3 0 1 1 0 O Crachat, p ... 3 1.0 0 2 0
Totals ... . 38 5 12 27 7 0 Totals ... 21 2 4 27 6 3

Score by innings— R H E

M 0. e e 00 05000 0512 0

CHA.” CO0n s e 000010102 4 3

Umpires—Capt. Coleman, Lt. Formasa.
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(From the Company Bulletin Board.)

CO. “M” 339TH INF., AT 466
Palm Sunday, April 13, 1919.

QUOTATIONS

“Oh, give thanks unto the Lord; for He is good: because His mercy endurcth forever.”

—Psalm 98, verse 1.

“Whosoever shall seek to save his life shall lose it; and whosoever shall lose his life shall pre-
serve it.” —Luke 17, verse 33.

“The hard scrapping company, the outfit that dares and docs not flinch usually suffers fewer
casualties than the weak and hesitating.”

The story of pluck always stirs our blood. The Man of Galilce had no luck. His fate was
scaled. But hc showed great pluck. He taught and he precached his cternal truths even while ene-
mies sought his life. His pluck carried through. He lost and, losing, he won. Next Sunday we ccele-
brate his Victory over Death. .

Church today at 1:00 p. m. and 1:30 p. m.

HOME

What is the word most often heard,
Spoken with accent soft;
Breathed in a prayer at evening oft, -
Falling with reverence on the air;
Filling the ear with concord dear,
Pushing the heart up tight
In the throat? Yes, you're right,
Where’cr they roam,
Doughboy or off’cer
Speak fondly of home
Cheerfully, not tearfully,
Of home, sweet home;
Courageously, bravely
They yearn for loved
Ones far away home.

Verst 466, April 14, 1919.
M W W B

IMPRESSIONS
By Sgt. J. Kantrowiltz.

It is almost an axiom with the regular army of our own country and those of foreign nations that
soldier and discipline are synonymous. Mecaning thereby the blind discipline of the Prussian type.

That such an axiom is entirely wrong was shown us by the National Army. No one will affirm
that the new-born army was a model to pass inspection even hefore our own High Moguls of the regu-
lar army. And yct, what splendid success has that sneered at, “undisciplined” army achieved!

And where is the cause of its success? The “uneducatedness” in the sense of the regular army.
The American citizen in a soldier uniform acted like a free human beong, possessing initiative, self-
reliance, and confidence, which qualities are entirely subdued by the so-called education of a sol-
dicr. It is not the proper salute or clicking of the hecls that makes the good soldier, but the spirit of
the man and his character. And these latter qualities has possessed our national army. Fresh from
civilian life with all its liberty-loving tendencies, our boys have thrown themselves into the fight on
their own accord, once they realized the necessity of it. The whip of discipline could never accom-
plish so much as the conscience of necessity. And that is what the national army possessed. And
that is the cause of its success. And, therefore, I love it.

So long as the United States remains a free country, there is no danger for the American people.
That spirit which has manifested itsclf in the national army is capable to accomplish everything. It
is the free institutions of the country that brought us victory; not the so-called “education” gotten in
the barracks.

I admired the national army men in fight, because 1 loved him as a citizen. And unless he
changes as a citizen, he will not change as a fighter. To me the citizen and soldicr are synonymous.
A good citizen makes a good soldier, and vice versa. Let the American citizen remain as free-loving
and self-reliant as he is now, and he will make onc of the best soldiers in the world. Let him lose that
freedom-loving spirit, and he will have to be Prussianized.

I have my great respect for the national army man because 1 have seen him at his best.  In the
moments of gravest danger he has exhibited that courage which is only inborn in a frec man. And
when I saw that courage, I said, “He does not need an ‘education.’” Let him remain a free man, and
God help those who will try to take away his freedom.”



Graves of the First Three Americans Killed

On the 18th of September we buried our first men killed in battle—Philip Sokol, Pvt. Co. “L”;
Ignacy Kuasntewski, Mcchanic Co. “I”; and Anthony Soczkowski, Pvt. Co. “1.” All fell at 466, Scp-
tember 16th, the day the Bolos attacked.

The funeral cercmony was performed at Obozerskaya by the Russian priest from the village.
Do you remember the chanting in the scrvice? The swinging of the burning censor over those rude
caskets there there in the dusk? The deep homesick feeling that quivered through you as you lis-
tened to the last call and to the echo of it blown from the woods? Do you remember how you braced
up as you looked at your comrades who formed a sturdy contrast to the stricken villagers who had
come to help bury the strangers’ valiant dead?

And now you think, too, of the “M” Co. graves at 455 and 445. How friendly those French sol-
diers were. Did it scem inappropriate to use the bomb-crater for the temporary grave of our be-
loved Sickles? And then because of our sudden shift to the Penega front, “I” Co. returned the com-
pliment to “M” Co. by conducting the burial. Remember little Chaplain Watkins went down from

Archangel specially to bury him?
my Bz Ea Wa

In Memoriam
By Captain Moore.
Just a turn of the wheel of fate
Accidental, he met his death.
Brave, fine lad. Oh too late,
Warning was given. The breath
Came and went and came not again,
Hero he’d been in battle red.
Now lies he mourned by all the men.
Comrades and officers tonight are sad.

Weep not corporal and sergeant brave
Blameless you stand and none condemn,
Accident purely which none could save
Awful grenade you took from “M”
Soldicr heroic and tried and true
Leader that was in combat stout
Master of men and weapons, too.
Corporal Russcll, Fate “called him out.”

Oh, sad fate, my boy, my corporal brave.

Bleed must the hearts of loved ones at home
Torn our hearstrings as to the grave

Escort and honors go slow with drum
Beating for you we loved full well,

Soldicer and comrade, God rest you in peace.
Easter’s message of Hope, full to tell,

Gently bids us mourning to ccase.

Corporal Russcll, fare-thee-well.

B KR B W

A Remarkable Memorial Day

From “The Sentinel”

American Memorial Day was celebrated at Archangel yesterday. Hceaded by the Amcrican
Band, a company of Amecrican troops, and detachments of the U. S. Navy, Russian troops, Russian
Navy, British troops, British Navy, French troops, French Navy, Italian and Polish troops, formed in
parade at Sabornaya at ten o'clock in the morning and marched to the cemetery.

Here a short memorial service was held. Brief addresses were delivered by Gencral Richard-
son, General Miller, Charge D’Affaires Poole, and General Ironside.

In his introductory address General Richardson said:

“Fellow Soldiers of America and Allied Nations: We are assembled here on the soil of a great
Ally and a traditional friend of our country, to do what honor we may to the memory of America’s
dead here buried, who responded to their country's call in the time of her nced and have laid down



their lives in her defence. Throughout the world wherever may be found American soldiers or civ-
ilians, are gathered others today for the fulfillment of this sacred and loving duty. I ask you to per-
mit your thought to dwell at this time with deep reverence upon the fact that no higher honor can
come to a soldier than belongs to those who have made this supreme sacrifice, and whose bodies lie
here before us, but whose spirits, we trust, are with us.”

Before introducing General Miller, General Richardson thanked the Allied representations for
their participation in the celebration of Memorial Day.

Mr. Poole said:

“This day was first instituted in memory of those who fell in the American Civil War. It be-
came the custom to place flowers on the graves of soldiers and strew flowers on the water in mem-
ory of the sailor dead, marking in this way one day in each year when the survivors of the war might
join with a later generation to revere the memory of those who had made for the common good the
supreme sacrifice of life. For Americans it is an impressive thought that we are renewing this con-
secration today in Russia, in the midst of a civic struggle which recalls the deep trials of our own past
and which is, moreover, inextricably bound up with the World War which has been our common
burden.

“This war, which was begun to put down imperial aggression upon the political liberties of cer-
tain peoples, has evolved into a profound social upheaval, touching the most remote countries. We
cannot yet see definitely what the results of its later developments will be, but already there lics
before forward looking men the bright prospect of peace and justice and liberty throughout the
world such as we recently dared hope for only within the narrow confines of particular countries.
To the soldiers of the great war— inspired from the outset by a dim foresight of this stupendous re-
sult—we now pay honor; and in particular, to the dead whose graves are before us.

“These men, like their comrades clsewhere in the most endless linc of battle, have struck their
blow against the common enemy. They have had the added privilege of assisting in the most tragic,
and at the same time the most hopeful, upheaval for which the war has been the occasion. Auto-
cracy in Russia is gone. A new democracy is in the struggle of its birth. The graves before us arc
tangible evidence of the decp and sympathetic concern of the older democracies. These men have
given their lives to help Russia. They have labored in an cnterprisc which is a forecast of a new
order in the world’s affairs and have made of it a prophecy of success. Here within this restricted
northern area there has been an acid test of the practicability of co-operation among nations for the
attainment of common ends. Nowhere could material and moral conditions have been more diffi-
cult than we have seen them these past months; under no circumstances could differences in na-
tional temperament or the frailties and shortcomings of individuals be brought into stronger relicf.
Yet the winter of our initial difficulties is given way to a summer of maturing success. Co-operation
begun in the most haphazard fashion has developed after a few months of mutual adjustment into
concerted and harmonious action. It scems to me that herein lies striking proof of the generous
spirit of.modern international intercourse and proof of the most practical kind that, as nations suc-
cced to doing away with war, they will be able to apply the energies thus released to common action
in the beneficent field of world wide social and political betterment. If this ideal is to be measurably
attained, as I believe it is, these men have indeed made their sacrifice to a great cause. They have
given their lives to the progress of civilization and and their memory shall be cherished as long as
civilization lasts.”

“The Northern Morning,” a Russian daily of Archangel, reported on the Memorial Day Exer-
cises as follows:

“In memory of the fallen during the Civil War in America, on the initiative of President Lincoln,
the 30th of May was fixed as a day to remember the fallen heroes. In this year our Amecrican
friends have to pass this day far from their country, America, in our cold northland, between the
graves of those who are dear not only to our friends, Allies, but also to us Russians; the sacred graves
beneath which are concealed those who, far from their own country, gave away their lives to save
us. These are now sacred and dear places, and the day of the 30th of May as a day of memorial to
them will always be to us a day of mourning. This day will not be forgotten in the Russian soul.
It has to be kept in memory as long as the name of Russian manhood exists.

“After the speeches a military salute was fired. A heart-breaking call of the trumpet over the
graves of the fallen sounded the mourning notes. Those who attended the meeting will never forget
this moment of the bugle call. The signal as it broke forth filled the air with sorrowness and grief, as
if it called the whole world to bow before those who, loving their neighbors, without hesitation
gave their lives away for the sacred cause of humanity.”

“Honor be to the fallen: blessings and eternal rest those protectors of humanity who gave
their lives away for the achievement of justice and right. Sleep quietly now, sons of liberty and light.
You won before the world never-fading honor and cternal glory.”

—-Copy contributed by Lt. Primm.



To Our Red Cross and Y. M. C. A.

Space in this book we gladly give to pay tribute to the American Red Cross. Below a statement
from Gen. Richardson’s letter. Also a statement from Major Lively, A. R. C., published in The Sen-
tinel at Archangel, May 31, 1919.

“The American Red Cross has done so many things to soften the burden of hard service and
help bring contentment to our soldiers in distant lands, that they can never be enumerated, and the
publication of this little paper is one of them which I am sure has been very greatly appreciated.

W. P. RICHARDSON,
Brigadier General, U. S. A.”

“The care of the American troops on this fighting front has been a task that has called for grill-
ing hard work from every member of the attentuated personnel left in charge, but with the depart-
ure of the Yankee soldiers from here there is left a consciousness of no effort having been spared to
bring about their well being. '

To get things through the snow and ice, to make the best use out of the restricted transportation
facilities, to treat the various companies alike regardless of their location and to get a renewal
of supplies through the ice-choked scas has meant unending work and spirit, qualities that have been
manifest in every member of the American Red Cross Unit.

“We would like to make public acknowledgment of our obligation to the American Army and of
the slendid wholehearted co-operation we have received from the British Army and Naval Command

in every particular.
D. O. LIVELY,

Major A. R. C.”

“M” Co. had its share of those things essential that could be used at the front. And we thank the
Red Cross for its kind attention.

Reminiscences

Pvt. Latta writes: “My thoughts reflected back to the cold, wet, uncultivated part of the world
so-called Northern Russia. But for all of that there are many things for which we may be thankful
and proud and to feel that every man of Co. “M” was at all times willing to give his all without a
word.

I will long remember the words that you said over the body of onc of our brave boys: ‘He gave
his life for a cause which he saw only through a smoky glass.’ e

I surc do feel sorry for Sgt. Dundon. His wife his buried near where I live.”

Pvt. Carlton Brigham pleasantly recollects the Indian war dance we had at 466 the night we came
from 445 and built the bonfire. Remember the singing, too, of the bunch and the solos by Adams?

Vicenty Grzelak writes: ‘“When I think of Russia it gives me the shivers. All I can remember
when I was on guard in Bolshcozerke, I laid in snow. I was near frozen. I am not married yet.
The girls call me Bolshevik, so I think I will have to go back for Russian girls.”

Pvt. Boysen remembers blockhouse No. 4 at 455 where he nearly shot the captain for a Bolo
spy when he came up in the dark.

Pvt. Lowe writes that his happiest minute in Russia was when he beheld the Statue of Liberty
last June.

Cook Zech says our first trip to Archangel was a birthday present to him. He says Cook Pavlin
on that journcy declared he would sleep on the floor for life. He says a certain officer of the com-
pany once anounced, “I'l do the swearing for this outfit. I may swear at you. You may swear back,
but do not let me hear you do it.” '

Pvt. Herman recalls seeing Russian women chop a hole in the Pinega River to rinse their wash-
ing. Savs the first word of Russian he learned to spcak was “skoolkarooble.”
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MORE HAPPY THOUGHTS

Pyt Warner was married September 20. He writes about the fight at bridge 458, where the Brit-
ish artillery got so many of us.

Speaking of the enemy attack March 31, he says: “Pratt’s Lewis gun tcam was in reserve that
day and ordcered to support Lt. Primm’s platoon. No protection of any kind and it scemed as though
about a million of those birds were shooting at us. Then when the guns (75's) began to fire point
blank and knock the trees down we did not feel altogether safe yet. From that until the third of
April, John Bolo tried his d—dst to get through that little bunch that blocked his way. But he finally
gave it up and left us alone.”

Starr writes, too, about the starved, piggish children in Archangel who fought greedily for the
scrapings from your mess kits and said, “Amerikanski dobra.” And he tells of the days of policc
and the cootie mill at Economie, and of the last mess on horse (it cost $125.00). “It is still in my
memory. I can still see it on the box back of those tents, black and moldy. Everybody ate it though,
and no onc was sick, either. We boarded the “Czar” on the second and set sail the third from dark
old Russia, though I still have a lot of pity in my heart for some of those poor souls back there.”

Pvt. Kreighbaum writes an amusing story of the last day’s march to Pincga: “If you remem-
ber, we had sleighs the last day. I was fortunate in having a Barishna as a driver, but after riding
with her several versts, I commenced to change my mind, for about every time she would round a
corner in the road, she would stand me out on my ear in a snow bank. Then after getting up the
road about a verst she would discover she had lost me and procecd to stutter loudly at the horse to
stop and let me catch up.”

Pvt. Herber, who was ficld telephone man with us in the attack on on 445 and later spent the win-
ter with the signal platoon, writes: “To be a member of the company actually made me feel many
times like putting out my chest and telling them all that I belonged to “M” Co.”

Corp. Haynes mentions the “through train” to Isaka Gorka on Hallowe'en night and the “heart-
breaking” disappointment when you learned it was not a relief but a mistake. And to add to the
gloom, the brick stove in the troop car fell down because of the constantly umping cars, and the
three squads shivered all the way back to Obozerskaya.

Pvt. Clark, who found a bouncing baby girl at his home, writes an amusing story. *“You were
rcading us the story about the cooties and typhus fever. You said you hoped none of your men had
any, and Corp. Schillinger said that they were so thick on him they were climbing down the strings
to his identification tags and swinging back and forth.”

Pvt. Arnold writes of first trip to Bolsheokerze with Sgt. Gray. When grenades failed to get fish
in the stream, cigarettes magically produced rabchik. They slept in the “stable end of the house
by preference™ at Malozerke. *“After we had partaken of our bounteous repast of tainted rabchik
prepared by Fred Hodges, and the Russian family had drained the samovar innumerable times for
us, the boys went in to look over the barishnas and pay their respects to the family in general.  Cigar-
cttes were passed around quite freely and soon the little room was as dense as a smoke-house. Every-
body seemed to be enjoying the fog from the smallest urchin to the 80 ycars old great-great-great-
grandmother, who with very little persuasion from Harry Bisonnette, soon lit up and was puffing
away on the weed with the rest of the bunch.”

Pvt. Zilch writes about his squad going with an ofticer up the railroad at 445 looking for snipers.
It’s a lot more comfortable looking for stock on his farm at Arcadia.

Corporal Zisherk was married Thanksgiving Day. He can remember only waiting for chow in
the blockhouse at 455.

Pvt. Streit has had hard luck. Lost his arm in a corn shredder. Daughters of the American Rev-
olution of Michigan have sent him twice to Chicago and he now has an artificial arm and hand. The
Y. M. C. A. at Cadillac is helping him go to Ferris Institute, Big Rapids, Mich., to learn telegraphy.
He writes cheerfully in spite of his hard luck. Speaking of Russia, he recalls how the squad Bob
Mosher was in used to kid him about the *“two-inches™ gun the Bolo used at Verst 18.
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Sgt. Zapfe writes a good story: “Here is one of a night spent in a small village a day’s journey
from Archangel by sled. We were returning from Pinega last March and had very pleasant weather
for the journey. The days were growing longer and the sun seemed to shine to better purpose.

Lt. Primm had stayed in one section of the village with Lt. Wright and the fourth platoon. The
third platoon was sent over the hill to the other section. After making arrangements with the drivers
to start again in the morning it behooved Sgt. Peterson and I to find a resting place for the night. The
other men had already done so. Corp. Sjolin, having found where the school teacher lived, applied
there for admission for himself and Temple and Safer and us. We later learned that our hostess
was the priest’'s widow, and besides the school mistress there was a daughter and two children.

Such hospitality as we received is seldom equalled anywhere. Our Shackleton’s and lumber-
men’s socks and mitts were put over the stove to dry, the samovar was brought forth and tea made.
After supper we repaid, or tried to repay, this kindness by entertaining them with a few American
songs. They in turn sang for us and the evening passed very pleasantly. The parlor was cleared of
its furniture and turned over to us for the night. It isn’t difficult to believe that we were loath to
lcave in the morning, is it?”

—_——

MECH. LAURSEN A PRISONER

“The experiences I have had the last year is certainly one of the greatest experiences one ever
could have had, and one that will not very easily be forgotten, especially the time when I was cap-
tured by the Bolsheviks on March 21, at 12 o’clock noon. After being searched they took me into the
woods on the right flank, where there were about 100 Bolos, and there I treated some of the officers,
who were on horseback, with what cigarettes I had with me. They scemed to have more respect for
the Americans than the other Russians did. I was there just a few minutes and then two guards took
me back to Bolshei Ozerki. I was taken to a building where I found Sgt. Leitzell, Freeman Hogan
and Mr. Ryall, a Y. M. C. A. man. The following morning we started on foot to Ymsie, which was
their headquarters on the railroad, the distance being 90 versts, with one fish and a pound of Russian
bread for our journey. On April 2nd, about 12 o’clock at night we rcached their headquarters, where
they took our heavy clothing away from us and were examined and questioned and given ragged
clothing. Was then put into a box car, in which we stayed until the following night of the next day,
and then were sent to another town down the line, in which we stayed in a box car and were given
fish soup, and from there to Vologda; we were taken to the prison there, where we stayed four days.
Then a Russian interpreter came and took us to Moscow, after which we were under no guards. We
were taken to a building where the French and English were quartered and given the liberty of the
city. Our provisions consisted of sour cabbage soup, 12 ounces of bread and horse mcat once in a
while. The Bolsheviks would come and take us to their Bolshevik mcetings and tried to teach us the
Bolshevik doctrine, and made us promise when we reached the States to preach and practice and
promote Bolshevism at home (which we promised just then to get along).

Easter Sunday the Reds had a big parade in Moscow, after which Lenine gave a speech in the
Red Square, where he told the people that the United States was sending food to their country. That
was about the only way they could keep the pcople encouraged. And the Moscow papers also stated
that they had great victory on all the various fronts.

Moscow is a city of suffering and disorder—people are starving from the lack of sufficient food.
Homes and public places have been sacked of all valuables and furniture broken up for firewood.
Horses dropping dead in the streets are butchered up and taken home by the people for meat. The
remains arc left in the strects and gnawed at by cats and dogs.

One weak link in the Soviet government was that they could not regulate the high prices. What
food there was, was so high that only a few could buy it. This food was brought in by the people
living outside of Moscow, who raised it on their land and brought it in the city to sell. The govern-
ment first tried to scize this foodstuff and scll it at Soviet prices, but the producers stopped bringing
in their products until the government was compelled to let them carry on their trade without any
interference.

The Bolsheviks respected the Americans and did not treat them as captives, and when some
Amcrican newspaper reporters communicated with the Soviet government that we were held in
Moscow, we obtained our release, which came on May 18. Forty-eight days from the time I was cap-
tured, we left the barracks at 3 o’clock, and arriving at the station we met the American newspaper
man, Mr. Taylor, who was taking us out of Russia. We left Moscow at 7 o’clock and arrived in Pet-
rograd at 10 o’clock a. m., where we were taken to the Hotel Astoria and from there went to the Inter-
national Red Cross of Petrograd. We were treated very good there. At 6:30 o’clock was taken to
the depot in an automobile and left there for Finland, where we had a long wait and a hard time be-
fore the Bolos would let us cross the line. Although we were left without a cent, as the Bolos had
taken everything away from us, we sure were a happy bunch when we got over the Finnish Front
Lines to a little station. There we had a little lunch, the first real food we had tasted since we left the
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we saw threc others arrive—Father Roche of the 17th King’s Company, Liverpool, Private String-
fellow and Mechanic Laursen of our company—who escaped being killed by machine gun fire; his
comrade, Mechanic Dial, the driver and horse being killed. One more prisoner arrived presently,
Licut. Tatham of the Royal Air Force, who was the only survivor of his lot; two men, the driver and
horse being killed. The Lieutenant received an arm wound.

After our interview with the Commandant, we were escorted to another shack where we were
billeted in a filthy room, with a lot of Russian prisoners. We were given half a salt fish, sour black
bread and water for our meal. The bread was so hard and frozen we had to break it apart and cut
it up with an axe. We managed to cat some of this by washing it down with water.

After this mecal we stretched out on the floor and slept until morning which was April 1st (some
April Fool Day, I said). We woke up rather stiff but somewhat rested after our tircsome day and
very hungry. Our breakfast, however, was the balance of the fish and bread. The guard then re-
lieved us of our small pocket change and trinkets, after which we received our rations for the day
consisting of a half of a can of horse mecat, 1 salt fish and 12 ounces of black bread.

We were then taken to see the Commandant who gave us a cigarette. This was very aceptable
as we were quite unnerved, not knowing what would happen to us and fearing we would be shot as
soon as they took us out. However, we learned we were to be sent to Moscow. The Commandant
took out his pistol and showed us on the map how our forces were surrounded by his troops and how
he was going to take our small band,, and how he would walk up and down the road and clear away
cvery obstacle the same as he had done at Shankhurst. According to the amount of men he had
around there it looked as if it were possible.

Later on-we were started on our journcy to Emsta. That day we walked 35 versts when we
reached a log hut along the road at 10 p. m. when we built a fire on the outside. 'We would sleep a
half hour in the hut and then go out and warm ourselves and so on through the night.

On April 2nd at 4 a. m. we started again, after a crust of bread and a drink of water, and walked
27 versts to a village called Sheleska. Here we were scarched properly and all papers thought to be
valuable were taken. After a meal of salt fish, black bread and fish oil (for brease) and hot water,
we were given a rest of one hour and then started on the road for Emsta twenty-four versts away,
reaching there at 12 p. m. Here we were brought before the Commandant again and stripped of all
our clothing and given their dirty rags. After this we were locked up in a box car with three guards
and the next day the car was opencd for the soldiers to sce us and they had some trouble in keeping
the Bolos from crowding into the car.

On April 3rd our track left for Plesaeckaya. At this place we demanded a bath which we re-
ceived. We were fed some barley wash and rye bread which tasted a little better than our previous
rations. I paid 2 shillings (which I had concealed in my shoe) for a tin can to put my food in and
uscd a stick for a spoon. After our bath we felt better as we were able to shake a few cooties. That
evening we were lined up along the box cars and asked if we knew we were to be shot—but this
cvent I am thankful to say never happened. Father Roche was taken to the Commandant’s car and
we did not sce him until the next morning when he told us he had had a good night’s sleep and ex-
pected to be returned back over the lines. _

On April 5th we started for Naundoma, reaching there the next morning after a very cold night
and then for two days we had nothing to eat. On the 7th we reached Vologda and here we were
locked up with a lot of Russians and fed with black bread loaded with sand, some sour cabbage soup
(about 25 had to cat out of onc bucket). We purchased a wooden spoon here which was quite a
trcat. We were questioned by a secret service officer who could speak English well.

After three days we started for Moscow, at 24-hour journey by rail. These trains were run only
once a week as there were no materials to repair equipment. On our arrival we found the city
streets muddy, heaps of snow and dead horses among the rubbish, no business places open, all stores
having been looted, here and there a stand where horse meat, salt fish, carrots or parsnips and sour
milk could be bought. However, there was very little to be had at any price. On our arrival at
billets we joined the other prisoners, English, French and Scotch.

The next morning at 10 a. m. we were wondering what we would cat and the answer was twelve
noon. When the rations came they consisted of some cabbage soup with a little dead horse meat
or salt fish and 12 ounces of black bread. We had the same menu for supper at 5 p. m.. Conditions
were very bad; no way of getting food into the city and many people were starving. All were ra-
tioned pcople. Those that did strenuous work got a half pound of bread a day; those who did light
work got one-fourth pound, and they maintain their army this way, in other words, fight or starve.
Liberty is unknown in Russia. Their motto from my point of view is “What is yours is mine.”

We finally received our release in this way: Mr. Frank Taylor, newspaper reporter, helped us
along by stating that American troops were withdrawing from Archangel and the Soviet Govern-
ment was satisfied that we were good believers in Bolshevism. After a number of lectures and as
they wished to be recognized by the U. S. they gave passports for Finland. The propaganda did not
deccive us.



We were not delayed until we reached the Finnish border. Here a young sailor who was in
command refused to permit us to cross the station, our papers did not satisfy him. The train pulled
out for Petrograd carrying 400 women, children and babies, pcnniless, weeping and starving be-
cause a Blosheviki whim prevented them going. Under the influcnce of flattery he softened a little
and agreed to let us go.

We were then stripped and searched inch by inch, all money and credentials, letters, propa-
ganda and wireless proposals to our government sealed by the Bolsheviki foreign office were taken.
As we left the office the soldiers in command were ecagerly grabbing for Mr. Taylor’'s American
money—all they left us was Russian roubles which are of no value. After a two kilometer walk car-
rying a sick English soldier, we recached the little bridge which gave us freedom.

TWO COMRADES DIED SINCE DISCHARGE

Comrades Bracci and Bahr have both died since coming home—both have, like our brave com-
rades who died in Russia, gone to answer to Heaven’s sad *“Last Call. Streit lost an arm last fall in
a corn shredder. Roulecau has recently buried his wife. Drews is bothered by his wounded foot.
Keller is still in bad shape but hopeful, and Austin needs to go to New Mexico for his lungs. Pratt,
who was given up for dcad, survived his wound and is at Michigan Agricultural College.

Most of the men have written cheerful reports of good health and good luck.

Corvmeus EVENING DIS PaTc H

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 19, 1049
AMERICA LOOKS MIGHTY GOOD AFTER YOU'VE SEEN EUROPE

CARTOON—RETURNED DOUGHBOY TO BOLSHEVIK

Another yellowed and tattered cartoon that hung on the bulletin board at 466 when the snow was slipping
: way.

“America Looks Mighty Good After You’ve Seen Europe,” is the title.

On the right stands the Bolshevik orator on a soap box. His satchel bursting out with propaganda and
pamphlets on Bolshevism from Europe. In his hand he holds a pamphlet that has a message for the returning
doughboys. The agitator’s hair and wihskers bristle with hatred and envy. His yellow teeth look hideous between
his snarling lips. And he points a long, skinny finger for the doughboy to see his message, which is “Down with
America, It’s All Wrong.” So much for the man who came from Europe to wreck America.

Now look at the Man Who Went to Europe to Save America, and is now back on the west side of the Statue of
Liberty. Does he look interested in Bolshevism or downhearted over America? No. In his figure a manful con-
trast to the scraggly agitator. In his face no hate, no malice. He does not even hate the self-deluded agitator.

His clean-brushed teeth are exposed by a good-humored smile of assurance and confidence. He does not ex-
tend a fist but he waves off the fool Bolshevik orator with a good-natured but nevertheless final answer. And here
itis: “G JFF BACK TO WHERE YOU GOT IT—I WOULDN'T TRADE A LOG HUT ON A
SWAMP IN AMEHICA FOR THE WHOLE OF EUROPE!"

I'm thinking the cartoon just about says it for all “M” Co. men. We want nothing to do with the Bolo agitator
in this country who would make another Russia of the United States. Let them have passage in the Anarchistic
Ark if they persist in trying to bring about destruction of our government. Treat all patiently but punish those
who are proved to be trying to destroy our government and start class war in this land.




GENERAL IRONSIDE'S LETTER
Archangel, March 18, 1919.
My Decar Moore:

I want to thank vou for all the hard work you did when in command of the Pinega arca. You
had many dealings with the Russians, and organized their defence with great care and success.

All the reports I have received from the Russian authoritics express the fact that you dealt with
them sympathetically under many difficult circumstances.

As you probably found, responsibility at such a distance from headquarters is difficult to bear,
even for an experienced soldier, and I think you carried out your duties as Commander with great
credit.

I am especially pleased with the manner in which you have looked after your men, which is
often forgotten by the non-professional soldier. In such conditions as those prevailing in Russia,
unless the greatest care is taken of the men, they lose health and heart and are consequently no
good for the job for which they arc here.

Believe me yours very sincerely,
(Signed) EDMOND IRONSIDE,
Major General,
Commanding Allied Forces Northern Russia.

[Emitor’s Note —I thought you would pardon ihe editor for including this letter in the book. The general

ought to have thanked the company instead of one member of it, but he meant it that way. He told me person-

ally T was fortunate to have command of such a company of soldiers. And I was lucky, and I had also a fine bunch
of officers to assist in commanding the company.]

CORP. BLACKBURN WRITES AS FOLLOWS

It seems natural to be back in civilian life and am working at my trade, Auto Trimmer. It was
very hard the first couple of weeks, but am used to it now. 1 have to get up at 5:30 a. m., but have
no bugle call.

Your letter reminds me of many little incidents that happened, while we were in Russia. Once
was while we were at 445 building the barricades. It was very cold and the Sergeant brought out a
jug of rum and was giving cach man his portion when the Bolos commenced shelling on us. We
all beat it to the Station Housc, the Sergeant leaving the jug of rum on the ground. After the shell-
ing ccased, one of my men went out in an awful hurry and got the jug of rum, while the Sergcant
went to other posts to see if everything was O. K., and forgot all about the rum, but the man who
left the Station House in a hurry didn’t. We saw him with the jug in one hand and a big glass full
in the other hand, drinking it as though it was water, and he was very thirsty. So we all went over
and joined him and took our big share that was coming to us before the Bolos fired on us. The
man who got there first did not care whether the Bolos fired on him or not and said, “Firc on mc all
you want to, I'm happy.”

M M M M

SPRING ON THE VOLOGDA LINE

Sunshine and balmy winds, warmth, and fragrance of pines, Now the white-vested crow croaks coaxings soft
On Verst 455 Vologda Railway. To his mate who sits in the white birch tree,
Spring fever would get us within 1ts confincs, While he flirts his wings with precnings oft
Malady langorous, neither work nor play, And she croaks back admiringly.
Protection would be if one certainthing Birch toward birch sways in the breeze
Lacking were not. Can guess, my dear? And pine to pinc whispers low.
Women. Our kind of women and girls, and spring Mates in nature in spring aim to please
Captive would hold us, even out here. One the other. God made them so.

Bullfinch, newly come, sitting there still,
Handsome breasted and stylish of tip,

Trimly bodied and smart of bill
You of the graceful glide and dip,

Open your song and let’s hear tell
How snow has slipt through tundra by stream

Home, back home, we remember well

Spring fever “pushes” that hit us hard
And broke our lines. No words can tell

How apple blossom and verdant sward,
Sunny lane, and bursting bud,

And white dressed woman,—how, 1 say,

Feverish made our amorous blood,
When they were with us in April or May.

Four-fifty-five you're changing hue.

Pines are putting on fresher green.
Moss lifts tiny arms up to the blue,

Its white oppressor no longer is seen,
And stretehes itself for a summer gay.

Gone is the deadening far-spread white,
Pine stems and birch now merge away

Into the grey-black shades of night.

A-mcandering ‘'round many versts to swell
Broad rising noble ships-carrier-Dvina.

Oh bird from the south, why silent sit?
All nature’s emotions now swell to burst
And seck expression or ill of fit.
Spring has come and now vou durst
Hop and dance and call and drum,
Serenade sweetly, pleadingly sing.
Oh, do you wait for her to come?
Or don’t you know, sir, that it’s spring?



A Clipping from Home

A blood-stained Oddfellow receipt is a sad remembrance of their son, Floyd A., which Mr. and
Mrs. George E. Sickles have recently received from Capt. Joel R. Moore, commanding Co. M., 339th
Inf., in Northern Russia.

It will be remembered that this young man was accidentally killed on Dcc. 6, 1918, and while the
Captain’s letter does not specifically state, the recent government reports state that he was killed by
a bomb accidentally dropped from an Allied acroplane. Capt. Moore pays a splendid tribute to his
soldicrly as well as his social qualitics. The receipt in question bears the stains of the young man’s
life blood which he gave in the cause of liberty, freedom and humanity. Notwithstanding the ter-
rific explosion the treasured slip of paper is perfectly intact and as legible as the day it was written
by J. F. Caswell, the local secretary, of May 23, 1918.

Floyd was a general favorite around town and his many friends deeply regret his untimely death.

The letter which is highly treasured by Mr. and Mrs. Sickles is as follows:

' Archangel, Russia, December 14, 1918.
Mr. George Sickles,

Deckerville, Michigan.

My Dear Sir: .

This is the saddest letter which I have had to write since I brought my company into Northern
Russia. Your son, Floyd A. Sickles, was instantly killed at Verst 445 on December 6th, 1918, by the
cxplosion of a 112 1b. bomb, which dropped from an acroplane. e buried him in the shell crater
made by the bomb, and when the frozen clods of carth were laid tenderly over his remains there
was not an officer or man in the company who did not feel that he was putting a good and truc brave
friend into his final resting place.

Your son was a universal favorite in the company. He always had a good word for everybody,
and everybody had a good word for him. He was our company barber. Officers and men found it
a pleasure to employ him. At the time he was killed he was acting as corporal of his squad. No
doubt, if he had continued with the company he would have risen in the ranks.

You will receive, through the proper military channels, notice of his death, and also the per-
sonal property which I collected. I am sorry that I could not find it all. The terrific explosion to-
tally destroyed his pack and haversack. His razor was in several pieces. His comb is gone. The
stone which I am returning to you I am told he prized very highly because his father had given it to
him. I thought also that you would like his shaving brush and mug.

I am cnclosing in this letter one piece of property which I thought I would prefer to send to you
direct. Tt is his last lodge receipt given by the Oddfeliow s, Junc 30th, 1918. I thought perhaps this
might have something to do with insurancc.

The death of your son has cast a gloom over our company. Men and officers have not ceased to
mourn his loss. I assure you that you have my sincerest condolences.

I beg to remain,

Yours very truly,
JOEL R. MOORE, Captain,
339th Infantry,
Commanding Co. “M.”

™ o R Ex
THE STOUT-HEARTED AND THEIR FRIENDS BACK HOME

The sun, Be patient all
It shines. The while
Oh, boy! We're getting ready to cut loose.
The snow, Complaining must give way
It melts. To cheerful views of things.
Oh, joy! We'll prouder be this day a-year
The ice, H we can summon from” our mem’ries back
Will soon The visions of ourselves in Russia drear
Be gone. A-p Llavmg the game with manly heart
And boats will come olding our own though others crack,
To take us home. A-makmg the best of hardships’ test
Gee, aren’t you glad? A-sticking it through to the end.
Nobody's mad
At anyone these days And we
Except the Bolshevik. Are men

That can

And will.

The above appeared on the company bulletin board in April, 1919, and [airly represented the spirit of the men
of “M” Co.—Eb1tTon.



Company Diary from Custer to Russia
and Return

Kept by Sgt. Dundon and Corp. Swift.

JULY

July 14—Left Camp Custer at 4:00 p. m. on M. C. train.
Red Cross served men at Detroit,

July 1i—Arived at Weehawken at 6:00 p. m. Took
ferry to Long Island City at 6:30 p. m. Long delay
there. Arrived Camp Mills 1:25 a. m.

July 16—Camp Surgeon’s examination. Co. on guard.

July 17—Company suffered casualty from Germans
“German Measles” captured Corp. Weid’s squad.

July 18—Inspector paid “M” Co. fine compliment on
condition of equipment.

July 19—O0Ild “Sarge” Tannihill visited company.

July 20—Final inspection of men. Barrack bags loaded.

July 21—By train to Long Island City. By ferry to
Pier 61, N. Y. C. * Red Cross service. Embarked
on U. S. S. Harrisburg (the old Philadelphia con-
verted into an armored transport.)

July 22—Sailed for England. German submarine at-
tacked our fleet of 16 troopships. No chance to
get us. Navy protection tight. Alarm at night, also.

July 23-25—Calm sea; warm.

July 26-27—Rough seas.

July 28-31—Cold, rough, rainy passage. Ships went far
north. Lost course and went too near Iceland.

AUGUST

August 1—Eleventh day at sea on the U. S. S. S. Harris-
burg. Cruiser turned back to U. S.

August 2—“M” Co. on guard. All up and in boat drill
position at 3:30 a. m. In sub zone. Foggy. Our
sub-chasers evidently caught a submarine with
depth bombs.

August 3—At 4:46 a. m. took on our pilot in the Mersey
River. Lay at anchor all day and night.

August 4—Disembarked at 8:45 a. m. for Liverpool.
Marched over the cobble pavements to station. By
Midland Ry. to Brookwood Station in Aldershott
area, near London. Marched mile to Stoney Castle
Camp. First taste of British army rations. *“Baa,
Baa, old sheep.” -

August 5—Rest and cleaning up.

August 6—-Drill. March to Frimely Green.

August 7—Lt. Primm, Corps. Rahn and Russell to Lewis
gun school. Unofficially learned that 339th goes
to Archangel, Russia.

August 8-10—Drill.
August 11-—Sunday in “Merry England.”

- August 12-13—Drill. Men on pass to London.
August 14—Co. exchanged rifles for Russian rifles.

August 15-16-17—Drill and drawing new equipment for
Russia. :

August 18—Sunday, rest.
August 19—Pay day. .
August 20—Fired men on 200 yd. and 300 yd. ranges.

August 21-24—Drill and inspection and transportation
of baggage.

August 25‘—8:\: train to Newcastle and embarked on
H. M. S. “Somali.”

August 26—Sailed for Archangel. Co. on guard.

August 27-31—O0n board “Somali” in Arctic Ocean. No
incidents.

SEPTEMBER

September 1-3—On board “Somali” in White Sea. “Flu”
on board ship.

September 4—Arived port of Archangel on board the
“Somali.”

September 5—Disembarked at Bakaritza in the after-
noon and left very hurriedly for the front in a
train of taplooshkas, travelling in company with
“K” Co. all night, but slowly.

September 6—“K”-“M” train stopped in morning near

siding south of Tundra for the day and night. Sal-
vaged Saa.

September 7—Company arrived at Obozerskaya late in
the afternoon and took over the outpost held by
“I” and “L” Cos. Company weak owing to large
number of men left at Bakaritza sick with Influenza
—178 men. No shelters on outposts except at three
posts. Lt. Carpenter detailed for special duty with
Bn. Hq. as Bn. Supply Oflicer. Lts. Stoner and
Primm on special duty at machine gun schools at
Bakaritza, leaving Lts. Donovan and Wieczorek
and Capt. Moore with Co. Took all officers and
men for the outpost. Rain.

September 8-—Lt. Stoner reported to Co. and was de-

tailed as Bn. Lewis Gun Officer. Co. Hq. set up in

~small freight house. “L” Co. men took over the
train of taplooshkas that “M” Co. had arrived in
and fitted them for their quarters. “I” Co. men car-
ried rations to our men on outpost. The outpost
line was 415 miles long. A day’s work for the out-
post commander to inspect. 13 men to hospital,
Bakaritza—Influenza.

September 9—Lt. Stoner and Lt. Lipp worked on Lewis
gun situation. Co. on outpost duty. Patrol sent in
afternoon to investigate reported operation of en-
emy patrol on right flank south. No enemy found.
Lt. Stoner and Capt. Moore moved quarters from
guard house to box car.

September 10-—Ice on ground this morning.  Men on
outpost wet and cold. “I” Co. relieved “M” Co.
outpost duty during day. Co. found quarters in
village on Onega Road. Officers given front room
of fine home.

September 11.—FIRST ENGAGEMENT WITH ENEMY.
Alarm at the front this morning. Maj. Young sent
Capt. Moore and Lt. Donovan, Lt. Stoner and Lt.
Wiezorek and 104 men, all that were available, the
rest being on interior guard duty and fatigue duty.
Arrived by train at house near 468, passed through
Danley’s advanced outpost, with orders to move
south and clear up the situation as to the advance
of the enemy armored train and as to the presence
of enemy infantry which was reported in strength
1500 vds. to the south. Overtook Lt. Williams of
“[.” Co. with strong patrol which had not masle
contact with enemy. Our progress rapid for from
468 to 466 we were advancing under shrapnel fire
which followed us up. Enemy held south of sid-
ing at 466 and offered strong resistance to our
envelopment of their left flank by Lt. Wiezorek’s
platoon. Corporal O’Connor’s advance party en-
gaged the enemy and after an hour’s fight the sid-
ing was gained. Lt. Donovan took all but two
squads and cleared the siding on the right flank
and pushed on a verst to the south, driving the
enemy before him. Enemy protected his retreat
with heavy machine gun on the railway. Firing
very wild on both sides. No casualties from shrap-
nel fire or rifle fire. Enemy infantry and armored
train retreated at 3:30 p. m. By order of Maj. Tur-
ner, “M” Co. retired to 466 and organized the sid-
~ing for defense. Two Vickers guns with Br. teams
and two Lewis guns and seven other posts around
the clearing for defense. Lt. Jahns brought out
two boxes of corned beef and 2 boxes hardtack and
a small quantity of tea. The stew he left on the
‘train by mistake. He brought neéarly enough
blankets to go around. Cold night. No incidents.

September 12—Ordered by Maj. Young to hold in readi-
ness for immediate return to Obozerskaya. Sent
patrols to the flanks and forward. Sgt. Walker
reconnoitered the bridge at 464 and found that the
bridge was destroyed. Corporal Montgomery
brought in a deserter who stated that the enemy
force the day before at siding had been 200. This
was corroborated by the statement of the old man
and son, keepers of the siding, who crawled out of
their garret after the battle and showed signs of
relief when our men fed them and proved that
American soldiers were protectors and not raiders.
Company was relieved at 3:00 p. m. by “L” Co.
and rode from 467 to 474 on the armored train.

. Col. Sutherland came this day to relieve Col.



Guard. Will not forget Col Guard’s mean accusa-
tion against Lt. Danley.

September 13—Col. Sutherland went over the outpost
with me. Maj. Young on sick list. The new 0. C.
peculiar in views of intrenchments. Old man can-
not see that bush warfare should be different from
No Man’s Land on Western Front. Insists on *“all
round defense” of every little post no matter what
its situation or purpose. Co. relieved “I” Co. on
outpost duty in afternoon.

September 14—Co. on outpost duty. Stretched from
468 on south to 475'; on the north. Very difficult
to get rations out to them. Water has to be
brought a mile from the river. American soldiers
scen daily pumping water from the river into the
Russian locomotives by Russian workmen. Some
management. Higher authority thinks the Amer-
icans “will get along somehow.” Renike, Ameri-
can newspaper correspondent, arrived.

September 15—Mai. Young still on sick list, but better.
He went to 466 to stay out all night with Capt.
Cherry. Enemy airplane flew over 474 and drop-
ped three bombs. No damage. He crashed to the
railroad about 500 yds. beyond advanced outpost
at 464. Aviator escaped. Maj. Young gave his fa-
mous command: “Don’t fire! We're Americans.”
Co. still on outpost and building defenses.

September 16—M. G. Platoon arrived this morning and
messed with “M” Co. Enemy attacked “L” Co. at
464 and two platoons of “I” Co. went to support
Co. had taken over interior guard and was about
to be relieved by “I” Co. when the mid-day attack
came at 464. Co. had to remain on outpost.

September 17—Co. still on outpost duty.

September 18—Co. relieved from outpost duty in the
afternoon by “L” Co. except at No. 2 and the inter-
ior guard. In the evening we buried the first three
Americans killed in Russia. Col. Stewart visited
camp but did not visit “M” Co. and did not stay
for funeral.

September 19—Co. took over outpost again. Lt. Wiec-
zorek and 25 men sent out on Tiogra Road 14
versts to relieve Lt. Williams, “L” Co. Lt. Primm
reported for duty with Co. Started Lewis gun in-
struction.

September 20—Co. on outpost duty.

September 21—Co. on outpost duty. Moved outpost a
verst further west on Onega Road by verbal order
of Col. Guard, who returned yesterday. Outpost
relieved by “I” Co. late afternoon.

September 22—“L” Co. left today. Lewis gun practice
for “M” Co. men.

September 23—Co. took over outpost at 466 and 464.

September 24—Cossacks and Americans patrolled to
458, riding most of way on armored train. Pvt.
Donnor got lost. Visited enemy camp by mistake,
but escaped.

September 25—Col. Stewart and Maj. Young visited us.

Brief shelling by enemy this morning.

Sceptember 26—Wiring our defenses. Lt. Stoner took
patrol to 4538. Sgt. Hebner took squad to 461, but
was recalled by order Maj. Young.

September 27—-Lt. Donovan took patrol to 468. De-
fense completed.

September 28—Co. started off late in afternoon on the
memorable flank march at midnight into impass-
able morass.

September 29—Co. retraced its march to 461.  One plat-
oon in action at 458 bridgehead. 10 casualties as
reported elsewhere.

September 30—Co. still at front 461 and 458. Action
again.

OCTOBER

October 1—One platoon relieved from duty at front
line, one platoon relieved from duty at 461 and
from outpost duty at 470 and the Co. assembled
at 466.

October 2—OQOutpost duty at 466, 464 and 470. Officer’s
patrol send to find route to 4535.

October 3--Oflicer's patrol returned at noon. Prepared
to move Co. to 461. Account deficient train ser-
vice relief took from 12:20 p. m. to 2:00 a. m.

October 4- Co. at 461 constructing quarters. Relieved
two 1" Co. Platoons at the front 4582 and 461.
Relieved by IV Co. and assembled at 466 at 3:30

p. m. Corporal Messersmith and four privates sent
as escort to Lt. Ray Johnson on six-day trip to
Chikueva.

QOctober 6—First mail bag for “M” Co. Rest. Reorgan-
ized Co. into four sections for the coming *push.”

October 7—Amalgamation of French and Americans for
attack on 455 and 457'%:. Stoner and Wieczorek's
platoons with Capt. Boyer’s sections. Lt. Primm’s
platoon with Lt. Sover’s section. Drill on woods
marching and approach.

. October 8--Drill with French. Lt. W. K. Wright and

25 men joined Co.
October 9—Drill with French.
October 10-11—Attack formations practiced in woods.

October 12—Final preparations for attack. Corporal
Messersmith returned with his escort., Thirty
more casuals attached to Co.

Ocotber 13—Co. less 4th platoon left 466 with French
at 8:30 and 461 entered woods for flank march to
position near 455 under shell fire during first hour.
Signal fired before shelling began. No casualties.
Camped in Hollow square in woods near 454. Lt.
Primm went to 456'; for night.

October 14—Up before dawn so as to reach our objec-
tive, the siding at 455 before zero, which was 6:30,
Enemy evidently was tipped off. Our advance
platoon was attacked and our whole body com-
pelled to start the charge while still in the woods.
Enemy position carried. Two machine guns taken.
Very serious losses inflicted on enemy train that
pulled out under heavy fire. Our casualties—1
killed “M” Co. and 4 wounded. French, 2 wound-
ed. Consolidated the position. Meanwhile Lt.
Primm and Lt. Soyer, who had marched by flank
on 437Y: after artillery preparation, carried the
enemy positions there and joined the French-
American combination at 455.

October 15—OQOutpost duty at 435 and rest.
Pvt. Merrick at 455.

October 16—Dissolved French-American combination
and reorganized Co. into four platoons. Moved
toward front at 3:00 p. m. to relieve “I”’ Co. at 466
“somewhere” in the woods fighting the enemy.
Relieved May’s platoon at 448 and rest of men
slept on arms in the open. 4th platoon outpost at
466, 464, 458.

October 17—Three platoons moved forward before
dawn to relieve “I” Co. at 446 and start forward at
6:30 under artillery barrage, to push cnemy back
from positions in woods and carry the curve in
track beyond siding 445. Lt. Stoner and Lt. Wiec-
zorek’s platoons on right and left and Lt. Primm’s
platoon in reserve 200 yds. behind. Obiective
reached and enemy defeated before 9:15. French
Co. under Lt. Apsche came on to support and
helped consolidate position. Lt. Primm’s platoon
consolidated the advance outpost line at curve 444.
4th platoon as on 16th. No casualtiecs. Enemy
dead, 9; prisoners, 4. 28 civilian prisoners sent

to rear. Safeguard put on Russian house.

October 18—Holding the position and preparing shel-
ters for men on outposts. Royal Scots came and
took over advanced outpost line.

October 19—At 4:00 a. m. Royal Scots precipitated
rifle fire exchange. At 4:05 enemy began severe
bombardment of our position. *“M” Co. suffered
four casualties—1 Corporal and three Privates
wounded by shrapnel. Bomb-proofs constructed
in afternoon. 4th platoon still on outpost duty
466, 464, 458.

October 20—Shell fire in forenoon, Pvt. Boysen
wounded. Co. relieved in afternoon by “I” Co.
Whole Co. except one squad at 452 assembled in
Co. train at 455.

October 21—Co. moved to 466 for rest and outpost
duty. One squad at 452.

October 22—lssued winter clothing to men.
turned from 452,

October 23—Co. rested at 466. Medals presented to
Sgt. Grahek and Pvt. C. Miller.

October 24-—Co. moved back to front. One squad left
at 466, one at 452, remainder of 4th platoon at 448,
three platoons to front to relieve Capt. Alliez. En-
cmy machine gun fire at 9:15 p. m.

October 25— Holding front line and 448.

October 26—-Holding front line and 448.
ing by encemy at random.

Buried

Squad re-

Desultory fir-



October 27——Hol(lmg front line and 448.
fired by “M” Co

October 28—Holdmg front line and 448. Daily patrols
on Co. flanks.

October 29—Holding front line and 448.

October 30—Relieved in forenoon by “I” Co. Assem-
bled Co. at 448, returned to 455 and started for 466
but by some blunder of trainmen or British RTO
our train went through to Isaka Gorka.

October 31—Co. awoke in Isaka Gorka, went back to
Obozerskava, arriving at dark and taking over the
outposts from the French Co. First platoon went
on to relieve French outpost at 466.

NOVEMBER

November 1—One platoon on outpost duty at 466. Glad
to get back to bathouse. Remainder of Co. very
much occupied in outpost duty at Obozerskaya.
Sgt. Gray with 10 men and 2 British telephone men
sent to establish intelligence station at Bolsheo-
zerskaya. He stopped at Malozerskaya for the
night. “K” and “L” Co. men assembled with “M”
Co., prepared for departure to Kodish. Lt. Hal-
lock to conduct party.

November 2—Disposition as day before. Sgt. Gray
reached Bolsheozerskaya in afternoon. Enemy
raided a distant part of village and retired in haste
when informed that Americans were present. Sgt.
Gray patrolled village as soon as informed, but
enemy patrol of 28 men got away. Lt. Hallock
left late in the afternoon for Seletscoe with only
“L” Co. reinforcements, “K” men had to wait for
transportation. Lt. Jahns here to conduct them
tomorrow.

November 3—Lt. Jahns took the 32 “K” men away to
Seletscoe. This ruins the 4th platoon. Co. on duty as
day before. Report from Sgt. Gray at Bolsheo-
zerskaya that he had organized volunteer Russian
home defense and intelligence force at Bolsheo-
zerskava. Information from escaped prisoner
(Russian) that enemy was soon to make advance.
(Next day enemy attacked 445.)

November 4—Lt. Primm at 9:30, with 15 U. S. Troops,
6 U. S. Marines, and 41 S. B. A. L. went to Bolsheo-
zerskava. One platoon at 466. Sgt. Gray and 2
squads sent to relieve outpost at 458. Enemy at-
tacked “I” Co. at 445 and were repulsed.

November 5—Co. less Lt. Primm's detachment and the
2nd Platoon left Obozerskava at 7:00 a. m. for
front sector, picking up 2nd Platoon at 466 and
making relief of French Co. at 435. Reorganized
the outpost. 1 platoon of “I” Co. attached to “M”
Co. at 455 on account of use of Lt. Primm’s de-
tachment at Bolsheozerskaya. This platoon held in
reserve.

November 6—1st Platoon cutting fire lanes for block-
houses. 2nd Platoon on outpost duty. Sgt. Grahek
reconnoitered the trail supposed to lead west to a
lake. Baffled by swamp 2 versts west. No dry wood
in camp. Detail sent to 466 to load car. Lt. Wykofl
re-enacted burial of Pvt. Merrick. Maior Nichols
left for Archangel.

November 7—Lt. Primm and 26 men marched in from
Bolsheozerskava and Lt. Fistler's platoon joined
“I” Co. at Obozerskaya. 1st platoon given V. B.
instruction.  Work by balance of Co. on block-
houses.

Novombcr 8—d4th Platoon cut fire lanes for blockhouses

t 458. Balance men working on blockhouses. Lt.
\‘\'rlghl and 4 squads sent at night to guard cngi-
neer crew cleaning wreck on front line sector of
railroad. Admiral McCully and Colonel Ruggles
visited 4535 today. Lt. Ryan and Lt. Lennon visited
Co. and sta\ed all night.

November 9 Stoner’s pla-
toon. Maj. Alabernarde loaned (,0 three French
soldiers and a Chauchot gun for instruction. Sgt.
Zapfe’s outpost relieved at 3:30 p. m. Co. all to-
gether again. Capt. Prince guest of Co.

November 10—Co. paraded for Gen Ironsides and to
witness the bestowal of decorations on several Brit-
ish Officers, French and American soldiers. Co.
entrained for Bakaritza, arrived at 8:00 p. m.

November 11—Co. crossed river to Smolny barracks.

November 12—Detail sent back to train to bring field
range. Co. to bathhouse.

November 13-14—Co. drilled 3 hours.

Not a shot

November 15—Co. drilled 3 hours. Deloused Co.

November 16—Col. Stewart inspected the Co. Red
Cross stores brought by detail.

November 17—Detail of 27 men sent Bakaritza to work
on troop train. Issue of Red Cross outfits.

November 18—Close order drill 3 hrs. Physical exam.
by Dr. Pyle. 10 men plucked.

November 19—3 hours close order drill. Capt. Prince
gave very interesting lecture to Co. on Bolshevism
in Russia.

November 20—Inspection at 11:00 a. m. by General
Ironsides.

November 21-—Co. had second ‘“Cootie”
Bathed and washed clothes.

November 22—C(Co. left Smolny quay about 12:45 p. m.
Left Archangel Preestin about 3:00 and proceeded
to Verst 46.

November 23—At 2:30 a. m. at Obozerskaya exchanged
Russian Lewis guns and equipment for English
make, proceeded to 466. Left 466 at 8:00 a. m. and
effected relief of French Co. Second Platoon went
to 448 for outpost duty.

November 24—One platoon at 448, one platoon on out-
post 455. Remainder of Co. helping Engineers
with wire and building.

November 25-27 as 24th.

November 28—One-half day fatigue. Y. M. C. A. put on
Thanksgiving Day program.

November 29—Relieved French Co. at 446 and 445.

November 30—Fourth platoon at 446, 1 platoon plus
two Lewis guns on outpost, 1 platoon on fatigue.

DECEMBER

Deeember 1—Co. on front line. One platoon at Verst
446. 1 platoons plus two L. G. gun teams on out-
post duty. Remainder of Co. on fatigue, building
block houses, wire entanglements, etc. Sgt. Zapfe
patrolled right flank, Sgt. Hudson left flank.

December 2—Still on front line. Disposition of Co.
same. Usual patrols sent out.

December 3—Still on front line. Chauchot instruction,
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