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The Poet's Corner.

A Soldier's Prayer.
Naw I lay me .lnwn tn aleep,
I pray the Lord my rank to keep;
Grant no suidier tries ta take
Bhoes or socks before I wake.
Wateh o'er and guard my elumber,
Keep my bunk and number;
May na poie or guy rape break
And smother me before I wake.
Protect me in my dream,
)ake it butter, chasse, and cream;

,Letme dream of chocolate cake,
Forgettig not the sirloin steak.
Grant that time may fly on wheeia,
Till I get sorne decent meais.
And that snowy feather bede
Where I long ta iay my head,
And those greasy haif-haked beane,
Take me back in mi demtongt
And forever more l'i be ail right-
Take me back ta that land s0 true,
Where they dan't iîike in mud ail over your shoa
Where the rain starms cease, and na coid wind blows,
Where the ianndries wash and dan't spail your ciothes.
Lard, Thon knawest ail my troubles,
From groing mules to pick and shovais:
Lard, f Tho but take me home,
l'il promise the worid no mare ta roam,
No more ta bcave the aid fireside,
Thangh war mnay wago on every aidei,
l'Il neyer swear, l'Il neyer drink,
Or at fair ladies cast a wink,
But l'Il settie down with a bonnie wife,
To live contentedl ail my iife.
Lard, grant this îny earnest prayer,
Just take me back ta "Anywhere."

Munfitons.
I'd love ta hear the church balls ring,

The way they crashed out years ago:
The yeArs anather George was King

And warships came ta Plymouth fioa.
But halls go by machinery now,

They on y ring for funerals;
The long, low shijs cames siiently

To unk nawn, hidden, grey sea, waiis.

I'd lave ta see my awn true love
Corne radiantly hame ta me.

I ask nu ather treasnre trove
From all the worid or any set.

But t.ruc laves do nat camne again,
Noaw ail the world is caloured grey,

Whiie only hope and dreama remain,
Since aur true 'men have sailed away.

Oh, I shahl hear the church bells ring
The way they crashed out yers ago,

When ail the armies of the Ein
Corne sailing home by Plymo.tih Hoe.

And I shail ses my awn true love
That died in France far front my breast;

IIe'ii march unsean, but I shahl see,
And I shail chear hirn with the rest.

J. B.
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Throngh six short weeks we've biundered,
And basked beneath hie emile.

Thruizh tronbled paths af brnshwood
leédus many a mile.

Most af ns cleared the hurdles,
Superior and rough,

We scalad the ditch and counter-scarp,
And thought we'd called his bluff.

But when uipon the crest we staod,
-Ail eager ta revet,

-We saw hlm, with a long fascine
]3alancing the parapet.

Soins would have crowned hîm then with soda,
Borne would have sand-baggad him,

And sorne were waiiing for relief,
Borne were for sIayinýý hlm.

With a gabion for a halo,
Heasmiled and sweetly said:

"Now boys, we're on the downward grade,"
Away we once more sped.

Be tied us8 into many knota-
Hiasimnie seemed most intent-

And with a fougasse drove us thraugh
Barbed wire antangiamant.

Frorn a machîconlis gallary,
Through an egg-giass in the fluor,

We saw hirn dom g tambour atnuts,
With tubes of bangalora.

He thirty million thirsty meu,
And thrice as many horse,

Rad watarad ere the sun was np,
With une pump-hift sand force.

And when we fondiy hoped ta pause,
Beside a three-flagged streami-

"To-day we buiid soine brnsbwood huts,
And dig a new latrine.

Just place that village in defence,
A gun apaniment there,

And don't forget y aur 10 per cent."ý-
He never turned a hair.

Midst spars and struts and transarna,
And ftalla with C2 strain,

He thrust a tarnpad nT2 charge

Uon our aching brain.
Bis fgres and his forrnuim

Were getting past a joke.
"In tan minutes time we carry on;

Now break off for a eimoke.

Thare's aparados behind you,
I've travarsed bath your flanks;

You know the angle of descent,
Bigh powers can't thin your ranks."

A gain hleseet smiie cheered us,
When a running guy brought, word,

Our one and aniy trestie bridfge
* Lay gun-cottaned in the fard.

The nnmaasured strearn we neade muet cross
The final lap ta win;

But yeu can bet le boomed us a'ar,
On a unciosed biscuit tin.

We've braasted the tapes, rneasuring,
Can stand at esse awbiia,

And though his forniula'a fergot,
Wa'ii not forget hi& srniie.
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