














Coppice under standards, with firewood and faggots stacked for market. Photo­
graphed by the author in 1965, the same management was practiced in Ciez­
Couloutre in 1918.

Strangely, one of the first novelties of our reo
turn was the chatter of youngsters who clustered
around us. They sounded strange until we real.
ized they were speaking English instead of
French.

Some of us were sent to Camp Upton, farther
out on Long Island, for demobilization. Here we
went through a strictly supervised delousing
shower, and all our clothes were subjected to
hot steam delousing treatment. The sparkling new
outfits in which we had left Brest had suffered
enough on the sooty decks of the North Carolina.
The steam treatment reduced them to a mis­
shapen shambles that a tramp would be~ashamed

to wear. Nevertheless, our pleas for decent out­
fits in which to return home were turned down
unt.il a relenting supply sergeant finally issued
new uniforms.

One does not usually enlist in the army while
wearing a navy uniform, as I did. There was also
a bit of the unusual in my discharge, for it may
be said that I deserted. The evening before our
discharge, I drew guard duty and with unloaded
rifle stood guard all night at the unlocked door
of the camp·s jail, with four inmates serving light
sentences for being AWOL. As the camp came to
life the next morning, I could see my comrades
being prepared for mustering out. My repeated
calls for the corporal of the guard went un­
answered, so when my friends started their march
to the point of discharge, I handed the rifle to
one of the prisoners and raced after them.

So now I hold an "Honorable Discharge from
the United States Army." It reads, "George S.
Kephart, 159442 Private 1st cI. Inr. unassnd (last
assnd. 36th Co. 20th Engineers) ... is hereby
HONORABLY DISCHARGED from the mil;­
tary service of the UNITED STATES." It shows
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that I was never a noncommissioned officer, was
not qualified in marksmanship, and had no train-'
ing in horsemanship. Under the caption "Battles,
engagements, skirmishes, expeditions," there is
the notation, "Served with 36th Co. 20th Engi­
neers with A. E. F. in France from 9-2-17 to 2-9­
19." That is a bit dismaying, for we of the 10th
always took pride in that regiment. The discharge
shows that my vocation was that of a student,
that I received no wounds in service, and that my
physical condition was good when discharged. It
proclaims that I was single at the time, my char­
acter was excellent (with the added entry, "Ser­
vice honest and faithful"), and had no AWOL or
absence under General Orders 31/12 or 45/14.
Apparently nobody missed me on the two days I
was AWOL in Paris after the armistice. Not
knowing what heinous crimes are covered by the
two general orders, I am nonetheless pleased to
know that I was innocent of them.

Shortly after returning home, I received a letter
from a former classmate. His service battalion
had been moved to our Ciez-Couloutre camp to
saw down the stumps we had left. Since it was
a coppice forest, the French had insisted that the
better quality stumps be lowered to raw earili
level, with the larger root swells adzed back still
further, so sprouts would be promptly rooted in
the ground.

In 1965 Mrs. Kephart and I rented a car to tour
parts of central Europe. By correspondence be­
fore leaving home, we had arranged to meet with
the French forestry officials stationed at Nevers,
for I was anxious to see the results of our mis·
management of the coppice forest and, perhaps,
its further mistreatment during the Second World
War. We spent one wet day in the field with M. J.

JOURNAL OF FOREST HISTORY



Two views of the main house at Mortumier Estate in 1917 and in 1965.

Bernard, chief inspector of the Forest Service for
the region, and his staff, all of whom were most
interested and cooperative. However, the lan­
guage barrier was but partially bridged by my
high-school French and the equally frustrating
English of a member of his staff. The Ciez­
Couloutre forest, municipally owned in our day,
had passed into private ownership. The system
of coppice under standards was no longer being
practiced, but the language barrier made it im­
possible for-me to~learn"'What form of management
was being practiced. Happily, when making ad­
vance arrangements with Bernard, I had asked
if he would have someone prepare a resume of
the management since 1919, and it was given to
me. But it was written in French, and I found
translation on the spot to be impossible.

The amazing fact is that these men were well
aware of the American army's fuelwood opera­
tions at this location in 1918-1919, but they had no
record or knowledge of the sawmill. We went to
several locations they believed might have been
the mill site, and they were surprised when I
located it. The reason for the problems we en­
countered with our muddy road from mill site to
hard road then became readily apparent. There
is a spring seepage just below the surface all
along the gentle slope where the mill was lo­
cated. The present owner has collected this seep­
age into a pond of clear, cold water in which he
is growing watercress commercially.

Our hosts also took us to some of the towns I
had known, including Chateauneuf val-de-Bargis,
where I gave the present owner of the hotel my
receipt for food and lodging obtained when I was
there almost precisely forty-seven years previ­
ously. We spent another two days at Gien and
Mortumier. The main line of the P. L. M. rail-
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road from Paris to Marseilles crosses the Loire
River at Gien, so it was a prime target for bomb­
ing during the Second World War. All of the town
near the railroad and highway bridges had been
leveled and was later rebuilt in "modern" style.
But the devastation had stopped just short of
the city hall. It may be, therefore, that the docu­
ments I signed at the wedding of Lucile and Wil­
bur are still safely on file there. No.1, rue Hotel
de Ville, had also escaped t.he bombs, but it is no
longer a stationery store. Mme. Mahe's name was
not in the phone book, and her name was un­
familiar to those with whom I spoke.

At Mortumier we drove up the long approach
to the main house and were welcomed by Mme.
and Mlle. Bienaime. The estate had changed
hands several times since 1918, and they had
never heard of the 1st Detachment's operations.
But there was no difficulty in locating the old
campsite.

Monsieur Bienaime was spending most of his
time in Paris, where he had some kind of busi­
ness, but he was actively converting the estate
into a shooting preserve. Pheasants and other
upland game birds were everywhere. Ditches had
been dug and filled with water throughout the
former forest land, some of it still forested, to
attract waterfowl. Our hostesses guided us over
rough roads along t.he ditches and then took us
through the entire house, even to the little attic
rooms where the scenes they had painted on the
walls seemed to take the rooms out through their
narrow windows to become a part of the land­
scape.

Thus it was that I had the satisfaction of re­
turning at least once to the area where Private
First Class Kephart did his bit in the War To
End All Wars. 0
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