
Your nt'iKhbour. he; yt-t. not thi- sum*-.

He who bi'holds what \oii iii-'tT ran—

Nitlhts of liorce thunder, the blaek shanie

And horror of the hate of man

—

There, in Flanders.

Still before his <iuiet eyes.

Till old a^e upon him creep.

Visions of the deaii ari-e.

Those who sleep their latest sleep

—

There, in Flanders.

Comrades of the ehar^'injr line,

Sharers of the desperate day;

If he hear no word of thine

'Tia that his heart is far away—
There, in Flanders.
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