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The ton littie gamins danive
eý'stajic-ajy lipon thle bank, -wav-
ing thoir shirts and shrillilng .
liruln! A. Berlii"

The ancient Gaul props himself
up1 agý,aina8t theo pie-b)aldl CW 111d
shakos hi. iacient head. -C'est
1a guer e,'h raa

The deaerted RZiditig-Malster'
daminn his oye. and blesses hi.

solfor a Iow moments; then
sighis resignedly, tokes a cigar-
ette frein his cap) iing, lights it
ai wnaddles off towards the vil-
lage ld bis favorite -estamli'

net "Eataner~lu"Pin h

TUE SONG OF TULE TYPE-
WRITER

1 tell maznkind of toil and speed,
0f worry a21d of 8trifO,

My song is dear to thome vue lead
Our m~odern, breathiesa li.

Take IID our quarrel wltb the fo.!
To yeu fromn fallig bands we throw
The. torch. Be yours ta hold It high!
Il ye break failli wlth us wba die
We sb.all net sleeP, tbeiigb poppies

grow
In Flanders fields.

AMERICA'8 ANSWKR

By R. W. Lillard
(Written after the. iI&th of Uiut.
col. McCrae, autbor of "In Flsu4oers
Fields," and printd i The New

York Eveuing Post).
Rest y@ in peace, ye Flander, dead.
The flglit titat ye se bravely l.4
We've token up. And we wUll ke.p
True fati with you wlio lie usleep
Witii each a cross te mark his b.d.
And popples blowing ov.rli.ad,
Where Once his awn lite blood ma

Se, let your roat be sweet and deep
In Flanders fie1d..

Fear not tiat 7e ave 41.4 fornughit.
The. torch y. threw ta us we caut.
Ton million hands will hold It higk.
And Fremdom's Ulit shail never die!
We've learned the luisou fiat y.

tauglit
In Flauders f1elda.


