Sunday, Sept. 23, 1917

Tuesday afternoon one of the officers was kind enough to take me up for a 17-minute joy-ride in a Nieuport of the type next to the smallest in wing surface.  It was perfectly fascinating, for the patch-work quilt of fields of different shades of green; dark green, velvety patches of forest land; the winding river and the city on its banks; little red and green roofs peeping out here and there from the green of the country distracts; all went to make up a marvellous (sic) picture.  France is ideal from the air; -- the beauty of it all is visible, but not the dirt.  We seemed to stand still while this beautiful landscape passed beneath us; then we would turn, banking steeply, and the pressure against the bank of air gave one a sense of the great speed at which the avion was traveling; a famous place and it swoods and gradens passed beneath us, -- another sharp turn, -- a side gust tipping us to one side for a moment, -- a “bump”, -- the roar of the rotary motor, -- everything put together was simply treeemendous!  (sic)  Gosh!  I wish I were an experienced pilot and could do that every day!  The best part of all was coming down in great “S’s”; long steep glides with a horseshoe turn at each end, like the roads over the Apline passes.

Last night Ham Coolidge, Eddie Bates, Ike Fearn, Gus Kissel, Count Hale, and I went to the movies, and during the intermission I met Sous-Lieutenant William Crocker of the French Artillery, and Miss Ethel Crocker.  We were all delighted to see scenes of the San Jose Round-Up on the screen in the Pathe Weekly.

-------------------------------------------------

Sunday, Sept. 30, 1917

Things  are looking brighter!  We expect to leave here Friday for that place you guessed in your last letter, and we expect to start about 10 days after that.  It is to be an advanced school with pretty fast equipment, so Capt. Miller says he will try to arrange for me to get my elementary work at a French school about 20 miles southwest of there, on slower apparatus.  If all goes well I ought to be hopping every day within ten days.

Also, Chief of our department is reported to have said yesterday that he didn’t want us to be tied up in administrative jobs any longer than necessary, for it was important that we get our training and get to the front as soon as possible.  That is certainly good news to us!

Yesterday I saw some splendid flying.  Two machines of new types were racing each other, looping, tail-spinning, and trying to see how close they could come to the roofs of the hangars without hitting them.

This morning we had to get up and down to the office by 8 o’clock to be mustered for payroll.  On the way back to the hotel, we ran across a man who was carrying small baskets and yelling “Petits fraises!” at the top of his voice.  We immediately piled on him and each bought a basket of his wild strawberries.  Then Ham and Bill Ely and I discovered a butter-eggs-and-cheese store and bought some thick cream and some sugar.  We certainly had some breakfast at the hotel.

Our commissions are still almost here, as they have been for almost two weeks.  Last week they were sent to this office for the third time when only twice was necessary, and Lord knows what has happened to them now.  The system is fearfully and wonderfully made.  Apparently the examining board, which is the only body which ever sees the candidates, has less to say about it than anyone else.  I hope they’ll arrive before next Friday, because if we are to be on the administrative staff at the school, it wouldn’t be very effective to arrive at the school as a private and not become an officer until after everyone had got used to seeing you as an enlisted man.  But I’m not kicking, for it won’t do any good, and if I can get my training I’d just as leave be a water-carrier if necessary.

Must stop and do a little work.  Sunday isn’t always a day of no work.
