
SYNOPSIS.

j CHAPTER I.Fired by the news of the
sinking of the Lusitania by a German

Isubmarine, Arthur Guy Empey, an American,leaves his office in Jersey City and
goes to England where he enlists in the
[British army.
CHAPTER II.After a period of training,Empey volunteers for immediate serviceand soon finds himself in rest billets

"Somewhere in France," where he first
makes the acquaintance of the ever-pres«nt"cooties."
CHAPTER HI.Empey attends his first

Church services at the front while a Ger.'man Fokker circles over the congregation.
CHAPTER IV.Empey"s command goes

Into the front-line trenches and is under
lire for the first time.
CHAPTER V.Empey learns to adopt

the motto of the Brtish Tommy, "If you
are going to get it, youll get it, so never

worry."- , _ _ _ _

_ _

."CHAPTER VI.BackIn rest billets, Empeygets his first experience as a mess

orderly.
CHAPTER VII.Empey learns how the

British soldiers are fed.
CHAPTER Vm.Back in the front-line

trench, Empey sees his first friend of the
trenches "go West." ,

; Chapter IX.Empey makes his first
' ;visit to a dugout in "Suicide Ditch."

i CHAPTER X.Empey learns what constitutesa "day's work" in the front-line
trench.

CHAPTER XI.

^ Over the Top.
f On my second trip to the trenches

onr officer was making his rounds of
' Inspection, and we received the cheerfulnews that at four in the morning
we were to go over the top and take
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turned to lead. Then the officer carvrled on with his instructions. To the
best of my memory I recall them as
follows: "At eleven a wiring party will

'

go out in front and cut lanes through
our barbed wire for the passage of
troops in the. morning. At two o'clock
our artillery will open up with an in*tense bombardment, which will last unrttljfour. Upon the lifting of the bariragethe first of the three waves will
go over." Then he left Some of the
'Tommies, first getting permission from
[the sergeant, went Into the machine
'gunners' dugout and wrote letters
[home, saying that in the morning they
were going over the top, and also that

v « If the letters reached their destination
lit would mean that the writer had $>eenlulled
; These letters were turned over to

' jthe captain with instructions to mail
i8ame in the event of the writer's being
jkilled Some of the men made out
their wills in their pay books, under
ithe caption, "Will and Last Testa\medv*
. Then the nerve-racking wait com1jmenced. Every now and then I would
glance at the dial of my wrist watch
'and was surprised to see how fast the
jminntes passed by. About five minutes
|to two I got nervous waiting for our

[guns to open up. I could not take my
' ov«r fmm mv votrh T nrnnnhpd

' [against the parapet and strained my
jmuscles in a deathlike grip upon my
[rifle. As the hands on my. watch
!showed two o'clock a blinding red flare

" lighted np the sky in our rear, then
thunder, intermixed with a sharp, whistlingsound in the air over our heads.

-> The shells from our guns were speedingon their way toward the German
lines. With one accord the men

sprang up on the fire step and looked
oyer tiie top in the direction of the
German trenches. A line of bursting

* shells lighted up No Han's Land. The
din was terrific and the ground trembled.Then, high above our heads we
could hear a sighing moan. Our big
tboys behind the line had opened up
and 9.2's and 15-inch shells commenced

droppinginto the German lines. The
flash of the guns behind the lines, the
scream of the shells through the air,
and the flare of them, bursting, was a

spectacle that put Pain's greatest dis-
play into the shade. The constant
pup, pup, of German machine guns and
an occasional rattle of rifle firing gave
me the impression of a huge audience
applauding the work of the batteries.
Our 18-pounders were destroying the

German barbed wire, while the heavier
,stuff was demolishing their trenches
and bashing in dugouts or funk'holes.
Then Fritz got busy.
Their shells went screaming overhead,aimed in t*# direction of the

flares from our batteries. Trench moritarsstarted dropping "Minnies" In
our front line. We clicked several casualties.Then they suddenly ceased.
Our artillery naa tapea or siiencea

them.
i During the bombardment yon could
almost read a newspaper in our trench.
Sometimes in the flare of a shell-burst

^ a man's body would be silhouetted
against the parados of the trench and
it appeared like a huge monster. You
could hardly hear yourself think. When
an order was to be passed down the
jtrench you had to yell it, using your
[hands as a funnel into the ear of the
pman sitting next to you on the fire step,
jjn about twenty minutes a generous
rum issue was doled out After drinkjfaigthe rum, which tasted like varnish
and sent a shudder through your
frame, you wondered why they made
ton wait until the lifting of the barM
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| rage before going over. At ten minjutes to four word was passed down,
! "Ten minutes to go!" Ten minutes
to live! We were shivering all over.

My legs felt as if they were asleep.
Then word was passed down: "First
wave get on and near the scaling ladders."
These were-small wooden ladders

which we had placed against the parapetto enable us to go over the top on

the lifting of the barrage. "Ladders of
death" we called them, and veritably
they were.
Before a charge Tommy is the politestof men. There is never any pushingor crowding to be first up these

ladders. We crouched around the base
of the ladders waiting for the word
to go over. I was sick and faint, and
was puffing aWay at an unlighted fag.
Than noma fho wnrd "T'hrPP mi TintPS
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to go; upon the lifting of the barrage
and on the blast of the whistles, 'Over
the top with the best o' luck and give <

them hell.'" The famous phrase of
the w$6tern front. The Jonah phrase
of the western front. To Tommy it
means if you are lucky enough to come
back you will be minus an arm or a

leg. Tommy hates to be wished the
best of luck; so, when peace is declared,if it ever is, and you meet a

! Tommy on the street, just wish him the
best of luck and duck the brick that
follows. '

I glanced again-at my wrist watch.
We all wore them and you could hardly
call us "sissies" for doing so. It was a

minute to four. I could see the hand

(
move to the twelve, then a dead sl1lence. It hurt. Everyone looked up

i to see what had happened, but not for
long. Sharp whistle blasts rang out
along the trench* and with a cheer the
men scrambled up the ladders. The
bullets, were cracking overhead, and
occasionally a machine gun would rip

j and tear the top of the sandbag parapetHow I got up that ladder I will
never know. The first ten feet out in
front was agony. Then we pasoed
through lanes in our barbed wire. I
knew11 was running, but could feel no

motion below the waist. Patches on
prnnnd sfGmed to float to the rear

as if I were on a treadmill and scenerywas rushing past me. The Germanshad put a barrage of shrapnel
across No Man's Land, and you could
hear the pieces slap the ground about
you.

After I had passed our barbed wire
and gotten into No- Man's Land a

Tommy about fifteen feet to my right
front turned around and looking in my
direction, put his hand to his mouth
and yelled something which I could not
make out on account of the. noise from
the bursting shells. Then he coughed,
stumbled, pitched forward and lay still.
His body seemed to float to the rear
of me. I could hear sharp cracks in
the air about me. These were caused
by passing rifle bullets. Frequently,
to my right and left, little spurts of
dirt would rise into the air and a nco!chet bullet would whine on its way.
If a Tommy should see one of these
little spurts in front of him, he would
tell the nurse about it later. The
crossing of No Man's Land remains a
blank to me.

Men on my right and left would
stumble and fall. Some would try to
get up, while others remained huddled
and motionless. Then smashed-up
barbed wire came into view and
seemed carried on a tide to the rear.

Suddenly, in front of me loomed a
bashed-in trench about four feet wide.
Queer-looking forms like mud turtles
were s^ambling up its wall. T)ne of
these forms seemed to slip and then
rolled to the bottom of the trench.. I
leaped across this intervening space.
The man to my left seemed to pause in
midair, then pitched head down Into
the German trench. I laughed out loud
in my delirium., Upon alighting on the
other side of the trench I came to with
a sudden jolt Right in front of me
loomed a giant form with a rifle which
looked about ten feet long, on the end
of which seemed seven bayonets. These
flashed in the air in front of me. Then
through my mind flashed the admonitionof our bayonet instructor back in
Blighty. He had said, "whenever you
get in a charge and run your bayonet
up to the hilt into§a German the Fritz
will fall. Perhaps your rifle will be
wrenched from your grasp. Do not
waste time, if the bayonet is fouled
in his. equipment, by putting your foot
on his stomach and tugging at the rifle
to extricate the bayonet. Simply
press the trigger and the bullet will
free it." In my present situation this
was the logic,-but for the life of me

I could not remember how he had told
me to get my bayonet into the German.To me this was the paramount
issue. I closed my eyes and lunged
forward. My rifle was torn from my
hands. I must have gotten the Germanbecause he had disappeared.
About twenty feet to my left front
was a huge Prussian nearly six feet
four inches in height, a fine specimen
of Dhysical manhood. The bayonet

I

from his rifle was missing, but he f
clutched the barrel In both hands and
was swinging the butt around his head,
I could almost hear the swish of the
butt passing through the air. Three
little Tommies were engaged with him.
They looked like pigmies alongside of
the Prussian. The Tommy on the left
was gradually circling to the rear of

hisopponent. It was a funny sight to
see them duck the swinging butt and
try to jab him at the same time. The
Tommy nearest me received the butt ]
of the German's rifle in a smashing
blow below the right temple. It
smashed his head like an eggshell. He
pitched forward on his side and a convulsiveshudder ran through his body.
Meanwhile the other Tommy had
gained the rear of the Prussian. Suddenlyabout four inches of bayonet
protruded from the throat of the Prussiansoldier, who staggered forward
'and fell. I will never forget the look
of blank astonishment that came over
his face.
Then something hit me in the left

shoulder and my left side went numb.
It felt as if a hot poker was being
driven through me. I felt no pain.
just a sort of nervous shock. A bay- .

onet had pierced me from the rear. I
fell backward on the ground, but was
not unconscious, because I could see
dim objects moving around me. Then
a flash of light in front of my eyes and
unconsciousness. Something had hit
me on the head. I have never found
out what it was.

I dreamed I was being tossed about
in an open boat on a heaving sea and
opened my eyes. The moon was shining.. I was on a stretcher being carrieddown one of our communication
trenches. At the advanced first-aid
post my wounds were dressed, and
then I was put into an ambulance and
sent to one of the base hospitals. The

^vounds In my shoulder and head were

not serious and In six weeks I had rejoinedmy company for service in the
front line.

CHAPTER XII.

Bombing.
The boys in the section welcomed me

back, but there were many strange
faces. Several of our men had gone
West in that charge, and were lying
"somewhere in France" with a little
wooden cross at their heads. We were
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Throwing Hand Grenades.
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tain asked for volunteers for bombers'
school. I gave my name and was accepted.I had joined the Suicide club,
and my troubles commenced. Thirtytwomen of the battalion, including myself.were sent to L... where we

went through a course in bombing.
Here we were instructed in the uses,
methods of throwing and manufacture
of various kinds of hand grenades,
from the old "jam tin," now obsolete,
to the present Mills bomb, the standard
of the British army.

It all-depends where you are as to
what you are called. In France they
call you a "bomber" and give you medals,while in neutral countries they
call you an anarchist and give you
"life."
From the very start the Germans

were well equipped with effective
bombs and trained bomb throwers, but
the English army was as little preparedin this important department of
fighting as in many others. At bombingschool an old sergeant of the Grenadierguards, whom I had the good
fortune to meet, told me of the discouragementsthis branch of the service
suffered before they could meet the
Germans on an equal footing. (Pacifistsand small army people in the
U. S. please read with care.) The first
English expeditionary forces had no
bombs at all, but had clicked a lot of
casualties from those thrown by the
Boches. One bright morning someone

higher up had an idea and issued an
order detailing two men from each
platoon to go to bombing school to
learn the duties of a bomber and how
to manufacture bombs. Noncommis-
sioned officers were generally selected
for this course. After about two
weeks at school they returned to their
units in rest billets or in the fire
trench, as the case might be, and got J
busy teaching their platoons how to
make "jam tins."
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for all ranks to save empty jam tins
for the manufacture of bombs. A professorof bombing would sit on the
fire step in the front trench with the
remainder 4 of his section crowding
around to see him work.
.~On his left would be a pile of empty
and' rusty jam tins, while beside him
on the fire steD would be a miscella

(Continued on page 6, column 1.) j

NOTICE OF SALE.

By order of the Judge of Probate
I will sell at public sale at my home
on April the 20th at 11 o'clock, the
personal property of M. A. Inabinett,
deceased, consisting of one bed room
set and furniture.
4-11 G. W. KEARSE, Adm.

I Best material and workman- 9
ship, light running, requires n

little power; simple, easy to .1
handle. Are made in several Eg
sizes and are good, substantial P
money-making machines- down
to the smallest size. Write for g|
catolog showing Engines, Boil- k

ers and all Saw Mill supplies, b
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A FAMILY
MEDICINE

In Her Mother's Home, Says This s

Georgia Lady, Regarding BlackDraughtRelief From Headache,Malaria, Chills, Etc.
Ringgold, Ga.. Mrs. Chas. Gaston,
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of Thedford's Black-Draught; In fact,
it was one of our family medicines.
Also in my mother's home, when I
was a child. "When any of us childrencomplained of headache, usually j
caused by constipation, she gave us
a dose of Black-Draught, which would
rectify the trouble. Often In the
Spring, we would have malaria and
chills, or troubles of this kind, we
would take Black-Draught pretty regularuntil the liver acted well, and
we would soon be up and around
again. We would not be without it,
for it certainly has saved us lots of
doctor bills. Just a dose of BlackDraughtwhen not so well sayes a

lot of days in bed."
Thedford's Black-Draught has been

In use for many years in the treatmentof stomach, liver and bowel
troubles, and the popularity which it
now enjoys Is proof of its merit

If your liver is not doing its duty,
you will suffer from such disagreeablesymptoms as headache, biliousness,constipation, indigestion, etc.,
and unless something is done, serious
trouble may result
Thedford's Black-Draught has been

found a valuable remedy for these
troubles. It is purely vegetable, ana
acts in a prompt and natural way,
regulating the liver to its proper
functions and cleansing the bowels of impurities.Try it. Insist on Thed- (
ford's, the original and genuine. E 79 i
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ATLANTA, GA. , U^M
ads and neighbors of the merchants of Bam- B
y house and I wish to thank you all for the B
ou have given us for the past season. We uH

cooperation at both ends of the line in every >I
o serve you to the best of our ability. We q1
;ay we have ready for shipment anything in B
oamer or fall, and would like to have every WB

SO
us a visit to Atlanta at our expense, then>B
an do business with you. Especially do I fl
ir attention to our silk department, headed qB

llliamson, who always has the "up-to-date OB
offer you. Our silk department is the most gI
i entire South. 50 m

may have the pleasure of seeing you dur- B
year, and assuring you promptness on all m
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Thanking you all, II B
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