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The Poet's Corner.
Why NotP

We have an alhied food pool, our troupe are pooled as
Weil;

Each nations~ uses uthers' siuips to carry shot and shel.
We use each other's transport te beat the wily Hfur,
Behind the line and in t.he fight we carry on as one.

AIl these we have in commun, their worth we know
full well;

In uni8on there's always strength, and victory they
spea".

Althtough it's taken years tu lesaru, and we've paid a
heavy price,

Rut now with (,no suiprene (,rniriand we make no
blunders twic,-.

Su why not toucli the heart stringa, of this mighty
allied thirong,

By finding aworneune ,ho will write anr inter-allied song?
Jugt send thie wo-rd throughout the' luni% of Allies large

and bantamt,
To find Rornemo who will compose an inter-allied

New NurserY RhYnes.
Jack and Bill they stock it tili

Their knees were under water;
Jack fell down, and said tu Bill

Soute words ha didn't oughter!
-*. -*. 4.

There was an old soldier whu lived ini a trench,
Whiu'd beaucoup de souvenirs, GJermait and French;
He sacked theur anud packed thern
For rnany a mile,
And then got fourteen days for losing hies anoke-hehînet!

'Thora was a hittla Hun,
And hie had a littie gun,
And hie bulleta were ail dumdurn, durndurn;
He shinned up a treoc
Te mnipe what ho could see,
But now ha is iu Kingdorn corne-corne-corne!1

.4. 4.> -.

Little Miss Mfabel
Sat on a table,
Down in bar Es3tarinay;
A Sergeant as p ad ber,
And sat down besid fier,
And stayed thore the rest of the day 1

simple Heman mat a Germait
On a i >ht atrol. baGrm ,

s"dWi is du ! Ja wohi!"
Said the Garinan to simple. Herman,
"ýAl right, Kamerade!"

Sirn la Harman bombed the Germant
ýMha Milis grenade.

A red-headed man frorn Kildare,
Whosa knowiedga of books was quite rare,
When askad what he'd road,
lu answerinig said,
I'm delightad to say, I've red hair."
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SWhatever You Do, Don't Do It."-

If the Sergeant-Major bowLs you out for something you
did nlot do,

And you feal like starting a hoxing bout for putting
the bMaine on you-

Don't do it.

If you should go up on "Orderly Room " (you're no
aoldier if you dun't),

And tihe S.M. shouts "MNark tima! one! t.wo! " and yen
feel like sayiïf "I1 won't "

on't do it
If your Comnpany is inspacted by the King, and

"Attention " strai n is none too brief,
If you think that to dance the "Highland Fling " will

give yuu dasired relief-
Don't do it.

If you visit th e MNI. on " Sick Parade," 'cause you'va
decided not to stick it,

If yen think that tu bluff him you're " insane " is the
way tu get your "ticket "ý-

W'hatever yuu do, don't do it.
C. A. E.

RhYmhes of a P.T. Man.
An N.C.O. to Brighrton want,
Ris rations for tu get;
Ha met a "chic " yoang fiappar there,
Who was s0 nice and young and fair.

At close of day, they rnooned away,
onf the beaht to squat;
Reaet upofl an upturnad boat,

Which seernad a pleasant spot.

But sad to say, are ciosed that day,
The boatrnan had with tar mnade play;
With tar ho mnust, have been quite slick,
For sure hae made that couple stick.

T hy sat alune in fear aud cold,
An7tho firat to mova was ur lero bold;
He made one sprint into the air,
And lef.t his breec es stickiug thora.

Now this little rhyxne will sureiy taach,
It's net wise to sit down on the beach
Without flrAt Iouking whero you are,
For it's awfui staff that tar.

Verses for a Oreeting Card.
We send yeu a card of greeting, front a land destroyed,

forloru,
The gray clouda, the gray earth meeting, whare thea

filds are shelled and tomn:
Oh! the long dark trails wa'va traveiled, where tire

warring hoîsts coutendc,
Lifa's skain seams ail unravailed, but wa'ra stayiug-

until the eud.

The 'year that is now begiuuing, we hope, e'ar its
course ba run,

That the flght, which our boys are winniug, shall thaný
ba compietely won;

That wa'li stand i ur old-tima places, in thre laud of
tbe Mapia Tre,

'Mid ioviug and chleer'ful faces, in a worid at peaca-
and froc.


