
The King's review!—but what's the use?
He tried to see us throujfh tiie juice;
For love of Mike, just cut us loose,

And we'll review the Kaiser.

II' this is war, then roll on peace,
(five us the chickens, i-ows and «jreese,

The dear old farn», sans mud, sans grease.
You see, we're growiiif,^ wiser.

Within an old cathedral dim.
We thoujrht we'd sing an old world hvmn,
Where ages long, folks worshipped iTim,

Their father's (Jod on high, sir.

Our church is no cathedral rare,
We find it in (Jod's open air:
Hut in the mud and rain we dare

Ask Him for strength to die, sir.

So, with the mud we'll take our chance
And hope for \wUov luck in France,
And save our grouch: some dav perchance

We'll slip it to the F\aiser.
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