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In the Fighting Top
By Tom MacInnis

There's a grim quiver thro' the air:
Look eut,

Yen up there on the must 1
Par and wide

Over the dancing waves of danger,
Say, are they coniing at last?

Aye, at last 1
Onward to battie,

They corne,
The Huns.
Crash!

Now for the leaping flash,
And the long-throated thunder of the guxis!
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Yonder there,
Wbere se long they were a-hiding,

Tbro' the grey niist gliing
Ail in sight!1

Stript for action baire
To the Une!

Clearer now, and nearer,
Booning,.
Fuzmng,

Rushing te the fight,
0, fine!1

Over the dancing waves of danger
How they drive!
Eager in their anger to begin
They think te win
By one collosal victory,

The sesal
They seem te be

Alive!1
B~ach moment teils:

Sheila!
Here, there, everywhere,

Âcross the heaving bitterneu
They rip and whine and richochet.

Blheil!
Screaniing as they corne at us,
Screanuing as they pas,

To smash!
NOW, POU, Up there,

Beware the smoor e' the poison wreath!
Beware!

The boit of dragors darting overhead,
And the dooming monsters nosing underaesth 1

Thud - thud - thud -

We're in it now; the flglit îs on!
Steel-ript,
Flame-tipt,

Look, thcre's one already gene!
Split asunder

Plunging under
Into blue oblivîon.

Now, lire away, my ftghtîng-top!
Your turn lias corne!

We 're nîgh enougli for the littie ones
To reach and drop

'The Huns.
We '1 do them dead with the spatter of lead

And the spit of eux' littie artiilery!1
While the big ones down below!

Bo thud, thud, thudl
But, 0, that sxnashing below!

Shrieks and greans!1
And the dcks are slimy wîth blood
While stark bits of fleuli and bones

Slip senseless in the sea!
Bloodi

But whnt care we?
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Higli up, with our littie artiilery
We have eur part te, play;

Be, fire away, my flghting top!
Hard hit, we know,
We soon May go;

Already the mast begins te sway;
But lire, away and do tbem dead-
Do them. dead until we drop

Srnacklng in the sea!
Maskee!1

Acreus the heaving bitterness,
Pighting yet we cali te death-

And this îs life!1
Life te, the final stress!1

O, we are toppli.ng gods, ne less,
Battling hell!1

In the feel of eternal lite, ne legs,
Laughing at heu!
Tho' now, fer us

Vast in eue lightuEng moment of cellapse
AU time may blast itself te nothinguess.
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