
XLIX

For ill and out. Jibovc, about. below.
'Tis notliitiP l>ut a wifked Fireworks show.
A 11(1 now and tlu'ii you K<'t a ciiaiu'e to slioot,—

V

on fan 't see anything to shoot at . thoujyh. p

Poor Frifzie has no Ri>;ht to Ayes or Noes.
Hut Kast or West as rules tiie Kaiser, jyoes

:

Me jrives his life for Willie's vanity.
And knows if all the Time—vou bet he knows.

I.I

The Workiiiff Party toils—when one Job's done.
Starts on another, which is searee befrun.

Ere rushes up a different Kiipineer,
And takes the Party elsewhen— it's jjreat Fun.

Lit

To thai eiiibraeing: Thread they call barbed wire.
I've fjot to own I never did aspire.
Von wind it round some Stakes in Xo .Man's Land,

And Fritzie gets you with Maehine (Jun fire.

uri

<»f iSeljrian Cliiy we built a Parapet.
The Hel^ian Rain eanie down and we pot wet.
Soon after eaitie the burning Melgiaii Sun.

And we supfilied the honest liritish Sweat.

uv
I tell thee this—in making out the Pill.

Don't think it's ail eorrect and fair until
All Prussiaiiism's dead. Von Pi.ssinp liuiif.'.

And others punished who eoiispired the ill.

LV

The Ilnn hath shot his bolt—and little doubt
It hurts his Vanity—well, let him shout;
He's got to take up Waiting onee again.

But not in Britain—we ean do without.


