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(Continued from last week) 
^InsteacTof whimperfng"iif tfiatTcor-

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, 

you're the first man to desert hit 
The whole battalion Is laughinf 

and pokln' fun at D company, bad 
Inck to you! but you won't get another 
chance to disgrace us. They'll put 
your lights out in the raornin'." 

After listening to this tirade, Lloyd, 
In a faltering voice, asked: "They are 
not going to shoot me, are they? Why, 
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 
* sob. 

"Of course, they're going to shoot 
you. The other sentry was jest a-kld-
din' you. Jest like old Smith. Always 
a-tryln' to cheer some one. Tou ain't 
Cot no more chance o' bein' pardoned 
than I have of gettin' to be colonel of 
any *batt.'" 

When the fact that all hope was 
.'tone finally entered Lloyd's brain, a 
'jcalm seemed to settle over him, and 
rising to his knees, with his arms 
Stretched out to heaven, he prayed, and 
*all of his soul entered into the prayer. 
• "O, good and merciful God, give me 
Strength to die like a man! Deliver 
tone 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 shells 
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 t.o go home, I want to go home. 
X don't want to go to the trenches no 

more. 
Where the "whizzbangs" and "sausages" 

roar galore. 
Take me over the sea, where the AUemand 

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 
Jiome he 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, 
lacing what used to be the entrance of 
the guardroom. Now, it was only a 
Jumble of reiit and torn sandbags. His 
bead seemed bursting. He slowly rose 
on his elbow, and there in the east the 
<iawn 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-
t>angs?' and 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. Carefuljy stepping 
over the body of the sentry, he started 
on a mad race down the ruined street 
of the village, amid the bursting shells, 
jnlndlng them not, dodging through or 

^around hurrying platoons on their way 
to also go Mover 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 th€ 
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 

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

Meanwhile his company had gone 
"over." They, with the other com
panies 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, 
had pushed Steadily forward until they 
found themselves far In advance of 
the rest of the attacking force. "Bomb
ing out" trench after trench, and using 
•their bsypjjela. they came lo a O-OTiap 

<5onVmunTcatT6fi freBch, wfifCfi ended "Tn 
a blindsap, 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 rush them with 
bomb and bayonet. They would havo 
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 would 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 treach, 
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 a 
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 the 
men of D company should. When I 
give the word, follow me, and up and 
at them. Give them h ! Lord, If 
we only had a machine gun, we could 
wipe them out! Here they come, get! 
ready, men." 

Just as he finished speaking, the wel« 
come "pup-pup" of a machine gun in 
their rear rang out, and the front Una 
of the onrushing Germans seemed.to 
melt away. They wavered, but once! 
again came rushing onward. Dowi^ 
went their second line. The machinei 
gun was taking an awful toll of lives.' 
Then again they tried to advance, but; 
the machine gun mowed them down; 
Dropping their rifles and bombs, the; 
broke and fled in a wild rush back 
their trench,, amid the cheers of "D" 
company. They were forming again! 
for another attempt, when In the reaij 
of D company came a mighty cheer, 
The ammunition had arrived and wl 
It a battalion of Scotch to re-enforc< 
them. They were saved. The unkno' 
machine gunner had come to the rescu 
In the nick of time. 

With the re-enforcements It was an: 
easy task to take the third German 
line. 

After the attack was over, the cap* 
tain and three of his noncommlsslom 
officers, wended their way back to tlx 
position where the machine gun ha< 
done its deadly work. He wanted 
thank the gunner in the name of 
company for his magnificent deed. 
They arrived at the gun, and an awful 
sight met their eyes. 

Lloyd had reached the front lin<| 
trench, after his company had left it. A, 
strange company was nimbly crawlingj 
up the trench ladders. They were re-
enforcements going over. They were 
Scotties, and they made a magnificent! 
sight in their brightly colored kilts and 
bare knees. 

Jumping over the trench, Lloyd raced 
across "No Man's Land," unheeding the 
rain of bullets, leaping over dark forms 
on the ground, some of which lay still, 
while others called out to him as he 
speeded past. 

He came to the German front line, 
but it was deserted, except for heaps 
of dead and wounded—a grim tribute 
to the work of his company, good old 
D company. Leaping trenches, and 
gasping for breath, Lloyd could see 
right ahead of him his company In V 
dead-ended sap of a communication 
trench, and across the open, away In 
front of them, a mass of Germans pre* 
paring for a charge. Why didn't D 
company fire on them? Why were the; 
so strangely silent? What 
waiting for? Then he knew-
munition was exhausted. 

But what was that on his right? A, 
machine gun. Why didn't it open fire 
and save them? He would make that 
gun's crew do their duty. Rushing 
over to the gun he saw why It had notj 
opened Are. Scattered around its basq 
lay sir still forms. They had brought; 
their gun to consolidate the captured 
position, bttt a German machine guq 
had decreed they would nerer lira 

Baby; Afiyway Be coull dfeAvItfi^CIIferii 
and, rising to his feet, he stumbled 
over the body of one of the gunners, 
who emitted a faint moan. A glean) 
of hope flashed through him. Perhaps 
this man could tell him how to load 
the gun. Stooping over the body ha 
gently shook it and the soldier opened 
his eyes. Seeing Lloyd, he closed 
them again and, in a faint voice, said: 

"Get away, you blighter, leave me 
alone. I don't want any coward around 
me." 

The words cut Lloyd like a knife, 
but he was desperate. Takiag the re
volver out of the holster of the dying 
man he pressed the cold muzzle to the 
soldier's head and replied: 

"Yes, It is Lloyd, the coward of 
Company D, but so help me God, if 
you don't tell me how to load that gun 
I'll put a bullet through your brain!" 

A sunny sjnile came over the coun
tenance of the dying man and he said 
in a faint whisper: 

"Good old boy! I knew you wouldn't 
disgrace our company " 

Lloyd interposed: "For God's sake, 
if you want to save that company you 
are so proud of, tell me how to load 
that d d gun!" ' 

As if reciting a lesson in school, the 
soldier replied in a weak, singsong 
voice: "Insert tag end of belt in feed 
block, with left htmd pull belt left 
front. Pull crank htmdle back on roll
er, let go, and repeat motion. Gun is 
now loaded. To fire, raise automatic 
safety latch, and press thumbpiece. 
Gun is now firing. If gun stops, ascer
tain position of crank handle—" 

But Lloyd waited for no more. With 
wild joy at his heart, he took a belt 
from one of the ammunition boxes ly
ing beside the gun, and followed the 
dying man's instructions. Then he 
pressed the thumbpiece and a burst of 
fire rewarded his efforts. The gun 
was working. 

Training it on the Germans he shout
ed for joy as their front rank went 
down. 

Traversing the gun back and forth 
along the mass of Germans, he saw 
them break and run back to the cover 
of their trench, leaving their dead and 
wounded behind. He had saved his 
company, he,* Lloyd, the coward, had 
"done his bit." Releasing the thumb* 

piece, he looked at the watch on his 
wrist. He was still alive at "3:38." 

"Ping!"—a bullet sang through the 
air, and Lloyd fell forward across the 
gun. A thin trickle of blood ran down 
his face from a little, black round hole 
in his forehead. 

* * * * • « •  

"The sentence of the court had been 
"duly carried out." 

The captain slowly raised the limp, 
form drooping over the gun and, wip
ing the blood from the white face, rec
ognized it as Lloyd, the coward of D 
company. Reverently covering the face; 
with his handkerchief he turned to his] 
"noncoms" and, in a voice husky with 
emotions, addressed them: 

"Boys, It's Lloyd, the deserter. He 
has redeemed himself, died the death' 
of a hero—died that his mates might 
live." 

That afternoon a solemn procession 
wended its way toward the cemetery. 
In the front a stretcher was carried by 
two sergeants. Across the stretcher 
the Union Jack was carefully spread. 
Behind the stretcher came a captain 
and forty-three men, all that were left 
of D company. 

Arriving at the cemetery, they halt
ed in front of an open grave. All about 
them wooden crosses were broken and 
trampled into the ground. 

A grizzled old sergeant, noting this 
destruction, muttered under his 
breath: "Curse the cowardly blighter 
who wrecked those crosses! If I could 
only get these two hands around his 
ru'CK liis trip West would be short." 

The corpse on the stretcher seemed 
to move, or it might have been the 
wind blowing the folds of the Unlor 
Jack. 

y were they 
t were thex 
v—their ami 

Lloyd rushed to the gun and, grasp* 
lng the traversing handles, trained It 
on the Germans. He pressed the thumb 
piece, but only a sharp click was the 
result. The gun was unloaded. Then 
he realized his helplessness. He di<3 
not know how to load the gun. Oh, 
why hadn't he attended the machinei 
gun course in England? He'd been 
offered the chance, but with • blush of 
shame he remembered that he had been 
afraid. The nickname of the machine 
gunners had frightened him. They 
were called the "Suicide club." Now, 
because of this fear, his company 
would be destroyed, the men of D com* 
pany would have to die, because he, 
Albert Lloyd, had been afraid of a 
oaais. slyijqe Jia crLed-UJ»- a 

CHAPTER XXV. 

Preparing for the Big Push. 
Rejoining At well after the execution 

I had a hard time trying to keep my 
secret from him. I think I must have 
lost at least ten pounds worrying over 
the affair. 

Beginning at seven In the evening, tt 
was our duty to patrol all communl« 
tlon and front-line trenches, making 
note of unusual occurrences, and ar
resting anyone who should, to us,, ap
pear to be acting In n suspicious nm 
ner. We slept during the day. 

Behind the lines there was great ac
tivity, supplies and ammunition pour
ing in. and long columns of troops con
stantly passing. We were preparing 
for the big offensive, the forerunner 
of the battle of the Somme er "Big 
Push." 

The never-ending stream of men, 
supplies, ammunition and gvna pour
ing into the front lines made a mighty 
spectacle, one that cannot be de
scribed. It haa to be witnessed with 
your own eyea to appreciate its wit
ness. 

At our part of the line the Influx of 
supplies never ended. It looked like 
a huge snake slowly crawling forward, 
never a hitch or break, a wonderful 
tribute to the system and efficiency of 
Great Britain's "contemptible little 
army" of five millions of men. 

Huge fifteen-Inch guns snaked along, 
foot by foot, by powerful steam tract-
tors. Then a long line of "four point 
five" batteries, each gun drawn by six 
horses, then a couple of "nine point 
two" howitzers pulled by immense 
caterpillar engines. 

When one of these caterpillars would 
pass me with its mighty monster in 
tow, a flush of pride would mount to 
my face, because I could plainly read 
on the name plate, "Made In U. S. A.," 
and I would remember that If I wore a 
name.jjlftte.it. would »).so. J£q£, -IFroffl 

fife IT. S. A." Then f wouT3 'stop to 
think how thin and straggly that 
mighty stream would be if all the 
"Made in U. S. A." parts of it were 
Withdrawn. j 

Then would come hundreds of lim
bers and "G. S." wagons drawn by 
sleek, well-fed mules, ridden by sleek, 
well-fed men, ever smiling, although 
grimy with sweat and covered with the 
fine, white dust of the marvelously 
well-made French roads. 

What a discouraging report the Ger
man airmen must have taken back to 
their division Commanders, and this 
stream is slowly but surely getting big
ger and bigger every day, and the pace 
is always the same. No slower, no 
faster, but ever onward, ever forward. 

Three weeks before the big push of 
July 1—as the battle of the Somme has 
been called—started, exact duplicates 
of the German trenches were dug1 

about thirty kilos behind our lines.{ 
The layout of the trenches was taken 
from airplane photographs submitted 
by the ltoyal flying corps. The trench - j  
es were correct to the foot; they 
showed dugouts, saps, barbed wire de
fenses and danger spots. 

Battalions'that were to go over in 
the first waves were sent back for 
three days to study these trenches, en
gage in practice attacks and have night 
maneuvers. Each man was required to 
make a map of the trenches and fa
miliarize himself with the names and 
location of the parts his battallop was 
to attack. 

In the American army noncommis
sioned officers are put through a course 
of map making or road sketching, and 
during my six years' service in the 
United States cavalry I had plenty of 
practice In this work, therefore map
ping these trenches was a compara
tively easy task for me. Each man 
had to submit his map to the company 
commander to be passed upon, and I 
was lucky enough to have mine select
ed as being sufficiently authentic to use 
In the attack. 

No photographs or maps are allowed 
to leave France, but in this case it ap
pealed to me as a valuable souvenir of 
the great war and I managed to smug
gle It through. At this time It carries 
no military importance as the British 
lines, I am happy to say, have since 
been advanced beyond this point, M 
tn having It In my possession I am not 
breaking any regulation or cautions 
of the British army. 

The whole attack was rehearsed 
and rehearsed until we heartily cursed 
the one who had conceived the idea. 

The trenches were named according 
to a system which made it very simple 
for Tommy to find, even in the dark, 
any.ppint.lflL.tlLe Gwui*J?JJ.nes. 

(Cointinued on page 12) 

THE OPPORTUNITY OIL CO. 
Incorporated under the laws of the State 

of Colorado. 
Capital Stock $250,000,00 

Some of Our Stockholders 
Prof. F. E. Horn, Consulting Geologist. 

G. T. Cook, Cashier Clearmont State Bank, Clearmont, Wyo. 

C. E. Kinsey, Cashier First National Bank, Brighten, Colorado. 
T. C. Diers, Cashier Citizens State Bank, Sheridan Wyoming. 

E. L. Johnson, Cashier Seibert State Bank, Seibert, Colorado. 

J. A. Chrisman, Cashier First National Bank, Green River, Wyo. 

C. W. DeKay, Cashier First State Bank, Laramine, Wyoming. 

W. E. Thompson, Cashier Drovers & Merchants Bank, Saint Joseph, 
Missouri. s 

C. T. Funk, Cashier Logan County National Bank, Sterling, 
Colorado. 

Are you interested in good oil in
vestments? COLORADO is expected 

to be the NEXT BIG oil sensa

tion of the day. Watch for it! The 
time to get in on this is NOW. Do you 
want in? Take a tip from R. C. Kim-
brough, the oil broker, and send at 
once for literature on OPPORTUNITY. 

$5 Buys 500 Shares 
AGENTS WANTED 

Main Office 

T H E  O P P O R T U N I T Y  O I L  C O .  
Suite 327 Century Building 

Denver, Colorado. 

BUY W. S. S. STAMPS 

Never Mind the Boys-
They Will Do Theirs— 
You Do Your Share 

When your boy was so little that all the world was a for
eign country to him, he trusted you to take care of him. 
You sent him to school and to play on your little errands, 
and with implicit faith he'did your bidding. 

Now we have sent your boy or your neighbor's boy out 
into a foreign land, into terrors that he cannot even 
know—and his faith has not faltered. He knows we wili 
do our part if he does his. 
Pledge yourself to buy War Savings Stamps on or .before 

JUNE 28th 
NATIONAL WAR SAVINGS DAY 

\ 

Saving to help our sons is not to be called by the ugly 
name of duty or sacrifice. It is love's blessed privilege. 
Are we keeping the faith? Are we scrimping and sav 
ing and giving to help our boys do this thing that hu
manity has asked of them, and to help them come back 
to us sane and whole?» Are we doing not only our bit, 
but all we can? 

National War Savings Committee 
This space contributed for the Winning of the War by 

D A N I E L  B E L L  
Plumbing and Heating 

Williston, North Dakota 


