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has remembered her soldier sons although the hoys
ometimes have thought that the old adage ‘‘out of
[ had displaced the equally venerable saw ‘absence
grow fonder.”” Perhaps it was because the newspa-
lﬁga ‘the MeAllen reports to quarter columns in

ile pages or perhaps because the letters from the
¢ became less frequent and briefer. At all events the
hat we' were forgotten exiles and that the old world
thout our help as swiftly as before. We grew to mourn-
; ‘‘never missed,’’ ‘except by the faithful few

e

165 forgotten compli i s
e citizens and officials of the Empire State appre-
~us, and eagerly looked forward to our return, The
tler communicated with the ‘several prominent gen-
itriotic citizens who control the destiny and direct the
of the greatest state in the union, asking each of them
rsonal greeting to New York’s sons on the Border.
est met with instant and gratifying response and in the
sincerety of the statements which we print in another
officers and men of the New York Division may gain re-
encouragement and the welcome knowledge that
gotten by those at home.

~ GRIND THE AXE

. thecearly embryonie days of The Rattler’s development we flat-
- %ered ourselves that a great journalistic project had been born. We
proudly claimed the badge of merit and distinction. A member of
~ the 1 ll'Esm{hmth no.axe to grind!
~ the New York Division

ause one has to write

To promote its ideals and to-further-its

- welfare were our only aims. e B
- As The Rattler
that perhaps, umble and modest fashion, we might be of some

~ dasting service to the entire National Guard of the United States, al-
though acting as official spokesman for but one part of it. Our
editorial pen became dedicated to their cause and to the cause of

adequate prepavedness for our country. IFrom afar came letters,
- _some of scathing rebuke and some of apprecjative praise and sincere
. commendation. These epistles taught us many things. We learned
~ that we were at last grinding axes and they were those of Mars. The
pacifle lettter writers in war-like terms accused us of militarism. If
~ protection for our country means militarism as the pacifists say then
- itisupon that platform that we stand. Let the sound of grinding steel
be heard throughout the land! The Rattler will oil anew the journ-
 elistic grindstone and whet the axes of a patriotie cause.

bl ; ' OUR POLITICS '

- It is with a growing sense of pride that we diseover that The Rat-
tler has attracted the attention of the world beyond the Magic Valley
and is even being read with interest in the offices of the sophisticated
ity dailies. And now a statesman of national prominence urges us to
ow our O. D. sombrero into. the political ring. With honeyed
1 culating flattery he eulogizes The Rattler and its editor-
o not announce a political attitude?’’ he
know how you stand on the great political
thé people. No newspaper can afford to dis-
. Come out and state your position.”’
tion has sought to steer clear of the
riing ut despite its every precaution has been drawn

- willy-nilly inté the iaelstron. Many a man has been sucked into the
rushing torrent and has gone down with the undertow to political
woblivion. ~ (The ladies; forgetting their angelic similitude, have bliss-
{ully trodden the referendum spring-hoard and plunged joyously into
the ex of votes.) We struggle against the engulfing tide and
' ot even a straw-vote to clutch. Heretofore The Rat-
_has been to evade any discussion of a political nature
/by a powerful impulse to do so.
W militarily and boldly mixing our metaphors we ad-
great statesman’s request bids fair to force us from our
d into the open, there to assume the offensive.  Yes, we
nt too long. We must speak our minds.
stionsthat confronts the great American people is
, the issue of national honor, prosperity, or the econ-
itesblessed dollar, although each has an import-
‘neral discussion and each should havg careful con-

oral

.~ So far as The Rattler is concerned the
y be settled by American voters on the seveuth of
‘Shall it be siooth face or shall it be whiskers?
v&ﬁeﬁﬁag ! loath to take sides, for among the
ders, Caesar; Napoleon, Washington, and Molke
‘while Hannibal, Gustavus Adolphus, Lee and

leisame as it has always been—a grandstand seat
y wateh the political vaudeville on the

as essential to the army as a mainspring
works the timepiece would be a failure.

tler was issued, we have received what

: gngt,. it has reached a height of success

Our interestsswere those of [8reatly accentuated, if she happens to

yrew in prestige and circulation we began. to=feel tevery other day, just to keep alive a

ince the first number of The Rat-

might be termed a continuous stream
of compliments. Practically every one
of the great dailies in our own home
State hasg given much space in  un-
stinted praise and one has gone so far
as to say that our newspaper is better
than many that are published within
Forty-five Minutes From Broadway. |
All this leads us to remark that The
Rattler is successful; as a matter of

‘ar beyond our most sanguine expee-
tations. Our circulation, despite the
fact that a number of large infantry
units have departed, has pot been les-
sened. Of course the matter of cir-
culation is of lesser importance than
the advertising contracts, for it is only
by the latter means that the heavy ex-
pense for publication can be met.

But, what we take most pride in are
compliments upon the subject matter
and general appearance of our publi-
cation. On our editorial page we have
endeavored to keep pace with those
subjects in which we are vitally eon-
cerned. We have carefully diserimin-
ated against any criticism of any per-
son or grganization which might be con-
sidered as unfair or unwarranted. We
have positively. refused to aceept pat-
ent medicine or liquor advertisements,
although such refusals have earried
with them an ohvious financial losy.
We have carefully put behind us all
temptationg for the advancement of
political issues, though concious that
our readers, being particularly intelli-
gent men, have very well defined ideas
on_the general subject. ~

Now, while we may be entitled fo
some small appreciation of our collec-
tive personal effects, we are fully
aware that the greatest amount of
credit for this success belongs not to
the editors, but to the great New York
Division as a body. From the highest
ranking officers to the newest rookie,
the ‘“pack’’ hag stood behind The Rat-
tler and anything the pack stands be-
hind, or lopes behind, is pretty sure to
move along rapidly, for the strength
of these particular “‘wolves’’ is fairly
well known, ;
Still, we are not thoroughly satis-
fied, for we feel that we are not receiv-
ing the amount of contributions from
the literary talent distributed through-
out the length and breadth of the Divi-
sion, that we ghould receive. The ed-
itor will be glad to confer with any
member of this Division who may de-
sire to become a contributing editor,
or will accept manuscript with the un.
derstanding that it will be returned if
not used.

CONCERNING VERSE AND WORSE

This newspaper receives in every
mail a large quantity of poetry. Letters
are received each day, all containing
poetry.  Strangerg’ come to us upward
of three times a week with offerings
of poetry and some of our friends eall
on us in the evenings and on Sundays
—bearing poetry.

Now we have a fancy for good
poetry, it is like good music to us, it
carries us back unconsciously to other
days, shall we say, to better days, when
there was something in the feel of the
air that caused us to take pleasure in
slipping into a dinner coat, or perchance
a claw-hammer; that same pleasure
which always pervades us as we follow
the usher to our seats at the theitre,
that self satisfying sort of a feeling—

be pretty.
If we had our way, we would read
a verse of good poetry at least once

tempermental softness of character, a
—what shall we say, but anyhow, this
is what we are coming to. Poetry is
alright, if it -is good. Now there is
very good poetry, and very bad poetry.
They are like water and oil, in that
they won't mix. No one can make them
mix. If we were to undertake to pub-
lish all the poetry of both kinds that
has been and is being thrust upon us,
we would have to publish a book and
not a mewspaper.
On the other hand, our enterprise is
fairly well established. Our competi-
tors—the great New York dailies, have
remarked this in numerous articles
which they have printed ahout us and
for which we have expressed thanks.
Therefore, in order that the feelings
of those who desire to publish their
poems in the columns of this newspa-
per may not be wounded, we wish to
announce that all poetry received here-
after for publication must be accom-
panied by a small honorarium, equal,
let us .ay, to forty cents per square
inch, say sixty cents added if the
author desire to have his name inserted
at the top, and, well, suppose we make
it a dollar, if he desires hig name at
top and bottom. This nominal rate is
now being charged against the account
of our business manager for all articles
signed by him and he scems to think
it worth the moncy. We expect to re-
serve the last page for contributors of
poetry and will make no advance in
the line rate for the Christmas number.

‘‘HE KEPT US OUT OF WAR.”

The closing paragraph of the famous
Venezuelan Message:

‘“In making these recommendations
I am fully alive to the responsibility
incurred, and keenly realize all the
consequences that may follow. I am,
nevertheless, firm in my convietion
that while it is a grievous thing to con-
template the two great English-speak-
ing peoples of the world as being other-
wise than friendly competitors in the
onward march of civilization, and stren-
uous and worthy rivals in all the arts
of peace, there is no calamity which
a great mation can invite which equals
that which follows a supine submission
to wrong and injustice and the comse-
quent loss of national self-respect and
honor, beneath which are shielded and
defended a people’s safety and great-
ness. GROVER CLEVELAND.

The man who knows just why we are
here and when we're going to depart
from hence closely reminds us of the
fellow who always insists on mixing
the salad dressing in a public restaur-
ant, )

If you want to know how to set your
watch correctly, read the Signal. Corps

ks and it is for them that The Rattler

IHE RIO GRANDE

RATTLER

PEn}oNALs

A Nale ot

By W. O. M'Geehan

the Border

Brigadier Genera.l Jaitleg \;’ Lester
is rapidly convaleseing £ is_recent
iudissosition and cpr&ts?&i_‘_]e‘nye to-
day for Kingsville, Texas, wher
will meet Mrs. ’L;ﬂf Igﬁy&% fewr
days stay at King %w neral and
Mrs. Lester wi@{g&) n to the Magic
Valley where Mrsi Tieg é‘i‘ Vil remain
for several days. . Mys. iestor has been
visiting her sou.in Chicago,

TNl

Lieutenant ' Ludwig von ﬁoe.‘
the Medical Detaékment, .7
who suffered asbroken lez several
ago, ig reported to he improving and in
good spirits.  The leg and the Lieuten-
ant are both on the mend. Lieutenant
von Roeder is looking forward to an
early return to,t '?’%;pm
at Madero whe?{eq}fbb exﬁﬂzn ati\‘eg
rank him with their patron gzints be-
cause of his kindly professional minis-
trations, Ag none of the soldiers were
ever sick the Doctor practiced on the
Mexes and in a short space of time
they enjoyed better health than they
had ever known before. And they
didn’t have to sell their goats to pay
medical bills for the Lieutenant is an
altruistie practitioner and charges noth-
ing—in Texas.

Tuformation comes to us from Hemp.
stead L. I. that during a recent visit to
the New York Aviation Training Camp,
at that place, our rfellow townsman,
Colonel Edward V. Howard, Asst. Adju-
tant General of New York, went for a
flying trip across Long Island. The
Colonel was in the air for nearly four
hours and arose to an altitude of 8050
feet. The total distance covered was
about 200 miles.  Upos landing the
Colonel said the buzzing of the enginen
was almost as disagreeable as the noise
of certain individuals asking for their
pay.

Lieut. ‘‘Bob Mollyneux and Capts.
Daly and Bayliss, Division Headquar-
ters, piloted by our gay Lothario, Pvt.
Carl Brown, went toward La Gloria
Friday afternoon armed for deer. They
came back Saturdaay with three doves.
The Lieutenant didn’t say whether
they were purchased or shot on the
wing.

Major ‘“Ned'’ Olmsted, who hasn’t
been assistant Chief of Staff long enough
to forget that he used to be a Cavalry
officer, laid down the blue pencil and
the swagger-stick last 'Thursday and
rode with the lst Cavalry to Browns-

{ (From The New

It was down at Flo’s Fandango,
Which ig just inside the line,

Where the cowboys flock on pay day

For their women and their wine.
There was Joe, the Greaser smuggler,
«} And a shavetail from the point

¥y rWﬁo wag more or less enamoured

4 lady in the joint.

There were twenty thirsty privates

From the latest Villa chase,
‘Who had slipped the provost sergeant,
And were hiding in the place.

But, the queercst in the outfit

Was a little East Side rat
With a college boy regalia

And a dinky dice hox hat.

e was pale and narrow-chested

And he seemed to eringe and shrink
When the erowd were firing pistols

As the signal for a drink.

They had dumped him in the desert

From the passing Golden State;

Baid he’d come to drive an auto,
But he waasn’t talking staight.

But the queerest thing about him
Was a small, new-fangled gun

Of the sort a girl might carry,
Hardly bigger than a hun.
‘‘Keerful,’” says the tightest private
As he gave his belt a hiteh,

‘‘If you ever fire that popgun,
You'll be pinehed for spreading iteh,’’
For the border runs to cannons,

And they like the larger bores;

All the guests of Flo’s Fandango
Carried forty-fives and fours.

But the cocky little stranger

With a funny little smirk

Says, ‘‘I’ve used it in my business
And I know it does the work.’’
Now we’d heard of Eastern gunmen
And of certain things they’d done,
But we’d back our own home produets
If this little bird was one.

Why he looked so inefficient

]

With that popgun in his fist

And his little paper collar

And a ticker on kis wrist,

That we laughed about the bantam
And we bought him lots of drinks,

And we got him telling whoppers

As we passed the knowing winks,

T!wn the erowq from Deming gathered,
Fighting drunk and whisky mad, «

York Tribune.)

Every man of them a killer,

Bad men? Yes, and poison bad.
Flo,"she tried to hide the stranger
Cause she didn’t want the scene -
That she seemed to know wag coming,
But that bunch was Greaser mean.
Well, they gathered round the vietim
And they started with the fun,
Pulling jokes about his make-up,
And they asked to see the gun.

But he took it kind of quiet

With a shifty, nervous stare

Till I got a queer present’ment

It was time to get the air.

Flo, who’d seen a hundred mix-ups,
Also seemed to get the hunch

For 1 saw her tip a signal

To the women of her bunch,

‘‘Get that kid’s frijole shooter,”’
Says the meanest cowboy then,
“‘For the thing is plumb.offensive
To a lot of fighting men,

But the runt he erooked his finger
And the little popgun popped

And the girls and soldiers seattered
As the biggest cowboy dropped.

And the rest? I didn’t see it

But the runt sure knew his trade
And the popgun worked so rapid
You'd have almost said it sprayed,
It was done so fast the soldiers
Hadn 't hardly cleared the door
When he had the sixth and last one
Neatly piled upon the floor.

Then he turned apologetie

And he tipped his hat to Flo,
Says, ‘‘T guess I've spoiled the party,
So it's time for me to blow.

“‘I was studying your gunmen,

But if these are of your best

I have made the trip for nothing;

I am sorry I came West.

‘‘They're as elumsy as a copper
And the way they start is coarse.’’
Then he rode across the desert

On a potted cowboy’s horse.

Oh, the East is East, says Kipling
And the West is West. It's true
And their methods seem to vary
In a lot of things they do.

But the real efficient murderg
Aren’t native to the West;

When it comes to faney killing
Eastern gunmen are the best.

ville. Look out, Major the ¢‘line’’
will get you yet.

Lt. Col. Terribury returns today from
a 21 day furlough in New York. During

his absence the duties of Chief Surgeon
of the Division have been carried hy
Major Maloney of the Division Medical

The Incinerator

“‘Vol.'1, No. 10"’ may appear harm-

Corps.

WILLETT B. BAKER.

less enough when glimpsed on the print-
ed pagae, but oh, the bitter pangs we
suffered and the futile memories we
conjured up to mock us as we penned
thoso figures for the date line of The

With the death of Master Signal
Electrician Willett B. Baker, of Com-
pany A, First Battalion, New York Sig-
nal Corps, Wednesday, October 18th, in
the Camp Hospital at McAllen, Texas,
the National Guard lost one of its most
capable, loyal and efficient non-com-
missioned officers. For thirty-six years
he had worn the uniform, with honor
to himself and the service, of which he
wag so proud.

Most keenly his loss is felt by his
fellows in the organization of which he
was for so many years a member, who
had eome to look mpon him not as a
thorough soldier, but as a loyal friend.
To have been associated with ‘‘Pop’’
as he was affectionately called, from
the major down to the newest recruit,
ic a privilege to be remembered as a
bright spot through the years,

At the time of his death, he was the
ranking non-commisioned officer of: the
New York National Guard, and, as-Mas-
ter Signal Electrician, held tha highest
enlisted office. He was born on the
19th day of February, 1862, at Flush-
ing, Long Island. At the age of eigh-
teen, he enlisted in Company D, 7th
New York Infantry, and up to the time
of his death had never been long away
from the colors, He rose. to the rank
of corporal in the 7th, and in November
1883,  received his full and honorable
discharge.

He then moved to Pennsylvania and
there enlisted in the 2nd Penusylvania
Infantry, with whom he served-eight
vears, when he returned to New' York.
In September, 1899, le enlisted in the
First Signal Corps, now Company A,
and had since been in continuous sery-
ice with that organization. = Rising
through the various grades of non-com-
missioned officers to that of Master
Signal Eleetrician .

At one time or another all of the pres-
ent” officers of the Battalion have seen
service with him, many of them taking
their first lessons as recruits under his
tutelage. Without doubt he was one
of the best drill masters in the Nation-
al Guard, knowing his ‘‘book’’ from
cover to cover. As a radio and tele-
graph operator he was second to none,
and was a horseman of rare ability and
aceomplishment,

He had been ill but a few days when
he answered his last recall. The follow-
ing sincere tribute of our Commanding
Officer expresses the esteem in which
we all held him:

¢‘Our nation never had a more loyal
soldier than Willett B, Baker, He lov-
ed a soldier’s life, and died on the bat-
tlefield of his country’s selection.

‘‘My friend has gone to rest, but the
inspiration of his life remains with me.

‘W. L. Hallahan.’’

‘‘THE WAR-WHOOP'’

Troop D, 1st Cavalry, enteres the field
of Border journalism with a breezy
little paper ealled ‘‘The War-Whoop.”’
On the front page is a photograph of
Captain Chester H. King, Commanding
the troop.

Several pictures of the Ist Cavalry
Horse Show adorn other pages. It is
a most attractive sheet and bids fair
to receive a welcome back home. The
editors, Corporal Walker and Private
Saks, are to be congratulated upon the
first issue of ‘‘The War-Whoop'' in
Texas. For the past twelve years
Troop D have published an annual call-
@d by the same name but now that the
boys have more time on their hands
they plan to make it a monthly or semi-
monthly publieation. The Rattler glad-
Iy welcomes ‘‘The War-Whoop”’ to its

news on page Three.

exchanges.

Rattler. O tempora, O mores!'—and
then some. 1

Speaking of dates, it's oh, so long
since we’ve missed one. Dates are
supposed to grow in profusion through-
out the Magic Valley but New York
still leads in this line of social horticul-
ture.

Coming—the November 8 ‘‘Inciner-
ator.”’

Coming—(Probably Later). The Bal-
lad of Leavensworth Gaol, by the same
anxious author.—Adv.

They'll Never Ope the Pearly Gates.
The merchants of MeAllen who buy
a new Ford every week.
The man who draws the pictures for
the army and navy reeruiting posters.

MEXICO MAEKES FUTURE PLANS.
—Headltne, Brownsville Herald.

It is reported that the draughtsman
on the job is no other than the cele-
brated futuristic painter whose ‘‘Ci-

garette Smoking in an Ammunition
Factory’’ created such a furore at the
exhibition several years ago. We
shoull say so.
HIS DIARY
Monday: Weather very chilly this

morning. Didn’t feel like getting up,
it was so eold and was late on the line.
Lieutenant made it warm for me. Bor-
rowed 2 quarter and ate breakfast at
the canteen. Matched with Joe for
the eats. Borrowed a nickel from him
to make up the bill. Only going to
gamble on sure things after thiis.

Bugler blew recall for drill this morn
ing. Everyone cheered. We spent the
rest of the day digging new ditches
down by the picket-line. Must save
cheering for Fourth of July. No new
rumors to-day exeept that one about
going home, Heard that all summer—
always the same: *‘We get our orders
next week.”’ Fellow who first started
it sure to be right sometime,

Llveryone paid this afternoon for
September diteh-work. Paymaster only
three weeks late this time. Rumors of
extva Christmas bonus of fifty cents.
Met Joe outside Q. M. before putting
gold pieces in my pocket. He swore
he wasn’t waiting for me. Lost the
other two dollars waiting for sevens.
Wrote Jim two weeks ago asking for
that fifty he owed me since Eas-
ter. No answer yet. Got a long letter
from Mabel. She said Jim was so gen-
erous—sent her candy andflowers every
day. Hope they’ll ask me to chip in
for Jim’s own flowers soon. She en-
closed picture of Jim in Plattsburg
uniform and didu’t I think he was too
cute for anything. Or anybody. Jim
told her to apologize to me hecause uni-
form didn’t fit well.

Didn’t get to sleep until late. Think-
ing of things to fit Jim.

Tuesday: Ate breakfast at company
mess this morning. Maybe I ean bor-
row a dollar from Fitz.” Weather still
chilly. Wrote Dad to get a fur coat
for me. Told him where to find the
ticket. Another outfit left for home
to-day. They didn’t seem to mind
going. Bet ‘they’ll all die from the
cold in New York. Oh, death, where
is thy sting? 4

At last a note from Jim. Said he
was sending a check in another letter.
Told me all about Plattsburgh and said
he would make any saerifices to go
there next summer, This preparedness
movement is so interesting, didn’t I
flink. He eaid gomething else too,

about how wonderfully well Mabel
stood my long absence but of eourse-it
was because he was there to cheer her.
Got a letter from Elsie in answer to
the one T wrote her asking her didn’t
she miss someone very much.
she did, that Kenneth had been in India
two years and she missed him dread-
fully. Wasn’t I sorry for her?  Must
find out how to join the regulars. Still
Fay hasn’t answered that same ques-
tion yet. Got the other letter from
Jim with the cheek he wrote about.
It was a hat-check from Bustanohys.

She said

At the moment of this writing, both
entries in the presidential hurdles are
already claiming the spoils of the vie-
tor. Their confident candor is most in-
spiring to the usually unimpressionable
electorate but there is always a chance
of overleaping the final obstacle. For
the boastful possessors of cinches, hoth
Charlie and Woodie are doing a great
deal of training and detraining.

Politics may make strange bedfellows
but they soon get on pork-swapping
terms with each other.

Forgotten Phrases
““Table for Two.’’
‘“Check Your Hat?’’
‘“Keep the Change.’’
‘“The Next One-Step?’’
‘‘Here’s How!*’

No, I'reddie, You Beceme a
Contributing Factor.

hole before we leave Texas, do I still
remain a Contributing Editor?
. F. B. B.

Expeet the final satisfactory report
of the Mexican-American Commission
two days before November 7th. It
must be getting chilly on the Board
Walk at Atlantie City.
ABSENT-MINDED ‘‘PROF’’

FORGETS THE NAME OF A
BOOK THAT HE WROTE.
—Headline, Houston Chronicle.

We offer as suggestions ‘‘Campaign
Platform’’ and ‘‘The History of the
United States.’?

The advocates of soft-soap pacifism
are now urging ‘‘Safety Last” as the
nation’s saccharine slogan.

Isn’t it lucky the Union troops did-
n’t go on a strike in 1861,

A private in a certain infantry regi-
ment stationed at McAllen thought that
Dad would know when his organization
was due for a recall so he wrote him as
follows: ‘*Wire date of regiment’s
homecoming in code. For instance if
it iy November 1st say in telegram,
‘Mother expects to go to Philadelphia

Nov. 1.” You’ll wire me soon, won’t
you, Dad?’’

And Dad did wire. - The telegram
follows:

‘‘Mother doesn’t expect to go to
Philadelphia at all,””

Add to Hyphenates and

The Texan-American.

Hybrids:

Did you tell them to put moth-balls
in that new flannel suit?

Ho, hum, we've done enough labor
this week. Now for a long sleep and
may the bugler who blows “‘reveille’’
be sentenced to live in MeAllen the
rest of his unnatural life. To tell the
truth we always did hate to overwork.

Sowetimes we're too ,prou%{toI write.

H. I. Y.—If The Rattler goes in the'




