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T SYNOPSIS.

et
pter I —Fired by the news of
hking of the Lusitania by a
n submarine, Arthur Guy Em-
n American, leaves his office
bey City and goes to England
he enlists in the British army.
ter II—After a period of
, Empey volunteers for im-
p ser\nce. ‘and soon finds him-
rest billets “somewhere’ in
,”” where he first makes the
atance of the ever-present

ter III—Empey attends his
hurch services at the front
German Fokker circles over
hgregation.

ter IV—Empey's command
o the front-line trenches and
r fire for the first time.

ter V—Empey learns fo a-
e motto of the British Tom-
you are; going to get it,
t S0 never worry

er VI—Back in the rest bil-
npey gets his first experience
s orderly. .

er VII—Empey learns how
ish soldiers are fed.

er VIII—Back in the front-
nch, Empey sees his first
bf the trenches “go West.”
IX—Empey makes his
it to a dugout in “Suicide

what
the

r X—Empey learns
es a ‘“day’s work” in
e trench.
er XI—Empey goes “over
? for the first time in a
pn tha German trenches and
ed ﬁ_a bayonet thrust.
Empey joins the
cluh" as the bombing squad

XIII—Each Tommy gets
al bath. .
er XIV—Empey helps dig
nced trench under German

pr XV—On “listening post”
an’s Land.

pr XVI—Two artillerymen
e over” on Old Pepper, their
al commander.

oy XVII—Empey has narrow
hile on patrol duty in No

and.
by XVIII—Back in rest bil-
ey write and stages a farce

br XIX—Soldiers have many
amuse themselves while -“‘on
r XX—Empey volunteers
hine gun service and goes
b the front-line trenches.
r XXI—Empey again goes
top” ina charge which
ompany 17 killed and 31

r XXII—Trick with a ma-
m silences one bothersome

r XXIII—German attack,
by gas wave, is repulsed.

r XXIV—Empey is forced
[pé in an execution as a
bf the firing squad.

r XXV—British prepare
ig Push—the battle of the

XXVI—In a trench raid,
the Big Push, Empey is
y wounded and lies uncon-
No Man’s Land for 36

XXVII—After 4 months
ish hospital, Empey is dis-
S “physmally unfit for fur-
service.’

——

HAPTER XXVIlL

Blighty.

g first-ald post, after inocu-
with antitetanus serum to
kjaw, I was put into an am-
hd sent to a temporary hos
hd the lines. To reach this
e had to go along a road
miles in length. This road
shell fire, for now and then
uld light up the sky—a tre-
xplosion—and then the road
tremble. We did not mind,
doubt some of us wished

would hit us and end our
ergonally, I was not particu-
b nothing but bump, jolt, rat-
DE.

mes the driver would turn |
i give us a “Cheero, mates,
be there—" fine fellows,
lance drivers, a lot of them
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AN N‘HJ!I(AN SOLDIER
WO WENT
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jually drew out of the fire
ulled up in front of an im- |
put. Stretcher-bearers car-
wn 8 number of steps and
bn & white table in a brightly '
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In “Blighty.”
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feal corps removed my pandages &0
cnt off my tuple. Then the doctor,
with his sleeves rolled up, took thargs. |;
He winked at me and I winked pack,

and then he asked, “How do you feel,
smashed up & bit?”

I answered: “I'm all right, but I'd
give a quid for a drink of Bass."

He nodded to the sergeant, who dis-
appeared, and I'll be darned if he
didn’t return with a glass of ale. I
could only open my mouth about a
quarter of an inch, but I got away with

-every drop of that ale. It tasted just

like Blighty, and that 1s heaven to
Tommy.

The doctor sald something to an or-
derly, the only word I could catch was
“chloroform,” then they put some kind
of an arrangement over my nose and
mouth and it was me for dreamland.

* When I opened my eyes I was lying
on a stretcher, in a low wooden
bullding. Everywhere I looked I saw
rows of Tommles on stretchers, some
dead to the world, and the rest with
fags in their mouths,

The main topic of their conversation
was Blighty. Nearly all had a grin on
thelr faces, except those who didn't
have enough face left to grin with, D
grinned with my right eye, the other
was bandaged.

Stretcher-bearers came in and. be-
gan to carry the Tommies outside. You
could hear the chug of the engines in
the walting ambulances.

I was put into an ambulance with
three others and away we went for an
elghteen-mile ride.

I was on a bottom stretcher, The
lad right across from me was smashed
up something horrible.

Right above me was & man from the
Royal Irish rifles, while across from
him was a Scotchman.

‘We had gone about three miles when
I heard the death-rattle in the throat
of the man opposite, He had gone to
rest across the Great Divide. I think
at the time I envied him.

The man of the Royal Irish rifles
had had his left foot-blown of?, the
jolting of the ambulance over the
rough road had loosened up the band-
ages on his foot, and had started it
bleeding again, This blood ran down
the side of the stretcher and started

dripping. I was lying on my back, too ;

weak to move, and the dripping of this
blood got me in my unbandaged right
eye. I closed my eye and pretty soon
could not open the lid; the blood had
congealed and closed it, as 1f it were
glued down.

An English girl dressed In khaki was
driving the ambulance, while beside
her on the seat was a corporal of the
R. A. M. C,, They kept up a running
conversation about Blighty which al-
most wrecked my nerves; pretty
soon from the stretcher above me, the
Irishman became aware of the faect
that the bandage from his foot had be-
come loose; It must have pained him
horribly, because he yelled in a loud
volce:

“If you don't stop this bloody death

wagon and fix this d—— bandage on :

my foot, I will get out and walk.”

The girl on the seat turned around
and in a sympathetic volce asked,
“Poor fellow, are you very badly
wounded?”

The Irishman, at this question, let
out a howl of indignation and an-
swered, “Am I very badly wounded,
what bloody cheek ; no, I'm not wound-
ed, I've only been kicked by a canary
bird.”

The ambulance immediately stopped,
and the corporal came to the rear and
fixed him up, and also washed out my
right eye. I was too weak to thank
him, but it was a great relief. Then
I must have become unconscious, be-
cause when I regained my senses, the
ambulance was at a standstill, and my
gtretcher was being removed from it.

It was nieht, lanterns were flashing

hefe and there, and I could see stretch®
er-bearers hurrying to and fro. Then
I was carrled Mto a hospital train.

The inside of this train looked lke
heaven to me, just pure white, and we
met our first Red Cross nurses; we
thought they were angels. And they
were.

Nice little soft bunks and clean,
white sheets. '

A Red Cross nurse sat beside me
during the whole ride which lasted
three hours. She was holdi#g my
wrist ; I thought I had mede a hit, and
tried to tell her how I got wounded,
but she would put her finger to her lips
and say, “Yes, I know, but: you mustn't
talk now, try to go to sleep, it'll do you
good, doctor’s orders.” Later on I
loaraed that she was taking my pulse
every few minntes, as I was very weak
from the loss of blood and they ex-
pected me to snuff it, but I didn't. .

From the train we went into ambu-
lances for a short ride to the hospital
ship Panama. Another palace and more
angels. I don't remember the trip
across the channel,

I opened my eyes; I was being car-
rled on a stretcher through lanes of
people, some cheering, some waving

‘flags, and others erying. The flags were
Union Jacks, I was in Southampton.
Blighty at last. My stretcher was
strewn with flowers, cigarettes, and

my cheek from my good eye. Ilike a
'boeby was crying. Can you beat {t?—

Then Into another hospital train, a
five-hour ride to Palgnton, another am-
: vtlance ride, and then I was carrled
{into Munsey ward of the American
 Women's War hospital aad put into a
“real bed.

This real bed was too much for my |

'unstrung nerves and I fainted.
! When I crme to, a pretty Red Cross
jnurse was bending over me, bathing
fmy forehead with cold water, then she
1lert and the ward orderly placed a
1gcreen around my bed, and gave me a
t.much—needed bath and clean pajamas.
{ Then the screen was removed and a
{bowl of steaming soup was given me.
! It tasted deliclous.

Before finishing my soup the nurse
|came back to ask me my name and
 number. She put this information down
!in a little book and then asked:

“Where do you come from?” 1 an-

swered:

“From the big town behind the
Statue of Liberty;"” upon hearing this
she started jumping up and down,
clapping her hands, and calling out to
‘three nurses across the ward:

“Come here, girls—at last we have
got a real live Yankee with us.”

They came over and besleged me
with questions, untll the doctor ar-
rived. Upon learning that I was an
American he almost crushed my hand
in his grip of welcome. They also
were Americans, and were glad to see
me,

The doctor very tenderly removed
my bandages and told me, after view-
ing my wounds, that he would have to
take me to ‘the operating theater im-
mediately. Personally I didn't care
what was done with me.

In a few minutes, four orderlies who
looked like undprtakers dressed In
white, brought a stretcher to my bed
and placing me on it carried me out of
the ward, across a courtyard to the
operating room or “plctures,” as Tom-
my calls it.

I don't remember having the anes-
thestic applied.

When I came to I was again lylng In
a bed in Munsey ward. One of the
nurses had draped a large American
flag over the head of the bed, and
clasped in my hand was a smaller flag,
and it made me feel good all over to
again see the “Stars and Stripes.”

At that time I wondered when the
boys in the trenches would see the
emblem of the “land of the free and
the home of the brave"” beside them,
doing its bit in this great war of clivi-
lization.

My wounds were very painful, and
several times at night I would dream
that myriads of khaki-clothed figures
would pass my bed and each would
stop, bend over me, and whisper, “The
best of luck, mate.”

Soaked with perspiration I would
awake with a cry, and the night nurse
would come.over and hold my hand.
This awakening got to be a habit with
me until that particular nurse was
transferred to another ward.

In three weeks' time, owing to the
careful treatment received, I was able
to st up and get my bearings. Our
ward contunined seventy-five patients,
90 per cent of which were surgical
cases. At the head of each bed hung
a temperature chart and diagnosis
sheet. Across this sheet would be
written “G. S. W.” or “S. W.,” the for-
mer meaning gun shot wound and the
latter shell wound. The “S. W."” pre-
dominated, especially among the Royal
Field artillery and Royn' englneers.

About forty different .ments were !
represented, and many arguments en-
sued as to rhe respective fighting abil-
ity of each regiment, The rivalry was
wonderful. A Jock arguing with an
Irishman, then a strong Cockney ac-
cent would butt in in favor of a Lon-
don regiment. Before long a Welsh-
man, followed by a member of a York-
shire regiment, and, perhaps, a Cana-
dian intrude themselves and the argu-
ment waxes loud and furlous. The
patients In the beds start howling for
them to settle their dlspute outslide
and the ward is in an uproar. The |
head sister comes along and with a |
wave of the hand completely routs the
doughty warriors and agaln silence
reigns supreme,

Wednesday and Sunday of each week
were visiting days and were looked

for patients.”

forward to by the men, because they
meant parcels contalning frult, sweets
or fags. When a patient had a regular
visitor, he was generally kept well |
supplled with these dellcacles, Great

jealousy {8 shown among the men as’|

to thelr visitors and many Word wars
axte gfter the vifitors lepve.

When a man is sent to a convales-
cent home, he generally turns over his
steady visitor to the men in the next
bed.

Most visitors have antograph albums
and bore Tommy to death by asking
him to write the particulars of his
wounding in same. Several Tommies
try to duck this unpleasant job by tell-

‘ing the visitors that they cannot write,

but this never phases the owner of the
albumn; he or she, generally she, offers
to write it for them and Tommy is
stung into telling his experlences.

The guestions asked Tommy by visi-
tors would make & clever joke book
to a military man.

Some kindly looking old lady will
stop at your bed ‘and in a sympathetic
volce address you: “You poor boy,
wounded by those terrible Germans.
You must be suffering frightful pain.
A bullet, did yoy say? Well, tell me,
I have always wanted to know, did it

‘hurt worse golng in or coming out?”

Tommy generally replies that he did
not stop to figure it out when he was
hit,

One very nicelooking, overenthusi-
astic young thing, stopped at my bed

‘and asked, “What wounded you in the
face?’
chocolates. Tears started to run down |-

In a polite but bored tone I an-
swered, “A rifle bullet.”

With a look of disdain she passed
to the next bed, first ejaculating, “Oh!

‘Only a bullet? I thought it was g
shell,” Why she should think a shell
.wound was more of a distinction beats

me. I don't see a whole lot of differ-
ente myself, -

The American Women's War hospi-
tal was a heaven for wounded men.

‘They were,allowed every privilege pos-

sible conducive with the rules and mili-
tary discipline. The only fault was
that the men’s passes were restricted.
To get a pass required an act of par-
lismnent. Tommy tried many tricks to
get out, but the commandant, an old
Boer war officer, was wise to them all,
and it took & new and clever ruse to
make him afix his signature to the
coveted slip of paper.

. As soon as it would get dark many a
patient climbed over the wall and went
“on bis own,” regardless of many signa

staring him in the fnce, “Out of bounds
Generally the nurses
were looking the other way when one
of these night. ralds started. I hope
this information will get none of them
into trouble, but I cannot resist the
temptation to let thé commandant
know that occasionally we put it over
on him,

One afternoon I recelved 'a note,
through our underground channel, from
my female visitor, asking me to attend
a party at her house that night.- I
answered that she could expect me and
to meet me at & certain place on the
road well known by all patlents, and
some visltors, as “over the wall"”
told her I would be on hand at seven-
thirty.

About seven-fifteen I sneaked my
overcoat and cap out of the ward and
hid it in the bushes.
nurse, a particular friend of mine, that
I was going for a walk in the rose gar-
den. She winked and I knew that ev-
erything was all right on her end.

Goling out of the ward, I slipped into
the bushes and made for the wall. It
was dark as pitch and I was groping
through the underbrush, when sudden-

‘Iy I stepped into space and felt myself

rushing downward, & horrible bump,
'and blackness. When I came to my
‘wounded shoulder was hurting horri-
bly. I was lying against a circular
wall of bricks, dripping with molsture,
and far away I could hear the trickling
of water. I had in the darkness fallen
into an old disused well. But why
wasn't I wet? According to all rules
1 should have been drowned. Perhaps
I was and didn’t know it.

As the shock of my sudden stop
gradually wore off it came to me that
I was lylng on a ledge and that the
least movement on my part would pre-
clpitate me to the bottom of the well.

I struck a match. In its faint glare
I saw that I was lying in & clrcular
hole about twelve feet deep—the well

had been filled In! The dripping I had.

heard came from a water pipe over on
my right.

With my wounded shoulder it was
impossible to shinny up the plpe. I
could not yell for help, because the
rescuer would want to know how the
accident happened, and I would be
haled before the commandant on
charges. I just had to grin and bear
it, with the' forlorn hope that one of
the returning night railders would pass
and I could give him our usual signal
of “slss-s-s-8," which would bring him
to the rescue.

Every half-hour I could hear the
clock In the village strike, each stroke
bringing forth & muffled volley of
curses on the man who had dug the
well,

After two hours I heard two men
talking In low volces. I recognized
Corporal Cook, an ardent “night rald-
er.” He heard my “siss-s-s-s” and
came to the edge of the hole. I ex-
plained my predicament and amid a lot
of impertinent remarks, which at the
time I did not resent, I was soon fished
out.

Taking off our boots, we sneaked into
‘the ward. I was sitting on my bed in
the dark, just starting to undress,

when the man next to me, “Ginger” |

Philllps, '‘whispered, *'Op it, Yank, 'ere
comes th? matron.”

I immediately got under the covers
and felgned sleep. The matron stood
talking in low tones to the night nurse
and I fell asleep.

When I awoke in the morning the
rnlght sister, an American, was bending
;over me. An awful sight met my eyes.

The coverlet on the bed and the sheets

uw

i

Then I told the |,

She was & good sport all right, and
hustled to get clean clothes and sheets
#0 that no one Wwould get #Wise, bmt “on
her own” she gave me.a good tongue
lashing but did not report me. One:of
the Canadians in the ward.described
her as belng “a Jake of a good fel-
low.” }

Next visiting day I had an awful
time explaining to my visitor why 1
had not met her at the appointed time
and place.

And for a week every time I passed
a patient he would call, “Well, well,
here’'s the Yank. Hope you are feel-
ing well, old top.”

The surgeon in our ward was an
American, a Harvard unit man, named
Frost., We nicknamed him “Jack
Frost.” He was loved by all. If a
Tommy was to be cut up he had no ob-
Jection to undergoing the operation if
“Jack Frost” was to wield the knife,
Their confidence in him was pathetie.
He was the best sport I have ever met.

One Saturday morning the command-
ant and some “high up” officers- were
Inspecting the ward, when one of the
patients who had been wounded in the

head by a bit of shrapnel, fell on the

floor in a fit. They brought him round,
and then looked for the ward orderly
to carry the patient back to his bed
at the other end of the ward. The or-
derly was nowhere to he.found—like
our policemen, they never are when
needed. The officers were at a loss
how to get Paliner into his bed. Doe-
tor Frost was fidgeting around in a
nervous manner, when suddenly with
a muffled “d——n" and a few ‘other
qualifying adjectives, he stooped down
and took the man in his p§ like a
baby—he was no feather, bither—and
staggered down the ward with him, put
him in bed and undressed him. A low
murmur of approval came froia the pa-
tients. Doctor Frost got very red, and
as soon as he had finished undressing
Palmer, hurriedly left the ward.

The wound in my face 'had almost
healed and I was a horrible-looking
‘sight—the left cheek twisted into a
knot, the .eye pulled - down, -and-my
mouth pointing in a north by north-
west direction. I was very downheart-
ed and.could imagine myself during
the rest of my. life being shunned by
all on azcount of the repuisive scar.

Doctor Frost arranged for me to go
to the Cambridge Military hospital at

Aldershot for a speclal operation to
try and make the scar presentable.

I arrived at the hospital and got an
awful shock. The food was poor and
the discipline abnormally strict. No
patient was allowed to sit on his bed,
and smoking was permitted- only at
certaln designated hours. The face

speclalist did nothing for me except'

to look at the wound. I made appll-
cation for a transfer back to Palgnton,
offering to pay my trdnsportation.
This offer was accepted, and after two
weeks' absence, once agaln I arrived
in Munsey- ward, all hope gone.

The next day after my return Doc-
tor Frost stopped at my bed and sald:
“Well, Empey, if you want me to try
end see what I can do with that scar
Tl do it, but you are taking an awtul
chance.”

I answered: “Well, doctor, Steve
Brodle took & chance; he halls from
New York and so do L"”

Two days after the undertaker
squad carrled me to the operating
room or “pictures,” as we called them
because of the funny fllms we see un-

“der ether, and the operation was per-
formed. It was a wonderful plece of

The Author Just Before Leaving for
Home.

surgery and a marvelous success,
From now on that doctor can have my
shirt.

More than once sdme poor soldier
has been brought into the ward in a
dying condition, resulting from loss of
blood and exzhaustion caused by his
long journey from the trenches, After
an examlination the doctor announces
that the only thing that will save him
is a transfusion of blood. Where i3
the blood to come from? He does not
have to walt long for an answer—sev=
eral Tommies immediately volunteer
thelr blood for their mate. Three or
four are accepted; a blood test is
made, and next day the transfusion
takes place and there Is another pale

‘face in the ward.

Whenever bone is needed for some
gpeclal operation, there are always
men willlng to give some—a leg if
necessary to save some mangled mate

from belng crippled for life, More

"than cne ma mmm
another man’s blood- g-ihrough
his veins, or a plece of Dis or his
shinbone in mmanmp- Somes
times he nevereven‘kxows:tie name of
his benefactor.

The spirit of sacrifice is wonderful,

For all the suffering caused this war
18.a blessing to England—it has-made
new men of her sons; has welded all
clasges into one glorious whole.

And I can’t help saying that the doe-
tors, sisters, and nurses in the Eoglish
hospitals, are angels on earth. I love
them &ll and can never repay the care
and kindness shown to me. For the
y Oft:ly !l:!ebothe Red Cross will' be

me the 1 of Fal
oy sym th, Hope and

After four months in the hospital, I
went before an board "and
was discharged from the service of his
Britannic-majesty as “physically: unfit
for.further war service.”

After my. dischiarge. I engaged pase
age'on the American liner New York,
and after a stormy trip across the At-
lantic one momentous day, in the haze
of early. dawn, I.saw the statue of Hib-_
erty looming- over the:port rall,-and X
wondered if ever again I would. go
“over the top with the best of lue!‘
and give them helL”

And even: then, though it may’ seém
‘strange, 1 was really sorry -not:to' be
back. in the trenches: with. my mates.
Warlsnotaplnktea.butlnawonh-
while cause like ours, mud, rats, coo~
ties, shells, wounds, or death itself, are
far.outweighed by the deep sense of
satisfaction felt by the man -who.does
his bit.

Thereisoueﬂ:.lnzwhmhmyex-
perience taught me that might help the
boy who may have to go. It {s'this—
anticipation Is far worse than realiza-
tion. In civil life a man stands in-awe.
of the man above him, wonders how he
could-ever-fill his job. ‘When the time :
comes -he rises to the occasion; is up
and at it, and is surprised.to find how
much more easily than Ne anticipated
he fills his responsibilities. It urully

80 “out there”

Hehunerveto_rthohudlhlw:th !
interest of the work grips him; hefinds
relief ‘in the fun and comradeship of
the trenches and wins that best sort of
happinees that comes with duty well

done, _ j
NEWSPAPER WORK IS MILI-

'TARY NECESSITY SAYS WILSON

Sacramento, Cal., May. 15.—The
appeal to President Wlison by James
G. Seripps, newspaper publisher of
San Diego, Cal., for deferred classi-
fication in the draft on the ground
that he was engaged in work of mil-
itary necessity,.has .been .. granted,
according to a telegram. received by
Governor William. D. . Stephens,
'from Provost Marshal General E..
H. Crowder. '

Scripps applied for deferred clas-
sification but the exemption board
denied the application and placed
him in.class one. He applied to the
president, who ordered him placed
in class four, division.D.

BAPTISTS GIVE WOMEN VOTE.

Dr. Gambrell, of Dallas, Tex., Re-
clected President of the Hot
Springs Convention.

Hot Springs, Ark., May 16—Har-
mony is the word at the sixty-third
session of the Southerm Baptist Con-
vention, which had smooth sailing
in its first day’s proceedings.

Dr. James B. Gambrell, of Dallas
Texas, was re-elected president of
the convention without fopposition.
John D. Mell, of Athens, Ga., was
chosen one of the vice presidents,
while Governor Charle§ Hillman
Brough, of Arkansas, was made an-
other.

Dr. W. C. Mcconnell of Atlanta,
led the fight for woman suffrage,
and after a three-hour discussion
yesterday afternoon, women of the
Southern Baptist churches were
granted full and equal rights with
men in the convention of the church

MUST HAVE THE
PRESS AND BANNER

Evanston, T1l., May 16, 1918.
My dear Editor:

Find enclosed money order for
$3.00 on my subseription, will pay
up in full soon as I can. You need
never worry baout getting the sub-
scription price as long as a ‘““Bass”
remains in the family. Years ago
when the kind Mr. Hugh Wilson was
editor T remember paying him at
one time $7.00 for paper dues. Kind-
ness along these lines is never lost.
to people of limitd means. Every-
thing you know is up yonder these
days, but I must have my county
paper. Our friend Mr. Frank Car-
wile's letters to the paper are worth
the price of subscription. Some
years ago we were adjoining neigh-
bors and always known him to be a
straight, honorable Christian gentle-
man.

Thanking you dear editor,
your kind waiting without kicking.

Your subserbier,
' John W. Bass.
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