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INTRODUCTION

As a youngster, I thoroughly enjoyed listening to Civil War Veterans
tell tales of their experiences. Maybe they were exaggerated stories, but
if so, I was too young to recognize it. However, as I became older, I was
convinced that some of the old soldiers not only quoted their own experiences,
but also told stories, in the first person, of other men's experiences. By
1933 when the G.A.R. had its 67th National Encampment in St. Paul, it seemed
that all these fine old gentlemen that survived had known Lincoln personally,
all had fought side by side with Grant, all had been with Sherman on his March
to the Sea, and not one had missed the Battle of Gettysburg.

It was about this time that my children, Phyllis and Howie, sat on my
knees after dinner while I read the funnies and the Adventures of Peter Rabbit
in the Green Forest. Invariably, this was followed by what Howie used to describe
"a story out of your mouth", Hunting and fishing stories were related and stories
of my boyhood, but we would invariably get back to the old favorite. “Now, Daddy,
tell us a story about your war." Stories of "my war" of 1918 that I could tell
them were limited, but the children remained interested listeners regardless
of the repetition although I frequently found myself in a predicament to remember
exactly what I had previously said a few evenings before. I was forever being
corrected. Little minds have the uncanny ability to remember details. By the
time Eudora and Randy were old enough for war stories, my two older critics
used to listen in but pretend they were busy at something else, until, suddently
one would interrupt: "That isn't the way you told us about it, Daddy," or, "Gee,
Dad, that's getting to be quite a story."

Finally, one day a few years later, after the evening of story telling was

over and the little ones had been tucked in bed, Howie came to me: "Dad, why



don't you take your diary and the letters you wrote to Mom and Grandfather Tayler,
and write a true story of what really happened, so when you get as old as the
Civil War Veterans that you told us about, we can politely listen to your tales,
and then refer to your book to get the true facts."

His idea grew upon me and finally I went to work. The printed record is
now completed. Exaggerations may increase with my age, but war stories "out
of the mouth" can now be checked.

Hardly had I a fair start on my story, when Howie, God bless him, heard
the call from the Great Master, and, little soldier that he was, answered roll
call and reported for special duty under sealed orders.

It was good that he encouraged me to start on a story of my experiences,
for during the balance of the winter, during those long evenings when one feels
s0 alone, I busied myself in writing.

This story of my remembrances has in no way been tinted to make it more
interesting. My experiences were those of the average soldier in France when
we thought we were fighting a war to end all wars., I traveled over most of the
nation by train, or truck, or foot. I know the peasants and "well to do" French.
I have slept ahead of the heavy artillery and listened to the projectiles whistle
overhead. I have been in air raids as terrific as any ever witnessed in that
war. I have seen the roads filled with fresh troops marching to the front and
the ambulances and Red Cross trains return. I have seen French Refugees trudging
out the zone of advance, pulling two wheeled carts piled high with their
possessions and huge bundles on their backs, with perhaps a dog, a few goats,
and a cow following. I have seen towns that were leveled by shell fire; and
"dog fights" in the air.

I have worked in tremendous camps building barracks, railroads, warehouses

and hospitals; and for months watched the northern sky flare up like an enormous



Fourth of July celebration, with rockets and flares bursting in the air; for
months the constant boom=boom of the western front rang in my ears.

I saw enough to know exactly what war is and the hardships that go with
it. Yet, I have not seen so much but what I know that at times there can be
had fun during a war.

My story is related as I saw it, not as others told it. My thoughts and
beliefs were not necessarily true, but if I believe them, then I lived them,

That was many years ago, but the many happy days I had are indelible in
my mind., The bitterness I accumulated over theﬁe months Eas not been recorded.
God is merciful to make us forget what is not good to remember.

Army days are not unbearable. I never feared death. We lived from day
to day, hoping that tomorrow would be better. I was optimistic always. True,
my optimism generally developed disappointment, but disappointments were brushed

aside by optimism, Visions of home and happy days to come carried us through.
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Chapter 1

THE CALL TO_ARMS

From the time hostilities broke out in Europe during 1914, the War was
freely discussed in school and on the streets. The chief topic at the dinner
table was always War. As months slipped by, I became so saturated with truths
and propaganda that I couldn't tell one from the other. Propaganda is difficult
to recognize, especially when one wants it to be true.

Many of my friends had joined volunteer ambulance corps and were serving
in France; some had joined the Canadian forces. I became festless and jittery.
That the United States would ultimately become involved in the War was a foregone
conclusions we were marching to it step by step. We all knew it. The newspapers
had gradually dropped their "stay neutral" appeal and had boldly taken sides
against Germany, but I had never been neutral. From the time the Germans fought
their way through Belgium in August, 1914, I hated Germany and German "kultur"
and the Kaiser, and with the progress of the War my sympathy for the Allies

increased with my bitterness for the Central Powers.
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President Wilson received no votes from our home in 1916 because "He kept
us out of War". We had long since become impatient and irritated with his
note-writing to the Imperial Government and nowvere demanding action to save
this nation from disgrace. We believed the United States was the laughing=stock
of the world, and we were not proud of our President.

I was reared in a Republican family, Democrats never do things sanely in
the eyes of Republicans, My father's opinions were strong and convincing, and,
as I was very fond of him, I respected his convictions. My English born grand=
father lived with us during those days; he was a typical Son of the Empire with
his bull-headed, bull=dog determination, loving peace and quiet but a hell on
wheels when anyone trod on the toes of his beloved Brittania. He was a wonderful
old gentleman, loyal to the core to everything held sacred and dear to his heart;
his family, his church, his party, or his country. Those who disagreed were
pin=headed old fools. There was no compromise in his make=up, He feared nothing,
and I admired him for that especially. One day as we walked through the park
with my dog and approached the pond, he picked up a stick and threw it in for
the dog to retrieve. The dog loved it and so did grandfather, but a policeman
apparently objected. '"Hey, you!! That dog can't swim in the pond".

"He doesn't seem to be having any difficulty," replied the old man in his
slow English manner. He picked up the stick and threw it again; the cop turned
his back and walked away. What I would not have given for grandfather's
fearless determination., Police never behave like that for me.

My grandfather had little to do but read. Naturally he read and believed
the English version even to the ridiculous statements that the Germans were
mutilating and disfiguring Belgian children by gouging out their eyes and cutting
off their hands.

However, we were by no means alone., Propaganda was having its desired effect.

Slowly and surely the tide of American judgment began to run against Germany.
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Public feeling and hatred for the German government was coming to a white heat.
Momentarily we looked for the President to ask the Congress to break diplomatic
relations with Germany. Political pressure was brought to bear, and finally,
on April 4th after only thirty days of his new term of office had elapsed, he
made his famous speech to Congress,

On April 6, 1917, when Congress declared a state of War existed between
us and Germany, I was three months past nineteen years of age, with patriotic
love for my country in my heart, adventure in my blood, and hate and bitterness
in my soul. I had had plenty of time to think it over and knew exactly what
I was going to do; so I immediately went to the Marine recruiting office and
very proudly offered my services to my country as a volunteer tosave the world
for democracy.

Strange what thoughts run through a boy's mind at a time like that; the
burden of saving civilization rested on my shoulders that day. The women and
children of America were banking one me to protect them, the homes and family
life of my country were depending on me for salvation. It was my duty. I must
not shirk.

To me, the Marine Corps seemed the most adventurous and exciting., I
believed it was the toughest assignment I could get, and that was what I wanted.
Recruits for the Marine Corps were plentiful. The office was filled when I got
there that first day of war, April 6, 1917, and I had to wait my turn to get
to the examiners.

First, I picked out different colored yarn from a box; this was to detect
color-blindness, if any. Eyes were next to read the letters on the charty ear
examination to detect tendencies of deafness. These were followed by chest,
heart, and the general examination where I was put through the usual exercises.
When, however, I was told to touch my shoulders with my finger tips, they

discovered my stiff right elbow. I attempted to explain how as a boy of four,
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I had broken it, and again at the age of five, and now even if it didn't appear
to be set straight, it was still perfectly strong and useful; but they were not
interested in my boyhood. "That elbow isn't good enough for the Marine Corps,"
he said, "Sorry, next."

It was quite a jolt to me. I had no idea that I might be rejected; my
heart was set on enlisting in the Marine Corps - "The Soldiers of the Sea" =
and I went home very much disappointed and depressed.

Feverish activity, appealing for volunteers in all branches of the service,
commenced with the declaration of war. The need for fighting men was brought
to us at mass meetings, in the news, editorial and advertising columns of the
newspapers, and through circulars distributed by Boy Scouts during patriotic
demonstrations, and even through assemblies in high schools. Firms promised
their employees that they who enlisted would be given their old jobs back when
they returned. High schools offered diplomas to those seniors who joined the
colors,

The MinnesotaNaval Militia called for men to fill their ranks to war strength.
The National Guard received crders to fill their depleted ranks with the least
possible delay. Field Hospital and Ambulance companies were recruited., The
U. S. Navy carried on a vigorous campaign for recruits to "Join the Navy and
see the World", and "Earn while you learn". The Marine Corps wanted only
American citizens of the highest qualifications and let the nation know the
advantages of an enlistment in the Marine Corps.

After consideration, I detemmined to try the Marine Corps again, and the
next week I appeared at the recruiting office, and tried to give the impression
that I had never been inside the place before. Everything went grand for a while,
but unfortunately I got the same examiner who started the usual routine, eyes,
ears, throat, heart, lungs. I was getting by beautifully, he hadn't recognized

me, and I thought surely he had forgotten me until he looked at the elbow, turned



it over, and then asked me to touch my shoulder.

"Put it down," he said. "You were here last week, and I told you we
couldn't use you. Isn't that so?"

"Yes, sir, it is, but you were awfully busy then."

"You must be awfully damn anxious to get into the service."

"Yes, sir, I am,"

"All right, then let me look at that arm again, and I will try to get a
waiver,"

I left the office joyous and confident, but after waiting several days for
a verdict, I got the bad news that "I had patriotically offered my service but

had been rejected because of physical disability."

UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS
RECRUITING STATION
R.S,, St.Paul, Minn., May lst 1917
(Barracks or Recruiting Office) (Date)

This is to certify that MrHoward Taylor . . . has

patriotically offered his sgfvices to the Unifed States Ma-

jected for ystcaf‘; lttte

’ Recru:tmg Oﬁ'icer

~ine Corps but/has bee

[Seal Here]
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I cannot remember now how many times I attempted to enlist in one branch
of the service or another; but besides the Marine Corps, I recall making

application at the recruiting office of the Naval Militia and the Coast Artillery

office. I wanted to join the local branch of the American Ambulance Field Service,

but didn't have the $450.00 that they required to care for my expenses.

St. Paul Branch

American Ambulance Field Service in France

Address correspondence to Send contributions to
C. W. GORDON, Chairman R. C. LILLY, Treasurer
Gordon- Ferguson Co. Merchants National Bank
St. Paul, Minn. St. Paul, Minn.
COMMITTEE

St. Paul, Minn.
1 inn Yay 15, 1917,

319 Wilder Ave.,

Mr., Howard Tayler, ‘
St. Paul, Minn, 1

Desr Sir;

Your nsme hss been handed me with the infor-
retion that vou wish to join the Americen Ambtulance Field
Service in France. If you will be kind enough to call

at my office, 1405 Pioneer Fldg., I will endeavor to give

you detailed informstion and explain to you the qualifi-

cations which are necessary.

I might edd that those being accepted receive
no compensation, and will be under an expensc of about
$450.00,

Trusting that I may see you in the very nesar

future, I am

Yours very truly,

Gt et



