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Cubiclces are drivoni off tht' gaI1lory on either side or both,
and illars of earth, at loast 2 feet wide, are left
betw-en aidjacent ouit s Fig. 2, Plate 2 shows plan,
anld iýge. 3,iaod 4 Cetoso typical cubieles, one made
wiith 1 boas d 1,,t props, aîîd the. other close
timbored.
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The Poet's Corner.
R.1. P.
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Sirc you lft, lis. bac;k tý Gouy,
Iu tht. sprint of '17,

We'vo roemm bored you, old timer,
Thoogh away frein os yoo've been.

Truc! yýoo've 'orne. anouigst us sornetinies,
Wîhyoor quaiotly tiited cap,

'And your ilraw%%led and pithy sentence-
Now, onhoyon béave a gap.

Work yoivud ioi yoor religion
Soeîned to bu ho work aIl day,

Do a Iltît work at muai t.imes,
And, thoni %%rk tht.o niglit away.

NoV for you cas io promiotion;
NoV for ns to fathont by

(loess yon did xor bit~ ;,,d then soins!
Shako, old thmer! Shake! Goud -bye!

A.T. ÂAINS'E.

Uines from a Listening Post.
LAI>ll ights Reserved !]

Front the. mouei a feebît. gliiimer;
Where the. diness svouts the. dimmre
As each descendiug star-shell dies away,
Faiutly cornes tht. mea-sure-d raffle.
Of au eus iii dIstanit battu,
Just bcfore the. dawninig of the. day.
But hark! Aniothier ,oind i'ni hearing.
Far off still, but quickly oearing;
1 arn frighteued, and 1 canuot understand-
Ah! No need Vo roase the. others,
'Tis the. host of my dead brothers,
Tht. March Past of the. men of No Man's Land.
For hore, where Huit bas burned and looted,
Math the. gory earth recruited
Thousauds for the. logions of tht. lost:
Set. thein stretching mile on mile,
Noble men in rank and file,
A gbastly griîn retîtinder of the cost.
Stiffly erect with martial read,
Pass on tht. ratîka of living dead,
Glorying in the. sacrifice they made;
They 're marching to their final rest,
To b e with God at Ris behest,
A just rewarding for the. prices Vbe paid.

H. C. BAT£.

The Girl lie Left Behind.
We osed to think bier frivoloos, you know liow parents

art.
A littît. quick Vo set. the faolts and petty flaws that mar
The. girl their son is fond of, and may choose Vo make

lîis wife,
A little ovor-jualous of tlic ont. who'd share bis life.
But tht. girl hoe left behiod him wlien lie bravt.ly

miarc1hcd away,
lias bl ierod into beaoty, that we sue aîîd oued to-day.

8hu %%;i wvith os at the. depot, and we tortied our hacks

And lier cye were sad and ooisty, tliongh sîtu tried hier
.best to entilu;

Thon she pot her amis round mother, and it set.îed te,
tue as tlîough

They jost grew to love each other, for they shamt.d a
oommoon wou.

Now she often conies toi set. us, and it seorns to, me we
id

A lt,,,p of ,ictl oinfort, in tht. girl ho left beliioid.

>[1hus $0 sensible and gentît.," mnother said last niglit
Vo mie;

Tho kiud of girl I've ofte.o wished and prayed bis wife
would be;

Aoid 1 like Vo have bier near os, for shie understaods rny
sighs;

And 1 ses my brave boy smniliog, wlhen 1 look into bier

eyes.Now tht. presence of bis sweetheart seerns to fill our
horne with joy;

$ho's oio longer young and flighty-she's tht. girl whoý
loves our boy.

R.M., 1eV C.E.R.B.

A Motber's Cry.
(Tht. following poem is reprinted bore by kind permis-

sion of tht. author, Miss Reatrice Chase, whose work
lu conot.ctioo with tht. war is well knowu Vo ail.)

My lad, my lad, you miust go wîtb tht. rest,
Aod 1 woold not have you stay;

Bot oh, rny own, who drew at my breast,
Mow will you answer the. terrible test-

How will you keep tht. way?

There are ilîs that are worse, than bullet or blade,
And those are tht. ones 1 dread.

I sbodder Vo thiuk of your dear lirnbs tori,
Flesh of rny fiesh, of rny agonies horn;

But what I rnost dread is not steel or lead,
But your virgin soul fort.sworn.

Rleart of rny beart, 1 would sooner you dt.ad,
Than borne to me rnairned of soul:

Ravaged and marred by that terrible tbing,
That is dt.ath in life, and life's worst sting.

Oh, rny boy.. .. .. .. cone back Vo me whole.

Reinember, your mother was once a girl.
Oh, son, what would yon have tbought

If yoo kuew that sorne man bad wrougft bier s"me>
And withered lier youth witb bis fiecry flamne,

And upon bier sucb woe had brought?
Sou, remember, these girls were innocent once-

Dare you further their seulIs defame?
Yeu canuot-- ou rnay not do this thing!

IV is deatb in hie; 1V 18 life's worst stlng;
And tht. price you pay is...........everythingz.
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