
To some .9aqadIoîi2 WC 1Ênow.

By Sergt. Brû,wn, T. Officer.

We are &ver hiere 'Ln Beigium,
VWth our face towards the Hluns,

Dc,,ng our bit for the Empire,
Like ail true British sons.

We have lef t our homes anid ,oved orles,
Winch to a man means al

Between your puffs of ha,çcer,
Then, youý would say whien lie had gonle,,

1-iTak Gud! 1 was not a SLACKER.
By onew in khaki, janluary lô, 1916.

WIe Ieuiýnii garçidian,

('Tun-e "Tipperary").

From ont the "Rabbit burrows" od the
Allies' battie front,

Ini uizher words-the trenches-wherc
he's bottine the heaviest hrunt,

A Soldier, scarred and plaster'ed, çoime
f rom onut the battle storm!i

And thougli he's sore and tired, loves
tca fee~l he's gaing homre.

Choi


