
So eovw I my face

That mm •poke well of: jri«l<l mjr duM le diMt.

Auk— to lhr« mKm, Mvtk to rad Mrtik. Y«t
R^ Mill uiui««pint brood
About th« aiMdowy Rood.
Whkk ajrw of pur* md good raport may traeo.

But mrold no ebain for mas
No harah "Hk Jaeat" raiaa. no eanoUpk
Of waarjr bronia. Mamory my apitapn

Of Lovalinaaa aublima

Dafyinc Daath and Tima
Shall blaion on man'a kaarta .nally.

Cawtekui itallen.

TO A BELGIAN BOY

So thay*''a broV.< rour quaint little home in bita;

Tramplat jur checker- '.>oard garden to mud;
Where yi ur tiny ...air stood, now a big gun Mta.

But it aneera at porridge, and bellowa for blood.

Smadied u the fine blue plate of Delft

That Uitfcv to rett on the ingle-ahelf;

''nd the oM copper coffee-pot ahinea no more
U\ the glint of the sun throu^ the open door.

When die "bon papa" hurried away that day,

Dropping his blouse and his old "sabots,"

You straight pidied them up in your manly way,

Aa you pi Iced up his jobs, and all "ces choses"

Which you knew he'd to drop for other work
Which wouldn't wait, so you didn't shirk.

But flung out your chest as a good boy should.

And milked the old cow and chopped the wood.


