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- .reviewed all the troops of the Divi-

 arily removed, every automobile in the

~As far as the review went it was
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~ usual number of horses ran away, the

~feet, the usual number of platoon lead-

~ military history had such a rotten line

~ chuekled and issued more,
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THE RIO GRANDE RATTLER

~ 1ST CAVALRY.
_Governor Whitman and the north
wind have been the chief causes of
concern to the eavalrymen during what
has otherwise proved to be L
5‘ £ the

The Governor arrived Tuesday night
accompanied by his private car. It
was confidently expected by many
‘that, like the young adventurer, Hor-
ner, he would insert his finger into the
official pie and pull out a plum for the
deloet:lt’i’on of the 6th Diviainn.ﬂ'l‘hin?
ke this, however, are apparently only
e deruzonu of anpl'rio writer’s
brains. Like the old Roman politician
Mr., Whitman *‘Weni, widi, went’’—
and the Gth Division remained as it
‘was, KSR
On Thursday morning, the Governor

and uneventful week.

sion, many of them the same men
~whom he reviewed at Camp Whitman,
TFishkill Plains, twelve months ago.
These reviews are becoming as much
of a social event to the inhabitants
of the surrounding country as the In-
ternational polo games to the New
Yorker, With the age limit tempoi-

‘eountry was lined up on either side of
the gray official car to wateh the
troops march past.

very much like any other review. The

usual number of riders fell off, the
usual number of infantrymen ot sore

ers told their commands that never in

‘been maintained and what thellstha
matter any way and the Governor in
the usual manner of rewviewers un-
doubtedly turned to General O'Ryan
and said ‘“Sir, the New York troops
are in fine condition. That was a
splendid showing, sir. By the way,
Yyou haven't got a matech, have you?’’

Word was sent to the First Cavalry
that the Governor would visit the
camp sometime during the afternoon,
Troop I, on .exterior guard duty, was
instructed to wateh for the a};proach
of the official car with a faithful eye
that the guard might be lined up like
neat little dummies as he swept by.

To this end the two veliefs off duty
hung over a small fire all the after-
noon, warming their hands, and swear-
ing softly at the loss of sleep. Like
that devout woman Sister Annie in
the story of Bluebeard, who was al-
ways seeing clouds of dust; the sentry
at the entrance stirred up the guard as
the nose of every Ford appeared over
the irrigation diteh bridge.

Finally a machine which was not a
Ford appeared, accepting this as con-
clusive proof that it would be no other
than the Governor, the guard was call-
ed out. When Captain A. C. Goodyear

~of Buffalo drove into the Camp he was
saluted by  twenty-four  respectful
rifles much to his astonishment and
Ppleasure.

The Governor did not appear, but on
the next day, the relieving troop took
up the watch. No one happened to
consider, however, that he might come
into the camp through the side en-
trance, which is exactly what happen-
ed. He left, however, by the main
gate, While the guard peered down
the road with shaded eyes, searching
anxiously for some sign of the guber-
natorial presence there was a whirr
in the rear, the noise of a klaxon and
they stepped aside just in time to
avoid being run over by a large gray
car, from the rear seat of which Gov-
ernor Whitman’s coat collar waved de-
risively.

On Sunday morning, November 12,
the Ist Cavalry was perspiring. Some
even went so far as to sweat. Then
without a word of warning, the wind
shifted, into the north and fanned us
with the breath of distant ice fields.
That was not a good night for sleep-
ing in Hidalgo eounty.

On .the following day stoves were
issued, The ordinary idea of a wood

stove is a commodious affair with
stubby legs and a place in which to
build a fire. Not so, the army stove.
With characteristic sense of humor,
the quartermaster department issued
quantities of iron comes about three
feet high, with no bottoms, and a little
dron door on the side covering a letter
slot. When asked for the rest of this
prehistorie cave heater, they merely

We learn with, experience that the
{‘stove’? is to he planted in a box of
earth. To “build a fire, the wood is
ushed through the letter slot and a
ighted match mailed after it on the
chance that a  fire might thus be
started. The letter chute serves the
double purpose of mailing the fire and
afterwards of allowing the smoke to
escape,

MecAllen on the morning after the
norther presented the appearance of a
scene in the Klondike during the Sea-
son. Men woke up struggling trades-
men and went to bed mitten and com-
forter kings. Upon entering the bar-
ber shop opposite the station, we heard
words, the meaning of which we had
almost forgotten. “‘Come in, gents,
and get warm. There’s a stove in the
corner.'” Tf anyone had said that 90
days ago, ke would have been tarred,
feathered and run out of town.

The new O. D. uniforms which serv-
ed-their purpose so well a month ago,
by starting the rumor that we were go
ing home, were also issued. From the
point of view of the Q. M. Department
the issuing was a triumph of military
art. When the last suit was taken,

ded nai

like soma vegetable fungus growing
from tha ¢ont. Then a slicker, of the
sheet iron variety, a couple of O. D.
blouses, a sweater, a couple of O. D,
shirts and all available undershirts.
It was food for thought that even
with this armored belt of khaki eloth
between us and the wind, the heat of
a camp fire at the post was more of a
necegsity than a luxury. Working
with this as a standard, how long
would it take a U. 8. Guardsman, dress-
ed for a six-hour trick of fireless guard
mount in a snow-swept pass of the Car-
pathians, to undress, and would he, or
would he not be bullet proof.

After months of indecision, the 7th
have finally received their orders and
another gap is about to appear in the
Division. With Thanksgiving a week
away and nineteen ounces of condens-
ed milk-fed issue turkey staring us in
the face, we are brought face to face
with what was regarded two months
ago as a sensational famcy, We will
eat our Thanksgiving dinner on the
Border, —E. 8

SECOND FIELD HOSPITAL.

Yes, sir, we were inspected., The re-
sult, of course, we do not know. We
can only conjecture. The vesult of onr
conjectures and cogitations on the mat-
ter, however, is that-ecither we are so
bad that everybody wants to get a look
or else we are 80 good that it has takeu
the whole of the usual inspecting force
and a couplg of super-inspectors to
find something to write about, besides
the usual.

One morning last week we were in-
spected mentally, equipmentally, tem-
per-mentally and sanitarily, We exhi-
bited the usual number of rust spots,
possibly a few more, the usual stage
fright in answering first aid questions
and the usual apparent lack of knowl-
edge regarding the contents of our hos-
pital corps pouches which we have car-
ried, ¢leaned, re-arranged and re-stock-
ed for four months. We don’t know
why it is that we can never remember
the names of the contents of that
blamed pouch, aid the fool part of it
is that the nmame of every, article is
printed on the flap. Just because an
ordinary jack-knife has a saw blade
and a cork-screw attached we feel that
it must have somie mysterious medical
name to disguise it, and we are usually
unable to tell the inspector that it is
a jack-knife with a saw blade and cork
serew.

In view of O. O, No. 7, 1916, we are
unable to figure out just what that
cork-serew is meant for, and not hav-
ing any use for it,we have allowed it to
go to rust. What’s the use of taking
care of excess and useless equipment?
Possibly, by the proper use of the saw
blade we ecould cut G. O. 7, Div., 1916,
up in such a manner that the cork-
serew might be of some use again, and
we would then keep it bright in service.
The same thing holds true of our
tourniquet snaps. Of what use are
they? None of the ‘‘dough-boys’’
seem to be game enough to get an arm
or a leg shot off so we could use them,
so why keep them' bright and clean?
The tourniquet might come in handy
to choke the cry of those misguided
members of the federalized militia
who want to stay on the Border and ery
““On to Mexico,”’ but we don’t need
clean snaps to take care of them,

And why should we worry whether
our first aid sardine cans are inserted
in ‘the pouches with the loop up or
down? We are told if the loop is up
we might open the packet by taking
hold of the loop. Well, what’s the ob-
Jjection? There is not one of us that
is going to pull that can out of the
pouch unless he intends to use it, and,
to use it, it must be opened.

After we were inspected that morn-
ing we thought we got away with it
in pretty good style, but in the after-
noon, when we were taking our usual
siesta, in blowed a couple of super-
inspectors. They didn’t care a snap
about rust spots, in faect, didn’t seem
to be looking for any; they were super-
inspectors, and they had to find some-
thing entirely different to inspect, so
they attacked the ideas of uniform
ity. As we understand it, everything
is supposed to be uniform in this
Army, so we made a practice of uni-
formly throwing our cigatette butts
and burnt matches into the trenches.
We made little uniform piles of butts,
matehes and peanut shells and even
then we were criticized because some
of our outfits had removed their piles
and destroyed the uniformity. We
can’t even be sure of just what our
neighbors are going to do. We should
have told the other Samitary Units on
the PARADA SANITAS that we were
going to have our piles left as they
were; then we would have had uni-
formity, That was our mistake,

It had rained the previous day, so
that on our inspection day it was mud-
dy underfoot, and our morning inspee-
tors dragged considerable mud into our
tents. We swept it out simply to keep
the remainder of the morning inspec-
tion from interfering with our usual
afternoon siesta. Naturally, we uni-
formly swept out the mud. We could
see that it was in plain sight. Nat-
urally, we uniformily did not move our
bunks and sweep under them, What
was the use? The inspectors did not
drag any mud under the bunks and
we had swept under them yesterday.
Here again, our uniformity got us in-
to trouble. 1t was our brand of uni-
formity that made us trouble this time.
Had we uniformly failed to sweep out
our tents, we would still have had the
mud to point to as evidence of the
fact that we had been inspected in the
morning. The result of our uniformly

they had posing of all
the small sizes to the big men and all
‘the large sizes t e little men. Not
a uniform fitted. The plan was per-
- feet and there is great rejoicing.
. Had the exterior guard been attack-

and 15th, respeetively, they would
ve been formidable m-" ob-
A es. So well were they ted

oerr uniformity—a eall.

‘We hoped that we had seen the last
of the inspectors for some time, but
no, the next morning in walked a San-
itary Imspector. Well, as we figure,
with uniformly hard work over a per-
iod of two weeks, we will cateh up
with the schedule of new improve.
ments which he suggested.

‘that it was doubtful whetherrmnny of
'.lm;,‘ having fallen down, opuid- rige

iy

overeoat, with the collar huttoned

The following day, we were inspect-
ed in full field equipment. We had
some of all of the different kinds of
brands of Imspectors on the job. We

see one of those right guards|still continued to follow out our ideas
dissolve after a trick of duty, was|of uniformity. Our wagons were uni-
worth staying awake for. First the|formly muddy, but our mules were uni-

formly clean, so was our harness, and

the head until the hair lacked

they staod on n uniform line. We
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pitched our pup tents, uniformly in a
row at uniform distances, although our
uniformity was broken up because the
Government had issued three different
types of pup tents. However, this
breach of uniformity, being Govern-
mental, was overlooked by the Inspec-
tors as we were being inspected and
not the Government.

In this show of uniformity the vari-

ous inspectors apparently = uniformly
concurred.
In conformity of inspections we

were reinspected a few days later, we
suspect, in order to “see whether our
previous inspections had been of umi-
form benefit.

We feel that we have been uniform-
ly inspected to death, and we are uni-
formly busy correcting the military
uniformity, the uniformity which has
been declared to have been uniformly
erroneous. When this has been ac-
complished we shall not wait for in-
spectors to make their uniformly cas
ual inspection, but shall invite them
to inspect us in our mew uniform uni-
formity —G. W. P., Jr.

7TH INFANTRY.

““ {The time has come,’” the Walrus
said, ‘to talk of many things.’ '’ Yea,
verily, the time has come—it is the
Seventh hour—but I, who have ever
been ready, even eager, to become all
too fluently discursive on many topies,
some of which were viewed askance in
higher quarters, find that my pen fails
me and the words that I would here
indite as my parting message from
the Seventh, falter and breaking their
lines, retreat ‘‘muy pronto’’ in phil-
ological econfusion and etymological
disorder.

Many things are better left unsaid
at the parting hour. I remember too
well the touching remarks of the boys
from the 2nd upon their arrival in El-
mira, as quoted in last week’s Rattler,
They were indeed eloguent and out-
spoken about the joys of Border Ser-
vice. And if I should suddenly find
myself transported from MeAllen to
Elmira, no words in the English lan-
guage would suffice to compose an
adequate and apropos pman of praise
to MecAllen.. There are many places
worse than the Bandit City of -the Bor-
der.

But the Seventh is bound for Man-
hattan, not ¥lmira. And Manhattan
through the misty vale of 2,500 miles,
is indeed a garden of Eden, where soft-
lipped, starry-eyed Eves await and—
oh, all that sort of thing. Therein my
powers of description again fail me;
but it was a pretty and enticing pie-
ture as I envisaged it in my mind’s
eye but a moment ago.

Perhaps it were better that I do not
linger before suech striking tableau.
That is to say, I may linger all I wish,
but must refrain from expressing my-
self too broadly on such artistic sub-
jeets, principally because the Seventh
happens to be the only party of Wil-
son’s Tourists to hoard the waiting
Broadway Express at this present time.
You see, I must consider the feelings of
those that remain here, yet a while,

I feel my face, :of which I am
usually very particular, suffused with
guilty blushes whenever I encounter
a cavalryman or an artilleryman or
even an engineer upon the highways of
McAllen. And there are some infan-
trymen, too, before whom I stand
abashed. TIndeed, it is an easy task to
tell a Seventh man from a heterogen-
eous collection of Border boarders.
Usually, you cannot tell a Seventh man
anything, but this example in point
is  an  exception, which always
proves some rule or other, as my learn-
ed professors used to point out. Why
that should be so I eould never quite
fathom, but that is neither here nor
there. The Seventh man, when dis-
covered in his natural habitat or .run
to cover in the midst of a motley crew
of artillerymen and all the others, in-
variably can be marked and classified
as such by the broad and empty grin
that defaces his usually soldierly
countenance. Catch him unawares and
tell him that Villa has taken /om-
ica and he will grin widely. Yes, even
tell him that MeAllen is threatened by
bandits and he will laugh uproarously.
(Of course McAllen has always been
threatened by bandits sinee they serve
to make up the larger portion of its
population.) Which proves nothing—
but the aforesaid silvery smile is there
and will not depart from there for
many weeks to come. It started to
grow early last Friday morning when
sheafs of telegrams from congratulat-
ing friends in New York commenced
arriving at camp, and it will finally
culminate in a mighty roar of joy-
fol merriment when the tourist sleep-
ers pull through the picturesque stock-
yards and tin-canued back lots of spot-

less Jersey City. Considerable smile,
L ween,

This is one rumor that did come
true, I pause to state. The other

empty-futured ones have been cast in-
to the limbo of forgotten things where
will soon repose G. O. 7 and Taps. And
by the w it was a personal victory
for me. Yes, indeed! Ever since the
first of August T have predicted the
aeparture of the Seventh. Day after
day I have made a remark that has
gone down in history with such say-
ings as, ‘‘Fire when ready, Gridley,”’
and ‘‘If that be treason, ete.’” My
propheey was always the same, I never
wavered, never vacillated. If T said it
onee, I said it, oh, hundreds of times.
“We are going home next week.'' At
last T have gained honor in my own
country for we ARE going home next
week.
Naturally in tearing ourselves away
from the spot that has been our
‘“home’’ these past twenty-one weeks
{eount them yourself if you doubt my
honest word) we of the Seventh find
our joyful departure tinged with sev-
eral regrets. In the first place (which
is the fashion in beginning logical argu-
ments) we regret to leave behind us the
hustling little Border town of MecAllen,
We wish that we might take it with
ug, back to God’s own special country.
We even feel so deeply about leaving
McAllen that it is all we can do to re
strain ourselves from pulling it right
up by the roots and earrying it away
with us in pieces. Our hearts go out
to this bustling little hive of ecom-
meree where the husy little bees flit

from one golden-touched soldier to
another, using their clever little sting-
ers as they flit. How we -will miss their
gentle taking ways! Yes, the mer-
chants of McAllen have always gone
out of their way to accommodate a
man from the Seventh. They even
make us special prices on all their
goods, which is certainly kind and
thoughtful of them when you congider
that some of these prices are not
more than double the amounts eharged
to the natives. Honest! There is hon-
or among them all, we admirably ad-
mit. We feel great regret as we said,
at the parting. And we know that
they will miss us, too, and will be in-
consolable until another emergency
pops out of the private emergency
cage, just next to the crisis cabinet
in the War Department’s Chamber of
Horrors.

All summer long and all through the
autumn the Texans, near-Texans and
Army officers stationed along the Bor-
der have done their best to entertain
us and make our stay here more pleas-
ant. ‘We sadly recall their amusing
little anecdotes of bandit raids and
Texas Rangers, Perhaps we will never
hear them again. But the most hum-
orous story of all was the one which
ran something like this. ‘‘Well, there
ain’t two ways about it. You boys are
goin’ across that river into Mexico just
as sure as you’re born. When? Why
within two weeks hell'll be poppin’
right around here, son. You’re a-goin’
across that river.”” Ah, well, it sound-
ed interesting in July and even aroused
a flicker of wonderment as late as ear-
ly this week—wonderment that sneh
prophetie geniuses should not be given
responsible positions in the war col-
leges as teachers of Possibilities and
Probabilities. But I think that perhaps
they would be more suceessful as ‘‘sure
fire bettors’’ on 20 to 1 shots, down
Havre de Grace way.

Although we regret leaving them
with only a limited and rather incred-
ulous audience we mevertheless have
been repeatedly assured by them sinee
our orders broke from cover that
‘‘ye’ll be back again in a month or
s0. They’ll make you come back. You
see.”” And that would be our greatest
regret of all.

But aside from those fleeting regrets
that will be forgotten with the first
flurry of snow in Times’ Square or the
first planked steak at Jack’s there is
one deep and abiding regret that we
will carry away with us—we boys of
the Seventh., We are truly sorry that
we are leaving behind us our brothers
in Olive Drab who, by our sides, have
faithfully and efficiently performed
their onerous and trying duties as cit-
izen soldiers. We would like to take
them all home with us. We will miss
our comrades in the other regiments
of the New York Division, and in the
Jjoyousness of our home coming we will
not forget that they are not there to
share it with us.

We shall eagerly look forward to the
day when they come marching home,
and no one will be happier to see them
safely back than the boys of the
Seventh. We depart from their midst
with the sincere, heartfelt hope that
it will not be long before they follow.
We have done our bit—they are doing
theirs, just as capably, just as earnest-
ly, and just as faithfully as did we.

May the best of luck be with our
brothers-in-arms and may they soon
bid a final and happy farewell to the
land of cactus and sand and follow the
Seventh Regiment to ‘‘Home, Sweet
Home.”’ H: Y

4TH AMBULANCE CCMPANY

With Captain Jefferson B. Latta, M.
C., commanding, absent or a 10 day
furlough, which will be spent at Cor-
pus Christi, with Mrs. Latta, who join-
ed him at Robstown, First Lieutenant
William E. Truex is today acting com-
mander of the Fourth Ambulance Co.,
of Syracuse. The Fourth is also at
present, minus two other eommissioned
officers, Lt. S. B, Schwartz, transferred
to the 23rd Infantry at Pharr, and Lt.
F. 8. Wetherlet, returned to Syracuse
on a 30 day furlough,

The Salt City men’s gridiron aspira-
tion e in the hands of Privates Jack
Walsh, Harry Yakeley and Walter
Zion. Walsh is a former Rochester
amateur player of note, while follow-
ers of interscholastic and amateur
foothall in Syracuse need no introdue-
tion to Yakeley, an old North High
player, and Zion, who was one of the
galaxy of gridiron stars who graced
the gridiron machine of Tech High in
seasons gone by. The Fourth squad
also includes Bide Hutchinson, a one
time noted exponent of the association
game in England.

Private Robert Clark has been desig
nated acting saddler of the Fourth, and
Private A. J. Farnett has again been
appointed acting sergeant.

The Syracusans were honored by a
personal inspeetion by Maj. Gen. John
F. O'Ryan and Col. Willi E. Terri-
bury. . BB

22ND ENGINEERS

The rifle range detaii of 32 men from
E company is still doing duty at beau-
tiful La Gloria the most isolated near-
by place in Texas, The water supply
is very limited and is dependent on
the operation of what was once prob-
ably a perfectly good gasoline engine
but it is a heluva bunch of junk now.
It is being nursed steadily by Sergt.
Welsh who has made an ignition spring
out of a piece of steel cut from a shovel
has one cam held in place by a half
inch round twig tied in place with a
rag, ete. By the Grace of God and
Welsh’s genins the water has been
kept flowing. Sergt, Skiff is Control
Officer and Sgt. Boelun and Corp.
Sminke are scorers on the range.

e e A

Get your trunks and Zrips now. The
ear is going fast and will not last long.
$4.75 buys an army locker trunk with
heavy leather straps. Many other
styles at 4:15.00, $5.50 and $7.00. (In
genuine vuleanized fibre #;

$10.00 and un to $35.00, )9:723'-575223
Steamer .wardrobe trunk. "It fills a
long felt want. Our prices are from
15 to 20 per cent lower than in other

oing

Main Street

Then buy your “cits” here and
get clothes that will fit you. That
suit you left back home may be
out of date and moth eaten.
have new styles that fit.

Civilian Clothes
$18 up

You won’t miss the money you
put into a suit down here. Buy
theclothes before youleave. They
may come in handy.

January & Storms|
Agency for the Royal Tailors |

Home? |

We

McAllen, Texas

The Brightest Spot in Pharr is
LINESETTER’S

Best Cuisine

Palm Garden

Adjoining Pharr Hotel

Orchestra Music
With Every Meal

Best Service-Golored Waiters
Best Surroundings

Reasonable Prices

Enjoy Your Dinner Here!

The Border Restaurant |

Located One Block East of Bank
Building in Pharr WillOpen

November 25th,’16

Meals and Short Orders---
American Cooking

Genuine Mexican

OPALS

The Kind Which Outshine
The Diamond.
Have a look at éurs.

It's a pleasure to show
them.

Mexican Drawn Work
Radiolite Watches will
tell time, day or night.

Tent Souvenir Stand Next to
McAllen Hotel.

stores. Walker Bros. Haneock Co.

Furn. Dept.
|

E. C. STAMM

JACK MADISON

The best Barber in the
Valley

Conducts the Best Sani- .

tary Shop

and

Gives the Best Servicer

5 Chairs

The Best place for the man |
who ig particular.
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