
 
 I 
  L 
   L 
    U 
     S 
      T 
       R 
        A 
         T 
          E 
           D 

 

Polar 
  Bear 
   Tales 

By a Soldier of the A.E.F. North Russia 
Clarence J Primm 

 
Part One  In North Russia in 19 18-19 

 
Part Two  Letters Home 

 
Appendices 

 



The “Polar Bear” emblem was scanned 
from CJ Primm's uniform patch, made 
by the Red Cross by silkscreen process 
in the Sentinel Newspaper office in 
Archangel and issued to those Polar 
Bears in the vicinity of Archangel. 
 
The limited (8 copies) print edition of 
this book was printed with an HP 
C8180 printer on 8.5”x11” Bright 
White Text Weight 28 lb. paper with 
black coil binding by Office Max. 

 
Copies of both the print and CD versions of this book have been donated to the 
following organizations: 
• Manitowoc Public Library, 707 Quay Street, Manitowoc, Wisconsin 54220-

4539. Website: www.manitowoc.lib.wi.us  
• Manitowoc County Historical Society, 1701 Michigan Avenue, Manitowoc, 

Wisconsin 54220-3137. Website: www.mchistsoc.org 
• Michigan’s Own Military & Space Museum, 1250 Weiss Street, Frankenmuth, 

MI 48734. Website: http://www.michigansmilitarymuseum.com/index.html 
 Stan Bozich, Director. Email: michown@ejourney.com 
 
A copy of the CD version has been donated to each of the following: 
• Polar Bear Digital Collections, Bentley Historical Library, University of 

Michigan, 1150 Beal Ave., Ann Arbor, MI 48109-2113. 
 Website: http://polarbears.si.umich.edu/ 
• The Army Historical Foundation, National Museum of the United States Army, 

2425 Wilson Boulevard, Arlington VA 22201. 
 Website: http://www.armyhistory.org/ 
• “Detroit’s Own” Polar Bear Memorial Association. 
 Website: http://pbma.grobbel.org/ 
 
Further inquiries may be directed to: 
• Carol Primm, 4426 NE 2nd St, Ocala FL 34470-1491. Email: 

jkpcmp@embarqmail.com 
• Edgar C. “Pete” Stuntz, 1806 Grand Ave #31, Manitowoc WI 54220-6356. 

Email: pjstuntz@sbcglobal.net 
 

© 2009 by Carol Primm, daughter-in-law of Clarence J Primm, deceased 



Acknowledgments 
 

We give tribute to: 
 
Author Clarence J Primm (1886-1957) for accumulating the materials and 

photos and for preparing the manuscript for this 
book from 1919 thru 1951. Photo of him at left 
shows him in his uniform just before being deployed 
overseas to North Russia in 1918. 
 

Brief biography of Clarence J Primm: Born 
6/8/1886 in South Dakota, “CJ” attended public 
schools in Woodstock, Illinois and graduated with 
three degrees by 1908 from Park College (Chicago), 
A.B., the University of Missouri, A.M., and the 
University of Kansas, A.M., in political science, 
economics and sociology. He married Marguerite 
Christensen in 1911 and had one child, a son, John 
Kenton Primm. Prior to World War I he was a field 
superintendent and organizer for community 
Chautauquas in the eastern states and the secretary 
for the first Manitowoc (Wisconsin) Chamber of 
Commerce (1916-1917). 
 

His military career encompassed active duty in US Army as a 1st Lt. 1917-1919 
and thirteen months in North Russia, Archangel area, for which he was awarded 
the French “Croix de Guerre" and the Russian “Cross of St. Anne.” After World 
War I, as an army reserve officer, he assisted in training army recruits in 
physical fitness, military science and tactics in various locations for 20 years, 
and retired in 1940 from the Reserves as Lt. Colonel. 
 

He continued his teaching career in three Michigan secondary schools, in Mt 
Pleasant, Hoxeyville and Mesick, and as college professor in sociology at 
University of Kansas and as an associate professor of economics at Lawrence 
University. He was also sales representative for the Society of Visual Education 
at the time when filmstrips were making their debut in American schools. 
 

He suffered a stroke in Michigan, returned to Manitowoc and lived in retirement 
until his death 1/11/1957. He is buried in Evergreen Cemetery in Manitowoc, 
Wisconsin. 



We give tribute also to: Marguerite Primm, CJ’s wife (1890-1955), for 
her support and comments on the margins of the book. 
 

John K. Primm, CJ’s son, 
formerly of Manitowoc, Wisconsin, 
for preservation of his father's 
records. He was a consulting 
electrical engineer who died in 
Ocala, Florida in 2006. Photo of 
him below was taken in 1999. 

              
 

Carol Primm, John Primm’s widow, for revealing CJ’s manuscript to friends and 
family, sorting through documents and photos, photocopying and scanning 
documents for subsequent typing, and for editorial comments and support, 
mainly via email between herself and “Pete” over the course of a three-year 
collaboration. Carol is a retired Manitowoc Wisconsin school librarian and lives in 
Ocala, Florida. Photo above right shows Carol with new “Polar Bear Tales” and 
Pete holding the original manuscript in front of his iMac with polar bear emblem. 
 

Edgar C. “Pete” Stuntz, family friend, for typing the manuscript, historical 
research on the Internet via Google search, local community research, adding 
"Editor's Notes," formatting the book into a CD for publication, and printing and 
binding eight copies of the book. Pete is a retired psychiatrist and lives in 
Manitowoc, Wisconsin. (Note to reader: if specific websites no longer exist, 
“google” by typing footnote’s subject.) 
 
Carol Primm and Pete Stuntz 
September 2009 



PART ONE 
IN NORTH RUSSIA 1918-19 

By a Soldier of the A.E.F. North Russia 
Clarence J Primm 

 
  Page 
 
Forewords -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  1 
 
Chapter I  Background of the 1918-19 
     North Russian Campaign -  -  -  -  6 
 
Chapter I I  The Americans Go In -  -  -  -  -  -   16 
 
Chapter I I I  Getting Acquainted with the Country 31 
 
Chapter IV Further Acquaintance -  -  -  -  -  -  - 49 
 
Chapter V Tribulat ions -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  70 
 
Chapter VI Joys -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  93 
 
Chapter VII  Bolshevism -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  - 112 
 
Chapter VII I  The Americans Come Out -  -  -  -  - 126 
 
Chapter IX Closing the Expedition -  -  -  -  -  - 134 
 

 Memorandum by C. J Primm -  -  -   141 
 

 Letting Go the Tail–Holt 142 
 

 Commendation from General Richardson 145 



Part Two Letters Home 
 

      Page 
 
Introductory Comments 146 
 
Developing the Campaign 147 
 
The Winter Defensive  165 
 
Withdrawal of Expedition 197 
 
 

 
At left: “The Author - All 
dressed up for a November 
day in North Russia. The cap 
here shown is really a fur 
hood, made by peasants.” 

 

Appendices  
A – Maps 215 
 

B – Report from Y.M.C.A. Secretary 218 
 
C – Transportation of Supplies 222 
 

D – Blockhouses 223 
 

E – Officers of M Company 226 
 
F – Photo Index (127 photos, maps, documents) 228 
 
 

 



 1 

FOREWORDS 
 

 (1920) That part of the world which uses the Russian 
language covers one-seventh of the land area of the globe, has 
only half again as many people as has the United States, and has 
undeveloped resources in minerals and food production beyond 
the knowledge of man. It possesses such natural wealth, and 
security for credit under dependable conditions, that the 
economic control of a developed Russia means the economic 
control of Europe, possibly also of Asia, and perhaps of the 
world. With events moving in modern tempo this is a possibility 
of the present century. 
 
 (1930) During recent years the worldwide significance of 
developments in Russia has attracted so much attention in our 
own country as well as abroad, that the present publication of 
these first-hand observations made over a decade ago will not 
be untimely. Although the operations of the American 
Expeditionary Force in North Russia constituted only a minor by-
play in the World War, subsequent history has confirmed the 
opinion of those who then believed that civilization and liberty 
might have been better served had President Wilson followed 
the advice of the Supreme Allied War Council. Had he done so, 
possibly Russia would have been early stabilized under a benign 
form of government, and the world would have been spared the 
spectacle of bloody degradation in Russia and the menace of 
deceitful and iconoclastic Communism everywhere.1 
                                                
1 Editor’s Note: The Supreme Allied War Council urged the U.S. to contribute at least two 
divisions to the allied effort of revitalizing the eastern front after the collapse of Russia’s army 
and Tsarist government, the rise of Bolshevism and the October 1917 Revolution. However, 
President Wilson chose to minimize American involvement as an "associated power" instead of 
an "ally."  Thus the A.E.F. sent to North Russia only three smaller infantry, combat and 
transportation engineer units along with associated medical units, as described in Chapter I. 
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 Editor’s Note (continued): This proclamation, “Issued by English GHQ winter 1918-19,” 
speaks to the author’s insight on the previous page into “the spectacle of bloody degradation 
in Russia and the menace of deceitful and iconoclastic Communism everywhere.” 
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Circumstances probably accorded to the author (at far left in 
photo below) a more extended opportunity than to any other 
soldier in the A.E.F. North Russia, for the observation and 
appraisal of the campaign as a whole. He was in the first ship’s 
launch to go ashore when the transports anchored in the river 
off the waterfront of Archangel; he was the last man of the 
American force to leave shore at the final evacuation, coming 
aboard with a native pilot. He served with troops in the field 
throughout the nine 
months of the 
American activity in 
the campaign, and 
then, transferred to 
the staff, spent four 
months in the work 
of closing up leftover 
details in every 
department of the 
staff. As liaison 
officer between 
American and British 
Headquarters he had 
access in both places to records and orders relative to the 
campaign, which gave him illuminating information of historical 
importance which was not known to the American troops while 
they were in Russia, and much of which has never been widely 
published in America. 
 
 (1950) The chapters of this humbly offered volume were 
for the most part written in Russia in 1918 and 1919. A few 
chapters were written, from notes made in Russia, immediately 
after the author’s return to the United States in November 
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1919. A few comments and notations were added in 1930. A 
publisher rejected this work because “the public is tired of war 
literature.” A few comments and notations have been added 
more recently. For over twenty years the original typed sheets 
were preserved bound with a large collection of photographs in a 
scrapbook, for the entertainment of veterans and other friends. 
 When the account of the final stages of the campaign was 
written in 1919, sufficient time had not elapsed to make clear 
the effects, if any, of the fourteen months of allied effort in 
North Russia. Even then, however, it seemed certain that 
whatever advantage the Allies might have gained fairly for 
themselves was forfeited or abandoned.  In those months 
considerable areas of Russia, both in Europe and in Asia (Siberia), 
although much disturbed, were still free from Bolshevik control; 
it was despairingly hoped that they might not be engulfed. 
Those readers who know something of the deeper trends of 
present day European political and economic movements will 
detect the sinister irony with which the passage of time has 
colored the following paragraphs naively written in the author’s 
notebook in 1919. 
 

 “The North Russian leaders know that the people of 
Archangel Province, while in the comparative security as long 
as the Bolshevik forces must focus their attention on the 
Petrograd area, cannot long maintain their freedom without 
strong economic assistance from outside.  They say frankly, in 
confidence, that now the Allies are deserting them they must 
turn to German aid, though unwillingly. They do not seem to 
realize, nor are they ready to overlook the accusation, that 
German militant scheming brought Russia to her present 
confusion.  They believe that the Germans will trade with 
them, but they fear that with the trade relations may come a 
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stifling grip on their resources and perhaps their man-power 
that will not build up their country or benefit their people so 
much as it will enrich Germany and entrench them again in 
that control of Russian trade and politics which in the past has 
proven so disastrous for Russia and the world.” 
 - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
 “Russia is not now a cash customer, and cannot quickly 
become so unless she can borrow or seize the cash 
somewhere. If Americans expect to gain any commercial 
foothold in those sections of Russia free from Bolshevik 
control, there must be a matter-of-fact acceptance of, and 
adjustment to, conditions which require large capital, long-
term credit, considerable local barter, and an attention to the 
specific requirements of the customer far more detailed and 
courteous than usually attributed to American foreign 
commerce in the past. And if any have the temerity to enter 
trade relations with areas controlled by the Bolsheviks, they 
must be prepared to do business in a constant ethical vacuum 
where there is no dependable relation between goods or 
services and compensation, where fear inhibits freedom, and 
where contracts are as sacred as were the boundaries of 
Belgium.” 
 - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  

 
 To those who enjoy fragments of source material in history, 
or who would read of Russia or of the problem of Communism, it 
is hoped that these pages will carry much of interest. 
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CHAPTER I 
 

Background of the 1918-19 North Russian Campaign 
 

 In the early years of the World War, Russian forces for a 
time had kept many German divisions occupied on the eastern 
front. Upon the cessation of Russian activity on the side of the 
allies, the German leaders were able to transfer most of the 
eastern sector troops to the western and southern fronts. This 
greatly increased the pressure on the French and English in the 
west and on the Italians in the south. 
 
 Late in 1917 it seemed imperative for the success of the 
allies that the eastern front again be made active.  A 
reorganized eastern front would cause Germany to withdraw 
some of the divisions massed on the western front, thus making 
it easier for the allies to break through toward Germany. The 
Allied Supreme War Council at Versailles decided upon such an 
effort. But it was evident that the Russians on their own 
initiative would not make the eastern front active again. Other 
forces must be used (See Map of Europe in Appendix A). 
 
 Several thousand Czecho-Slovak troops formerly on the 
eastern front had been held together by their commanders after 
the dissolution of the Russian offensive and had retired into 
Siberia, some of them nearly to Vladivostok. These troops 
desired to go into their own country or into France and take part 
in operations against Germany. Negotiations with the Bolshevik 
leaders, the story runs, brought a promise of safe passage 
westward to central Russia and northward to Archangel where 
shipping was to be obtained to transport the Czechs to France. 
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 This situation in mind, the Allied Supreme War Council urged 
a plan whereby an allied expedition of respectable size, with 
many extra officers for staff and instruction work, would be sent 
to Archangel early in 1918. This expedition would meet the 
Czechs, re-organize and re-equip them, rally about them a large 
North Russian army, and then proceed southward to re-open 
eastern front warfare against Germany. This expedition was also 
to be large enough to proceed if necessary without the Czechs, 
sending them around to the western front by returning ships if 
their morale was found to be so low as to require this step. 
There seems to have been an idea that the Bolsheviks, who were 
to allow the westward passage of the Czechs, would also permit 
the free passage southward of the allied expedition. 
 
 While this plan was still in the whispering stage, the 
activities of the Germans in Finland threatened to extend so far 
northward and eastward as to include the establishment of 
submarine bases on the Murmansk coast and in the White Sea. In 
fact, German submarines even earlier than this were credited 
with the destruction of valuable ships and supplies in Bakharitza, 
the warehouse and docking suburb of Archangel. Although 
Archangel is far from dense traffic lanes and is closed by ice in 
winter, its use as a summer trading point would have been 
helpful to Germany, regardless of its remoteness as a base for 
submarine warfare. 
 
 Beginning in the autumn of 1914, military supplies of all 
sorts, chiefly from England and America, had been sent to the 
Archangel port district for the use of the Russian government in 
carrying on the war. At the time of the revolution there were 
immense stores in the warehouses and on the docks about 
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Archangel. These stores were augmented during the enthusiastic 
time immediately after the deposition of the Czar, when anti-
German Russians were exclaiming, “The arch-traitor is gone; now 
we can really equip our armies,” and then some of the allied 
leaders professed a belief that Russia had become more 
trustworthy. 
 
 Although this was the chief port of entry into European 
Russia for military supplies from the outside, the revolution left 
the whole Province of Archangel rather isolated in the hands of a 
local government which, not being closely affiliated with 
Petrograd or Moscow, did not reflect fully either the strength or 
the weakness of the several regimes which succeeded each 
other at the capital between the removal of the Czar and the 
assumption of control by the criminal Bolsheviki duet, Lenine and 
Trotzky. Consequently, when Kerensky disappeared the 
government of Archangel Province did not greatly change in 
character. In itself it was no more Bolshevik in form than it had 
been before.  It had no army of its own, all the armed forces 
being of the central government and automatically coming under 
the control of leaders appointed by the central soviet. The 
central soviet also sent into the north certain semi-military 
agents called commissars, whose duty it was to exert, regardless 
of the Archangel officials, a degree of control in the towns and 
farming centers, and to levy as the central soviet directed on 
the property and man-power found there. 
 
 All this was interesting to the Allied Supreme War Council 
because of the possibility that the immense military stores at 
Archangel would be seized by the Bolshevik central government 
and sent into Germany for the use of the forces arrayed against 
the allies. For, following the Brest-Litovsk treaty, many things 
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indicated that Germany’s was the hand inside the Russian 
Bolshevik glove. But allied action was slow. Available personnel 
were very limited except in America. In spite of the various 
private, corporate and national interests which brought pressure 
to bear on the Allied Council to have something done to save 
those supplies – or at least the lots as yet unpaid for – interest 
did not develop into a plan for action until the necessity for an 
allied re-organization of the eastern front had apparently 
become vital. 
 
 *   * * * * * * * * * * * *  
 
 There were in North Russia, as in other parts of that 
immense country, many individuals who could not resign 
themselves to Bolshevik control, even of the milder sort, nor to 
any German influence. In the Archangel district this element 
organized secretly and sent repeated calls to the allies for help 
in ridding that province of the Bolsheviks and German agents; 
using as chief arguments the factors just mentioned. While the 
anti-Bolsheviks were not willing to unmask in their home town, 
their call for help was not confined to diplomatic whispers, but 
was made as public as possible. It furnished just the material 
needed by the Allied Supreme War Council for a cloak under 
which to hide the real purpose of the North Russian Expedition 
that it was planning. 
 
 When a survey of the military resources of the allies in 
Europe disclosed their utter lack of men for such an expedition, 
and it was found that the only hope lay in drawing the bulk of 
the needed troops from the United States, a statement of the 
case with the usual polite arguments brought only refusal from 
President Wilson. By the emphasis of the pathetic call of the 
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North Russian anti-Bolsheviks, coupled with stirring propaganda 
by eminent men of England, France and Russia, the emotional 
appeal of famous characters such as the one-time leader of the 
women’s “Battalion of Death,” and the direct request of Foch 
and Clemenceau themselves, American leaders were finally 
induced to allow United States troops to participate in the 
expedition. Even then, it was done only as a concession; the 
number was limited to one regiment of infantry, one battalion of 
combat engineers, and the accompanying medical, hospital and 
field ambulance units. Later, one battalion of transportation 
engineers was added. 
 
 The deep disappointment caused the allies by this limitation 
is apparent in that it allowed the minimum American 
participation necessary to carry out the scheme of the 
expedition so far as the War Council dared announce it publicly, 
but effectively thwarted the real and vital aim – the re-
organization of the eastern front against Germany – which 
naturally had to be kept secret. Yet so hopeful were the allies 
that President Wilson would soon cooperate unreservedly and 
would quietly divert a large shipment of American troops to this 
sector that the movement was instituted and the campaign 
carried on, almost to the date of the armistice, as if large re-
enforcements were early to be expected. 
 
 During the months spent by the allies in winning the 
consent of the United States to participate in an expedition to 
North Russia, England took certain preliminary steps on her own 
account which resulted in the safeguarding of the Murmansk-
Petrograd railway as far southward as Kandalaksha. British 
engineers and marines, with a few officers and men from the 
French and the American Military Missions wisely removed from 
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their former base at Moscow, were thus for a dangerously long 
time the sole bulwark of the allies against complete pro-German 
domination of the north. Measures were being taken in England 
to augment this force so as to form a nucleus for the larger 
expedition when inaugurated by the allies, but the total number 
of officers and men which could be spared for that purpose – in 
view of the critical situation on the western front – was less than 
twelve hundred! And these had to be divided between the 
Murmansk and the Archangel areas. 
 
 For various reasons the inter-allied supreme command of 
operations in the north was entrusted to the British. The French 
were able to furnish one battalion of infantry and a company of 

machine gunners, 
who reached 
Murmansk late in 
July and were 
soon sent to 
Archangel (photo 
at left). The 
Serbian battalion, 
which had left 

Odessa at the collapse of the Russian armies and had gradually 
worked its way northward until it approached Murmansk, was 
permitted by its government to join the expedition and was put 
into positions along the Murmansk-Petrograd railway. The Italians 
contributed one battalion of infantry and a ski company, which 
started from England in company with the American contingent 
and landed at Murmansk at about the same time as the 
Americans landed at Archangel. 
 

The French Battalion 
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 The presence of British, French and American war vessels 
and the first small bodies of troops encouraged the Murmansk 
authorities to declare their independence of Moscow and to 
throw in their lot with the allies. They agreed to join in the work 
of combating German aggression in the North, in return for 
assistance in the shape of food and money. Early in July 1918, 
Murmansk officials and representatives of all the allies then in 
the area, including the United States, signed a written 
agreement to this effect. This agreement, and the arrival of 
further troops at Murmansk, with the promise of more to follow 
immediately, greatly influenced the Archangel Province and City 
governments. Two cargoes of food, which had been in Archangel 
harbor, were turned over to the population of that city, making 
possible a rather quiet coup d’etat on August 1st. Immediately 
the anti-Bolshevist group that long had been calling for aid came 
out into the open. 
 
 The establishment of the North Russian Provisional 
Government on August 1st, 1918, was followed within forty-
eight hours by the landing at Archangel of the advance guard of 
the Allied North Russian Expedition, consisting of a large British 
staff, a few British soldiers, a few French, and a detachment of 
fifty American sailors from the Olympia, followed very soon by 
the French battalion already mentioned. The passage up the 
delta and the actual landing encountered practically no 
opposition, because the Bolsheviks had for many weeks seen the 
trend of affairs and, expecting a very much larger expedition, 
had sent southward by rail every vestige of military stores and 
nearly all the movable railway equipment, as well as an immense 
amount of plunder from the city of Archangel and suburbs. 
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 The rearguard of the Bolshevik armed forces, escorting the last 
of these shipments, was disappearing southward over the horizon as 
the allied advance guard reached the anchorage at Archangel. The 
first American action makes a stirring tale. A naval reserve lieutenant 
and a few sailors took a lame locomotive, coupled two flatcars in 
front of it, and gave immediate chase to the Bolsheviks down the 
railroad.  Armed with rifles and a pair of machine guns, the 
Americans routed the “Bolos” at Isakagorka, a few miles south of 
Archangel, and kept their rear train moving southward at such a rate 
that the Bolsheviks did not have opportunity to burn a single bridge 
or trestle to delay the pursuit until hot boxes and engine breakages 
permanently stalled the American train at a point about seventy-five 
miles south of Archangel. There the Bolsheviks were able to burn a 
trestle over a deep gulch and organize their rear guard action (photo 
below). And there a few days later the French battalion reached 
them and fought the first battle of the campaign. 

 

Bridge and pumping station were blown up by the retreating Bolsheviks near 
Oberzerskaya on the Archangel-Vologda railway. The steel bridge could not be replaced, 
but logs and ties were piled in the creek bed to the track level, and new rails were laid. 
Taken September 21, 1918. Official U.S. Signal Corps photo. 
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 This battle was indecisive. It was necessary to replace the 
bridge before any considerable advance could be made, and the 
nature of the terrain was such that the small number of allied troops 
could not gain ground by frontal attack. A flank movement was 
organized, participated 
in by British and French 
soldiers and the 
American sailors. The 
force was too small to 
be more than locally 
successful against the 
greatly superior numbers 
of the Bolsheviks, but 
the southern bank of the 
stream was cleared of 
the latter and the way 
opened for the erection 
of a temporary bridge. 
During the preparation 
for this flank attack, the 
officers and men of a 
company of Russians 
who said they had been impressed into the Bolshevik army marched 
over to the allied outposts and surrendered. Already they had heard 
the far-spread rumor that where there were Americans there was 
also plenty of good food. From that point southward, throughout the 
entire campaign, the Bolsheviks retreated down the railroad only a 
few versts (roughly 2/3 of a mile) at a time, and then usually only 
when their flanks were strongly threatened or attacked. 
 
 At the same time the campaign was opened down the 
Archangel-Vologda railroad, a force was started from Archangel 
southeast up the Dvina River in an attempt to reach Kotlas, 

Some of the American sailors from the “Olympia.” 
Here they are returning to their ship from the 
“front” along the Railway, where their flank 
marches through swamp and forest had played 
havoc with their clothing. Men of the 339th 
Infantry who have just landed surround this group.  
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where it was hoped to meet with some of the Czecho-Slovak 
detachments expected from Siberia (see map of Europe in 
Appendix A). 
 
 Such was the situation at the close of August 1918. The 
inability of the European allies to furnish many troops for a North 
Russian Expedition when it was urged by the Supreme War 
Council, and the delay of the United States in furnishing even a 
part of the troops requested of it, very nearly stamped the 
undertaking with failure before it was fairly underway. However, 
as its ultimate success depended in any event on the operations 
of the allied forces which had entered Siberia from the east to 
combat German influence, and because there was a strong hope 
that the Russians of the north would rally to the allied standard 
in sufficiently large numbers to fight a way through to Vologda 
and Kotlas, and eventually to make possible the re-establishment 
of the eastern front, the decision of the Supreme War Council 
was to continue the North Russian Expedition and strengthen it 
as fast as possible. 
 
 So the 339th Infantry and the first battalion of the 310th 
Engineers, the 310th Sanitary Train, and later a battalion of 
transportation engineers, altogether totaling less than six 
thousand men, after months of intensive training for trench 
warfare found themselves set down in a country they had never 
contemplated and furnished with equipment unlike any they had 
ever seen. And the Eternal Historian started making public 
entries in a new journal labeled, “A.E.F. North Russia.” 
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CHAPTER II 
 

The Americans Go In. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 The three little transports (above) bringing in the American troops 
followed a pilot tug slowly up one of the arms of the great Dvina River of 
the North. It was the 4th of September 1918, and a drizzly morning. As 
we steamed along between two of the immense flat islands of the giant 
delta we felt like explorers entering an unknown land. We had then no 
inkling of the situation portrayed in the preceding chapter. It did not seem 
strange to hear one of the men remark, “Gee! We got nothing on 
Columbus!” 

 
Three Litt le Transports 

Left to right:  Somali, Tydeus, Nagoya.  Taken Sept. 6, 1918 
at Bakharitza, Russia, after unloading the American troops. 



 17 

As a part of the 85th Division, U.S. National Army, we had passed our 
training period at Camp Custer, Michigan (photos below). Leaving there on 

July 14th, we spent a few days at Camp Mills on Long Island and then 
embarked for overseas. The trip was made without mishap and we landed 
at Liverpool on August 4th, entraining at once for the reception camp at 
Stoney Castle, between Aldershot and London. The trains traveled a belt 
line for miles through the outskirts of London. The day was clear, a 
disappointment to some of the men who were looking for the famous 
London fog. The main impression made on one man by this ride through 
London was betrayed in his next letter home. He wrote, “I’d just as lief try 
to look through a fog as all them chimney-pots.” 
 

“We left Camp Custer, Michigan.” 
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 The three weeks at Stoney Castle were enlivened by much activity. 
There were refresher courses in the various arms and exercises, practice 
marches with gas masks bound to our faces, and the inevitable physical 
examinations. We visited the nearby villages (photo below of Lynchford 
Road, Farnsborough) and found that the pubs closed before we could get 
off duty. We admired the well-kept roadsides and railway embankments, 
which looked like gardens compared to most of those we knew at home. 

 
Some of us went to Aldershot where on a small arms “field day” a two-
man American team with a light Browning automatic rifle out shot teams 
of English sergeants armed with all the other types of air-cooled weapons 
the British had on hand. A group who attended a track meet solemnly 
conducted under the eyes of royalty reported that the British were 
“perfect hosts even if they didn’t know the Americans were there.” 
 
 When we had been at Stoney Castle for a week we learned that we 
were scheduled for the North Russian Expedition, and not for the France 
on which our hearts were set. We surmised that we had been chosen 
because our rosters included so many men who had been raised as 
farmers and woodsmen in northern Wisconsin and Michigan. At any rate, 
all our American equipment was taken from us and packed away, and we 
were handed long awkward Russian rifles with slender three-ribbed 
bayonets for which there were no scabbards. It was mid-summer, but we 
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were decked out in heavy woolens and told that the furs and snowshoes 
would catch up with us later. Uncomfortable though it was in England, 
that overlapping two-piece underwear probably saved a number of lives 
by keeping the men’s abdomens warm under the conditions encountered 
a few days later on shipboard. 
 
 On August 26th we embarked at Newcastle-on-Tyne, on the 
fantastically camouflaged Somali, Tydeus and Nagoya, and, with a fourth 
ship loaded with Italians, stole out from the river mouth to slip through 
the mine-fields of the North Sea into the Arctic Ocean. Our barrack-bags 
and overcoats had been packed the day before deep in the hold of each 
vessel and were securely held in place by several layers of ambulances, 
wagons and heavy boxes of supplies. So it was impossible to get at them 
when the ungentle breezes of 72o north latitude chilled the men who had 
just come from marching sweaty miles along the hot stone roads of 
southern England. 
 
 Our ships were vessels of the old Pacific and Orient Line, built for 
warm climates, and the crews were Lascars, turbaned and scantily clad. 
These vessels had been previously infected by the “flu,” but we did not 
know it until it was too late. Many of the men and officers became sick 
before we reached Archangel, in spite of strenuous efforts to keep all 
living quarters thoroughly ventilated. By the time we entered the White 
Sea (the Italians have previously left our convoy to proceed to 
Murmansk), fifteen percent of the entire personnel were down. At 
Archangel a large number had to be carried from the ships to improvised 
hospitals. During the first two weeks of September the flu epidemic 
among the American forces in the north attacked approximately twenty-
five percent. There were no deaths on shipboard, but the number of 
deaths after debarkation, when the cases reached their crises, was large 
enough to be very sad, although it did not reach the rate afterward 
announced as applying to men of the same ages in the United States. 
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 When we reached Archangel (above) we prepared immediately to spread 
out over the country. Before leaving England we had received the 
announcement that we were 
going to guard the immense 
stores that had been shipped 
previously to Archangel for the 
use of the Russian government 
in the war against Germany. 
When we arrived, civilians met us 
in small boats begging for 
cigarettes and hardtack (photo 
at right). It aroused doubts in 
our minds. We discovered that 
the half-dozen main receiving 
wharves and warehouse areas 
had been stripped clean of munitions, arms, food, clothing and other supplies, 
as well as of all locomotives in good condition and most of the rolling stock. 
 
 The principal dock and warehouse area is known as Bakharitza. It is a few 
versts up the Dvina River and on the opposite shore from Archangel, being 
reached by ferry in summer and across the ice in winter. From there the single 
track railroad runs 595 versts to Vologda, the next real city to the south. It 
was reported that the retiring Bolsheviks had taken to Vologda millions of 
dollars worth of these stores we were supposed to guard. The English leader of 

“Met by natives in small boats” 
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the expedition was an enthusiastic man. And he had his orders. So he started 
some of us southward along the railroad to catch up with these supplies and 
guard them. We met the Bolsheviks where they were holding at bay the intrepid 
little mixed force just south of the first burned trestle, mentioned in the 
previous chapter. They were between the supplies and us, and they stayed so. 
 
 Difficulties natural to the district were encountered from the first. Dense 
woods, considerable swamp, lack of transportation, destroyed bridges and 
track, and superior Bolshevik forces armed and supplied to a large extent from 
the stores in question, made the advance a slow one. After six weeks of 
fighting, our troops on the Archangel-Vologda railway reached their farthest 
position south, at a point 444 versts from Vologda, on October 17, 1918. And 
there the “Railway Front” stayed until long after every combatant detachment 
of Americans had left North Russia. 

 
At the Railway Front, Verst 444 Looking South. 

Dugout where the trench mortar men were quartered when not actually on duty. Enemy 
shellfire has demolished all buildings above ground. In the left distance can be seen the 
woodpile defenses of the enclosure, and beyond them the tallest of the trees screening the 
enemy. 
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These two photos were recovered from a filmstrip of positive images (in contrast to 
“negatives”) – a dugout at verst 444 and a six-inch howitzer near the railway front. 
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At left: Box car headquarters of 3rd Battalion, 339th Infantry. This car was kept at a siding 
about six miles from the front line of the railway sector during the winter of 1918-1919. 

At right: another photo of a different “box car headquarters,” location unknown. 
 For the safety of our base at Archangel it was necessary to keep the 
Bolsheviks out of as much contributory territory as possible. So the expedition 
commander sent an American company by water to Onega to push the “Bolos” 
south up the Onega River and later to connect overland with the Railway Force. 

At the same time a 
battalion was sent 
southeast up the 
Dvina River to 
occupy important 
points on that river 
and its southern 
tributary, the Vaga; 
and to push on to 
Kotlas if opportunity 
offered. A little later 
another company 
was sent up the 
Pinega River, 
northward and 

eastward from the Dvina valley (see map above). None of these detachments 
except the last had a breathing spell at Archangel to get rid of their sea legs. 
They were rushed from the transports out into the forest to establish the 
various fronts (see photo on next page of Bereznik, about halfway between 
Archangel and Kotlas on the Dvina River), and some of them saw nothing of 
Archangel until they were about to embark homeward bound nearly a year later. 
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“At Bereznik, on the Dvina River. At the left an unfinished log structure formerly a Bolshevik 
outpost, now serving as an Allied blockhouse. At right is a 300-year-old Russian country 
church. In the foreground a portion of the barbed wire entanglements about the blockhouse. 
Taken December 29, 1918.” 

 In the meantime there was 
some activity along the railroad 
running south from Murmansk, 
the winter port north of Finland, 
which had been occupied by the 
allies. This railroad had been 
built by the Czar’s orders after 
the opening of the war, to 
connect Petrograd with the 
bend of the Kola Peninsula 
where the influence of the Gulf 
Stream keeps the port from 
freezing up tight in the winter. 
Needed supplies could thus be 
shipped in at any season (photo 
at left; also see Appendix D on 
blockhouses). 
 The allies considered it 

This blockhouse stands at the southern end of 
Obozerskaya clearing. Its hollow walls contain a 
two-foot filling of sand to stop bullets. The 
blockhouses built near the railroad where lumber 
and sand could easily be transported were of this 
style, which looked neater than the log 
blockhouses of the forest clearings. 
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wise to keep this railroad open and under their control for a long way 
southward, to protect the western flank of the main force and to furnish some 
access to the Archangel district, even though difficult, during the severe 
winter. Allied detachments early penetrated to Petrozavodsk – over two-thirds 
the distance to Petrograd. Confidential reports indicated that if the allies had 
been at the time represented by an adequate force the occupation of 
Petrograd would have been easily accomplished. Indeed, it was stated that 
many Russians would have welcomed such an event, as it would have meant 
more food and greater personal security for the civilian population, and would 
have stamped out in the very beginning (at least in that area) the ruthless and 
bloody revolutionary practices that so soon were to grow into a veritable red 
terror. 
 
 But it was not the allied plan to seize any part of Russia or to feed any 
considerable part of her civilian population. So the Murmansk force refrained 
from occupying even the smaller city of Petrozavodsk, where hunger and want 
were already in evidence before the beginning of the real winter. A front was 
established in the comparative wilderness of the lake country almost due west 
of, and some 200 miles distant from, the more active fronts developed by the 
Archangel expedition (see map of local fronts in Appendix A). 
 
 The civilian food problem offered some troublesome angles, and, strange 
to say, not the least of these arose from American sources right in Moscow. As 
has just been mentioned, the allies did not care to occupy unnecessarily any 
territory in which the inhabitants could not wholly or in large part feed 
themselves. And yet, in Moscow, American food was helping to maintain the 
Bolshevik army, part of which was opposing our effort, with the allies, to re-
establish an eastern front against Germany! We learned something of this the 
day we landed at Archangel, and more about it later. 
 
 Hon. David R. Francis, former Governor of Missouri, was Ambassador to 
Russia. With a small staff of attaches and secretaries he stuck to his post at 
Moscow as long as he could. In spite of all he could do, the Bolsheviks seized all 
American-owned enterprises as well as those owned by other foreign interests 
in that district, and the managers and employees who were not Russians were 
forced to flee for their lives. When personal peril became imminent, the 
Ambassador’s little group and the American Military Mission headed by Col. 
Ruggles managed to reach Petrograd and then to travel northward to 
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Murmansk. There they took part in events already described, and moved on to 
Archangel. 
 
 When the American commander and some of his officers went ashore as 
the transports were coming to anchor at Archangel, they first visited the 
Ambassador. While the two chiefs were conferring, the junior officers and the 
secretaries exchanged experiences in most cordial fashion. An officer who had 
been a constituent of Governor Francis observed that the Ambassador looked 
very fatigued. Remarking this to one of the secretaries, he stumbled upon the 
startling story of the diverted relief supplies. It seemed that the entire Embassy 
had been annoyed and offended, in Moscow, by an obstreperous American, a 
member of the American Red Cross. This chap first styled himself “Major,” and 
then “Colonel,” and became as a thorn in the flesh to the Ambassador. He 
refused to be in any way guided by the Embassy when it was thought 
necessary to warn him to pay closer attention to the duties of food distribution 
through proper agencies to starving children and women. Confronted with 
evidence that Bolshevik officers and soldiers were making use of the relief food, 
especially canned milk, paid for with American money, he became defiant. He 
flaunted his association with the Red leaders, rode where he pleased in the 
limousine of one of the commissars, and boasted that he was the only foreigner 
who had any influence with the Bolsheviks. Soon, evidence was submitted to 
the Embassy that the “Colonel” was receiving pay from the Bolsheviks for the 
diversion of relief supplies to Red army use. The affair was a shame. 
Washington withheld authorization to take corrective steps on the spot. The 
Ambassador's own government seemingly belittled him at a time when every 
dignity of the United States might well have been aggressively upheld. This 
made the "Governor” physically ill and had aged him very noticeably within a 
few weeks. 
 
 Not long after the arrival of the troops, Ambassador Francis was forced 
by illness to return home, leaving his work in care of Charge-de-Affaires Cole. 

* * * * * * * * 
 Quite by accident certain extracts from two different British official 
“secret” reports came to the attention of one of our officers, and they are 
reproduced in substance here because of the amusement they caused. One 
says, “On the 4th of September the American force landed, but as it was 
composed almost entirely of untrained troops, was not of much value.” The 
other says, after outlining the autumn campaigns, “The initiative that carried 
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the expedition thus far was mainly American.” Both these reports relate to the 
same period of time and both are British War Office documents. 
 
 The great strategic reason for our presence in North Russia, the desire of 
the allies to re-establish an eastern front against Germany, was never 
announced to the troops; probably because the armistice removed it. To us in 
the winter of 1918-19 was left only the job of preventing starvation and saving 
a city, with constant care to save as many lives as possible – not only of our 
own but of the Russians who had shown friendliness toward the allies. But this 
dry statement covers more than six months of unsought and constant peril, 
and daily desperate last-stand fighting by one detachment or another. Without 
a “cause,” without the appeal of patriotism, without hope of gain, and without 
applause, a miracle of American morale, courage and discipline was portrayed 
there on the edge of the Arctic (photo on next page) from Armistice to 
evacuation. 
 
 In October, some five hundred replacement troops from our old Division, 
the 85th, arrived in the Archangel district from France and were distributed 
among the companies already somewhat depleted. Needless to say, these men 
were more than welcome. 
 
 Our little columns, penetrating this northern land in different directions, 
could not keep close contact. The lines of communication to the rear were 
tenuous and sometimes broken. Orders in the field came direct from Allied 
Command Headquarters or from British commanders of columns, seldom 
through the channel of American Headquarters in Archangel. The farther each 
detachment advanced, the less it knew about what the others were doing. 
There were very few supporting troops and no reserves at all. The disposition 
of forces looks like a misshapen hand on the map, the palm on Archangel and 
the fingers diverging into the interior -- plenty of room between the fingers for 
the enemy to slip through. 
 
 The Onega Force, commencing its operations 120 versts southwest from 
Archangel, succeeded in pushing the “Bolos” southeast up the Onega River for 
about 100 versts. So at the close of 1918 the “Onega Front” was slightly 
south of the “Railway Front” and about 40 versts west. 
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“THE EDGE OF THE ARCTIC” 

The most advanced post of the Vaga River Column, also the farthest American post from 
Archangel, was the point from which this photo was taken January 7, 1919. We are on a bluff, 
looking across the frozen and snow-blanketed river at the village of Pagosta, which was held 
by the Bolsheviks. Machine gun fire was directed at the outpost, from the church, almost 
daily. The post was abandoned late in January. 
 
 The principal mission of the Dvina River Force, as previously indicated, 
was to seize Kotlas, the terminal of a feeder railroad, which extends southward 
and joins the trans-continental railway at Viatka, the next large town east of 
Vologda. As has been mentioned, this force had to furnish its own flank 
protection by occupying positions also along the Vaga River, a tributary from 
the south. It was not long before the Bolshevik resistance in this area grew into 
counter-offensive. The space between our Vaga detachment and the 
Archangel-Vologda railway to the west of it offered both room and opportunity 
for a strong Bolo movement to outflank both allied columns with a single strong 
wedge thrust up from the south. And they tried it. But they were stopped by 
the desperate stand of a re-enforced company of Americans sent out from the 
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Railway sector. The area of this activity became known as the “Kodish Front” 
from a pivotal village of that name. It was fought over, back and forth, for 
several months, but the allied line always held at the Yemtsa River-Kodish Road 
crossing, about 30 versts due east of the Railway Front. 
 
 By Christmas time the Dvina Force had a front line beyond Seltzo, about 
300 versts up river from Archangel; and another on the Vaga about 66 versts 
south from its junction with the Dvina, and also about 300 versts by river from 
Archangel. But this Vaga front was dangerously near the strong enemy bases 
to the west, from which the hostile “Kodish push” was supported. So in January 
and February of 1919 a retreat was made to positions some 40 versts nearer 
the Vaga’s mouth. It was thought better to make the enemy extend his lines of 
communication than to extend our own with the woefully inadequate forces we 
had available. 
 
 The Pinega Force in December sent a flying column into Karpagorskee, 
about 275 versts by river from Archangel, but found that position untenable. It 
finally held a line only about 30 versts beyond Pinega. This was then a town of 
about 3000 people, with suburban villages totaling another 7000 population. It 
was the gateway to the Mezen fur district and the Pechura “frozen wheat” 
district. By winter road it was 205 versts from General Headquarters at 
Archangel. The men of one American company are sure of the distance because 
they paced it off in a single week when the thermometer was running from zero 
to 47o below, and they were in a hurry to re-enforce the first outfit that had 
gone out there. The original party was understood to be cut off and in danger 
of extermination, so the rescuers tarried not by the wayside. In the battles on 
the Pinega Front, North Russian volunteer forces did most of the fighting. They 
were protecting their own home territory, and showed such defensive strength 
that the sector was entrusted to them, and the American contingent withdrew 
in March 1919. The march back to Archangel was conducted through a thick 
blizzard, which heralded the break-up of winter. 
 
 Following our landing, and before the ice interfered with shipping, 
considerable munitions and large subsistence stores had been shipped into 
Archangel for use by troops and civilians during the frozen-in months. Thus 
some of us finally did get a chance to do what we had been told to come to 
Russia to do – guard supplies at Archangel (photo on next page). There were 
not many Americans at that job, as it was the policy of Expedition Headquarters 
to keep fresh troops such as the Americans and French (!) busy at the various 
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“LARGE SUBSISTENCE STORES.” 
Unloading flour from U.S. Cargo Boat Ascutney at Archangel. This boat 
was built in Seattle, Washington in 73 days and loaded with 9000 tons 
of flour, which were brought to Russia on its maiden voyage. Taken 
October 15, 1918. Official U.S. Signal Corps. 

fronts. In fact, until several months after the armistice was signed there were 
so few British troops in evidence that it was a matter of surprise and comment 
to see more than fifty of them at one time outside the base area of Archangel. 
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CHAPTER II I 
 

Getting Acquainted With The Country 
 

 North Russia is a land where on first impression – especially in the 
rainy season of the autumn – little is lovely except the hope of something 
better. But as the thinking person becomes more familiar with its 
characteristics, and in a general way with its economic history, it becomes 
a land of some promise. There is timber for various purposes, including 
paper-pulp, in undreamed-of quantity; there is a potential wealth in flax, 
hardy grains and fish, beyond expectation. The long winter is 
compensated for by the fact that the sun shines most of the time during 
the summer, causing vegetation to grow quickly and lush. 
 
 New potatoes the size of one’s fist are ready for use by July 20th 
and are not planted so early as in the northern part of the United States. 
Carrots, beets, radishes, lettuce, onions, cauliflower, cabbage, peas, small 
tomatoes, several varieties of berries similar to our loganberries and 
cranberries, and, a little to the south, small apples, are common products. 
Great quantities of mushrooms grow wild. The vegetables are of excellent 
quality. The new industry of drying them instead of canning should prove 
profitable in the North Country. Oats, wheat, rye, barley, maize and flax 
are also raised. 
 
 Cattle, sheep, chickens, ducks, geese, turkeys, small sturdy horses, 
beautiful dogs, and ordinary cats were all to be found in any village in the 
north in 1918-19 where the enemy had not been ahead of us. The cats 
were there anyway. Bolsheviks have an enormous predilection for edibles. 
In the extreme north there are thousands of reindeer, the property of the 
semi-nomads who live chiefly beyond the region of tall timber. (See 
photos on next page.) These animals do not average quite as large as 
those of our Alaskan herds. Reindeer meat and skins were available in 
normal times to the people south of the Arctic Circle. In Archangel and 
other smaller cities there were, as late as 1919, reindeer jitney lines and 
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livery service during the winter. The Samoyeds, a short-statured people 
reminding one of the Esquimeaux, conducted these enterprises.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SAMOYEDS – Semi-nomads, living north of the timberline, depend largely on the 
reindeer for food, dress, shelter, and travel. In winter some of them furnish 
jitney and livery service in cities and towns hundreds of miles to the south. 
 

“Reindeer jitneys.” Silhouetted against the low winter sun. Reindeer racing 
across Dvina River, taken at instant when driver, balancing himself on the 
long narrow runner, was prodding the deer with the long pole which served 
as both whip and rudder. Taken March 14, 1919. Official U.S. Signal Corps. 
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 The physiography of North Russia is such as to give the general idea of a 
vast plain full of pine forests and swamps. After traveling across it in several 
directions for many hundreds of miles one is impressed with its variety and 
peculiar beauty – if he is not too homesick to notice. Along the main rivers are 
many bluffs and hills, often with outcroppings of high-grade limestone and 
some quartz and flint. In the vicinity of these rougher places are the largest 
trees (photo below left). Along the river lowlands are found most of the 
farming centers. 

  
Away from the main rivers, especially in the districts directly south and east 
and southwest of Archangel, are the great areas of dense small timber (photo 
above right), from 50 to 70 feet in height, growing on a foundation of moss-
covered muck. Here and there in this mucky plain, amid a multitude of swamps 
and little lakes and rivers, is found a low island hill of clay several acres in 
extent. These, and the occasional rocky outcroppings, suggest that once there 
was a mountain range here and that it was almost completely ground away by 
the advance of the great ice sheets, which covered this country of old. And one 
also imagines that the weight of the ice caused the earth crust to sink, so that 
when the ice receded the yet rough land was so low that the escaping water 
from the southern rolling hills and prairies carried soft silt out over it and 
covered all but its most rugged spots with the fertile blanket. And during the 
centuries it required to do this, the weather and the climate and the chemicals 
present conspired to change some of the smaller and less compact rocky 
masses into the clay islands which offered the only sites for dry dug-outs in the 
flat country. Such is the land through which many of the men in the North 
Russian Expeditionary Force floundered for nearly a year. 
 
 In some contrast with the forest and rural districts is the city of 
Archangel itself. Imagine a great river delta presenting from a small height a 
view of very flat open green country, broken by arms of the river and by 
distant villages. Low hills rise in the distance on the up-river (south) horizon. 
The green of the flats consists of grassland containing cattle, forests of native 
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trees and low swamp camouflaged under bushes and coarse grass. We are 
looking from a tiny park on the bank of the Dvina River of the North, in 
Archangel. Down river is Solombola, a sizable city whose spires, stacks and 
waterfront masts fill the northern horizon with the exception of one open 
space. Through this gap the setting sun can be seen at about 11:30 p.m. any 
night during half of June and July; and there also, at various hours through 
extraordinarily clear atmosphere, can be seen a mirage of water and shores 
lying far to the northward below the horizon. Above some of the distant low-
lying villages rises the bulk of the local church topped by gold-leaved spires or 
minarets. When all else in the landscape is bathed in purple, brown or grey 
gloaming, the level rays of the sun morning and evening – and nearly all day in 
winter – pick out these white and gold buildings and present them to the eye 
with startling effect. 
 
 During the summer, when the sun shines almost all of the time, and 
vegetation grows with great rapidity, this view westerly from the river drive in 
the vicinity of Technical Institute (used as American Headquarters) in Archangel 
is very pleasant. The morning and evening sky colorings and water reflections 
are wonderful in variety and combination. During the winter the color effects 
are more pearl than rose, but are even more delicately beautiful, meeting on 
the low sky-line the white of the snow-covered river and plain, the silver-gray of 
the snow-powdered tree areas, and the glistening crystal of the occasional bare 
ice. In the autumn and spring there are many cloudy days, and the landscape is 
sodden and muddy, having no features to please the eye. 

 
 From the river (photo above) or from the opposite shore, the view of 
Archangel is interesting. Built on a low bluff jutting into the Dvina River, the city 
appears to be mostly waterfront. In fact, it is only a few blocks wide. It is 
crescent-shaped, with one horn in Smolny – a southern suburb having dock and 
warehouse areas – and the other in Solombola on the north, which is half as 
large as Archangel and possesses sawmills (photo on next page), shipyards, 
hospitals, a seminary and a hard reputation.  
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Interior of a sawmill, Solombola. Jigsaws are still used. There was not a band saw or a circular 
saw in this mill in 1918. Note the set of six jigsaws operating on one large log. This is one of 
the sawmills operated by some of the men of the 310th Engineers, together with what Russian 
labor they could find, to turn out the proper timbers and lumber for Allied construction work. 
The first job was the building of hundreds of bunk and cot frames for barracks and hospitals. 

Archangel is convex 
westward, so that one must 
go out for some distance to 
view the whole expanse of the 
city from that direction. A 
mass of trees, a few houses, 
some churches and other 
large buildings mainly near the 
river, with a foreground of 
shipping (photo at left), is the 
summer view. In winter one 
can see more from the river, 
as the bare trees and the 
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smaller amount of shipping along the waterfront offer less obstruction to the 
view. 
 
 The main street of Archangel is Troitsky Prospect. We note that it was 
not named after Lenin’s comrade Trotsky. Here runs a two-track trolley line 
(photo below, showing two tracks and nearby autos) connecting Smolny and 
Solombola. * The cars are light and run very smoothly. During wartime chiefly 

women operated them. At strategic 
corners there are droshky-stands (photo at 
right). A droshky is a Russian edition of the 
hansom cab. It is most comfortable in 
winter, for then it is mounted on runners 
that slip gently over the snow a foot or 
more above the cobblestones that toss the 
wheels about in the warmer months. 
 
 Between the main street and riverfront, near the centre of the city, is the 
market place,∗ which covers several blocks. It is full of dingy stalls and alleys 
occupied by nondescript traders (photo on next page) and dingy stocks for 
sale. New woodenware, homemade trinkets, second-hand clothing and fresh fish 
could be obtained there the year around, and in summer the offerings of 
vegetables were plentiful and tempting. In 1919 the market place never lacked 
shoppers, who carried their paper money down in the same basket they used to 
carry back their purchases. 
 
                                                
∗ Note – It must be remembered that many of the descript ive statements in this  
volume may not be true today, as the Communists control is weak in 
maintenance of ut i lit ies, antagonist ic to rel igious inst itutions, and prohibit ive of 
pr ivate manufacturing and merchandis ing.   
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 Public buildings are of brick or stone and are colored white, pink, grey or 
bright red to give a light or warm effect. Some downtown stores (photo below) 
are built of brick and some of logs. The windows are small, and each sash 

   
A market “stall” and a downtown store in Archangel. 

contains several panes of ordinary glass. Large plate glass show windows were 
unknown there in 1919. The windows were used more for light than for display 
of goods. An ancient method of storefront advertising was practiced to such 
extremes as to be novel and interesting to the Americans, most of whom were 
too young to have seen anything approaching it in their own land. The available 
space on the front and sometimes on the side of the store building was 
covered with crude drawings or paintings of many of the articles supposed to 
be in stock within. Wooden representations of various goods were also to be 
seen hanging in front of some of the stores, like our wooden boot signs over 
the door of a small shoe shop. But in 1919 stocks were low everywhere, and 
the signs did not mean much. 
 
 However, the interior of one of the large dry goods stores was worth a 
visit. Shelves and counters were arranged in conventional fashion, but there 
were no display counters of goods to attract the eye and invite sales. These 
merchants had never heard of the American adage, “What you show, you sell.” 
Shoppers asked for what they needed. If the articles were in stock they were 
placed on a counter for inspection. The inside lighting was poor, and a 
satisfactory examination of goods was difficult, even in summer. In winter, with 
kerosene hanging lamps or 25-candle power carbon filament electric bulbs for 
illumination, it is probable that purchases were made to some extent on faith. 
 
 City homes are square or rectangular in shape, with few exceptions 
built of logs, and usually of very plain architecture. They are set directly 
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against the sidewalk or the lot-line, the yards and gardens being at the 
side or rear. For privacy, a seven-foot fence surrounds each man’s 
holdings. Thus the streets are bordered by long vistas of wooden wall, 
partly house and partly fence, overhung here and there by trees. From 
some of the houses a set of doorsteps projects over part of the sidewalk. 
This set of steps is seldom used, for the real entrance of the home is at 
the side of the house reached through a gateway in the fence. 
 
 Archangel houses are mostly of two stories, with double windows 
packed with cotton or flax to resist the cold. (Photo of droshky driver’s 

house at left.) Many 
houses are unpainted, and 
their owners have 
afflicted many others with 
one or more coats of 
yellowish-brown stuff 
familiar to thousands of 
American farmers who 
have used “priming” on 

their barns. A few houses have been clapboarded on the outside, and 
some of these have been painted white. 
 
 The arrangement of the interior of most city houses in the north is 
greatly influenced by the stove. The rooms are grouped around the stove, 
usually four rooms of about the same size in a group. If a room is to be 
used for two purposes, it is more apt to be divided by a screen than by a 
partition, to avoid interrupting the circulation of warmth. Or if a partition 
is built, there may be no door hung. Floors of polished cedar, walls 
sometimes paneled, sometimes papered over squared logs, ceilings often 
marvels of matched woodwork, staircases with comfortably broad low 
steps, small double windows securely battened against the cold, attics 
nearly filled with sawdust to keep the warmth from escaping through the 
roof – aside from the typical Russian stove, described and pictured in the 
next chapter, these are the details of the interior first noticed as being 
different than those in the average American home. 
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 Looking out of a window into the street, one is glad when the clear 
whiteness of the snow hides what is underneath. When the snow is gone, 
a very rough and uneven cobbled pavement appears, lined on each side – 
sometimes on one side only, or in the centre – with a narrow sidewalk of 
heavy planks over the otherwise open public sewer, a ditch about three 
feet wide and from three to six feet deep. Woe be to him who goes 
through a rotten plank! It has been done. 
 
 To get away from too close a sight of unpleasant details one may 
climb the fire tower, a matter of a hundred feet or so, and gain another 
general vista (photo below). Although partly hidden by trees in summer, 
and blanketed by snow in winter, the fenced-in yards and gardens of the 
town present no such mystery from this height as they do from the 
street. The fire watch is supposed to be kept night and day year around, 
but up on the open railed platform one wonders about the winter 
midnights with the thermometer at 50° below. 
 

 
Archangel – Looking northward from the fire tower. In the distant right center is the Technical 
Institute (American Headquarters). Over the church roof can be seen the turbulent suburb, 
Solombula, on its arm of the Dvina Delta. 
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 The fire department in 1919 was equipped with horse-drawn pump and 
hose wagons (photo below), water carts, and ladder trucks. The pumps were 

 
An Archangel Fire Department Company making a run. 

operated by hand; five or six men holding 
a horizontal bar on each side, just like our 
old-timers. The hose appeared to be an 
oversize garden hose. There were 
hydrants in Archangel, but they were apt 
as not to be frozen, clogged, or dry, so 
the fire laddies (photo at right) were 
always prepared to go ahead without 
them. Once arrived at a fire, a laddie 
would thrust a feeder hose into the water 
cart and the pumping would begin. As it 
did not take long to empty the water cart 
it was the custom for the householders 
of the vicinity to help keep up the water 
supply. They would send their private 
water carts (photo on next page) or sleds 
pell-mell down to the river to be filled and driven pell-mell back again to the 
scene of the fire, slopping water at every bump and every curve. It was lots of 
fun for everybody. Occasionally, while dipping water from a hole in the thick ice 
some one would slip and fall in, only to be hilariously pulled out and sent back 
home with his clothes rapidly freezing stiff. The fact that the victim would have 
been a permanent casualty by drowning under the ice had there not been an 
immediate rescue, did not seem to make much impression. 

“Fire Laddies” 
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 Each fire company had its own uniform of varied colors, and gay 
indeed was the scene at a good-sized fire. The first company to arrive 
went right to work with a din of shouting. But when the second company 
neared the scene, those men of the first who happened still to be on the 
ground stopped work and lined up in one rank with their captain in front 
of them in the street. The men of the second company rushed into line 
facing the others. The leaders advanced, embraced, kissed cheeks, and 
broke apart. With a wild cheer both companies then joined in the attack. 
Despite the apparent confusion and clamor, the Archangel firemen must 
have been skilled and fearless smoke-eaters for they seem to have been 
successful in every case but one during more than a year of American 
observation. 
 
 As already hinted, the water system of the North Russian cities and 
towns is primitive. The raised tank connected with the street hydrants in 
Archangel does not supply water for general use. Most homes and some 
public buildings are supplied by hauling from the river in hogsheads 
mounted on carts or sleds. And this is the only system in the smaller 
towns. No wonder the North Russians consume so much tea! The water is 
not safe unless boiled, and after boiling it is too tasteless to be enjoyable 
by itself. 
 
 The sewers have been mentioned. They empty into the river. In the 
smaller towns there is not even a sewer. The garbage man and his cart 

Private water carts 
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(photo below) are seen in the streets in the larger places, just as in our 

 
cities. Elsewhere the refuse is just left in piles to rot. In the farm villages, 
of course, it adds to the annual accumulation of fertilizer distributed over 
the fields in the spring. The long cold of the winter is a blessing from a 
sanitary viewpoint. Without it, doubtless the death rate from pestilence 
would be very high. 
 
 So much for the general view of Archangel. Some of the public 
buildings are worth examination. Here we are at the Technical Institute 
(photo on next page), located in the northern part of the city and used as 
headquarters by the American forces. It is a four story solid looking 
building around 150 feet square and 80 feet high, with a small court in 
the centre. The outside walls, of brick and stone, are nearly four feet 
thick. Their external surface is covered by pink-tinted plaster, which 
catches the thin light of the low-lying winter sun and causes the building 
to seem to glow. On the front of the building huge pillars rise from the 
second story balcony to support the great Grecian gable facing the river. 
From this balcony can be seen the westerly delta previously described. 
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The Technical Institute. This view, taken from an aeroplane, shows a large Polish Catholic 
Church and many large residences in the background. In the right foreground is the School of 
Navigation, which was used by the American forces as a Convalescent Hospital. Official, U.S. 
Signal Corps. 
 
 Inside, this great building is simple and severe, but rather pleasing. 
Windows open into the court from a corridor running around the building 
on each floor. On the other side of the corridor are the doors of the 
rooms once used as recitation and lecture halls, laboratories, manual 
training shops and offices. The second floor and part of the third 
contained the offices of the A.E.F. North Russia, and they also furnished 
sleeping quarters for officers reporting in the city for a few days only. The 
linoleum carpeted corridors and rooms of this school contributed a 
yearlong thread to the web of American history. 
 
 Near the center of the city are the larger government buildings. The 
“State House” and the City Hall (photo on next page) are built with the 
same general architecture as the Technical Institute. The Customs House, 
at the riverside, is quite different and serves as a vast illustration of 
cumbersome Russian methods of long ago. It consists of an office building 
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Archangel – From left to right: Customs House, City Hall, State House. Warehouses behind the 
Customs House surround a large square. Delta of the Dvina River is in the background.  
and a connected series of low thick-walled stone warehouses. Except for 
the arched gateways piercing the walls, the warehouses entirely surround 
a large open square. All imported goods were formerly handled bodily, 
instead of by invoice, through the Customs House. And they were handled 
by hand labor. Goods were sometimes held here over a considerable 
period of time, for reasons of convenience or as security. Perishable 
goods, such as salt in sacks, would be stacked in the warehouses. But it 
did not always occur to the Russian mind that rain and snow would also in 
time damage baled dry goods, boxed canned goods, or even crated 
machinery. Or, if reminded by an anxious agent, the reply might be, 
“Kakyehvo – What of it?” “Nityehvo – Never mind!” 
 
 The churches are of interest. With the exception of a tall plain brick 
Lutheran Church, the larger ones were all erected for “Orthodox Russian” 
worship. One of them was the Solovetsky Cathedral, administered by the 
once military order of priests who founded a fortified monastery and 
school on the Solovetsky Islands in the White Sea a hundred years before 
Columbus came to America. The description of one (photo on next page) 
will suffice for all. Tall white or pink-tinted walls, pierced by small semi-
Gothic windows and surmounted by a steep green tiled roof, tower above 
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the surrounding trees 
and buildings in striking 
fashion. Rising from the 
center of the roof is a 
massive bulbous protu-
berance extending into 
a tall slender spire, 
looking for all the world 
like a huge inverted 
beet. And capping each 
gable of the roof is a 
smaller and more slen-
der specimen of the 
same kind of builder’s 
art. Formerly all these 
peculiar steeples were 
kept well sheathed in 
gold leaf and covered 
with lacquer. Even in 
their dinginess in 1919, 
their golden reflection 
of the thinnest winter 
sunlight could be seen 
for miles. 
 
 High up on an 

outside wall, protected by the wide overhanging eaves and visible for 
some blocks by passers-by, are huge sacred paintings, their once brilliant 
colors much mellowed by time. The campanile (photos on next page), or 
bell-tower, is sometimes built quite separately from the church proper. 
The largest one in Archangel had several belfries, one above the other, 
with a total of many bells, none of them melodious. Each bell has a clang 
all its own, and collection of them is far from being a carillon. When all the 
church bells in Archangel start calling at a given hour, with utmost 
confusion of tone and dissimilarity of tempo, some answer seems to be 
positively demanded. So we go to a cathedral service. 
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Above left : a separate campani le.        Above r ight: View from a bel l- loft . 

 
 The interior of the main part of the cathedral gives an impression of 
vastness belied by the exterior appearance of the structure. Once inside, 
it requires a crowd to do justice to the place. For there are no pews, no 
aisles, nothing but bare pavement from wall to wall, save for a few 
benches placed on one side for use by the aged and infirm. The 
congregation stands from start to finish of the services, except when it 
kneels. The eye is caught by beams of colored light coming through the 
windows, which are rather high above the floor. Looking upward to see 
what designs may be in the windows, we notice a waving shadow just 
above, and involuntarily we open our mouths wide and stretch our Adams-
apples to the cracking point. For there high over our heads, suspended 
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from the hewn beams crossing under the arched ceiling, are scores of 
banners. Fringed and heavily embroidered, some are bright, almost gaudy, 
and some are dim with age. We are too directly underneath to distinguish 
the designs, but we are told these are sacred banners carried in great 
religious processions of past years (photo below). 
 

 
 
 Soon we become conscious of the gradual swelling of a chant 
commenced so gently that we did not at first notice it. The sound is 
almost that of a great organ played softly. We look about, but we see no 
organ and no choir. The rear wall of the great room is bare save for a 
sacred painting. No loft. No choir there. In front, near the center, is a dais 
with an ornate altar and a reading pulpit. On one side of the dais is a mass 
of brilliant banners, each on its pole, leaning against the wall. On the other 
side a wide latticework of finely carved wood rises from the floor more 
than twice a man’s height, its upper edge decorated with a whole 
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procession of little figures of saints. Behind this lattice we are told is the 
choir room whence comes the diapason, which fills the church, whether 
loud or soft. Only male voices are allowed in the choir, and these range 
from marvelously deep bass to as clear and steady soprano as one would 
expect to hear in grand opera. There is no organ in the church. All singing 
is a capella. The only accompaniment is the resonant humming of part of 
the choir. The music is in a minor key. Some of the chants are so odd that 
we know they are sung to modern scale, and we suspect they have come 
straight down through a thousand years from the Byzantine fathers. The 
entire ritual is indeed impressive; and not the least of its features are the 
magnificent robes of the priests. Some of these garments will stand 
alone, so stiff are they with gold embroidery. 
 
 As we quietly file out of the cathedral at the close of the service, 
and pass down the street amongst the home-going crowd, we cannot 
help thinking of the void that inevitably would be left in the lives of the 
Russian people if they should ever fall under the control of the Bolsheviks, 
the declared enemies of religious worship and the proven desecrators of 
churches, altars, and all things sacred. 
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CHAPTER IV 
 

Further Acquaintance 
 

 For those Americans in whose minds Russia is represented largely by 
a red blank, it would mean an education of sorts to become acquainted 
with the climate, the geographical background, the surroundings, and the 
life of the people themselves, in any considerable rural section of Russia. 
For 95% of Russia is rural. (See map of North Russia in Appendix A.) 
 
 In the north, the division of the calendar into seasons is rather 
uncertain from year to year. Roughly, the summertime may be considered 
to last from May 25th to September 1st, the rainy season until the freeze-
up in late November, the steady winter from early December until early 
April, and the thaw-season or spring to fill out the cycle until late May. 
The summer may break into the rainy season in August, and the big 
freeze may come very early or very late. The winter may be extreme, 
variable, or steady – the latter mood being most comfortable. And the 
thaw-season may be short and decisive or a lingering discouraging clasp 
on the garments of winter. Summers have been known to be very cloudy 
and chilly. Indeed, twelve hours of cloud in the summer in northern 
latitude will reduce the temperature very uncomfortably. The woodsmen 
and peasants can foretell quite accurately some weeks ahead when the 
main changes are due, which is of great help to strangers as well as to 
themselves. 
 
 The country far to the northeast of Archangel for generations 
supplied much of the fur, which came to be the first thought of many 
people at the mention of North Russia. In normal times, visions of furs in 
great quantity would not be far wrong. But under the conditions following 
the assumption of central control by the Bolsheviks and the over-running 
of large sections of the North Country by their ravenous and ravishing 
troops, few furs were brought to market in the ordinary places. 
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 The fur-gathering tribes in the northern Mezen and Pechura districts 
were cut off from their usual avenues of trade by the revolution. Isolated 
and half-starved, they absolutely lacked medicines, surgical assistance, 
certain food ingredients, and the small conveniences to which they had 
become accustomed through their contact with more settled people 
during the previous century. They hoarded their fur catches of 1917, 
1918 and 1919, wondering how long it would be before trade could be 
renewed and a way opened for the alleviation of their misery. Information 
travels with amazing speed among these simple people, and they early 
resolved to run no risk of having their only wealth seized without 
recompense while en route to distant markets. Such seizure has been, 
from the first, one of the many irresponsible habits of the Bolsheviks.1 
 
 The great area lying east, south and west of Archangel city for 
several hundred miles, has been gradually settled by several types of 
people, most of them Russians in the sense in which Americans use the 
word, but most of them lacking a sense of national responsibility. The 
period of settlement covered more than five hundred years. Throughout 
this long time people have built their homes along watercourses as natural 
avenues of transportation. They sought a measure of independence and 
undisturbed primitive comfort, and such they found in this rather isolated 
country. A fertile land, with plenty of wood, it offered also good hunting 
and fishing. For centuries its isolation prevented direct supervision or 
control by the central government. It also provided a refuge from political 
or civil punishment and an escape from feudalism or from hard conditions 
of life, which in some other places amounted to serfdom. There were few 
or no taxes, and for some generations before the revolution there were 
grants by the government of free land with forestry privileges to settlers. 
 
 Thus it is easy to understand that the government of Archangel 
Province, which its hundreds of thousands of square miles, has never been 

                                                
1 With the Bolsheviks, now calling themselves Communists, in control of their almost treeless 
tundra, and of the usual road to Pinega and Archangel, these northern tribes stubbornly began 
the process of dying. Since the day in February, 1920, when the White Russian defense in the 
north finally disintegrated, the lot of these impoverished fur-gatherers can not have been 
enviable. The fur markets of the world have known them not. 
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wholly supported by taxes. It had to draw on natural resources in various 
ways for its support. Up to the time of the revolution this had been done 
so that there was as yet no noticeable depletion, and the people remained 
so nearly satisfied that it is safe to say that no other large section of the 
Russian Empire had been so free from violence and oppression, until all 
were overwhelmed by the inflammatory events of 1918 and the years 
following. 
 
 Lack of transportation facilities is a principal reason for the 
comparative non-development of North Russia. It has been little more 
than a short generation since the first railroad was built from central 
Russia to Archangel. At first a narrow-gauge line, it was widened to the 
full five-foot standard Russian gauge after the beginning of the Great War. 

It is a single-track road with 
half-mile sidings at intervals 
of about seven miles. At 
these sidings are great piles 
of wood for the locomotives, 
and at some of them are 
water-tanks. While this 
railroad is used during the 
entire year, it suffers the 
disadvantage of having its 

northern terminal port closed by ice during the winter. After the opening 
of the Great War a parallel line was built from Petrograd north to 
Murmansk, a much longer line through a more unsettled region but having 
the advantage of a northern terminal port which the Gulf Stream keeps 
open the year around. These two lines are so far apart as to have no 
relation to each other except through the problem of getting supplies into 
central Russia from the north. They are unconnected throughout their 
entire length. 
 
 Similarly, there is a paucity of wagon-roads in the Archangel district, 
and those that are passable in the summer are many miles apart, with 
infrequent crossroads. As has been indicated, roads, which are good for 
the narrow Russian sleds in the winter when frozen and packed with 

Locomotive fuel at a railway siding. When necessary 
this wood was used for fortification purposes. 
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several feet of snow, are often impassable even on foot in the summer. 
And dirt or corduroy roads which are good in dry summer or frozen winter 
are impassable or hub deep in mud in the spring and in the fall rainy 
season. Good roads are possible in North Russia, but no one will ever build 
them until industrial development demands them or the area becomes 
thickly populated – that is, disregarding the possibility of future road-
building for military operations. Military roads have, as we know, been 
built in many places in advance of any economic demand, and have later 
become valuable aids in developing the adjacent country. 
 
 Another reason for the non-development of the North Country in the 
past is the lack of available labor supply. People are widely scattered. The 

Sled train cross ing a 
stretch of corduroy. 
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majority of the industrious ones were in the old days on their own farms, 
and of the minority the number available for industry in any one locality is 
small. If the Bolsheviks seize labor as they have seized property, and 
attempt to nationalize physical effort as they have in places attempted to 
nationalize women, it can bring nothing but misery to the North Russian. 
Here there is a noticeable disinclination on the part of everybody toward 
over-exertion at the behest of others coupled with a responsiveness to 
holidays that is incomprehensible to Americans who believe in making 
time into money. While the excessive proportion of holidays in the old 
Russian calendar was deprecated by the more far-sighted and educated 
among the Russians, there was no such sentiment noticeable among the 
bulk of the people. Holidays were holy days, and not to be neglected. 
Consequently the supply of labor for hire was never satisfactory from the 
employer’s standpoint, because it was not only small but also unsteady. 
As a rule the Russian workman is very efficient in his own specialty, and 
faithful enough when treated understandingly. But if allowance is not 
made beforehand for his limitations and his customs, those who deal with 
him will be sorely disappointed.2 
 
 Under the old regime it is said that the calendar embraced, in 
addition to Sundays, more than seventy holidays, most of them of church 
origin. Extra holidays by proclamation were not unknown. Some holidays 
lasted three days, and some holiday seasons – notably the week before 
Lent – were celebrated in a different village each day, the villagers in all 
performing only the necessary work each day and flocking in the 
afternoon and evening to the particular village which was acting as host 
and entertainment center for that day. It was all very pleasant, but not 
the sort of life to build a nation of solid businessmen or industrious 
laborers. Fortunately the agricultural and forestry areas of the north, 
about which this passage is written, yielded a comfortable primitive living 
to these hardy people without constant work; the needs of modern 
industry as we understand it had not entered to cause confusion in their 
social structure. The sole result has been to delay the development of 

                                                
2 1932 Note: - And the Communist masters apparently have not yet found a way to avoid 
such disappointment. 
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resources and industry by deterring the application of capital and 
entrepreneurship on any large scale. 
 
 Before the war the British had active interests in flax and timber and 
some general trading, and the Germans flooded the north with 
merchandise. But these activities were more in the nature of utilizing the 
opportunities created by the needs of the scattered population than of 
attempting to develop a great country. 
 
 * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 

 Outside of the cities there is in the life and customs of the people a 
broad simplicity, which is unlike the social structure of the most of the 
districts of rural America. Persons who are acquainted with the farming 
valleys of Norway do not feel strange in the atmosphere of North Russian 
village life. 

 The villages are composed of the 
houses of small farmers who till the 
surrounding land, together with church, 
school, store, and grain and flax barns. 
And then there are the windmills (photo 
at right), used for grinding grain instead 
of for pumping water. Except for a few 
new villages along the railways, all are to 
be found along some watercourses 
navigable at least for small barges. For 
the waterways are the first, and for a 
long time the only, avenues of 
communication and trade. In the winter 
they make the very best roadways for 
sleds. Wherever there was a great deal of 
open farmland along a river, several of 
these villages grew up in close proximity. 
The villages in each group usually pooled 
certain of their efforts for convenience, 
especially in local government, trading 

A Russian gristmill 
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and transportation, and support of churches and schools. The majority of 
the population of each village belongs to a few large family groups, which 
have grown in that community for generations and have given it an 
enviable permanence and stability. 
 
 Family groups were represented in the councils of the community by 
their recognized heads, usually active old men. In the later troubled times, 
with so many of the men swallowed in the maelstrom of the World War or 
missing in the torrent of civil strife and oppression, women became quite 
naturally the acting heads of many families. The results have led some 
observers to believe that the women possess better heads for business 
and better muscles for farming than do the men. Of old, it was customary 
for the council of family heads to attend through a committee to the 
affairs of the local co-operative society, which existed for trading 
purposes and acted in conjunction with the central society in Archangel. 
Each little local co-operative store (photo below) had a vigilant “keeper,” 
frequently some capable young widow who had no children old enough to 
help her run a little farm. 

 
The village council elected the headman, or “starosta,” of a village. His 
word was law in the smaller affairs of the community, while he referred 
things of importance to the council for decision. He was more than a mere 
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mayor. With the secretary of the council, where there was such an officer, 
he attended to the management and accounts of all activities requiring 
collective effort. If a barge was to be built he selected the foresters, adze 
men, joiners and other helpers, and kept account of heir shares in the pay 
or in the ownership of the enterprise. If a shipment of produce 

 
accumulated by the co-operative store or by several families was to be 
made, he assigned the necessary men and women, with their boats 
(photo above) or sleds and ponies, for the task, all in their proper turn; he 
saw that each was paid his or her fair share of the compensation. He it 
was who attended to the billeting of groups of soldiers in private houses 
when such accommodations were required. 
 
 The starosta’s job was not easy. A man of long experience and good 
judgment was always sought for that position. In a general way, family 
heads were supposed to take their turns serving as starosta. Few were 
ambitious for the extra work and responsibility, so the job was not sought 
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for. By the time that a man could no longer squirm out of the nomination 
he usually had become elderly. But in spite of the wearying nature of his 
work, the starosta was always faithfully on the job, honestly exercising 
the best judgment and utmost fairness of which he was capable.3 
 
 By the end of the 19th century some educational facilities were 
general throughout North Russia. Every village or village group had a 

school with a trained teacher 
(photo at left). Each child 
was required to absorb at 
least three years of 
education. If desired, the 
child could progress further 
under private tutelage or in 
higher schools in the larger 
centers. All the district 
towns, such as Pinega, 
Kholmogori, Shenkursk and 
Onega, had high schools and 
some had teacher training 
schools. There were many 
seminaries and monastic 
schools for such a sparse 
population. Archangel was 
essentially a school city in 
normal times. Of course, 
there were some children 
who escaped school, but not 

many; the number of absolute illiterates under middle age, in North Russia 
at the time of the World War, was small. In this respect this isolated area 
surpassed many more densely populated sections of Russia. 

                                                
3 Starostas, in the north, were prosperous villagers of the status termed “kulak” by the 
Bolsheviks. For more than four centuries their family traditions and community mores 
developed along lines diametrically opposed to the practices of Leninism. As long as families 
of that sort continue to exist there will be at least passive resistance to any dictatorial 
program affecting property or personal service. 

A teacher and one of her pupils. 
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 A visit to a village school in 1919 offered some surprises to an 
American observer. In the rear of the one large room were glass cases 
containing various exhibits pertinent to the life these children were 
expected to enter. There were samples of all the native woods and of all 
native textile materials in various stages of home manufacture. There 
were birds and animals, some stuffed and some in miniature. And there 
were samples of soils, grains and vegetables, most of the latter made of 
clay or wood, and colored. With the practice in letters and figures, the 
children were taught music of the sort they were expected to perpetuate, 
and they received instruction in judging and using the different materials 
to be found or raised locally. The visitor came away with an impression 
that the North Russian child, after his three years of compulsory 
schooling, was better fitted to take his place in the life of his community 
than is the American child after the 8 or 10 years required of him. 
 
 In addition to the school, and much more conspicuous, there was to 
be found in every small center of population a Russian State Church. In 
America we were accustomed to call these Greek Catholic Churches, but 
they were not so. The ritual and creed were admittedly similar to the 
Greek Catholic, but the church government, the architecture, the sacred 
pictures and symbols, and the cross, were all thoroughly Russian. It is 
hard for Americans to understand the very great part taken in the old 
village life by the church, its music, and its colorful ceremonies. Much of it 
looked like medieval mummery to the boys from the cities and farms of 
America. But the peasants loved it, and most of them had never and 
would never experience anything more grand or beautiful. 
 
 Until the revolution, the Czar was the State head of the church, and 
he appointed the Ecclesiastical head. In the north during 1918-19, the aid 
that in the past had been extended from the government to the churches 
– and to the schools as well – was looked for from the Provisional 
Government at Archangel, and under the circumstances was meager and 
sometimes lacking altogether.  The villagers did not close the churches or 
schools for such a minor reason as that, however. They fed and clothed 
the teacher and heated the church and the school. The priest worked his 
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small farm like the rest of them – that is, if he was a “good” priest. If not 
a “good” priest he charged heavily for special services, christenings, 
weddings or funerals, and begged or demanded more for himself than the 
villagers thought they could afford (and that is a great deal, for the 
villager is very devout and by training very long-suffering). But the next 
year would see such a priest politely kicked upstairs to another charge in 
a larger community which the villagers quite logically believed would 
better be able to support his demands. 
 
 Under a government with no sympathy for religious exercises much 
of that which has been beautiful in peasant life must surely vanish. 
 
 The daily life of the North Russians, when undisturbed, is homely and 
simple. Within the family all share in the work – and the play. The grown 
men do the hunting, fishing, felling of timber, building, hauling, and part of 
the planting and the harvesting. The women, boys, and girls do a great 
deal toward caring for the livestock, and much of the work in the fields. 
They also do some of the hauling, and much of the sawing and splitting of 
wood for the stoves of the home, beside all of the housework and the 
spinning, knitting, weaving and making of clothing. The boys’ specialty 
during the winter evenings often is the construction of fishnets of various 
sized meshes, which they do beautifully. 
 
 The type of textile equipment commonly found in the home was 
primitive but effective. It was favored because it could be operated by 
one-woman power. The woman owner and operator would put her children 
early to bed up on the stove and then settle down for a day’s work during 
the long evening. First she took from its peg in the entry a strange 
contraption made of two boards fastened together with mortise and pegs 
so as to form a right angle. The whole was dark and shiny with age and 
usage. She laid it with the longer board (some thirty inches in length) flat 
on a bench so that the shorter board stuck straight up in the air near two 
feet. This upright arm terminated in several slender fingers with dull 
points. Next she went to a window-seat and dug out an apron full of 
broken flax, which she wadded together and jammed down on the wooden 
hand. Then she sat down solidly on the “base-board” on the bench, so 
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that the flax bunch was near her left jaw, picked up a fourteen-inch distaff 
from the windowsill, spat on her fingers and started spinning. With her left 
hand drawing out fibers from the wad of flax, she twisted them into loose 
thread, which she passed quickly to the thumb and forefinger of her right 
hand, moistening it with her tongue en route. With her right hand she 
both twisted the thread tighter and wound it on the distaff by clever 
manipulation of all five digits. Rapidly and skillfully she produced strong, 
even, linen thread. When the distaff became unwieldy, the thread could be 
wound on a spindle. With enough full spindles on hand the manufacturess 
was ready to begin weaving. 
 
 The usual product of the home loom was stout unbleached linen in 
strips about a meter wide and of any length the weaver desired. The loom 
itself was an upright structure so thin and unobtrusive that when not in 
use it might rest against a wall almost unnoticed by a visitor. When set 
out a little way from the wall and braced for use, it was something like a 
small, strong, quilting frame on edge. Once started at the loom it required 
only a few days for the skilled woman to complete a strip of linen long 
enough to make a pallet cover. A pallet is called “palyet” in Russian, and is 
just what the name implies – an individual mattress, used anywhere 
desired, without the necessity of a bed-frame or springs. When a new 
pallet is needed, the housewife doubled a twelve-foot length of 
homemade cloth so that the ends met, sewed up the sides, filled the 
resultant sack with well-fluffed-out broken flax, and sewed up the open 
end. After a little manipulation it became quite even and smooth, and a 
very comfortable bed. 
 
 Washing of clothes is done in two processes, soaping and rubbing in 
hot water at home, and rinsing and rubbing in cold water at the riverbank 
or, in the winter, through a hole cut in the ice. Although the result may 
please the eye, it used frequently to offend the nose because of the 
common use of fish-oil soap. 
 
 Bathing is a strenuous sport pursued by the village population with 
more avidity than the Americans thought possible. It is carried on in 
special bathhouses of two or more rooms, found in the yard of almost 
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every peasant family. The outer door leads to the entry, the next door to 
a hot undressing-room, and the inner door to a steaming inferno. Here is a 
small masonry stove, a cauldron of hot water, a barrel of ice water, a 
bench, several platforms of different altitudes, a number of beat copper 
or brass basins, a dipper and a lot of aromatic twigs bound in small 
bunches. Such is the grandfather of the “Russian bath” found in some of 
our own cities. After scrubbing thoroughly, and steaming almost to the 
point of dissolution on one of the higher platforms, a Russian will dive 
right out into a snowdrift and then go in and shake himself and put on his 
clothes and feel tip-top. An American would make his will and call the 
undertaker before following suit. In the summer there is considerable 
open-air river bathing, and the absence of bathing suits other than 
nature’s own is never given a thought. Men bathe at one point on the 
stream, and the women at another perhaps fifty or a hundred yards away. 
 
 On Sundays and holidays, even in those times of hardship following 
four years of war, the native dress of the northern people was seen in 
much of its former interesting beauty. The women and girls in full skirts, 
white, red or yellow waists with laced bodices of darker color, fancy 

  
Woman in fancy dress and North Russian peasants in nondescript garments. 

head-cloths and startling shawls, tempted the stares of the foreigner as 
they passed him on their way to church or to a dance. The men usually 
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contented themselves with their cleanest breeches, a pair of high boots 
of beautiful leather, an embroidered blouse button over the heart, a broad 
belt, and a woolly angora cap without a visor. Corsets and suspenders 
were quite absent. On weekdays and at work the dress of a North Russian 
peasant was by that time rather a nondescript collection of garments, 
often pitiful. In the winter the clothing problem was somewhat simplified 
because the four items of customary apparel common to all for out-of-
doors wear are made so durably that they last for years, and when worn 
out are replaced by others made right in the home. They are the padded 
overcoat of coarse cloth or light skins, the walinka (short boot) of felt or 
the long boot of fur, the parka – a fur greatcoat without frontal opening 
and with head covering attached, and the heavy knitted or fur mittens. 
 
 In the average peasant home there is little furniture, and the walls, 
floors, benches and tables are as a rule kept very clean, being frequently 
scrubbed with sand and water. In the house, women and children are 
habitually barefooted, and the men usually in stocking feet or barefooted. 
Sometimes chairs are found, but seldom bedsteads except in the larger 
homes. As a rule, each member of the family has a pallet, which is placed 
at night on the floor, on benches, on a shelf or the top of the great stove, 
or on a platform laid close up under the ceiling on beams extending from 
the stove to the opposite wall of the living room. The place on the stove 
is reserved first for the aged or the babies. The bedclothes consist of 
blankets, quilts and sometimes robes of skins. Some of the patchwork 
quilts are examples of wonderful needlework. In the daytime it is usual to 
see the pallets and rolls of bedding stored on the platform just 
mentioned, which is almost just over the low heavy door leading in from 
the outer hall to the main living room. 
 
The houses (photo on next page) themselves are built of smoothly 
squared pine logs, dovetailed at the corners. Windows are doubled, and 
the frames, as well as the trimmings and floors of the house, are of 
boards cut from logs by a two-man saw or a broad axe. All these northern 
farmers are skilled woodsmen, and many houses are built without the use 
of a nail or of any implement except an axe and a peavey pole. Cracks are 
tightly caulked with moss or flax. In North Russia the one-room house is 
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decidedly the exception, and because of the influence of the deep snows 
on the customs of the people a great many two-story houses are to be 
found. One large roof covers both the house and the barn. The second 
story of the barn can be used for stock, but is usually the mow or store-
room for hay, grain, cured meat and fish, nets and implements, and is 
approached by an inclined runway of logs up which the stocky little horses 
draw loaded wagons or sleds. The snow sometimes is so deep that the 
runway is unnecessary, the sled being hauled directly into the mow door. 
The mow is connected by a doorway to the second floor of the house, as 
is the stable or ground floor of the barn with the first floor of the house. 
 
 The central object in the whole house, and the most curious to an 
American, is the huge Russian stove (photo on next page). It is 
constructed of masonry – sometimes of a local clay – and is built before 
the partitions of the house are put in and before the walls are completed. 
In the larger houses there are two or more such stoves. Into each wall of 
the stove is set a firebox surrounded by a maze of air spaces and smoke-
passages. The fireplace in the kitchen wall of the stove is the oven. 
Surmounting all is a great chimney, which in two-story houses is made 
into a heating stove with one firebox for the upper rooms. When the 

Russian peasant’s home on the Vaga. The officer on the sled was ki lled after 
the picture was taken. Photographed January 6, 1919. 
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house is to be heated a little door is opened near the base of the chimney 
and a damper-plate is removed, so that the draft will be direct and the 
smoke escape freely into the chimney after quite a circuitous passage 
through the body of the stove. Then each heating firebox is furnished 
with blazing pine splinters and an armful of pinewood, and its sliding 
sheet-iron door closed. It is left alone for about an hour or until all the 
wood is burnt to a smokeless and gasless mass of hot coals and fine ash. 
The damper plate is then replaced, blocking the further escape of heat up 
the chimney, and the whole structure of the stove begins to radiate a 
gentle warmth. Except for the coldest of weather it is not necessary to 
renew the fire in such a stove until the next day, and one armful of wood 
is the standard fuel consumption at each firing of a firebox. The pinewood 
leaves so little ash that the ordinary stove does not require cleaning many 
times in a winter. 
 

 
The kitchen section of one of the big stoves. 
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 The oven is a large smooth-floored and vaulted opening with a little 
front porch roofed by a hood leading into the chimney. Here on baking 
days is built a fire, which is raked out when the walls and floor are well 
heated. Then the loaves and pastry are placed on the hot floor with a 
long-handled wooden paddle. The stored-up heat in the mass of masonry 
does a good job of baking. 
 
 The kitchen often contains also a low extension of the stove, 
covered by an iron plate. Here a separate fire is built and used only for 
boiling, broiling and frying. As there is not much food broiled or fried, and 
as soup and other boiled food is often allowed to simmer in stone jars in 
the oven, the iron-covered firebox is frequently found cold in the winter. 
It is handiest in summer. 
 
 The stove structure itself is variously contrived as to outward 
architecture, but always provides one or more benches or alcoves on the 
warm floors – which are comfortable bed spaces. The outer surface is 
smoothly cemented or even enameled. So large are these stoves that 
they extend into, or form part of the wall for, four or five different rooms. 
Room partitions are set in grooves left in the outer wall of the stove. 
 
 * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
The people of this North Country are shorter and stockier than the 
average American. The prevailing color of hair is dark brown. Their faces 
and hands are weather-beaten and wrinkle early. Despite their general 
cleanliness, they often look greasy and smell to high heaven because of 
their habit of anointing hair and skin with fats and oils, especially fish oil. 
Not all do this, but the practice is prevalent enough so that the fish oil 
and old fur odors are inescapable in any peasant community and cling for 
a long time to the clothing of any traveler who sojourns there be it ever 
so briefly. American soldiers in 1918-19 became so accustomed to this 
odor that they felt something intangible to be missing when they left the 
country, and it was some time before a curious Yank thought of the 
reason for this feeling. 
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 Prior to the World War, a young peasant woman who was unmarried 
at 22 was a teacher, a nun, or an old maid. The birth rate was high, and 
the death rate among babies not so low as in our proud America. Young 
families often remained under the grandfather’s rooftree until another 
house or two became absolutely necessary to accommodate the 
overflow. If through some natural series of events a young woman had a 
child without having been married by a priest, no great stir was made over 
it. That she was not thrown out of her family home was not consciously 
ascribed to charity of spirit, nor were the villagers conscious of anything 
broad or praiseworthy in their kindly attitude. The result was that the 
baby was loved and the mother was usually wed later to the father of her 
child, and happily at that. The North Russian villager is an assiduous 
gossip, but an incident of this kind received no more attention as an item 
of news than if its chronology had been thoroughly conventional by 
American standards. 
 
 Marriages are occasions of great feasting and rejoicing. Funerals also 
stir the whole community. Of the two occasions, the noise of the latter is 
the most nerve-racking. Births are quiet affairs, but the christening is 
quite a function, attended with a musical service, and its anniversaries are 
often celebrated as the “name-day” in preference to the birthday 
anniversaries. Everybody was born, but not everybody received such a 
fine name from such a fine family at such a beautiful service under the 
leadership of such an excellent priest, nor has everybody such wonderful 
godparents. 
 
 There are other enjoyable community gatherings, from the larger 
religious festivals down to the little neighborhood dances. The latter are 
most frequent in winter when the evenings are long, and are of necessity 
held in the large room of some patient man’s home. They often extend 
into the wee small hours, and make up in action what they lack in 
attendance. With the benches and doorways crowded with young and old, 
from four to eight couples at a time cavort upon the floor. Some of the 
dances are athletic marvels. The music is furnished by an accordion or a 
balalaika, or both. 
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 Yes, the North Russian peasant plays as well as works, and so keen is 
his enjoyment that he puts far more energy into the play. Because of his 
simple mode of existence it is necessary to overwork in normal times to 
obtain all the food, clothing, houses and utensils he cares to use. 
Ordinarily he is a quiet easy-going human. 
 
 Perhaps there is more sense of humor in the apparently phlegmatic 
passivity of the Russian than is suspected by those not acquainted with 
him. There is also a great timidity in it, for the Russian muzhik or 
christianik (peasant farmer) understands little beyond the traditions and 
experiences of his rather isolated village life. New things or threats of 
violent change do not greatly stimulate his initiative. But his sense of 
humor has in the past been his salvation, for it has enabled him to be 
patient and pleasant under conditions beyond his power to alter. Courtesy 
to an extent unknown in America marks his daily life. He is intelligent, and 
is resourceful to a degree, although not educated. It is unaccountable to 
the American mind that a people of such evident intelligence should be so 
lacking in curiosity, inventiveness and adventurous spirit. In fifteen 
generations their mechanical progress has been slight. In 1919 they were 
still using wooden ploughs faced with a single narrow strip of strap-iron. 
 
 Russians have been accused of being devious. No doubt they are, in 
a great many contacts. It is the only recourse they have as individuals or 
as village groups, either when oppressed or when faced with demands, 
which they resent or cannot understand. The peasants have never, in all 
the centuries of their history, been able to influence the policies of their 
central government or been prepared to protect themselves by their own 
armed force. The average North Russian is not dishonest in a personal 
way. He is sensitive, much as is a child. Naturally he does not willingly 
extend favors where he has been harshly or unjustly treated. 
 
 But he responds normally to friendliness and fair treatment. He will 
haul a load of food packages unguarded for many versts, and deliver 
every package safely in spite of his great hunger, because he is in charge 
of the shipment. He loves to haggle over a business deal, and may draw 
down a commission at both ends of it. He charges what he thinks the 
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traffic will bear. He will accept a “gift” any time for almost any purpose, 
and – like a child – without much sense of obligation. But he is also very 
apt to extend a gift to a friendly person for no evident reason. He loves 
to put things off until tomorrow, and an ordinary promise of immediate 
action means “when convenient.” His mental processes sometimes seem 
tinged with Orientalism. That is all part of his nature. His code developed 
with his mores; and with it, if undisturbed from without, he and his 
neighbors might live in peace until Judgment Day. 
 
 In their contacts with Americans of the Expeditionary Force the 
North Russians many times demonstrated their simple honesty toward 
those who had won their confidence. One occurrence will serve as an 
illustration. 
 
 An American lieutenant was in charge of a small detachment 
guarding a village at a danger point on the road between the Vologda 
Railway and the Onega front. In the night the village starosta came to him 
much troubled. A section of mounted Cossacks escorting a batch of 
Bolshevik prisoners had arrived to spend the rest of the night in the 
village. The men were hungry and so were the horses. The little “white 
guard” of the village had no extra rations, but the villagers would find 
some way to feed the men at least one good meal. The horse problem 
was the real trouble. There was little hay left in the village; the starosta 
did not dare seize any man’s hay under the circumstances without 
compensation; and did the Americans have any money from army funds 
to buy hay for army horses? The Americans did not, but British 
Headquarters in Archangel had an “imprest fund” against which chits 
could be written for just such emergencies. So the officer and the 
starosta went out and bought a few little sled-loads of hay and the officer 
gave the starosta a chit for the total purchase price and helped him sign 
the itemized claim form which had to be forwarded with the chit for 
collection at Headquarters. But here came the rub. The starosta and hay-
sellers feared the village might be captured before the chit could be 
cashed and the pay divided. So the lieutenant became popular by paying 
from his own pocket the few roubles involved, receiving the word of the 
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starosta that when the money in payment of the chit reached him from 
Headquarters he would forward it to the lieutenant. 
 
 Soon the Americans were sent to a distant post. Many weeks 
passed. The old starosta’s village was over-run by the enemy. People were 
killed. Families were scattered. The lieutenant came again to that area and 
with his men helped to stop the “Bolo” drive from the village toward the 
flank of the Railway Force. When the situation was again under control, 
and the lieutenant had returned to the forward headquarters of the 
Railway Force, a haggard, ragged, half-starved elderly Russian sought him 
out. Fumbling with trembling hands under his shirt, the old man brought 
out a little packet of paper roubles and placed it in the American’s hands 
with just one word, the name of his beloved village. Only then did the 
officer realize who stood before him. It was the starosta, so battered and 
changed as to be unrecognizable. The money was still tied and sealed as 
it had been when it came to him from Archangel just before the terrible 
attack on his village, fatal to so many of his relatives and friends. 
 
 In contrast, it must be admitted, there were found some characters 
not so molded by the slow and simple growth of northern civilization. 
Though few in comparison, they usurped a goodly place in the public eye, 
like tinsel trimmings in a show window. They loved to pose as an upper 
class, and to thrust themselves forward as minor members of local 
governments. While living well and showing signs of respectable wealth, 
they were often in debt. Expediency was their code; they sought graft 
and did not disdain blood money. They were indeed reminders of a type of 
person unfortunately not unknown in the United States. And throughout 
Russia that sort of wretch pitilessly betrayed many a good family into the 
bloody clutches of the Bolsheviks. 
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CHAPTER V 
 

Tribulations 
 

Obstacles: Native and Natural. 
 
 The Russian Army of the North was non-existent when the allies 
landed. All the soldiery previously in evidence had moved southward with 
the proceeds of the sack of Archangel and had joined the armies of the 
central soviet. The Allied Supreme Command in North Russia, then in the 
hands of the British General Poole, had every confidence that even if the 
Czechs did not get through to Archangel, the local citizens would flock to 
the allied standard in droves. Recruiting offices were opened in Archangel 
and invitations sent out to the various rural communities not under the 
Bolshevik rule. There were a large number of English officers waiting for 
pupils and many others waiting for commands. But conditions were such 
that it took several months, and assiduous spreading of the news that 
there were plenty of rations to be had, to assemble 2,500 Russian 
recruits in the Slavo-British Legion. 
 
 These “Slavo-Brits,” as they were called, never distinguished 
themselves in anything but eating. They failed in several places under fire, 
and were thereafter chiefly utilized as laborers and as valets for officers 
and horses. They were charged with having a mutinous spirit and with 
plotting to go over to the Bolsheviks. It is interesting to note that they 
were under British officers; that they were to a large extent renegades, 
prisoners captured from Bolshevik forces, and young refugees without 
other means of support; and that they were not fed the standard British 
ration. 
 
 In certain localities where the peasants had organized to resist the 
thievery and murder carried on by the Bolsheviks, there were little 
companies of good fighters, all volunteers from the surrounding villages. 
These were called “White Guards.” At first contact they always 
cooperated strongly with allied forces sent into their districts to help 
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them. Toward the American soldiers they maintained this cordial attitude 
throughout, but after the first few months they seemed not to care to 
have much to do with the other allied troops. Perhaps this is partly 
explained by the habit the Americans had of calling on the Russians to 
work with them instead of for them. Further explanation may be found in 
the practice by the allied headquarters of ordering district commanders to 
mobilize the manpower between the ages of 18 and 45 in their districts, 
and then ordering several hundred of these “mobilizats” to march to 
some distant district and to fight there where they had no personal 
interest and cared nothing for the land with the homes on it. (This 
practice was one reason for the failure of the Onega defenses in the 
summer of 1919. See Chapter IX.) The rural Russian knows only his own 
district, and he is so far from a feeling of nationalism that he cannot 
understand why he should fight for any home but his own and those of his 
life-long friends. Then, too, he cannot put his spirit into responding to 
demands he does not deem just, especially when made by foreigners. 
 
 When the allies found that they could not forge through to the 
south, they began to prepare for the winter on the various fronts (see 
Appendix D on blockhouses). The Provisional North Russian Government 
had made some progress toward assembling its own army. In the middle 
of the winter small units of this army began cooperating with the allies in 

various places, and as the 
winter drew to a close entire 
companies began to appear 
to relieve detachments of 
allied troops for a few days at 
a time. While most of the 
men in the North Russian 
army (photo at left) were 
drafted, and many of them 
had been merely refugees in 
Archangel, they were under 
Russian officers and made 

good troops as long as they were kept busy. Some of these Russian 
officers were old-timers who had drifted in from their hiding places, and 

"Men in the North Russian Army - April 11, 1919" 
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some of them had been trained in British and Russian schools for officers. 
However, between periods of activity, these troops had the non-
engrossing tasks of holding quiet posts or lines of supply. Consequently, 
their morale seemed to slump. 
 The same phenomena were observed among these units as among 
the White Guard. They exhibited fewer tendencies to friction with 
Americans than with other allies. At one time on the Dvina front only the 
presence of American troops prevented the Russians from making a 
concerted attack on a company of another nationality. After the 
American troops had left the country, certain districts were held by 
Russian troops under Russian officers but with a British staff over each 
district and British “observer” officers controlling the affairs of each 
detachment. These overseers caused resentment. In one district three 
Russian companies laid plans to let the Bolshevik forces through the first 
and second lines. Although discovered the day before it was to have been 
carried out, the plan was partially successful for two days, the enemy 
being driven from this foothold only by a series of strong counter attacks 
conducted by British and Russian troops. Subsequently, the ringleaders 
were shot by the Russian commander’s order. In another district five 
companies of another regiment quietly turned over their positions to the 
Bolsheviks (see Appendix B), handed over their British officers as 
prisoners, and then proceeded in part to vanish in the general direction of 
their farms, wives and babies. Some of them remained with the “Bolos.” 
 
 On the other hand, strong detachments of this same North Russian 
army, acting independently or with a minimum of allied control, made 
notable advances in several places against superior Bolshevik forces, and 
held their new ground consistently except where it was impossible to 
maintain their lines of supply. Some of the artillery units were especially 
good (photo on next page). Without the supplies and equipment obtained 
from the allies the North Russians could not maintain their army. The 
military advice and assistance given freely by the Allied Command was 
unquestionably valuable beyond reckoning. But these considerations were 
entirely neglected by the peasant soldiers who found themselves under 
unsympathetic leaders who did not understand or make allowance for 
their peculiar childlike yet subtle nature. Consequently it was not unusual 
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to find the natives, in or out of the army, slow to cooperate with the 
British who supplied their local sinews of war, and at the same time 
extending themselves to assist the Americans, who had merely treated 
them like home folks. 

 
"Some of the Russian artillery units – showing part of a battery of field artillery drawn up on 

the ice of the Dvina River for practice maneuvers. Trained by French officers.” 
Official, U.S. Signal Corps 

 
 It has been so difficult to visit this northern region in detail, that 
knowledge of it has been very scant and meager. Many reports were 
forwarded by United States agents to different departments of our 
government during the time the old Russia was disintegrating. But there 
was lack of liaison between departments, and a great disinclination to 
take advantage of the information thus accumulated. So the small body 
of American troops was surprised by orders to proceed to North Russia, 
since there was available for them no compilation of information 
concerning their theatre of operations. Just before they were withdrawn 
from Russia a small handbook was sent to the American field officers, but 
it was of such nature that it would not have been very valuable if it had 
been received before starting to Russia. 
 
 England, who has lived almost next door to North Russia throughout 
her history, and who established in the 16th century the first foreign 
trading post known in that country, seems to have been in similar 
difficulties. The detailed information regarding the roads, trails and 
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villages of the North Country, which filtered down as far as the English 
officers who controlled the various field operations of the expedition, 
turned out to be faulty or misleading. Thereby hang many tales that will 
be told over and over wherever veterans of that campaign are to be 
found. 
 
 At one stage in the southward advance of the little allied force along 
the torn-up Archangel-Vologda railway, further progress was blocked by a 
swamp, half a mile wide, thoroughly swept by Bolshevik machine-gun fire. 
The only direct approach to the enemy positions was along the railroad 
causeway. The maps of the British intelligence service showed a path 
around the swamp. An attempt to follow this path, with a map, a 
compass, an English intelligence officer, and a local Russian woodsman for 
guides, brought near disaster. The movement was at night by clear 
starlight, and when the four hundred Americans in the detachment had 
been led to the swimming point far out in a shallow lake, the leaders 
decided that something was wrong with the guides. That particular 
flanking party was all wet. American officers and men who had been 
woodsmen in northern Michigan extricated the column from its chilly 
position and led it back to rejoin the main body of troops along the 
railroad south of the swamp. It took weeks of scouting reconnaissance 
and battling effort to get around that swamp and rout the Bolsheviks 
from its southern banks. 
 
 The peculiar character of the lowlands of the north made it natural 
for early roads to follow streams. Indeed, at first they were only paths 
along stream banks. In the winter, with the streams frozen, sled travel is 
frequently transferred to the ice where fewer drifts are found. In the 
spring and autumn, cross-country roads and forest paths are often found 
to be swampy and well nigh impassable for vehicles. But in winter, unless 
the snow is too deep, some of these forest roads become very useful. 
However, they do not appear correctly on the map. 
 
 In the dead of winter, part of a battalion of our boys, with a few 
other troops, was holding an important village against very heavy 
pressure. In the village was a field hospital, and there were sick and 
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wounded Americans, British and North Russians being cared for by a unit 
of our medical and ambulance service. The Bolshevik attack became so 
fierce that the experienced British field officer in command of that area 
ordered the immediate evacuation of the village. “But,” said our officers, 
“we can’t pull out and leave all these fellows in the hospital to the 
enemy.” All knew that it meant sure death to the Russians and uncertain 
fate for the others. But the field officer replied, “You have your orders. 
Drop everything and get your troops out right now. Don’t stop for 
anything, or the whole force will be wiped out.” And he left forthwith. 
 
 The situation was indeed a tough one. The defense was 
outnumbered perhaps 20 to 1. In addition to the severe pressure on  the 
front, the Bolsheviks had placed reinforcements against both our flanks 

and were approaching our rear by 
two converging roads. The rear 
attacking forces were only a few 
miles away and were due to 
bivouac closer at nightfall, ready 
for what would undoubtedly be a 
successful drive at dawn. The 
map showed that the only way to 
safety was for our entire 
retreating force to be out of 
sight on cross-roads to the rear 
before the converging enemy 
forces came within a couple of 
miles of the village. But the 
Americans would not leave the 
sick and wounded. They had 
learned to scout the country 
(photo at left) around every 
position they occupied. And here 
they had found one of those 

strictly winter roads not shown on the maps. It was snowed over and 
unused but passable, and led for miles to the rear between the 
converging main roads. And what was just as valuable, our boys had made 

"Three American Scouts - Here you see them 
dressed in white robes which render them 
almost invisible as they make their way on 
patrol through the snowy woods." 
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friends with the local inhabitants, which the British were not always so 
successful in doing. 
 
 With shells bursting continually in the village, and amid the crackle 
and snap of machine-gun and rifle bullets, every man who could be spared 
from the line of defenders worked frantically to pack the hospital cases 
comfortably and securely on sleds, and to pack hospital supplies, food 
and ammunition. A stocky Russian pony was hitched to each sled, with 
fur-clad Russian drivers in charge of most of the sleds. And in the night, 
with an advance guard breaking the trail, the desperate cavalcade stole 
out from a villager’s back yard down a little lane and plunged into the 
depth of the woods. The remainder of the defenders followed in small 
columns as rapidly as they could be withdrawn without precipitating a 
close pursuit. 
 
 The march that followed is an epic – thirty miles through deep snow 
to safety. And this done by men who had already almost without sleep 
fought several days and nights of continuous defensive action! Thirty 
miles with the shortest possible halts for rest, food, and care of the sick 
and wounded! The woods road ran so close to one of the main roads that 
the chatter of the Bolsheviks could be plainly heard through the trees and 
across the silent snow. Occasionally a frosted tree would crack like a rifle 
shot in the night, causing a grim fear that perhaps a watchful enemy 
sentry had caught a glimpse of some part of the plodding column and was 
giving the alarm. Through a night and a day and another night they 
struggled onward. They reached their goal and joined their comrades at 
the next position of defense, without the loss of a single man during the 
retreat! A retreat without loss of organization, after being actually 
engaged with a greatly superior force, is a military achievement of note. 
And the maps said it could not be done! 
 
 Whenever our troops were associated for more than a few days with 
the natives in any district, they always found much information of value 
put at their disposal, and considerable of no value. On more than one 
occasion an American officer has been able to make a working map of a 
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large district by supplementing the patrol reports of his own men with the 
information given him by the natives living there. 
 
 Especially in maintaining lines of communication by forest and river 
roads out to distant fronts, the small numbers of troops available made it 
imperative that the officer responsible for any road have the full 
cooperation of the natives living in the villages along the route. It was 
necessary that the farmers’ families be kept from panic, so that they 
would keep right on living where they always had. On this factor 
depended the only possible transportation system and the only source of 
extra horses in an emergency. Warm houses for billeting troops at night 
were also of inestimable value in maintaining the efficiency of our small 
forces.1 Therefore, the officer whose men treated the natives along the 
lines of communication as if they were real people with a right to be on 
earth, deemed himself fortunate – for such a detachment needed never to 
feel uneasiness as to the attitude of the peasants. A single soldier or a 
very small patrol from such a unit could travel far, and spend each night 
in whatever village it found itself, without a thought of treachery, and 
being assisted at every turn by information and hospitality from the 
natives. 
 
 Members of a nationality or a detachment, which did not habitually 
meet courtesy with courtesy, and accept primitive living conditions with 
sympathetic understanding, found it difficult to travel alone among the 
natives of North Russia. This was not because they stood in direct danger 
of their lives, although some of them came to think that they did, for 
these natives do not possess that sort of animus, but they could not 
obtain horses, good lodging, or even tea, without friction, and correct 
information was never forthcoming for them. Thus they lacked the kindly 
warnings and advance information upon which others could depend, and 
their situation was always unsatisfactory and potentially dangerous. 

                                                
1 Billets were not always to be had. Some of the most bitterly fought parts of the campaign 
kept hundreds of men for days or weeks with no shelter except huts of pine boughs, rude log 
blockhouses, damp dugouts, or holes in snow-banks. Some of these temporary shelters were 
not so bad when one became accustomed to them. The worst features were wet feet and 
shaving in snow water. The men were usually so tired that they slept anywhere. 
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 As previously stated, the North Russian native is not the most 
satisfactory laborer. When some extensive piece of work had to be done 
for the allied forces, involving the use of much civilian labor, it was a 
problem to make progress. In the erection of large buildings, all axe and 
saw work was done with skill if not with speed by men who had been 
raised from babyhood with these tools as playthings. But when it came to 
digging or clearing stump land for aero plane landing fields (photo below), 

or any general “policing” of a town or clearing, it became necessary to 
hire men and women both; and to pay the men twice as much as the 
women to watch the latter work. The men thought they were earning 
their pay; but as women do most of the backbreaking stooping work in 
North Russia, they just naturally caught on to the job and worked all 
around the men. It is not exactly a matter of pride on the part of the 
man, which keeps him from taking a praise-worthy part in certain kinds of 
work. He has never learned, and is not so constituted that he can learn 
quickly. He will work and sweat himself to exhaustion day after day in 
raising a house, running a locomotive, cradling grain, playing an accordion 
or performing a folk dance. It is in his blood. His earliest known ancestor 
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did these things, except for the locomotive, and it is doubtful if the 
modus operandi has changed much in half a millennium. 
 

Money and Exchange. 
 
 Except as a curiosity, Russian metal coins were not seen by the allied 
forces in North Russia. When the Americans landed they were met by 
small boys with sheets of Archangel money under their arms. For an 
English pound note the soldier could buy as much as a hundred roubles 
worth of this paper. Although this practice was stopped in a few days, 
there was no time during the period of the expedition when the value of 
Russian money was not speculative. 
 
 The bulk of the paper money encountered was of four sorts: 
“Nikolai” currency issued under the regime of the Czar, “Kerensky” paper, 
local Archangel Government currency and small bonds, and British-
guaranteed “North Russian” currency issued after the armistice. When this 
issue came out, all the other issues were called “old Russian roubles.” 
Because of the enormous number of counterfeits, largely Bolshevik, the 
Kerensky currency of less than 500 roubles denomination was soon 
declared dead and was retired from circulation by the simple expedient of 
allied refusal to accept it for supplies, all of which came from allied 
sources. 
 
 Except during the first month and the closing weeks of the 
expedition, the money market was not entirely “open.” It was regulated 
by certain published rates of exchange, and because of allied control over 
supplies the rates could not vary greatly from those published by 
Headquarters. At first the Kerensky, Nikolai and Archangel currencies 
were all quoted at 48 roubles per pound sterling. Then they went to 56. 
At this stage the new English-guaranteed North Russian paper put in its 
appearance at 40 to the pound sterling, and soon the old roubles were 
arbitrarily marked up to 64, then up to 72, and finally up to 80 roubles 
per pound sterling, the official rate quoted up to the evacuation. In this 
process of crowding the old issues out of the market, a couple of weeks 
advance notice was given of the date of each drop in official rates, during 
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which period of grace persons might exchange old roubles for North 
Russian roubles at the current rates at certain agencies in Archangel. Each 
drop worked a hardship on soldiers in the field, who had not sufficient 
advance notice or who could not reach the exchange agencies. 
 
 At one time, also, all Archangel paper was called in to be officially 
rubber-stamped by the fiscal agent – an Archangel bank – and an early 
final date set after which no money would be stamped and no unstamped 
Archangel money would be accepted. At another time all unstamped old 
currency, i.e., Nikolai and Kerensky issues, was called in to be perforated 
before a certain date, after which unperforated money of these two sorts 
would be dead. Soon all small denominations of Kerensky currency 
(whether perforated or not) were proclaimed dead. Then it was ruled that 
unperforated Nikolai currency would again be accepted. Meanwhile, 
speculators had bought unperforated Nikolai money for a song all over the 
north, and it is suspected that most of it came into certain “wise” hands. 
During the summer of 1919 it came out at a high price, being sold to 
people who were evacuating to South Russia where Archangel and North 
Russian money could not be used. This Nikolai money (photo below)2 was 

 

                                                
2 Editor’s Note: “1909 25 ruble note with a portrait of Czar Alexander III (1881-1894), father 
of the then reigning Czar, Nicholas II (1894-1917).” Photo and description are from 
http://www.library.yale.edu/slavic/coins/html/paper_banknotes/2001.87.364.html 
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quoted as high as 60 roubles to the pound sterling. It must be 
remembered that the English pound had depreciated in the meantime. 
Kerensky currency quietly disappeared; persons who had been loaded with 
it during the winter spent moderately of Archangel and North Russian 
roubles in the spring and summer. If the allied occupation had lasted a few 
months longer it would not have been surprising to see an official 
resumption of the use of small Kerensky issues after a certain scrutiny for 
detectable counterfeits. This would have meant another bonanza for 
speculators. As the people at large never know much about how or when 
these changes of monetary policy were to take place, they naturally laid 
much of the speculation – for which they had to pay – at the door of the 
Allied Supreme Command. 
 
 During the first month of the allied occupation, before the money 
market had been brought under some semblance of control, the exchange 
connections between Archangel and the banks in England were so 
trustingly inelastic that large sums were made simply by selling English or 
American credit for roubles in the open market and then going 
immediately to a local bank and buying a draft on England at the official 
rate and sending the draft by mail or courier for collection and deposit. 
 
 During the summer of 1919 the money market became a violent 
wonder. On one day a person could not obtain 250 old roubles for 100 
North Russian roubles, and a day or so later he would be importuned to 
part with his North Russian roubles (photos below)3 at the rate of 100 for 
 

  

                                                
3 Editor’s Note: North Russia Archangel Government 25 Rubles ND 1918. Photo was found on 
Google via http://currency.ha.com). 



 82 

300 of the old issues. Perhaps someone desired to buy English exchange 
(to be had at that time only for the guaranteed paper), or had discovered 
a store of goods on a newly arrived ship which could only be bought with 
English money or its official equivalent, North Russian currency. There was 
so great a demand of this sort, and also for Nikolai currency for use in 
south Russia that the Archangel Government Bonds and currency slumped 
heavily in the market, although the official rate was still quoted at 80 
roubles to the pound sterling. Neither the soldiers nor the Russians saw 
any justice in this, because when they had need of English credit or goods 
they could buy them only with guaranteed currency or English money, 
which cost in the market as high as 125 old roubles per pound sterling. 
While if they had North Russian currency which they wished to turn in for 
redemption, they best they could get for it was eighty old roubles for 
each pound sterling, or each forty roubles of North Russian currency. 
Likewise, although the English government had its printed guarantee of 
redemption at 40 roubles to the pound on all the North Russian currency, 
when it was called in by a branch of the Bank of England temporarily 
established at Archangel, one per cent exchange was charged for 
redeeming this money on drafts on England. And when North Russian 
currency was taken to the Bank of England for redemption, that 
institution charged one and one-half per cent exchange. 
 
 American money brought in by crews of naval and freight vessels, 
changed hands rapidly, but on narrower margins. Ten North Russian 
roubles to the dollar was the ordinary price. It was desired chiefly by 
people about to leave Archangel. An added factor in the confusion was 
the great rise in price of the American dollar in terms of the “unalterable 
British pound sterling.” When the North Russian currency first appeared at 
40 roubles to the pound sterling, a rouble was worth 12.15¢, as United 
States paymasters quoted the pound at $4.86. (All troops of the 
expedition were paid in terms of British money, translated for local use 
into roubles at the official rate of exchange.) Shortly the dollar rose in 
value so that the pound meant only $4.76, then $4.625, $4.37, $4.30, 
and $4.21 in rapid succession, the guaranteed rouble following, as a 
matter of course, down to 10 ½ cents in our money. 
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 It is interesting to note in this connection that the traders in 
Archangel took it for granted that it was fine business for the Americans 
to pay no more than $4.21 for an English pound note, but could not 
understand why the Americans at the same time demanded ten North 
Russian roubles for a dollar bill when formerly they were satisfied with 
eight and a half or nine. 
 
 Because American soldiers’ pay was drawn in terms of pounds, 
equivalent at a set monthly rate to so many dollars and cents, and they 
could not cash it in dollars before the bottom had dropped out of the 
English money market, they felt injured; especially as they were risking 
their lives for a monthly pay not as large as the weekly pay of the most 
humble worker who had been selected to remain at home and assist the 
war industries. Thousands of American soldiers lost from 14% to 25% on 
their paychecks. 
 
A Word About Mail. 
 

 The American troops in North Russia were not blessed with rapid or 
frequent mail service. From four weeks to three months elapsed between 
the date of mailing a letter in the United States and its delivery to the 
soldier in North Russia. Sometimes ignorant postal clerks, who sent North 
Russian mail to France or Vladivostok, caused delay or loss. There were 
different regulations about mail addressed to North Russian forces than 
about mail to France, but many postmasters did not recognize this fact 
and refused to accept mail which was really entitled to unhindered 
passage. At least one shipment of several score sacks of mail sank in the 
ocean. Occasionally some American mail was left lying for a time in 
Murmansk by the British, when it should have been forwarded to 
Archangel. Such episodes gave rise to some courteous correspondence 
between American and British headquarters. 
 
 Not only were incoming mails delayed and infrequent, but also many 
slips lay between the arrival of mail at Archangel and its delivery to 
distant fronts. Sometimes attempts to deliver by aeroplane resulted in 
the mail sacks being dropped in the tangled forest or swamp a mile or two 
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from the front and never found. At times, after many delays a sled 
convoy would struggle through with a few mail bags securely packed over 
with heavy supplies which had to be checked in before the mail could be 
reached. The results were ludicrous. A fruit cake and half-pound tin of 
tobacco trustingly consigned to the mail by a fond mother might be so 
crushed and crumbled together that little of the cake could be eaten and 
little of the tobacco could be smoked. But such incidents were merely 
cussed at and laughed at, and the next letter home expressed thanks and 
appreciation just the same. 
 
 During the frozen period, when even the strongest icebreakers could 
not force a way into Archangel harbor, the mail necessarily came in by 
way of Murmansk. It was taken down the Murmansk railway to Kem or 
Kandalaksha, and then by sled across to Archangel. The difficulties 
encountered were such that this trip could not be made often, so 
between Christmas and April mail was more often wished for than 
received. 
 
 Many of the Americans came to believe that their own mail stood 
small chance of getting out to the States. It was a discouragement to the 
idea of writing. Then there were the confusing strict censorship rules, 
which left men who had not a large letter-writing experience rather 
helpless; such men were unable to think of much to say outside of the 
forbidden subjects. When during the winter a few newspapers filtered in 
bearing more or less truthful accounts of the location and movements of 
these very men, they were intensely disgusted because they were not 
permitted to write such things home. They wondered why, but never 
found out. If a man’s only mail after weeks of waiting was a pair of 
whining letters from the girl he left behind, and a third from a friend how 
the same girl was running around gaily with a slacker who had a fifteen-
dollar-a-day job, that man had to be an extraordinary character not to 
become bitter. A bitter man is not a good soldier, and he does not feel 
like writing the sort of letter that will relieve the worry of the folks at 
home. Mail difficulties were a source of irritation, magnified because of 
the small number of the troops and the loneliness and isolation of the 
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various small detachments. Strangely enough, the censorship of mail was 
practiced until the very end of the expedition. 
 
Maintaining Morale. 
 
 Wherever men are assembled together there is bound to be talk. 
Soldiers are quite human. If amusement is furnished for the hours not 
devoted to active military work, their talk will not often develop a 
tendency to lower the morale of men who are not already casehardened. 

As there were among the 
National Army troops in 
North Russia only a small 
percentage of men so 
impervious to external 
influences that they could 
remain forever happy and 
undisturbed no matter what 
happened, company and 
platoon commanders faced 
the long winter of 1918-
1919 with varied antici-
patory tremors of soul. All 
agreed that the facilities 
organized by the Red Cross, 
Y.M.C.A. and Y.W.C.A. 
(photo at left) should be 

utilized to the utmost, and experience showed the wisdom of the idea. 
 
 These organizations supplied stationery, reading matter, 
supplementary issues of food, tobacco and candies, moving pictures, 
phonographs, game paraphernalia, meeting places and religious services 
when chaplains were not available. The carried their welcome help to the 
men in many places by train, wagon, sled, boat and on foot. Such is 
soldier-nature that for the few places those agencies did not reach, and 
for the times they did not arrive, more criticism was heard than praise for 
the great and often heroic work done. If it had not been for these 
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organizations there would have been fewer men left to return to America 
in the summer of 1919, and those who did return would have been in 
poorer condition. 
 
 Classes were organized in different units where possible, in 
languages, history and literature, and in economics, in addition to the 
usual schools for the soldier and for non-commissioned officers. Games 
and field days, theatricals, dances and “sings” were not missing. Some 
units had considerable practice in snow shoeing and skiing. Probably the 
most fascinating pastime among the men scattered in small groups in 
lonely outposts along the lines of communication was competitive 
practice in small-arms firing – rifle, pistol, automatic rifle and rifle grenade. 
 
 The rifle used was a long Russian rifle, cheaply manufactured and of 
low efficiency compared to the American rifle the men had fired on the 
range at training camp. While the boys soon learned not to put too much 
reliance on its absolute accuracy in a pinch, still the poor quality of the 
arm did not discourage them overmuch because they knew that the 
Bolsheviks used the same kind of rifle, and as a rule did not use it very 
well. 
 
 While Archangel always held a small proportion of the American 
forces, almost everyone except the men of the Supply Company had 
some front line or line of communication experience during the winter. 
The men in Archangel had plenty of tiresome guard duty, but they also 
had some of the larger amusements which could not be had elsewhere. 
These things served to prevent to a great degree the deadly effects of 
that monotony which works on the average man in the long cold north 
winters. 
 
 A great deal of sob stuff and some ugly stories reached the 
Americans in North Russia in belated press clippings from the States. 
Seeing it in their own favorite newspapers, many of the men believed 
much of it without looking around them to see what their actual condition 
was. Some terribly depressing tales slipped through the censor from 
spineless crybabies of both high rank and low, or were written offhand by 
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some of the correspondents who had visited the north and had gone 
again before the winter could shut them in. War is not fought in a 
comfortable parlor or clubroom. Yet some of the stories printed by the 
American press and sent back to the A.E.F. North Russia seemed to 
lament that fact in such insidious manner as to furnish the most 
formidable foe to morale with which the troops had to cope during their 
whole stay in Russia. The Americans only laughed at Bolshevik 
propaganda, which they could recognize. To the statement that the 
Bolsheviks would bring in an army of a million men against Archangel, they 
replied, “Let ‘em come, the bigger the crowd the faster we can mow ‘em 
down.” 
 
 But when a man’s own home paper, instead of printing paragraphs of 
manly encouragement, filled its columns with overdrawn and largely 
untruthful word pictures of hardship – coupled with fervid appeals to 
Congress to “get our boys out of Russia,” – how was that man to keep his 
morale at a high standard? He knew that no American either starved or 
froze to death. He knew that (except for the execrable “Boot” that Sir 
Ernest Shackleton dreamed into existence) he himself possessed more 
warm clothing than he liked to carry around with him. But not a few of 
him forgot all this in a wave of self-pity when some yellow press notice 
with a sob in it came to hand. Fortunately for the honor of the United 
States a large majority of the men and officers never forgot for a single 
moment that true Americans and loyal soldiers stick to their jobs until 
properly relieved. And every man stuck. 
 
 A description of “Shackleton’s dream” (photo on next page) may be 
a relieving interpolation here. The “boot” was a white canvas sack, the 
bottom of which was a hard and heavy piece of leather shaped a little like 
the sole of a large boot. This sole might as well have been a board or a 
piece of steel, for it had no pliability. Encasing his feet in several pairs of 
socks, the outer one of knee length, the disgusted soldier thrust them 
into a pair of these rudderless skates and fastened each of them with a 
pair of criss-crossing canvas tapes ending in a bow-knot just under each 
knee. 
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 No doubt such a piece of footgear had its uses where there was 
nothing to walk in or on but snow of exactly the proper depth. But too 
often our boys had to walk on ice, or on packed snow, or under other 
conditions for which the boots were not fitted. They suffered no longer 
than they absolutely had to, for they learned faster than Shackleton did, 
that the northerners had devised footgear a thousand times better for 
use in that part of the north. And they proceeded to cast aside the 
“nosebags,” as some called them, and don native boots of felt or fur as 
fast as such boots could be obtained. Some were purchased, some 
bartered, and some appropriated from dead “Bolos” (photo above right). 
 
 Most of the morale-breaking arguments emanating from the United 
States could be grouped under two related questions: “The war is over, 
why fight? And “We are not at war with Russia, why keep our soldiers 
there?” The blatant pro-Bolshevism, ignorance and disloyalty that the 
government displayed by those speakers and writers who kept harping on 
those questions were lamentable indeed, but not any more so than the 
depression thus caused among the allied troops who at the time of the 
armistice found themselves in North Russia, having gone there for 

“The boot that Sir Ernest Shackleton 
dreamed” – These men in a front line signal 
corps dugout are wearing them.  Sort of a 
canvas nosebag with slippery rigid bottoms, 
tied on over three pair of sox with canvas 
winding strings.  Almost impossible to walk 
with them a beaten path or thin snow. 
 Below: “One source of felt boot.” 
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purposes already outlined. They did not know all the reasons, but they 
knew they were not there to make war on Russia as a country. 
 
 The American troops at the time of the armistice and afterwards 
were strictly on the defensive, but they could not be withdrawn 
immediately. The ice was nine feet thick in Archangel harbor. They had to 
fight when attacked, and no complaint was heard when that happened. 
The agitation at home could not hasten the withdrawal of the Americans, 
but it did affect their spirits and add very greatly to the work of those 
responsible for maintaining morale. Persons and publications in the United 
States expressing sentiments tending to undermine the morale of the 
people or the army of the United States are directly subversive, even 
treasonable, and should be recognized and dealt with as such. 
 
 Every red-blooded American should be proud that, in spite of 
isolation, monotony, wet and cold, a diet unattractive although 
nourishing, uncomfortable quarters, dispiriting comment from home, and 
service under a foreign command, no American detachment during that 
year in North Russia placed its personal convenience before its duty. 
 
Taps. 
 Starting at a point on the Dvina River about 225 miles southeast of 

Archangel, and drawing a line 
westward to the Vaga fifty miles from 
its mouth, then northwest to the 
railway 110 miles south of Archangel, 
then west to the Onega River and 
across to the Murmansk Railway south 
of Kem, we may establish roughly the 
southern boundary of the immense 
territory over which the slender 
American forces were scattered, and 
which was dotted with their dead 
(photo at left). Fortunately during the 

sledding season some of those killed at various fronts could be brought 
back to Archangel and laid beside the three score who had died there of 
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the flu. But when the American troops went home from this North 
Country, they carried with them memories of many an isolated grave 
(photo below at left) over which a constant requiem might be sounded 
forever by wandering winds and whispering pines. The funerals near the 
fighting fronts (photo below at right) were necessarily simple, quiet, even 
hurried, ceremonies – conducted by the company commander or other 
available officer – but were nonetheless impressive. 

  
“Isolated grave”                       “Simple funera l near the front” 

 
 Funerals at Archangel were more elaborate. The description of one 
(photos on next two pages) will suffice, with small variations, for most 
held there. This is the funeral of a lieutenant who died of wounds received 
during a display of quiet heroism, which saved a military situation and won 
for him the Congressional Medal. Starting from the Convalescent Hospital 
grounds, the hearse (a native cart) was preceded by the Regimental Band 
and an armed escort of a platoon. The following party consisted of 
French, English and American officers and the American consul, and a 
section of French soldiers. 
 
 To the measured rhythm of muffled drumbeats alternating with the 
funeral march beautifully played at intervals, the military procession 
passed between crowds on either side of the street. The flag-covered 
coffin in the open cart was saluted continuously by soldiers, marines and 
sailors of several nations, and greeted by Russian civilians with bared 
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heads and in many, many cases with prayer-bowed head or the sign of the 
cross, or both. 
 

 
Funera l March at Archangel – Official , U.S. Signal Corps 

 
 After a march of something over a mile, the grave was reached in 
the allied cemetery east of the north end of Archangel. In a burst of 
sunshine a square was formed by the troops, officers and civilians, and 
the burial service was read by the regimental chaplain. When the casket 
had been lowered into the ground by six of the hero’s brother officers, 
the soldier’s most solemnly sweet melody, “Taps,” his final earthly 
farewell, was blown by the Headquarters bugler while all else was silent 
save for the faint hum of the motors of the aero planes, which paid the 
last tribute of the Air Service by circling overhead during the entire 
ceremony. 
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Funera l at Archangel – Al lied Cemetery – Official , U.S. Signal Corps 

 

 During the filling of the grave the troops marched off, led by the 
band at quick step, while the officers lingered for a few moments to view, 
for the last time for some of them, the northern resting place of their 
recent comrades, men and officers, soldiers all and faithful to the earthly 
end. 
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CHAPTER VI 
 

Joys 
 
 No group of healthy men in any part of the world is devoid of the 
play spirit. No matter how burdensome may be the circumstances of daily 
life, there are inevitably moments of keen pleasure. These may be due to 
some unexpected beauty suddenly encountered, but are more usually 
derived from the humor or interest of an unusual combination of ordinary 
circumstances. In the North Country the American soldier found many 
very ordinary circumstances that were new to him because he was a 
newcomer. He usually took a zestful interest in his odd experiences and 
often really enjoyed them. He frequently spent his few spare moments in 
the day helping some native with her chores. “Her” is the proper word, for 
the men of the farmer families were either in the army, driving transport, 
working in warehouse areas, or old and crippled. Few able-bodied men 
were to be found at home in any village unless on furlough or connected 
with the common job of the peasants – keeping the Bolos out of the 
district. 

 The daily chores faced by every village family alike were getting in  

  
“Getting in the water for household use.” 

the wood and water. From the piles of logs in the back yard someone had 
to keep a supply chopped and split, and piled in out of the snow ready for 
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use. And the water had to be brought from the river. It was carried in 
buckets swung on a wooden shoulder-yoke, or hauled in a tub on a hand 
sled. The American boys good-humoredly did many a stint of chopping 
and carrying for the women or children who “back home” would not have 
been burdened with such heavy labor. 
 
 In some of the homes where they were billeted for a time, the 
“Amerikanskie” had an opportunity to observe and occasionally to help 
with the primitive home industries. Flax had to be broken, spinning done, 
spindles wound and cloth woven. Some of the men brought back with 
them as gifts useful articles they had seen made by these simple 
peasants. 
 
 As might be expected, the art of knitting was a common 
accomplishment among the women. Soldiers wore out their socks, and 
those who happened to be billeted in a home where there was a famous 
knitter, perhaps the grandmother, found excellent use for the worn-out 
pedal muffs originally distributed by the Red Cross. When a soldier gave a 
“dama” or “mama” his holey socks she would unravel the lot completely 
and knit half the yarn into new articles for him. The favorite request of 
such fortunate soldiers was for “one-finger mittens,” with separated 
cover for the forefinger as well as for the thumb. These were worn inside 
the big leather, fur or canvas mittens, so that the latter could be cast off 
quickly and still leave the hands warmly covered for the handling of arms 
or tools – a valuable advantage in temperatures averaging twenty-five 
degrees below zero. 
 
 In some of the villages ancient tailors and cobblers were found 
sitting cross-legged on their broad benches under windows that could but 
dimly light their work. Not a little patronage came their way when the 
soldiers discovered what an amount of skillful handiwork was cheerfully 
rendered in trade for a few cigarettes or part of a can of American 
tobacco. 
 
 Our boys, so far from home, appreciated the native hospitality and 
were careful to do no unnecessary harm to the peasants and their 
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property. They were in the habit of “policing” the rooms of the homes in 
which they were billeted. Many a time they shared their rations and 
cigarettes with their hosts. 
 
 Our lines of communication were guarded by small detachments 
quartered in strategic villages wherever possible. Patrols were sent from 
these points to keep the road and the nearby country under constant 
surveillance. But they were too few to do a thorough job of it. Warning of 
an impending raid was often received from some North Russian who felt 
that the American boys were treating his neighbors with respect and 
consideration. 
 
 Sometimes in the winter American scouts were required to make 
long trips by sled in territory unfamiliar to them, with the driver a Russian 
boy. They never feared to stop for tea or exchange of horses in any 
village not occupied by enemy troops. They were always courteously 
received and given a fresh horse, if needed, in place of a tired one. 
 
 Nor were the instances of welcome cooperation confined to non-
combatants. It was the crew of a Russian battery of “seventy-fives” (see 
photo on page 73) who lived, ate and slept around their guns for eight 
days and nights without relief, springing into action in a few seconds at 
any call. They saved a company of American soldiers with whom they 
were working when the little detachment of Russians and Americans were 
cut off and surrounded by almost exactly ten times their number of the 
enemy. In return, American Lewis-gunners saved the artillery from being 
engulfed by the enemy’s rear attack. It is not surprising to find cordial 
relations after such experiences. 
 
 Humor often rode the shoulder of Hard Work. For a matter of several 
weeks, in weather more than twenty below, three American soldiers were 
responsible for the patrol of seven versts of trail leading from a certain 
village toward the Bolo positions on the flank. One or all of them made 
this distance and return three times or more in each twenty-four hours, to 
inspect a cross-trail and rest-shack which the enemy patrols would use if 
they came in that direction. Their plan was to leave the snow undisturbed 
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everywhere except on the forest path necessarily traveled by themselves, 
so that any other tracks could be easily detected and proper action 
taken. One day there were suspicious signs and one of the men tramped a 
circle at a distance around the shack to inspect it from all sides. Satisfied 
that all was safe, he returned to the village. Next morning before daylight, 
another one of the trios made the patrol and saw what he thought were 
many tracks around the shack, some seeming to enter the doorway. He 
decided that an enemy patrol had been that way and possibly rested 
there during the night. So he made himself as inconspicuous in the gloom 
as possible, and proceeded to carry out the standing orders to burn any 
rest-shack if the enemy had used it. After a cautious reconnaissance had 
established the fact that no enemy patrol was then in the shack, the 
energetic soldier piled some birch bark in a corner, and in his own words, 
“let her go.” His pals soon named him “Fire-bug,” because by daylight the 
next scout found that the single track made by the previous patrol had 
been investigated by one or more of the huge white Northland rabbits 
whose feet, when they travel slowly in soft snow, make a series of holes 
similar – at a little distance – to the misshapen tracks of a man wearing 
Russian walinkas (felt boots). These rabbits evidently were so curious 
about Americans that they had followed the first circular trail and 
paralleled it, swerved from it and rejoined it, until only by daylight could 
anyone be sure that men had not visited the shack. 
 
 This patrol, as well as many others, traveled the narrow winding, 
uneven forest trails on low slender sleds, each drawn by a stocky Russian 
pony driven by a native. He was quite apt to be a whirlwind of a driver 
volunteering or chosen from among the available boys or women of the 
nearest village. Often the snow-laden trees would be interlaced over the 
trail, so that the sled traveled in a wonderful crystal, gray, green and 
golden tunnel with the filtering beams of sunlight ahead of it, a mist of 
disturbed snow behind it, and no sound except from occasional contact of 
sled with tree trunk, or from such wild birds as might be put to flight. 
Occasionally a patrol would bring in a rabchik (Russian quail) or a fifteen-
pound wild turkey, and then the lucky man and his partner would have a 
feast. Fox, wolf and elk tracks were seen, but almost never the animals 
themselves. If there seemed a fair chance of capturing a wild animal, a 
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group of Americans off duty would put as much enthusiasm into the 
effort as would so many young boys. 
 
 Their varied experiences gave the men on lonely outposts and on 
front line duty a little vaudeville of their own, which most of them 
appreciated from one angle or another, and which served to break the 
monotony of Arctic existence. Welcome entertainment came from writing 
letters, occasionally receiving mail, and reading every last word of the 
American Sentinel, a four-page weekly printed and distributed by the Red 
Cross, and sometimes concocting contributions to its columns. Most 
often referred to of all the items which appeared in the American Sentinel, 
was a soldier’s description in verse of his impressions of Russia. It ran: 
  
When the Lord was designing Creation 
And laying out oceans and lands, 
With never an hour’s relaxation 
Or a moment to spit on His hands, 
 
As anyone will in a hurry, 
He let things go by now and then, 
In all the excitement and worry, 
That He should have done over again. 
 
So rather than mess up the outfit 
He saved every blunder and blob 
And laid it aside in the ocean 
To use at the end of the job. 
 
On the sixth afternoon of His contract, 
His bonus expiring that day, 
He bailed out the dregs of creation 
And shoved all the litter away, 
 
And scrapped all the wreckage and tailing 
And the leavings and scum of the lump, 
And He made on the shores of the Arctic 
A great International Dump. 
 
He rushed the thing through in a hurry; 
And because of the rush He was in 

He dubbed the locality “Russia,” 
And Russia it always has been. 
 
Then, feeling blue and sarcastic 
Because it was Saturday night, 
He picked out the worst of all corners 
And called it Archangel for spite. 
 
It’s there they do everything backwards 
And the mud doesn’t dry between rains, 
There money and sawdust are plenty 
And thieving more common than brains. 
 
It’s the land of Nyet nitchyevo dah-dah, 
Of herring and mud-colored crows; 
But the strongest impression of Russia 
Gets into one’s head through the nose. 
 
It’s the land of the infernal odor, 
The land of the fish-oily smell. 
The average United States soldier 
Would rather be quartered in – Well, 
 
It’s back to the States for “yours truly,” 
And I’m not wishing any one ill, 
But Russia can hang for all I care, 
And truly I think that she will. 
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 The scholar likes to think that there is nothing that cannot be fully 
and clearly described in words of the English language. Yet there is one 
phenomenon often seen by our soldiers in North Russia in the winter, 
which perhaps has never been so described as to bring to the mind of one 
who has not seen it an effectual conception of its action and beauty. This 
is the aurora borealis. It has action and movement, very rapid and 
sometimes very symmetrical. It has color, every color and shade of color. 
It shows in broad sheets of light; in spires, fingers, beams and broad 
shafts of light lengthening and shortening, waving and steadily advancing; 
and in filmy veils of light, winding and drifting, weaving in and out among 
the beams, glowing and fading. All of these forms and shapes constantly 
vary in color, shade and intensity as well as in position. The direction of 
movement is usually from east to west, but contrary to some published 
reports, movement sometimes seems to be definitely from the western 
edge of the field of light toward the center, although seldom passing the 
north toward the east. At times serried ranks of light-beams advance at 
once from the east and from west and mingle at the north line, diffusing 
and mounting clear past the zenith in a wonderful confusion of form and 
color. On the coldest moonless nights the aurora has been seen to fill the 
sky from southeast to southwest and from the northern horizon to a 
point forty-five degrees southward from the zenith. By the use of 
perfected color photography the acme of beauty in a motion picture will 
be reached when a perfect film has been taken of the aurora borealis at 
the Arctic Circle at one a.m. on some moonless winter night. 
 
 Not all the interests of the men of the A.E.F. North Russia, however, 
had to do with native customs, forest trails and the wonders of the land 
and sky. Never would such a light of satisfaction and happiness shine in 
the eyes of these soldiers in the north as during the progress of a 
skirmish and for a few days thereafter. Many of these soldiers are 
grandsons or great-grandsons of men who had plenty of experience in 
Indian warfare, and must have inherited a joyful aptitude at outguessing 
an elusive enemy at his own game. 
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 Up rivers, down railroads, across country, through woods, swamps 
and open land went these Americans; sometimes surrounded, often out- 

 
"A platoon moving to the front down the railroad. 

This column came under enemy fire just beyond the curve seen in the near distance." 
flanked, usually without support or reserves, always outnumbered. Guerilla 
warfare it was throughout, and many are the joyful tales of successful 
action in desperate situations. Our men did not always realize when an 
action was unsuccessful, because they simply went at their task again in 
another way and paid no attention to assembling the story of it until the 
enemy had been induced to leave them in comparative quiet for the time 
being. The men of one company who were called on to complete the final 
stage of a seven-mile advance, contested all the way, have had many a 
laugh over some of the little things that happened then. The drive was 
made at daybreak one morning. Several streams and swamps were 
crossed – “impassable” was the adjective applied to them in a preliminary 
report – and it is related as a solemn fact that not a man can tell how he 
got through or across. There were five companies of the enemy opposing 
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the final advance, and rifle and machine-gun fire was almost continuous, 
but the enemy finally decided to leave the wood-piled clearing, which was 
the objective. The Americans swept on through the eight hundred yards 
of clearing and into the woods beyond. The clearing was consolidated for 
defense soon after seven that morning. Not until then did one platoon 
commander realize they he had made the entire advance carrying a stick 
so huge that his fingers would not close around it, and that his sergeant – 
one of the finest Jewish gentlemen that ever lived – had stumbled and 
struggled the entire wet distance without removing either hand from the 
opposite sleeve-cuff where it had been thrust for warmth and dryness. 
One of the men on the flank of the platoon had been instructed to watch 
for and report passing any of the distance-markers known as “verst-
poles,” similar to mileposts or section-line monuments in America. 
Although unfamiliar with the meaning of “verst,” this soldier felt that he 
was familiar with Poles, as his neighbors back home were of that race, so 
he asked no questions. However, he made no report for so long a time 
that his platoon commander sent a runner to see what was the matter 
and to repeat the instructions. The runner returned to the officer with the 
soldier’s answer, “Tell him I ain’t seen no verst-pole, but if I do see one 
shall I shoot him?” 
 
 It so happened that on some of the fronts for a period the troops of 
France and the United States relieved each other, and in some cases were 
“platooned” together under the same officers for certain actions. After a 
week of practice, moving in extended order through dense woods without 
losing direction or possibility of effective fire-control, an attack was once 
made against the flank and rear of three enemy positions at the same 
time by bodies of troops in which the French and American soldiers 
alternated in the squad columns. During the temporary association a 
cordiality and friendliness grew between the men of the two nationalities, 
which will always remain as one of the bright spots in the memory of the 
North Russian campaign. The action being successful, and the men 
separated before they had time to become crabbed and tired of each 
other, the experiment gave rise to no regrets except that it terminated. 
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 During one of those periods of close cooperation, the troops held a 
clearing where there was a well from which water was drawn in buckets by 
a windlass. A stocky Frenchman and a young American were helping each 
other at the well one morning, and suddenly the Frenchman was seen to 
jump up and down and to throw his arms about the somewhat dazed 
doughboy. By the time he nearest men had run up to learn what was the 
excitement, the French soldier had become articulate enough to repeat 
over and over in French, “My dear dead sister’s son, my nephew!” It 
seems that in the exchange of amenities at the well the American had 
shown a little more knowledge of French than was usual among our troops 
in that sector, and the Frenchman had asked his name and where he lived, 
the given names of his father and mother, and then whether his mother 
was not deceased. About the time the doughboy began to grow impatient 
of the poilu’s1 curiosity, the latter became incoherent with excited joy. 
And no wonder. Further checking up and explanations proved the 
relationship a fact, and the chance encounter became a seven-day marvel. 
Needless to say, there was a big celebration supper staged, the main 
items on the menu being hard tack, “M and V” (British meat and 
vegetable compound), French vin rouge and American cigarettes. 

 
 Notable was an American soldier, a 
Russian native who became a naturalized 
United States citizen, who reunited with 
his mother in Archangel after she fled 
from her home as a refugee from the 
Bolsheviks. 
 
 Among both the residents and the 
refugees encountered in North Russia were 
many attractive barishnie or young ladies. 
Few of them would take beauty prizes in 

                                                
1 Editor’s note from http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poilu: “Poilu is a warmly informal term for a 
French World War I infantryman, meaning, literally, hairy one. The term was widely used as a 
term of endearment for the French infantry of World War I. The word carries the twin sense of 
the infantryman's typically rustic, agricultural background. Beards and bushy moustaches were 
often worn.” 

“Some of the young ladies on 
the occasion of an outing.” 
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America, but many of them had the training, which would make them 
prize-winning housekeepers and faithful helpmeets. And some of our 
forward-looking young soldiers pleaded their causes well. So when the 
American troops came home there were several war brides also embarked 
for the long trip to the land of promise: fine, sturdy, healthy and happy 
young women. 
 
 Here and there among our troops were war-orphaned young boys, 
carried as mascots or actually, if large enough, in our uniform and doing 
their share of the work (photo below). Mayhap such a boy had in his heart 
the feeling that he was taking the place of the boys in olive drab who 
might rest forever in Russian soil and whose mother would never see him 
again. At any rate their American sponsors held these young Russians in 
such affection that several of them were adopted and brought home to 
be raised as Americans.  
 

 
“War-orphaned young boys” 
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 As has been noted, the general business of the American troops in 
the North Russian Expedition was carried on in the Technical Institute in 
Archangel. Aside from the transaction of business, the headquarters 
building furnished a place for the accommodation of convalescent 
officers, for a reading room, and most interesting of all – to part of the 
population of Archangel as well as to those officers who happened to be 
in the vicinity – for moving picture shows and dances. Other buildings 
occupied by Americans had auditoriums, in which the enlisted men and 
their guests also attended movies and dances. 
 

 
“Main downstairs room of the Convalescent Depot converted into a theatre, 

where frequent entertainments were arranged.” 
 
 The Institute auditorium was parquet-floored and possessed a stage, 
which was occupied at times by a motion picture projector and at times 



 104 

by an orchestra from the 339th Infantry Band. At the opposite end of the 
auditorium was hung a large screen. Seated on backless wooden benches, 

 
“Movie and dance at American Headquarters.” 

many officers with their guests from charming Russian families joyfully 
watched the antics of Douglas Fairbanks, Patty Arbuckle, Charlie Chaplin, 
and even of dear old deceased John Bunny, shown on that screen. Not a 
silver lining but must have its cloud, and many were the uncomfortable 
moments for the American officers who could not speak enough Russian 
to explain what was shown in the pictures. More than one rumor was 
spread through the North Country, attributing wonderful powers to 
Americans, based on some of Douglas Fairbanks’ pictured exploits. Can it 
be that the Bolsheviks heard these rumors and became therefore unwilling 
at times stand against Americans? There must have been something of 
the sort to explain the marvelous good fortune in combat, which ordinarily 
accompanied the detachments of the A.E.F. North Russia. 
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 On dance nights there would assemble at the appointed place an 
invited contingent worth coming far to see. At first the English speaking 
feminine group was confined to three or four Y.W.C.A. workers and a few 
Embassy employees. Gradually others were found who had learned some 
English in their past work. But as the months went by many appeared who 
were learning English. It is safe to say that more English was learned in 
Archangel district in that year of the Expedition than there was Russian. 
Amusing, but significant, is the remark more than once heard, “I do not 
speak English, I speak American.” 
 
 To the headquarters dances each officer was supposed to bring a 
lady. But some officers were bashful! Some just in from the front knew no 
ladies or had no time to invite one, and some were left in the lurch by the 
chosen fair one owing to international misunderstanding of arrangements. 
So it became an unwritten rule that every officer who could, should bring 
more than one lady, in order that there should not be a dozen or so 
lonesome officers. 
 
 When the American dances were introduced, there must have been 
considerable private practicing of the “new dances” in various Russian 
homes, as the North Russian style of dancing did not include anything we 
ordinarily performed in a dance program. But by Christmas of 1918 there 
were numbers of damie (dames) and barishnie (young ladies) of all sizes 
and degrees of beauty who could dance all the American dances the 
orchestra could play, and more gracefully than the soldiers who had 
taught them. In March of 1919 this was even more noticeable, and by the 
time the American troops were being evacuated a few of them had begun 
to appreciate and learn the simpler forms of Russian dancing. But rarely is 
an American found who dances the polka, while the mazurka and others 
are, to an American, things of beauty. Suffice it to remark that the more 
intricate Russian dances are marvels of athletic skill. 
 
  At the American dances the dresses of the civilians were informal. 
The ladies had a variety of costumes, from the simple frock of the nice 
little Seminary girl to the evening dress of the well-to-do dame, and would 
have put many an informal American gathering into the shade. There were 
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usually present Americans, Norwegians, Swedes and Poles as well as 
Russians. The one-step waltz, two-step and foxtrot, in the order given, 
were all danced. But the Russians could never understand what was meant 
when the orchestra leader put up the sign, which read “EXTRA.”  

 
 “Thanksgiving party and dance – Convalescent Hospital, Archangel, 1918.” 

 Dancing ceased at 1 a.m., and each civilian present was supplied 
with a “propusk” or pass, properly 
stamped by allied and Russian 
Provost Marshall and Military 
Control authorities, to permit free 
passage homeward through the 
streets where patrols would stop 
and examine all persons found 
after midnight. Such a pass was 
good for the single date only (scan 
of pass at left). 
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 Not all Archangel sport was indoors. The toboggan slide, especially, 

 
"Iced Toboggan Slide erected by American Engineers and furnishing amusement for 
civilians and soldiers alike. The level slide extended two blocks to the river, then the 
merrymakers went over the river bank and out for a long way upon the river ice. The 
only toboggans available were oblong sheets of three-ply veneer board, but no one 
seemed to care. If a little snow happened to be dusted on the top of the board, the 

slider might lose it on the way down - all the more fun!" 
was something ever to be remembered. Built by the American Engineers, 
its starting point was a high tower on a corner of the main street. The top 
was reached by a long flight of log steps. The “toboggans” were pieces of 
smooth four-ply veneering (most of them about 30” square) from a local 
woodworking plant. The slide began with almost a sheer drop on an iced 
surface. Then it ran on a lane of ice, banked with snow, extending along 
the curb of a side street leading to the bank of the Dvina River. From the 
foot of the street the slide plunged down the steep bank and far out on 
the river ice to a huge stack of feathery snow into which the toboggan 
plunged, burying the passengers entirely. Only one person sat on a single 
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board, but half a dozen of these thin squares were often arranged with 
overlapping edges so as to form a sort of train, each passenger holding 
the legs of the one behind him. The mad scramble of snowy figures 
emerging from the drift always caused merriment. No one was ever hurt 
by the burial. But one evening there was a comic mishap. The squares of 
smooth veneer were very slippery indeed when dusted with cold powdery 
snow, and occasionally a passenger slipped off and shot down the slide 
amid yells of hilarity, with no protection against the heat of friction 
except the seat of his britches or the tail of his overcoat. On this 
occasion the victim was a haughty young woman, daughter of the local 
beer baron. She wore beautiful red-topped Russian boots, a red woolen 
dress, and a fine short fur jacket, as well as other clothes. But evidently 
she did not have the advantage of tough army breeches, for she went to 
the hospital to be treated for burns! 
 
 Two of the more fundamental sources of satisfaction to the 
Americans in North Russia can be illustrated by the description of a single 
series of events occurring shortly before the American combatant units 
embarked to leave Russia. One of these was the cordial public spirit shown 
by the Russians toward the Americans, and the other was the ceremonial 
observation of Memorial Day by all the allies and the Russian citizenry on 
May 30th, 1919. 
 
 From the 20th of May, American troops in considerable numbers 
began to occupy the camp area at Economie, a sawdust island in the delta 
several miles north of Archangel, preparatory to embarking for France and 
America. Shortly before the 30th a quiet announcement was made in 
Archangel that there would be a parade to the Allied Cemetery, with 
services in honor of the military dead, on the morning of Memorial Day. 
When the morning came the streets of Archangel were thronged, in spite 
of threats of rain. A military parade followed by a reverent ceremony 
always brought out a crowd there. On this occasion the parade consisted 
of the 339th Infantry Band, followed by a detachment of troops and of 
sailors from every nationality whose army or navy was represented in the 
allied forces in North Russia. There were soldiers and sailors of England, 
France and Russia as will as of the United States. There were soldiers of 
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Italy and Poland. There were diplomatic representatives from all these, 
and from Norway, Sweden and Japan. And numerous representatives of 
the local city and state governments took part. 
 
 “M” Company of the 339th Infantry and a platoon of sailors from the 
U.S.S. “Des Moines” constituted the uniformed American forces in the 
parade. These detachments, as well as those from the other allied forces, 
had been selected as the smartest appearing and best-drilled men 
available in the North. Military men of a generation of experience stated 
sincerely that they had seen no better performance in a parade march by 
any troops and that the men were to be complimented on their precision. 
The significance of the day, and the knowledge that they were on their 
way home, had keyed the men up to an unusual pitch. While the sailors 
from the cruiser had much the smarter dress, the men of the infantry who 
had been for nine months in swamp, woods, native houses and dugouts, 
in small groups and out-of-the-way places, with practically no close-order 
drill of any kind, were not behind the sailors in their veteran-like execution 
of the various commands given on this occasion. 
 
 At the cemetery a hollow square was formed about a raised platform 
upon which were the general officers of the allied forces, the principal 
governmental representatives of the various countries, and the local Red 
Cross, Y.M.C.A. and Y.W.C.A. leaders. After a regimental chaplain gave the 
invocation and reading of a memorial service, speeches were made by 
General Richardson (American), Governor-General Miller (Russian), General 
Sir Ernest Ironside (British, Commander in Chief of the Expedition), and 
Charge d’Affaires Cole (American). Then followed the firing of the military 
salute of three volleys, a benediction, and solemn sounding of “Taps.” The 
attendance of a large number of Russians at the ceremony, the 
decoration of the American and other allied graves by committees of 
Russian citizens, and the reverent attention with which the Russians 
listened to all the speeches – only part of which were delivered or 
interpreted in their own tongue – were features of the day, which will 
always be remembered by those present. The natural kindly spirit of the 
average Russian may be crushed by oppression and drowned in blood, but 
when given a decent chance it blossoms forth delightfully. No one who is 
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familiar with it can be inclined to condemn all Russians because of the 
menace of world unrest, which has become so serious through the 
activities of some Russians and pseudo-Russians. 
 
 The appreciation, gratitude and sympathy, which was strongly 
noticeable among the Russian population at the time of this memorial 
ceremony is well brought out in the contemporary editorials and news 
items of the Archangel press, two of which are here translated. 
 
From the OTOCHESTVO: 
 

 Only with the help of the allies will it be possible to quell the bloody 
nightmare, which was the outcome of the Russian Revolution. 
 Because of preparations and rejoicing upon the arrival of British volunteers, 
the preparations for the departure of our other friends, the Americans, pass 
unnoticed. But let us remember the days after the second of August (1918) 
when the American troops went to the front without stopping in Archangel and 
took their place among the other allied troops. 
 Unnoticed they came; unnoticed they fought and died. They buried their 
comrades at the front and in Archangel. They protected the population against 
Bolshevik raids and made possible the formation of Russian armed units. Now 
these friends are leaving, to be demobilized at home. 
 Let us wish them a safe return to their country and give them our hearty 
thanks. To the dead heroes who remain forever in the far north with us, let us 
say: “Rest in peace, dear brothers. Thankful Russia will not forget you and your 
sacrifices in the great work of liberating her from oppression and slavery.” 

 
And from the THE NORTHERN MORNING: 
 

SLEEP QUIETLY 
 In memory of the fallen during the Civil War in America the 30th of May was 
fixed as a day to remember the fallen heroes. In this year our American friends 
have to pass this day far from their country, America, in our cold Northland, 
between the graves of the brave heroes who gave their lives for the 
humanitarian cause of liberation; between the dear graves of those who are dear 
not only to our friends, Allies, but also to us Russians; the sacred graves 
beneath which are concealed those who, far from their own country, gave away 
their lives to save us. These are now for the Russians sacred and dear places, 
and the day of the 30th of May as a day of memorial to them will always be to 
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us a day of mourning. This day will not be forgotten in the Russian soul. It has 
to be kept in the memory as long as the name of Russian manhood exists. 
 (The description of the ceremonies follows, not translated.) 
 After the speeches a military salute was fired. A heart-breaking call of the 
trumpet over the graves of the fallen sounded the mourning notes. Those who 
attended the meeting will never forget this moment of the bugle call. The 
signal, as it broke forth, filled the air with sorrow and grief, as if it called the 
whole world to bow before those who, loving their neighbors, without hesitation 
gave their lives away for the sacred cause of humanity. 
 This signal, as if sobbing, filled the souls of the listeners with grief and with 
love for the dear heroes who found their eternal rest in a country far from 
home, in much-bruised and still-suffering Russia. 
 Honor be to the fallen: blessings and eternal rest to those protectors of 
humanity who gave their lives away for the achievement of justice and right. 
 You are dead, but you are still living because you defeated darkness and 
brought light to the living. 
 Sleep quietly now, sons of liberty and light! You won before the world never-
fading honor and eternal glory. 
 Let the cold tundra of Northern Russia, which took you in its arms, not be 
too heavy for you. With you are your friends; with you are those who will never 
forget your sacrifices. With you is the Russian, the much-suffering and martyred 
Russian, with whom you formed an alliance through your blood. Sleep quietly, 
fighting eagles! 
 

 
American Eagle Insignia used on A.E.F. uniforms 
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CHAPTER VII 
(Written 1919, revised 1930) 

 
Bolshevism 

 
 There is in evidence a pitiful haziness of understanding among both 
writers and readers on the subject of Bolshevism in the press of those 
anxious months of 1918 and 1919, and in years following. In order that 
the same fault may not be found in regard to the little which is to be said 
here on that subject, it is well to make clear at once two facts. First: the 
Russian word, “Bolshevik,” originally indicated merely a person belonging 
to the majority or “bolsheenstvo,” but many other meanings have been 
ascribed to it since the revolution because of the various actions and 
utterances of those who call themselves as Bolsheviks.1 Second: the 
plausible and often attractive statements and schemes attributed to 
Bolshevism are one set of things, all theory and largely disruptive 
propaganda; and the actual practices and results of Bolshevism are 
another set of things, not nearly so attractive and showing little 
relationship to the former. 
 
 As far as the A.E.F. North Russia is concerned, the details to be 
brought out concerning Bolshevism are few, but fundamental. Relations 
with it were not complicated, but were sufficient to indicate to thoughtful 
minds the menace possibly involved to world peace and to civilization 
itself. As in France more than a century earlier, the areas most directly 
and continuously affected by the revolution and the Bolshevik activities 
were at first the cities and the other relatively densely populated districts 
comparatively easy of access. And this will continue to be true, as the 
regime has neither generally improved nor extended either communication 
nor transportation throughout the country. Nevertheless Bolshevism 
caused definite suffering among all the immense but scattered population 
                                                
1 Note: “Communists” is the up-to-date synonym, used almost exclusively since 1921. Editor’s 
note: According to Wikipedia at http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Menshevik, the term bol'shinstvo 
("majority") was ascribed to Lenin’s adherents in a split between his radicals and peasants and 
the more moderate minority or Menshevik, who aligned themselves with the mainstream liberal 
opposition. 
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in the far-flung forests, prairies, and mountains of that enormous country. 
By its operations and its decrees it closed the avenues of trade through 
which the villagers were formerly able to dispose of their excess products 
and to secure the few but necessary articles that they could not produce 
for themselves. 
 
 The American troops went to the front where Bolshevik troops 
opposed the allied effort to reach Germany through Russian territory. 
There they found some Bolshevik organizations with high morale, 
undenied courage and fair proficiency in the use of arms – especially 
artillery; and they met other Bolshevik organizations with poor morale, no 
desire to fight and no ability in marksmanship. In either event the result of 
a direct meeting was a noisy skirmish with most of the casualties on the 
Bolshevik side. The only occasions on which prisoners were secured in any 
numbers by American troops were when they met Bolshevik organizations 
with low morale. As the Bolsheviks always had large numerical superiority 
in their clashes with Americans, they were able to close an action and 
withdraw without large losses in prisoners whenever they possessed 
enough morale to keep from stampeding. 
 
 The Bolshevik soldiers we met in the north were of three classes: 
professional fighters and others who had joined for excitement and loot, 
drifters who had joined because of the army is purposely the best-fed 
section of Bolshevik population, and townsmen and peasants who had 
been drafted and could not escape the service knowing that within a few 
days their possessions would be taken, their families ravished, tortured 
and killed, besides their own lives being forfeit if they were caught. Many 
well-trained soldiers and officers came within this third class, by far the 
largest of the three in the North Russian area in 1918 and 1919. The 
prisoners taken were mostly from the Moscow and Vologda districts. They 
were not, as a rule, impressive types mentally, although some of them 
were powerful physically. These latter were usually found to have been 
peasant farmers. 
 
 The clothing and equipment of the larger groups of prisoners taken 
in actions in which the enemy showed poor morale was not as good as the 
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clothing and equipment found on the dead left on the field by Bolshevik 
units whose better morale enabled them to retreat without panic. This 
probably indicated that the leaders recognized the difference in morale 
and treated the troops accordingly. In some cases perhaps they found it 
highly advisable. What appeared to be such a case furnished a little drama 
on the Archangel-Vologda railway in the autumn of 1918. A small 
battalion of sailors from the old Russian navy formed the nucleus and 
backbone of the Bolshevik rear-guard which was holding against the allied 
advance southward along the railroad. Winter was approaching and the 
promised issue of winter clothing had not reached these sailors. They sent 
a committee down to Vologda to see about it, and received a number of 
promises. But it seemed as if many battalions, which were not doing so 
much fighting as the sailors, were being clothed first. So the entire sailor 
battalion picked up its pack-bags, climbed on two trains and disappeared 
southward from the Bolshevik railway front. Had we been aware of this at 
the time, we might have made quite an advance that night by noisily 
attacking the remaining units opposite us. The next time the Americans 
met these sailors was two months later on another front. They were the 
best-clothed and most completely outfitted battalion that tried direct 
issues with the Americans, and they had good morale. 
 
 The American troops came into contact with very little Bolshevik 
propaganda except that which came to them from the United States. 
There was plenty of propaganda all through North Russia, but most of it 
was in Russian. That which was translated into English impressed the 
Americans chiefly by its bombastic exaggeration and its simplicity, so that 
they laughed at it. It is doubtful if any Bolshevik propaganda, which came 
north from central Russia, had the slightest effect on American troops or 
in any way was accountable for any thought, statement or action by 
American soldiers, which could be criticized. The same cannot be said, 
however, for the yellow articles, which appeared in United States papers 
and magazines which call themselves reputable and which were mailed to 
the forces in North Russia. This remark applies also to French and English 
publications. To one who lived through those trying months so far from 
home it often seemed that the adoption of the un-American practice of a 
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rigid press censorship would have been advisable under such 
circumstances. 
 
 Another medium of inimical propaganda correctly classed as pro-
Bolshevik by observing officers and soldiers was, strange to say, the 
gossipy remarks freely made without regard for the truth or the occasion 
by American and British civilians employed in auxiliary work and who 
actually did render throughout the campaign inestimable physical services 
to all the troops. These remarks, no doubt made in ignorant sincerity, 
unfortunately nullified to some extent the value and effect of the army 
auxiliaries in North Russia. The most troublesome center of offense was 
the Y.W.C.A. Hostess House in Archangel. 
 
 Even before the armistice it was indicated in various ways that the 
Bolshevik supreme leaders desired to secure an influence on the American 
mind which in the future might serve a double purpose. They wished to 
prevent American interference with their world-confusing plans, and they 
wished to render the United States blind to their efforts to throw our 
great nation into chaos. Consequently the Bolshevik policy appeared from 
the first to be to treat Americans more kindly than Europeans. Americans 
were the last group marked for arrest in central Russia. When Bolsheviks 
captured American prisoners of war in North Russia or elsewhere, such 
captives were treated as well as possible under the circumstances, and 
were returned to the control of the United States authorities with only 
sufficient delay to impress them with the consideration that was being 
shown them. It is probable that not one of the American prisoners from 
North Russia who passed through the hands of the Bolsheviks will be 
heard to say that he was purposely mistreated or starved by them unless 
he committed some serious offense against their orders. And it is 
probable that he was permitted to see nothing except the favorable side 
of their activities if they could help it. Only the small number of such 
prisoners prevented that form of propaganda from becoming powerful in 
favorably influencing the general American attitude toward Bolshevism. If 
the Bolshevik regime in Russia is ever recognized or if American tourists 
are permitted to visit Russia, it is inevitable that the same methods will be 
used to spread misinformation, false goodwill and blinding propaganda. 
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And it is hard to see how to combat such poison among the optimistic 
citizenry of the United States, or of any other land for that matter, who 
have not lived in Russia and cannot have the slightest realization of the 
perverted animus, the evil intent, and the civil and political degradation, 
inherent in Bolshevism. It is probably true that none but the 
unscrupulously greedy, the blindly foolish, and timidly fearful will really 
embrace Bolshevism. But there are now too many of all these classes in 
every civilized country, and if they become poisoned with this contagious 
disease, they will spread among us a terrible pestilence, nonetheless 
destructive because it is mental, moral and spiritual. 
 
 Because the supreme command of the allied expedition in North 
Russia was given to England, the British General Staff handled the more 

 
Brit ish Genera l Headquarters at Archangel 

“This building was formerly a school, as were several of the buildings occupied by the 
Expeditionary forces as headquarters, hospitals and billets. As the conditions of warfare kept 
the out-of-town students from flocking to Archangel as in peace times, these buildings were 
not needed for schools.” 
involved contacts with Bolshevism. These contacts fell into several 
categories, among them being the operations of the Intelligence Section, 
the Military Control Section, and Liaison Section, which kept in touch with 
the activities of the North Russian military and civil authorities. When 
mistakes were made or unfortunate circumstances developed, it was 
common to lay the blame on the British. This habit had the result of 
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adding to proper criticism and warrantable dissatisfaction a great mass of 
unreasonable faultfinding and widespread recurrent acrimonious 
accusation. The British themselves have said frankly that certain matters 
were handled poorly, but justice requires of any fair-minded observer the 
statement that the British General Staff handled an extremely difficult 
situation with an adherence to policy, which was remarkable. The very 
limited available facilities were so well used under the difficult 
circumstances that one would be foolish to make severe criticisms except 
regarding affairs on which he has definite facts and for the handling of 
which he is ready to show a better method that would have been 
practicable at the time. 
 
 In its dealings with Bolshevism, the General Staff found itself 
handicapped by the same condition which at times made it possible for its 
Intelligence Section to obtain fairly complete information quickly from the 
enemy lines. This was the disconnected character of the general front. 
Between the actual fronts of the various columns, which had been sent 
out like fingers in different directions from Archangel, were great 
stretches of forest and swamp through which it was easily possible for 
persons to make their way from one side of the lines to the other. 
Consequently there was always in Archangel and scattered throughout 
the north a dangerously large number of enemy sympathizers and active 
agents. Although some of these were apprehended almost daily, the 
facilities of the General Staff for this work were so slender that there was 
a constant feeling of great insecurity. Then, too, because of the peculiar 
relations between the General Staff, the semi-military government of the 
civil population, and the General Staff of the North Russian Army, which 
was being mobilized and gradually put into the field, there sometimes 
developed a noticeable lack of cooperation in activities and policy 
between British and Russian authorities. Thus the work of combating 
Bolshevism behind the lines – just as vital as by arms at the front – was 
complicated rather than simplified. 
 
 The Military Control used uniformed troops almost entirely. It 
operated at the base and along lines of communication to prevent as far 
as possible the passage of unknown and unauthorized persons. It dealt 
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with troops as well as with civilians, and helped to insure the rear safety 
of the detachments actually at the various fronts. It cooperated with the 
Intelligence Section, and was instrumental in thwarting many minor 
Bolshevik efforts behind the allied lines. 
 
 The allied General Staff understood the credulity of the Russian 
peasant and succeeded by counter-propaganda in nullifying to a great 
extent the unrest and fear caused by the Bolshevik propaganda. But on 
one point the Staff had great difficulty, perhaps not fully recognized. It 
was the British habit, as it had been for generations in their Russian trade 
advertising, to write in English what was to be published and then to 
translate into Russian as nearly literally as possible, instead of giving the 
general idea and the details to a native Russian and allowing him to write 
the original in Russian. This British habit resulted in a stilted non-Russian 
style which is so different from the normal Russian expression that it was 
at once recognized, and consequently failed to impress anyone who 
happened for any reason not to be in full accord with the author. Aside 
from this point, however, the efforts of the allies to create solidarity 
among the population within the geographical limits of the North Russian 
Provisional Government were well-planned and usually well carried out, 
with the result that there was no general exodus from any section for the 
purpose of escaping either allied or North Russian control. (Toward the 
close of the Expedition, in the summer of 1919, there were several 
thousand civilians evacuated from Archangel, but they were practically all 
refugees from other parts of Russia and were allowed to leave in order to 
lighten the demand for food and to have them out of the way in case the 
Bolsheviks should finally overwhelm the North Russians in the absence of 
allied support. They were embarked on ships provided by the British and 
taken direct to Riga and Odessa, according to their choice.) 
 
 One of the simplest and yet most alarming bits of Bolshevik 
propaganda, which recurred persistently throughout the period of the 
Expedition, was a rumor that the Bolshevik forces were really coming in 
immensely overwhelming numbers at such and such a date. As the visible 
military forces of the allies were always slender, and those of the North 
Russian Army only in evidence toward the close of the period, the native 
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population naturally indulged in shivers of real fear in rapid succession. 
This phenomenon had a three-fold aspect, which was more noticeable 
after the withdrawal of French and American troops than before. First, the 
stable population, as well as many refugees, feared reprisals because they 
had given active cooperation to the allies. Second, although the 
Bolsheviks had withdrawn from Archangel and surrounding territory in the 
summer of 1918 before they had had time to get their general program 
of blood and loot fully under way, enough was known of their temper, 
aims, and personal irresponsibility to make them a very real object of fear 
and aversion to North Russians. Third, because one of the weaknesses of 
the Russian mind was the unwillingness to look unpleasant facts in the 
face and stand firm in spite of them, there arose a possible danger that, 
under the stimulus of unreasoning fear, the North Russian population 
might rise and carry its government with it in a movement to welcome 
the Bolsheviks, in the insane hope that such an action would save their 
own lives and property from the threatened devastation. 
 
 Another simple piece of propaganda actually caused much difficulty 
and many desertions – even some mutinous affairs – among the native 
North Russian soldiery. Its keynote was always, “We have more food than 
you; come over and join us.” It was also recurrent and expressed in many 
forms and with many variations. Aside from the direct results there were 
in connection with this sort of propaganda two factors, which led to a 
rather complex situation tending to create a breach between the British 
and the Russians, both military and civil. One was that the General Staff 
used the same propaganda to cause desertions from the Bolshevik forces. 
It then placed many such deserters in its Slavo-British Legion, sometimes 
in positions of responsibility, thus giving an additional opening for spies. 
This policy was criticized for the further reason that as a rule the units of 
the Slavo-Brits and the prisoner and labor battalions in which ex-Bolshevik 
soldiers were kept were not fed with the rations – either in amount or in 
acceptability – which the allied propaganda had led the deserters to 
expect. The other factor was the apparent inability or unwillingness of the 
allies to guarantee to the North Russians sufficient supplies of any sort, 
whether for cash or for credit, to meet their requirements, especially if 
the allies should leave the country. 
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 Propaganda relating to the desirability of the Bolshevik theoretical 
form of government, economic and social system, and education, may 
have affected the Allied North Russian Expedition, but only so indirectly 
as to make its discussion in this connection unnecessary. There was 
another plausible propaganda statement made, however, which gained 
great circulation among people not particularly subject to the influence of 
the less subtle rumors and arguments. It was that England’s sole interest 
in maintaining troops in North Russia was to add that section of the world 
to her own dominions, and that France’s sole interest lay in forcing the 
grant of concessions to cover the great loans which she and her people 
had made in various forms to Russia in the past. Repeated, emphatic and 
highly official denials of this rumor by both British and French had very 
little effect on the minds of North Russians, and indeed in some cases 
only served to strengthen belief in the statement. This was one of most 
broadly hampering influences met by the General Staff in its efforts to put 
the North Russian Army on its feet so that it might defend the civil 
population after the inevitable evacuation by the allies. Strange to say – 
and yet perhaps not so strange when the policy of the Bolshevik leaders is 
recalled – no grasping aim was attributed to the United States whose 
troops formed the bulk of the combatant forces of the expedition for the 
first five months of the campaign. 
 
 So far as the Allied North Russian Expedition was concerned, 
Bolshevism meant only two things. One was armed pro-German opposition 
to the plans of the allies, and the other was disruptive propaganda. The 
former has been touched upon in previous chapters, and the latter has 
been outlined in this chapter. In passing, however, it is well to summarize 
some of the facts regarding Bolshevism, which can be substantiated. 
 
 In the first place, the theory of rule by the majority of the populace 
is sadly at variance with the facts. Not only are active Bolsheviks not in 
the majority in Russia, or even in central Russia, but also the leaders 
maintain their control over large areas and considerable populations by 
fear and force of arms. There are a few educated clever and criminal 
leaders who are leading with their eyes open, and who plan to elevate 
themselves to unassailable heights of power by crushing all independent 
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strength in their vicinity and by inducing such chaos in other countries 
that they can exist with impunity and even reach forth and grasp for 
themselves and their supporters valuable wreckage from abroad. Around 
these leaders is a larger group of persons just as unprincipled but 
possessed of low initiative, who are glad to follow the leaders for the 
power, pomp and plunder which they can get out of it. Associated with 
them and scattered throughout the country, is a miscellaneous 
assortment of persons who have a poetic or a patriotic faith in the 
theories of Bolshevism as a panacea for the ills of Russia. These are 
valuable agents both in Russia and abroad. There is also a sprinkling of 
Russians of the old regime who have been trained for nothing but war and 
who actually prefer to maintain their fortunes by the continuous war on 
non-Bolshevik mankind which is promised them. But the bulk of the army 
is drafted, and is held together because in the first place, the individuals 
had not the power, organization or arms to resist the small detachments 
of armed agents of the leaders who made the draft, and in the second 
place they know what will happen to their homes and property if they balk 
or desert. It sometimes happens anyway, in their absence in the field – 
which in itself is a commentary on the Bolshevik practices. The civil 
population within the area controlled by the Bolsheviks has no way to 
defend itself, and no matter what it thinks, it perforce must submit or die. 
And in submitting, it may die also. When desperation finally drives a 
portion of the population to frantic and unorganized revolt, there is but 
one outcome. The uprising is quelled in blood. The leaders have no time or 
inclination to deal with serious complaints in any other way. 
 
 Secondly, while the fundamental concept of government by soviet is 
so simple and apparently so just and reasonable as to appeal to a great 
number of people of all circumstances the world over, the subtle 
subversion of that principle by the Bolshevik leaders in practice is so 
dangerous to the peace and civilization of the entire world as to appall 
anyone who can see the difference between the theory and the practice. 
The theory itself, as early promulgated, may not be any too perfect or 
practicable as a scheme of government, but at least it has the merit of 
advocating mutual understanding rather than armed combat, the golden 
rule rather than murder and plunder, and civilized respect rather than rape 
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and licentiousness. In short, it is a theory peculiarly attractive to the mind 
of peasant Russia, and that is the bulk of the Russian people, because it 
so fits in with the three main types of community life and organization 
which have developed in Russia through long centuries – the free peasant 
village, the feudal peasant village, and the industrial community the 
people of which are not far removed from peasantry. 
 
 The word “soviet” means “council” or “council from within.” 
Government by soviet, then, is supposed to be government by 
representative council. Under the proposed system in Russia local councils 
would be composed of representatives from each trade and occupation – 
these to be themselves organized after the fashion of unions, farmers’ 
associations and like. For each province or state a council of delegates 
from the local soviets, and for the entire country, a cabinet or central 
soviet representing the provinces and the people generally. Sincerely 
pursued, such a scheme of government might have made Russia into a 
peaceful if not progressive power within a brief generation. That is a 
question for the study, speculation and opinion of savants in economics 
and political science. And they are bound to waste a large amount of time 
at it. 
 
 What actually happened was this. The educated criminals, Lenin and 
Trotsky, were kept by Germany some months in Switzerland studying the 
Russian situation and preparing with all their cleverness for the move 
which they knew was coming. Germany desired to inject a new and further 
disintegrating element into Russian affairs, and at a propitious time this 
dangerous pair was sent into Russia. They were received by Kerensky, and 
settled down supplied with ample funds by Germany for their campaign of 
propaganda and pseudo-peaceful organization. Knowing Russia, they 
based their announced plans and their public appeal on the attractive 
theory outlined above. But, being in the pay of Germany, and also being 
very attentive to their own desires, which they announced neither to 
Germany, to Russia nor to the world at large, they began at once a 
ruthless campaign of usurpation. 
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 They built a subservient organization of unscrupulous characters, 
and packed local soviets, as fast as they were formed, with outside 
“representatives.” They applied steam-roller methods, backed by rifles 
and machine guns in the hands of small but well-paid detachments of their 
retainers (later known as “Red Guards”) and thereby succeeded in 
grasping what reins there were left of Russian government. These things 
they did in the guise of purely interior political changes, so as to forestall 
effective interference by the allies whose real interests, had they fully 
appreciated the facts at the time, might have prompted them to suppress 
this Germanic movement in its incipiency before it had thrown Russia into 
final chaos.2 
 
 Having obtained control at the capital, the Bolshevik leaders had no 
intention of losing it. Their method was quite simple. They continued to 
emit pleasing theories for the press of the world. They also continued to 
appoint their own creatures as members of all soviets of importance, and 
as controlling commissars in all communities of minor importance. They 
chose for these posts men who upon occasion would act quite without 
conscience or compunction, so that there would be no delay in heading 
off any anti-Bolshevik (in the sense of anti-Lenin and anti-Trotsky) 
movement. The “heading off” was habitually accomplished by 
permanently eliminating the “anti” person and all his associates, by 
methods that gave rise to many terrible stories. Enough of these have 
been substantiated to leave no doubt in the minds of rational people as to 
the character of the regime, which opposed the efforts of the allies to 
pass through Russia to re-organize an eastern front against Germany. 
 
 Yet one more aspect of Bolshevism-as-it-is must be brought out in 
this summary. This is the studied substitution of irresponsibility and 
license for self-control and freedom, which substitution was permitted 
and often incited by the leaders. When the Czar relinquished his position 
in the government, the Russian people shouted, “We are free!” But most 
of them did not know what freedom meant. Proper training for freedom is 
a long course, of part of which these people had been deprived. They had 
                                                
2 1951 Note: For a keen sidelight, read Crankshaw, Edward, “Cracks in the Kremlin Wall,” 
Viking Press, New York, 1951. 
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learned how to live together and conduct their local affairs peaceably. But 
in general they knew nothing of large affairs. And with the revolution they 
came under false teachers. Within a year the Bolshevik central and district 
soviets with their subsidiary “committees,” as well as the committees 
within the Bolshevik army, succeeded in making the moral substitution 
above mentioned practically complete, with one exception. This exception 
is the relation of the individual to the leaders of the central soviet, which 
must be an attitude of loyalty beyond suspicion. 
 
 Quite logically, then, as the most active and urgent spirits in any 
Bolshevik group are the least scrupulous and the least bound by any 
considerations beyond their allegiance to their own criminal leaders, the 
merest whim suffices to furnish an occasion for inflicting various forms of 
oppression on whatever civilian population happens to be at hand. The 
least opposition – particularly if it be unarmed – unleashes the whole 
category of criminal chaos listed in the most sensational indictments 
appearing in the press at any time. It is needless here to describe the 
bloody and thieving incidents, which have occurred at the instigation of 
and by the creatures of the Central Bolshevist Soviet in Russia. Suffice it 
to say that enough of them are on official record in the archives of the 
United States Government and of the other great nations to brand as an 
infamous and treasonable perversion of the truth for anyone who 
attempts an open or veiled apology for Bolsheviks or Bolshevism. 
 
 
Editor's Note: A communication between an American journalist and 
"Comrade Lenin" dated August 7th, 1919, found in the author's 
belongings, is shown on the next page, and reveals some of the Bolshevik 
ideology described in this chapter. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

 
The Americans Come Out 

 
 Before the date of the armistice we were told that the United States 
War Department had forbidden the further use of U.S. troops in offenses 
in North Russia. This was great news. However, we continued to be very 
busy, as the “Boles” kept trying to get to Archangel. Several times they 
had the date set for the partition of spoils, but their comparatively large 
concentration of troops, artillery, aeroplanes, observation balloons and 
other auxiliaries lacked the spirit to drive through, or to follow up a local 
success very far. When they broke the allied lines or seriously outflanked 
any of our fronts or lines of supply, it was necessary to use the nearest 
available allied troops in local offensive operations as a part of the general 
defensive scheme. This work at times fell to our American detachments, 
but was not interpreted by the Staff as conflicting with the instructions 
of the War Department. In fact, if our troops had not attacked on certain 
occasions in local engagements during the winter, the outcome of the 
entire North Russian Expedition might have been very tragic instead of 
merely disappointing. 
 
 In January and February of 1919 promises were made and plans 
announced for the evacuation in June of the American troops of the 
original expedition. With this definite date in mind, time seemed to pass 
more rapidly for the men than it had during the autumn and early winter. 
News came that a General with a small staff was being sent from France 
to take charge of the evacuation, and see that all moved smoothly. The 
impression was strong among the American soldiers that this action was 
taken by General Pershing because of the very high local and temporary 
rank of so many of the English officers on the Command Staff in North 
Russia, who at home would not have outranked the United States officers 
with the expedition. The U.S. Army does not confer local or temporary 
rank, so the American officers of the original expedition were hopelessly 
outranked at every turn, and had been made to feel it. 
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 Because of the necessity of providing for the relief of our men, as 
well as the re-enforcement of some of the more extended lines, several 
hundred British troops were brought to the Archangel district from the 
Murmansk railway in the late winter. Some came by boat, following 
icebreakers in from the White Sea, and some came by sled overland 
through the Onega district. Partly to replace these, and partly to make 
doubly sure of our evacuation in case we had to retreat westward and 
make our way north to Murmansk in order to embark for home, a battalion 
of American Railway Transportation Engineers came from France in March 
and April, 1919. This battalion consisted of two companies, each about 
325 men in strength, comprising construction and repair sections for all 
sorts of railway equipment. They were used to put the Murmansk Railway 
and rolling stock into good operating condition, and to build bridges and 
make other improvements, for over four hundred miles south from 
Murmansk; thus adding valuable support to the allied force of Serbs, 
Italians, Karelians1, “White” Russians and British in that area. 
 

 After some delay at 
Murmansk on account of 
ice in the entrance to the 
White Sea, the new 
commander of the 
American contingent, 
Brigadier-General Wilds P. 
Richardson, arrived with 
his staff on April 17th at 
Archangel (photo at right). 
He immediately made the 
rounds of the various 
fronts and lines of 
communication where 
American soldiers were 

stationed and explained to them what were the evacuation plans. He was 
                                                
1 Editor’s note: Karelians are two Russian and Finnish ethnic groups from northwest Russia. 
Source: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karelians. 

Brigadier-General Wilde P. Richardson landing at 
Archangel from the ice-crusher “CANADA” which has 
broken through from Murmansk. Taken April 17, 1919. 
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a large man, and heavy, and the quiet geniality of his appearance 
impressed the troops, if one could judge from comments heard after his 
visits. 
 
 From the first of May events moved rapidly. Detachments of the 
new North Russian Army appeared on all the fronts. Company after 
company, in rapid succession passed through the hands of the Americans 
at the front, each receiving a few days’ instruction regarding the defenses 
and the country surrounding the particular front which it later was to help 
cover. While this sort of preparation entailed considerable extra work and 
involved so much troop movement as to invite constant Bolo artillery 
action, the expectation of early relief put the Americans on their mettle 
to help get the Russians ready to take over all the fronts as soon as 
possible. The American companies last on duty in the several defensive 
sectors averaged about thirty days each of this continuous front line duty 
in conjunction with the Russian units who were becoming acquainted with 
the sectors and perfecting their organization, training and liaison. Some of 
these troops of ours were under artillery fire practically every day of that 
final month. 
 
 During the latter part of May approximately half of the 339th Infantry 
was assembled at Economie, a few miles north of Archangel. The men 
were given new or repaired clothing, inspected and made ready for 
embarkation. That the months in the wilderness had not taken away their 
“snap” was shown by the performance at drill and in the parade on 
Memorial Day. The Machine Gun Company, six rifle companies, and 
detachments from Headquarters Company and the Sanitary Train sailed 
from Economie on June 3, 1919. At the same time the remainder of the 
regiment was arriving from the more distant posts and the 310th 
Engineers was assembling at Solombola. The second half of the Infantry 
embarked within two weeks, and the 310th Engineers followed on the 28th 
of June, all going to Brest, France for a short stay before the final 
embarkation for the United States. This left at Archangel a small 
Headquarters Detachment with the General and his reduced staff, and in 
the Murmansk area the two companies of the Transportation Corps. 
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 In the autumn of 1918 the U.S. Navy had been represented at 
Archangel by the Olympia and the Yankton, but these vessels left before 
the big freeze. Almost before the ice was broken at the entrance to the 
White Sea in the spring of 1919, the Des Moines, three “Eagle Boats” and 
three sub-chasers bearing the Stars and Stripes appeared at Murmansk 
ready to attempt the passage to Archangel as soon as practicable. They 
finally broke through on the 25th of May, but the Des Moines lost her 
entire copper bottom in the ice. The “Eagles” and sub-chasers were used 
for a time as courier vessels to Kem and Murmansk, but were sent out 
again to English waters early in July.2 The Des Moines also went out, but 
was back again early in August owing to the desirability of having 
American naval representation through the period of evacuation of 
refugee civilians by the allies. This vessel remained until the Charge-de-
Affairs and the Consul left on September 14th. They were the last 
American civilian officials to leave Archangel. 

  
Eagle Boats No. 1 & No. 2, both of which served in North Russian waters 

 
 The detachments of the U.S. Transportation Corps, who were 
maintaining and operating the railroad in the rear of the allied forces in 
the Murmansk area were endangered by Bolshevik forces moving about by 
                                                
2 Editor’s Note: Sub-chasers were among hundreds of slow 110-foot wood-hulled escort ships 
deployed to protect commercial shipping from the growing menace of German submarines. In 
late 1918 Ford Motor Company mass-produced 60 faster steel-hulled 201-foot Eagle Boats, 
the first two of which were commissioned in October and November 1918 and served in North 
Russian waters, according to http://www.navsource.org/archives/12/04idx.htm (see photos 
above). 
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boat on Lake Onega. (This lake is far west of the river of the same name, 
already mentioned.) So while the Des Moines was at Murmansk, one of her 
power boats was detached and, manned by a detail from her crew, was 
taken down the railroad toward Petrograd and launched in Lake Onega. It 
helped to sweep the small Bolo craft from the northern half of the lake 
and compel them to remain in hiding. In the early summer the useful 
powerboat was turned over to the British and the Des Moines sailors 
rejoined their ship. 
 
 At about this time, according to the pre-arranged plan, the 
Transportation Companies were withdrawn to Kem and then to Murmansk, 
in preparation for embarkation. The British General in command in that 
district sought to have this move delayed for several months, on the plea 
that without these skilled Americans the entire campaign might fail and 
the Archangel district be fatally outflanked because of lack of railway men 
to maintain the alternative line of communication. While it was flattering 
to hear open statements of appreciation from headquarters of that part 
of the expedition, it was a greater source of satisfaction to these troops 
to be assembled at Murmansk by the middle of July and to embark for 
France on the 29th. 
 
 On July 12th there arrived at Archangel a belated detachment of the 
Graves Registration Service, from France. This consisted of one officer 
and seven men, and they were expected by the U.S. Army Staff in A.E.F. 
headquarters (Chaumont, France) to be able to collect the bodies of all 
American dead in North Russia, prepare them for transportation in metallic 
caskets hermetically sealed, and have all this done in a few weeks. But 
American officials in France had not learned much about North Russia. 
This little G.R.S. detachment arrived in Archangel with no supplies or 
equipment for their job except a typewriter and a box of blank forms to 
be filled in! No spades or shovels, no embalming facilities or materials, 
coffins, no transport! No knowledge of Russian, Russians or Russia! And a 
majority of our dead were scattered out over 1200 miles of lines of 
communication, some of which had been seized by enemy forces after the 
withdrawal of the Americans. The task as assigned was physically 
impossible. 
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 It was only by almost superhuman effort for week after week that 
this little group was able to get out on the final day of clearing the harbor 
of Archangel at the close of the allied evacuation, with the bodies of more 
than half of the American soldiers for whom “Taps” were blown in North 
Russia (see photo collage on next page). 
 
 During the winter and spring there had been gathered at Brest, 
France, several thousand American soldiers who had volunteered to serve 
the remainder of their enlistment period in the A.E.F. North Russia. While a 
definite policy of withdrawing all the American troops of the original 
expedition had been announced, nevertheless the allies desired to have 
American troops with any “allied” movement in Russia. These factors, 
coupled with the promises and half-promises of the United States to the 
anti-Bolshevist Russians, and the absence of any declared policy regarding 
placement of the Americans who were being withdrawn, led to a strong 
expectation in some quarters that other American forces would be sent 
to North Russia. Not until the definite announcement in August that the 
entire allied North Russian Expedition would be withdrawn before 
September 28, 1919, did General Richardson receive orders to return to 
France on the first available transportation. He sailed from Archangel on 
August 23rd with several of his staff, leaving behind only the Graves 
Registration Unit and a few officers and men on special detail (of whom 
this narrator was one). 
 
 The American Military Mission, which had come out of Moscow after 
the opening of the Bolshevik reign of red terror and had operated in the 
Archangel and Murmansk districts throughout the period of the 
Expedition, left Archangel on September 3rd. With this group also went 
the few remaining American Y.M.C.A., Y.W.C.A. and Red Cross personnel, 
and all but three of the members of the American Embassy and 
Consulate. 
 
 Of the infantry and engineers who had left North Russia in June, the 
first contingent reached the United States in time to parade in the “old 
home town,” Detroit, on the 4th of July, and practically all were 
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demobilized and getting accustomed to civilian clothes by the first of 
August, 1919. 
 

 

“American Dead” With Bolshevik prisoners to help, the bodies were taken from the 
cemetery to a barge and carried on board the little U.S. freighter, “Lake Daraga,” 
which, owing to the crowded conditions of the docks, had to anchor in mid-stream. 
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 A survey of the vital statistics shows that the entire total of 
American officers and men sent into North Russia under this expedition 
was 242 officers and 5,836 men. This includes all replacements, as well 
as the troops of the Transportation Corps in the Murmansk area. Of these 
two officers and 79 men died of disease, nine officers and 110 men were 
killed or died of wounds, and 40 men were missing in action in the 
wilderness. Of these latter, the Bolsheviks returned nine survivors, who 
had been taken prisoner, to the United States via Sweden. Aside from the 
thousands of cases of minor illness and injury treated at daily “sick call,” 
there were 2,666 hospital cases – 44% of the command – during the ten 
months. Nine percent of the command, or 546 cases, were evacuated 
under hospital care as incapacitation for further service in the expedition. 
Approximately ten percent of the American forces were permanent 
casualties, but the loss of life itself was limited to 3.8% from all causes. 
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CHAPTER IX 
 

Closing the Expedition or Letting Go the Tai l-Holt1 
 
 There were many serious problems in connection with the Allied 
North Russian Expedition. So far as they concerned the zone of 
operations directly, a sincere effort was made to clear them up before the 
final evacuation. Because the United States was not responsible for the 
management of the expedition, the Americans escaped extensive 
participation in its diplomatic and political phases, or in its general service 
of supply. The affairs that had to be closed up by American Headquarters 
– the Embassy staff, the Military Mission and the Consular office – were 
almost all matters of detail involving Americans. The three notable 
exceptions required part or all of the time of three out of the four 
American officers left at Headquarters when General Richardson sailed. 
One officer assisted the Intelligence Section of Expedition Headquarters in 
the enormous task of examining, certifying and embarking thousands of 
Russian refugees from the interior, who were evacuated to Baltic or Black 
Sea ports. One officer with years of experience in shipping assisted the 
British Ordnance and Supply Sections in loading ships with the material 
that could be carried away. The third officer had with his other duties the 
task of circulating as widely as possible among the population of 
Archangel to stimulate its confidence. He went about unarmed. 
 
 Throughout the entire period of allied activity in North Russia, the 
problem of finance and supply, both of troops and civilians, had been one 
that, aside from its obvious physical difficulties, changed its aspect from 
month to month. It involved the British Staff in embarrassing 
complexities. Any financing of the population of North Russia on a sound 
basis required sound security, and of this there was very little available 
except mortgages on the resources of the country. Whether in the form 
of pledges or of “concessions,” the acceptance of these laid the British 
open to charges of attempting to gain undue control over the country. If 
in return for the great stores of supplies shipped in for the use of the 
                                                
1 Editor’s Note: See more extensive Editor’s Note at the end of this chapter. 
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civilian population of the north, England had received most of the 
accessible milled lumber (photo below) and baled flax in the vicinity of 
Archangel, she was criticized for “plundering the country.” 

 
“Before the revolut ion there were miles of lumber pi les l ike these along the 

banks of the delta channels north of Archangel.” 
 
 Because of the rumors of immense profits to England through her 
handling of the finance and supply of the district, diplomatic interference 
was many times imminent and ultimately had considerable effect in 
causing the abandonment of some of the plans which might have 
obtained for the North Russians a large amount of supplies to carry them 
safely through the difficult period after the allied evacuation. The French 
were particularly jealous, as their people had invested enormous sums in 
the bonds and exchange of Czardom. 
 



 136 

 As the Provisional Government of North Russia settled into a degree 
of firmness with the passage of time and the encouragement of the allies, 
local political entanglements had to be avoided and the control of supplies 
for civilians gradually handed over to the Russians. This was accomplished 
in time so that by the month of September the Expedition Headquarters 
was enabled to devote all its attention to the difficult job of evacuation. 
 
 The Allied Supreme War Council at Versailles had decided, as 
mentioned near the close of the first chapter, to continue the Allied North 
Russian Expedition and strengthen it as fast as possible. But this plan did 
not meet with the degree of cooperation on the part of the allies or of 
the United States, which the War Council thought was merited. So there 
was a resultant lack of power to make the expedition effective, even 
before the armistice intervened to remove its primary reason. However, 
from the very first, and growing from week to week, there was the very 
real problem of the moral responsibility of the allies to the North Russian 
population and local government, which had been set apart from the 
control of the Bolsheviks by the activities of the expedition. The 
Expedition Command sought to meet this responsibility by building up the 
morale of the entire population; by encouraging the civil government and 
aiding it in its effort to organize its own armed forces; and eventually by 
evacuating thousands of the civilian refugees who had fled from the 
interior and who would suffer atrociously if later the North Russians 
should be unable to stand against the Bolsheviks. 
 
 The diplomatic tangle, at the center of which was the often-
repeated question as to whether the allies were at war with the 
Bolsheviks, was ignored as far as possible by the General Staff of the 
Expedition. It acted on the broad policy enunciated by the English 
representatives at Versailles, the fundamental principle of which was that, 
although the allies could not remain impartial because of the pestilential 
character of Bolshevism, Russian manhood must work out its own 
salvation. The allies were under this policy bound to take sides and show 
favor to those Russian forces and leaders who were largely called into the 
field by allied appeals and exertions, rather than to those who had 
betrayed the allies and prolonged the great war by letting loose upon the 
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western front in France the avalanche of Germans released from the 
eastern front. This policy required giving all possible aid to anti-Bolshevik 
forces in the field without violating the fundamental desideratum that 
Russia attain modern democracy and nationalism though the efforts of 
her people. Local politics in this connection were closely watched, but 
cannot be said to have been controlled by the allies. 
 
 The diplomatic and political aspects of the evacuation of civilians 
were dealt with quite simply by transporting refugees to Russian ports 
only, in the south and in the Baltic, unless given passport visas by proper 
officials of other countries; and by allowing transportation only to 
personas who satisfactorily met the requirements of the Russian Military 
Control as well as of the Intelligence Office of the Expedition Command. 
 
 At the time of allied and Russian participation in the observance of 
Memorial Day, it was not known to the North Russian public that other 
American troops were not coming to North Russia, nor that the entire 
expedition was to be closed as rapidly as possible. A month later a 
realization of the trend of allied action grew among the people, causing a 
deep despair. They began to sense the improbability of any new American 
force coming to replace the battalions that had gone. Toward the end of 
July the feeling became such as can be understood only by one who has 
seen the close approach of a seemingly inevitable death by slow and 
horrible degrees. Naturally there arose a growing bitterness toward 
America for its incomprehensible manner of withdrawing much-needed 
support after loyal Russians had been given to understand that in return 
for their cooperation, feeble as it was at its best, they would be 
protected from the outrageous regime of Bolshevism. As the weeks 
passed and the definite announcement that the entire allied evacuation 
would be complete by the end of September sank into the consciousness 
of the North Russian civilians and soldiers, the bitterness was extended 
and in large part transferred toward the British. 
 
 This antagonistic feeling on the part of the Russians contributed 
much to hinder the General Staff in carrying out its plans. That it did not 
become more dangerous was due to the arrival of several thousand 
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additional British troops, many of them volunteers, during the summer. 
These bolstered up the Russian army morale and for a time gave fresh 
impulse to the operations in the field. The faith of the Russian civilians in 
their own little army was renewed. And the knowledge of the native army 
that its own people in the home sector were supporting it made a 
noticeable change in its confidence. Had the allied evacuation occurred at 
the end of July the outlook for the City of Archangel and its subsidiary 
province would have been very poor. But the outlook was quite hopeful at 
the time of the actual evacuation, two months later, because of the 
intervening events made possible by the temporary presence of the 
additional British troops. 
 
 July was a month of reverses and poor North Russian morale. The 
slender provincial forces were divided among the several fronts. They 
were expected to depend on themselves; practically all allied troops had 
disappeared. They were approaching their Valley Forge without a 
Washington to lead them. Discouragement all but conquered. The 
provincial troops in Onega and along the Onega River, west of Archangel, 
were led by agents from Moscow to believe that their lives depended on 
joining the Bolsheviks. So they handed the entire region over to the 
Soviet forces, securing the execution of those of their officers whom they 
did not like. Several British officers also lost their lives at this time.2 This 
movement transformed the outer western defense of Archangel into a 
strong and dangerous threat. As it could not be kept secret, it threw all 
Archangel as well as Expedition Headquarters into a state of nervous 
apprehension. 
 
 The Dvina River and the Railway fronts were also seriously 
threatened at this period by pro-Bolshevik plots similar to the one that 
was successful in the Onega district. But the plans were discovered in 
time to be vigorously dealt with, and the fronts were held. After the 
arrival of the “vacation battalions” from England, there was an 
encouraging change in the situation, as previously mentioned. Although 
                                                
2 Note: The reader may sense the confusion involved in this traitorous betrayal in the excerpts 
(see Appendix B) from a report made at the time by a Y.M.C.A. worker who was an eyewitness 
of much that occurred. 
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the North Russians failed during the first of August to recapture the town 
of Onega, they established sufficiently strong lines of defense to relieve 
Archangel of immediate danger from that quarter. 
 
 During September the North Russians, strongly assisted and backed 
by the British forces, made decisive southward advances along both the 
Dvina River and the Archangel-Vologda Railway, inflicting severe losses on 
the enemy and capturing many prisoners and considerable material. In 
connection with the advance down the Railway they worked westward and 
took the entire group of villages in the Sheleksa district in the rear of the 
Bolshevik forces, which had taken over the Onega River valley. This 
enabled the North Russians a few days later to reoccupy the town of 
Onega and part of the river valley, from which the Bolsheviks had been 
forced to withdraw. 
 
 When the British withdrew their troops from the various fronts and 
lines of communications in late September, the North Russians abandoned 

the attempt to keep their lines far up the Dvina and 
Vaga Rivers. They withdrew to a point north of the 
mouth of the Vaga, because they could not safely 
maintain any longer lines of supply without the 
assistance of the allies. On the railway, however, where 
trains could be operated, they maintained their 
advantage and made some slight further advances. The 
fact that the North Russians conducted some of these 
operations entirely under native control so elevated 

their morale that North Russian Governor-General Miller pronounced the 
military situation at the time of the allied evacuation satisfactory.3 

                                                
3 Editor's note from Wikipedia http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evgenii_Miller: "Evgenii Karlovich 
Miller was a Russian general and one of the leaders of counterrevolutionary White Russian 
movement during and after the Russian Civil War. ... After the October (1917) Bolshevik coup 
Miller fled to Archangelsk and declared himself Governor-General of Northern Russia. In May 
of 1919 Admiral Kolchak appointed him to be in charge of the White army in the region. The 
Entente, mostly British forces, supported his anti-Bolshevik army in Archangelsk, Murmansk 
and Olonets. However, after an unsuccessful advance against the Red Army along the 
Northern Dvina in the summer of 1919, British forces withdrew from the region and Miller's men 
faced the enemy alone." (Photo of General Miller is shown above, courtesy of Wikipedia.) 
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 At Archangel and its adjacent dock and warehouse arena there was 
during the summer considerable tension and confusion. There were 
thousands of refugees to be taken out, thousands of tons of material to 
be removed or destroyed, and thousands of troops to be evacuated. 
There were not enough ships for this purpose. Consequently trouble was 
continually arising over who and what should have preference. 
 
 The North Russian Provisional Government had bought, out of the 
available stock, all the munitions and supplies that they could under the 
conditions of payment demanded by the British. Much of the remainder 
could not be removed for lack of ships. The British decision to destroy it 
instead of leaving it for the protection of North Russia greatly increased 
the local bitterness against them. So when the northern leaders learned 
that the British had used a labor battalion of Bolshevik prisoners 
requisitioned from the stockade near the dock area, to shove valuable 
supplies off the dock into the depths of the river, there was a 
characteristic Russian reaction. The next morning no labor battalion 
reported for work. The British Quartermaster fumed and stormed, but all 
the satisfaction he could get was a polite assertion by the North Russian 
officials that all the prisoners had escaped in the night. Examination 
showed that the stockade barracks were indeed empty. The British had to 
finish the job of destruction unaided. 
 
 The North Russians the same week had been supplying prisoner labor 
for the work of exhuming American dead in the Archangel Cemetery – a 
terrific task in the muck and drizzle of the rainy season then in progress. 
The “escape” of the prisoners delayed this work only for a part of one 
morning. A larger detachment than on the previous day poured out, 
grinning, from the bowels of a deep barge, which a stubby tug soon 
shoved up to the pier near American Headquarters. It was explained that 
they had to come a few miles farther from their new camp hidden away 
up the river, but they would start earlier the next morning, and would we 
please not tell British Headquarters anything about it! 
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 But in spite of all difficulties, the final stages of the evacuation were 
carried out with unexpected smoothness and success. The harbor was 
cleared on the 27th of September, and at 6 a.m. on the 28th the last 
landing parties from British monitors were taken on board, the last allied 
vessels steamed out of the port, and the Allied North Russian Expedition 
was concluded. 
 

************************************************* 
 

NORTH RUSSIA AT THE MOMENT OF ALLIED EVACUATION 
Memorandum by C. J Primm, 

Last American officer to leave Archangel City, Russia 
 

 When the Allied evacuation of North Russia was ordered, there 
followed some weeks of orderly haste to remove as many as practicable 
of the civilian population of Archangel District, which might suffer most 
horribly if the Bolos should gain control there. At the close of this period 
the Embassy and Consular representatives of all nationalities, except 
Norwegian and Esthonian, left. The last of the Allied troops sailed from 
Archangel harbor early on the morning of September 28, 1919. 
 
 At that time the Army of North Russia held the Murmansk-Petrograd 
Railway as far south as the suburbs of Petrosavodsk – not taking that city 
because of the too heavy responsibility of feeding it. Activity on this line 
of railway had been light for some weeks, as the Bolo forces had 
withdrawn to a point just south of Petrosavodsk (see map of local fronts in 
Appendix). 
 
 To the eastward, between the Murmansk Railway and the Archangel-
Vologda Railway, a section of country from Onega southward along the 
Onega River was in the hands of the Bolos, but the North Russian forces 
were not greatly worried by that fact, because the latter were in strength 
on the Archangel-Vologda Railway and had made such southward 
advances as to menace seriously the Bolo road into the Onega district. 
Furthermore, this Bolo force at Onega had no shipping, which could be 
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used to interfere with the communications across the White Sea between 
Archangel and Kem (on the Murmansk Railway). 
 
 On the Archangel-Vologda Railway the Army of North Russia on 
September 28 held Emtsa village and southward beyond the Emtsa River, 
about 200 versts from Archangel and about 400 versts from Vologda. In 
advancing beyond Emtsa, they had sent troops far enough west of the 
Railway to take in a large group of villages known as Sheleksa (district), 
which had been used for some time as Bolo rest and concentration billets. 
This action threatens the rear of the Onega Bolos. 
 
 Thirty versts further east, in the forest along the Emtsa River, there 
is a front north of Kodish village. This front is very changeable, as the 
terrain is difficult for either side to hold. Yet the Northerners must control 
the Kodish sector if they wish to maintain their railway sector. 
 
 Southeast of Kodish the Vaga River runs northerly into the Dvina. 
This river was once held as far south as Ust Padenga, south of Shenkursk. 
The Dvina, above the Vaga’s mouth, was also held for a considerable 
distance beyond Selzos, but by the close of the evacuation the North 
Russian forces had withdrawn to a point slightly northwest of the junction 
of the Vaga and Dvina, establishing their forward headquarters at Siskoe. 
 
 Northeast of the Dvina district, and due east of Archangel, is the 
Pinega district, where the front remains about as it was a year ago – the 
Bolos’ main front line being astride the Mezen-Pinega road at Trufanagora, 
46 versts south up the Pinega River from Pinega city, and about 35 
versts eastward from the Kholmogori-Pinega road, which latter is 
therefore potentially, not entirely, secure. 
 
 Thus, roughly, there are in North Russia two main sections free from 
active Bolo operations – one rectangular, stretching its length perhaps 
500 miles south from the port of Kola, which accommodates large ships 
and is open the year around; the other section clam-shaped with 
Archangel city at the hinge – and extending some 250 miles east and 
west, and 160 miles north and south. In the western rectangle there are 
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about a hundred thousand people, and in the Archangel district about 
400,000. In addition to these two, is the Mezen area, northeast of Pinega 
and accessible by water from Archangel even though the Bolo forces 
blocked the ordinary land route. This area is sparsely settled but contains 
certain trade worth going after. 
 
 The whole population of North Russia is in need of certain 
commodities and do not hesitate to pay what would be considered in U.S. 
very high prices. While their currency is plentiful, it is not valuable except 
as a convenient local medium of exchange, so that payment for goods 
shipped into North Russia in the near future will be practically confined to 
return cargoes of available commodities, of which there are some. 
 
 The Army of North Russia is of respectable size, fairly well led, and 
has an excellent chance of preserving Archangel District from further Bolo 
encroachments. Late in September Governor-General Miller cabled to a 
certain Allied officer to the effect that he considered the North Russian 
military situation quite satisfactory. Since that time considerable Bolo 
forces have been transferred from the north to the Petrograd area, so we 
may conclude that the situation in North Russia is now better than on 
September 28th. 
 

************************************************* 
LETTING GO THE “TAIL – HOLT” 

 
 Editor’s Note: This was the title the author gave to his 1919 version 
of the closing chapter, but later he incorporated most of that essay (of 
geopolitical import) into his Forewords (pages 1-5). The inspiration for 
this title may have come from a cartoon (shown on the next page), 
originally published February 5, 1919 in the Detroit News, which the 
soldiers received in Archangel in March 1919. 
 This cartoon was also inserted into a book, “’M’ Company 339th 
Infantry in North Russia,” published by the author’s commanding officer, 
Capt. Joel R. Moore, in 1920. The cartoon in the book has the notation, 
“It is hell to hang on but it’s death to let loose – my dad.” It is not clear 
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who printed this. Captain Moore’s obituary in 1953 Detroit News 
mentioned his wife and brother as the “only survivors.” 
 Capt. Joel Moore's final comment about this cartoon from his book 
is, "Whether we should or whether we should not have been in North 
Russia fighting for the Archangel people and fighting against the 
Bolsheviki, the fact is that so far as 'M' Co. men were concerned, they had 
the old Bolo bob-cat scared whenever they pinched his tail. No doubt at 
all that 'M' Co. was known and respected by the Bolo." 
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Letter of Commendation from General Richardson to CJ Primm 
 

Editor’s Note: This letter was found in CJ Primm’s belongings. 
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LETTERS HOME 
 

 Of the scores of letters written home by the author during his 
service abroad, the fortunes of war and the vicissitudes of the 
ensuing fourteen years have spared only a part. From the available 
letters, excerpts have been made of those paragraphs, which shed 
light on the daily life and thought of the men in the A.E.F. North 
Russia. 
 
 It is to be remembered that that there was active censorship of 
mail throughout the entire period of the expedition which accounts 
for some of the noticeable omissions of data (shown by “. . .”), 
which ordinarily would be included in a letter. Names of cities and 
other geographical features, identity and locations of organizations, 
and descriptions of action, were the items mainly proscribed. 
 
 Some of the letters were purposely written in an odd and 
rambling style in order to convey to the recipient alone some of the 
proscribed information. The method can scarcely be described 
because it depended entirely on the recipient’s intimate knowledge 
of the writer’s style, but it proved remarkably successful and enabled 
the recipient repeatedly to aid or reassure the home folks of other 
soldiers of the far-off battalions. Annotations to a few of the 
excerpts that follow reveal items that passed the censors in this 
fashion. 
 
 The letters home fall naturally into three divisions: (1) Those of 
the autumn of 1918, during the development of the campaign; (2) 
those of the winter of 1918-19 and spring of 1919, the strictly 
defensive period; and (3) those of the summer of 1919, during the 
withdrawal of the expedition. Occasional explanatory interpolations 
are made to help complete some of the descriptions and to link some 
of the excerpts with points in the previous narrative. 
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DEVELOPING THE CAMPAIGN 
 
P.&O.S.N. Company’s S.S. “_____” 339 Inf. A.E.F. 
30 Aug. 1918. 
My dear _____: We have just had a concert of regimental talent, 
consisting of stringed instruments, piano, songs, a reading, 
orchestra, and clogging. Afterwards a game of chess. Outside it is 
cold and the sea is grey. The men of the guard are dancing on the 
deck to keep their blood circulating. (See Chapter II, pages 18-19 re 
wearing extra underwear.) But our salon is comfortable and light; 
green felt covers on the tables between meals. Cards, smoking and 
chess. No liquor. It is now 10 p.m. here, but where you are the clock 
hardly says suppertime yet. 
 We have numerous discussions as to what we can tell about in 
our letters, and now we have a regimental censor so we write all our 
conscience will permit us and then put the result up to his final 
interpretation of the rules. Some of the letters I have seen exhibit 
either a great trust in the elasticity of the rules, or an absence of 
conscience. On the previous voyage, when a censor was reading 
men’s letters I heard him exclaim, “The damned liar!” I wondered if 
the writer had said something about the censor. Another time a run 
of love letters nearly put him out of business. I am satisfied not to 
be a censor. 
 Some of the men are making quite a collection of foreign coins. 
Both in England and on our voyage we have met men from all parts 
of the globe, and they are all great traders. 
 I am not very clear about what I can write concerning England, 
but we were treated most cordially by the English everywhere and 
enjoyed our stay there. London is the same as New York in its habit 
of separating one from money, but it is far different city in 
appearance. Ben and I rode and walked about, visiting all the most 
famous places in or near London. We got into some of them, 
including Westminster Abbey, but most of them we could only see 
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from the outside as they were not open on Sundays. Certain Sunday 
hours were “open” for drinking, however, and we had some most 
excellent port and some real Bass ale. I tried stout, but didn’t like it 
very well. It would make a fine substitute for the “bean-juice” one 
gets instead of salt in chop suey restaurants. 
 London has “tubes” and “undergrounds,” smaller in diameter 
but in greater profusion than in New York. Streetcars do not run 
above ground in the main part of the city, either. Huge buses, 
somewhat like those on Riverside Drive, run in every direction. They 
are numbered by routes. One takes a No. 3 or a No. 59 or whatnot 
to go where he wishes. A stranger can do lots of guessing, or ask a 
“bobbie.” We tried both ways, and were never sent wrong by a 
“bobbie.” . . .  
 Except for the letters which will reach you about the same time 
as this one, it is problematical when and if you will hear from me for 
the next eight or nine months. The nature of our expedition is such 
that mail will be quite irregular. 
 
 
Note: The recipient of the above letter was able to know that the 
writer was bound for Archangel on the steamship “Somali,” sailing 
from Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
 

 
Sun. 8th Sept. 1918. . . .  Landed a few days ago, and have spent the 
time since at special work, except for some guard duty. At the 
moment of landing we had fair weather, but scarcely twelve hours 
have passed since without rain. Not all of us are in the same place, of 
course. Four of us whom you know were given a room in a house 
that was grand once upon a time, but only one of us had his cot with 
him. The other cots went astray with the heavy freight, and it is 
doubtful if they can ever be expected to catch up with us. But really, 
we are not uncomfortable. If we were not so uncertain as to when 
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mail from home will catch up with us, we should have little to 
grumble about as yet. You know what a soldier’s field ration is. We 
get just about that, supplemented by what the mess officer can pick 
up on the side. . . .  saw the other day a whole lot of flounders being 
scooped out for sale. They were not a quarter as large as those we 
caught in England. I am told there are several varieties of fish to be 
had in the waters of this district. Also, I know there are pigs in town. 
As I write, six baby swine are approaching my doorway from across 
the street. 
 The English Lt. Colonel, who is my commander in certain 
instructional work that I am doing, tells me that our official address 
is “339th Infantry (American) North Russian Expeditionary Forces.”  
We have had no orders from our own headquarters on this point, 
changing from the former “American Expeditionary Forces,” and so I 
am dubious. I shall try to get this past the censor by taking it to him 
in person if possible. If this new address does pass O.K., I will have 
greater hope of receiving mail. We have a theory that all mail 
directed to A.E.F. (if it gets through at all) goes to France. 
 In the eight weeks since we left Michigan I have had two letters 
from you, both reaching me before we sailed from U.S. . . . I have 
been watching from my window a group of six-year-old girls playing a 
sort of hopscotch on an opposite corner. After hopping for a while, 
they squat. From all appearances I suspect that this phase of the 
game would not ordinarily be permitted on an American street; that 
is, unless the kids were more completely dressed. 
 There are enough dogs about here to furnish soup for a large 
tribe of Indians. But the only ones I have seen that looked as though 
they might have pedigreed ancestry are a few in the possession of 
allied officers. There are few autos and many horses. Saw five of the 
latter marching single file by themselves down a street, and keeping 
a better formation than some of our own men do at times. Have 
seen no large draft horses. All small and chunky. 
 From my window I can see several outbuildings of some sort 
covered with growing sod for a roof. The grass is so short on them 
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that I wonder if the owners lift goats up there to keep it cropped 
close. There are plenty of goats about to keep the spare paper and 
cardboard eaten off the streets. 
 The houses hereabout are of very good size, and practically all 
of heavy wood. I saw some local carpenters working the other day. 
They had only two tools, a rough saw and a sharp adze, and yet they 
did very good work. 
 We move in a day or so to another place ¾ mile away where 
there will be nothing but school work going on; no extra guard duty. 
By “we” I mean the English instructors, Ben, myself, and _____. 
 
 
Note: The foregoing letter also conveyed the information that the 
writer was in Solombula, a suburb of Archangel, in command of 96 
men (eight picked from each of twelve companies of his regiment) 
who were receiving special instruction by day as Lewis gunners, and 
by night were guarding strategic points against possible Bolshevik 
uprisings. 
 This special detail was trained for two weeks and then broken 
up and sent to the various companies, which had already proceeded 
to the front. Later events proved the wisdom of this special school, 
as it doubled each rifle company’s quota of trained Lewis gunners, a 
very vital element in open and mobile warfare. 
 The men, trained in the U.S. almost solely with rifles, took 
readily to handling other small arms. At the close of the campaign 
one company of about 200 men turned in, besides their rifles and 
pistols, 24 Chauchat (French) automatic rifles, 30 sets of rifle 
grenade equipment, 24 Lewis guns, twelve machine guns, water-
cooled, and two trench mortars, according to one account. 
 
 
Wed. 2nd Oct. 1918 . . . It has been ten days since I have written 
you. We have been very busy and have not always had any too good 
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a place to stay. Last night we took off our clothes for the first time 
in I don’t know how long. Can you imagine patrolling over sixteen 
miles, then marching with troops all evening, all night and until 8:30 
A.M. the next day; take another short march, go on out-guard; then 
with six hours’ sleep, march on another patrol, occupy outpost all 
the afternoon and night, with three hours of sleep under a leaky roof 
of logs; marching to my present location early the next morning 
(which was yesterday)? (See Chapter V, page 74, 2nd paragraph.) 
During the last three days of this experience it rained almost 
steadily. Ditto yesterday and today. Some day, unless all precedents 
fail, the sun will shine again and then we can move about without 
getting confounded wet. 

 
“Drying sox after the patrol” 

 You would laugh over some of the crazy things that have 
happened. One time, past midnight, way out in a swamp, there was a 
short halt for a rest. When we were to start again I went to urge on 
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three men who were standing in a group with their heads together 
like football players in a huddle. I had to awaken them! One  of our 
runners is very short. In a deep swamp two other men had to help 
him through to keep him from gargling. He lost part of his 
equipment. Next morning a corporal was bawling him out for losing 
it. A sergeant happened by just in time to hear the last words of the 
runner’s excuse, to the effect that he couldn’t get it from where he 
lost it. So the sarge took a turn at the runner and wound up with, 
“There ain’t no such word as ‘can’t;’ it’s ‘kin.’” And the corporal 
laughed. Which made the sergeant query, “What de hell is dis army 
comin’ to, anyway.” 
 You understand that most of this country is soggy, mossy, 
swampy woods. On patrol, a breaking stick or a log pulled out of a 
mud hole with a sucking sound, or a clicking canteen, or sudden 
speech – or anything like that – makes a noise that reverberates at 
times for a great distance through the woods. So it is a ticklish 
business. The other day, after becoming very fatigued from 
continued strain of that sort, a man was near a fire on which 
someone had placed a canteen of water to boil. The top had been 
left screwed on the canteen through carelessness. Naturally the 
canteen soon exploded, with a report like a shell, blowing embers 
every which way. The weary men collapsed in delirium. Absolute 
shell-shock effect. . . .  
 
 
Note: In the above letter the writer managed to convey the 
information that the experiences described took place along the 
Archangel-Vologda Railway, south of Obozerskaya. 
 Much of the above activity took place under hostile artillery, 
machine-gun and rifle fire.  It was one of the few actions in which the 
American troops suffered very considerable losses. 
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339th Inf. A.N.R.A.F. “A” Force via Archangel, Russia 
Tues. 8 Oct. 1918. . . . Every ship that comes in is expected to 
furnish excitement in the form of mail, so we keep ourselves jollied 
along. We had quite a gala day Sunday, when the men lined up and 
received the first mail they have had from the States. Since then, 
about every man in the Company has written from one to five 
letters, and the officers have been busy censoring every evening. We 
have been having a few days’ rest period, in which we feed up, do a 
little drill and perform the necessary work. 
 We have just had a big supper. The men are singing – the first I 
have heard since crossing the Arctic Circle going north. The men 
haven’t been rested enough since that time until now to do any real 
singing. I don’t know what the enemy thinks of it, but doubtless 
some of his outposts are reporting a strange noise even if it is four 
miles away. We have not been able to relax our personal vigilance 
this much since reaching Russia, until this rest time came along. 
 . . . Last night we had aurora borealis playing about the 
northern half of the sky, clear to the zenith. It is cold, and rather 
grey today. . . . 
 After my men had been all this morning in the woods practicing 
(see chapter VI, page 100, paragraph 2) with a French platoon, the 
men being mingled alternating one French and one American, the 
spirit was so good that each platoon sang a song to the other, and 
we gave the French a little manual of arms exhibition. Nothing much, 
but fine for camaraderie. I wish I could tell you now what we are up 
to, it is so interesting, but I can only say that French and American 
soldiers are training together in a kind of warfare known in Africa but 
not in France, and the only thing that remains of the drill-field 
formation is the discipline, “Bush fighting.” 
 Every village and lumber-clearing area here has, I believe, a 
bathhouse. A big brick stove, with pipes connected with an open 
cask of water, which is heated, furnishing both the steamy 
atmosphere and the source of hot water to be dipped out into the 
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half-barrels serving as tubs. I had a bath in one last night. My 
platoon, now living in boxcars, is bathing in the bathhouse a squad at 
a time. . . . (See chapter IV, page 60, last paragraph.) 
 . . . We bought a big pad-footed, sharp-eared, bushy-tailed dog 
for 3 cigarettes. He went home again in three days. We had named 
him “Cigarette,” and I guess he didn’t like it. He could not have left 
for lack of food. . . . 
 

 

Note: This letter also conveyed the information that the writer’s 
detachment was at Obozerskaya, on the railroad, perfecting the plan 
of attack to take the enemy positions to the south, which had 
blocked our advance since the end of September (see photos below 
and on next page). 

 
"The Railway Station at Obozerskaya. The stationmaster lives upstairs. 

The water cart is backed up against the roof of a dugout.” 
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Two photos from a Detroit website: 
http://atdetroit.net/forum/messages/6790/119110.html?1197513130: 
"This photo of the (Obozerskaya) station was taken on Sept. 21, 1918. 
… The railway station (on the right) as it appeared on Aug. 12, 2007. 
Over the past 89 years, the station has undergone a few cosmetic 
changes and the railway electrification equipment has been added. The 
railroad water/coaling tower is visible in the distance in both photos." 
 Further note on Obozerskaya: When the American troops landed 
in North Russia, they did not stop at Archangel. With the exception 
of about two companies, all were sent to the fronts. The French had 
established one of these fronts almost a hundred miles south of 
Archangel on the railroad leading to Vologda. When the Americans 
joined the French they were able to move into the village of 
Obozerskaya, which the Bolsheviks abandoned after a few days 
fighting had shown them they would lose too heavily if they stayed. 
 This picture (on previous page) shows the station building after 
the Allies had been there a few days. The British, who were in 
command, have established a Red Cross field hospital in the station. 
At the right can be seen the sides of some third class railway 
coaches, and in the middle distance the two water towers from 
which the wood-burning engines draw water. A pumping station by a 
stream a mile and a half away supplies the tanks. In the picture can 
be seen the effects of shrapnel fired by Bolshevik artillery after they 
had withdrawn from the village (broken glass and roof now repaired). 
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 The village of Obozerskaya was built in a forest clearing when 
the railway tracks were laid, and consists of one street along the 
track and another leading away at right angles, connecting with two 
other much older villages less than three miles away. Obozerskaya 
was from the 11th of September 1918 the headquarters of the 
Railway Force. The headquarters of the front line on the railway were 
moved forward as the troops advanced, remaining only a few miles 
behind the fighting line. Both headquarters were housed in cars. 
 
 

Smaller version of this photo is in Appendix D, Page 223, regarding blockhouses. The 
dog shown in this photo adopted the Americans after one of the first battles with the 
Bolsheviks. He once precipitated a three-day battle by doing some scouting of his own 
at night in no-man’s land and getting himself shot at by both sides. 
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 The dog, “Cigarette,” (photo on previous page) became an 
institution with “A” Force. During the autumn he bobbed up 
repeatedly at the railroad front. During his disappearances he was 
suspected of being with the Bolshis, a few hundred yards away. One 
luminous night he was seen sniffing rabbit tracks out in “No Man’s 
Land,” and was thereafter listed as a “damned-Bolo-spy-dog,-don’t-
you-know” by a rum-lit British officer. Soon, again seeing the dog 
prowling at night, the officer ordered him fired upon. The Bolos, 
thinking they were being attacked, replied with gusto and an all night 
battle was on, to the great disgust of the men who wanted to sleep. 
 
 
“A” Force: A.N.R.F.F. 23rd Oct. 1918. . . . As we are resting today I 
shall try to finish answering your letters received Oct. 18th. The one 
of Aug. 15th . . . Lt. Anselni is doing great work here on our front. 
Keeps the phone service right up to the very most advanced 
outpost, wherever American troops go. When a shell drops on the 
outpost he goes up to see what happened to the phone. He was with 
us during our most severe shelling recently. He has nerve. 
 Lt. Sheridan came down on an observation trip, and went with 
the French-American platoon led by Lt. Sohier and myself, on a long 
flank march, slept all night under the sky in the rain, no blankets; 
went with us at dawn to attack, and then stayed with us all day until 
everything was cleared up and we rejoined the larger force at 
another place. He was a great help. He also had nerve. 
 Two men of our Company have won decorations already; one a 
Distinguished Service Cross and the other a Military Cross. Still 
another deserves a medal for bravery and prompt action. If he 
receives it he will have to be very diplomatic in telling his lady friends 
where he was wounded. He couldn’t help it if he got some chunks of 
grenade in the seat of his pants while emptying his rifle at a group of 
the enemy who tried to stop him from delivering a message. He 
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delivered the message. The hospital report indicates that he will be 
lying on his tummy for some time, but is in no danger. 
 We are figuring on winter quarters now. Winter is slow in 
settling in this year; otherwise we would now be hibernating. 
Yesterday some weird garments were issued to us. Great black fur 
turndown caps, white on the outside when turned down. Long 
canvas overcoats, lined with sheepskin. Leather vests, felt-lined. 
Mufflers, mittens with one finger, sox long and sox short, etc. Just 
now we have a little snow on the ground. Instead of rain, from now 
on we shall have snow whenever the load in the clouds gets too 
heavy. Temperature is about 280 but will drop below zero any day. . . 
. . . . 
 
 
Sun. 3rd Nov. 1918 . . . Have just lighted my pipe for the first time in 
over a week. No tobacco until now. . . . All the Lieuts but Stoner and 
myself are out on duty somewhere. The Captain is out with an 
interpreter looking for some Frenchies who are thought to have been 
hunting ducks with rifles today. Verboten, you know! Might run into 
enemy patrols and get gobbled. Could get lost easily, also. No sun to 
guide by, much of the time. 
 George is at one end of our little box-car (“caplushka”) 
censoring mail, and I am at the field table in the other end, creating 
it. I have censored so much lately that I am laying off for a spell. 
Some of our men are becoming magnificent letter-writers, both in 
quality and quantity. Sometimes I am thankful that the Y and the Red 
Cross do not supply them with more paper. Paper is really scarce 
here. 
 Along one side of our car (photo on next page) – inside, of 
course – are bunks, six of them, three upper and three lower. Brick-
lined tin stove in the center of the other side. Table in each of the 
open corners. Four windows in the car; four wheels under it. Door cut 
in one end so we can go directly into the mess-car, where also the 
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three orderlies have bunks. Such little cars! At the other end of our 
car, with no door between, the cooks have a six-bunk car, with a 
place for supplies, connected by a door leading to the Company 
cook-car where are field ranges and water heater, all set up in big 
sandboxes. The rest of our train is composed of bunk cars for men 
and one or two cars each for ammunition and supplies. Of course, we 
only have a chance to live in this string of palaces once in a while, 
when doing duty at some convenient “rest station” behind the front 
line. 

 
“One End of a Bunk Car” 

 Soon our world will be one of snow. Short days and dense 
darkness are already with us. Winter quarters will be necessary 
before long. Then we shall indulge in a large amount of watchful 
waiting. Mail may be minus, but don’t worry. 
 I am hoping to be able to carry back to you a few souvenirs of 
Russia, but as yet have nothing much of interest accumulated. Have 
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a shell-nose anyway; part of the fireworks aimed at us one time when 
Trotsky & Co. tried to blast us all to Kingdom Come. That same red 
flag waver threatened great actions against us this winter, but he will 
have his troubles if he tries to oust us (see Chapter VII, pages 118-
119 re: Bolshevik propaganda). 
 With all of our campaigning around we see so few stores (and 
those are military) that we haven’t spent our money. If you ever 
have occasion to collect my insurance you might tell the 
Quartermaster General at Washington that you understand that I 
have some back pay coming to me – or did have – and that you want 
it. 
 The orderlies in the next car are singing at the top of their 
voices a French song we have been trying to learn – “La Madelon.” 
Our French friends are pleasant to consort with, except that they do 
not always pay attention to our sanitary rules. To see them coming 
up in support when we are fighting seems mighty good. Also, they 
seem to gain new spirit when they see old “M” Company coming into 
their lines, either for reinforcement or for relief. 
 Here again I light my pipe. These issue matches don’t keep it 
lighted very well. Just opened a bottle of ale. I drink to you. . . . 
 
 
8th Nov. 1918. . . . The hard rain, the short day, and the lack of 
sunlight, make the inside dark and the outside wet. We almost need 
candles at mid-day. 
 I am reading your letter of August 21. . . . while I am glad I am 
seeing the very many strange sights and places, I would hesitate to 
advise anyone to join the army in war-time just to see things. 
 We marched all day yesterday. We had a wagon (photo on next 
page) with us, and picked up from peasants, by barter, enough 
rabchik (sort of a partridge) to give the whole company a meal. The 
birds had been killed earlier in the fall and hung in twos over the 
rafters in village out-houses, undrawn and frozen solid. 



 161 

 
“The farm wagons or ‘telyega’ were the common road transport when 
snow was not on the ground. . . . The driver is a 16-year-old boy. There 
were many women transport drivers. The able-bodied men are scarce. 
What few are left are working in some warehouse area or are in the army.  
 
“To allay curiosity it is to be explained that the wooden arch over the 
horse’s neck does not touch the horse and has nothing to do with his 
harness. Its purpose is to keep the two loose pole shafts from closing in 
on the horse when he pulls on the collar. The collar has a sort of wooden 
yoke tied in front of it. On each side a broad leather strap leads from the 
collar and yoke to the shaft, is wound tightly around the shaft and the 
end of the wooden arch, and then tied tightly in a loop at the collar. It is 
against this strap leading to the shaft on each side that the strain comes 
when the horse pulls. There is no tug, but there is a holdback strap. A 
rope or wire runs from the centre of each shaft to the outside of the axle 
on that side, and another is extended from the fore part of the cart 
frame to the outside of the rear wheel on each side. Thus the main parts 
of the cart would hang together no matter how bad the roads.” 
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 Recently I had some genuine old-time Russian black bread. It 
tasted good. Most peasants have to eke out with moss or chaff, 
however, and their bread (called something like “saloma) is terrible. 
 We have had three mails since leaving the States, about three 
weeks since the last one. 
 
 
339th Inf. via Archangel, Russia; 21 Nov. 1918. Just a note, this 
week before Thanksgiving, to tell you I am as well as can be; hands a 
little stiff from being cold; all bundled up for winter; looking forward 
to an immediate trip away from here where we have been at rest for 
a few days. 
 Droshkies have given way to sleighs, water to ice, and mud to 
snow, and the news from the western front is better and better. 
There isn’t much news on our own front. You probably read more 
about it than we hear. 

 When dressed in my heavy sox 
and overshoes, fur-lined canvas coat 
and fur cap, I have been taken (or 
mistaken) by Russians themselves for 
a Russian (photo at left). French, 
English and Americans have made the 
same mistake. Several times 
individuals have come to me and 
started rapid conversation in Russian. 
It may be that my red mustache and 
imperial demeanor assisted in the 
general effect. I am having much fun 
out of it. Writing down Russian words 
I know, with meanings, I find I have 
more than fifty in my ready 
vocabulary. And some of them are 

useful in all sorts of connections. 
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 I wonder if you have ever seen a wild turkey feather. Two are 
enclosed. The bird weighed about ten pounds and was brown where 
the tame turkey in America is usually black. 
 We have little hope of receiving more mail from U.S. this winter, 
and I am not very sanguine of this note reaching you before spring. 
But I’ll write you occasionally just the same. 
 
 
339th Inf. via Archangel, Russia. 28 November, 1918, Thanksgiving 
Day. . . . Today we had a big feed of beefsteak, gravy, heavy bread, 
coffee, jam and pie. Ate too much prior to pie, so left the latter to 
supper. . . . 
 Before dinner today Lt. Wright and I cut up some resinous logs 
for a bonfire for the Red Cross and Y meeting, which was held at 
2:30. Capt. Moore was one of the four speakers at the meeting. 
 Lt. Donovan is not out of hospital yet. Lt. Keith was sent to 
England, maybe U.S., recently. His wounded arm will be useless for 
months, although the bone and flesh are healed. Nerves stunned. 
 Lt. Packer, not of our regiment, who has been in Russia nearly 
as long as I have been in the service, stayed with us near the front 
for a few days. Good fun. 
 Stoner, Carpenter and Wieczorek are all well. Carpenter, you 
know, is detached from the Company and acts as Battalion Supply 
Officer. He doesn’t forget his old companions. 
 The days flow on – nothing of note – cannot write down our 
movements. But imagine, if you can, the course of the boards in a 
treadmill floor. We are one of the planks. So far, we have found 
ourselves every once in a while back or near the same old places. We 
established the first outposts on most of them, and can now plan 
our relief before we arrive. We have no armistice here, of course; but 
are holding our breath to hear as early as possible what may be the 
effect, in our sector, of the developments in France, Germany, and 
Southern Russia. 
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 Have just received some N.Y. papers mentioning U.S. troops in 
North Russia. If you have been reading that news you can now know 
that we have been here during the whole period in which U.S. troops 
are mentioned as being in North Russia. 
 
 
Note: Lts. Donovan and Keith were among those wounded in action 
partially described in the letter of 2nd Oct. Lt. Packer was a member 
of the American Military Mission, coming out of central Russia with 
Ambassador Francis. 
 
 This letter marks the pause after the autumn offensive, the lull 
before the storm of winter battles with the Americans on the 
defensive. The writer’s detachment had its rest period of a few days 
in the bunk train at the village used for headquarters of the Railroad 
“A” Force, a few miles behind the immediate fighting front. A day or 
so after this letter was written, the detachment moved up and took 
over the front positions, where soon the hostile attacks became 
frequent and heavy. The writer’s platoon, after a few days, was sent 
to hold a village at a strategic point sixteen miles out on the flank, 
where the hostile pressure threatened to break the line of 
communication with the allied forces in the Onega sector. The line 
was held intact at this time, but was broken in the late winter when a 
French detachment was overwhelmed while on duty at that village. 
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THE WINTER DEFENSIVE 
 
Thurs. 5th Dec. 1918. . . . The snow is about six inches deep here 
now. Daylight does not become real much before 8:30 A.M., and it is 
practically dark at 3:30 P.M. Of course, with snow on the ground the 
darkness is not dense like it used to be. We have been spitting in the 
enemy’s face, figuratively speaking, for a week now, and both sides 
apparently satisfied to spit gently in this sector. 

 
A December view of “farthest south” on the Archangel-Vologda 

Railroad. The Bolsheviks hold the woods in the background. 
 This morning Mr. Bolo fired a couple of hundred rounds at us, but he 
was not close enough to be seen so we did not return the fire. Four 
Y.M.C.A. men visited our lines today. There has been one out nearly 
every day. Two American officers spent last night with us. When we 
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get all the official family of a position together in our Hqrs room we 
have quite a good time. We have a new baseball game played by 
pitching pennies – big English ones – into a diamond chalked out on 
the floor. 
 It is not so very cold here yet – about 200 to 250 above zero. 
Snows a little every day. Have seen the sun only about twice in the 
past seven days. We are living here by candlelight. For a few days, 
while we were in the bunk train, part of us had electric lights run by a 
small motor brought in by the French. 
 There is a great hub-bub around me – French and American 
officers checking up on material and ammunition. All business has to 
be done in this one small log house. Fortunately, figures look the 
same in both languages. 
 
 
Archangel, Russia, 26th Jan. 1919. . . . Our location is still at a 
distance from our official address – more so than before. After a few 
days in a certain place of not unpleasing billets, I have taken over 
George Stoner’s job in still another place, not so large but 
comfortable enough. Indeed it is much the same as the one I was in 
for some time elsewhere – where the priest gave me the long napkin. 
Time passes by rather rapidly, with little flurries of excitement now 
and then. In all probability we shall “hold that line.” I don’t know but 
what we shall score a touchdown if we get a chance. However, as we 
are not here to sacrifice lives needlessly, we may have no more 
severe engagements unless attacked in force, because by the end of 
the frozen period the Bolshi regime is expected to be hors-de-
combat. 
 Did you know the Bolshi want to kill all the “rich” and take away 
their possessions? They have done this in very many cases and have 
given part of the spoils to the poor. But the momentary favor they 
gain in this way is soon lost because of their inconsistent and 
constant cruelties and depredations, and because they force so 
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many men into the army to fight for nothing but license to plunder 
and ravish – and then do not gain enough to furnish the purses or 
lusts of any but the leaders. Even from the bandit’s standpoint it is 
not a paying proposition. So the gutless farmer or villager who is 
forced into the ranks soon sees that even if he liked the game he 
would not be getting his share – and certainly he is not getting 
something for nothing – and therefore he deserts when he dares and 
can. Sometimes he finds that in his absence his home has been 
plundered and his women given the syphilis by some Bolshi raiding 
party. 
 It is no wonder that we are often receiving grapevine reports of 
new regiments being formed in the countryside by the Bolsheviks, 
but can never find a greatly increased total strength of their armies. 
Unstable, rather untrained, brigandage. Does that spell success for 
Bolshevism? We do not think so. But it causes a lot of trouble and 
keeps the country torn up. And unless the U.S. sticks in this 
European jam long enough to smother Bolshevism we shall have 
much the same thing at home in an unprecedented degree. Thank 
God we are educated enough so that we can begin our resistance 
and our corrective measures early. We can be sure that every evil in 
our economic and social system, and many things that are not evils, 
will be used as pegs to which the U.S. Bolshi spirits will attach their 
web of sophistry and appeal. Many people will be led by them, as in 
the past, to attempt to tear down everything instead of 
strengthening the structure by replacing unsound pieces with sound 
ones gradually. I.W.W. is a sample. 
 For the foolish followers of Bolshevism, [I recommend] 
education and training. For the greedy character-twisted profiting 
leaders, death. For the owners and employees who give needless 
occasion for just dissatisfaction, a very short and vigorous course in 
applied Christianity and applied ethics. That last is just what some 
think the I.W.W. is giving. Needless to go into their fallacies here – 
that would make a whole Chautauqua lecture. At the close of the 
lecture I would say, “Either Bolshevism must go down and out 
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forever, or the American government and the strength of the 
American people must go down and out forever. Take your choice!”1 
 
 
Note: The writer managed to convey in the above letter that he had 
moved to Pinega and then taken over a strategic position at Soyala, 
being the only officer for some miles around. 
 
 
Mon. 3d Feb. 1919. . . . With the return this evening of a patrol, 
which I sent sixteen miles to get into touch with some friendly 
Russian forces, I felt such an enormous sense of relief that I sat 
down and played eight games of solitaire. When the reaction comes 
from a period of alert tension, I am bored with almost everything. 
Boredom will disappear with bed time tonight, I suspect, as I am tired 
and will sleep soundly unless some alarm is passed on to us from 
somewhere along the line. There are loyal Russians in the field, but 
the Americans are expected to offer the final stiff resistance to keep 
back the Bolsheviks along scores of miles of potential “front.” As we 
cannot be everywhere at once, each group of us is ready constantly, 
to jump promptly to any threatened point within our reach. 
Consequently, since the time we ate our Thanksgiving dinner at 
another front, we have done more jumping about, patrol, and guard 
duty than anything else. My outfit has not been in a scrap, except as 
reserve, since then. Some other outfits (American) in other local 
sectors have seen severe fighting more recently. If we do not 
personally have to lick the Bolsheviks good and plenty before April 
Fool’s Day, it will be because they stop crowding up toward us. 

                                                
1 Editor's Note:  "I.W.W." is Industrial Workers of the World, which, according to Wikipedia 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Industrial_Workers_of_the_World), was founded in Chicago in 
1905 with the goal to promote worker solidarity in the revolutionary struggle to overthrow 
the employing class, abolish the wage system, and do away with capitalism. It opposed U.S. 
participation in WWI, saying that war represents struggles among capitalists in which the rich 
become richer, and the working poor all too often die at the hands of other workers. 
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There seems to be a great many of them. And it seems they are 
possessed of the idea of capturing several thousand square miles of 
woods and farms and villages in our sector before the snow melts 
and spoils the sledding. When sleds can be used they can go rapidly 
through narrow trails. When the thaw comes, only wagons and boats 
can be used for transport, and even on the best of trails a wagon or 
a cart is a slow affair because the roads are probably never dry 
unless on the hilltops in August. I made one sled trip recently in two 
hours that had taken seven hours by wagon in October. 
 We bought a calf yesterday, dressed and delivered for 150 
roubles. About 160 pounds of meat and bone. Had the hindquarters 
roasted today. All the men at this post had some, and one of my 
sergeants, who has an outpost six miles away, sent a messenger by 
sled for their share. Believe me, what we had tasted good. My fifty 
men can get about two more meals off the carcass by piecing out 
with other odds and ends. 
 A poor woman came in today and wanted to sell me her old cow 
for what would be about 44 ½ cents per pound for hoof, hide, bone 
and all. We told her the truth – that we have enough meat now and 
no money, so she departed disappointed. News travels faster here 
than in the States. Everyone gabbles to everyone. So she had heard 
we were buying herds of cattle. 
 We occasionally buy eggs at from 20¢ to 30¢ each, potatoes at 
$5.00 for 36 pounds, onions at 40¢ per pound and a sort of cottage 
cheese at the same price. Milk is about 20¢ a quart, and we do not 
use it unboiled. I repeat, we buy occasionally. Rabchik are 25¢ each, 
and a wild turkey $2.50 to $3.00. Of course, all prices are in roubles; 
I am translating into American money at current rates of exchange. 
 We drink lots of tea, made Russian style, and smoke enough 
cigarettes to kill a man in the States. They are mostly English, and I 
suspect the tobacco is highly diluted. 
 The woman in whose house I have my headquarters has one 
front tooth. Her husband is at the front with loyal Russians. Her 12-
year-old daughter and fat old mother live in the rear of the house, 
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the two front doors being shut off for us. The women buried their 
chinaware yesterday. One reason the folks will sell the few animals 
and food stores they have left is that they would rather have roubles 
which they can carry with them when they flee from expected 
Bolsheviks. The Bolshi haven’t a very good reputation among the 
peasants. We buy the stuff when we can, because we think we can 
stop the Bolos, or at least eat the food before we are driven out. It 
seems to be a matter of constant wonder to these people how we 
can be so far from home and still seem so little worried over what 
they think (and rightly) is a terrible menace of death and 
destruction. Let the least rumor of action reach a village and there 
occurs an interesting scene of excitement. (See Chapter II, page 26, 
paragraph 1 re diversion of relief supplies to the Bolsheviks). 
 If a volunteer is killed in action, his frozen body is taken to his 
village and then the priest, the women, the old men, and the children 
hold a very noisy funeral. Reminds one of the descriptions of funerals 
in the orient where loudly voiced public grief is the fashion. Today I 
saw a party on the return trip from such a burial, and loud were the 
lamentations even then. 
 There is no real information as to when we can expect to get 
home. July 4th seems almost too good to be true, because if the 
Bolos are not smashed other troops will have to relieve us, and relief 
of all the parts of our scattered forces will take much time. Then the 
regiment would have to be assembled somewhere and transported, 
and equipment accounted for, and a lot of things pawed, clawed, and 
fussed over before we could cross the Atlantic. (See Chapter VIII, 
page 126, paragraph 2.) 
 
 
8th Feb. 1919. . . . was all ready to write you a nice long letter this 
morning, but in came a leader of Russian mobilizats who did not even 
know how many men he had except that he had six sick ones. By the 
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time I had him straightened out and his six sick sledded off to the 
infirmary in the headquarters town, it was noon. . . . 
 . . . all messed up with warm but useless footgear. The winter 
issue is a white canvas sack with a thick, hard, stiff leather bottom. 
It is supposed to be tied around several layers of sox and lastly the 
human foot. It is the invention of Sir Ernest Shackleton, resulting 
from his Antarctic excursions, and is supplied by the British. They 
evidently reason that, since our troops were for North Russia, and 
North Russia has snow in winter, and Sir Ernest knows everything 
about walking in snow, he must be Shackleton-booted. The result is 
that a Bolshevik patrol in felt boots can go twice as fast and four 
times as far as one of ours in these Shackleton boots. Russians can 
march twice as far over the road and not show up lame. When our 
men kick over the traces and buy Russian felt boots, which are 
available here and there, or maybe deboot some defunct Bolshis, it is 
remarkable how they manage to lose the issue boots. (See Chapter 
V, pages 87-88 with photos.) 
 . . . Lots of small boys and girls, some of them very engaging. 
Some are learning to say “Hello” and “Good-bye.” One little fellow of 
13, square-shouldered, square-faced and tow-headed, lost his father 
in a battle at Christmas time. He and his 16-year-old sister Doomnia 
are now working to support the mother and a huge family of kids 
ranging down to a wee suckling babe. Seems like there is a widow or 
orphan in every house. Race suicide comes from high death rate of 
infants and middle-aged, not from birth prevention, in this country. 
 Many of our men have the impression that the women do all the 
work, but a little observation shows that the men do as much or 
more in normal times. Just now the men in our district are either 
under arms or driving sleds and building shelters for troops. The 
woman’s job ordinarily is care of the house, barn, water-carrying, 
spinning and knitting, feeding chickens and sheep, and doing 
whatever hay and grain work she has time for. The man’s job is 
tilling, forestry, fishing, getting in supplies of wood and hay, and 
taking stuff to market, which is usually a long way from his home. 
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 It seems that this northern country has been on the whole 
peaceful – this being about the first time it has been distracted by 
any war. Central and southern Russia, on the contrary, present a 
history of almost constant strife, cruelty and murder. Bolshis I have 
met are mostly from central Russia, and look like a criminal type 
beside the farmers we find as a rule so friendly where we have been. 
 
 
9th Feb. 1919. . . . True to form, a quiet day was followed by a full 
one. From 8:30 this morning until now (7:45 p.m.) we have had only 
a few minutes at a time free from messages by phone and runner, 
patrol dispatching and other details. We had a jam on the lines on 
both sides of us. Part of the time we “stood to” all ready to go 
places. We are still here, at any rate. We may be up a large part of 
the night, as two of our patrols are not back yet and we shall await 
them. Our real job may depend on what information they bring. A 
considerable distance from us we think a village is burning. We can 
see much smoke on the horizon against the night sky, but no blaze. 
We may not know what is going on there even when our patrols 
come in. . . . 
 
 
14 Feb. 1919. . . . Yesterday I started at 4:30 a.m. and made a fast 
sled trip to where Captain Moore holds forth. Had breakfast and 
dinner there, transacted a little business, had a horseback ride, and 
reached my post again about 4:30 p.m. Two hours and a half sled 
ride each way. Takes freight sleds much longer, of course. At noon 
yesterday it was 270 Fahrenheit below zero. Today is very much 
colder. 
 I have not heard from you for seven weeks, or from anyone for 
that matter. Yesterday we received a wire that several sacks of mail 
are being sent overland to us. Because of the loss at sea of some 
mail we know we have missed at least two batches, which we 
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otherwise would have received. The last letter to reach me was 
written in November. 
 Two of us unraveled some old sox the other day and paid an old 
lady a rouble a pair to knit us each a pair of Russian mittens. They 
are the shape of our “one-finger mitts.” Now you can see some one 
almost every day unraveling sox, winding yarn, and looking for 
roubles or old ladies or both. (See Chapter VI, page 94, paragraph 
3.) 
 After walking about with my sergeant seeking a place for rifle 
practice, where the wind was not too cold on the firing line, I decided 
it was too cold altogether for rifle practice today. Just as we 
returned to our quarters we saw some excitement near the river, 
which lies frozen at one side of the village. It seems that two bushy 
tailed black animals of considerable size had been seen to run under 
a building nearby. Our men had visions of wealth from the sale of 
black fox fur, but all efforts to get at the animals proved in vain, 
because the men could not stay out in the cold long enough to move 
the building, and the animals would not respond to coaxing or to 
noise. 
 
 
Sat. 15 Feb. 1919. . . . This is a church holiday, and at 9 a.m. all 
available residents of nearby hamlets repaired to the church in this 
village for services, which lasted about two hours. Except for the 
very old, who sit on the wall benches, everyone stands throughout a 
Russian service. (See Chapter III, pages 46-48.) There are art objects 
in the church. Decorations, pictures and banners are rich and lavish. 
Where one sees images in an American Catholic Church, one sees 
pictures in Greek Orthodox, Russian National and Polish Catholic 
Churches in Russia. It seems to be the Russian style. Perhaps I have 
told you that the priests of the Russian Church marry and often raise 
large families. They seem to be, or to have been, paid better in 
proportion than are small town Protestant ministers at home. 
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 This morning my men had automatic arms firing, and this 
afternoon rifle firing. Some are becoming quite expert. (See Chapter 
V, page 86, 1st paragraph.) Returning from firing, a few minutes ago, 
Sgt. Peterson and I saw a crow sitting on a sawbuck about 25 yards 
from the road. We fired our revolvers at the same time. One bullet 
went through the crow’s head and one through his shoulders. We are 
not nervous about a Bolo rush as long as we can shoot that well. 
 We are now permitted to wear a gold chevron on the lower part 
of the sleeve, to indicate six months’ service abroad. It’s orders, in 
fact, but there are no gold chevrons in our supply list, so we are as 
bare as before. This is one time we have an alibi. 
 
 
Mon. 17 Feb. 1919. . . . Yesterday was very cold and windy. In the 
evening I went to the Priest’s house and attended a party. A priest 
from a neighboring village (20 miles away!) was there with his wife 
and baby; also the oocheetelneetsa (sic) from that town. There were 
present also the oochetceteras from this and two other villages. 
Regular teachers’ convention. One of the girls is the daughter of our 
local priest. The rest of the local priest’s family were all there – his 
wife, his manly 19-year-old son (a loyal soldier), and two younger 
boys, aged 10 and 9. Tea was served at 7 p.m. and dinner at 10 
p.m. Had accordion and balalaika music, wonderful Russian singing, 
poor American singing, Russian and American lessons, a little reading 
in Greek and Latin, smoking (men only) and a little sporadic playing 
of games. 
 One game developed huge merriment. It is a crazy thing played 
with large cards on which questions and answers and various 
comments are printed in Russian. Each sentence is preceded by a 
keyword. You hunt up what you want to say, hand a card to the 
person you want to say it to, and speak the keyword only. The party 
receiving the card looks up the message, reads it out loud; then 
looks up some answer on his own card, states the keyword, hands 
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the card to you, and you repeat the process. They had a lot of fun 
out of me, and some of them a little consternation at sentences 
following a few of my keywords. I read plainly printed Russian very 
readily, but of course do not understand what I read most of the 
time. So I could receive a card and keyword, look up and read the 
sentence; pick out another at random and give the keyword, without 
having the least idea into what I might be putting my foot. I did this 
with as wise a look as I could put on my face, and you should have 
heard the whole bunch laughing. They knew I was enjoying it so they 
had all the fun they could out of my inevitable mistakes. It seems 
that one time I told the priest’s wife that she was bow-legged. The 
priest and his wife were the most amused of the lot, until I began to 
wonder if perhaps it might be true. Poor people, they are hard up 
these days. The priests have only one outer robe or long-coat each, 
and that is so shabby that Peck’s hack-driver wouldn’t wear it.2 The 
kids all wear hand-me-downs. Still they love fun. 
 A number of the volunteers from our village are back on 
furlough from the front for a day or so. Some are big men, but most 
of them are not up to the American average for height. One big 
handsome fellow seemed much impressed when a passing soldier 
shot a crow from the jutting gable-end of a two-story house with a 
revolver. At the time, a middle-aged farmer stood nearby holding his 
horse. The soldier, fearing the horse might bolt, asked the old man’s 
permission to fire. The farmer took a tight grip on his horse and said 
“Korosho” – “O.K. by me,” and then looked upward, his mouth open 
and his beard sticking out. One shot and the crow came down 
kerplunk; the horse ran around the farmer twice, with the empty sled 
swinging wildly; but the old man stood there firmly anchored, not 
once taking his eyes off the crow nor shutting his mouth for a full 
minute. After curiosity came amazement, then laughter booming out 
                                                
2 Editor’s Note: According to http://www.answers.com/topic/george-wilbur-peck and 
http://www.gutenberg.org/browse/authors/p#a3383, George Peck (1840-1916) was 
a popular writer of humorous fiction, including “Peck’s Bad Boy” series beginning in 
1883. Peck was mayor of Milwaukee and then Governor of Wisconsin in the 1890s. 



 176 

as heartily as from any bewhiskered Russki I have yet heard. Tickled 
him immensely. Whenever these people see our men shoot well it 
gives them great relief and confidence, because they feel that the 
Bolshi chances in a raid are vanishing. (See Chapter V, page 77, 
paragraph 1.) 
 We practice firing frequently, and are always glad when the 
Russians see us do well, because it has another salutary effect. My 
company developed this system as part of our technique. News 
spreads fast among the Russians, and spies hear things and carry 
them to Bolshevik headquarters. When the Bolshis hear that there 
are Americans who are dead shots stationed in a village, they do not 
send raiding parties to that vicinity unless in greatly superior 
numbers. That seems to suit our men. They say, “The thicker they 
come, the faster we can mow them down.” Our fellows have already 
proven this in several actions. Strange to say, or perhaps not so 
much of a coincidence either, my platoon has never been attacked 
by a raiding party. We hear that an outpost, which we sometimes 
held in another area, has recently been badly shot up while in charge 
of troops not of the American forces. Maybe true, maybe not. (See 
Chapter IV, page 69.) 
 Life here is very interesting after all, tho’ the men all cuss the 

country and 
clamor for the 
States. Just now I 
have a pile of 
mail to censor, so 
I will close. A sled 
convoy (photo at 
left) is due here 
in a couple of 
hours, en route 
to our sector 
headquarters. It 

“A sled convoy with rations and mail, traveling on a frozen river.” 
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will probably bring us our first mail since Christmas. So another letter 
will have to be started to you right away. 
 P.S. If you receive this before April 10, please send a pound or 
two of American pipe tobacco. No permit will be needed, I am told. 
 
 
20 Febr. 1919 . . . Have just sent away a batch of letters to you, 
and am about to start on the stack of your letters just received. I 
now draw “Dec. 13.” . . . 
 We received some clippings from Detroit papers quoting some 
returned 339th men in a way I don’t like.3 Some of the stuff is quite 
false and other parts of it give the wrong impression. Where the 
Americans are so placed that they can do so, they obtain the 
cooperation of the loyal Russians to the limit. We feel quite safe in 
our present district. I cannot speak for all sectors right now, as I do 
not know what has been going on recently except in my own district. 
Sending us here has been a great change from what we had, and we 
are more comfortable, although much more cut off from the outside 
world. (See Chapter V, pp 88-89.) . . . 
 According to letters and clippings we receive, there must have 
been much sob-stuff sent the 339th last Nov. and Dec. I wonder what 
was the state of public agitation in Jan. and Feb. If U.S. is going to 
keep a finger in the North Russian pot, there is no good reason for 
removing one regiment and putting another right in its place, with no 
increase in force. More American soldiers would certainly be 
welcomed; but merely relieving us with troops inexperienced in 
Russia would be of no military advantage. It might suit certain 
politicians and many relatives, but how about the relatives and 
political friends of the men sent to relieve us? The greatest 
justification in the world, if this expedition is to be continued, namely 
the crushing of Bolshevism, seems entirely obscured by a cloud of 
                                                
3 Editor’s Note: The Detroit News website, dated July 22, 2000, gives a history of “Detroit’s 
Polar Bears and their confusing war,” reflecting the author’s viewpoint about the media: 
http://info.detnews.com/redesign/history/story/historytemplate.cfm?id=178 
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political and personal selfish hysterics. Lots of that agitation (to get 
our boys out of Russia instantly) is wrongly founded and wrongly 
expressed, and serves only to harrow the feelings of our dear ones at 
home. I am sure many of the men share my feeling that if our 
present conditions have to be faced, it is fortunate that we are not 
facing them in America, and that it would be an unsatisfactory 
memory in after-life to have been pulled out of here with someone 
else stuck in to finish our job. . . . 
 Bought ten eggs the other day for 30¢ apiece, and 9 today @ 
20¢. Monday a fast begins which lasts 7 weeks. No meat or grease 
for Russkis. The pious peasants include eggs under the ban, so I 
guess we can buy calves and eggs cheaper then. 
 
 
28 Feb. 1919. . . . Since Saturday noon have been on the go. 
Between then and 6:30 a.m. Sunday I traveled about 35 miles by 
sled and attended an interesting meeting at which were most of the 
officers of this large military district, and some visiting officers. This 
was followed by a reception at which appeared some leading Russian 
ladies and gentlemen. I was bored, but most of the others appeared 
to have a good time. There was a little dancing to piano and 
phonograph, but I was out of that. We do not dance Russian style, 
and I have not yet seen a Russian-speaking female outside of 
Archangel who seemed able to dance American style. The Russian 
waltz and the English waltz seem to be the nearest similar – little 
quick steps around and around and around. No wonder the English 
slang name for a dance is a “hop!” No grace or glide to it. 
 After four hours sleep I rode another 40 versts (27 miles) by 
sled; the next day quite a bit more, and on Tuesday about 30 miles. 
On the way at different places I met various friends, some American, 
some Russian, and aside from some military business I also had tea 
with several pleasant peasant families. Did all this without an 
interpreter, but with success. (See Chapter VI, pages 94-95 “Our 
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boys, so far from home…” cont’d on page 95 ff.) (See photo below 
of “a typical winter road scene in North Russia.”) 

 
 The last evening of the trip I met half a dozen of my own men 
at a village an hour’s ride or so from my own post, and we helped the 
natives celebrate one of their holidays. We had an excellent time 



 180 

indeed. My interpreter met me there and we were entertained at the 
village schoolhouse, in the second story of a large home. There were 
the landlord and landlady, their wounded son and his wife, priest’s 
son and his mother, and three schoolteachers from a radius of seven 
miles. One of them acted as hostess. There was singing in two 
languages, music on the balalaika and accordion, a little dancing, and 
several Russian games. Then I taught them “blind man’s buff” and 
they never wanted to stop. After the victim was blindfolded the 
players would all quickly assume disguises, and the game became a 
scream. The priest’s wife and the landlord’s wife were not playing, 
but nearly fell off their chairs laughing. They would lend their shawls 
to different players for disguises. All these people know about me 
because I am often on the road, and many of them meet me in 
various places. And of course the local Americansky Commandant is 
an object of curiosity. So on this occasion when they had a holiday, 
they made us all feel at home and we had a dandy time helping them 
forget their own hard times. 
 Believe me, they are poor. And no one to help them. The whole 
country is so distressed that few are able to help their own kinfolks 
who may be sick or starving. The aid of the allies means everything 
now to Russia. Yet that aid cannot become very useful in upbuilding 
until the damnable murdering and thieving Bolsheviks are all killed 
off. I hope, by God, that U.S. won’t back down now and leave other 
nations to help the loyal Russians get on their economic footing 
again. 
 To politicians, who do not understand what is going on over 
here, may possibly belong the power to put a page in our history of 
this period that will not be a source of pride to future Americans. 
Especially not a source of pride to those who remember that the 
United States today has played a good part in almost every 
promulgation and application of progressive humane diplomatic and 
international principles in the last 150 years. 
 Whether our regiment is to continue until Russia overthrows her 
brigand internal enemies, is a minor matter; . . . the big thing in my 
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mind is to keep loyal Russians actively aware of the ever-present and 
pervasive encouragement of the United States, by means of the 
personal presence of Americans in every sector possible. That sort of 
backing is more tangible and encouraging, even, than famine supplies 
and Red Cross help. It is important, I believe, not to let Russians, who 
in some distant future will govern themselves, feel that the U.S. 
withdrew its friendship at a time when other Powers, who have 
suffered more and spent more in war than we have, were willing to 
do all in their power to help. (Mark you! Russians judge friendship by 
what they see and experience of actual friendliness in personal 
contact.) 
 We hear that England wants Russian land; France the same, as 
security for money loaned Russia. Don’t believe it! (See Chapter VII, 
page 120 and Chapter IX, pages 134-135.) All the money loaned 
Russia can be adequately secured and eventually repaid to the 
satisfaction of all, if we other nations can help loyal Russians bring 
peace to their country and thus to the world. Now that our eggs are 
scrambled in the same pan with European eggs, they cannot be 
withdrawn whole. The biggest game in the world is being played in 
Russia. If peace is not soon forthcoming here, and in such form that 
Russian rulers are friendly enough to the Allies and the United States 
to cooperate with them in limiting the influence and activities of 
Germany, the whole sacrifice of all the nations who fought Germany 
in this war will have been in vain, and Germany will draw enough in 
spoils and profit from Russia to pay the cost of this war and start 
another one. Russia is not rich in entrepreneurs; Germany is. The 
exploitation of Russia by Germany will certainly be pushed to the 
limit if there is any confusion or lack of firm government in Russia 
within a reasonably short period. You have studied history, 
economics and sociology and can appreciate what I mean. 
 You might write the paragraphs that would interest him, to my 
friend C_____, if you wish; just as a matter of personal interest 
between us, as I do not think it wise for a soldier to be quoted 
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publicly on diplomatic subjects concerning which, while on duty, he is 
entitled only to keep his mouth shut. 
 Entertained “our” priest last evening. He knows Greek and Latin, 
so we usually get our ideas across without an interpreter. Weather 
not bad, 20o below zero. 
 
 
3rd March 1919. . . . The thermometer begins to be above zero. 
Seems quite warm; snowing too. Pretty soon, perhaps in a month or 
so, sleighing will be over. For some time then, Russians tell me, roads 
will be so muddy as to render their use impossible. We are right glad 
our rations are in, so that we will not starve during that period. 
Market boats will be traveling the rivers of this northern country 
before roads are solid enough for wagons. 
 One thing that isn’t done here by the natives is to put up ice in 
winter for summer use. Just imagine; in the hottest of the native 
houses, the big water cask may stand full all day and yet the water 
be cold! 
 
 
Note: In this letter was conveyed the information that orders had 
come to move from the Pinega District back to the Archangel 
District via the Pinega and Dwina River valleys. (See second map of 
Appendix A on page 216 and map on next page with Editor’s Note.) 
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Editor’s Note: Below is a WWI military map “Pinega” found in CJ Primm’s belongings, 
showing the extensive network of Russian villages along the Pinega River south of 
Pinega. The original map, created by N.R.E.F. Mapping Section, is 13”x16” and shows 
6,300 square miles of the Pinega District. The lower (west) 1/3 of the map covers the 
area controlled by Allied forces the farthest east from Archangel. This map was likely 
classified information, as the author pointed out on page 3 of his Forewords. 
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5th March, 1919. . . . Am today changing stations; moving military 
house, so to speak, from where I have been watching for Bolos for 
several weeks, to another place, perhaps larger, where we will 
probably continue to watch. I do not see any active battling in the 
near offing, so I am wearing my better suit of clothes. In heavy 
fieldwork, especially where some one might shoot at me, I prefer my 
poorer suit so there would not be so much loss if it got a few holes 
in it. 
 We fired volleys at a military funeral Sunday. Russian soldier 
dead. Had a Russian squad and an American squad for escort. The 
casket lid was carried on the sexton’s head from the church to the 
cemetery. 
 Hope the extravagant tales of cold and hardship in northern 
Russia have not made you anxious. The papers have certainly spewed 
forth some rank lies. 
 It has been 200 to 250 above zero at noon for the last two 
days. . . . 
 
 
En route: 8th March, 1919. . . . Saturday night and no bath! Nothing 
new for us, though. Have been riding all day on a little sled in a 
blizzard, temperature about 280 above zero, and have just had 
coffee, bully-beef, hard-tack, oleo and jelly for supper. Also a can of 
tomatoes for six of us. Tasted good for a change. 
 Have been riding now for several days, and last night stayed 
with an officer of another Company of our regiment, which holds the 
town we stayed in. Lt. Wright is with me. In a few days our whole 
Company may be together for a time at least. 
 Our work in Russia is not over, in spite of the agitation at home. 
In many ways I deprecate and regret that agitation, as so many of 
the published tales are untrue, and there will always be a feeling (no 
matter when we leave country) that we were pulled out by politics 
before our work was done. A soldier likes recognition but not pity. If 
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we could weed out the few sob artists from the army, and muzzle 
those at home, not only would the families and friends of soldiers 
feel happier, but also the military work would get on faster. 
 While I am writing, Lt. Wright is showing my collection of 
American picture postcards to a Russian Red Cross nurse. He can’t 
talk enough Russian to explain them, and she can’t understand a 
word of American. It is a scream. 
 
 
Archangel, Russia. Fri. 14 Mar. 1919. . . . From newspapers you have 
doubtless learned more about our prospects of returning to the 
United States this summer than we know ourselves. Rumor is rife 
here, however, and when we feel disgusted with this city and 
shudderingly anticipate the horrors of the imminent great thaw, 
which will expose to view and to smell the accumulated filth of the 
long winter, we comfort ourselves with at least simulated credulity in 
whichever rumor happens to please us most. 
 The few days we have been here have been full of company 
duty by day and child-like amusements in the evenings. Except for 
one dinner and evening chat with a notable from K.C., the after-
supper hours have been spent in hilarious frivolity with other officers, 
mostly sliding down a steep toboggan on pieces of very then veneer 
wallboard for sleds. (See Chapter VI, pages 107-108.) Starting 40 
feet above ground, the drop is at an angle steeper than a stairway 
until some 8 feet above ground, where the slider is shot forth by a 
more gradual incline onto an ice lane a couple of blocks long, leading 
to the ice of the river. Sometimes three of us get on one of the 
larger boards, which is about 40 by 28 inches. Of course, there is 
then room for only a fraction of each one’s physique on the board, 
we go fast and far, and the effect is usually surprising. One time we 
brushed the snow bank on one side of the lane and whirled around 
several times, finally spilling off our board – nevertheless continuing 
our headlong career with but slight loss of momentum. Upon arising 
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from the ice not quite at the end of the slide, we were staggering to 
climb out onto the snow bank when the next party (successfully 
staying aboard its board) caught up with us going perhaps thirty 
miles an hour. A sigh of horrified expectation burst from the 
spectators, but they were disappointed. Two of our group dove over 
the snow bank, and the other hopped straight up like a chicken after 
a bug in the air, the fleeting boardful of officers passing like a flash 
beneath him so that he landed on his coccyx on the ice. No damage. 
Much merriment. . . . 
 
 
Archangel, Russia. 15 Mar. 1919. More mail today! Yours of Oct. 12 
arrived, having been sent to Siberia and back. . . . See Chapter V, 
pages 83-84.) 
 Washwoman just brought in a 95¢ wash; cost me 20 roubles, or 
about $2.00 now. And I furnished the soap! . . . 
 
 
Camp Doraga. 29 Mar 1919. 
 Lts. Stoner and Wright are playing checkers while Jimmie 
Donovan watches them, and big guns gun away from behind us at an 
enemy somewhere ahead of us. The most beautiful winter day, just 
below freezing, but bright. For the first time in Russia our company is 
living as many folks at home might imagine soldiers in the snowy 
forests would be apt to live – in tents and bough shelters banked 
with snow! There are no baths, and the cooking is done out of doors; 
but the weather is not cold, and we really do very well. 
 As usual when on the front, the only news I can think of is just 
the stuff we do not send from here through the mail – matters of 
military interest. But when actually at the front we are quite cheerful 
because we have no time for ennui. And if we forget the little daily 
occurrences before we have a chance to relate them verbally, it will 
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be because of larger events, which greatly affect us from time to 
time (photos and captions below). 
 

  
“Front line experience during the winter” – Taken from American advanced post 
on a country road, shows shell from North Russian gun bursting in vicinity of 
enemy outpost down the road; and in another picture what happened to the 
trees near the American outpost when the Bolshevik artillery shelled it one 
morning. There is a yard or so of snow under the debris of fallen trunks and 
branches. This happened in the last three days of March and the first week in 
April 1919. 

 
"Front line experience during the winter" -- These men can 
be imagined following the wire entanglements around a 
large forest clearing once every few hours, inspecting the 
entire wire defenses in the edge of the trees to make sure 
no enemy patrol has cut them preparatory to an attack. A 
blizzard has just obliterated their path with 20 inches of 
snow. Official, U.S. Signal Corps.  
 

 
. . . It is good to find a Y outfit on the job here. They serve us hot 
cocoa and crackers, and hand out chocolate and cigarettes when we 
run short. . . . 
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Note: The letter from which the above was extracted was one of 
several written while the author’s detachment was cut off and 
surrounded by a force ten times as large, on the road to Bolshe-
Ozerki. This was the one letter that came through. 
 
 
12 April 1919. . . . I wrote you this morning, but am about to write 
again on the theory that our envelopes are so poor that some of my 
mail may be lost before it reaches you. We have had as much as a 
month pass with no mail going out of Archangel. Some trickles in 
every few weeks by sled or icebreaker. For quite a period there was 
no way to pry a ship loose from the Arctic Circle. Some of the ships 
that got into Murmansk could not leave again because their cargoes 
were consigned to Archangel, and the ships just have to lay over 
until they can get through the ice in the throat of the White Sea to 
approach Archangel. So our outgoing facilities have been slender. 
 I hear that at one of the mass meetings held in Detroit “to get 
the 339th out of Russia,” Mrs. J.B.N. arose and spoke her mind, 
saying, among other things, that she knew the men are proud to be 
called “Detroit’s Own,” but believed they would not care to be called 
“Detroit’s Own Quitters.” 
 Seven months ago our Company had its first battle, capturing 
the place we are now in. Two weeks ago yesterday we relieved some 
weary troops at another place than this, and got settled just in time 
to hold off a couple of beautiful enemy attacks, one of them lasting 
from early dawn until past noon, about nine hours. We are now 
resting and working, but not fighting. We do not expect to fight 
unless attacked, and then we always expect to “clean up” on the 
poor troops of the enemy. No one can say that the regiments facing 
us do not fight. They are indeed quite lively. But we consider them 
so poorly trained that their courage and caring are not intelligently 
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utilized, and we kill and capture numbers of them. We seldom find 
many wounded, for they are usually all carried away, together with 
many of the dead, when the attacking force retreats. Our Company 
has never yet been forced to retreat, and we hope that 
circumstances will permit us still truthfully to advertise that 
accomplishment when we return home. . . . My last letter included 
one to K. The one before that was probably gobbled by the enemy, 
although I am told that the man who was carrying it was reported to 
have come through O.K. I was in haste, so I did not wait for a convoy 
to headquarters, but handed it to a Y.M.C.A. man who was about to 
send a messenger for supplies. 
 
 
Note: Referring to the last paragraph above, the detachment was 
surrounded, so there could be no “convoy to headquarters” just 
then. An effort to get messengers through the surrounding enemy 
lines at the time referred to (the end of March) resulted in the death 
of the Company Mechanic and two Russian drivers, and the capture 
of a sergeant and two other soldiers with a Y man and a British 
chaplain. One of these carried the letter, with other mail, which no 
doubt furnished entertainment to the Bolos. 
 
 
Sat. 26 April 1919. 
 Am now living in a blockhouse about 15 feet square on the 
inside. There are nine of us, but we are never all inside at once. Our 
men are looking forward to going home. Our new American General 
commander has been down to the front, looked us over, and given 
us a short talk. We like him. (See Chapter VIII, page 127, 2nd 
paragraph.) 
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 Some of us have recently seen our old autumn positions. . . . 

 
The winter made various changes and improvements necessary; and 
these, with the marks of six months fighting over the area we 
occupied last October, are very interesting. From the path that I 
followed during the advance to attack the place last year, I picked up 
the other day a nice shell-nose; and the same day I found another in 
the woodpile past which I walked whenever I went to inspect my 
front outposts last fall. The only one of the old dugouts in the area 
which is still in use is the first one of any pretension that my men 
started. They finished it, too, although they did not do all the work, 
being back at rest part of the time. That was half a year ago, and yet 
the dugout is quite intact in spite of numerous shellings, the 
explosion of a 112-pound aerial bomb 30 feet away, and the entire 
destruction by high explosive shells of a large structure ten feet 
from the entrance. It gave me a thrill to see the thing again. I lived in 
it for a week last fall (photo on next page). 

“Our old autumn positions” 
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 Here is a good story for Frazier Hunt. It is not true, although 
there are faint suggestions of truth in it to one who was there. Sic. 
“A few weeks ago at (pick your own locus) 4,600 Bolsheviks with 
artillery, machine funds and Lewis guns galore, attacked a position 
held by a battery of Russian artillery, two Russian machine guns, and 
24 Americans, and got licked. When the Bolos pulled out from their 
position after the battle they had suffered over 3,000 casualties in 
dead, wounded, frozen and prisoners.”4 

                                                
4 Editor’s Note: Frazier Hunt was an amateur war correspondent (born 1885) who 
wrote “Blown In By The Draft” (1918), “camp yarns collected at one of the great 
National army cantonments,” and who subsequently wrote books about Custer, Billy 
the Kid, and Douglas MacArthur. Hunt’s “Untold Story of Douglas MacArthur” (1954) 
reflects, in editor’s opinion, the kindred spirits of Hunt, MacArthur and CJ Primm 
regarding military strategy, political beliefs, honor and courage. 
Source: http://openlibrary.org/a/OL1762218A. 

“The old dugout, still intact” 
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 So you see we shall bring back some real Caesarian, Livonian 
and Homeric classics for recital when we return home. 
 I am at present responsible for more positions and soldiers than 
I usually fall heir to. In spite of wet feet and army rations and 
occasional alarms I am very happy tonight. And it is because of the 
very steady behavior of certain of “my men” while bullets were 
popping around for no apparent reason and with no apparent 
purpose, for ¾ of an hour this morning. Almost any man will steady 
down to business when he can see an enemy who is firing in his 
direction. But it is an especially good morale, which steadies men so 
that they do not open fire when they can see no target. 
 Here is an item, which may not have appeared in the Associated 
Press, though it is in the Russian papers. Certain American officers 
have been awarded the Cross of St. Anne. This decoration is given 
for continuous service to Russia of some duration, rather than for 
some one startlingly valorous act. The officers of our Company 
comprise nearly half the list of such citations that I saw. 
 
 
Note: This was during the period when the North Russian troops were 
being “broken in” at the fronts where shortly they would relieve the 
Americans. Each local American unit commander, in addition to his 
own men, had an equal or larger number of Russians under his 
supervision. (See Chapter VIII, page 128, paragraph 1.) 
 
 
29 April 1919. . . . Where I am now and have been for several days, 
there is not much leisure time. But if we had time we could not do 
much reading, as there is only one workout magazine on the post, 
and none at all on some posts. At my last post there were five 
books, only two of them worth reading even as a pastime. We used 
to get stuff from the States, but since the Christmas season the 
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various agencies who sent over reading matter have left the North 
Russian expedition out of it. 
 Just now a Y man came along said that he had heard that an 
icebreaker was approaching Archangel with a little mail on board. 
That’s at least a cheerful grapevine; maybe real news. 
 Our artillery and the Bolos’ indulged in a little duel for two hours 
yesterday. We are still all here. That happens every once in a while. 
 We expect a general inspector here tomorrow, so we have 
cleaned up around the post. Have even shaved and washed our 
hands! Our open-air lunch tables would interest you. We take a four-
foot brass shell of large size, drive a big chunk of wood into the open 
end, nail a square ammunition box cover on the wood, then we set 
the base of the shell in a hole in the ground and tamp it tight, as a 
farmer sets a post. That would be alright if it would only freeze, but 
in a day or so the soggy ground lets the damned thing sag over 
worse than the leaning tower of Pisa, and we have to reset it. 
 It is now 10:20 p.m., and my men are all either on guard or 
snoring around me. The sentry leaning over the parapet just outside 
the blockhouse door is listening, listening for the crack of a twig in 
the dark forest night. God bless them all! Good night. . . . 
 
 
6th May 1919. . . . Our days are now light from 2 a.m. to 9 p.m., and 
shelling every day. Musical, but not short nor joyous. Sometimes we 
are three hours late for a meal because we are not synchronized with 
the enemy’s lunch hour. Some exception may be made to the above 
statement, for Mr. Bolo is usually quiet on Sunday – tho’ he claims to 
despise religion – and was quiet most of the first week I spent here. 
 One of my corporals came in on an errand from his outpost the 
other day and incidentally asked if we had any potatoes. After some 
of the men had bitten hard on his bait, he said he wanted to plant, as 
his yard was all ploughed up. The sergeant was not so mad at being 
taken in by the joke as he was at being reminded that there is such a 



 194 

thing as potatoes, which we have so long lacked. At another outpost 
one of the men said that he had heard that two shells never struck in 
the same place, but that he thought they’d have to begin doing it 
pretty soon around his post. I suppose Mr. Bolo scowls frequently, 
too, over the ploughed up condition of his side of No Man’s Land. 
 Circumstances have placed my men this time in contested 
territory for a longer hitch than usual, but they stick to the job nobly 
and show themselves real veterans in a variety of ways. 
 This evening I had a lot of fun with a couple of the men. We got 
short-handled shovels and went prospecting for shell noses in new 
shell-holes. We followed “pay-streaks” of burnt dirt, pieces of fuse 
and detonator plugs, and finally found good noses in three big holes. 
 Haven’t had my clothes off, or a full night’s sleep, for two 
weeks, but feel fine and dandy and eat any food I can get. We get 
plenty, but no fresh vegetables or fruit. Fresh meat is scarce.  Some 
of us get our water from shell-holes, at least part of the time. Of 
course it is all boiled before drinking. 
 
 
12 May 1919. . . . Our mail time has now shortened to about a 
month, from mailing in the States to receipt here. . . . 
 You have wondered whether we have any first-hand knowledge 
of Bolo barbarities. I think it is O.K. to tell you that we have long ago 
captured machineguns which had been placed by enemy leaders 
behind their front lines about to attack us, in such position they 
could only have been used to help make sure that the drafted 
companies pressed the attack against us. In one engagement the 
attackers strove all afternoon and then fled through their own 
machinegun fire, as near as we can find out. The machine gunners 
then fled – those who were not killed – as the American troops 
overran the guns. 
 A village that I know was occupied temporarily by the Bolos. 
They raped all the women, killed some inhabitants, and carried away 
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thirty of the women with them, as my best information goes. I have 
not heard of any specific tortures in that place, other than that 
attendant on the raping and murdering. As per usual, everything of 
use was taken, if wanted, and much was broken and befouled. 
Particular pains were taken to befoul the church. 
 There are many things taking place at present, which will be (if 
they are not already being) made use of by the Bolos as propaganda 
of immense influence unless counteracted by the truth about 
matters. It makes my blood boil to read the stuff in the newspapers 
that people will believe, and no chance to answer it. Some of it is 
stuff that our men believe, too, when they get hold of it; and it does 
no good. The writers, editors and censors manage to avoid telling a 
lot of interesting truths, for various reasons, and then the first two 
are permitted over in the States to publish dangerous untruths. 
Damn! 
 One of the articles stated that there are 100 icebreakers in the 
White Sea, so that at any time a way could be broken for boats to 
get us out. Another stated that Allied Forces here far outnumbered 
the Bolo forces in North Russia. Another, that we starve. Etc., etc. 
 There are military truths, which for a time have to be 
suppressed. Why not suppress all the untruths that lower the honor, 
dignity or morale of the army? And some of the agitations help no 
one except some publicity-seeking politician. Again I say, “Damn!” 
 Easter Sunday we were on the move. The joy that ordinarily 
would have brightened the day was missing. Some things had 
happened the day before, including the death of one of our fine men. 
. . . Tonight I sleep in our official box car. Shortly we move again, and 
hope it will be the last move before the final one onto the home-
bound boat. 
 
 
14th May 1919. . . . Have been at rest for a couple of days. Plans 
have changed as to our little local movements. The weather has been 
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snowy for the last three days. . . . Had a letter from D. in France 
today in which were mentioned certain reports heard there 
concerning this expedition. They were put in such a way that I know 
that they have been exaggerated and misrepresented in France. I 
hope that any up here who have disgraced their flag, no matter of 
what nation, will be adequately punished; and I wish also that the 
slandering liars that spread such unworthy stories as I have read 
could be punished double. They disgrace their flag in addition to all 
their other damnableness. This tirade may be tiresome and 
meaningless to you, but I assure you it would not be if you knew the 
truth regarding things about which we read plausible lies in the public 
press. . . . 
 We have discovered that we do not receive all our mail, even 
now, and that some we send out does not reach the States. . . . Half 
the company is chopping trees and half is being inspected this 
morning. Change about, this afternoon. . . . I have a beautiful ragged 
dagger of a splinter from a great high explosive shell that exploded 
when it hit the ground 20 feet from my shelter the other day. The 
20-ft. part is not so unsatisfactory as the fact that the nosy thing 
was exactly in line between my shelter and the enemy guns that 
were executing “bracket fire.” Happily the next shell was too 
ambitious and let 80 yards further along the same line, probably not 
missing my log roof very much in passing. I am not now in that 
abode, and never expect to see it again – we are that near the final 
start toward ships and home.  
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THE SUMMER OF ANXIETY 
OR 

THE CLOSING PERIOD OF THE EXPEDITION 
 
Archangel, Russia. 24 May 1919. 
 It is now 7:10 a.m. and the sun is as high as at 10 a.m. with 
you. One can read a newspaper more readily at midnight than in the 
sunlight at mid-day. At midnight there is no glare, the light being 
about like sundown on a summer evening at home. The horizon rises 
over the sun by 10 p.m. now, but the sunset glow moves from 
northwest to northeast very smoothly, almost perceptibly in speed, 
and the old sun starts to rise about 2 a.m. 
 Our summer time (reckoning) has gone into effect. Instead of 3 
p.m., for instance, all official statements of time call it 15 o’clock. 
“The boat arrives at 16:30 and leaves at 17:00.” “We left our village 
at 19:45.” These are samples; figure them out! 
 Experienced North Pole habitués tell me that they have to be 
careful in summer or they get no sleep, for the sun is no guide as to 
bedtime. I saw a baseball game last evening, still going strong at 10 
p.m., or 22 o’clock. I saw some football practice at midnight. These 
are what the Russians call “white nights,” and practically full daylight 
continues until way along in August. 
 We are far from the front but will not be shipped out for at 
least a few days. The entire outfit cannot be sent out on the same 
day, for various reasons. 
 Being some miles from Archangel, we only get there on pass. I 
went in one day recently . . . arranging for the sale of some old 
clothes and the exchange of some old money. The currency has been 
changed again in the effort to standardize it. It is now, for the 
Archangel District, on the basis of 40 roubles to the English pound 
sterling ($4.66) or $0.1165 per rouble. The old currency is 
arbitrarily cut to about half that value. Many people were caught by 
the shift, not being on hand at a bank or a paymaster’s office in time 
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to exchange old roubles for new ones during the period allowed for 
that purpose. (See Chapter V, pages 81-83.) 
 We hear of no enemy successes against our forces in North 
Russia, nor have we heard of any recent allied reverses except in 
south Russia. 
 My men are living in board-floored tents stained a dark color – I 
suppose to keep out the continual sun, so that the men may sleep. 
We get fish to eat at times, and had eggs for breakfast recently. 
 
 
25 May 1919. . . . jotted down little splashes of our “atmosphere,” 
with no plan in view. Maybe they will interest our friends. 
 The average American soldier feels no personal fear in any sort 
of action. He will stand on a pile of logs and look for an enemy 
machine-gun that is firing on him, and when he sees where it is he 
will silence it with a few rounds. If he falls, his “No. 2” does it for 
him. But both of them sweat with anxiety when deadly missiles seem 
to endanger another group a few rods away. Aren’t you glad your 
country’s soldiers are not “vice versa?” 
 How would you like to have a name spelled (in English) 
Tsetseliya Xelie? Yet many Russians have worse than that. Tsetse is 
the little daughter of a certain city Commandant, and you would call 
her Cecilie Healy. She is twelve, does samplers beautifully and has 
good manners. I am not certain that she ever saw a train of cars or a 
horse bigger than a pony. But then, there are people who haven’t 
seen reindeer or the midnight sun – although Cecilie cannot imagine 
where such people can live. 
 There is a rule that ladies may not be carried in military 
automobiles, except for nurses under travel orders. Of course, if a 
soldier is willing to admit that his friend is not a lady… Well, the 
commanding officer should worry! There is another regulation 
covering such cases. A true dilemma; guardhouse term either way. 
That is supposed to explain why military chauffeurs do not joyride. 
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That there are almost no automobiles here does not prevent the rule 
from being conspicuously posted. 
 A tub of grease for trading purposes was set to one side of the 
field kitchen and covered with an immense barrel. At the jubilee 
bonfire, the company minstrel mounted the barrel, the better to 
please his audience. In the ardor of his song he teetered on his toes. 
The barrelhead did not hold up. He had only one suit. Anyway, the 
sergeant traded most of the grease. Russkis are not too particular, 
you know. . . . 
 
 
Archangel, Russia. 27 May 1919. . . . The latest tales of old Dame 
Rumor support a wild dream of returning home not via England. What 
will happen to us the Lord only knows. We hope before leaving 
Europe to have enough time and leave to run about France a bit and 
maybe adventure a little into Spain or Italy. 
 While in from the front, for good, I hope, I have been handed a 
new job. It may be temporary only . . . I cannot foresee how long I 
shall be busy with it. . . . Saw a magnificent rainbow at the zenith 
when the sun was just below the horizon at 23 o’clock. Overcoats 
are about taboo now, but raincoats are not at all out of order for it 
showers every few days. Very warm in the sun from 6 to 18 o’clock. 
You cannot imagine the wonderful pastel shades in the sky during 
sunset hours. No artist could put them on canvas; and in such a 
dreary land the contrast is beyond expression by an ordinary writer. 
 This evening the streets held some people in fairly swell get-
ups. Two or three real straw hats and several nifty walking-suits. The 
few days I was here in winter did not reveal nearly so many nice-
looking people. It seems everybody takes an evening stroll. There are 
soldiers and sailors of many nationalities, as well as a civilian 
population gathered from the various parts of Russia. If any other 
unhandsome city is as well viewed as Archangel this year I would like 
to know its location. Altho remembering with pleasure having seen 
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what this strange place is like, I am sure I shall be satisfied with 
U.S.A. afterwards. I have read of famous cities until a trip to them 
would probably bring few new impressions, but I had never read 
much more about Archangel than its name and location. Run the 
Mississippi north into Hudson Bay and plant a series of cities on the 
delta, and you can imagine a little of Archangel and its suburbs. But 
you can’t imagine the type of population so easily, nor the living 
conditions. 
 
 
Note: In the above letter the recipient found the information that the 
writer had been detailed to the General’s Staff and might not leave 
until the very last. 
 As it turned out, that possibility became a literal fact; the writer 
being the last man of the American forces to leave the soil of North 
Russia in the autumn of 1919. 
 
 
Archangel, Russia. 4 June 1919. 
 You know from my cables and from the press that the 
homeward movement of troops has begun. My old Company left 
yesterday for Brest, France. Other ships later will carry away other s 
of our troops. I do not know whether all will be assembled at Brest 
before being carried to the States for demobilization. Probably 
Detroit will want a parade of the fat brown heroes that escaped the 
hospital and the grave up here. In the words of Mister Flip, “This is a 
healthy country if you can live in it.”1 
 In my new work on the staff I have something to do with 
reports on personnel, and I must say that figures do not show this 
                                                
1 Editor’s Note: Mister Flip was Ben Turpin (1869-1940), a pioneer silent film slapstick 
cross-eyed comedian, drifting from vaudeville stage to movie studio lots, dating from 
1907. He was a contemporary of Charlie Chaplin and John Bunny. Sources: 
http://www.imagesjournal.com/2002/reviews/slapstick/default-nf.htm and 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ben_Turpin. (See Chapter VI, page 104.) 
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part of the American force to have been very much wiped out. 
Several National Army Divisions in France lost in battles alone in 2 or 
3 months as large a percentage as we lost by all causes in 9 or 10 
months. We surely have had a necklace of horseshoes to play with 
this year. 
 Have just come out of the movie given by our Photo section in 
headquarters main hall. Not interesting enough. The picture I left had 
to do with Napoleonic times and was poorly acted. We cannot start 
our movies here until 9:30 p.m. as it is too light and the huge 
windows cannot be entirely darkened easily. 
 An American cruiser poked her nose in here the other day. It 
surely did look good to see again the Stars and Stripes flying from a 
ship. . . . The few additional officers who came up with General 
Richardson a few weeks ago are mostly from the South, and very 
good men apparently. . . . Was fortunate to be able to buy cloth 
enough for a suit of clothes – fine serge that had been bought by 
one of the officers now about to go home. I am so disreputably 
dressed that I decided to take advantage of the opportunity to get a 
new suit, so I can feel stuck-up on gala days. Two or three of us are 
going to send to England for new shoes. Haven’t had a new pair for 
eleven months, and it would not be surprising to find the price risen. 
. . . Have been studying Russian and, if I am here in Archangel two 
months more I hope to be fairly proficient at the most common 
conversations. 
 
 
10 June 1919. . . . Out of 34 sacks of mail that came this morning I 
received one letter, and that was yours of May 11 – only a month in 
transit! Whoopee! The Military Mission Courier goes to London in a 
day or so and I am going to ask him to register this reply to you from 
there, so that there will be great assurance of its reaching you. 
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23 June 1919. . . . The General and reduced Staff will remain here a 
short time at least, the last of the much besobbed troops being on 
their way this week. 
 You would scarcely imagine how hot the last week has been. 
The sun shines about 22 hours a day, and the poor old earth never 
gets a chance to cool off until cloudy days come again. I now realize 
why the vegetation here can grow so well in such short summers – it 
has daylight almost all of the 24 hours and so gets a force growth. 
(See Chapter III, page 31, paragraphs 1 & 2.) 
 There is much shipping in the harbor and many different flags 
are visible. (See Chapter VIII, page 129.) I wish I could tell about the 
various war craft I have seen here. We even have in the harbor a 
converted ex-German vessel used for carrying troops. I wonder how 
soon again the German flag will be seen in ocean commerce. 
 Rumor has it here that the Peace Treaty was signed yesterday.2 
Also that a Bolo attack on a front in North Russia was repulsed with 
heavy losses to the Bolos. Two pieces of good news in one day, if 
both are confirmed. . . . Met a man yesterday who has been a Finnish 
revolutionist, driven to U.S.A., became a U.S. citizen, returned, 
caught by Bolos, escaped to North Russia, and is now a Lieutenant in 
British service. Speaks English like an American.  
 Yesterday was spent “chasing around.” In the morning there 
was a flag presentation, with proper outdoor religious ceremony 
(photo on next page), to the Archangel Home Guards, ending with a 
review In the afternoon, some more military blessings, and in the 
evening a big program of band, speaking and concert numbers in the 
Park. Cost 5 old roubles to get in, and the crowd was large. I was 

                                                
2 Editor’s Note: “The Treaty of Versailles was one of the peace treaties at the end of 
World War I. It ended the state of war between Germany and the Allied Powers. It was 
signed on 28 June 1919, exactly five years after the assassination of Archduke Franz 
Ferdinand, one of the events that triggered the start of the war. Although the 
armistice signed on 11 November 1918 ended the actual fighting, it took six months 
of negotiations at the Paris Peace Conference to conclude the peace treaty.” Source: 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Treaty_of_Versailles 
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adopted by one Petrovin, an electrical engineer, and his wife, 
Madame Petrovna. They were members of the reception or 
entertainment  committee, so I had a fine seat on the porch of a 
teahouse. I heard one of Russia’s great vocal artists, and wish I could 
have understood his words. 

 
 The military band (Russian) has a queer wind instrument that is 
like a loud alto piccolo, and it weaves a clearly distinguishable minor 
obbligato thread through the music, suggesting the oriental. Russian 
¾-time pieces are played as our 9/4 might be, thus giving their 
dances a different character. Their march time is excellent. Then 
they have some wild stuff that would fit in well with galloping horses. 
 
 
 
 

“An outdoor religious ceremony” 
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2 July 1919. 
 Have been at a Russian theatre. Interesting for once, but am not 
enthusiastic about it yet. One notable actor was on the stage, and 
alone was well worth the admission. They have different ideas than 
ours about stage settings. For instance, if there is to be a character 
entering a room or a house from the street or yard, the Russians 
show the street or the yard also at one side of the stage, with a 
cross-section of the wall and the door through it. Very literal. Gives 
some added possibilities for the comic, but can’t say that there is 
much room left for imagination in some scenes. 
 The weather here now is delightful, contrasted to the first nine 
months. Most of the travel is by Shank’s Ponies.3 The walks are awful 
and the streets cobbled with the cobbliest cobbles there ever were. 
Side streets in some New England villages sometimes show 
inadequate samples of the general state of the streets here. . . . The 
General said yesterday that if the Headquarters are here a few weeks 
more he wants the officers to take little trips out among the villages 
when possible. Of course, I expect to have quite a bit of that in 
connection with the collection of our dead; but the General’s plan will 
help maintain local Russian morale as well as give some of the 
officers who came with him a chance to see what sort of country is 
tributary to this city. 
 This week will be punctuated by a modest July 4th celebration. 
 
 
 16 July 1919. … Hot! 800 in the house and 900 in the shade 
outside. All same as home. But thank goodness it does not last long. 
. . . Very interesting things going on here in Russia. (See Chapter IX, 
page 138.) Maybe I’ll be able to tell you by autumn. . . . A few of our 
officers are leaving today. 

                                                
3 Editor’s Note: “Shank’s Ponies” is an 18th-century Scottish phrase for “one’s own 
legs” (i.e., traveling by walking); also “shank’s mare.” 
Source: http://www.phrases.org.uk/meanings/shanks-mare.html 
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 On the 14th inst., Bastille Day, we had quite a “prasnik” or 
holiday, with much red French wine. Reception on the French warship 
in the afternoon and at the French Embassy in the evening. 
 On the 13th, in the evening, I attended the name-day party (see 
Chapter IV, page 66, paragraph 2) of an old Russian engineer. The 
party was not large, but among us we had been much more than 
around the world; five languages were spoken fluently at table, with 
snatches of several others when the experiment was tried. After 
dinner, there were a variety of sweet cakes, gallons of tea, a bottle 
of light wine and a bottle of cordial. These, with jokes and songs in 
several languages, made the time from 8 to midnight pass without 
boredom. . . . 
 Along the riverfront away from the dock areas are many high 
board fences behind which people undress and then plunge into the 
water without bathing suits. The river is about 50 feet below the 
riverside “boulevard,” and about 200 feet away from the front door 
of our headquarters. There are two points not far from headquarters 
where many women bathe. They seem to think nothing of nudity in 
the water – for can they not cover themselves with water? Konichna! 
(Certainly!) Some wear slips or chemises, but not half. The elite 
affect bathing suits and go bathing at a beach on Keg Ostrov4 (Keg 
Island) or elsewhere. 
 Lt. Conway of the Graves Registration Service arrived from 
France a few days ago, and so the prospects of my leaving here in a 
few weeks are brightening. . . . I have acquired at great expense a 
few large photos of Archangel and of winter scenes, which I shall 
bring home with me. . . . 
 
 

                                                
4 Editor’s Note: Keg-Ostrov (island across Dvina River from Archangel, and the site of a 
WWII airfield), can be seen on satellite map at 
http://www.traveljournals.net/explore/russia/map/m4094360/keg-ostrov.html  
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23 July 1919. . . . We are still here, and stirring times are here, too. . 
. . . Last night a group of representatives of the Army, Navy, 
Embassy and Military Mission were gathered about a table in Major 
Hogaboom’s quarters, smoking everything from good cigars to bum 
cigarettes, and discussing many things, among them the Russian 
situation. If I wrote my opinions in a letter some particular official 
would probably think me crazy. About all I can say is that if the Allies 
do not get in with both feet and stamp out armed Bolshevism soon, 
the peril of “German Kultur” will fade into insignificance beside the 
world-menace that is now crystallizing. That is a very general 
statement; to go into particulars would consume much paper. One 
thing is sure; I do not care to think of what will happen to this 
northern district, and what moral advantage the Bolos may obtain, if 
press rumors that the Allies are to abandon North Russia are true. 
Any action whatsoever that even implies the right of the Bolshevik 
movement to exist, as it now constitutes itself, is an insult to 
civilization and a direct blow at its fundamentals. 
 People who think in terms of humanity, not to mention 
economics and sociology, and who know “what is what” up here, are 
of the same mind. 
 Propagandists and politicians may tell you that we are not at 
war with the Bolos (see Chapter IX, page 136, 3rd paragraph), but I 
say that they are at war against all law and order except the law of 
rape and plunder at the will of the lowest class backed up by arms 
and enforced against a great unarmed populace. The other day, 
southeast of Moscow, Bolos erected a monument to Judas Iscariot 
to show that they have no religious prejudice!5 And our “friends” to a 
                                                
5 Editor’s Note: http://www.savethemales.ca/001913.html: “In 1918, on the initiative 
of Lev Trotsky, a memorial to Judas Iscariot was constructed here … The original idea 
was to build a memorial to Satan, but as Bolsheviks insisted that he was a myth, 
together with God, this memorial could be an indirect acknowledgement of God's 
existence. So they decided to commemorate a historical figure, Judas, as the ‘first 
revolutionary’. The eyewitnesses say that the monstrous statue presented a man with 
a face distorted by rage and a clenched fist directed at the sky. But this masterpiece 
of anti-clerical propaganda did not last long: it disappeared after only a fortnight.” 
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large number in all Allied countries are saying, “We are not at war 
with the Bolos!” Damn! 
 We are not at war with Russia; that is a fact. The Bolos are not 
Russia, any more than a criminal gang of thieves is Chicago or the 
U.S.A. Suppose a widely extended criminal gang controlled all the 
arms there were in America, and all the arms factories and munitions 
plants. Would not the rest of the population be in a hell of a fix? And 
suppose our men had been killed or captured to the tune of 95% of 
the educated men, and 60% of the physically fit grown men under 
55 years old; and suppose for two or three years the turmoil had 
stopped industry and transportation and much of the farming, and 
had spread disease and hunger everywhere. And suppose once 
friendly nations reached hands to help us and then snatched the help 
away just about as soon as we had seen it to be considerably less 
than we needed! How much hope would we have? And we are trained 
to hope, ambition and resourcefulness far beyond that of the 
average Russian. 
 You hear much about the poor Russian workman, working 
classes, etc. Doubtless they are poor. All I’ve ever seen (since 
leaving U.S.) from large cities of Russia were captured by our 
expedition or Allies, from Bolo forces. These “workmen” were the 
scum of the earth, impressed by the Bolos, not much account, made 
to fight sometimes by machine guns being trained on them, clothed 
and fed until they deserted, were killed or were captured. 
 But the point I started to make is that Russia is not, like the 
U.S., a land of great industrial populations. She is yet an agricultural 
and wood country. The farmers and woodsmen are in the great 
majority, and they govern their own little village groups excellently. 
In the districts where the feudal system was to be found, the care of 
the overlord for his “tenants” varied much, but it is found that with 
all the abuses of the system, it kept the tenants often in better 
comfort and security than does the lack of system resulting from the 
overthrow of the whole structure to get rid of the bad spots. Else 
why should serfs flee as refugees from Bolo encroachments? 
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 These people are not able to do their own reconstructing, partly 
because armed criminals have them by the throat, and partly 
because their experience and mental horizon reaches practically no 
further that their own particular little districts. Yet they are “folks”; 
they have intelligence, strength to work, honesty in great degree, 
hearts, and souls. They will, if permitted, produce immense wealth 
for the world in agricultural, timber, mining and cattle products. (But 
only if allowed a fair share as a reward.) 
 It isn’t good for the world, and it certainly is inhuman toward 
the Russian people to let an organized criminal element, comprising 
only a small percent of the whole population, keep the whole great 
country in confusion and turmoil for the sake of the plunder and 
rapine to be had under such conditions from Russia, and in the hope 
that other countries can be thrown into the same condition for the 
same foul purpose. 
 For the salvation of civilization from this menace, I pray that our 
people may see the matter clearly enough to clamor for, or at least 
permit prompt and decisive action of crushing character against the 
armed Bolshevik forces in Russia and their inciters. Economic 
processes would then continue, the backbone of the spirit of 
violence would be broken for a long time, and the various problems 
presented by industrial, commercial and social readjustment, and also 
political relations, could and would be solved without the awful 
effects of the Bolshevik method. 
 Watch G_____; he has been misled into serving the purposes of 
Bolsheviks. See if you can figure out how he served them. He 
probably never realized it, but he gave European Bolos as well as 
American Bolos a great moral help, in attempting a certain bit of 
work for certain “poor abused men.” It all appears in the press, but 
has to be pieced together. . . . 
 . . . Got the pair of boots from England, but they were Oxfords! 
So I sold them to a British officer. It seems that in England “shoes” 
are low, “boots” are like our ordinary shoes, and our boots would be 
something else again. I should have ordered “boots.” 
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26th July 1919. . . . Circumstances are such that I cannot even guess 
when I shall leave here. I wish I could tell you all about it. The press 
will have much wild stuff in it, but it cannot have the real dope 
because there is no way for the papers to get all straight. History is 
being made, and our General Richardson is here on the job together 
with enough staff to give a little American representation. He is a 
man of note in army circles, and reports now only to General 
Pershing, so you can imagine some of the stage-setting, plot-
context, or whatever peculiar word should be applied to the 
atmosphere surrounding the Americans up here. 
 
 
Note: The preceding two letters were written during the period when 
the Bolshevik pressure most seriously threatened to engulf 
Archangel. See Chapter IX. 
 
 
Archangel, Russia 
4th August 1919. 
 It began to rain yesterday, and I am wondering if the rainy 
season is on for this year. You would have enjoyed being here during 
the last month, as the city has been as nearly beautiful as I imagine it 
ever is. Also there has been a tension that would be interesting for 
you to study – and there still is. I have had no mail for almost two 
months, so do not know much about the sort of news that is 
circulating in U.S. An occasional paper has reached the Consulate or 
the Military Mission. Our wireless reports indicate that the Peace 
Conference and the Powers are monkeying with a lot of issues much 
less vital than the Russian problem, and that politics and trade greed 
are playing a constantly increasing part in prolonging the bickering. I 
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am afraid U.S. was not at war long enough to give her people and her 
politicians as big a soul as her position calls for. . . . 
 Here is a question which you can answer from an ethical 
standpoint, I am sure; but whether history will show a golden glow of 
glory or a dismal blot of shame on the record of the Allies just at a 
certain page we cannot now say definitely; but we are hoping against 
all probabilities, that the blot will not drop on the page. Now for the 
question: 
 If the Allies enter an area containing about a quarter million 
people and keep it free from atrocities, so that nearly another 
quarter million refugees – a large proportion being women, children 
and old men – take asylum there, and the Allies say, “We will help 
you hold back the bloody menace, and feed you, until you can 
organize an army and raise your crops!” All the able-bodied men 
remaining (not a great number) are put into the army, leaving only 
women to till the fields, all the horses are used to exhaustion in 
transport work, all the water transport (boats) is held for the 
military, and the population is induced to cooperate with the Allies to 
its everlasting ruin and death if the Bolo revenge ever reaches it; 
shall the Allies send forces sufficient to put armed Bolshevism, the 
instrument of criminals and of German ambition, out of existence? 
(See Chapter IX, page 136.) 
 About my own work there is little to be said. Owing to some 
conditions that have intervened, there may be much time lost in 
getting our dead out of North Russia. So far as I know now, I shall be 
assisting at that job until all are removed or until General Pershing 
decides that the work shall be abandoned. In a few days, when the 
General (Richardson) leaves with small remaining staff, there will be 
only two officers of the A.E.F. left here – Lt. Conway and myself. 
There will be for a short time a few Embassy attaches and Consular 
people, and Red Cross and Y men, all expecting to go very soon. 
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 Mr. Petrovin gave me a small ikon from Solevetski Monastery6 as 
a souvenir. . . . Yesterday afternoon I attended the dedication of the 
new Y.W.C.A. for Russian girls. All the notables were there. The 
ceremony was by priests. There were some speeches in Russian by 
American workers. 
 
 
c/o U.S. Consulate, Archangel, Russia 
15th August 1919. . . . The rain of the last few days let up a bit 
today, but it is hot enough to make anyone perspire. 
 The General expected to be gone long before this, and I 
expected to be out around the fronts collecting the American dead; 
but circumstances, which are very interesting, have kept him here, 
and he asked me to stick around town because of the numerous little 
things that I have to look out for – not that any one or all of them 
are especially hard, but because I have the details ready in my noodle 
and delays might occur in some matters if I were away. So I sent the 
Graves Registration Unit out for which should be a three-week trip a 
few days ago. Already I have a wire that indicates that their 
inexperience with this style of country and people is causing (to 
them) discouraging difficulty. (See Chapter VIII, pages 130-131.) . . . 
 _____ Ice cream is two dollars and a quarter a plate here. You 
speak of prices in the States. How would you like to pay 70¢ per lb. 
for sugar, 28¢ per lb. for potatoes, 85¢ for one small orange, from 
65¢ to double that amount for one egg, etc.? 
 A few days ago we moved our office into another building not 
far from the former headquarters. Less rent, and a British General 

                                                
6 Editor’s Note: Solevetski Monastery, located in the Solevetski archipelago of the 
White Sea, was founded in 15th century and provided an atmosphere for exemplary 
spiritual lives until it was closed in 1920 by Soviet authorities and converted to a 
prison camp for priests. It was re-consecrated in 2001 and restored to its original 
purpose, and visited by pilgrims via a four-hour ferry crossing from mainland. Source: 
http://www.vedantauk.com/magazine_articles_december.htm#A%20Visit 
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wanted our larger place anyway. We only use three rooms now for 
office space, instead of a whole floor as formerly. 
 . . . The Petrovin family have a six-year-old boy named Georgi 
(hard “g”s) and called Ura for short. The little rascal knows me and 
thinks I am his property when I come down the street past where he 
plays with his malchik drukhi (boy friends). . . . 
 
 
Archangel, Russia 
29 August 1919 
 Still in the same old town. The last two days have been ideal, 
tucked away like a parcel of sunshine in a bale of rainy ones. I have 
men west some hundreds of miles, getting bodies, and have almost 
no one left in town to help attend to the great numbers of details. 
You never saw anything in U.S. to equal this country for lacks! 
 Filled out papers applying for an emergency passport. Consul 
Strother certifies them and then the Embassy issues the passport 
itself. This is in case I get hung up here after all the State 
Department officials are gone, and have go out by some roundabout 
route. 
 News here is very entertaining and there is a chance of 
accomplishing more than at first appeared possible. Can’t give 
details, but when it is all over I can tell you about it. 
 The American colony is as busy as can be getting packed up to 
leave. Soon there will be no Americans left but our little group of 
soldiers. The General and remaining Staff detachment (except for 
Conway and self) sailed early last Saturday morning. 
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Note: It appeared for a time that an officer might be permitted to 
pass the Bolshevik lines for the purpose of collecting and shipping 
out through Sweden those American bodies lying in places held by 
Bolshevik forces in the summer of 1919. The State Dep’t in 
Washington refused to O.K. the arrangements, so the plan was 
abandoned. 
 
 This is the last letter from Russia now in the possession of the 
writer’s family, although the writer did not leave Archangel until the 
last of September. The story of the muddy work of that last rainy 
month is sketched in a broad way in Chapter IX of the main narrative. 
 
 

THE END 
 
 

Editor's Note: The author and his wife communicated with their 
hometown newspaper, Herald News of Manitowoc, Wisconsin, upon 
his homecoming in November 1919. Two newspaper articles 
featuring those communications are shown on the next page and 
presage the author's geopolitical analyses in this book. 
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TWO MANITOWOC HERALD NEWS ARTICLES DATED NOVEMBER 1919 
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Appendix A - Maps 

 
Legend for the Maps 

1. General line reached by the Germans in the spring of 1918. 
2. Route chosen for Czechs, from Siberia via Perm, Viatka and Vologda by rail, or via Kotas 

and the Dvina River, to Archangel. 
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3. The red line is the non-continuous North Russian Front as established by the stand of the 

Bolshevik army against the Allied Expedition. Short heavy marks indicate local fronts 
established by the use of American troops. The isolated marks in advance of the general 
line indicate advanced points held for a short period only. 
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Map of the All ied Fronts in North Russia 
From page one of the Chicago Sunday Tribune Graphic Section, Feb. 26, 1939 
Shown at  http://home.comcast.net/~mvgrobbel/military/WWI/tragedyatarchangel.htm 
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Appendix B 
Diary of Events On Chekueva Front, Recorded at Intell igence 
Office, North Russian Expeditionary Forces Headquarters at 

Archangel by Secretary __________, American Y.M.C.A. 
Referred to in Chapter V page 72 and Chapter IX page 138. 

 
Sat. July 19, 1919 – I went to the office of Col. Andrews in Chekueva at 
9:45 o’clock to arrange matters relative to the assistance he had asked me to 
render on the Peace Celebration Program. He was not in, and we waited. In 
conversation with one of the office assistants I was told that the Colonel, 
Adjutant Corlett, and Col. Mihaiff had been up conferring until 4:30 o’clock over 
a code telegram received by the Colonel about 23:30 Friday night. The Colonel 
came in at 10:15 and appeared more excited and nervous than I had ever seen 
him. He asked us to be very quiet for a moment, as a very important message 
was being received over the telephone from the monastery, near which a small 
town had just been taken by our troops. He then pointed out to us on the large 
campaign map the situation of this town, and then in anger laid his finger on 
the location of Eusolia, exclaiming “There’s where that damned company was.” 
This was the first intimation I had that anything was wrong. I do not know what 
Colonel Andrews knew or suspected concerning the mutiny at Eusolia, or its 
effect on the situation at Chekueva. Certainly he must have thought it grave or 
he would not have sat up most of the night considering it. Regardless of what 
his anxiety may have been, it ought to be said in tribute to Colonel Andrews 
that he went ahead with the day’s celebration. 
 
Sun. July 20 - **** My billet was in Pyantino, about half a verst across the 
field from Chekueva. My assistant asked permission to see a friend in a 
neighboring house for a moment, and returned directly somewhat excited, to 
inform me that it was impossible to go to Chekueva (to open the canteen for 
the day). In reply to my insistence, he indicated to me the troops collected in 
the street running at right angles to the house, and informed me that they 
were on their way to Chekueva to arrest the Russian and British Staffs, having 
already arrested their own officers. **** I believe the few troops in Chekueva 
were in cooperation with mutineers. **** Within five minutes after I had first 
noticed them the revolters were on their way across the field to Chekueva. I did 
not hear a shot fired, but only a little yelling about twenty minutes later. Few 
soldiers were left in Pyantino. The guard at the gate had now dwindled to about 
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ten men, half of whom permitted me to photograph them when I ventured out 
a moment later. 
 
 About fifteen o’clock I heard great cheers from the river. Taking my 
camera, I went down to see the cause. The second company had returned from 
Eusolia, and was on its way down to Kleschova to effect the revolution there. 
One of my best Russian friends, a Sergeant Major whom I have reason to believe 
as escaped, advised me to return at once to my room, which I did. **** I noted 
a company of the Fifth North Russians lined up for inspection and instructions 
before embarking for Peroc, doubtless en route to Onega. An aeroplane arrived, 
probably from Obozerskaya, and was met by machine gun fire. ****  
 
Mon. July 21 - **** when the executions occurred. I was awakened about five 
o’clock by the sound of firing. Not hearing the anticipated hum of an aeroplane 
engine, I went back to sleep, and did not know until I went to Chekueva after 
breakfast that the following executions had occurred: 10 Russian officers, 2 
soldiers, and the regimental priest. It seems that about midnight a court martial 
was held, and those officers were condemned to death, who had “treated us 
like dogs.” This phrase was on the lips of several soldiers when I questioned 
them. 
 
Tues. July 22 – Bolo Commissars, with few troops, arrived on horseback early 
Tuesday morning. All through the day detachments of Bolos, with baggage on 
telyegas (native four-wheeled carts), kept streaming by. I learned that Monday 
morning they had entered Kleschova. **** The soldiers were of the 356th 
Infantry (Soviet). They fraternized very freely with the North Russian troops. 
 
 I succeeded in getting into touch with Secretary A_________ at 
Kleschova by telephone and learned that he was safe. **** The Bolos were 
anxious to pay us for our stocks at Kleschova, Cheshuga, Chekueva and Onega 
on our own valuation. **** I asked permission to cross the lines and go to 
Archangel to ascertain our status with respect to the sale of the goods. 
(Colonel M. said) he might get me through to Archangel and return if the 
regimental commissar concurred. Since he was not yet there, I would have to 
wait a day or two. **** 
 
Wed. July 23 – More Bolo troops arrived, some overland and some by 
steamboat and barges. Cavalry arrived in small numbers. A surprising number of 
machine guns arrived, among them a few Brownings, light model. **** At four 
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o’clock I was told I could go to Onega on a boat sailing in an hour for Peroc, and 
that an English monitor was there on which I could go to Archangel, returning 
through Plesetskaya (down the railroad). I went. **** 
 
Thurs July 24 – Arrived Onega 6:45. Monitor had already gone. Heard that a 
steamer was leaving Krestnie Monastery (15 versts distant) that night, and on 
applying to the new commandant was told that the boat would not go, since 
some 25 citizens were trying to escape on it. Found our Y.M.C.A. closed and 
locked, and on inquiry from the sister-in-law of the Russian Secretary, who lived 
only a few doors distant, found that he was in hiding. She pleaded with me to 
find some news of her husband, who had been seized on the streets the 
preceding morning because he had an army rifle in the house, and had a past 
record of anti-Boloism. A little later in the day a similar request was made by 
the wife of Donaykin, the city nachalnik (Russian official), in whose home had 
been the British headquarters. **** 
 
 I requested permit to go overland to Archangel via Pokrovsky, which was 
refused, but the commandant told me I might go through Obozerskaya (on the 
railroad). Returned to Peroc the same night, arriving early morning. Met about 
400 Bolo soldiers, with at least 50 telyegas loaded with their effects and arms. 
 
Fri. July 25 – Early morning the troops of the 5th N.R. arrived from the 
Monastery, which had gone over to the Bolos. Doubtless they were on their way 
to Onega. Waited all day for a boat back to Chekueva. 
 
Sat. July 26 – Returned to Chekueva just too late to see Colonel Andrews 
before his removal, with all other British personnel, to the south. 
 
Sun.-Fri., July 27-Aug. 1 – **** besieging the various Bolo authorities for 
permission to get through to Archangel, always met with the same suave 
excuse that some other authority who would come in a day or two would have 
to pass on that. 
 
 Bolo troops came through by boat and overland every day. Their clothing 
as a rule was very poor, but their arms seemed good and cleanly kept. **** 
Field pieces passed through **** By far the best troops **** were those coming 
from the Officers’ Training School at Vologda. **** 
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 Friday our Secretary A__________ came up from Kleschova and 
Cheshuga. **** His knowledge of the Russian language and people make him 
particularly qualified as a witness of what happened there. What he told me is in 
substance as follows: 
 
 They had no intimation there of what happened Sunday morning in 
Chekueva. **** Captain Mattsiefsky, Commandant, called up the patrol on the 
other side of the river, but they had nothing to report. He evidently thought 
something was wrong, and stopped in about 22 o’clock (10 p.m.) to say that 
the patrol, which was to attack a nearby village on the opposite side of the 
river at 5 the next morning would leave at 24:00 instead. It is believed he 
wanted to get the troops out of town. Captain Brown, who was to accompany 
the patrol, left soon after receiving the order. 
 
 About 22:20 (an hour and a half before the patrol was to leave) the 
Secretary heard shots, but thought nothing of it. When the shooting continued, 
however, he went out on the balcony and saw soldiers hurrying through the 
streets, some under the command of officers who had revolted with the 
soldiers. **** A soldier was detailed to stay with him. In a short time all was 
over, and A__________ slept until morning, when at least a dozen soldiers 
came to him and told him of Captain Brown’s death and expressed regret that it 
happened. 
 
 Other officers killed at Kleschova were: 2 more killed while resisting 
arrest; 3 committed suicide (Captain Mattsiefsky and the battery commander 
when they went to the batteries and found the guns spiked); 2 killed after 
surrendering and while lying in bed, by soldiers filled with rum. 
 
Sat. Aug. 2 – Finally secured permit to make the trip to Archangel, escorted 
blindfolded through the Bolshevik lines. 
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Appendix C – Transportation of Supplies1 
 
 In one way those who were on duty in areas served by the railway were 
more fortunate than those in other sectors. That is, they were able more 
conveniently to obtain their supplies. From Archangel food and equipment were 
shipped by rail to Obozerskaya or one of the other supply bases on the railroad, 
and then transferred by cart or sled to the troops nearby. 
 
 In order to reach the parts of the country far from the base and not 
served by the railroad, boats were used when the river was deep enough, and 
great convoys of native carts or sleds were used where the river did not reach 
or where the water was shallow. The demand on this sort of transportation was 
so heavy that much of it was worn out, and many of the horses were 
overworked to the point of death. Then, when the river grew so shallow that 
many places previously reached by boats could no longer be so reached, the 
situation became rather difficult. Fortunately, by the time the most serious 
stage was reached, the American combatant troops had been out of the 
country for weeks. However, the British and Russian troops where caught by 
this inconvenience did not really suffer because the vegetables raised in 
enormous quantities during the early summer furnished them much local food 
when supplies were slow in reaching them. 
 
 In the winter, transportation by native sled was far speedier than by cart 
in other seasons. The trail once packed, the sleds spun over it at a great rate. 
The mud and roughness of the dirt and corduroy roads, much of them through 
swampy land, made cart transport exceedingly slow during the summer and fall. 
For several weeks in the early spring, just after winter breaks up, the North 
Russian does not travel. And no one else does either, because the roads are 
slush snow and mud without much bottom, and the rivers are slush ice, too 
thick for navigation. During this season the peasant makes ready his seeds and 
his nets, and when he can get into his fields and his boat, he puts his whole 
family to work. 
 
 
                                                
1 Editor’s Note: The original typed essay by the author is here condensed, excluding 
mention of a missing photo of “tiny boxcars in use on the Russian railway.” Also, from 
this essay is a photo and detailed description of “the type of cart and little horse 
common to that north region” on page 161 of Letters Home. 
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Appendix D – Blockhouses2 
 

  
 

  
“…began to prepare for winter on various fronts” – Four blockhouses in various stages 
of construction. Great care was used not only to make the walls thick enough to resist 
machine gun fire and ordinary shrapnel, but also to lay the logs tightly and caulk all 
crevices with moss, so that the cold could be resisted by the tiny field stoves 
available for blockhouse use. If the house was large enough, the men stationed there 
usually built a stone or brick stove. It was always a marvel where they found the 
materials in the swamp and forest areas. The dog shown in upper left photo adopted 
the Americans after one of the first battles with the Bolsheviks. He once precipitated 
a three-day battle by doing some scouting of his own at night in no-man’s land and 
getting himself shot at by both sides. (See also pages 156-157 of Letters Home.) 

                                                
2 Editor’s Note: The photos and caption on this page are referred to in Chapter V 
Tribulations on page 71: “When the allies found that they could not forge through to 
the south, they began to prepare for the winter on the various fronts.” The author’s 
separate essay on Blockhouses (next two pages) refers to photos missing from his 
files, except for the blockhouse along the railway (page 24 of Chapter II). The above 
photos, however, were in the same group of photos that were missing. 



 224 

 (These photos show) the usual type of blockhouse erected 
by the American troops in the forests. Trees on the site 
furnished all the material except barbed wire, which was used 
both to bind logs together and to erect entanglements at a little 
distance from the blockhouse. Long straight lanes would be 
opened in the forest leading in different directions from the 
blockhouse, so that the enemy could not approach without 
crossing one or more of these lanes, when machine gun fire 
would be opened on them. If the enemy came very close, so as 
to be visible among the trees near the blockhouse, the riflemen 
got busy acting as sharpshooters. The trees near the block 
house were not all cut down, but only thinned out, and the 
underbrush cut, so that there would be quite free vision from 
the blockhouse without rendering the blockhouse so very visible, 
as it would be if it stood alone in a perfectly open space. 
 
 This particular blockhouse was erected in a night by men of 
Co. C, 310th Engineers, who are seen putting the finishing 
touches to the roof in the early morning. It stands beside a road 
along which the Bolsheviks are trying to advance to cut the 
railroad far in the rear of the front lines. A barricade manned by 
American soldiers blocks the road just ahead of the blockhouse . 
. . and was held until the blockhouse was ready. The reason the 
men can work in the dangerous position on the roof is that the 
screen of trees in front of the blockhouse still is standing, and 
the enemy artillery is silent for the time being. A day or so later 
the enemy had the position surrounded and attacked in large 
numbers from 3:30 in the morning until after noon, but were 
beaten off. If we had not had this blockhouse, and one on the 
other side of the road at a little distance in the woods, our 
losses would have been very heavy. As it was, we only lost three 
killed, three prisoners and a few wounded. Our position was over 
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a mile long, but only 200 yards wide, stretched along the 
country road. The enemy lost very heavily on this occasion, 
altho they had ten times our number. This was in April 1919. 
(See Part 2, Winter Defensive, pages 184-188, written in March 
and April of 1919.) 
 
 Blockhouses like this were erected in considerable numbers 
along the fronts and lines of communication held by Americans. 
Those, which were intended for permanent positions and 
outposts were fitted up for warmth as well as defense, the 
cracks being carefully caulked with moss. The walls are nearly 
four feet thick. A good double roof, slanting and well covered 
with tarpaper or tin, was put on the permanent blockhouses, but 
the temporary ones were roofed with many layers of logs to 
resist shrapnel and light artillery shells of contact-detonating 
character. The lack of a second roof to turn water was 
sometimes lamented because of the snow, which melted from 
the warmth of the interior and persisted in dripping through on 
the soldiers beneath. From six to ten men was the usual 
complement for this type of blockhouse, but if there were men 
enough, an emergency always brought more to help in the 
defense. 
 
 There was another neater type of blockhouse erected in 
some places near the railroad where boards and sand could be 
easily transported. It was six-sided, with two walls, between 
which was placed sand two feet thick to stop bullets. A sand-
filled or metal-plated conical roof was stuck on the top to stop 
light shells. Such blockhouses required six to eight men as a 
crew. (See photo and caption on page 24 of Chapter II.) 
 
 



 226 

Appendix E 
Officers of “M” Company, 339th Infantry 

 

 
Left to right: Author C.J. Primm, Milton J. Carpenter, Robert J. Wieczorek, Wesley K.  Wright, 

James M. Donovan, George W. Stoner, and Captain Joel R. Moore. 
This group has just returned from a week in the woods where they were 
surrounded by the enemy, and finally defeated the party in their rear, 
then defeated the main attack in front in a two-day battle, and forced the 
enemy to withdraw from their flanks. They had less than 200 American 
infantrymen, 40 engineers, 60 Yorkshire riflemen, a few English machine 
gunners, a platoon of Russian machine gunners, a platoon of Polish snow-
shoe men, a small company of Russian soldiers, and two doctors and a 
few men of the medical detachment. The enemy had 4,300 men. After 
being stopped in their advance on the railroad, when twelve miles away, 
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the Bolsheviks tried a long march around the flank but failed in that, and 
after four weeks of effort gave up and returned to the south whence they 
came, just in time to prevent their guns and supply trains from being 
stalled in the mushy snow and mud of the end of winter. 
 
All these officers except the second from the left belonged to “M” 
Company at the time the picture was taken, and he had been an “M” 
officer until detached a few months before to act as battalion supply 
officer. 
 
Names from right to left (photo on previous page, taken at Obezerskaya 
April 5, 1919): Captain Joel R. Moore, now professor of economics in 
Albion College, Michigan; 1st Lt. George W. Stoner, now production 
manager of a paper box company in Monroe, Michigan; 1st Lt. James M. 
Donovan, now graduate student in University of Wisconsin, 2nd Lt. Wesley 
K. Wright, now assistant to the president of Swift and Company; 2nd Lt. 
Robert J. Wieczorek, now in the candy and cigar business in Cleveland, 
Ohio; Milton J. Carpenter, now salesman and contractor for machine tools; 
and on the left, the writer. 
 
The temperature was about 15 above zero. After becoming accustomed 
to winter weather, this seemed warm, and no one cared very much about 
mittens or mufflers. Lt. Wright was hustled out from the kitchen, where 
he was inspecting a big meal for the tired men, and so he showed up 
without even an overcoat for the picture. Jimmie and I have leather 
sleeveless jackets which serve very well in the daytime, and were always 
used in preference to overcoats when going into action, because of the 
greater freedom of movement they afforded. We always knew that if we 
got very far away from our baggage we would have to get some 
Bolshevik’s overcoat or go cold, but even that did not overcome our 
desire to move fast when necessary. 
 
In the background of the picture is a shell of a building that used to be a 
house inhabited by woodcutters who worked in that clearing. Now it is all 
shot up, through and down. It was finally remodeled into a sort of 
blockhouse, four feet of logs being piled around it. 
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Appendix F – Photo Index (sorted by page) 
 

Title Page:  Polar Bear Emblem/Patch 
Acknowledgments:  Lt. CJ Primm 1918, John K. 
  Primm 1999, Carol Primm & Pete Stuntz 2009 
Contents:  Author in fur hood 
2. Proclamation by English HDQ 
3. CJ Primm with fellow AEF officers 
11. French battalion in Archangel 
13. Blown-up bridge rebuilt with logs 
14. American sailors from the “front” 
16. Three little transports in Russia 
17. Leaving Camp Custer, Michigan (2) 
18. Lynchford Road, Farnsborough 
20. Archangel, Russia 
20. Met by natives in small boats 
21. Railway front at verst 444 
22. Verst 444 dugout 
22. Six-inch howitzer at railway front 
23. Box car headquarters (two photos) 
23. Map of fronts along rivers 
24. Bereznik blockhouse and church 
24. Railway blockhouse, Obozerskaya 
28. At the edge of the arctic 
30. Large subsistence stores 
32. Samoyeds – semi-nomads 
32. Samoyeds – with reindeer jitneys/sleds (2) 
33. River in North Russia 
33. Dense small timber 
34. Archangel waterfront (Dvina River) 
35. Sawmill Interior in Solombola 
35. Summer waterfront with shipping 
36. Main street w/trolley tracks & cars 
36. Droshky-stand (hansom cab) 
37. Market stall 
37. Downtown store in Archangel 
38. Droshky driver's house 
39. Fire tower view of Archangel 
40. Archangel Fire Department run 
40. Fire laddies 
41. Private water carts 
42. Garbage man and his wagon 
43. Aerial view of Technical Institute 
44. Government buildings in Archangel 
45. Solovetsky Cathedral 
46. Campanile bell tower 
46. View from church bell-loft 
47. Sacred banners in procession 
51. Woodpiles at railway siding 
52. Sled train on corduroy road 
54. Russian gristmill (windmill) 
55. Village cooperative store 
56. Village boats going to market 
57. School teacher and one of her pupils 
61. Woman in fancy dress 
61. Peasants in nondescript garments 
63. Peasant's house on the Vaga River 

64. Huge Russian stove in kitchen section 
71. Men in the North Russian Army 
73. Russian field artillery unit 
75. 3 American scouts in snowy woods 
78. Women clearing ground for airfield 
80. 1909 25 ruble note w/czar’s portrait 
81. N Russia 25 rouble 1918 (front&back) 
85. YMCA building in Archangel 
88. Shackleton's boot worn by soldiers 
88. Felt boot source – “dead Bolos” 
89. Dotted with their dead 
90. Isolated grave 
90. Simple funeral near the front 
91. Funeral March at Archangel 
92. Funeral at Archangel Allied Cemetery 
93. Getting in household water (2 photos) 
99. Platoon on railroad track toward front 
101. Young ladies on outing 
102. War-orphaned young boys 
103. Entertainment @ convalescent depot 
104. Movie & dance at AEF headquarters 
106. Thanksgiving party & dance 
106. Propusk (pass) 
107. Iced toboggan slide in Archangel 
111. American EagIe insignia AEF uniform 
116. British headquarters in Archangel 
125. Letter between journalist and Lenin 
127. General Richardson’s arrival 
129. Eagle Boats PE-1 & PE-2 (2 photos) 
132. American dead (collage of 6 photos) 
135. Lumber piles near Archangel  
139. Russian General Miller 
144. Cartoon: Letting Go the Tail-Holt 
145. General Richardson’s commendation 
151. Drying sox after the patrol 
154. Railway Station at Obozerskaya 
155. Two Obozerskaya photos from website 
156. Close-up of blockhouse with dog 
159. One end of a bunk car 
161. Farm wagons or “telyega” 
162. CJ “mistaken for a Russian” 
165. Farthest south on railroad 
176. Sled convoy on frozen river 
179. Typical winter road scene 
183. Military map of Pinega District 
187. Front line experience in winter (3 photos) 
190. Our old autumn positions 
191. The old dugout, still intact 
203. Outdoor religious ceremony 
214. Two Manitowoc Herald News items 
215. Map of East Europe (German line) 
216. Map of North Russian front 
217. Tribune Map N Russian Allied Fronts 
223. Blockhouse construction (4 photos) 
226. Officers of “M” Co, 339th Infantry 
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