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                            Summary  
 

 This publication provides an overview of Carl Dahlinôs military experiences during WWI and 

his two sons during WWII. They are presented in three separate sections.                                                                                                      

*Private First -Class Carl Dahlin was wounded during the ñBattle of The Argonneò. His 

experiences are based upon a hand-written diary from his enlistment to discharge.             

*Sargent Richard Dahlin was a military cartoonist with the 101St Airborne ñScreaming 

Eaglesò. His European adventures are supported by photos, drawings and documents.         

 * First Lieutenant Gordon Dahlin  served in the Philippines and was a first-hand witness of 

Japanese General Yamashitaôs surrender. Historians identify this event as the unofficial end of 

WWII. Gordonôs tale is backed by tape recorded conversation.                                                     

 All three sections provide historical background and include period photos, drawings and 

documents to support the story line.   This is a revision to one previously published in 2018 
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          SECTION ñAò Carl Dahlin and World War 1   
   

Preface:  Carl Dahlin was wounded October 4,1918 during the WWI Meuse -

Argonne Offensive. This event is recorded as ñAmericaôs Deadliest Battleò. More 

Americans are buried at this meticulously maintained American cemetery near the 

battle site than the ñD-Dayò cemetery in Normandy. Today it is known as 

ñAmericaôs Forgotten Battle.ò Nobody goes there; whereas the Normandy site is 

always busy.  

  This section provides an overview of Carlôs experiences during WW1 where he 

served in the 77th Division as a machine gunner. It is backed with a hand- written 

diary that follows his enlistment in February 27, 1918 to his discharge on May 9, 

1919.    

  Because this event happened more than 100 years ago a brief overview of WWI is included for those 

unfamiliar with its history. Further, period photos and drawings are added to help enforce the story line.                

 

  World War 1  was truly a world- wide war.  Over 100 countries 

from Africa, America, Asia, Australia and Europe were part of the 

conflict. However, since this section is about Carl Dahlinôs 

experiences in that war, focus is about American involvement in 

France known as the ñWestern Frontò. The war that lasted from 

August 1914 to the November 11, 1918 [Armistice Day] killed more 

than 9 million soldiers, sailors and flyers and another 5 million 

civilians. It was the first war to use airplanes, tanks, long range 

artillery, submarines and poison gas. It left at least 7 million men 

permanently disabled. The United States did not enter the war until 

1917.  Photo is of Americans in the Argonne Battle  

 

   On August 4, 1914, Germany marched into neutral Belgium as 

the first step in an attack on France.   By the end of August, the 

Germans were hammering approaches to Paris. However, Allied 

resistance stiffened and pushed the Germans back. The 

firepower of machine guns and field guns was so great that none 

could stand up against it.  Like moles, soldiers began to seek 

safety underground.  By October, the exhausted armies dug 

trenches across northern France stretching nearly 600 miles from 

Belgium to Switzerland. By November, the war of movement 

had ended and a war of attrition had begun. For three and one-

half years, until March 1917, the advance and retreat rarely  

reached ten miles in either direction. Map of the Western Front 

in 1914 is shown. Solid red line shows battle front; dotted line 

shows farthest German advance. 

    Between German and Allied lines was an area known as ñNo 

Manôs Landò. The area, which varied from 50 to 500 yards was 

crisscrossed with tangles of barb wire and pocked with shell 

holes. Nothing grew there. It was a dangerous place to be 

caught, because it was always swept by gunfire of all kinds. At night both sides patrolled the area with small 

detachments to measure wire and to detect enemy movement.  Just before the break of dawn, soldiers waited at 

the edge of the trench for the signal to ñgo over the topò Orders were orders and they had to go on attack, 

knowing that they had only a small chance of coming back alive. 

. 
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Americaôs Initial Reaction to WW1.    
 

  As the war erupted in Europe, President Woodrow Wilson formally proclaimed neutrality of the United States. 

This was a position that a vast majority of Americans favored at the time. Further, American leaders decided it 

was in the national interest to continue trade with all sides as before. A neutral nation cannot impose an 

embargo on one side and continue to trade with another. Great Briton had a different approach; their strategy 

was to impose a blockade on Germany. The results of the blockade were astonishing. Trade with England and 

France tripled while trade with Germany was cut by ninety percent, Germany, in response, announced during 

February 1915 unrestricted warfare against all ships that entered the war zone around Briton.   

 

   The Lusitania Crisis and Americaôs Entry into WW1 
 

   The Lusitania, launched in 1906 in Scotland 

was a magnificent floating palace and the fastest 

vessel on the seas. [The Titanic was built based 

upon the financial success of the Lusitania and 

her sister ship.] Carl Dahlinôs citizenship papers 

show he left Copenhagen Denmark aboard the 

Lusitania arriving in New York on November 

11,1910. It can be certain he was not sailing first class. Eight years later to the day he would be in the 

battlefields of France, celebrating with other American GIôs the WWI armistice. 

 

   The Lusitania was a focal point for Americaôs entry into WW1 for 

on May 9, 1915 she was torpedoed by a German submarine off the 

southern coast of Ireland. The ship sank in less than 20 minutes with 

the loss of 1198 persons including 128 Americans. The Germans 

asserted that the ship was carrying munitions for the allies since she 

was hit with a single torpedo that resulted in a tremendous explosion. 

[ Later research proved this to be true] Further, that the Americans 

had been warned against taking passage on British vessels in a notice 

that appeared in American morning newspapers on the day the ship 

sailed from New York City. 

 

   Popular feeling against the Germanôs rose to high pitch in the 

United States because of the Lusitania disaster, and strong sentiment 

developed for declaring war on Germany. American newspapers declared the sinking as ñpremeditated murderò 

President Wilson chose a diplomatic course, however, and sent the Germans 

three successive notes, demanding that Germany disavow the sinking and make 

reparations. Germany refused to accept responsibility for the tragedy but did 

agree to make reparations and to sink no more passenger liners without 

warning. The reluctant German retreat, however, was based upon military 

decisions and politics not the fear of American reprisal. The German navy had 

only begun to step up production of U-boats and it would take months to 

produce sufficient numbers that would pose a serious threat to Allied lifelines. 

 

   For the time being, Americans could feel that their country had safely 

negotiated a perilous path. However, anti-German feeling continued to grow 

with increased demands for military preparedness and direct confrontation with 

Germany. Stories circulated in the American press about the atrocities of the 

Germanôs, which held Kaiser Wilhelm II, Emperor of Germany personally responsible. [See inset] These 

included statements that the Germans cut off the hands of young boys and attacked women. They even said that 
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the Germans boiled children in water to get oil for their machines! The New York Herald ran a story under the 

headline: TOURIST SAW SOLDIER WITH A BAGFUL OF EARS. Those who believed that a showdown 

with Germany was inevitable castigated the Wilson administration for their lack of courage.  

 

   After promising to stop its unrestricted submarine warfare, Germany began it again in January 1917. All 

shipping to the Atlantic war zone would be sunk on site, Germany said. In March 1917, German submarines 

sank three American ships. War fever heightened throughout the United States. People marched in preparedness 

parades across the country carrying banners that read: Kill the Kaiser!ò ñOn to Berlin! and ñLets Get The Hun!ò                                                            

               

Finally, on April 2,1917 President Wilson called for a special 

session of Congress.  He declared to Congress: The present 

German submarine warfare is a war against mankind. It is a 

war against all nationsé.We are accepting this challenge é We 

are gladéto fightéfor the ultimate peace of the worldéThe 

world must be safe for democracy. Wilson asked Congress to 

declare war on Germany in the midnight hours of April 5 to 

6,1917.  Soon after he received approval from Congress, Wilson 

proclaimed: that a State of war exists between the United States 

and the Imperial German Government  

 

Shortly bond- drive posters, such as the Hun with blood dripping from his 

bayonet, were everywhere persuading citizens to contribute to the war effort. 

Film stars such as Charlie Chaplin tried to outdo themselves in selling war bonds 

at public rallies. Girl Scouts collected peach pits to be burned and made into 

charcoal for gas masks. Boy Scouts collected scrap metal. Volunteer 

organizations swarmed about training camps, handing out refreshments and 

putting on church services, shows and dances 

 

 A great propaganda campaign, newspapers, books, posters and films all 

promoted the war effort and attacked ñKaiser Billò and the Germans. Americans 

turned their backs on anything German. Hamburgers became ñSalisbury Steakò 

Sauerkraut became ñLiberty Cabbage and Frankfurterôs became ñHot Dogs.ò  
 Note: Margaret [Dean] Dahlin Mother, Minnie [Sickel ] Dean was brought up 

thinking she was ñPennsylvania Dutchò; she later found out her family adopted that 

linage because of Anti-German  attitudes during WW1 . Her ancestry actually links to Germany; with two relatives 

serving in the American Revolution.  
 

Americans prepared to send tons of food, ammunition and supplies to Europe. In 

order to support the people in war-torn Europe, The U.S. Food Administration 

waged a campaign that encouraged wheatless and meatless days and to have 

people raise their own vegetables     

Patriotism and anti-German feeling continued throughout the war. A good sense 

of this mood is a condensation of an article in the Jamestown newspaper the day 

Carl Dahlin and his fellow Swedes went to war. This condensed article is on Page 

38 

 The United States possessed a powerful navy in 1917 but almost no army. The 

Government put on a major recruitment effort; however, they decided that the 

American Expeditionary Force [AEF] would be composed mainly of draftees. 

Many American were eager to serve. Very few of them had ever been outside the 

United States. But now, after Uncle Sam trained theméthey would have an 

opportunity to visit France. However, few had an idea what horrors they would be 

facing in the trenches and ñNo Manôs Landò of France.                                                                                                                                                                        
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                                Americans Overseas  
   

   The doughboys went to France with enthusiasm and 

overwhelming backing from the American public. This war, from 

an American perspective, was unlike most national conflicts since it 

did not seek any territorial gains. Instead, the United States goal 

was: ñ The War to end all wars.ò The war was seen as a great 

crusade and its warriors must have knightly virtues. 

     

 The leader of this crusade was the Commander in Chief, 

President Wilson, son of a Presbyterian minister and the past 

president of Princeton College. He and his staff were known for 

their very conservative moral views. Those in charge insisted that 

the new army be protected from the evils of whiskey and painted 

women. 

     Because of this philosophy a rigid program was instituted to control venereal 

disease. Independent of the moral goals, this program had a significant practical 

value. The leading cause of disability during the war was the great influenza 

epidemic of 1918-1919.    In second place, far ahead of battle wounds and injuries 

were venereal diseases. A curious response to this approach was the attitude of the 

French. In February 1918, the French Premier wrote to General ñBlack Jackò 

Pershing [AEF Commander] criticizing the American policy of placing brothels 

off limits as repressive and suggesting an alternative. The French government 

would provide licensed brothels. Seeing this letter, Secretary of War Baker told 

his aid Raymond Fosdick. ñ For Godôs sake, Raymond, donôt show this to the 

President or heôll stop the war.ò     President Wilson at right     

 

  The consequences of the rushed military buildup were significant. Numerous frightening tales of ill -trained 

and ill -equipped American soldiers emerged during the war. Several of these are reflected in a young Swedeôs 

diary that mentions lack of food on several occasions and his frustrating 

comment: ñ Here we are 20 miles from the front line and we havenôt received a 

gunò [See 19 ] Another example, although not very dramatic, reflects the short 

supply of clothing. The winter of 1917-1918 was the most severe of the war and 

snow was unusually heavy in Eastern France. Partial relief was found in the issue 

of British tunics, which, while they resembled the American issue had British 

buttons. This so incensed the Irish- Americans there, who were fiercely anti-

British, that they set about burning them. The quick intervention of an Irish-

American priest and the emergency supply of buttons with the American eagle 

such as the ones pictured from Carl Dahlinôs jacket calmed the men.  

    

When the Americans arrived in1918, they also found that the smells and sights of the battlefield were enough to 

destroy illusions of glory. Poison gas saturated the puddles of putrid water of the combat zone. The bloated 

corpses of men and animals drew clouds of black flies. Body parts poked out of shell holes and newly dug 

trenches. The lice that the men referred to as ñcootiesò, impossible to kill were everywhere. Rats were constant 

companion and a particular source of agony was trench foot. Men standing in slime for days and nights lost all 

sense of feeling in their feet. Their feet began to swell and then go ñdeadò and then suddenly to burn as though 

touched by red hot pokers   

 

The Jamestown Swedes and the 77th Division  Chapter Four about WWI of M.Lorimer Moesôs book ñSaga 

From the Hills- A History of the Swedes in Jamestownò Page 241 [Fenton Historical Publication] mentions 

Private Edward Eckberg who was the first Jamestown draftee to be killed in action . Moe continues: ñHe was 
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one of the contingent of 125 men [that included Carl Dahlin] honored at a civic banquet at the Eagle Temple*  

February 27,1918 before they left for Camp Upton Long Island assigned as a body to the 306th Machine Gun 

Battalion 77th Divisioné.. He had come from Sweden to Jamestown five years before he was drafted. 

Eckbergôs mother and five other brothers still lived in Sweden at the time of his death   * See Jamestown NY 

newspaper article dated February 27, 1918 about the banquet on Page 38 

  

The fame of the 77th óStatue of Libertyô Division began in WWI and continued in the 

Pacific during WWII. Organized at Camp Upton Long Island on August 25, 1917 it 

was a unit of 27,000 men almost entirely from New York City. It was heavily made up 

of immigrants boasting 50 nationalities and 43 languages. In Carl Dahlinôs case, he 

was a Swedish immigrant who previously served in the Swedish Navy and spotted a 

tattoo of the Swedish crown that covered his chest.  Approximately 3000 came from 

upstate that included the 125 men from Jamestown, NY . The 77th Division patch 

shown is from the left shoulder of Carl Dahlinôs existing uniform 

 

  The 77th Division was the first American division composed of draftees to arrive in 

France during WW1. They were raw, untrained civilians not familiar with the customs 

and regulations of military service. This is in contrast to the other two major division 

types consisting of the Regular Army and National Guard Divisions.  

   The 77th Division gained its greatest fame in the Muese-Argonne Offensive. Official records show that no 

other American Division advanced closer to the German frontier than the 77th. At the end of this campaign the 

Division counted 2,375 men killed or reported missing and 7,302 wounded. 

  The poster shown was an advertisement for the 1919 publication ñThe History of 

the 77th Divisionò. Mars, The God of War, is shown leading the fight in the 

Argonne. The original drawing shown on page 1 is from Carl Dahlinôs personal 

copy.  

              

The Lost Battalion  Perhaps the most celebrated incident of the American 

participation in WWI was the Lost Battalion. It was headline news at the time and 

is a highlight of almost any book regarding the Americans in WWI. Even as late 

as 2002 it was an exciting enough story to be made into a movie starring, former 

child star, Ricky Schroeder as Major Charles Whittlesey the commander of this 

battalion who received the Congressional Medal of Honor. 

       In the final phases of the Meuse- Argonne Offensive General Pershing 

ordered the 77th Division, to push ahead without regard of losses and without 

regard to the exposed conditions.  

  On October 2,1918 Whittlesley, in charge of a contingent of about 600 men that included members of the 306th 

Machine Gun Battalion, pushed ahead in fog and light rain and were cut off and surrounded [Oct 3]. Without 

food and suffering heavy losses the Battalion repulsed repeated German attacks. On 

October 7th the Germanôs sent a note to surrender to which Whittlesey reportedly 

replied, ñCome and get us.ò That evening the crackle of musketry and the rat-tat-of 

machine guns fell on the ears of the beleaguered men. It was the brother Americans 

of the 77th Division. On the morning of the October 8th 252 sick and wounded 

survivors out of 679 that entered the battle limped to safety.                     

   Note: Battle details were abstracted form the History of the 77th Division pages 

199 to 206.  Carl Dahlin was wounded October 5, 2018 so it can be assumed he 

was part of the rescue operation. 

  During WWI, carrier pigeons were used to relay messages back to headquarters. The Lost Battalion was down 

to one pigeon that flew into the smoke of the battle. Despite losing a leg ñCher Amiò made it to headquarters 

resulting in allied support.  Cher Ami was credited with help saving the battalion and is now enshrined at the 

Smithsonian Institute. During the 1920 and 1930ôs American schoolchildren recognized her as a war hero. 
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                                            Carl Dahlin During World War 1  
 

      Carl Dahlin shared very little about his experiences during WWI. Basically, he was a quiet man, but this 

lack of response, according to many historians and sociologists, is quite typical because many men do not want 

to recall the horrors of their wartime experiences. Contrariwise, some men find relief talking or writing about 

their experiences.  What is known is he served in three major American battles including the final Meuse-

Argonne Offensive.  It is important to understand the scope of Meuse ïArgonne, 26,000 Americans lost their 

lives. More Americans are buried there than at 

Normandy.  

     His military records show that he was wounded 

October 4,1918 during the Argonne battle. These 

records show shrapnel wounds in his right wrist and 

arm, his left leg and ear and that he was gassed.  

  He left only three small examples of his experiences 

during the war. His first was that when attacking under 

intense fire he would run from one shell crater to 

another with the understanding that a shell would not 

hit the same place twice. [Statistically this is false but it 

can be assumed that it was a common understanding]. 

Second, he talked about a young soldier hiding behind a 

tree and praying during battle. When they returned, he was dead! Carl and his other comrades assumed he had 

died of fright because there wasnôt a mark on him. Finally, during his middle age, in response to some hearing 

loss, he was able to pass along some information on his ear wound. His son Gordon recalled Carl remembering 

waking up in the field hospital with blood on his pillow and he did not know shrapnel hit him below his ear. 

Thanks to the perseverance of Carlôs wife Grace, with evidence that the shrapnel was still in place and 

supported by some military record confirmation he was able to receive a small pension for that wound. 

Carl Dahlin emigrated from Sweden in 1910.He was inducted 

into the Army at Jamestown, New York on February 27, 1918. 

His discharge record showed him to be 5-foot 71/2 inches tall, 

which by some historical publications, was the exact height of 

the average recruit 

in WWI. He was 

thirty years old 

when he registered for the draft in 1917. However, he lied his age as 

27. When later asked by family members about this, he said he did 

not want to be the ñOld Manò of the outfit.  Draft age during WW1 

was 18 to 30, so this may also have been a factor. [This fact was 

never discovered until his 60ôs when his actual age, required because 

of a stroke, was verified from a Swedish Birth Certificate]                                                                                      

    He served as a machine gunner with the 306 th Machine Gun 

Battalion in the 77th Division. He was honorably discharged May 9, 

1919. The photograph of him in uniform is shown. If you look 

carefully at this photo you will see a chevron on his lower right 

sleeve. This indicates that he was wounded. [The Purple Heart medal 

did not exist then, see page 11] On his left sleeve are two chevrons 

that indicated he served two six-month sessions outside the U.S.  

Hardly visible on his right upper sleeve, but shown in inset is a round 

patch with crossed guns that indicated he was in the infantry and 

Private First Class.  Also in inset are the pins from his collar and cap 

that indicates he was in Company B of the 306th Machine Gun Battalion.  His military and draft registration 

records are in the Appendix.    
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   The World War I Diary  

 
In 2002 I received a remarkable discovery from 

Barb Cessna an archivist at the Jamestown NY 

Fenton Historical Center. This was a copy of 80-

page, hand- written diary from a fellow 

Jamestown Swede who served with, my father, 

Carl Dahlin during WW1. This diary written by C.E. ñHammyò Hammerstrom , shows that he served in the 

306th Machine  Gun Battalion ,Company B of the 77th Division. This is the exact Company that Carl served 

in during the war.   Inset is a copy of Hammyôs hand written introduction. 

   Along with this diary, Ms. Cessna , included a letter with the following comments:  ñ It is not pretty, itôs a 

wonder any of them survived. Tears formed many times as I read over his words, as Iôm sure will happen to you 

also as you visualize your fatherôs reactions to these experiences.ò 

  For easy reading, I had the hand ïwritten copy typed with a few repetitive comments removed. I also added 

some personal commentary, shown in italics, to underscore some of his comments. Further, I added several 

photos to help reinforce ñHammyôsò comments.  This retyped diary with my personal comments and added 

illustrations starts on Page 13.  

      Following traditional form, no attempt was made to correct spelling, grammar or punctuation. When one 

reads this manuscript, it is important to understand that this is not Earnest Hemmingway writing ñFor Whom 

the Bell Tollsò: instead, it is a young soldier putting down his thoughts in print. Most important, his comments 

reflect the society and culture he was brought up under. For example, throughout the diary ñHammyò, even 

under terrifying circumstances, uses the term ñ Goshò that is meant as an expletive. In todayôs culture it sounds 

like something from the Bobbsey Twins. ñ Goshò can be easily interpreted to mean God or some other 

vulgarity. However, with ñHammyò Gosh could be pretty strong stuff. 

    Of further importance, comparing key dates of the diary with the ñHistory of the 77Th Divisionò book and 

Carl Dahlinôs military records shows a direct match.  

 

Since receiving the diary I have found out more about C.E. Hammerstrom .  Data compiled from his Draft 

Registration Card , the 1918 Jamestown Directory and the Jamestown 1920 census shows the following .  Carl 

Emil Hammerstrom, born January 3,1893 registered for the Draft June 5,1917,  Born in Jamestown he lived 

with his parents, both born in Sweden, at 235 Forest. He worked as a clerk/bookkeeper at the Watson Mnfg Co. 

on Taylor St. that manufactured metal products.  His July 16,1918 diary entry states he sent postcards to the 

fellows at Watsons.  

 

 

  AFTERMATH   

         

    The First World War ended at 11AM, November 11, 1918 [The 11th hour of the 11th 

day of the 11th month]. The day became known as Armistice Day.   Carl Dahlin 

returned from the war like many American soldiers with a victory medal showing the 

major battles he was in. Thousands never returned. Carl also returned, like other 

American soldiers who had risked their lives, knowing that they had made ñThe World 

Safe for Democracy.ò Within twenty years Hitlerôs troops were storming Poland. 

World War II had begun. 

        

 Volumes have been written on WWII with conflicting interpretations how the failures 

of the Allies leadership and governments lead to WWII. What is certain is that Carl 

Dahlinôs oldest son was back in France fighting in a new war, His other son was in the 

Philippines in a new war zone and his only daughter was robbed of the traditional joy of her teenage years 

because all the young men were in service.                                                                                                               



10 

 

REFLECTIONS 

      

     Carl Dahlinôs son Richard [Dick] provided some important insights about his father in a hand written 

February 1987 document he titled: ñ The Carl Dahlin /Grace Spaeth Family [By Richard].ò  Quotes from Dickôs 

manuscript underscore his fatherôs character that was tempered by his upbringing and certainly by his 

experiences during World War I.  Dick said:  ñDad was unswervingly honest. For him there were no deviations. 

I remember my first furlough during World War II. Not being anxious to get back I, requested an extension 

because Ma was sick. [She did have a cold] I contacted the Red Cross. They, of course, called back to verify. 

Dad answered, never mind that he wanted his son home on leave longer ïHe replied ñSheôs not sick! ñ He didnôt 

know how to lie. Ma, Of course said Certainly Iôm Sick! [I got it anyway]éé. To me, Dad seems a little 

shadow-like. He was always there but I did not know or understand him. I was too young and the young do not 

see clearly. Yet, I remember some things vividly. At a patriotic parade, his hat was off and his hand was over 

his heart. He was an American and you knew it. When the war started it was as natural as breathing that I had to 

go. I never considered not serving. Carl Dahlin was my father and it was deep within me. 

  

   Patriotic fervor is something Carl Dahlin instilled in all his children.  His daughter, Vivian, on her 75th 

birthday, responding to a question regarding the proudest moment of her life, without hesitation said: ñ The day, 

as a teenager, I carried the American flag in the Memorial Day Paradeé Yes, the day I carried the flag.ò   

 

November 11 is no longer known as Armistice 

Day; in 1954, Congress changed it to Veterans 

Day. Paper poppies, a tie- back to WWI, are 

still sold that day to help veterans.  

 

  The best-known poem of WWI, written by a 

Canadian military Doctor in 1915, is still the 

centerpiece of the Veterans of Foreign Wars 

[VFW].   See adjacent Inset  

   At a VFW banquet, Carlôs son Gordon, 

receiving his VFW 35-year membership pin 

could still recite, by heart, this poem that he 

learned as a young boy. Carl Dahlin would 

have been very pleased.                                   

Carl carried the prayerbook shown during 

WW1; his granddaughter Colleen has it. 

 

 

. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

               

         Roger Dahlin December 2017

  
                 

 
In Flanders field the poppies blow  
  Between the crosses, row on row,  
 That mark our place; and in the sky  
  The larks, still bravely singing, fly  
  Scarce heard amid the guns below.  
 
   We are the Dead. Short days ago  
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,  
Loved and were loved, and now we lie  
             In Flanders fields.  
  
    Take up our quarrel with the foe:  
To you are failing hands we throw  
The torch: be yours to hold it high.  
  If ye break faith with us who die  
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow  
               In Flanders fields  
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 The Purple Heart  is an American decoration and the oldest military decoration in the world in present 
use and the first American award made available to the common soldier. It was initially created as the 
Badge of Military Merit by General George Washington. 
Washington issued an order on Aug 7,1782 that any soldier 
showing unusual gallantry could wear a cloth purple heart 
over his left breast. His directive was lost for 150 years. 
However, in 1932 a new medal was issued. This medal, with 
Washingtonõs profile, was to be given to any member of the 
armed forces wounded in war. Carl Dahlinõs medal with lapel 
pin is shown 
 

      Because the Purple Heart 
was not available during WWI, 
Carl Dahlin, like other soldiers 
wounded in action, was issued 
a chevron, to be worn on the 
right sleeve. A close look of 
Carl Dahlin WWI uniform on 
page 8   shows this chevron on 
his right sleeve   A photo of a      
typical chevron, always in gold 
and worn upside down, is shown. 

       
The other form of recognition was the Presidential Wound Certificate 
issued by President Wilson in 1919.  This large document, with President 
Wilsonõs signature, was printed on hard cardstock with embossed 
borders and included the veteranõs rank and military outfit.  Holders of 
this certificate were issued the Purple Heart when it came out in 1932.       
  Carlõs framed certificate hung with pride in the living room of his 
Culbert St. Syracuse NY home. This certificate is long gone; however, a 
photo is shown on page 12 The photo shown at left, not Carlõs, is a 

typical document.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
   
 

 
Carlõs wife, Grace Dahlinõs , life was also 
impacted by the Purple Heart. For many years she 
was an active member of the òLadies Auxiliary 
 of the Military Order of the Purple Heartó She 
maintained her membership even after Carl died 
and often rode in an open car with other members 
during Syracuse parades. The photo shown, 
probably taken in the late 1960õs, shows Grace next 
to the American Flag riding in a parade. Her 
M.O.P.H. Auxiliary hat is also shown. 
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Reduced copy of framed Document 

that hung on the living room wall at 

Carl Dahlinõs Culbert St. home states 

he served with honor during WWI and 

was wounded in action. See Previous 

Page  

 

 

 

 

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                     

                                              

WWI Victory Medal Front and Back 

Indicates that Carl was in all three of the major 

battles that the US participated in that war 

Pins and Small 

compass reflecting 

Carlõs paricipation in 

WWl  
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                                        Diary of:        C.E. Hammerstrom 
306 Machine Gun Battalion (Suicide Squad) 

                                               Company B - 77th Division A.E.F 

 
 This diary is written from the notes I took while in the Service and also from the letters I wrote home.  

Nothing is written in detail and Iôve only written some of the most important instances.  Some have been written 

while in a hilarious mood, some when the world seemed all wrong and others in a revengeful and despondent 

mood.  The actual things on the war I have not said much about, as war is not a Sunday School Picnic, and war 

like it really is, is not a fit subject to write about when you consider the murder, plunder and atrocities that make 

war so frightful. 

 As to the monotonous part of army life there is very little to be said as there is nothing to write about.  

That is something you can feel only Army blues is what it is. 

 

FEB 27, 1918.  Left Jamestown on train #8 at 7:30 P.M.  A large crowd saw us off.  

We picked up other rookies along the way.  Lots of excitement all the way down.  

Fireworks and everything.  Nobody slept.  A couple of big poker and crap games 

on board.  The whole gang hung out of the windows and yelled at every station.  

Arrived Jersey City at 8:30 A.M. next morning.  I shook hands with a lot of 

suburban people who were on their way to N.Y.C.  They all wished us good luck.  

One old Civil War veteran said to me ñyoung man, your about to go thru Hell.ò  I 

laughed and said, ñthanksò. See Jamestown ,NY Newspaper Article Page 38 
 Left train at Jersey City and boarded a ferry boat which took us down thru 

N.Y. harbor, under Brooklyn Bridge and over to Long Island City.  Saw all the 

larger buildings from the water.  Some sight.  So far, Iôm so excited I havenôt had 

time to get homesick.  Boarded L.I.R.R. train which took us over Long Island.  

Gosh what a wild and desolate country after getting a few miles away from N.Y.  

Nothing but sand and dwarf pines.  Sand is white as snow. 

 We arrived at Camp Upton a 2:30 P.M. after eighteen hours of steady travel and shouting and no sleep.   

At the station they separated us into three equal groups and marched us off.  Gosh I felt foolish and green.  We 

were the only ones in civilian clothes and all the soldiers laughed at us and guyed us.  They all said, ñWatch out 

for the needle.ò  They had us scared stiff of the 

needle before we even arrived at our barracks. I had 

such a heavy suitcase that I could hardly carry it, so 

one big husky Swede in our gang helped me. ] 

  After hiking for twenty minutes, we arrived at our 

new home.  Co. B. 306 Machine Gun Battalion.  The 

other two groups of men went to Coôs A & C.  The 

soldiers already in Co. B gave us the once over and 

ñWatch out for the needleò high sign.  They also 

wanted to know where Jamestown was.  Theyôre all 

from N.Y.C. and they seem to be a good bunch. 

 Had our first meal as soon as we arrived.  It 

was sauerkraut, two wieners, slice of bread, cup of 

coffee and tapioca boiled.  The wieners and bread 

were all right but the coffee, the cook said it was 

coffee so I guess he ought to know.  The tapioca was alright but I could only find 

three tapioca kernels in my dish.  The rest was syrupy hot water.  Gosh that meal gave me my first feeling of 

homesickness. The next meal we had army baked beans and they were so dry that it was like eating saw dust.  I 

see where Iôve got to get hard boiled before I can enjoy an army meal. (Six months later not used to it yet.) 

Iôve a nice iron cot, straw mattress and two blankets. 
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March 1st, 1918.  Gov. Whitman reviewed the whole camp which is known 

as the 77th Division.  All the 27,000 men are from N.Y.C. except about three 

thousand from up the state. The 77th or Liberty Division was keyed to the 

Statue of Liberty because it contained so many sons of immigrants.                   

----Drawing is from ñHistory of the77thDivisionò Page 10  
 We havenôt received our uniforms as yet. I am drilling in the mud 

with my best suit on.  Drilled some this morning.  Climate very damp and it 

makes my nose run.  When standing or marching at attention you cannot 

blow your nose or move your hands up at all.  Itôs mighty tough on my new 

suit.  Yessss. 

 Went to bed at 8:30 P.M.  Was yanked out at 10 P.M., marched off to 

another barracks two miles away to be mustered into the service.  We didnôt 

get back to our barracks again until after midnight. 

 

March 2nd 1918.  Reveille at 6 A.M. every morning Sunday included.  We 

are in quarantine.  This is done to prevent the spreading of any disease that 

we might have brought with us.  Received our uniforms but canôt wear them 

at present. 

 

March 3, 1918.  Drilled all day.  Changed my socks at night. 

 

March 4 1918.  Drilled all day.  Close order drill, squads east and west as the gang says instead of squads  

right and left.  

 

March 5, 1918.  Negro troops measured our 

feet for shoes.  My civilian shoe size is # 7C.  

Army size increased to 10 ½ E.  I look like a 

Charlie Chaplin in uniform.   

 

March 6, 1918.  Got the needle in my left 

arm this morning.  Sick all day and homesick.  

Who started this war? 

 

March 8, 1918.  Received our first lessons in 

semi four and wig way signaling from 

Lieutenant Nachazel.   

 

March 9, 1918.  My first Sat. morning inspection of equipment.  Everything was laid out on our cots in a  

military manner.  Mine OK.  

 

March 10, 1918.  Went to church services in the YMCA.  Received another shot in the arm.   

 

March 13, 1918.  Drilled in mud.  Plenty of both - drill and mud. 

 

March 14, 1918.  Raining all day.  Learning working parts of the colt machine gun and operation of same.  Out 

of quarantine this evening.  Can go any place in camp now.  Received a box of eats from home.  Everything 

O.K. except cookies were broken.  These boxes of eats from home are keeping me going while Iôm getting hard 

boiled to army chow and ñslumò.  Slum is what we call soup.  Very poor you know. 
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March 15, 1918.  On stable police.  Iôm helping to take care of 27 mules.  With my name ñamuleò makes 28.  

Theyôre the most stubborn animals in the world.  They kick, bite and beller all day.  Risky business.   

 

March 16, 1918.  Fired my first machine gun.  Kind of 

scared at first. 

 

March 17, 1918. 

March 18, 1918.  Went to N.Y.C. over Sat and Sun.  Had 

lots of fun and saw all the sights.  Some city.  Slept in 23rd 

St. Y.M.C.A. Sat. night and rode on 5th Ave bus up the 

Ave, and Riverside Drive.  Hiked thru Wall St.  Was at 

the Battery in the Aquarium.  Saw a show in the evening.  

Returned to Camp at midnight.  Took a few pictures 

during the day. 

 

March 24, 1918.  Played ball.  Tripped on a root and hurt the ligaments in my right leg. Laid up for the rest of 

the day.   

 

March 27, 1918.  Saw a fight between Ed Anderson and Bill Comfort.  Declared a draw. 

 

April 3, 1918.  Received a telegram from Dad asking if we would be in camp over Sat. and Sun as we expect to 

go overseas any day.  I asked the Captain and sent message home saying yes. 

 308 Infantry leaves in the morning.  Theyôre all out parading and raising the dickens.  One would think 

theyôre going to a picnic instead of war.  I wonder how many of them will come back.  

 

April 6 +7, 1918.  Mother, Dad, Lillian and Glady at 

camp.  Oh boy but it seems good to see them again.  I 

showed them all the sights.  Felt pretty blue when 

they left.  Donôt know if Iôll ever see them again.  

Gosh Iôve sure got the Army blues tonight.  The world 

seems all wrong.   

 

April 9, 1918.  We have been having various athletic 

contests with Co.C.  This evening ended up the meet 

with a heavy weight boxing match.  We won and 

Co.C had to treat us to a little feed.  It was lots of fun. 

 

April 11, 1918.  Two physical examinations.  Tonight, at mess the captain gave us a little talk and he said we 

would start for overseas tomorrow.  My gosh what shouting and yelling.  I had to stop and get my breath thatôs 

how I happened to hear the noise.  Now for the big adventure.  

  I hope god will see that I get back.  Iôve got to get back, if for no other reason than for mothersô sake. 

 

April 12 -13, 1918.  Left camp Upton at 4 pm.  There was a lump in my throat when I saw the camp disappear 

in the distance.  We are on N.Y.N. K&H cars so we all think weôre bound for Halifax.  One of the gangs name 

is Mertha.  His mother died two days ago but he wasnôt allowed to go home.  His mother had been buried in the 

afternoon.  Gee bet he felt blue.  But he never shed a tear.  

 We tried to sleep during the night the best we could by taking out some of the backs in the seats.  

Traveled all night thru a heavy snow storm and arrived at East Boston at Cunard Line Piers at 6:45 A.M.  There 

is a foot of wet snow on the ground.  Loaded the ship all morning long.  The boat is a small old freighter named 

H.M.S. Karae from England.  If I was H.M. (His Majesty) I wouldnôt be guilty of owning the tub.  Left Boston 

at 2:30 P.M.  Ran into a North Eastern storm after passing Cape Cod.  Everyone sea sick but you ought to see 
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me.  I never thought I could feel so miserable.  Donôt care if school keeps or not.  For supper I had two meals.  

One down and one up.  We had fish.  I gave it back to the sea.  The ocean is alright but let the Navy keep it.  If I 

ever get off this ship alive, Iôll never want to ride this ocean again. Our place is down in the hold.  Gosh, what a 

stinking ill smelling hole.  We eat on tables with built in benches.  After the meal is over we sit and hang around 

on same benches.  At night we hang hammocks overhead and go to bed, get that, bed.   

 

Sun April 14, 1918.  Sea is calm this morning after a stormy night on the sea as well as in the hold of the ship.  

Nobody slept much last night.  All you could here was moaning, vomiting and cursing when someone threw up 

on someone else in the hammocks below.  There were two layers of hammocks.  The floor is full of ñuprisingsò 

and oh what a smell.  Dead fish.  Tables benches uniforms and everything just covered.  By noon we had the 

place all cleaned up.  Am feeling fine but kind of weak.  We seem to be traveling south.  Some say weôre going 

back to N.Y. harbor.  Just before dark we picked up a hydroplane which was floating on the sea on account of 

engine trouble.  Slung my hammock and went to sleep. 

 

April 15, 1918.  When we awoke this morning, we were anchored in N.Y. harbor opposite Fort Hamilton and 

Fort Wadsworth.  Spent the day watching ships from all over the world except Germany coming and going.  All 

ships are camouflaged.  Some sights. Youôd think those boats were 

going to a Halloween Party the way theyôre dressed up. 

   

Tues April 16, 1918. At 3 P.M. we pulled anchor.  Convoy 

consists of twelve ships.  All lined up in double file with a battle 

ship in the lead.  Two ammunition laden ships following up far in 

the rear.  As we left N.Y. a robin was perched high up on the mast 

and sat there for a long time before she flew away.  That was the first robin I have seen this year. 

 As land slipped away in the horizon there were tears in my eyes.  Good gosh how could I help it.  Old 

U.S.A., good bye.   

 

April 17, 1918.  Very foggy.  Can only see two ships out of the thirteen. 

 

April 18,  1918.  Sea rough.  Sick all day. 

 

April 19, 1918.  as above only worse, especially me. 

 

April 20, 1918.  Not so rough today so Iôm feeling a little bit better.  A 

very little bit.  Itôs cold and dreary. 

 

April 21, 1918.  Still sick.  Canôt eat anything but a slice of bread and 

that has a hard time staying where it belongs.   

 

April 22, 1918.  Saw a whale.  Big storm.  Waves washing completely 

over ship.  Everybody sick.  Iôm worse.  Getting so thin my ring wonôt 

stay on my finger. 

 

April 23, 1918.  Storm worse as well as I.  Everyone wears life belts.  

Have to have them on day and night.  Our canteen full of water is tied to 

the belt.  Will we ever get across?   

 

April 24, 1918.  Storm continuing.  No one allowed on deck fear that we will be washed overboard.  All sick, 

miserable and wet.  Waves wash down hatch ways and drench us all.  
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April 25, 1918.  Storm breaking.  Saw a most wonderful sunset.  Everything was green and yellow.  Henderson 

from Buffalo and I had to get mess for our table this noon.  I still being sick and the passageway is so hot I 

fainted while standing in line.  No wonder.  Nothing has stayed by me for eight days now.  A dish rag looks 

spry compared with me.  

 

April 26, 1918.  Storm is over.  Sea comparatively calm.  Four British torpedo boat 

destroyers have come up and are circling and zig zagging around us.  Have been in 

danger zone for three days now.  Sea is full of wreckage of all kinds including 

hundreds of crates of oranges.  Sighted a submarine.  Torpedo boat dropped two 

depth bombs.  Concussion in the water from these bombs so great that I thought 

sure our ship had been torpedoed. No one seems to sense the danger weôre in.  

Feeling a lot better tonight.  Have held on to everything today. 

 

April 2 7, 1918.  Sea very calm.  Am feeling fine and have an awful appetite. 

Looked back of a canvas and saw where all the pies, cakes and tarts were being made for the officers.  A wire 

guard separated the eats from us.  Henderson and I went and got our wire cutters and when no one was around, 

cut a slit in the guard.  We had all the pie and the tarts we wanted.  Land sighted this afternoon.  The gang went 

nearly crazy.  We are off the coast of Whales.  High cliffs with wonderful colors, mostly orange.  Went up the 

Mersey River and anchored at Liverpool at midnight.  They have taken our hammocks away.  No chance to 

sleep.  Everyone waiting for daylight.  

 

Sun April 28, 1918.  Saw the sun rise in Merry England.  

Docked at Great Western R.R docks at 12:30 P.M.  Unloaded 

ship and hung around wharfs all afternoon.  Ours was the 

largest American convoy to land at Liverpool and there was 

an immense crowd there to see us.  Crowd held back by cops.  

Biggest cops I ever see, all over six feet.  The gang all buying 

something to eat as the mess on board ship was awful.  There 

isnôt much to buy.  I am surprised at what little we can buy.  

Canôt even buy any candy except some hunk molasses candy.  

And the people in U.S are kicking because of the few 

restrictions.  Good gosh they aught to have a taste of this.   

 Left Liverpool at 7 P.M.  Rode in 1st class passenger 

coaches.  Funny looking cars and the engine looks like a small switch engine.  But oh man how they can travel.  

The whole population of every town we pass is out to wave at us when we pass. 

 England is most beautiful.  The U.S. was covered up with snow when we left and when we arrived.  

England everything was in bloom.  Any piece of land looks good to me now anyways.  All houses and most 

fields and even railroads have hedges around them.  Some parts of the country are level some hilly and even 

mountainous with railroads going right thru them.   

 We stopped at Burmingham and the British Red Cross gave us hot coffee and sandwiches. Went thru 

London and arrived at Folkstone 5 A.M.   

 

Mon. April 29, 1918.  Folkstone is a high class summer 

resort.  Stayed in hotels that the government had taken over.  

Slept on the floor as the place was not furnished.  Geo. 

Sandberg, Carl Johnson, and I took in all the sights.  Bought 

some army candy at a British commissary and then started 

to walk down the ocean drive where all the hotels are.  A 

couple of English asked us for some candy and also 

cigarettes.  Talked with them a couple of minutes and went 

on.  Our time is too short to bother with women   Stopped in a small restaurant and had flounders and chips.    
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  The proprietor said the war would be over before the end of the year.  Went roller skating  

for a short time in the afternoon.  We are the first American troops in this town and they all give us the once 

over.  Most all the young women are clad in khaki colored suits.  They belong to the Womenôs Auxiliary Army 

Corp.  The call them Waacs.  Air raids have done more damage than reports tell about.  No street lights, trains 

are dark and all shades must be drawn at night.  English Channel is full of mine sweepers.  They work night and 

day.  At night they use very strong search lights.  

 

April 30, 1918.  Left Folkston at 10:30A.M. by rail and arrived Dover at 12:30P.M.  Left Dover at 2:30P.M. on 

a small channel boat and arrived in Callais France at 3:50. Channel very rough.  Was almost seasick.  We just 

missed a floating mine.  Saw a mine sweeper blow up a mine.  Water shot up a hundred feet in the air.  The first 

thing we saw when we landed was a British Hospital Train.  Kind of contrast from the picnic weôve been having 

for the last two days.  The kids are dirty and ragged.  They pester the life out of you for pennies or souvenirs.  

Even grab things out of your hands.  

 

May 1st 1918.  Slept in British barracks on the floor. Had to clean the place up in the morning.  No brooms 

available, so every man in the Co, 172 of us, got down on our hands and knees and swept the floor with our 

shaving brushes.  Excuses do not go in the army.  Callais is badly wrecked in places by air raids.  Five of us 

went to a hotel for supper. Had first taste of French wine.  German prison camp as well as Chinese Labor Camp 

side by side.  Air bomb dropped amongst Chinese and killed several of them. An Australian gave a Chinaman a 

hand grenade and told him that it was those Germans that dropped the bomb.  The chink threw the grenade  

over the fence and the result was that several Boche* prisoners were killed and many wounded.  The whole 

affair treated as quite a joke.  Hardboiled I call it.   

* Boche, Jerry or Hun were derogatory terms used to describe a German 

soldier. 

 

May 2, 1918.  Taking in the sights.  Turned in our blue bags.  We can buy 

Chocolate here but its coarse like sand.   

 

May 3, 1918.  Were issued gas masks and helmets.  Went thru gas house 

filled with gas.  Capt. gave us a talk this evening.  He was very encouraging, 

he said we wouldnôt all come back.  But Iôve gotta get back.   

 

May 4, 1918.  Left Callais at noon.  Hiked two miles to R.R station.  My 

pack weighs 60lbs. Rode in box cars and arrived in Audre at 4P.M.  Hiked 9 

1/2 miles to Monecove.  Never was so tired in all my life.  A truck followed 

us and picked up all those who fell out, fell in.  We are in small huts holding 

26 men.  Sleep on the floor.  We received straw but it wasnôt near enough; so we had a raffle to see which one 

of the 26 was to use the straw.  I didnôt win.  Iôll have corns on my hips and shoulders before we leave here.  

The country is beautiful but the farm houses and yards dirty and unsanitary.  Can hear guns roar and see 

reflection in the sky at night.  

 All of France is one big war camp.  Everywhere 

there are cannons, shells, troops, Jerry prisoners, china-

men, temporary railroads.  Its beyond description.  No 

autos except for army use.  We are on main road to Ypres 

about 20 miles from the front.  Some traffic.  Dispatch 

riders shoot past like a streak.  Convoys of trucks, lorries 

and everything.  Isnôt safe to walk on road.  Eats are very 

expensive.  Chocolate bars $.20.  Small oranges 8¢ 

apiece.  Eggs ten cents apiece.  Whatôs the use I am 

already busted.   
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May 5, 1918.   Reveille at 5 a.m.  Thatôs midnight in the U.S.A. or as the Yanks all call it ñGodôs Countryò 

The French or ñFroggiesò as we call them have different kinds of wagons.  Some of them have wheels that are 7 

feet high and others with solid wooden wheels about a foot in diameter.  When more than one horse is needed 

on a big load, they always place one horse in front of the other.  Sometimes 3 or 4 horses lined up this way.   

 There are several old fashioned windmills around here.  I took and walked up into one.  It was very old 

and ready to fall down.  Very crude machinery in it.  This one was grinding up wheat.  

  Went to a little Catholic church in Bayenghein with Bowers from N.Y.C.  Church built in 1793.  Very 

quaint furnishings and statues inside.  Couldnôt understand anything.  Just looked on the best I could.   

 Here we are 20 miles from the front line and we even havenôt received a gun.  Some army.   

 

May 8, 1918.  Have received #303 Vickers machine guns and are drilling twelve hours a day with them.  Pretty 

tired at night.  Every night we are awakened by air raids.  Itôs a wonderful sight to see 25 or more powerful 

searchlights searching the skies for German planes.  One plane was brought down in flames last night. 

 

May 9, 1918.  Same as yesterday, including air raid.  The English and Froggies make for dugouts as soon as our 

raid alarm is given.  Us Yanks donôt know enough about war to get under cover.  Its new to us so weôve got to 

take it all in.  Last night some of our troops billeted in Watten, 10 miles from here, were killed by an air bomb. 

 

May 12, 1918.  The entire Company hiked four miles to Eperleque and had a shower bath.  Each shower had 

one hole in the pipe and you could stay just long enough under the shower to get your head wet.  Iôll swear I 

didnôt get more than one pint of water on me.  Some bath.  Wrote letter home to mother as it is Motherôs Day.  

In the afternoon Geo. Sandberg and I jumped on a British Lorrie and rode to 

St. Omer.  Gave the town the once over and jumped another lorrie and rode 

back to camp.   

 

May 13, 1918.  Machine gun drill from 7a.m. to 7p.m.  Air raid at 10:30p.m.  

Bombs shook the whole earth.   

 

May 15, 1918.  Very warm.  Saw another Jerry Plane brought down.  Our 

gang getting along fairly good with the Tommies.  Canôt kid them because 

they think we mean it.  Thereôs a French girl here who serves us beer and 

wine whoôd be wonderfully good looking if she wasnôt so doggone homely.  

  

 

May 17, 1918.  Regular drill and usual air raid.  Geo and I had a little feed at a French house this evening.  We 

had fried eggs, chips and coffee.  Thatôs all you can buy in this country.   

 

May 19, 1918.  I fooled that shower bath.  Took a bath in a wash basin in ice cold water.  Geo. and I hiked to 

Watten.  Was in a wine house where some Scotch soldiers were having a little song and dance. More fun than a 

circus.  Seeing that we were from the U.S.  They were very much surprised that we couldnôt play the piano.   

 

May 21, 1918.  Target practice all day.  We have plenty of sleep but no money.  Itôs all gone.   

 

May 22, 1918.  Hiked four miles and spent all day maneuvering 

with machine guns.  Heard a cuckoo in the woods.   

 

May 24, 1918.  On 500 yard range.  Fired 30 shots and got 25 hits.  

Air raid at night.  Theyôre not interesting anymore as the novelty is 

over with and we realize that theyôre dangerous. 

 Ten French planes sailed over camp this morning and done 

the loop, nosedive,tailspin and little of everything. 
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 Machine gun practice on top of high hill.  Some wonderful scenery from this hill.  But one canôt live on 

fresh air and scenery.  The gang says Iôm getting fat.  Canôt believe it of me. 

 

May 25, 1918.  On kitchen police.  Nobody likes that job back 

home, but here we all want it, because we then get all we want 

to eat.  While unloading bread I accidentally dropped one loaf 

on purpose.  I let it lay in the dirt and Kimberly soon came and 

carried it away when one was not looking.  He had stolen some 

jam the day before so now we were sitting pretty.  Ate it up that 

evening after the officers had left the camp.  English rations are 

very slim.  Hereôs the chow.  Its never more and never changes. 

    Breakfast 

 Oatmeal ( not oat flakes) without sugar salt or milk.  

Very delicious? 

 British hard tack.  Its impossible to eat without first 

soaking in your coffee. 

Coffee.  This coffee is ground into powder so there wont be any grounds left over.  We drink 

these grounds and all. 

    Dinner 

 Army slum.  This is vegetable soup.  Plenty of soup but very little meat or vegetables in it. 

    Hard tack  -Tea 

  Boiled rice without sugar but here and there a date or fig. 

    Supper  

    Tea 

    Marmalade 

    Cheese 

    One slice of bread 

Now that menu wouldnôt be so bad if it was only enough of it.  Three helpings would just about be enough but 

we never get more than one.  Geo. and I have often ate 6 fried eggs, a big plate of chips, coffee and bread 

regularly after eating supper.  This other feed weôd buy in some French house.  We have lots of fun trying to 

make these Froggies understand, but with the little French I know and plenty of gestures.  Geo.and I get along 

fair enough. 

 

June 13, 1918. We are now in the Vosges Mts. in Lorraine and are 50 miles from Switzerland.  Detrained at 2 

PM.  Hiked 12 miles to Meminal Vosges.  Slept in pup tent Geo and I went out looking for some fried eggs and 

chips.  We never look for anything else as we canôt get anything else except cheese occasionally.  Had a feed in 

a farm house.  We had lots of fun with these people with my French English book.  

What we couldnôt say. Well in the book I got it.  There was a nice little French girl 

there that Geo took a liking to.  Before we left Geo had her name and address. 

 

June 14, 1918. Fifty four of us left for Tromboise in motor trucks to attend 

machine gun school with the French Hothchkiss air cooled machine gun.  There are 

no Tommies here.  Nothing but French soldiers and we get along together fine.  We 

are receiving U.S. army rations which is more plentiful and better than English. 

 

June 16, 1918. Regular schooling for this gun is three weeks of learning the 

working parts before going out on the range.  We had two hours practice this 

morning and this afternoon we went out on the range.  On my gun Henderson shot 

the target up pretty bad.  Kimberly next knocked one stake down and I next shot it 

completely down.  French instructors were saying ñmarvelousò He couldnôt figure 

out how we could handle the gun the way we did and had only seen the gun this morning for the first time. 
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June 17, 1918.  Still at school.  We are the first American soldiers in 

this town and the French are all giving us the once over so the gang 

are doing their best both in drills, appearance and on the gun.  Our 

old Capt. Who never gives a compliment even said ñI knew you men 

could be damn good soldiers if you want to be.ò  Some of the gang 

are making quite a hit with the mademoiselles in the village.  We are 

leaving this town tonight.  The Froggies when we came put a large 

sign ñAmer. Soldiers Welcomeò.  Now underneath that theyôve 

placed ñGoodbyeò.  They also have an Amer. and French soldiers 

made out of wood and they are shaking hands.  This afternoon I 

heard a French band for the first time.  They are great on bugles and 

the buglers spin them before placing them to their mouths. 

 

June 18, 1918.  Left Tromboise last night in the motor trucks, went thru Rambersvillers.  This town looked 

more like an Amer.city than any Iôve seen yet.  We stopped at Baccarate and stayed overnight in an old French 

Barrack four stories high.  42nd Div. was just leaving as we pulled in.  This town is full of Yanks, trucks etc.  

Makes you think you was back in Gods Country.  Part of town is completely wrecked by German shell fire.   

 

June 19, 1918.  The rest of the company came in about 4 A.M. after hiking all night.  Theyôre all tired out.  

Took in the few sights of the town.  Can get real beer here and the gangs tickled to death.  On the English front 

the beer was all made of chemicals and it didnôt even have any foam. 

 This town is about 16 miles back of the front.  They say this is a quite front, but the cannonading woke 

me and the rest of the gang up last night. 

 

June 20, 1918.  Bawled out by the 2nd leaut for reading the war news instead of feeding the mules.  Some life.   

 Left Baccarate in the evening and arrived Neuf Maison at midnight.  Slept in hay mow.  It was spooky 

hiking up here under camouflaged roads.  Everything was pitch dark and still as death when all of a sudden 

Boommmm! right near by.  Every one said ñohhhhò. and I could feel something creep down my back bone and 

the sweat poured off my forehead.  Gosh Iôll never forget it.  Other ñboomsò didnôt bother us it was just the first 

one.  It sounded so spooky. 

 

June 21, 1918.  Left this village at night headed for the front.  Arrived in French camp call Karvor which is in a 

dense woods 2 miles from the front. 

 

June 22, 1918.  Took a bath in ice cold water.  Also, I washed my underwear (socks included).  This morning I 

was helping to teach that part of the Co. that didnôt go to the machine gun school all about the gun. 

 Were issued 45 Colt automatic pistols.  Weôre getting all set, our infantry is now in the front line.  We 

are in reserve. 

 Big barrage at night.  The gang all took it calmly even though it was our first experience.   

 

June 23, 1918.  On guard duty.  As we are in mountainous country 

the weather is cold if the sun doesnôt shine.  At night we wear our 

overcoats while out on the gun.  Today it rained and snowed a little.  

Half an hour afterwards it thundered.  Mountain climate alright.  

Wonderful scenery up here.  Weôve got a cable that helps us get up 

on top of this particular hill or mountain.  Sometimes the clouds are 

beneath us.  Wonderful scenery but thatôll never win the war. 

 

June 24, 1918.  Occasional artillery fire all day.  Plenty of German 

planes.  Anti air craft after them.  Cherries are ripe.  They are like California cherries.  Iôm getting my share.   
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June 25, 1918.  Moved up into the front lines.  All troop movements at night.  Plenty of excitement and 

fireworks.  No causalities.  My gun is right next to a Frenchmanôs.   

 

June 28, 1918.  We are near a small village called Pexonne which 

is a mile and a half back of the lines.  Very old, some houses built 

in 1667 and 1717.  A few civilians still living here in spite of the 

war.  Town pretty well battered up.  Pigs, oxen, cows, horses and 

people in wooden shoes all mingle together.  In some cases a horse 

and an oxen hitched together on the same wagons.  My gun is now 

in cemetery.  Things are very dead around here as well as spooky 

at night.   

 

July 4, 1918.  Received dope that Jerry was to raid our trenches 4th 

July morning.  He did but he never reached out trenches as our S.O.S rocket started our artillery barrage and we 

opened up on them with rifles and machine guns, so the Jerrys that were left turned and fled.  Gosh but I was 

excited.  Never got scratched. 

 

July 5, 1918.  I am now gunner on 5th squad gun.  I do nothing but shoot, take care of the gun and carry it.  

Believe me thatôs enough.  This machine gun business is a lonesome one sitting out on the gun all alone at night 

not knowing when youôll get yours.  

 

July 9, 1918.  Relief came up tonight.  Arrived at camp Karvor at 1:30 A.M.   

 

July 10, 1918.  Pay day.  Left here for rest area at 8:15 P.M.  Arrived Clairupt at 1:30 A.M.  My home is in a 

hay loft.  There is pigs underneath us and they smell pretty strong.   

 

July 11, 1918.  Machine gun drill in the morning.  Took a swim in a creek nearby in the afternoon.  Geo and I 

hiked to Bertichamp in the evening and heard 308th Infantry band concert.  They played in an old factory that 

the Salvation army has taken over and made into quite a recreation place.  After listening to the band awhile the 

gang kind of got restless so they shoved all the benches aside and started a dance by ourselves.  Some even 

grabbed the old French women and swing them around the floor.  Some comical dances.  The Froggies seemed 

to enjoy it as much as we.   

 

July 12, 1918.  Machine gun drill.  Another band concert in the evening.  Heard Elsie Janis from N.Y.C. sing. 

The gang almost went crazy as most of them are from N.Y.C.* 

 Sergeants, MeHargue and Goldsteine made 2nd Lieuts. 

           * This truly had to be a very big thing particularly for the boys from 

NYC. Elsie Janis was probably the most celebrated female celebrity of 

WWI. She was a musical comedy star from NYC whose English actor 

fiancé was killed on the Western front early in 1918. She was a one woman 

show with boundless energy, who working without pay or the benefit of 

microphones, sang songs, did impersonations, turned cartwheels and 

danced. Initially, she was restricted to training camps, but General 

Pershing, seeing her value as a morale booster provided her a 

camouflaged Cadillac and a pass to travel wherever she chose. She chose 

to entertain troops in the combat area and to be as close to the front as she 

could. She justly earned the titleò Sweetheart of the AEF.ò 

 

July 13, 1918.  Hand grenade practice.  Believe me I got rid of mine in a 

hurry and threw them as far as I could.  They explode six seconds 

after pulling out the fuse pin. 
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July 14, 1918.  Took it easy all day.  Went swimming in the afternoon. 

 The old French couple that own the place where we are staying are 

very sociable.  Kimberly and I have the old lady make her French salad and 

chips for us.  Great stuff and the price for once is reasonable.  That is for over 

here. 

 

July 15, 1918.  Machine gun target and pistol practice.  Very hot.  Went 

swimming in the afternoon.  Also washed my clothes.  Heard band concert in 

the evening.  Oh this is a lovely war just at present.   

 

July 16, 1918.  Received a pass and went to Baccarate.  Took in the few 

sights.  Bought a lot of French mademoiselles postcards and sent them to the 

various fellows in the office at Watsons.  Lost my ring.  It was the only thing I 

had from home. 

 

July 19, 1918.  Machine gun practice in the morning.  Went swimming in the afternoon.  Nick Hiemeng from 

Utica, N.Y. drowned.  We worked over him for 4 hours but failed.  He is the first to die in our company since 

arriving in France.  They sewed a blanket around his body and placed it in the barn.  Had guard in barn so rats 

would not get after it.  I was on the guard from one to three A.M.  Not very pleasant.   

 

July 20, 1918.  

 Funeral of Hiemeng at Bertichamp in church yard. 

 Left at 8:30 P.M.for the trenches.  I said good bye to the old couple here 

and told them we were going back to the trenches again.  She cried when I said 

good bye as her only son had been killed in the trenches.  Kim and I hated to 

leave them as they had been very good to us.   

 While on the march the gang kidded one another about going to their own 

funeral.  Thatôs the first signs of getting hard boiled so as to be a good fighter.  A 

good soldier and a good fighter are two different things.  Arrived trenches at 1 

A.M.  Raining and cold and miserable.  Built a lean to, to shelter us as much as 

possible.   

 

 

July 22, 1918.  Our kitchen is 1.5 miles from here.  Our mess detail got lost in the woods for over five hours I 

and some others had to go out and find them.  These N.Y.C. boys are always getting lost in the woods. 

 

July 23, 1918.  Full moon.  Itôs almost as light as day.  No star shells necessary.  Our artillery fired on Jerry 

ammunition dump in an old church and exploded it.  Some noise. 

 

July 25, 1918.  Heavy barrage came over from 1 to 2 A.M.  I was on the gun at the time.  The sergeant sent all 

the men to the dug outs and left me on the gun all alone.  I never got scratched.  Whew, it was some relieve 

when the barrage lifted.  The gang called me the ñlucky Swedeò as they thought 

sure I had been killed. 

 

July 26, 1918.  Day clear.  Four German observation balloons watching our 

front. Sergeant Holmes transferred to another Div. (was later killed in action). 

 

July 27, 1918.  Peace rumors going around. Forget it. Quiet on the front. 

 

July 30, 1918.  Lucky Swede again. My gun smashed by shrapnel from air bomb during air raid. Never touched 

me. Gus Weber who was with me badly wounded in the right arm. 



24 

 

July 31, 1918.  We turned in our overcoats. Pretty chilly at nights without them. 

 

Aug. 1-2, 1918.  Usual trench duty. Front quite. No causalities. If we donôt shoot, Jerry doesnôt so there you are. 

 

Aug. 3, 1918.  I was sent back to camp Karror to guard a machine gun Co. from the 37th division Ohio NY.  

They are to relive us. Relief was a risky business especially in the daytime as Jerry had three observation 

balloons in front of us. We took it slowly and not a shot was fired. Jerry was sleeping on the job that time. 

 

Aug. 5, 1918.  While I was sleeping, someone accidentally discharged his pistol. The bullet went thru the 

building and lodged in the heel of an extra pair of shoes, which were about two feet from my head. Lucky again 

for me. 

 

Aug.9, 1918.  We played ball against Co. C. and were defeated Geo and I bought our mess kit full of homemade 

white cheese. Best Iôve ever tasted. 

 

Aug. 10, 1918.  Part of Co. left on truck. No one knows their destination. We left St. Simion at 8 P.M. Our rolls 

were put on the limbers. That makes our pack weigh only 6 

or 7 lbs. we passed many dead horses on our way. 

 

Aug 12, 1918.  Have to sit on side of road for an hour at a 

time to let trucks go by. Thousands of them in line. 

 Had breakfast in Chateau Thierry. Town not so 

badly wrecked as reported. Tried to buy something off the 

froggies but they didnôt have enough for themselves on the 

Hums took everything with them on their retreat. Camped 

in grove a night. Three mules and one horse killed by hand 

grenade that on of the mules stepped on. 

 

Aug. 13, 1918.  Broke camp at 4 A.M. passed thru Belleau Woods and Fere Tardenois. Stopped for mess at 

Chery stopped overnight and slept in woods where Yanks had ammunition dump. Jerry planes bombed all 

around us but didnôt hit the dump. Had us scared to death as we slept besides thousands of shells. Going up the 

road this afternoon we could see the shells breaking way ahead. This is a very active front, so active that the 

ground trembles perhaps itôs my knees. Canôt tell. 

 

Aug. 14, 1918.  Heard that our gang that left 

in motor truck are up head of us and the 

some of them had been wounded. Hung 

around in the woods all day and climbing 

trees to see the bombardment up ahead. A 

wonderful sight (if you arenôt to close). 

Broke camp at 6.30 P.M. and headed for the 

hell up ahead. Met the rest of the Co. in a 

small chalk quarry. Bad shelling of roads on 

the way up. The M.Ps hustled us right along 

and made us keep close to a bank on the left 

hand side of the road. A piece of shrapnel 

ripped thru my coat sleeve but never touched me. Pretty close. Carried ammunition toward the front lines under 

intense shellfire and gas shells thru the villages of St. Martin and Villa Savoge. Nearly one hundred of our 

company gassed at St. Martin. The rest of us that were able attempted to reach the front line but couldnôt make 

it. The swamp around the Vesle River was filled with gas and we never would have been able to run thru the 

barrage so we had to go back to the chalk quarry. God what a night and what havoc it had played. 
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Aug. 15, 1918.  Dug hole in bank and crawled in and stayed there all day. Iôm in a awful shape. The gas went to 

my stomach and am vomiting and spitting blood all day. My lungs feel raw, like a piece of beefsteak. The gas 

affected the eyes of most of the gang.* They took 10 of them away as they were totally blind. They will recover 

their sight in time. Awful shelling all day. 

* Troops exposed to exploding gas shells were evacuated in long lines. Like blind men they walked with their 

hands upon the shoulder of the man ahead, coughing and vomiting and their eyes sticking shut. 

 

Aug. 16, 1918.  Heaving shelling all day. On anti-aircraft duty with my machine gun. Didnôt have a chance to 

shoot as the Jerryôs flew to high. A thousand feet is the highest we can accurately shoot. One of the gang 

mistook a French plane for a Jerry and started to shoot. The French aviator threw out a parachute with a French 

flag attached. 

 At dusk our captain gave us a little talk. He said 

part of the Co. was going there this time and we had to 

hold that position and could not retreat. He also said some 

of us would not come back. I was one of the gang picked 

to go. Wow. Before we went we all gave to one of the 

gang that wasnôt going up with us, a letter to send home if 

we didnôt return. It seems funny but that letter I gave 

seemed to ease my mind and that now everything was all 

right, even if I didnôt return. Thatôs kind of staring death 

in the face. 

 We made a dash for the lines when there was 

somewhat of a lull in the shelling. Had to wear our gas 

masks while going thru the swamp near Vesle River. 

Pitch dark, fell and stumbled into shell holes filled with water, over logs and dead Amer and German soldiers. 

Weôd run a few yards and then duck while a burst of machine gun bullets would pass over our heads. It was 

some hellhole. Our destination, a railroad cut wasnôt any better. Our guide was wounded on the way in so we 

had to find the cut ourselves. Waded waist deep thru part of the Vesle River as the bridge was down. Placed 

machine gun on top of bank and watched and waited for Germans until morning. We could here them walking 

and driving posts for barb wire. Railroad track is all wrecked. Boche and American soldiers laying dead on the 

tracks. They have laid there for a long time and the stench is something awful. The flies are so thick we canôt 

even eat a slice of bread during the day. Have to wait until dark.  

 

Aug. 18, 1918.  The day passed quietly. I can see 

fairly good today. The gas affected my eyes while 

coming in here. This bank weôre on protects us fairly 

good from bullets and shells. Our machine gun is in 

edge of woods ahead of the other guns. Have to lay 

all day so we canôt be seen. 

 

Aug. 19, 1918.  Jerryôs shot over a box barrage on us 

last night followed by a rolling barrage. * It came up 

to within fifty feet of my gun before it stopped. We 

had heavy causalities. Never touched me. We 

captured one Jerry. He got lost in no manôs land and 

wondered into our lines. He was nothing but a kid. He asked for something to eat the very first thing. 

 * Rolling barrage also known as a creeping barrage is an artillery bombardment that advances at timed 

intervals so that the infantry advancing behind it would not be hit. A box barrage is artillery bombardment in a 

fixed area.  
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Aug. 20, 1918.  Day very quiet so we buried all dead 

American and German soldiers. They were buried in 

between the R.R. ties. The bodies were so badly 

decomposed that they fell apart when we picked the 

body up. One dead Germanôs head fell off. One of the 

gang with the shovel scooped it up and threw it in the 

hole thatôs being hardboiled. Weôve got to take death 

callously otherwise every one of us would go raving 

mad. 

 

Aug 21, 1918.  Heavy artillery firing all day. Were 

relieved at 9:30 pm by Co. C. during heavy barrage. At 

midnight the Boche came over killing 5 men and wounding 17 of the Co. C. the Boche lost heavily. The five 

Americans killed were on the gun I had left just 2 ½ hours before. Lucky again for me. 

 

Sept. 10, 1918.  Soldier from Buffalo wounded. Iôm afraid heôll lose his leg. I was standing with him at the 

time. Lucky again for me. 

 

Sept. 11, 1918.  Out on gun at night. Raining all day and night. I havenôt had my shoes off in three weeks now. 

 

Sept. 14, 1918.  Driving ahead again. Artillery fire for last few days has been deafening. Sounds like the echo 

roars from the thunder on Chaut Lake. One continuous roar all the time. Our entire battalion started machine 

gun barrage at 4:45 A.M. fifteen minutes after 

artillery barrage began. Jerry sent all kinds of 

rockets up. Wonderful sight yet awful in 

itself. We kept our barrage up until 4 P.M. I 

shot over 10,000 bullets. That must have hit a 

few Boche. Iôm almost deaf from my gun and 

my head aches so I can hardly see. I wonder 

how those Jerries are. Charlie Johnson and I 

were lucky this afternoon. Four shells hit fifty 

feet ahead of us but all of them were duds. 

 

Sept. 15, 1918.  Fairly quite today. We made our objective yesterday but had to fall back on our original line as 

the French on our left did not make theirs. This made an exposed flank for us in which the Germans could have 

come thru. 

 In the evening we were relieved by the 8th Italian division. I went out to show them my gun position and 

while I was gone some of them stole my pack. They took everything except my blanket. We carried our 

machine guns for three miles before we reached out gun carts. Hiked all night and until 11 A.M. next morning.  

 

Sept 16, 1918. Two Jerry planes were after one of our observation balloons. And while our anti aircraft were 

firing at them a third Jerry plane swooped down out of the clouds where we had been hiding and sent a few 

incendiary bullets in our balloon and blew it up. All three planes got away. 

 Gosh but if feels good to get back far enough so we donôt have to duck shells. The nervous strain is 

awful. We had one man shell shocked. 

 

Sept. 17 + 18, 1918.  Had our first taste of gold fish (salmon). Everyone that got a chance swiped a can or two. 

Had inspection and a change of underwear. The first since the first week in August. Broke camp in the woods 

and jumped on French trucks started at 7 P.M. and rode continuously without a stop thru Ehermay, Ehalons it to 

Villa in Argonne where we arrived at 11A.M. 15 hours of truck riding without getting off once. We were so 

packed in and cramped up that we could hardly get off the truck. 
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Sept. 19, 1918.  Resting today. Had orders to pull out at 9 P.M. Orders changed so we went to bed. Routed out 

at 1 A.M. rolled our packs again and started for the Argonne Forest. Same old dizzy army. 

 

Sept. 20, 1918.  Hiked until 8 A.M. this morning. Pitched our pup tents in an old orchard. Cold and dreary. It 

makes me homesick. We are 35 miles back of the front lines but we must keep under cover as a surprise 

offensive is planned. Jerries are not supposed to know that any Yanks are on this front.  

 

Sept. 21, 1918.  Broke camp at 7 P.M. and hiked all night. Arrived French camp near Florent. We passed thru 

St. Menehold. Saw a wonderful French cemetery for her soldiers. 

 

Sept. 22, 1918.  Slept during most of the day. I stood in line for two 

hours to get a cup of cocoa off the Red Cross.* Had almost reached the 

desired goal when all the cocoa was gone. All out of luck. Started hiking 

at night. Arrived French dugouts in Argonne forest at midnight slept on 

the wet duckboards in the dugout. Water oozing out of the walls. 

*Robert Ziegler in his book ñ Americaôs Great Warò {page 140] states 

that the Red Cross came under considerable criticism during WWI; 

whereas, it seems there was only admiration for the Salvation Army 

which passed out coffee and doughnuts close to the front. Carl Dahlin, with rancor, mentioned the Red Cross 

charged the troops for coffee and doughnuts, while with the Salvation Army they were free. His lifelong support 

for the Salvation Army was acknowledged by Grace Dahlin and passed to their children. 

 

Sept. 23, 1918. Left these dug outs and took up machine gun position 

just back of the front line trenches. Woods so thick that weôve strung 

wires from the dugouts to the machine gun to find our way. 

 

Sept. 24, 1918. ñYakkankò donôt know his right name was killed by 

shrapnel. Slept on the floor in the dugout. Had a loaf of bread for a 

pillow. Woke up when a big rat had his hind legs on my forehead 

eating the bread. Slept the rest of the night without a pillow. I never 

seen so many rats and theyôre fighting and squeaking all night long. 

Gosh what a hole and home. Rats stayed with the Germans as well  

 

Sept. 26, 1918.  Big Argonne barrage started 

at 4 A.M.*  The ground just shook. Down in 

our dugout the dirt was caving. At 6 A.M.  

We began our advance in a dense fog. We 

couldnôt keep up with our doughboys, as we 

had to carry our heavy guns. Many 

causalities. Slept a couple of hours during the 

night in a Jerry trench. Best trenches and 

dugouts Iôve seen yet.** Rats are just as 

numerous.  

 

*  The History of the 77 th Division Page 

139 states that their Argonne Forest 

offensive began September 26, 1918 and continued through October15-16 1918 Over 3000 field pieces blazed 

away at the German lines with more shells than all the cannon fired by the Union Army during the Civil War. 

Some 200,000 American soldiers waited on the line, which was 25 miles wide. 

** This area had been in German hands for four years and the Germanôs had developed very elaborate 

underground dugouts and concrete bunkers. Breaking into some of these hurriedly deserted bunkers, the 
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astonished Americans found bathtubs with hot and cold running water, paneled libraries, and clubhouse with 

pianos, bowling alleys and billiard tables. The Germanôs also had all the time they needed to string barb wire, 

locate machine gun nests on commanding heights, build concrete fighting posts and litter the whole area with 

booby traps.    

 

Sept. 27, 1918.  Still advancing. Itôs an awful job as the woods and underbrush is very thick.* One cold meal is 

all were receiving now. 

* The Argonne Forest was laced with steep twisting terrain, tangled trees and thorny underbrush. 

 

Sept 28, 1918.  Ration detail lost. I and some others were 

sent out to find them. We found them but three of the five 

had been killed. The other two were badly wounded. Took 

rations with us after doing what we could for the 

wounded. We arrived up on the lines we found out that the 

company had gone thru some hard fighting as the Boche 

had surrounded them in the think underbrush. We divided 

up the eats which was all shattered with blood, but thatôs 

all we had to eat so eat it we did. Iôm hard boiled now so I 

can eat anything. While in a trench a doughboy sheared a 

rat with his bayonet. Put the gun over his shoulder and 

with the rat dangling on the bayonet with the blood dripping he headed up the trench and said ñhere comes the 

conquering hero.ò The rest of the gang thought it was some joke. 

 

Sept. 29, 1918. Still advancing. Cutting and shooting ourselves thru the underbrush. We advanced thru Kilos. 

Slept in Jerry dugouts. Havenôt seen a newspaper in over two months so I donôt know whoôs winning the war. 

This woods is as hilly as between Warren and Sheffield. It is 15 miles wide and 42 miles long. Plenty of room 

to get lost. Thereôs not even a bird here. Nothing but death. Slept out in the rain and mud night for last. Last 

night in Jerry dugouts and tonight god only knows where ill sleep. Things are getting rougher as Jerry is making 

a determined stand. Itôs also raining making things worse. Iôm mud from head to foot.** When I take my shirt 

off Iôve got to hold it down with a stone or it might walk away. I read my shirt this 

afternoon and I counted 106 cooties*. We have plenty of ñwar correspondentsò with us.  

* ñCootiesò was the name used for lice [See inset photo] . **During the 47 days of the 

offensive it rained 40 of those days. 

 

Sept. 30, 1918.  Same as yesterday except were getting all tired out 

and we canôt move so fast. Gosh I never knew what it was to be tired 

and hungry until lately. I wonder if weôll ever get thru these woods. Ill 

never want to see another if I do. The gang are all getting thin and talk 

about hardboiled. It doesnôt seem as though they had any conscience 

left. They even laugh at death now. Saw a doughboy laugh when he 

pulled his bayonet out of a Germanôs stomach. ñThatôs the way to 

giveôem hellò another doughboy said and to tell the truth thatôs all our 

sentiments. Drawing is from ñHistory of the 77th Divisionò Page 86 

 

 

Oct. 4, 1918. Still advancing. Our company is growing smaller every 

day, killed and wounded. Corp. Hurrell killed today. Some are so tired 

and all in from lack of food and sleep that theyôre dropped out 

exhausted.    Note: Carl Dahlinôs military records show he was 

wounded during the Battle of the Argonne on October 4, 1918 
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Oct. 5, 1918.  Norman died from pneumonia. Jerry has stopped us and 

surrounded about eight hundred of our troops including D. Co. of the 306 M.G. 

Bm. (lost Battalion). We had orders today that weôve got to get them out. Was 

on gun all last night. Donôt know how many shots I fired or how may Jerries I 

got. Donôt care. Two of their guns stopped bothering me after I turned my gun 

on them and thatôs all that necessary. Lucky again my gun hit by shrapnel. Never 

hurt me at all except stung my fingers. Had to go back for another. We havenôt 

had anything to eat for over a day and half now. Aero planes dropped 

ammunition, food, and chocolate bars. They were meant for the lost battalion but 

they fell within Jerryôs lines. Jerry shelling and hammering us to pieces while 

our artillery is so far back that we havenôt had any help from them in four days. 

Itôs awful. The ñLost Battalionò was a highly celebrated incident. See page 7 

 

Oct. 9, 1918. Went over with the infantry and got caught for a while in the barb 

wire. Lucky again as I didnôt get hit. A big bunch were badly cut up. We gained 

some ground but had to fall back on our original line as we didnôt have enough men to hold on. 

 

Oct. 10, 1918.  Hurrah. We broke thru Jerryôs lines and rescued what was left of the Lost Battalion. You ought 

to have seen the poor devils. Their eyes bulged out like on an insane person. They hobbled along on sticks 

because of wounds or all in. Gosh what a sight. None of them have had a shave in over a week, dirty and 

muddy. They look worse than Bolsheviks, poor devils. I know we done our best to rescue them. As many men 

were killed trying to get them out as were in the Lost Battalion. If some of those handshakes back home could 

only see the gang. Our gun carts came up and they carried our guns as Jerry had retreated in the woods that the 

Boche had erected to commemorate the capture of the Argonne Forest in 1915. He didnôt have time to take it 

with him when we chased him out. 

 

Oct 11, 1918.  Havenôt had anything to eat in two days except a 

piece of cheese I picked out of a dead Jerryôs pack after I had rolled 

him over. Long hike all day chasing Jerry. About dusk I found a 

hard tack biscuit in the road. I scrapped off all the mud I could and 

divided it up with Kim. Gosh it tasted like chicken. Slept on ground 

in the open. Next morning, we were all covered with frost. 

 

Oct. 15, 1918. Poulides, Foster, French Hamilton and Gordon 

killed. I was half buried by the shell that killed Poulides and 

Hamilton. I was all shattered with blood. They were sitting on 

ammunition boxes when killed. We had to pick them up so we 

could get the ammunition. Hamiltonôs head was completely cut off. 

God what a sight!. 

 We placed our gun on top of trench and fired for two hours. 

Boche machine gunners returned our fire. I saw some of them and I think I got them. In the afternoon Chas. 

Johnson, Pat McGarty, Dimoli, Gorman, Kennedy and myself were wounded. I donôt know how many of the 

doughboys were killed and wounded. Itôs an awful sight. The blood and moaning, yelling and cursing, shouting 

and the silent dead, some all mangled. And this is patriotism. What a piece.  

 I am only slightly wounded. Received a piece of shrapnel in my right arm and left side. Only flesh 

wounds. I went to the first aide and received some bandages. The first aid man wrote out a tag for me and 

pinned it on my coat. McGarty, Chas, and I started to hike it back the best we could.  

Left everything except my gas mask and pistol. I donôt know what the gang is going to do tonight. Theyôre 

almost out of ammunition. I had only 24 bullets left in my gun. I could hardly walk as I was dizzy from the 

concussion of those exploding shells and my side was quite painful. We hiked for about 2 miles until we run 

across a Ford ambulance. In this we rode for about 45 minutes. Then we got off and went into a first aid 
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dressing station. Here they gave me a shot of anti something in the stomach to prevent lockjaw. Gosh they put 

more dope into my stomach than I had to eat that day. This was about 6 P.M.  After that shot, we rode on a large 

ambulance that held 8 of us and we rode for another30 minutes. Went into another dressing station that was in a 

church. Each and every dressing station they pinned a tag on me giving my name etc. in this church I received a 

cup of coffee and a slice of bread. This was the first coffee I have had in over a week. Gosh being so tired, cold, 

all in and nervous from all that shelling that cup 

coffee was the best that could have been given me. 

Never tasted anything so good even though the 

coffee had neither sugar or milk in it. 

 At this church they looked me over 

thoroughly. They kind of thought one of my ribs 

were broken but as the bruise had swollen so much 

it was hard to tell. I sat here for two hours before I 

started for an evacuation hospital in another truck. 

Gosh those two hours seemed to me the most restful 

two hourôs I ever spent. I couldnôt explain the 

feeling from coming out of that hell and then into a 

place where you know there wasnôt any danger.  It 

was just like having an awful toothache all day and then in a flash it stops you know that glorious feeling sitting 

here was a sad sight though as the wounded were being brought in by the score. Some practically half shot to 

pieces and others not so bad. Except for an occasional moan everything was still. The gang even to tired to talk. 

 Well Charlie, Mcgarty and I finally were told to get on another ambulance. In this we rode for over forty 

miles. Towards the end of our journey, we heard a train whistle. Ten of us were in this ambulance and every one 

gave a shout of joy when they heard that whistle. We knew we were back in 

civilization again and if you only knew what that meant to us. We stopped at a field 

hospital and we received another cup of coffee and bread with Welsh Grapeland on 

it. Well as soon as we were thru eating, we were shoved on another truck and rode. 

 

Oct. 20, 1918.  From the time I came here it has been six months that I saw and 

heard an American woman speak. The first, a couple of nurses were outside and 

when I heard them, I stopped to listen and I thought it was familiar but I couldnôt 

recognize what it was. Then it dawned on me that they were American women 

talking and it tickled me. Gosh it seems that it doesnôt take much to tickle us troops 

now compared with what it used to do. 

 Last night I took in the Red Cross Movies. I didnôt get in until the place was 

fill ed with patients and it sure was a strange and odd looking audience. We all came 

in hospital style dress suits- pajamas and a robe if you had one. Some had an army 

blanket thrown over their shoulders. The majority had some visible bandage on their arm head or foot. But what 

a jolly gang. We havenôt seen a movie for over eight months. Gee how the gang would clap and holler at 

something good, and when the final scene showed ñthey lived happy forever afterò the gang all grabbed the man 

next to him and hugged and tried to kiss him or slapped him across the back. And this is the gang the Boche are 

afraid of. Why you wouldnôt think that they could hurt a fly say nothing about being hardboiled. 

 

Oct. 22, 1918.  Feeling better every day. Sent home a coupon so the folks could send me a Christmas box. Was 

bawled out by the nurse for not making my bed up in the proper way itôs done in the hospital. I know now. 

Weather cold and damp. We all wait with great excitement for the daily Paris edition of the N.Y.  Herald for the 

latest dope on the war. Then we get together around the stove and swap war stories. We havenôt been paid for 

over three months so we havenôt any money. So, some of the gang go up to the Red Cross and get cigarettes and 

then we play poker or black jack for cigarettes. 

Nov. 8, 1918.  These colored boys saw a Jerry plane yesterday and how excited they were. We can hear the 

guns roar from here.  
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 The three of us stole various things from the different kitchens here and that chef made some flap jacks for us. 

Most wonderful pancakes I ever tasted. We had to scrape the rust off an old stove before we could make them. 

 

Nov. 9, 1918.  Boarded narrow gauge railroad train. Sat on open car full of bread. No cover over the bread and 

plenty of rain soaking it. Thatôs for the fighting troops. 

 Slept at night in a building where the Boche had made their duck boards for the trenches. 

 

Nov. 10, 1918.  Nothing to eat yesterday and today except that water soaked bread and a large can of condensed 

milk that I drank right down. I have no such thing as a delicate sense of taste. 

 Started off again this morning and went as far as Grand Pre. Many refugees waiting to be taken back on 

the narrow gauge. From here I rode on an army truck. Every one expecting an Armistice. Rode on truck until 

about 9:30 P.M. Slept in an empty house. 

 

Nov. 11, 1918.  Rode truck until 9 A.M. to Harracourt. Here I saw Div. Hdqters bulletin board saying armistice 

would be signed at 11 A.M. Little kids were running around singing ñ le querre fine, le guerre fineò (the war is 

over). 

 From here I hiked to Raucount a distance of about two miles. Here I 

reported at our Co. hdgters got a cup coffee and slice of bread and started out 

for the Co. which was up on the lines at Remilly. Sedan was just across the 

hill about a mile away. I gave the gang the official dope that the Armistice 

would be signed at 11 A.M. as I told them I had personally seen the bulletin 

board. Well, the gang was sure tickled, no, they were thankful not a one 

yelled. It meant to much for them to be hilarious about it. The best way to 

describe their feelings is to closely look at the expressions on the faces of this 

picture. I donôt know how I looked but I know I had tears in my eyes. Note: 

ñHammyò added this picture probably from a calendar or another source. 

Because it was received as a Xerox copy its quality was poor and has been 

reduced hereé It is very interesting, contrary toò Hammyò and his buddies, 

to note that a common photo from the WWI National Archives, such as the one shown in inset, shows joy and 

celebration  

  We kept right 

on firing until about 

10:30 A.M. In the 

afternoon we hiked 

back to an old shell 

torn village. Just 

before leaving the 

lines we could hear a 

German band over in 

Sedan playing the 

Star Spangled 

Banner. No comment 

made on this except a 

few cursed the Germans for playing our national song. 

They thought it was an insult. 

 In this old village we made a fire and talked of home. No shouting or hilarity at all. In the evening both 

the Yanks and Boche shot off signal rockets, star shells etc. Just for the fun of it. Gee it seemed funny to see 

those signal rockets and know what they mean and now they donôt mean it. Some happy feeling yet it was 

sorrowful one too, as we took a count of how many of the old gang that were left of the 172 men that left Camp 

Upton we now had only 67 left. The others had been killed or wounded or sick. In the evening our kitchen came 

up and we had a hot meal. 
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 Looking over the five months that weôve been on the lines it seems remarkable that at any of us are alive 

to tell about it. How well I remember what that old Civil War veteran told me. 

 Rumors flying thick and heavy that well be home for Christmas- but we donôt know what year. Wrote 

mother to be sure to have coffee pot on the stove all set for me anytime. 

 

Nov. 12, 1918.  Left Raucourt and we passed in review of the Amer. Flag. This is the first time weôve seen the 

flag since leaving godôs country. We donôt fight like pictures represent flags waving etc. 

 

Nov. 14, 1918. After a 9-mile hike we reached Stonne last night. All in. We are leaving in an old church and 

sleeping on the stone floor. With us are about ten war refugees. As I said before, the war was over. I thought 

that the gang would all go to pieces after the excitement of war was past. Well so they have. Practically 

everyone is sick. We all have kidney trouble. Thatôs from sleeping out in the wet. Others have diarrhea and we 

all have a cold and cough and cough. One would think we all had the TB. Weôre supposed to move back but as 

itôll be a hundred mile hike or more the gang is in no condition to make it right now. 

 The Company were all paid today except me, as my records havenôt come back from the hospital yet. 

After getting paid there was a big crap game on the alter under the Virgin Mary statue. The priest came in and 

he prayed to the Virgin while under his feet and in front of him was real Amer. Army crap game going on. No 

one even noticed the priest. 

 

Nov. 20, 1918. Weôve been here for a week now resting up so we could start on our long hike back to 

civilization. Yesterday I helped on old lady dig up a box she had buried in the stable when the war broke out. In 

the box was a lot of old laces and dresses all hand made. 

 We left Stonne today and hiked 18 kilometers to Buzanzy. A kilometer is 5/8 of a mile. Had a nice place 

to sleep. We used the bunks that the Boche had made for themselves. This town is about as large as Warren. All 

stores are empty. Not a soul in the place except us troops. None of the buildings have been wrecked. 

 

Christmas 

Dec. 25, 1918.  No snow on the ground but plenty of water. At 

home weôd call it a green Christmas. Over here we call it a muddy 

Christmas and some of the gang even call it ña hell of a Christmasò 

and right they are. In the evening the rain turned to snow. The first 

snow of the season. 

 Had a Battalion review this morning and athletic meet 

between the four companies. ñAò company won the meet. At camp 

Upton our Co. always won but all our athletes our not with us 

anymore. Thereôs been a war over here lately. 

 Out of our Co. fund we had quite a Christmas dinner. Roast 

pork, mashed potatoes, turnips, tomato soup, bread and butter, 

coffee and apple dumpling. Didnôt taste like to home but for army 

chow it was quite tasty.  

 From the Y.M.C.A. we each received two bars of 

chocolate, package of cookies, one cigar and two packages of 

camel cigarettes. From the K.C. we received one carton of 

cigarettes for the whole Co. and when divided up we each received 

three cigarettes. 

 In the barn where our kitchen is weôve got a real Christmas 

tree. We havenôt any fine tinsel ornament but weôve got it trimmed 

up to beat the band. The decorations are very unusual as well as unique. On the top of the tree we stuck a big 

Spanish onion. Then we hung small cakes of soap, bags of bull Durham tobacco, and cans of corn, tomatoes and 

corn willy. These cans with different colored labels are very pleasing little bits of cotton on it here and there. 

Everything but candles. Weôd have candles but we canôt even steal any. That means thereôs none around. 
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Dec. 26, 1918. France looks beautiful this morning. Itôs all covered over with two inches of snow. 

 Because of the extra eats and sweet stuffs yesterday, Iôm not a very big eater today. 

 

New Yearôs Eve. 

Dec. 31, 1918.  This evening Miss Dunderdale and Miss Hilton from Jamestown dropped into see us. They are 

with the Y.M.C.A. 

 Being New Yearôs Eve these N.Y.C. gang have to celebrate, so they got hold of a couple of bugles, 

snare drum and bass drum and with some real champagne. They woke up all these sleepy peasants at midnight. 

 

Jan. 3, 1919.  This is my birthday.  I believe the entire A.E.F. is celebrating the 

event. Iôm celebrating by eating out of my Christmas box which came last night. 

The box contained a handkerchief which I needed as I only had one. Fruit cakes, 

sugared dates, a pair of mittens that my mother knitted, safety razor blades, 

chocolates, cigars, a two dollar bill, a picture of Glady and a couple packages of 

gum. I ate about 1/3 of the fruit cake while sitting on my bunk last night getting 

ready to take off my shoes and go to bed. For some reason I woke up quite often 

during the night and then I had to have a bite of fruit cake. Well, when I got up 

this morning it was all gone. 

 

Jan. 12, 1919.  My Christmas box is all memories now. We have had a couple of 

days of sunshine this last week. Weather continues unusual warm. Was running 

around in my shirt sleeves at noon yesterday.  

 Last night we had a little Co. show it was some moving picture from a Y.M.C.A. outfit. 

 The men in this Co. are from all over Godôs country and we often get together and talk about different 

things to home, so I know more about the U.S. now than I even did. Some are gold miners from Calif., cowboys 

from Mont. Moon shiners from Kentucky, gunmen from N.Y.C., farmers from the Central states and sugar and 

cotton growers from the south. Everything except a fisherman and that must be me.  

 

March 12, 1919.  The colonel told us weôd have a better ship on the way 

home. If so I donôt think Iôll be so doggoned seasick. 

 Farmers all doing their spring plowing. 

 Inspections almost every day. 

 Iôm stenciling the Statue of Liberty on all our helmets also officers 

baggage. Weôre getting all set to start over spring offensive in Godôs 

country. 

 

March 20, 1919. It doesnôt rain quite as much as it did. Only for about five days out of the week now. 

 The latest dope about going home is in April, but we donôt exactly know what year. The gang all 

anxious to get out of France before they start another war. Gosh but its long waiting for our sailing orders. The 

gangs getting very impatient. They say theyôve done their bit and now they want to go home.  

ñOh itôs home again, and home again, 

America for me! 

I want a ship thatôs westward bound to plough the rolling sea, 

To the blessed Land of Room Enough 

Beyond the ocean bars, 

Where the air is full of sunshine and the 

Flag is full of stars.ò 

The above poem I cut out of an Army paper and it expresses all our sentiments. 

 Weôre still receiving our usual army food of ñwhat is itò. Yesterday we had macaroni. If the French only 

papered their houses weôd given it to them as it sure would have made fine wall paper paste. Gosh we had an 




