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CHAPTER 1.
From Mufti to Khakl.

It was Io an office in Jersey City.
[ was sitting at my desk talking to
t leutenant of the Jersey Natlonal
Guard, Oa the wall was a blg war

map decornted with varlously colored |

little flags showing the position of the

opposing armles on the western front

In France. In front of me on the desk

lay & New York paper with big flaring

headllnes :

LUSITANIA SUNK!
LIVES LOSTI

The windows were open and a feel-
ing of spring pervaded the alr.
Through the open windows came the
struing of 1 hurdy-gurdy playing in the
street—"T Didn't Ralse My Boy to Be
a Soldler”

“Lusitania Sunk! Amerlcan Lives
Lost!"—*I Didn't Ralse My Boy to
Be a Soldler.” To us these did not
seem to Jibe,

The llentenant In silence opened one
of the lower drawers of his desk and
tovk from It an American flag which
he solemnly draped over the war map
on the wall. Then, {urning to me with
¢ grim face, sald:

“How mbout it, sergeant? You had
better get out the muster roll of the
Mounted Scouts, as I think they will
be needed In the course of a few days”

We busled ourselves till late in the
evening writing out emergency tele
grums for the men to report when the
call should come from Washington.
Then we went home.

I erossed over to New York, and as
I went up Fulton street to take the
subway to Brooklyn, the llghts In the
tall butldings of New York seemed to
be burning brighter than usual, as it
they, too, had read “Lusitunla Sunk!
American Lives Lost!" They seemed

AMERICAN

to be glowing with anger and righteous
indignation, and their rays wigwagged |
the message, “Repay "

Months passed, the telegrams lying
handy, but covered with dust. Then, |
one momentous morning the lleutenant
with a sigh of disgust removed the |
flag from the war map and returned

Guy Empey.

to his desk. I Immedlately followed
this actlon by throwlng the telegrama |
Into the wastebasket, Then we looked
at ench other in sllence. He wus
squirming In his chair and I felt de
pressed and uneasy.

The telephone rang and I answered
It. It was & business call for me, re-
questing my gervices for an out-of
town asslgnment. Buslness was not
very good, so this was very welcome,
After listening to the proposition 1
seamed to be swayed by a pecullarly
strong force within me, and answered,
“I am gorry that T cannot accept your
offer, but I am leaving for England
next week," and hung up the recelver,
The lieutenant swung around In his
chalr, and stared at me In blank aston-
ishment. A sloking sensatlon eame
over me, but I deflantly answered his
look with, “Well, it's so. I'm P
And T went. i

The trip across was uneventful, 1
landed at Tilbury, England, then got
loto a etring of matchbox cars and

proceeded o LoD, WYL There
abont 10 p, m, I took & room In a hotel
near 8t. Pancras statlon for “five and
slx—fire extra,” The room was minus
the fire, but the “extrn” seemed to
keep me warm. That night there wns
a Zeppelin rald, but 1 didn't see much
of It, becnuse the siit in the curtains
wis too small and I had vo desire to
make It larger. Next morning the tel
ephone bell mng, and someone nsked
“Are you thera?" I was, hardly, Any
way, I learned that the Zeps had re
turned to thelr tatherland, so [ went
out Into the street expecting to ses
scenes of awful devastation and a cow

ering populnce, but everything was
normal, People were ealmly proceed-
ing to thelr work. Crossing the
street, T nccosted a Bobble with:

“Can you direct me to the pluce of
damuge?”

He asked me, “What damage?

In surprize, T answered, “Why, the
dnmage caused by the Zeps”

With a wink he replled:

“There was no damage; we missed
them again,”

After several frultless Inquiries of
the passershy, I declded to go on my
own In search of rulned bulldings and
scenes of destruction, I boarded a hus
which carrled me through Tottenham
Court road. Recrulting posters were
everywhere, The one that Impressed
me most was a Nfesize pleture of
Lord Kitchener with his finger point-
ing directly at me, under the caption
of “Your King nnd Country Need Yon"
No matter which way I turned, the
necusing finger followed me,
un Amerlean, In muftl, and had o lttle
Amerlean flag In the lapel of my ecoat.
I hud no king, and my country had
seen fit not to need me, but still that
polnting finger made e feel small and
Il at ense, I got off the bus to try
to dissipute this feeling by mixing
with the throng of the sidewnlks.

Presently I cume to a recrulting of- |

flee. Inside, sitting at & desk was a
lonely Tommy Atkins, I declded to In-
terview him In regard to Jolnlng the
British army, I opened the door. He
looked up and greeted me with “T &'y,
myte, want to tyke on?"

I looked at him and answered, “Well,
whatever that Is, I'll take a chance
at it."

Without the ald of an Interpreter, I
found out that Tommy wanted to know
if T cared to join the Britlsh army. He
asked me: “Did you ever hear of the
Royal Fusillers?”
you know, Yanks are supposed to know
everything, so I was not golog to ap-
pear ignorant and answered, “Sure,”

After listenlng for one half-hour to
Tommy's tale of thelr exploits on the
firing line, I decided to join, Tommy
took me to the recruiting headquarters,
where T met a typlcal English captuln,
He asked my natlonality, I Immedl-
ately pulled out my Amerlean passport
and showed It to him, It was signed
by Lanslog. After looking at the
passport, he Informed me that he was
sorry but could not enlist me, as It
would be & breach of neutrality, I
Insisted that I was not neutral, be-
cause to me It seemed that a real
American could not be neutral when
blg things were In progress, but the
captain would not enlist me.

With disgust in my heart T went out
in the street. I had gone about a
block when a recrulting sergeant who
had followed me out of the office
tapped me on the shoulder with his
gwagger stick and sald: “8'y, 1 can
get you In the army. We have a ‘lef-

tenant' down at the other office who |

can (o anything, He has just come
ont of the O, T. 0. (OfMcers’ Tralning
corps) and does not know what neu-
trality 18" I declded to take a chance,
and nccepted his invitatlon for an in-
troduction to the llentenant, I entered
the office and went up to him, opened
up my passport and sald;

“Before golng further 1 wish to state
that T am an Amerlean, not too proud
to fight, and want to joln your army."”

He looked at me In & monchalant
manner, and answered, “That's all
right; we take anything over here

I lonked at him kind of hard and re-
plied, 8o I notlce,” but It went over
his head.

He got out an enlistment blank, and
placing his finger on a blank line sald,
“8lgn here

I answered, “Not on your tintype.”

“T heg your pardon?”’

Then I explained to him that I wcmij

1 was '

Well, In London, |

‘ not shim 1t wimout first reaaing it 1
read It over and signed for durntion of
war. Some of the recrults wore lucky,
They slgned for seven years only!

Then he nsked me my birthplace, 1
answered, “Ogden, Utah”

He sald, “Oh, yes, just ootside of
New York™

With a smile, T replied, *Well, It's up
the state a lttle”

Then T was taken before the doctor
and passed as physically 0t, and was
{ssued a uniform. When [ reported
buek to the leutennnt, he suggosted
that, belng an Amerlean, 1 go on re-
crulting service and try to shame soma
of the slackers Into Jolning the army,”

“All you have to do," he sald, "a to
go out on the stmot, and when you kee
a young fellow In muftl who looks
physically A, Just stop him and give
him this kind of a talk: ‘Aren't you
ashamed of yourself, n Britlsher, phys
feally fit, and In muft! when your king
and country need you?! Den't you
know that your country 1s at war and
that the place for every young Briton
1s on the firlng Une? Here I am, an
Amerlean, In khakli, who came four
thousand miles to Oght for your king
and country, and you, as yet, have oot

enllsted. Why don't you Joln? Now
Is the thme

“This argument ought to get many
recrults, Empey, so go out and see
what you can do.”

He then gave me o small rosette of
red, white and blue ribbon, with threa
little strenmers hanging down, This
wns the recrulting !nsignia and was
to be worn on the left side of the eap.

Armed with o swaeger stick and my
patriotic rosette, T went out Into Tot-
tenham Court road (n quest of cannon
fodder.

Two or three poorly dressed elvils
lans passed me, and although they np-
peared physically fit, 1 suld to myself,
“They don't want to Joln the army;
perhaps they have someone dependent
on them for support,” so I did not ae-
cost them,

Coming down the strect I saw a
young dandy, top bat und all, with a
| fashlonably dressed glel walking be
slde bim. I muttered, *You are my
{meat," und when he cnme abrenst of
i me T stepped direetly In his path and
| stopped him with my swagger stick,
| suying:

[ “You would look fine 1n khakl; why
I not chunge that top hat for a steol

helmet? Aren't you ashamed of yours | quent pausex for rest, T reached our |

self, a husky young chap lke you In
mufti when men are needed In the
trenches? Here 1 mm, an Ameriean,

Swearing In a Recruit.

came four thousand miles from Ogden,
| Utah, Just outside of New York, to
| fight for your king and country. Don't
be a slacker, buck up and get into unl-
[ form; come over to the recruliting uf-
fice and I'll have you enlisted."

He yawned und answered, “I don't
care If you cume forty thousand miles,
no one asked you to,” and he wilked
on, The glrl gave me a gneering look ;
I was speechless,

I recrulted for three weelks and near
Iy got one recrult,

This perhaps wos not the greatest
stunt In the world, but It got back at
the officer who had told me, “Yes, we
take anything over here I had heen
spending a good lot of my recrulting
time In the snloon bar of the Wheat
Sheaf pub (fhere was a very attractive
blonde barmald, who helped kill time—
I was not us serfons In those days as
I was o lttle Inter when I reached
the front)—well, It was the sixth day
and my recrulting report was blank,
1 wus getting low In the pocket—bnr-
mulds haven't much use for anyone
who cannot buy drinks—so 1 looked
around for recrulting material. You
know a man on recrulting service gets
a “bob” or shilling for every recrult
he entfces Into joining the urmy, the
recrult 18 supposed to get this, but he
would not be a recruit if he were wise
to this fact, would he?

Down at the end of the bar was a
young fellow In mufti who was very
patriotic—he had about four “Old
Six" ales ahoard, He asked me If he
could join, showed me his left hand,
two fingers were missing, but I sald
that did not matter as “we take anv-

ing over nere” The eft hand s
the rifle hand an the plece Ix earried
at the slope on the left shoulder, Near
ly everything in England In "by the
left,” even general truffle keops to the
port slde,

1 took the applicant over to head-
quarters, whore he was hurriedly exe
nmined,  Recrulting  surgeons  were
busy In those days and did not have
much time for thorough physleal exam-
Inntlons, My recrult was pussed ns
“fit" by the doctor and turned over to
n corpornl to make note of his sears,
1 was mystifled, Soddenly the corpo-
il hurst out with, *Blime me, two of
his Angoers are gone,” Tarnlog to me
he sald, “You certaloly huave your
nerve with you, not ‘alf you ain't, to
bring this begenr In."

The doctor came over and exploded,
“What do you mean by bringlng In a
wiin 1 this condition "

Looking ont of the corner of my eye
1 notleed that the offieer who hnd re
crulted me had Jolned the group, nnd
1 could not help npswerlng, “Well. sir,
1 wis told that you took anything over
hore.”

1 think they called It “Yunkee lm-
pudence,” anghow It ended my recrult.
Ing.

CHAPTER IL

Blighty to Rest Billets.

The next morolng the eaptaln sent
for me and Wnformed me: "Empey, us
i recrulting sergeant you are n wash
out,” and sent me to n tealning dopot.

After arriving ut this place, | wos
hustled to the gquariermoster stores
and recelved an awful shoek, The
quartermoster sergennt spread o wi
terproof sheet on the ground and com-
meneed throwing o niscellanoous ns
sortment of strops, buckles and other
paraphernalle Into It 1 thought Le
wonld never stop, but when the pile
| renched to my knees ho prosed long

enough to say, “Next, No, 6217, "Arris,

B compnny.” 1 gazed In bowllderment
|t the plle of Junk In front of mwe, and
| then my eyes wandered sronnd looking
||'ur the wugon which was to enrry It

to barracks, 1 was rudely brought to
|earth by the “quarter” excinlming,
]" ‘Bre, you, "op It; tyke 1t aw'y; blind
my eyes, ‘e's looking for Is batman to
i'c-lp Im earry IL"

| Struggling nndor the lond, with fre

burrucks (large ear barns), and my
pintoon leader came to the rescue, It
!u‘nu & marvel to me how quickly he
| nssetabled the equipment.  After he
| had completed thi task, he showed me
i how to ndjust It on my person.  Protty
soon [ stood before him a proper Tom-
my Atkins In heavy mprching order,
feellng ke nn overlondsd enmel,

On my feet were honvy-soled boots,
studded with hobnally, the toes und
|t1w!a of which were reamforesd by
In!wl halt-moons, My legs were In
ensed In woolen puttees, ollve drab In
color, with my trousers overlapping
them at the top. Then n woolen khnkl
tunle, under which wns n hlulsh grag
woolen shirt, migoe o eollnes hopenth

Have in stock a fine lin
eighteen size Elgin' Waltha
seven, fifteen and seventee

Now is the time to get th

ing as | am offering these m
es.

Waitch Repairer and Jeweler.

want try our barga

Paid Capital,

Established

Emma M. Parker,

We are prepared

|th1- shirt a woolen belly hand ahout
alx Inches wide, hold In place by tie
sirings of white tape. On my head
win 0 heavy woolen trench enp, with
huge earlaps buttoned over the top.
Then the equipment: A ennvas belt,
with ammunition pockets, and two
wide canvas straps ke wsusponders,
culled “D" steaps, fastened to the belt
In front, puksing over each shoulder,
erosnlng In the middle of my back, and
nttnelied by bucklos todhe rear of the
belt.  On the right side of the bheit
hung o witer hottle, covered with felt;
on the left slde was my bayonet and
senbburd, nnd Intrenching tool handle,
this handle steapped to the bayonet
seabbard.  In the rear was my In.
trenching tool, enrried In n canvas cnwe,
This tool was o comblontion plek and
spade. A eanvas haversack  was
strapped to the left side of the belt,
while on my bhuck was the pack, nlso
of eanvas, held In place by two ennvas
steaps over the shoulders; suspended
on the bottom of the pack wns my
mess tn or canteen In n neat Hitle
cnnvan cnwe, My waterproof sheet,
looking llke a Jelly roll, wan steapped
on top of the pnek, with n wooden stick
for clenning the breach of the rifle pro-
Jecting from ench end. On a lnnyard
[ nround my walst hung n huge Jack-
||m|ro with a eanopener attachment.
The pack contalned my overcont, an
!utn palr of socks, change of under-
[ wenr, hold all (containing knife, fork,
spoon, comb, toothbrush, lather brush,
alinving soap, and & razor made of tin,
with “Made In England" stamped on
the blade; when trylng to shave with
this 1t made you wish that you were
‘at war with Patngonla, so that you
could have a “hollow ground” stamped
[ “Mutde 1n Gormany™) § then your house-
wife, button-clenning oulfit, consisting
of o brass button wstlek, two sur
brushes, and a box of “Soldliery'
Friend" paste; then o shoe brush und
1n box of dubbln, a writing pad, Indel.
| ihle penell, envelopen, and pay book,
und personal belongings, such nx o
"wmall mirror, a decent razor and a
| wheaf of unanswered letters, and fags.
| Tn your haversnek you earry your lron
ratlons, meaning & tin of bully beef,
| four blweults and & cun contalning ten,
{sugnr and Oxo cubes; a couple of
| pipes and o pack of shag, n tin of rifle
{oll, and n pull-through. Tommy ge-
| erully enrries the oll with hix ratlons;
[t glven the cheene u sort of sardine

| Add to this a first-ald pouch and a
long, unguinly rifle patterned after the
| Danlel Boone perlod, and you huve un
den of n British woldler In Blighty.
I Before leaving for Fraonee, this rifle
Is taken from him and he Is Ixsusl
| with a Lee-Enfleld short trench rifle
and & ratlon bag.

In France he recelves two gus hel-
mets, a sheepskin cont, rubber mack-
Intosh, steel helmet, two blankets, tear
shell  goggles, a  balaclava  helmet,
gloves and a tin of untifrosthite gronse
which Is excellent for greasing thoe
toots, Add to this the welght of his
vitlons, nod ean you blnme Tommy for
growling at a twenty-kilo route march?
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