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By An American Arthur Guy Empey 
SoldierWhoWent • " Machine Gunner, Serving in France 

Copyright WIT, by Arthur Ony Empty 

EMPgr liAMNS THAT SOMETIMES A STREAK OF YELLOW 
KSMiSRIi CAN TURN PURE WHITE.  ̂*: -

Synopsis—Fired by the sinking of the Lusltania, with the ios8 of 
American lives, Arthur Guy Empey, an American living in Jersey City, 
goes to England and enlists as a private in the British army. After a 
short experience as a recruiting officer in London, he Is sent to train
ing quarters in France, where he first hears the sound ol' big guns and 
makes the acquaintance of "cooties." After a brief, period of training 
Empey's company Is sent into the front-line trenches, where he takes 
his first turn on the fire $tep while the bullets whiz overhead. • Empey 
learns, as comrade fails, that death lurks always In the trendhes. 
Chaplain distinguishes himself by rescuing wounded men under hot 
fire. With-pick and shovel Empey has experience as a trench digger 
In No Man's Land. Exciting experience on listening post detail. Ex
citing work on observation post duty. Back In rest billets Emf>ey 
writes and stages a successful play. Once more in the front trenches, 
Empey goes "over the top" in a successful but costly attack on the 
German lines. Soon afterwards Empey and his comrades repulse a 
determined gas attack launched by the Germans. His next experience 
is as a member of a firing squad which executes a sentence of death. 

CHAPTER XXIV—Continued. 

On his left, In the darkness, he could 
" make out the shadowy forms of trees; 

crawling on his hands and knees, stop
ping and crouching with fear at each 
BhelWiurst, he finally reached an old 
orchard and cowered at the base of a 
•hot-scarred apple tree. 

He remained there all night, listen
ing to the sound of the guns and ever 
praying, praying that his useless life 
would be spared. 

As dawn began to break, he could 
discern little dark objects protruding 
from the ground all about him. Curi
osity mastered his fear and he crawled 
tojone of the objects, and there, In the 
uncertain .light, he read on a little 
wooden croiss: 

"Pte. H. S. Wheaton, No. 1670, 1st 
London Regt. R. F. Killed In action, 
April 25, 1910. R..L P." (Rest in 
Peace). 

When it dawned on him that he had 
been hiding all night in a cemetery 
his reason seemed to leave him, and a 
tnad desire to be free from It all made 
him rush madly away, falling over lit
tle wooden crosses, smashing some and 
trampling others under his feet. 

In his y flight he came to an old 
French dugout, half caved In and par
tially filled with n*4my and filthy wa
ter. 

Like a fox being chased by the 
hounds, he ducked Into this hole, and 
threw himself on a pile of old empty 
sandbags, wet and mildewed. Then— 
unconsciousness. 

On the next day, he came to; far 
distant voices sounde^ In his ears. 
Opening his eyes, in the entranpe of 
the dugout he saw a corporal and two 
men with fixed bayonets. 

The corporal was addressing him: 
"Get up, you white-livered blighter! 

Curse you and the day you ever joined 
D company, spoiling their fine rec
ord ! It'll be you up against the wall, 
and a good job too. Get hold of him, 
men, and If he makes a break, give him 
the bayonet, and send it home, the cow
ardly sneak. "Come on, you, - move, 

.we've - been looking for you long 
enough." ^ 

Lloyd, trembling and weakened, by 
(lis long fast, tottered out, assisted by 
a soldier on each side of him. 

They took him before the captain, 
but could get nothing out of him but: 

"For (Sod's sake, sir, don't have me 
shot, don't have me shot!" 

The captain, utterly "disgusted with 
hi'm, sent him under escort to division 
headquarters for trial by court-mar
tial, charged with desertion under fire. 

, . ; They shoot deserters In France. 
During his trial, Lloyd sat as one 

- dazed, and could put nothing forward 
in his defense, only an occasional 
"Don't have me shot!? 

His sentence was passed : "Tp be 
#liot at 3 :S8 o'clock'in the morning of 
May 18, 1916." This meant' that he 
had only one more day to live. 

He did not realize the awfulness of 
ills sentence; his brain seemed para
lyzed. Hie knew nothing of his trip, 
tinder guard, in a motor lorry to the 
sandbagged guardroom in the vlilage, 
where he was dumped on the floor and 
ieft, while a sentry with a fixed bayo
net paced up and down in front of the 
entrance. 

Bully beef, water and biscuits were 
ieft beside him for his supper. 

The sentry, seeing that he ate noth
ing, came Inside and shook him by the 
shoulder, saying in a kind voice: 

"Cheero, laddie, better eat some
thing. You'll feel better. Don't give 
up hope. You'll be pardoned before 
norning. I know the way they run 
these things. They're only trying to 
pcare you, that's all. Come now, that's 
ft good lad, eat something. It'll make 
the world look different to you." 

The good-hearted sentry knew he 
was lying about the pardon. He knew 
nothing short of a miracle could save 
the poor lad. 

Lloyd listened eagerly to his sentry's 
words, and believed them. A look of 
fcope came Into his eyes, and be raven
ously ate the meal beside him. 

In about an hour's time, the chap
lain came to see him, but Lloyd would 
have none of him. He wanted no par
son ; he was to be pardoned. . 

The artillery behind the lines sud-
tmly opened up with everything they 

had. An Intense bombardment of the 
enemy's lines had commenced. The 
roar of the guns was deafening. 
Lloyd's fears .came back with a rush, 
and he cowered on the earthen floor 
with his hands over his face. 

The sentry, seeing his position, came 
in and tried to' cheer him by talking to 
him: 

"Never mind them guns, boy, they 
won't hurt you. They are ours. We 
are giving the Boches a dose of their 
own medicine. Our boys are going over 
the top at dawn of the morning to take 
their trenches. We'll give 'em a taste 
of cold steel with their sausages and 
beer. You just sit tight now until they 
relieve you. I'll have to go now, lad, 
as It's nearly time for my relief, and I 
don't want them to see me°a-talkin' 
with you. So long, laddie, cheero." 

With this, the sentry resumed the 
pacing of his post. In about ten min
utes' time he was relieved, and a D 
company man took his place. 

Looking Into the guardhouse, the 
sentry noticed the cowering attitude of 
Lloyd, and, with a sneer, said to him: 

"Instead of whimpering In that cor
ner, you ought to be saying your pray
ers. It's bally conscripts like you 
what's spoilin' our record. We've been 
out here nigh onto eighteen months, 
and you're the first man to desert his 
post. The whole battalion Is laughin' 
and pokln' fun at D company, bad 
luck to you! but you won't get another 
chance to disgrace us. They'll put 

•ytiur lights out in the mornln'." 
After listening to this tirade, Lloyd 

In a faltering voice, asked: "They are 
not going to shoot me, are they? Why, 

turnxfi 

He Betrayed His Country. 

the other sentry said ^they'd pardon 
me. For God's sake—don't tell me I'm 
to be shot!" and his voice died away in 
a sob. s 

_ "Of course, they're going to shoot 
you. The other sentry was jest a-kld-
din' you. Jest like old Smith. Aljvryii 
a-tryin' to cheer some one. You ain't 
got no more chance o' bein' pardoned 
than I have of gettlh* to be eolonel of 
my 'batt.'" 

When the-fact that all hope was 
gone finally entered Lloyd's brain, a 
culm seemed to settle over him, and 
rising- to his knees, with his arms 
stretched out to heaven, he prayed, and 
all of bls'soul entered into the prayer. 

"O, good and merciful God, give me 
strength to die like, a man! Deliver 
me from this coward's death. Give me 
a chance to die like my mates in the 
fighting line, to die fighting for my 
country. I ask this of thee." 

A peace, hitherto unknown, came to 
him, and he crouched and cowered no 
more, but calmly waited the dawn, 
ready to go to his .death. The ituDi 

were bursting all around the guard< 
room, but he hardly noticed them. 

While waiting there, the-voice of the 
sentry, singing in a low tone, came to 
him. He was singing the chorus of the 
popular trench ditty: 

I want to go home, I want to go home, 
don't want to go to the trenches no 

more. 
Where the "whizibangs" and "sausages" 

roar galore. 
Take me over tHe sea, where the AUemaai 

can't get at me. 
Oh, my, I don't want to die! I want to go 

home. 

Lloyd listened to the words with a 
strange interest, and wondered what 
kind of a home he would go to across 
the Great Divide. It would be the only 
-home lie had ever known. 

Suddenly there came a great rushing 
through the air, a blinding, a deafen
ing report, and the sandbag walls of 
the guardroom toppled over, and then 
—blackness. 

When Lloyd recovered conscious
ness, he was lying on his right side, 
facing what used to be the entrance of 
the. guardroom. Now, It was only a 
jumble of rent and torn sandbags. His 
head seemed bursting. He slowly rose 
on his elbow, and there in the enst the 
dawn was breaking. But what was 
that mangled shape lying over there 
among the sandbags? Slowly dragging 
himself to it*he saw the body of the 
sentry. One look was enough to know 
that he was dead. The soldier's head 
was missing. The sentry had had his 
wish gratified. He had "gone home." 
He was safe at last from the "whizz-
bangs" nnd the Allemand. 

Like a flash it came to Lloyd that he 
was free. Free to go "over the top" 
with his company. Free to die like a 
true Briton fighting for his king and 
country. A great gladness and warmth 
came over him. Carefully stepping 
over the body of the sentry, he started 
on a mad race down the ruined street 
of the village, amid the bursting shells, 
minding them not, dodging through or 
around hurrying platoons on their way 
to also go "over the top." Coming to 
a communication trench he could not 
get through. It was blocked with laugh
ing, cheering and cursing soldiers. 
Climbing out of the trench, he ran 
wildly along the top, never heeding the 
rain of machine-gun bullets and shells, 
not even hearing the shouts of the of
ficers, telling him to get back into the 
trench. He was going to join his com 
pany who were in the front line. He 
was going to fight with them. He, the 
despised coward, had come into his 
own. 

While he was racing along, Jumping 
over trenches crowded with soldiers, a 
ringing cheer broke out all along the 
front line, and his heart sank. He 
knew he was too late. His company 
had gone over. But still he run madly, 
He would catch them. He would die 
with them. 

Meanwhile his company had gone 
"over." They, with the other com 
panl'-s had taken the first and second 
German trenches, and had pushed 
steadily on to the third line. D com
pany, led by their captain, the one who 
had sent Lloyd to division headquar
ters for trial, charged with desertion 
hnd pushed steadily forward until they 
found themselves far in advance of 
the rest of the attacking force. "Bomb 
'.ug out" trench after trench, and using 
their bayonets, they came to a German 
communication trench, which ended In 
a bllndsap, and then the captain, and 
what was left of his men, knew they 
were in a trap. They would not re
tire. D company never retired, and 
they were D company. Right In front 
of them they could see hundreds of 
Germans preparing to hish them7 with 
bomb and bayonet. They would havfl 
some chance If ammunition and bombs 
could reach them from the rear. Their 
supply was exhausted, and the men 
realized It would be a case of dying 
as bravely as possible, or making a run 
for It. But D company wouid not 
run. It was against their traditions 
and principles. 

The Germans would have to advance 
across an open space of three to four 
hundred yards before they could get 
within bombing distance of the trench 
and then it would be all their own way 

Turning to his company, the captain 
said: 

"Men, It's a case of going West for 
us. We are out of ammunition and 
bombs, and the Boches have us in 
trap. They will bomb us out Our 
bayonets are useless here. We will 
have to go over and meet them, and 
It's a case of thirty to one, so send 
every thrust home, and die like tha 
men of D company should. When 1 
give the "word, folloy me, and up and 
at them. Give them h 1 Lord, if 
.we only bad a machine gun, we could 
wipe them'out! Here they come, get 
ready, men." -

. British prepare for the "Big 
Push," the forerunner of the 
battle of the 8omme. Read 
about It In the next installment. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Striving After Strength; 
We think that we shall win truth 

by striving after strength, instead of 
knowing that we shall gain strength 
Just In the degree that «• become 
true.—Phillips Brooks. .... 

GERMAN PRISONERS BEING SEARCHED BY THE BRITISH 
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A batch of German prisoners who have been captured by the British being se:yched by their cuptors for con
cealed weapons and anything that may prove to be. dangerous to the welfare of the allies. 

SOME OF THE BRITISH TANKS THAT CRUSH THE HUNS 

m 

These are only a few of the many tanks that have been so instrumental in driving back the German hordes. 
Barrage fire and gas attack offer little resistance to the tank as they go forward crushing the "schreckllchkeit" out 
of the Boche. 

IN SHADOW OF THE GALLOWS YANKEES VISITING IN BATH, ENGLAND 
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Thomas J. Moo'ney, who was con
victed of being a participant In the 
Snn Francisco preparedness day bomb 
explosion which caused the death of 
several people almost two years ago, 
photographed In the prison yard at 
San Quentln. He has been sentenced 
to death, but strenuous efforts are still 
being made to save his life. • 

T. N. T. From Pulp Mills. 
The world is using a tremendous 

amount of trinitrotoluol, the high ex
plosive of flils war. In fact the sup-
piles of toluol- are In some danger 
of running short. What the Germans 
will do about It Is not known, but the 
allies are turning to the Canadian pulp 
factories employing* the sulphite proc
ess. , 

It appears that the turpentine from 
spruce is easily saved at the mills, 
and can be readily converted into 
toluol. 

Since a gallon of turpentine per cord 
of wood Is a possible by-product 
and $5 per barrel Is paid for it, tliere 
will be some little Increase in revenue 
for the pulp makers, and the armies 
will be enabled to keep on with their 
goo£ work vf defeating the enemy. 

To Be Exact 
A recruit, on night guard duty for 

the first time, observed a shadowy form 
approaching. Following his instruc
tions, he cried: 

"Haiti Who goes there?" 
"Shut up!" a husky voice replied 

with some impatience. "I ain't going; 
Tm coming back."—Youth's Compan
ion. 

Wherever American troops set foot on English soil today nothing but 
kind words and all the comforts of home greet them. Patriotic-minded Eng
lish men and women arrange excursions and celebrations for them; in fact, 
everything possible Is done to make them feel as if they were back home. 
This picture shows some Yankees Inspecting the old Roman baths at Bath. 
England, near which city they are stationed. 

flowef^^ 

British Tommies are presenting their American Red Cross nurse, who 
has become ill from bard work, with flowers in appreciation of the good care 
received by them at her hands. She had brought cheer and comfort to their, 
hearts and thousands of others while they were stretched out helplessly on 
their cots at the Boyal Free hospital. 
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