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How do you do it, gentlemen? How do you smile as ge- 
nially at the end of a hard day as you did in the morning? 
They always smile, these “secretaries” of the Y. M. C. A., who 
are hosts, entertainers, counsellors, and staunch friends to every 
man who wears an Army uniform. Is there some esoteric rit- 
ual that pledges them to this perpetual cheerfulness, as a Trap- 
pist is pledged to silence, or does their mere work inspire them 
to an attitude of mind that is never shaken by fatigue or dis- 
couragement? 

Mr. J. K. Marshall, Jr., came into Payne Field smiling, and 
announced that he was sent to build a “Y” hut and maintain it, 
and the smile has never left his face. A little later came Mr. 
A. J. Little, a big man with a big smile, and he was sent to su- 

perintend the actual building of the hut. He was a long time 
a-building it; the materials were slow in coming, and the labor 
problems beset him on every hand; but still he smiled. There 
were days at a stretch when every hammer was idle, and Mr. 
Little sometimes looked a bit thoughtful, a bit downcast; but if 
anyone approached him and asked how the work progressed, 
his face beamed again, and he answered with his Southern ac- 

cent: “We’re getting on very well, thank you, suh.” 
With all their handicaps and tedious delays, these two 

gentle, patient men finished and opened a hut which is a marvel 
of homeliness and good cheer. It is like other “Y” huts, in that 
it is a frame structure built to a standardized plan, with the 
usual platform, benches and desks, but there are ingenious 
little touches of decoration which make it less bare, less severe, 
less “institutional”, than other buildings of its type. Stacks of 
shelves hold hundreds of good entertaining and instructive 
books, within intimate reach of all visitors; vases of bright gar- 
den flowers break the severe lines of the long tables; every inch 
of wall and floor space is spotless and dustless; and Mr. Mar- 
shall stands behind the ornamental lattice at the desk and 
smiles. 

They have an amazing indifference toward military rank, 
these gray-clad, smiling men. A captain strolls up to the desk 
to ask a question, perchance to seek a favor, but Mr. Marshall 
is busy—helping a mere “buck private” to solve some problem 
that is worrying the folks back home. The captain may cool 
his heels and be patient if he can. Presently the private’s dif- 
ficulties are adjusted, and the secretary turrts to the captain 
with the same bright smile and firm handclasp which welcomed 
the private a moment before. It is not a stereotyped lot of 
business, learned from a manual; the “Y” smile has nothing of 
the smug grin of the sycophant about it. That is the marvel 
of it! 

The question has been asked: What will the “Y” be after 
the War? But that is not the question. The Y. M. C. A will be 
just what it has always been as an institution, but the attitude 
of the people toward it will be an interesting thing to observe. 
The Y.M.C.A.isanold institution, familiar to two generations, 

and commonplace, but suddenly made new and vividily popu- 
lar by an opportunity—an opportunity splendidly grasped and 
developed to unexpected achievements. In years past, the Y, 
M. C. A. has suffered from “respectability”, if we may use the 
word in the Shavian sense. It has encouraged and fostered 
athletics and wholesome sports in a practical and efficient way, 
but the boy of the city has looked upon it askance as a place 
where “good young men” played checkers and took shower 
baths. The city boy has preferred to take his sports in his 
own way, without direction, and to perform his ablutions “an 
naturel” in the waters of the harbor or the river. In him, a 

neatly dressed man with a pleasant smile, standing in the door- 
way of a “Christian” institution, aroused apprehensions of lect- 
ures, good counsel, and dire threats for the sinner. So the city 
boy has been inveigled into the Y. M. C. A. with considerable 
difficulty. It was quite all right when he got in, but his deeply 
grounded suspicions were like a stone wall between him and 
his would-be benefactors. 

They grinned and shrugged their shoulders, these city 
boys, when the “Yr” broke into the war. The war was all 
right, but they did not want “respectability” butting into a reg- 
ular man’s game. Then, one byr one, they wandered into the 
“Y” huts to look around, darkly suspicious and on their guard, 
but astonished to find perfectly good tough guys of their own 

kind making clubs of the places and openly fraternizing with 
the pleasant-faced men in charge. 

lhe picture is now too laminar to be brawn in detail, and 
it has excited the remarks of the casual passers-by. The “Y” 
hut is a home, a club, and a refuge for the boy of the slums or 

of the mansions. The rookies go singing down the camp 
streets of an evening, on their way to the “Y,” and within its 
cheerful walls they may smoke and shout and sing, and do 
almost any regular human stunt—but they are careful not to 
offend their friends in the gray uniforms. 

On the whole, the attitude of the people toward the “Y” 
after the war is not a thing for involved speculation. The 
boys of today will not forget what the “Y” did for them in the 
camps and in the trenches, and the next generation will hear 
much of it when the present boys are garrulous old men, sitting 
by the fire. In July there were seven hundred “Y” huts, dug- 
outs and canteens “over there,” and the building operations 
were still lively.- Every troop train has at least one Y. M. C. A. 
secretary on board, and when the boys get into the front-line 
trenches the “Y” men are still with them. A war correspon- 
dent, visiting the fire trenches, saw a hundred soldiers drinking 
hot chocolate in a “Y” dugout, while Hun shells shrieked over- 

head ; and the “Y” man was hard at work making more choc- 
olate to send out to the men that could not leave their posts. 

What does the “Y” man get out of it? He is not working 
for promotion, ,for Congressional medals, or for everlasting 
fame. Often he is a man too old for the military service, or a 

man rejected by an examining board. Uncle Sam would’nt let 
him be a soldier, so he is merely a “Y” man. After the war, 
when people ask him if he was in the service, he can say only 
that he was a Y. M. C. A. worker; and the thoughtless wijl say 
“Oh!” and pass on. But in his quiet moments the “Y” man 

will still smell the battle smoke, and still see a thousand grate- 
ful faces turned to him. The veteran soldiers will wear most 
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of the medals, and most of the loud praise will be for them ; but 
the “Y” man will enjoy the greatest of all rewards; the peace 

| that passeth understanding, and the sound of a still, small voice 
saying: “Well done, thou good and faithful servant.” 

AID FOR MILITARY BANDS. 

The very timely and dij’i^f appeal made by Mrs. Mary 
Williams Crozier, wife of- Ma;fyr-General Crozier, commander 

! of the northeastern department/of the United States Army, for 
I contributions in support of bands for the smaller military organ- 
izations, should arrest attention and meet with a prompt and 
generous response. As she explains, under the law, the gov- 
ernment furnishes a band only to a full regiment. But regi- 

1 ments are frequently divided for various purposes. In the 
northeastern, as in other military departments, separate groups 

1 
are assigned to guard, coast defense, and other important du- 

] lies. Congressional appropriations do not provide music for 
these various detached regimental groups. Mrs. Crozier is 

: right when she advocates the caring for this deficiency by pri- 
vate subscriptions. 

The complete equipment of a band costs about $300. 
From the ranks, where musical talent is invariably found, men 

necessary to the formation of bands may readily be obtained. 
The soldiers in every group are only too glad to cooperate in 
the maintenance of musical organizations. Those who cannot 
play instruments themselves are ever ready to take over some 

of the ordinary duties of those who can. Pride centers in their 
band. Post concerts help to relieve the monotony of company 
isolation. And, in Mrs. Crozier’s words, “Who has not felt 
the thrill of patriotism as a troop passes down the street to the 
accompaniment of martial music, and can ever forget the feel- 
ing of reverence and devotion for our country which fills the j 
hearts of all right-minded Americans when they witness the | 
ceremony of ‘retreat’ at a post, and see the flag come floating 
down for the night to the strains of ‘The Star-Spangled Ban- 
ner.’ 

The appeal hardly calls for argumentative support. It 
will be universally admitted that there is too little music in the 
great campaign for human freedom in which the United States 
is taking so prominent a part. Music that speaks to the heart 
of a democratic and patriotic people, civilian and military, is 
surely in place when the government is bending every effort 
to inspire the individual and the multitude alike with a deep 
and lasting sense of obligation to the Republic, its institutions, 
and its ideals. 

The practical thing to do is to subscribe toward the organ- 
ization and support of bands to provide this music.—Christian 
Science Monitor. 
— 

! P stands for Patriot, so brave and 
so true, 

A stands for America, the Red, 
White and Blue, 

Y stands for Ypres, where our boys 
fought and died, 

N stands for No Man’s Land, where 
the Germans were defied, 

E stands for Everyone, to help and 
win this war. 

F stands for Freedom, the cause 

we're fighting for, 
I stands for Ignorance, well known 

to the Hun, 
E stands for Emperor, soon to be 

unknown’ 
L stands for Liberty, and may she 

never fall, 
D stands for Democracy, the one 

best bet of all. 
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