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A JUST-SO STORY-con id.

could make sudh a fine village with ail its-
vantages in the way of canmouflage, and s
important. And what do you think, Best Be
made up their nînds to do? Why, they det
hold a weekly inarket, -and so get a pull o
other flue villages that had nleyer thought o
so grand.

So they told ahl their friends, and the day
for the first miarket to be hcld. ,But everyoi
appointed, for the nmarket was a complete waý
Beloved. For-il-y-avait des bêtes «une seule
la journee dans le marche ; and so'the.ý
Bethumie.

But what's that-you don't know whiat ti
Well, neither do10 , Best Beloved ; but thai
happcned ail thc saine.

The Cradie Snatche
When I was a child, I thoughit as a child,1

child, I acted as a'child; but since I have Pi
civvy ýclothes I arn rushing a child.

.THERE îs a lady in our town,
She asa little store,

She bhas a daughter Djoris,
Just thirteen years-no, more.
'Tis there the troops buy tea and £,
Ail on accounit of lier,
And smile around to sec the, child
Witli frankincense and myrrh:

Trhe artillery, the infanitry,
The engineers, the dudes--
Trhe flying bunch, the medicals,
Who know the best of foods;
The transport guys and others,
In waves, or forming fours,
And Doris puts on olden airs
Tro pleas-P lier army corps.

Love chanïéth not ; 'twas ever thi
Trhe world just loves a lover-
Trheir. grcatest stratcgy is flrst
To get in riglit with nîuvver.
Since tea and sugar are $0 scarce,
And other tbinigs are dear,
SIc slides tlIc prices on light teas
She is a profiteer.

Trhe yard is clcarcd for action now
With barrels, clothes-lines gone,
And rusticchairs and tabl es there
Appear upon a lawn;
Withi fricndly ferns and paper palir
WVlie Dorisý makes bier bowers,
,She serves the patrons and they slij
Jewellery, candy, flowers.

They ask lier to the mnovies,
Or a partyto the show,
But muvver needs lier iii the trade
She canno t let lier go.
Should one get sore and turai lier
Hc nieyer would be mnissed,
'Cause Doris lias some tliousanà$ n
Upon lier waitinig list.

11 .XNimSON, Canadian.
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To a Pugilist.
YJOU'VE been in thc prize ring, they tell nie,V ou've lad many a grnelling bout,
You'vc strnggled and fouglit witli neyer a thought

0f the end, be it sponge or knock-out;
Vou've stood knec to knee with the quarry,

Swapping blows till you feit like to drop;
But telli ie, (ild boy, jnst a word on the sly,:

.Have you ever been over the top?

ril-out, DCST You'l1 know whiat it is then to conquer-
ment toute The joy ini a job that's well done,
rcalled it Wlien you've stood out to win, and your glove meets ,-

the chiîî,
,îat nieans ? And the cheçrs answcr back that you've won;

is hw itBut say, have you ever been out there,

W. J R. Wlhere it's bulles, îlot cheers, that you stop,
\V. J R.In that hideous dreain whierc tbe deadly sheils secam-

Have youà ever been over the top?

.rs. Have you stood day by day iii the trenches,
spake as a Whiere the lhell-blast of shells ringcd vonu round?

ut away rny Have yon stood in the xnud, have you sînieit the life-blood
0f your mates as they writlie on the ground?.

Can you sec that poor chap on the strcterui-
As you croncli where the sheil-fragînents drop

Cail you sec his pale face-arc you taking his place?
Have you ever been over the top ?

akes,
If yon haven't, then. son, you'*t îot lived, yet-

Von don.'t knlow the motive of strife,
Where there's just one condition ini a war of attrition~

And that's yonrs or the other cbap's life;
As yon stand in that bleak desolation,

And it wrings your hc 'art's blood drop by drop,
Vou'll know theni what's thrilling, the joy tbere's in

killing,
The day you go over the top.

JOiE SULr,1VAN

is;

The Soldier of Fortune.
W IIEN I thix0ç of the mnai I inighit have beeîî,

And the titgs I have left ilindoie,
The wasted years, the profltless life,_

Trhe honours I might have won;

When I think of the girl I loved and lost,
And the happiness that miiglit hiave been ours.-

'5 0 Cod ! it hurts Nvith a stinging pain
Thlrotugl thc lonig, dark, drcary hours.

p lier
71 ~A Knlighit of the RoadJ, King Wanderlust-

A dreainer, idie and free;
But the dreamns are tho6se of -what ight hiave bceil

If the future we only could sec.

down, Anid l'il go through life wîth a song on iny lips,
Witli a good fellowship grip of the hand;

0W But in My hcart there will be the ache
For the Home in the distant Land.

Entgiin.eirs. C. H. 1IuRKmAN, 931436.


