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orchard. The

slonally a
one of ours, would go Screaming over

ot into rest

jmbedded in the mud.
fragment scemed to change into a hase-
ball

tesch w

"rench 1*

louk spread over

to meo and ka

Emp, it would be

behind the

‘orse ahors?

me pink
Cawn® you bloomin® well see the h'ofi-
cers nsin' ‘em be'ind that billet over
there?
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ARTICLE 1IL.
Teaching Tommies Baseball
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Vithur Guy Empey, author of “Over the Top,” has won his
most vivid and picturesgue writers of the Great War,
this serice of articige, published erclusively in New York in The

Tribune, he tells of hiz own varied experiences and thrilling advenfures.

. Sundony

instalment is “Love vs, Wine."

By Arthur Guy Empey

Rl
the front line trench.
bright and

W'

we were bubbling over with

) mor There were {wWo Teasona
this: Virst, our battalion was to
relieved at @ that night and we were
i back for a two weeks' rest; wec-
it was spring. We could smell it

the mir. Even the wind blewing

from the German trenches in our di

ction had a sweet and “springy”
About thirly vards down a con.-
nication trench to the left was an

trees were scarred from
of =shell, but
] tronks could not

fragments
o s n Balinty

¢l of spring, because hers

| be seen bursting buds. Fl
s birds, chirping,

ere nUmeron
pelimes wWra

A

I'o me it seemed odd that birds could

to war., Occa-

ghell, or perhaps

-gstom themselves

Lerman

he orchard. The birds did not scem
1 the noise -just carried on
their nest-building.
oHit company was an American
med Alexander Stewart. Natorally
and 1 wera very chummy.

and the chiel
‘amusement promoters”™ in the com-
sv, the Tommies constantly looking

tewart 1 were

to us for some new diversion.
In the English army a Tommy seems
have the idea that an American’s
ef vocation in the United States is
invent, and to kecp on inventing.
aree, and 1 did not in
try to dissipate this ides;
encouraged it, and took
being looked up to in

but, believe me, it kept us

co

Stewart
py W

the
g to p the

1L was geiting too warm for soccer

football and we knew as soon as we

billets that the issue

be put right vp to us:

 We were
cans and red-blood-
spring was in
the air, and our
thoughts turned to
what every Ameri-
" can boy is thinking
of upon the arrival of spring baseball.
* 1 turned my eves to the muddy pars-
des (rear woll of the trench) and fixed

ed;

the Air

my gase on & fragmént of German shell

Pretty soon this

. with mask, protector and
He was erouching be-

pla;

aleher's mitt,

hind the home plate and sigpalling to

‘her. Just then Stewart said:
Emp, 1 wonder if 'cnulul teach
how to play baseball ™

mmies

I immediately torned in his direction.
He wae also staring at that fragment
{ shell.

“Did yom ever try to
to Epesk

T answered:
Chingman how
right away and a dejected
his eountenance, snd
he let out & long-drawn sigh.

He got it

A Tommy sitting on my right butted

with: “Did you sye hyseball, Yank?

Why, 1 sdw n gyme in London, and it

Iy casy to plve, but 1 eawn't

...“'I.C)’ I.
With & look of disgust Stewart turned
“] guess you're right,
caxier to teach the

naman French.™
I'bat night we were velieved and went
lines

The next afternoon, after parade, we

were eitting in an orchurd drinking

tea. About a mouth before Stewart
#nd T had taught the Tommies how to
pitch horsest There was great
vivalry smong e different sguads,
each squad having™a team,

Just then Corporal Watkins eame
over Lo us and nsked, “Where are the

I cawn't find 'em.”
“Strafe

h'eyes?

answered:
are your

Another

Tommy

where

Rlime me,
gummin’ the gyme.”

Sure enough, the officers wers wuing

they're alw'ys o

our horveshoer,

Stewnrt, with a look of depreseion on
his fece, turned to me and said, “Well,
here goes, Emp. Steve Brodie took a
chadee, so 1 might be able to get away

with this.”
Then, turning to the Tommies, he!
arked, “Diid any of you blokes ever hear |

of John MeGraw ™
Three of
“Yer.™

the Tommies

sitting on a fire-alep
It

sunny and

s and branches |
tting | b ,
| swered, “'E runs the King's Arms Pub-

ling among them- | lie "ouse,

| direction

Fommies smused. |

“How |

ving to amuse us while be. :
| nume inseribed on it and pays their!

Ameri- | Passage to England. Get me?

| ‘nve byseballs and clubs?

A sunny smile and
& look of hope flit
ted mcrbss Stewart’

Who Is

John face, and he breath-

W lessly asked, “Who
McGra ? s he?" The three
started to answer

once, but Stewart, majestically ox-

at )
tending his band, palm forward, said,

“Get in line, one at & time. Now, Per
kins, who is John MeGraw 1"
“Why, 'e¢'s @

Perkins snswered,
the Royal Irish

lawnce corporal in
Rifles.”

According to Stewart’s look, that
Tommy should Thave immediately
dropped dead.

Turning to the next, he said,” ‘Curly,
for the love of Mike, who is he 2"

with & knowing look, an-

Curly,
down Rye Lane.”
With a piteous look, Stewart glanced

my way, and I jerked my thumb in the

Stewart, looking at him,

eRgErTess,
“Spit it out before you

eisculated,
choke.™
This fellow, with a superior air, turned
in the direction of the two dejected
Tommies and answered, “John Me-
Graw! Why, everybody knows 'im; 'e
was the fellow in the London Scottish

who clicked ‘crucifixion' for stealing

the rum issue st ‘Wipers! 'E was a
1ad, not 'arf he weren't.”

A hissing noise issued from Stew-

| art's lips, and he seemed to collapse

like & punctured toy balloon. After s
few seconds he straightened up and a

look of determination came into his

eves. Addressing the Tommies, he ex-
ploded: “You blokes are enough to
make Billy Sundsy take to drink. Now,
listen here, and let it sink in deep.
John MeGraw is the manager of the
New York Giants. He ix a baseball
player; get it? A basebull player. A
guy what manages a baseball team.
And any fellows who can’t make good
on hie team, or in the bush leagues, he

sends 'em a ericket bat, with their

Seyvera]l Tommies took exception to
this and eaid that they bhad followed
ericket all their lives, but had mnever
heard of any American cricketers being

«ent over by a Mr. McGraw. At this ]l

exploded, and Stewart *went up in the

| sir. Stsnding up and turning to the |
| bunch under the trees, pointing his
| inger in their direction, he let out:

“Now listen; this

With these girulets
I'm going to hore holes in your ‘nap-
pers,! and using the funnel I'm going
to pour into those garrets of yours a
little brains. Then, after you've ac-
quired gray matter, I'm going to teach
you the great American game of base-
ball; and then when through teaching
you, I'm going to retire to the Old Sol-
diers’ Home as physically and mentally

| unfit, because I know the job will put

me there."

The Tommies did not take exception
to his pointed remarks about their
lack of braims. They overlooked this
because they were very esger to learn
how to play haseball

A chorus of, “Go to h'it, Yank; that's
what we want—something new out 'ere
in this bloody mess of mud and ‘coo-
ties'"™

Stewart said that we would have to
talk the matter over, and, beckoning
to me, went in the direction of the bil-
let, 1 followed. He then outlined his
scheme.

We were to form two basebsll class-
Stewart in charge of one, 1 the
other. On the plaster of the billet
we carefully seratched out a baseball
dinmond, and then ealled the Tommies
in. They sat around like little children
in & school, eagerly intent. For two
hours we explained the game to them.
When we got through they all knew
how to play baseba!ll—on paper, We
dismissed them, telling them another
class would be held the following after-
noon. That night Stewart and I,
around the stump of a candle, went
into details for organizing two teams,
Everything appeared rosy and we were
highly jubilant. A Tommy cased over
in our direction and innocentiy asked:

“I sye, Yank, isn't it mecessary to
We cawn't

e

very well pl'y without ‘em.”

This was & bombshell to us. In our

| eagerness and excitement we had quite
answered |

forgotten that bats, balls and gloves
were necessary, | thought Stewart was

|

—
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“We have sold more copl 1 =
any other Book published sin ‘Over the Top’ than of
seventeen years ago.”” Thus
of one of the largest bookstores

Ofcourse you know why T The Book Itself is the answer.

ed since we opened our store

speaks the proprietor
inthe Ilﬂmnt.
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of the other Tommy, wha
| sgemed to be bursting with suppressed

- is good. I'm going
Teaching | ¢, send down to the
the Great |Ordnance Corpsand

Game get a dozen gimlets |
and some funnels,

ergt. Empey’s‘Q_wn— Stor

IN THE TRENCHES-—BOREDOM

of His Life

AT ITS WORST

|
|
|
|
|

1I'll he blowed!"” which nearly blew the

I cheap, -
I At 1ast the Tom-

mies had stumped
ThEY Had us, and we could
Only to

see our repulation

i fading into moth-
we Home ine, A dead silence
reigned for over

Then Stewart started
I thought
I reached

five minutes.
madly to open his haversack.
he had suddenly gone crazy.
mv hand in the direction of my bayo-
" fearing that he was looking for a

| nety
| Mills bomb. When he drew his hand
| gut, hanging to his fist was a writing

pad. 1 let go of my bayonet. Horrow-
| ing a pencil from me (Stewart was sl-
ways borrowing), he started writing.
1 thought perhaps he

| commit suicide and was writivg &
farcwell letter home, and asked him | learning

what was up, He whispered to me:

to equip two teams.”

I offered to write the letter, and with |

Stewart bending over me
turned the letter over to the Mail Or-
derly.

that equipment was necessary and that
we had written home, but while waiting
for the baseball stuff to arrive we
would carry on with our instruction
classen,

The next day Stewart and I made a

woollen baseball out of an old puttee,
fixed up & temporary dismond, and
showed the Tommics the general run of
the game. Their antics wera awful, If

| we had used a regular baseball I don’t
| think there would hiave been a Tommy

in the squad without & black eye. Diu

| you ever watch a girl trying to catch a

ball? Well, a girls' team slongside of

looked like the winner of our warld's
series. It was hard work keeping their
interest up.

front line; then came back again for
another rest. The interest in baseball
was dying out and we were ..t our wit's
end. Time passed, and we figured out

that we ought to be hearing from our |

appeal, but nothing came, Then, once

|eels  down

again we went into the Front Lina
Trench,

The Tommiecs were very skeptical,
and every time bascball was mentioned

| they would gaze in our direetion with

a sneering look.
our gosts.

This eompletely got

One evening we
were sitling in &

A Limber

dugout of the
Full of support trench;
Parcels it waas raining

like the mischief
and we were cold
| and downhearted. Pretiy goon the ra-
tions came up. The ration party gen-
erally brings the rations down into the

dugouts, but the two men carrying our | :
| let

vdixie” set it down in the mud of the
| trefch and almost “shot the chutes”
| down the entrance fo the dugout.

!One of them yelled out:
“Yank, there's a limber full of par
in the reserve dugout.
They're all addressed to you, hEmpey,
and they're from Americs.”

Stewart let out a shout and 1 felt
warm all over. How we lorded it over
| those poor Tommies. That vight we
were to be relieved and go back to rest
billets. We could hardly wait for the

time,
| The next morning was Sunday, and

mail.

The Quartermaster Sergeant

disguise the expectant look ¢n their

the Captain could not stand it, and
giving way to hia eagerness, said:
#Sergeant, you had better issue the
mail” :
Stewart and 1 were all anxietly.
Then, stooping down, the Cergeant
took up & parcel and read off: “Empey,

No. 6203,” and threw it ever to me. |
caught it on the fly. The Sergeant kept

going to burst, Letting out a “Well, on reading out “Empey,” and parcels the lines.
eandle out, he turned a silly look in|ment
my direction, and 1 looked just a'=:

was going to|

] i)
“Emp, we're two bloody fools not to| :&!uld hay
| have thought of this long ago.
| we've got to do is to write home to
| one of ths New York papers, 8sKing | forty in all, and the whole company

the readers to send out baseball stuff |
| to us, and it will only bs a matter of |
a few weeks when we will have enough ;

All | right there

|a dog's life.

cage."

Mhere were
|::|1 an officer who wantéd to cateh.
| Stewart again came to the rescue. Call-
some of these Tommies wonld have | 3

|try out each one in turn.
wear the mask, and I'll send in some
curves, and when the ball eracks them

{on the shins a couple of times you |

Two weeks later we went up into the | .

They wera breathless with excitement. |

Jonah, and

came through the air like & hombard-

balls, or, at least,
eloven. and the remwins of one, This
twelfth ball was stamped, “Opened by
Censor,” but search as I could, I could

find no

Censor.” We did the sewing up,

cugsed the censor. Later, we

WhE i reason.
The newspaper readers had nobly
responded to our appeal. There were

enough gloves and balls for two teams, |
and even a chest protector and mask. |
The mask was an article of great curi-| ™
osity to all. Some of them thought it|
Every one in

was & bomb protector
turn tried it on, and every one, upon

mask, 3
for the position.

the
Stewart and

have had their way.

The next afternoon the candidates, result

turned out en masse on the baseball
field, which we had laid oot during ous |

previous stay in rest billets.

From that day on Stewart and I Igd
Though on paper every-
thing looked bright and the candidates
| were letter perfect in the eame, or
1 eagerl} | thought they were, on the field they
were dubs of the worst calibre—regu-
lar boneheads. If MeGraw, of the Giants,
| had had that mob wished on him he
Weo then explained to the Tommies  would have chucked up his job and

taken the stump for woman suffrage;

| 50 you can appreciate our fix.

Stewart wag a really good pitcher; |
plenty of curved stuff, naving played |
semi-pro. ball in the United States, It
was my intention to eatch for him, and

fill in the other positions with the most
likely candidates
work in with the popular version a
little bit. Out of the forty trying for
the team twenty-eight insisted on being
catcher. They wanted to wear that
mask. If there had been a camera each
of the forty would have had a phote
taken of himself wearing the “wire
"Here was a great dilemma, At
that time | wus only o private, and
sergeants, corporals/ and

ing me aside, he oaid: :
Leave it to me, Emp, I'll fix 'em. I'lI]
Let them

dn’t pay ‘em to put on the cage.”

| The Tommies were stran |
|bnl|n and Stewart had ‘=|'uve:gl',1 P ke

eart good to
ardor and dent
;arlr;e time,
all coming to them and would
) reach
:-E;:I}:;iihhra:f?' to getlil, Then the ball
: CHK ar i 2 B
g id hit tham on the
tired, rubbin
Stewart out,

their anatomy at tie

R sore spots and cussing
no one clse wanted to

catch, nnd the situation was saved.

Tommy is a nat-

ural  born soccer

GSr::pped player and clever
unders | with his feet, but
With Feet | stupid  with his
hands  when it

= comes to baseball,
Several of them had a bad' hahit of
stopping grounders with their feet,
especially our shortstop. He would see
a hot grass-cater coming his way, then,
anstesd of using his hands, ne would
put his foot in fromt of it. The ball
would elimb his leg and get him on the
chin or in the eye. After receiving a
pulfed-up lip and o beautiful black eve,
he flatly refused to play unless | would
him wear the mask. Americans,
pictare a shortstop wearing a eatcher's
mask, and then sympathize with Stew-

art and me. The shortstop was a ser- |

gesnt, and through diplomatie ressons
I gave the mask to him. At this every
infielder wanted to wear it. Stewart
solved the problem by putting in an-
other shortstop and giving me the
musk.

In England they have a game called
“rounders,” in which you are supposed
to hit the baserunner with the ball to
put him out. Thin is generally a tennis
bull and does not hurt much.”

Well, those Tommies had a habit of
lamming the baseball with all their
might at the unfortunate runner.

| .\[qny an early practice was broken up
| this way, becnuse the team would lose
| interest in baseball when they had &
| after church parsde we made a mad | chance to view a fight between & giver

rush to the Orderly Room to get our and a receiver.

After sbout ten days’ practice we had

|pidted two pretty fair teams and ar-
: WAS | ranged for a scrub game.
| waiting for me, and behind him stood side won, due to his pitching.

| every officer in the company, trying to

Stewart's

Then, as is usual in baseball, things |

be:ar\'to happen. A “jinx" seemed to
rest on our candidates. Every time we

|f"u,' Every eye was turned in the had to go up the line on a working
direction of a heap of parcels, [thought
the “Quarter” never would start. Even

party one or two of the players would
get wounded or killed; in fact, being a
baseball player got to bs a perfect
the Tommies commenced
nllln: superstitious.
team happened to be working among
ten or twelye other company men he

| was sure to get hit, while the other |

fellows came through without a

serateh. Stewart and [ also began to
get frightened, and decided to chuck
up the whole thing before we got it |
ourselves.

Then we went further back behind

The first parcel “Wipers,”
I picked up was|mile from us.
“Passed | Stewart
by Censor,” and | them to a game for the following Sun-

| day.

One Was | stamped,
Opened by
C contained  twelve
ensor brand new base- |

stamp rending “Sewed up by |

but |
that ball looked like a duck's egg when'! 410 jin i

| we had finished. Stewart and 1 roundly | 8 Jinx popy P

that the catcher was to wear
wanted immediately to sign

[
¢ been elected to Parliament '
if these Tommies could

This schems did not

: It did my |
#ee him damp their|

The Tommies would see the

After five or six had re- |

scored.

It one of our

confinement. These gas helme!
in & canvas bag, and are slung a und
the left shoulder by means of & eanvas
strap.

In pitchigg, Stewart's gas= helmet
bothgred him greatly, and after the
second inning he took it off. 1 warned
him to be eareful, beesuse | poticed
coveral military police in the erowd,
But Stewart wonld nob ligten. He al
waya was pig-henged.

’rioua offerice and means

ine of thoe Ceanadiun roolers gpotied

iliet Stewnrt had lad asrde his helmet
and mrtfully communicated fhia fact
to the rest of his tewm's rooters. |1
noticed the rooters crowd nround him
for three ap four minutes, sl then a
grest luugh went up and they tretehed
out along the foul lines,

Suddenly one fellow, getting et in
front of the buneh, like n cheer leader,
counted, *One, two, three,” Then up
went n mighty chorus of “Hey, Stew-
art, where's your gas helmet, where's
vour old gas bag, where's your old gus
bag?" They kept this up and it got

Stewart’s goat., [ went out into the

piteher's hox und warned him to pu
on his gas helmet, but, still pig-hend

ed, he refused to do so, He was :n an
nwful temper.

A sergeant of the military police was
watching the game, and, hearing the

cries of the rooters, he walked out on
the diamond nnd usked Stewart where
his helmet was. By this time Stewart
had completely lost his temper and an-
swered, with & sneer; “Where do you
think it is? 1 sent it home for a souve-
nir” The sergeant explained to him
that it was against army orders to be
| without & gas helmet, and that he had
hetter put it on, Stewart would not
listen to him, and answered: *“Well, if
it's wgainst orders, get them resgind-
od,” The sergeant immediately put

him under arrest and marehed him off
the diamond.

Our hopes were

. dashed; I could see
Canadlms the game going
Were Full west, We had no

other good pitcher
Of Glee to put in.

During this stay we round-
ed out u passable team,

A Canadian battalion, just sent out
from England, on their way to
went into Dbillets about a
This was our change.
went over and challenged
The challenge was accepted.
We had 8 week's

. time in which to
The Jinx strengthen some
Popped weaknesses and to
Again teach the bunch
UP & a little “inside™
buseball, Then

again.

On the morning of the game with

bot ; i h - | \ } h
. ’ | the Cunadians our cleverest infielder,| . ible while getting a
cussed the inventor of baszeball. There | the first basemian, picktd up BN old | ].'IO::! le

| German hand grenade and brought it Gl 'me? Are

to the billet. This man was a great
souvenir colleetor; always hammering
at “dud” shells, trying to remove the
1§e-eapa,

Seeing him fooling around with the
German bomb, I told him to throw it
away; that one could never trust those

things, and that 1 did not want to tuke
any chances of losing a first husemun; |

but being of a naturally eurious dispo-
sition, he refused to do so. Taking the
bomb out behind the billet he proceeded

' to take liberties with ita mechanism; | Stein,

, right hand blown off and an
other vacancy to be filled at first base
What we said about him would not be

( fit for publication,

The game was scheduled for 2 o’clock,

l'and exactly at 1:35 Mr. Fritz n'unked a

stray “five-nine” shell into our infleld
between home and firat base, making a
hole big enough for a limber to hide in.
This meant picks and shovels for all
liands to fill in the hole.

By this time a large crowd of root- |
them- |

ers for both sides had lined
selves along the foul lines. The com-
pliments that were wafted buck and

| forth made the chaplain pack up and

leave before the game started.

Then the betting commeneed. It
waxed hot and furious. [ don't be-
lieve there was a loose penny in the
crowd after all bets had been placed.
Stewart and I tried to discourage this
betting beca\J\c we knew that if we
lost we would be ostracized from that
time on. We explained to the Tom-
mies that the Canadians were baseball
players, and that we were in for an
awful trimming, but they wouldn't lia-
ten, saying that anybody who eould
make a ball curve in the air the way
Stewart could was enough to win for
any team, and that all the Canadians
would strike out. We insisted no fur-
ther. .

We came to bat
first. Our first man
up got beaned, and
instead of taking
first base he went
out into the pitch-
er's box to lick the
pitcher. After a little argument we
mansged to get him on first,

The Canadian pitcher was wild. The
next ball went over the eatcher’s head
and our runner took second.

The next man up #truck out.

I batted third, hit to the outfield, the
right fielder dropped the ball and I
reached second, the runner ahead of me
moving to third. Then Stewart got up
and placed a corking double out into
left field. Stewart was a fast runner.
1 sturted for home, touched third, the
runner in front of me ploughing along
for home plate., He ran like an ice wagon.
I was shouting to him to hurry up. 1
could hear Stewart pounding behind me.
The Tommy's cap blew off, and instead
of geing home he stopped to pick it up.
Stewart was shouting, “Leg it, here
comes the ball,)” as he slid into third
base. 1ecouldnot precede the runner in,
s0 we were trapped for a deuble play.
Stewart's angora was bristling and mine
was tugging at its chain.

Ihe Cansdian rooters were tickled Lo
death, their sarcastic remarks burning
into Stewart and me, Stewart was fast
losing his temper.

The first two Canadians struck out.
The third man up got his base on a
passed third strike. My error.

Then our subatitute first baseman
pulled & stunt which turned the tables
on the Canadians and we were some-
what appeased.

The Canadian runner was playing a
few feet off first base, Suddrnfy our
first baseman shouted to him, “Look
out, ‘cre comes a shell; duck low!"
The Canadian dropped to the ground

The Big
Game
Begins

Stewart instantly sized up the situation

and tossed the ball to the first base-

man, who touched the baserurner and

three were out, We had got our own
back. Stewart and [ rould have both
kissed the rube first baseman of ours.
Right then and there we put Fim in a

class with Hal Chase.

Up to the fourth inning neither side
Stewart was pitehing in fine

form. The Canadians just couldn’t

connect with his delivery. All they were
doing was fanning the air. The Cani-
dian rooters commenced to get fright-
ened because they saw their money dis-

appearing into the Tommies' pockets.

They had the greatest contemnt for ths
rest of the team, myself included, but

realized that if Stewart did “ot
it would be a case of their ;oin‘;e;kl:;

to hillets hroke,

Then old Mr.

3
and it happened. aptea m' apeis,

In the British

army there is an
order to the ef-
fect that gas hel.
mets must be ear-

Where's
Your Old
Gas Bag?

ried st all times,

|
ing. ' To disobey

even while sleep-

this order iz & pe-

]

Upon seeing

the Canadian rooters

Stewart's arrest, Wo

kept up their gleejul ghouting.
wese sure up aguinst 1t
| Here waa the situation. It was the
last half of the fourth inning, and two
were out. If, by luck, we managed to
get the third Canadian aut, it would
be an easy matter for them to relire
| us in the next tnning, because our
weakest batting order was up. I'hen
the Canadians would come lo bat and
the slaughter would commence |
| I was in despair, Stewart must have
realized that the game Wwas hopeies
unless it could be finished in this inn-
ing, because, a3 he passed me, he
| whispered, “Watch out for gos;
make them hunt for their gas helmets.
It'1l be a long time before that bunch
| of ‘maple leafs’ fnrif“ this E:m":‘u‘;;o:;
| i ® AS
gt mise. Doty tin ga?;uh ta pitch in
lace, Then watch for happeninga.
you wise?” i
| idn't “get” him, nor was 1 “wisg,
-bu[t Ijl nnswgt.'red in the affirmative. I
[ followed his instructions, while out of
the corner of my eye | wn_t--hrd him an
his way to the company billet.
| " He called 1o & man named Stein, a
[ member of our company, who thought
| no more of losing a frane than he did
of having his right arm shot off, Stein
went over to Stewart, who W?ll!pl‘rl'fl t
him and passed him something. What
struck me as strange was the fact that
: who had fifteen francs on the
| game, instead of coming back to w_a!,ch
| the game disappeared behind the billet,
|while Stewart was marched off to
“elink." _ . )
The rooters were getting impatient,

| &0 T put & big Welshman in to pitch. 1
| told the umpire that according to the
| rules & pitcher being put in “cold" was
| allowed four balls over *the plate to
warm up. :
| I whispered to the Welshman: “Get out
in that box, and tuke your time, delay-
ing the game as much as possible be-
| tween pitches. Now, you are allowed
four balls over the plate in which to
| warm up. Slam 'em into me, but if you
| put one of them over, our goose is
cooked.”

The Welshman was mystificd, but fol-
lowed my instructions to the letter, He
| threw four balls which nearly nroke my
|back to get. Then the umpire held up
| his hand and called “Play ball!” I im-
| mediately went over to him and ex-
| plained that these four balls liad not
| gone over the plate. He fell for this
| and agreéd with me. After that rube
| of & pitcher had thrown aboul fifteen
or siiteen balle, several passing me
| whieh I eltnsed *o the billet to waste
time, the umpire got impatient and the
rooters were yelling like mud to carry
lon. T still insisted that none of the
| balls had gone over the plate, and the
umpire was in a quandary. Just then

one of our men passed in the rear of me |

and whispered; “Stewart say= to go on
with the game.” Wondering at this in-
formation, | started in

| The pitching of that Welshman was
| awful, He hit the first two men up and
walked the third. I was in Jdespair—
bases full and two out. Some of the

| Canadian rooters were jumping up and |

down, throwing their hats in the air,
Land one fellow was whistling “The
Htar-Spangled Banner.” This got my
goat completely.

| Near every billet hangs & gas gong.
This is a trianguiar piece of steel or
an empty shell ease. Boside this gong
hangs an iron striker. Upon the sound-
ing of the alarm, by sirlking ap the
gong with the atriker, every man is=
supposed to nut on his gas halmet and
repair_immediately to his proper sty.
tion. These gongs ure to warn soldiers
that Gertan poison gas is coming over.

While I waas sig

nalling to my rube

The Gas piteher and be-
GDI‘I‘ seeching him  to
Saves Us put one over, tha
clanging of the

gias gollg rang out
1 dropped my glove, got off my chest
protecior, and madly rushed for my
helmet and goon had i€ on, the rooters
and players doing the same. Then |
ot wise. 1 rememberea asewart's Ip-
structions: “Wateh out for gas. 'l

make "em hunt for their gas helmeta,”

The nerve and daring of his scheme
took my breath away. The Canadians
had & mile to go to get to their sta-
tions, and believe me, it ix no fun dou-
ble-timing for a mile while a gas hel-
met is choking you with its chemical
fumes.

Well, thosa Canadians beat i*, and #o
did we, but the game was saved and all
hets wers off.

I nearly smothered with lauehter in
my gas helmet. To the rest, not being
“in the know,” it was & genuine alarm
Shortly after the stampede it was dis
covered that the alarm was faloe, and o
rigid investigation immediste!y Lok
place. But the Canadians had left and
our money was =safe. It certainly would
have gone hard with the eulprit hud
he been eaught. As it was, our bat-
tulion got two weeks as extrs fatigue
on working and digging parties.

Afterward I was let into the wsecret.

Stewart had given Stein ten “rancs tu
sound the gas alarm, which, with his
fifteen franca bhet on the game, Stein
did not have it in his heart to refuse.

Many a time Stewart, Stein and my-
self had a quiet little laugh when we
pictured the Canadians stamneding fo-
their billets,

Then ordersywere received to tak:
over a new sector of the line, end base-
ball was forgotten.
of us was to be of the grimmest nature.

Not long after that, in my first going
“over the top,” Stewart was killed and

| wounded.

| _Thus ended the career of the Fusilier

Giants on the Western Front,
iWepyright lll'.',.‘mf thie Il:"luu Newspapar
. .

3 i
immediate
Are

The umpire agreed to this. |

| eamp of the dead.

The work in front |

Stein was wounded. ¥ was also slightly |

The Waacs at W

By Mrs. Alan Lethbridge

HERE was an old-fashioned gen
T eral st the War Office, who said
Lo & frinnd of mine in the winter
of 1914-'15, “Madam, we ncknowledge
your patriotiem, but the army 18 no
vlace for women.” 1 wonder what he
thinks now, when he sces the Women®s
Army Auxiliary Corps growing and
flourishing befure his carly Vietorian
cyes!

On the lines of communication
France they snre becoming s thick as
the proverbinl peas. “Brownie Girls,”
the British Tommy ealla them. “Voila
demoiselles en khaki!” exelanims
the French poilu, and his wife replies,
“Yez, and how chic they are!™

And, in«trith, they are very chie
brown

in

les

Wide-brimmed, Jow-erowned
felt huats, brown coat-frocks reaching
midway between knee and ankle, with
large pockets and loose belts, trim but
stout brown shoes and stockings and
cosey “Britich warm" in winter—the
“Brownie Girls'

There iz not o girl ameng them who

deserve their name.
has not left a goed pomition at home,
better wages than she
gets abroad, to do o man's work to the

with usually

best of her ability in Franece. , And
don't the Tommiez appreciate what
they are doing!
“Carry On!” Barked
.o .
The'Sergeant Major
Accompanied by un old sergeant

major of the bulldog type, I went into
# mess kitchen. The camp sccommo-
dated some thousands of men, and grad-
ually the male cooks were being re
placed by women. There were thirty
girls in this particular kitchen, cooking
for about 1,500 soldiers. Az we entered
the door 1 heard a sound of singing.

“Attenshun!" barked the sergeant
major.
“Don’t stop them, please,” 1 whis.
pered.
“Carry on!" barked the sergeant
major.

There were fifteen girls sitting en
the floor, peeling onions and singing
“Annie Laurie,” a ballad which was
‘eminently suitable for their tearful
task,

esrx:  Two chief controllers, one h;_{

France; o depgty
controller, area controliets, unit of
teators, manistant unit administey,
tors and mcting assistant unit wdmin.
jstrutors. These are all womeg of edy.
eation and experience and unzaliy
women who have travelled mueh "JJ]
known life in one of the colonles gp &
abroad. | found ene who had beep
pathologist, another who had lived foy
venrs in South America, snother why
had been with her brother on a West.
o had explorsd
WOmT Are ade
with the hys.
whieh mgs

with their anp

England and one

minis

ern ranch, another

piarts of Afries, Sue

mirably fitted to cope

dred and o problem
crop up when des
wex and for whic yet, no ml[llm
regulations have been framed,

For the “Waues™ are soldiers, They
have enlisted for the duration of was

they are paid by the War (ffice, th).
draw aoldier's ns and they gy
ler military diseipling I am fn.

d to think that their enly grombly
is that they are not allowed to
In many plaees in Franee they live in

camps—real camp unid they sleep be-
tween army hlankets an matt
popularly know 15 “army  bisenite®
- pe, though it ;ucrﬂ.ﬂ,
ne MAtirestes wosld
; g Lhan fond from
ich they tuke their nams ”“‘“‘t
th “Wanc"” cooks evi transform &.’
most monotonous of army rations inte
A savory and appetizring meal, a8
myself ean :--~':?';. !
Cook Converts
Old-Order General
Befora the “oarty™ there was & dige
ney The guests consited of a .
erul, twa colo v matren of lﬁtﬁ
Cros= and myas Our hostesaon werg

the area cont
tor and her
on by girls in brow

ier, a ':'_ L adaministes.
We were walted

who wore the ed

shou'der strap ng “houschold*

, and the fuod 1Y ratiotse—wag
cooked by u W. A. A, €. cook whe
hatled from Devonshir nd gave m
“meat pastics.”

“I wish,” said the general, plalss
tively, as he surveyed “pastion”
“that 1 was entitled to w of your
cooks, Mrs, X."

“So you mnre converted, penera]™

| eried Mrs, X., srea controller synd
doetor of science, with & twinkle in

her dark eyes.

The general nodded his head solemme

ly. “I have a shorthand typist pows
one of vour girls—who has shortensd
ray official day by ®wo hours. Them

“Head cook!"” commanded the fer-| never was zuch a young woman! She
geant major. h“'l‘: ’_1":""';*.'" for ""'lf hing.” "y
5 Wl R “Pidn't he like them at fAirst?

. A rosy-checked slip of a girl came | whispered to my neighbor, s yousg
from the pantry and stood at attention. | color

“Are you really the head cook?” I| “Wouldn't have ‘em at any price,” be

asked. “How qld are you?" returned in the -.umr;- Mi;. Said be'd

* carry on alone rather \ have one

“Twenty-three, ma'am; T like the|ywoman in the office, Went sbout like

work., Yea; it's hard, of course, and | a bear with u eore head when he jaw

takes a bit of getting used to, but

we're doing better now."”

| sixteen working for me.

they had to come. Now he wondem
how he managed without ‘em, [ hawe
They have

“She’s a good cook,” interjected the | yery confidential work to do, and [

sergeant major. “No more greasy

| stews and boiled rags like the men had [
Threw everything into a pot | Wuues' ™"
at once, the men cooks did, and left it |

befare.

until they happened to remember. And
the way the soldiers complained was
gomething awful. Any complaints of
you, Head Cook!"

“Not yet,” was the reply.

She lifted the lid of an enormous pot

 and a savory odor reached my nose.

“Dinner,” said the sergeant major,
as though I didn't know it. “Now we
must get on, ma'am.”

Happy Even
Peeling Onions

.

We passed through the great mess-
toom where one or two more girls were
placing gauze covers osver the bread
und sugur. wore @& drill
overall over her frock-coat and a drill

Fuch girl

mob cap on her head. All of them—
even those peeling onions—looked
happy.

From the camp, with its thousands
of living occupants I walked to the
Wind-swept, sand-
swept, a level spot between the dunes,
with narrow pathways between the
rows of graves, is one of the many
spots where the men of Britain rest
Moving between the graves were three
or four girlish focms in brown. One
leaned on her rake and smiled at me.

“No, I don't find it sad,” she said, in
answer to my question. “l just love
it! We try to make the flowers grow,
but it's a fight against the sand. How-
ever, we are learming what will best
survive, and last month it was really
beautiful, [ suppose one does favor

| some graves. This one,” she touched

affectionately n wooden crass, “was
only ecighteen when he died. Just a
baby. I'm tryving to gel ranunculuk to
grow over him, but it’s very unpro-
teeted in this corner. No, [ never did
any real gardening before; but 've put
my heart and my back intg thia"

At the far end of the cemetery 1 saw
A little group of men, a purt of & Union
Juck und the chaplain.

“Another grave for you to tend?" [
nsked. )

“There are always new enes,” she
said, soberly. “l1 hope their mothers
know we do our hest to keep them as
they would be at home.”

She picked up her rake and began
gently to level the sandy aoil which
covered the heart of the boy of e¢igh-
teen.

I carried the memory of that ceme-
tery with me through the long day.
Even the sight of “"Waacs,” as they
call themselves, painting motor cars,
acting as “store keepers” iu ordnance
depots, or driving motor lorries, did
not dispel it. Consequently, when my
“sheep dog,” herself a “Waae,” with
the rank of unit administrator, said,
“Will you eome to a party the ——
camp are giving to-night?” I enthusi-
astically accepted.

All Girls Under
Adjutant General ’

RBut before | say any more about the
party, 1 feel that T must expluin « little
of the organization of the W. A. A,

as otherwise one might be at liberty to |
imagine thut these girls in brown were |
merely a set of enterprising young |
women withbut a head and with no |

rules to guide them. As a matter of
foet, they are all under the adjutant
general aod have the following offi-

| graphista and telephonists,
| wear the blue and white badge on one
| arm which indieates a signaller, This

feut 1t

t "Can't sleep at all in the

| “Even the night shifts,

only two of us on duty, w feal, '
| how, that we've gol to do ouf .
best, and there s a quver lﬂ? g

| have dizcovered that they never dis

cusa their job even with each other

Have you heard sbout the ‘Hush
“Hush Waacs™ Do
Secret Service Work

“The 7 I murmured

“That's just it; the work is 50 secrl
that one just says ‘Hush.' They am

simply splendid. The other night thers
was an air raid and they were told ts
ge down to the eellar. ‘If we can hawe
a light and a table, sa1d one, ‘we ean
o on working down there! And they
did. Some pluck!”

Then the motor arrived and my host:
esses carried me off to the party. H
was taking nlnce in a camp wbout thres
miles from the town——a camn bullt sne
tirely of Nissen huts, which look like
half-barrels cut lengthwis There
must have beun fifteen of thesc hots
und one of them had heen given and
furnished by the Y. W, C. A m 8
recrection reoms  Every camp het &
recreation roum and a piene, We conld
hear this particular piago ns we drowe
up to the eamp entrance, for the pany
had been in full swing since 7 and I8
was now 9,

“These girls are ‘Signallers,’” sald
the area controller. “That is, tele
They

is their monthly party, to which they
can invite men of their own
subject to approval.”

It was a cheery sight which greetsd

us.
About thirty girls in their brewt

uniforms were faltzing with
lookizg Iads and stout serpestit
Others were laughing and chatting

over plates of fruit galad, sandwiche
and cups of colfee. | was struck iy
ths beautiful bair most of the
had snd also by the fact that fow
short, They all looked ph
cally fit and most of them in r
hea’th.

Every Signaller a
Very Fine "Waac™

"Wo hive to walk some distanes 89
our work,” one cxplatned to =,
we pot suech hear mreals st W
really haven't dared to be 11, Not thab
we can ext all our m s, though. We
ilraw nbout ¢ { o and use
the rest of v in ||||f.|i:;f
vogetablea for an entertain
allowance.”

The music eeased, and after 8 e
moments the girls all gathersd at ghes
end of the room, the pisno struck 8
“O1d King Cole,” snd to that tune
girls began to sing a ditty of thelr oWkl
composition. Here is » versei
0id King Cole was n merry old woul sal 85

meryy old soul was e,
He enlled for his pipe and he called for b#
bowl and he called for his “signalen”

three I
fine Wit

Now, every “Signaller” was & vory
"5

And a very fine Waac was rhees

day,
Signallers,

“Ihia is the way to salute,’” said Miss !a‘

“Twenly seconids late with the dinner,
Misa 5.

“Fire in the Kitechen won't burn," sshd e
“Householil.”

CHORUS
Happy shall we be-ee <
There's none so fair as can comparn

With the W. A. A G0
It went with a swing and every

thrust was greeted with shoutl i8S
laughter 1L
“You do enjoy life!™ said 1 a8

plump girl, whose cream r\m-redﬂ'i
indicated that she wes u “forew &
or sergeant,

“Wo do, indoed, ma'am,” lhrﬂ“l
i when there B8

pleasure in Knowing that some Ll
work at the front depen s on us B

Nine-thirty; pleasure over for
day. A dreamless tleep aud them S
work again. To werk with that
spirit that they are helping the
to “carry on.” That is what p#
the whols of the W. A. A, C, and BAEE
them a help and not s drag oSS
wheels of war,



