
ApRir, 1918. THE CANADIAN SAPPER.

Decimation.The' Poet's Corner.
Ten little Fritzies going -àp the line,

One stepped cii a live grenade,
Then there Nvere rune.The Simple Sapper.

You never hear of us, I know, Nirie little Fritzip,ý., iii No _Nlan's Land boo late,

For we are only sappers: One walked into our night patrol,

No stars upon our shoulders glow, Then there, were eigl,)t.
To dazzIc little flappers. Eight little Fritzies saw a plane near lieavoii,,

We sleep on good old beaver boards, Pilot dropped a bonih on one,
Then theýe were seven.

With trestles two tbereunder;
Our spacious hut a breeze affords, Seven little Frit;,ies, a bit of trench to fi\,

:M That oiteu makes us wonder One showed bis head too inuch,
Then there were six.

If we are not in Arctic zones, -in the war they strive,Six little Fritzies, to ,N
With Captai.ù Scott or Peary;

Ambition niade one take a chance,
The boys &H more in divers tones,,

As ones who are qqite weary. Then there were fîve.

Five little Fritzies joined the Ylving Corps,
We ýshine froiu morn till clewy eve- Archips twiibled one to earth,

These words are quite Miltonie-- Then there -were four.
They sometimes eýven give us leave, Four little Fritzies observing from a, tree,

A thing that isn't chronie.
One tried sonie nionkey tricks,

However, we &Il carry on, Then there were three.

For even wars'have endings, Threc little Fritzies eacli sailing in a
Till then our souls will be in pawn, One boat tangled in a net,

The fax-flung line defending. Then there were two.

Andý wben we die at home in bed, Two little Fritzies scouting round for fun,

By grateful friends Burrounded, One got the Iron.Ciross, the other-

ThO111 Cali ÈS &ave, heroic dead, lie got doue.
And býaqethe Il Last post ', sounded. Onelittle Fritzie, bosom friends ail deadi

For We ha ve aoue our. bit, yon- ýn1ow, Began to study Eultur,
aà Now he's off his bead.

At white-ýwe;zh arid Më"-hopping.
1 guege it's time for me to go;,

.ý3y Jove! The Army's topping. Now, dear readerg, that &R occurred in the,

wo ýÉXTCHUM, julq. short space of ten monthB practically one Ilun
per mônth. According to. our special coma-,
pondent, there are exactly 8,987;386 Boches-

;us. We May bemathematically, certain,.

Buçk Up. therefore, that the. war will end in 8,987',886

YQU'é 8l,à4 ci, ýthé Me ? Well, now tbat'is a months. We underntand that tbere are a few
P. T. Tn8tMctoýs, àdclitional, but we may aiecount
theria, m there will be no one, te - Rouna,îne

OUJ,-ë y0Ungý 4nâ YQU're bt&vùl and ýog'te
dôub1e.'ý I tbdùm be very- pleawa to get the

ws of 'My rendors. on thiï. eubject.
'Tùý'Ve bBà. a MW ? l'knôiwl but dont

ý.':,B'é*ee4o.,your dàamd.,ést. and fight,
Çomf<)Etl and gý0d sèrVice -are

tl*t V Il îwin tho the three essentàla érÀe requires whon sway

Bo doq't be a, p*6 étal ",a-. and thm. 2&el undintingly -P«WKW
. Il' le the gueste at thek Bay. »oW; !fWord. : Goný:ý.UP grit 1, it, la èmyto quitýruid YýUr

lira the "Miently , close to.. ma aùd. statio1iý, it it
a 'delightfia retreaA feý bueum men,. oerffl
n", and famiii« 06t:=, mason01 th0:Yç*ý.


