Letters

Letters to the soldiers from family and friends and from the soldiers were vital to all
parties. Some of these letters were published in the Madison Eagle. Many are poignant since
their authors did not survive the war. They seem general at times because the soldiers knew that
any information that was too specific would not get past the military censors. The following
letters printed in the Madison Eagle show a cross-section of the experiences of the people who
served.

Charles Yoeman Barnes
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'But then about eleven o'clock a
broke about 30 yards in front of our
trenches where we are working.

R __the months of this kind of
Somewhere in France, made us pretty quick in
Monday, April 22, 1918, | on the ground, and the first

My dear Aunt :— - ::’u “ ll:t}_: tm::-. and
Some time has passed since my we up started
bang in my forehead, and I am feel- B;L?:m ::4“
ing much better. The results as I Well, that boy can "l"-

told you in my other leiter are two trouble. A' piece split my
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over the nose, and it hit just a little| foreh

to the right, so my eye, the right one, is ﬂ'g':{m o(.:'y"l s
'rather bad, as 1 cannot see had
all, out of the right one. But the Dr.| trench and lay flat, which
and nurses are taking good care

me, and 1 think in time i
K., so don’t worry at all.

I am going to see if
the story of the accident, but I
be careful what I say as the
might object, so 1 will pick my
remembering all the things 1
tell about, and try to give you my | upon
of how it feels tn ret hit e R e S A %, ek =y d s
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Frederick Reginald Burnham

et o

alrplan

while eating |
o;;mj:g n:

pped an
y horse which

the fellows
d in no time af
was over us and|
killing six horses
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Amabel Schraff Roberts

Serious Side of ‘War Int

T

ermingles With Humor in War Hospital Life

Miss Amabel Scharff Roberts Writeé of her Experiences as Nurse With American Red Cross Unit
That Went to France Over Five Months Ago

EXCERPTS FROM LETTERS TO PARENTS

‘War bread as a strengthener of jaw
muscles, the difficulties of an Ameri-
can with English slang and the tre-
mendous size of French strawberries
are some of the

We take our letters unsealed over to
the postoffice and leave them with the
censor, and as we have been forbid-
den to write about the very things that
are of { 'm atrai

of Miss Amabel Scharff Roberts, who
has been with the American unit in a
base hospital at Etretat, France, since
the latter part of May. By permission
of Mr, and Mrs. Louls H. Roberts of
‘Woodland road parts of the letters re-
celved by them from their daughter
are published. Although there are
records of the Illlllllnl side of the life | s0
with which Miss Roberts {s in con-
tact, the t.rmondonl seriousness of
the war is manifested in her letters.
The excerpts are taken from letters
dating from shortly after the arrival of
the unit in France.
Somewhere in France, June 1.

We had a very quiet trip across the
channel. There was no motion, al-
though quite a bit of vibration from
the ship’s machinery. As we left Eng-
land there were a great many British
soldiers on the docks, and they
cheered and cheered us as we steamed
away. It was very thrilling. They
shouted, ‘We like the Americans,’ and
cheered as long as we could hear
them. Then when we reached our
destination here we had a marvelous
welcome. We were met by a band,
which escorted us through the streets
playing, and the entire population
walking: alongside. It Is: a glorious
spot. 1 have never seen a more beau-
tiful place.

I want you to know we are not s0-
lated, and that we can buy anything
we may need. you see, we do not
have to stamp our letters, I lhouldl
love to seée a New York nevnp.per'
for a minute, but one can’t have every-
thing. Our fobd so far is simply de- '
liclous—much better than the ship's |
fare, or our meals in London. I won- !
der If it will last. The milk and but-
ter from our own dairies, and oh! so
good. We nave also had cider and
lime water, so we are not asking for
any sympathy yet. I guess the win-
ters will be pretty cold.

The soldiers are very friendly and
crazy to talk to you and find out how
America feels, and what is going.on
bver there.

enjoy hearing {

It is just lih wrlunz with some one

gonLImully looking over your shoul-
er.

We work from 7 a. m. to 8 p.
Some days we do have time olt Wo
are lngpoud to have three hours off
dally, but it rarely happens that it ll

arranged.
Wh'n I heard that France was cold

I never dreamed of this. We have all
apparently prepared our wardrobes
for a summer’'s sojourn I have been
wearing a sweater to bed almost every

ght, and this is the last of June. We
are living in such a cold, bleak house,
and there Is never a drop of water to
spare. Last winter the English sis-

ters wore high rubber boots, 50 I sup-|on
. pose Uncle Sam will have to supply us

twisted trees like Corot's palnunn
it

2.
wlt is cold as can bohor.“uv.htry
warm

dull.
August 13.
Life goes on much the same here.
All the and

th the

of the great heat ln New York. It
has rained on and off for several
days, and the wind has blown
& great gale, so that the waves are
high and roar continually. The break-
ers dash against the cliffs and the
spray lea, hlna into the air—a won-
derful s

We had l concert yesterday after-
noon, the performers being patients
and our own privates. They gave

some very good piano selections, and
one private sang “Oft in the 1ly
Night” and “The Battle Hymn of the
Republc" among others very 1
indeed. Some of our men are proi

slonals. *“Jock,"'as all swu:lunen are
called, came out in his kilts and sang
some songs, the words of which no
e could understand at all. He was

death seem so
needless. If the Tommies are able to
return to the front after a
number of days, back they go again,
only to receive more wounds, perhaps
the death blow. If they are perma-
nently disabled they are shipped
home eventually. Oh, this terrible
war! It i{s indeed a great privilege to
be over here to do “our bit,”” but how
we all pray for peace and wonder if
it will ever come. From the tone of
this you might suppose we were a sad
lot, but really I have never seen a
more cheerful group than the people
here, There is alwdys somebody else
whose trouble is greater, whose wound
is worse, or whose sorrow is as deep.
In other wordl. onrybody is In the
same boat, and they just make the

‘| best of it. It is hard to keep track of

time in writing home, for we are ter-
ribly rushed, and then comes a breath-

Fing spell for a short time when we all

get extra time off duty. We must win
this war!
21,

home
to be the gathering place for the art-
ists and poets who came there. Alex-
der Dumas rv‘-“:cr hor.nmc lltlnl.
luy de passant was a
caller. The house is literally

ply fascinating.
meal with wine. La Belle welcomed
us herself, an old my-hllnd ‘woman,
still with a faint nuuﬂon former
beauty.
August 27.
The New York Times was just won-
derful to get. I have enjoyed reading
it so much. Brought it over to the
ward and everybody spent the after-
noon lost among the pages. Now that
the first draft has been taken at home,
and you have seen the boys leave, you

simply killing. There is always a

too can that we are at war.
e T e T O S DA G 7 s e L

It has been very rainy lately and the
wheat is beaten. down flat on the
ground. I was just rcading the New
York Times this p. m. and saw one ar-
ticle on this very subject. It is serious,

certain | of course, as much of the crop will be

h

everything at home {s now, and how
you too see that we are at war, I
can’t bear to think of our country
losing its men and being pinched in
the very necessities of life—wheat, su-
gar, etc. We are very well fed here.
The nurses all have comfortable beds.
We are so much better off than some
of the units, who are housed In huts
and have to sleep on army cots. Of
course, our privates at the barracks
sleep between blankets on hard cots,
some of them overflow into thq,tents,
and their food s quite diffe from
ours. We get the best of everything—
better mess than the officers, We al-
most live In luxury, everything taken
into consideration. There is a piano
in our quarters. Last evening I wu
playing all the latest U. S. ragtim

One of the privates had just nulm 7

it from home. All candy is very ex-
pensive here, and we are very scant
th the sugar at meals, 50 we are
hungry for sweets. I simply can't im-
agine the heat you have been suffer-
ing. One night about the middle ‘of
August I slept under one blanket, but
every other night I have needed m

.September u.
Things look very discouraging with

the reports from the Eastern
;B.:d‘l are we down-hearted? No, ln-

was a Scotch lad from Glasgow. His
mother was sent for, but did not arrive
here in time.
looked ever so much youn,
never complained, always
kle in his eye., The last thing he sald
he asked for “a wee drop o' water.”
Poor kid! Andlullonlyonoo!nml-
sands!

% Bcp 15.

As you know, I can't write of the

number of patients, their means of ar-

rival or departure, but I m'ny it is
a wonderfully worked on

t system.
hava haen an dutv sinca Tnlv 1at in a

Amabel Scharff Roberts did not survive the war. She was the first Army Army Nurse to die in
France. This is a portion of excerpts of letters from Amabel Roberts that appear on page nine of

the:

Madison Eagle November 9 1917

One of my boys died last week. He -

He was under 19 and
a twin-

72



