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The LIon's Whelps

By James Mabon
Author of "Shingle and Sand,"' IWlien
West Winds Blow," etc., etc.

<Tune-"Ilearts of Oak")
Corne hearken each lass,

And corne hearken each lad,
If you don't by to-rnorrow

You'il wiaii that you iiad;
For the. song that 1 aing

la a aong of the way
The boys meet the. eal

With tii old time Hurrah!
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Buister Brown
Helps Mothers!1

Buster Brown stockingm
are a real first aid ta busy
mothers. Buiter Brown defies
the boys ta rub holes into
these etocldngs, by making
them of the strongest, long-
fibre cotton, specially twisted
and tested for durability, with
a three-ply heel and toe, And
double leg. Buy BusterBrown
Stocicingu for your boys and
save hours and hours of dam-
ing.

4
Your dealer can supply you with Buster Brown

Stockia2gs for your bons Colors-Blaclc and Leather
Shade Tan. Cost no more than the stockings that "1rub
right into holes."
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MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONT.
MA makera of the. c.lebrat.d "Littie Daring" and

'Little Daiay" Hoawery for Infants and Children y

as

Don't you see how thcy marcii?
Don't you hear how they sing?

As horneward they're faring;
Faitbhfully daring;

Tiiey'll filht to -the death
For the flkg and the. King.

Thepride of our race
And the, hope o1 our land;

The. guarda of the, frccdom
Thot hallows the. Strandl;

At our hionor's behest
They are up and away;

Tii, boys are the. boys
For the, heart of the. fray.

Ciiorus-Don't you sce, &c.

Tiicy fear not the. Hun
In the aharn, of bis rnight

For stronger tiian ail
la the. atrength of the right.

In the folda of thei. kg
Flying over each seai

Tiiey reail once again
How the. free are the, fre.

Ciiorus-Doz't you se, &o.

Then iiere's to the. boys,
Glad and gay as they go,

The. King in each beart
Andl each face to the. foe.

Let us hail tiieni &gain
As they rnarch on the, way

With the. true British cheer
0f a uip 1uhp! Hurrah 1!

Choru-Don't you see, &e,

Jock's Orders

(Fron a Scotch Exehange.)

(As the. train slowly left the. station
it was followed by the tea.r-stained eyes
of a woman, who ahouteil to ber son-
"Jock! ye'll dae yer bitl")

Tii. Sportan spirit dict not die,
It lives in Scotland yet,

And rings out iu that rnother's cry-
"Jock! ye'l dae yer bit"

No golil to swell "Tii. Fund" she had,
No leisure, aocks to knit;

She gave the. King ber only lad-
"Jock 1 Ye'1ldae yer bit!"»,

On Frane's fielâs, on Belgia's plain,
"Twill give bu added grit

To hear, in dreame, that cry again-
"Jock! ye'll dae yer bit!'>

The lonely rnotber's deadliy fears
Iler soul with anguiah aomit,

But spirit triumphied over tears-
"Jock! ye'll dae yer bit!»

Saddler or trench-mn War's wild heil,
Where buflets whine and spit.

'Twill ring above the burating shel-
"Jock! ye'll dae yet bit!"

God speed the. heur-his duty don-
When by the lire he'Il ait

And tel ber bow "The Day"' was wonl
Mhen Britain did ber bit.

Ho, laggaa-de! Don't you bear the cail?
How wiIl you anawer it?

Your mother country needs you al-
Roll up, and 'klae yer bit"!
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