
A WOMAN ON THE BATTLEFIELD! SHE TELLS
AMERICAN WOMEN WHAT SHE SAW

(One English woman, Mrs. St.
Clair Stobart, after-mu-

ch difficulty,
secured permission to go to the "fir-
ing line" in the late Balkan war and
organized the "Women's Convoy
Corps," consisting of sixteen young
women volunteers; and after terrible
privations and endless toil, caring
for the mangled Turks and Bulgar-
ians at Kirk Kjlisse, has put her ex-

perience on the line of battle into a
book, "War and Women," from which
the following extract is taken.

BY MRS. ST. CLAIR STOBART
I myself am an old campaigner in

Africa and elsewhere, and no praise
can therefore possibly be due to me
for qualities of endurance or for my
share in the undertaking. But I feel
it incumbent upon me to refer to, this
aspect of the experiment as concerns
my ""companions, because it affords
the demonstration which, was needed,
of the fact that women can endure
stoically and cheerfully and with
safety to themselves, hardships and
privations which, being incidental to
campaigns of war, have been consid-
ered only suitable for men.

The nursing of the Red Cross Hos-
pital was in the hands of volunteer
women of society, who for the most
part wore linen frocks and white
caps and aprons with Red Cross
badges on their arms. Though near-
ly all were untrained and had at first
been quite unused to sights of blood,
and horrors, they one and all gave
it as an invariable experience that,
though they had previously imagined
they would faint at the sight of blood,
they had not even felt squeamish
when it came to the reality. There
was no time, they said, for anything
but to work at relieving the over-
whelming mass of human suffering
which was all around.

Nearly all of them had near rela-
tives at the front, and I asked one

woman, whose husband and two sons
were fighting, if she had heard lately
from them, and where they now
were? She told me that she had not
heard for ten days, and that even
when they wrote they were not al-

lowed to give the date or the name of
the place from which they wrote, nor
were they allowed to mention names
of those who had been killed or
wounded. No list of killed or wound-
ed would be published till the war
was over.

(After a seven days' trek in ox
carts across the vast, war stricken,
wastes of Bulgaria, Mrs. Stobart-describe- s

her arrival at the seat .of
war.)

It was one o'clock when the oxen
and buffaloes were unyoked in the

encampment by the
side of the road, on the outskirts of
the town. My business now was to
find the commandant and receive or-de-re

to find also, as I hoped, my
good friend, Dr. Kiranoff.

I asked for orders. These were
simple. We were to go through the
town and select for ourselves any
houses we thought suitable for con
version into hospitals, and set to
work at once.

There were thousands of additionel
wounded hourly expected from Chat-alj- a,

and help would be sorely needed.
I had expected that perhaps the

buildings would have been already se-

lected, but I of course acquiesced
without comment. "And if," I asked,
"the houses we should select should
chance to be inhabited what are we
to do?"

"Turn out the inhabitants," was
the answer.

"All right," I replied, as though it
were part of my daily routine to walk
through Turkish towns turning the
inhabitants out of their own houses.

In camp the women live in tents,
which they pitch and strike them-
selves. They dig their own camp


