
Oma ; from the Trenches

OBOROE DOTTRIDGE

I

Staml tr>! for Moi-riiiijj in fhf Tnricli of N'ijrht

litis fliiDff his Sfarshtll. puttiiipr Starn to Klittlit.

And lo I tlif Siiifcarif with thf Hum is conif.

"Slaiul «lo\vn and post I)ay-s 'ntrit-s now." " All riglit

Dn-ainiiig whtn Starshclls t'liittftfd thro" th.- Sky
I heaid a N'oici oiitHJdp the I)u>foiit i-ry -.

"Awakf. my little one. it's two oi-lock."

Sadly I cnioiifd "Thy Sentinel am 1."

Ill

And at the "Stand down." those who stood outside

The Dnjront. waiting. "(Jet a move on." cried.

"Vou know how little while we have to stay,

\Mfr Woikinjr Parties threaten~>»et inside "

Winter indeed has pone v, itli all her Snows
Ajid last week V Fifteen Francs wliei'e. no one knc^vs.

Hut still our Rum its W,;'-iiitli ;ind PIcMsiire yields

And still the "Stokes" its fre(|iient inortai- throws

VI

And Fritz'.H boit is shot: hut asinine

Fool-hluffinp newspapers with "Whine. Uhine. Whine I

Ach Rhine!" The Taneiihlatt cries to i)i>or Frit/..

That yellow ("heek of his to ii.caniadiiie.


