
The links still bravely singing fly, 
Scarce heard amidst the guns below. 
We are the dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
L'wed and were loved, and now we lie 

in Flanders’ helds.

Take up our quarrel w ith the foe,
To you from falling hands we threw 
The Torch—be yours to hold it high;

We shall r,ot sleep though poppies grow 
In Flanders' fields.

In Flanders’Fields

N Flanders’ fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row,

Colonel John MeCrea
of (fuetph, Cnnntln

Now serving» in France

VOTE UNION GOVERNMENT
r:'r==rr' r 1 —— —------- »

1 .sued by the Un-on Government Publicity Bureau. 47 Sla er St., Ottawa 
Modern Press Print.


