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AN AMIRICAN SOLDITR
WHO WENT

ARTHURGUY EMPEY

MACHINE GUNNER, SERVING IN FRANCE—— .

" %

GUNS BOOMING.

Synopsis.—I'ired by the sinking of the Lusitania, with the loss of
American lives, Arthur Guy:- Empey, an American living in Jersey City,
goes to England and enlists as a private im the British army.

“ “SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE” EMPEY FiRST HEARS THE BIG r

CHAPTER Il
—
Blighty to Rest Billets,

The next morning the captain sent
for me and informed me: “Empey, as
@ recruiting sergeant you are a wash-
out,” and sent me to a training depot.

After arriving at this place, I was
hustled to the quartermaster stores
and received an awful shock. The
quartermaster sergeant spread a wa-
terproof sheet on the ground and com-
menced throwing a miscellaneous as-
sortment of straps, buckles and other
paraphernalia’ into it. I thought he
would never stop, but when the pile
reached to my knees he paused long
enough to say, “Next, No. 5217, 'Arris,
B company.” I gazed in bewilderment
at the pile of junk in front of me, and
then my eyes wandered around looking
for the wagon which was to carry it
to barracks. I was rudely brought to
earth by the “quarter” exciaiming,
“’'Fre, you, ’op it; tyke it aw’y; blind
my eyes, 'e's looking for ’is batman to
*elp 'im carry it.”

Struggling under the load, with fre-
quent pauses for rest, I reached our
barracks (large car barns), and my
platoon leader came to the rescue. It
#vas a marvel to me how quickly he
nssembled the equipment. After he
hid completed the task, he showed me
how to adjust it on my person. Pretty
soon I stood before him a proper Tom-
my Atkins in heavy marching order,
feeling like an overloaded camel.

On my feet were heavy-soled hoots,

studded with hobnails, the toes and |

heels of which were re-enforced by
steel half-moons. My legs were in-
cased in woolen puttees, olive drab in
color, with my trousers overlapping
them at the top. Then a woolen khaki
tunic, under which was a bluish gray
woolen shirt, minus a collar; beneath
this shirt a woolen belly band about
six inches wide, held in place by tie
strings of white tape. On my head
was a heavy woolen trench cap, with
huge earlaps buttoned over the top.
Then the equipment: A canvas belt,
with ammunition pockets, and two
wide canvas straps like suspenders,
called “D” straps, fastened to the belt
in front, passing over each shoulder,
crossing in the middle of my back, and
attached by buckles to the rear of the
belt. On the right side of the belt
hung a water bottle, covered with felt;
on the left side was my bayonet and
scabbard, and intrenching tool handle,
this handle strapped to the bayonet
scabbard. In the rear was my in-
trenching tool, carried in a canvas case.
This tool was a combination pick and
spade. A canvas haversack was
strapped to the left side of the belt,
while on my back was the pack, also
of canvas, held in place by two canvas
straps over the shoulders; suspended
on the bottom of the pack was my
mess tin or canteen in a neat little
ecanvas case. My waterproof sheet,
Yooking like a jelly roll, was strapped
on top of the pack, with a wooden stick
for cleaning the breach of the rifie pro-
Jecting from each end. On a lanyard
around my waist hung a huge jack-
knife with a can-opener attachment.
The pack contained my overcoat, an
extra pair of socks, change of under-
wear, hold all (containing knife, fork,
&poon, comb, toothbrush, lather brush,
shaving soap, and a razor made of tin,
with “Made in England” stamped on
the blade; when trying to shave with
this it made you wish that you were
et war with Patagonia, so that you
could have a “hollow ground” stamped
“Made in Germany") ; then your house-
wife, button-cleaning outfit, consisting
of a brass button stick, two stiff
brushes, and a box of *“Soldiers’
Friend” paste; then a shoe brush and
a box of dubbin, a writing pad, indel-
ible pencil, envelopes, and pay bock,
and personal belongings, such as a
small mirror, a decent razor and a
sheaf of unanswered letters, and fags.
In your haversack you carry your iron
rations, meaning a tin of bully beef,
four biscuits and a can containing tea,
sugar and Oxo cubes; a couple of
pipes and a pack of shag, a tin of rifle
oil, and a pull-through. Tommy gen-
srally carries the cil with his rations;
it gives the cheese a sort of sardine
taste,

Add to this a first-aid pouch and a
tong, ungainly rifle patterned after the
Daniel Boone period, and you have an
Idea of a British soldier in Blighty.

Before leaving for France, this rifle
!s taken from him and he is issued
with a Lee-Enfield short trench rifle
and a ration bag.

In France he recelves two gas hel-

mets, a sheepskin coat, rubber mack-
intosh, steel helmet, two blankets, tear-
shell goggles, a balaclava helmet,
gloves and a tin of antifrostbite grease
which is excellent for greasing the
boots. Add to this the weight of his
rations, and can you blame Tommy for
growling at a twenty-kilo route march?

Having served as sergeant major in
the United States cavalry, I tried to

tell the English drill sergeants their |’

business, but it did not work. They
immediately put me as hatman in their
mess, Many a greasy dish of stew was
accidentally spilied over them.

I would sooner fizht than be a waiter,
so when the order came through from
headquarters calling for a draft of
250 re-enforcements for France, I vol-
unteered.

Then we. went before the M. O.
(medical officer) for another physieal
examination. This was very brief. He
asked our names and numbers and
said “IMit,”” and we went out to fight,

We were put Into troop trains and
sent to Southampton, where we de-
trained, and had our trench rifles is-
sued to us. Then in columns of twos
we went up the gangplank of a little
steamer lying alongside the dock.

At the head of the gangplank there
was an old sergeant, who directed that
we line ourselves along both rails of
the ship. Then he ordered us to take
life belts from the racks overhead and
put them on. I have crossed the ocean
several times and knew I was not sea-
sick, but when I buckled on that life
belt T had a sensation of sickness,

After we got out into the stream all
I could think of was that there were a
million German submarines with a tor-
pedo on each, across the warhead of
which was Inseribed my name and ad-
dress.

After five hours we came alongside
a pler and disembarked. I had at-
tained another one of my ambitions.
I was “somewhere in France!” We
slept in the open that night on the side
of the rond. About six the next morn-
ing we were ordered to entrain. I
looked around for the passenger
coaches, but all I could see cin the sid-
ing were cattle cars. We climbed into
these. O the side of each car was
a sign reading “Hommes 40, Cheveaux
8" When we got inside of the cars,
we thought that 'perhnps the sign
painter had reversed the order of
things. After 48 hours in these trucks
we detrained at Rouen.
we went through an intensive training
fer ten days.

The training consisted of the rudi-
ments of trench warfare. Trenches
had been dug, with barbed wire en-
tanglements, bombing saps, dugouts,
observation posts and machine gun em-
placements. We were given a smat-
tering of trench cooking, sanitation,
bomb throwing, reconnoitering, listen-
ing posts, constructing and repairing
harbed wire, “carrying in" parties,
methods used in attack and defense,
wiring ' parties, mass formation, and
the procedure for poison-gas attacks.

On the tenth day we again met our
friends “Hommes 4C¢, Cheveaux 8.”
Thirty-six hours more of misery, and
we arrived at the town of '——

After unloading our rations and
equipment, we lined up on the road in
columns of fours waiting for the order
to march.

A dull rumbling could be heard. The
sun was shining. I turned to the man
on my left and asked, “What's the
noise, Bill?" He did not know, but his
face was of a pea-green color. Jim,
on my right, also did not know, but
suggested that I “awsk” the sergeant.

Coming towards us was an old griz-
zled sergeant, properly fed up with
tne war, so I “awsked” him.

“Think it's going to rain, sergeant?”

He looked at me in contempt, and
grunted, “’Ow’'s it a-goin’ ter rain with
the bloomin’ sun a-shinin’?” I locked
guilty.

“Them’s the guns up the line, me
lad, and you'll get enough of 'em be-
fore you gets back to Blighty.”

My knees seemed to wilt, and I
squeaked out a weak YOh!”

Then we started our march up to the
line in ten-kilo treks. After the first
day's march we arrived at our rest
billets. In France they call them rest
billets, because while in them Tommy
works seven days a week and on the
eighth day of the week he is given
twenty-four hours “on his own.”

Our billet was a spacious affair, a
large barn on the left side of the road.
which had one hundred entrances,
ninety-nine for shells, rats, wind and
rain, and the bundredth one for Tom-

At this place,

my. I was tired out, and using my
shrapnel-proof helmet (shrapnel proof
until a- piece of shrapnel hits it), or
tin hat, for a pillow, lay down in the
straw, and was soon fast asleep. I
must have slept about two hours, when
I awoke with a prickling sensation all
over me. As I thought, the straw had
worked through my uniform. I woke
up the fellow lying on my left, who had
been up the line before, and asked
him: 3
“Does the straw bother you, mate?
It's worked through my uniform and I
can’t sleep.”

In a sleepy voice he answered,
“That ain't straw, them’s cooties.”
From that time on my friends the
“cooties” were constantly with me.
“Cooties,” or body lice, are the bane
of Tommy's existence.

The aristocracy of the trenches very
seldom call them “cootles,” they speak
of them as fleas.

To an American flea means s small
insect armed with a bayonet, who is
wont to jab it into you and then hop-
skip and jump to the next place to be
attacked. There is an advantage in
having fleas on you instead of “cooties”
in that in one of his extended jumps
said flea is liable to land on the fel-
low next to you; he has the typical
energy and push of the American,
while the “cootie” has the bulldog
tenacity of the Englishman; he holds
on and consolidates or digs in until
his meal is finished.

There is no way to get rid of them
permanently. No matter how often
you bathe, and that is not very often,
or how many times you change your
underwear, your friends the “cooties”
are always in evidence. The billets are
infested with them, especially so if
there is straw on the floor.

I have taken a bath and put cn
brand-new underwear; in fact, a com-
plete change of uniform, and then
turned in for the night. The next morn-
ing my shirt would be full of them. It
Is a common sight to see eight or ten
soldiers sitting under a tree with their
shirts over their knées engaging in a
“shirt hunt.”

At night about half an hour before
“lights out,” you can see the Tommies
grouped around a candle, trying, in its
dim.light, to rid their underwear of
the vermin. A popular and very quick
method is to take ycur shirt and draw-
ers, and run the seams back and for-
ward in the flame from a candle and
burn them out. This practice is dan-

'I"he Author’s ldentification Disk.

gerous, because you are liable to burn
holes in the gurments if you are not
careful.

Recruits generally sent to Blighty
for a brand of insect powder adver-
tised as “Good for body lice.” The ad-
vertisement is quite right; the powder
is good for “cooties;” they simpiy
thrive on it.

The older men of our battalion were
wiser and made scratchers out of
wood. These were rubbed smooth with
a bit of stone oi* sard to prevent splin-
ters. They were about eighteen inches
long, and Tommy guarantees that a
scratcher of this length will reach
any part of the body which may be at-
tacked. Some of the fellows were lazy
and only mosde their seratchers twelve
inches, bue. many a night when on
guard, kuwking over the top from the
fire st7y of the front-line trench, they
would have ziven a thousund “quid”
for the other six Inches.

Once while we werg in rest billets an
Irish Hussar regiment camped in an
open field opposite our billet. After
they had picketed and fed their horses,
a general shirt hunt took place. The
troopers ignored the call “Dinner up,”
and kept on with their search for big
game. They had a curious method of
procedure. They hung their shirts over
a hedge and beat them with their en-
trenching tool handles.

I asked one of them why they didn't
pick them off by hand, and he an-
swered, “We haven't had a bath for
nine weeks or a change of clabber. If
I tried to pick the ‘cooties’ off my shirt,
I would be here for duration of war.”
After tuking a close look at his shirt, I
agreed with him}; it was alive.

* =

In the next instaliment Ser-
geant Empey tell of the realiza.
ticn of his ambition—his ar-
rival in a first line trench—and
of how he wished he were back
in Jersey City.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Cheap notoriety is dear st any price
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FLENTY OF BREAD IN NAVY

Aoplentitude of everything is one of
the rules of the navy., This fellow is
hustling an armful of bread from the
OVenNs.

Putz His Ship First.

In the moment of “anger the first
thonght that comes to the real sailor-
man is to save his ship. Personal safe-
ty Is always a matter of secondary
consideration. One morning when the
bottom blow valve of a boiler was car-
red away on a man-of-war, Christo-
pher Smith. a machinist’s mate, imme-
diately reulized the danger and knew
what to do, He was on duty in the

engine room when the accldent oc-
curred. The room quickly filled with
eseaping  steam. Unheeding  this,

clond and, reaching the fire room,
hauled the fires and kept the boiler
from bursting., His

tion.
April, 1903, at Erle, Pa.

Mower That Cuts Neglected Lawns.

A lawn mower having horizontal
knives that will cut gress or weeds, re-
gardless of length, is described and
{llustrated in the February Popular
Mechanies Magazine. A completely
denuded path is secured with one op-
eration. The position of the cutting
members permits the cutting of a lawn
lush with trees or other obstructions.
\1l stems and grass are thrown to the
‘our of the knives, where a basket

my b attnched.

Smith fought his way through the hot |

zallantry saved |
his ship from serious damage and the |
navy department commended his ae-!
Smith enlisted In the navy in |

FRENCH VILLAGERS GREET OUR
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CAMOUFLAGED QUARTERS OF MARINES IN FRANCE

The huts of the American marines now training behind the lines in IFrance have been dovered with brushwood
to keep them from being seen by enemy flyers.

SOLDIERS

The inhabitants of the villages ot I'rance turn out in full foree when news of the arrival of our troops from
neross the seas spreads through the town-and crowds of enthusiastic men,
every station on the trip from the scaport to their training camps,

women and children greet our boys at

JAPANESE WOMEN AID RED CROSS

R

Forty-two Japanese
auxiliary to help this country win the ,war,

i A

S

womnen of New York have formned a IRed Cross
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THIS MORTAR SHOOTS BARBED WIRE

Here Is 2 new kind of n mortar.
barbed wire.
front of advancing troops without being recharged.

Instead, of throwing shells it throws

It can throw five rolls of barbed wire into enemy trenches or in
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