
THE ROAD TO ARRAS 21
tIMIIIUIMMMIUItllUMIUtlMKMIIHMMIIirlMltllll IIMIIMIIIIIM IMtlimiMnmniHIIIIIIIIMMnHlllHIIMIt Nltlllllll

Our hands, our eyes, our lintha, our very lives

If haply we may help ht sinoolh Iheir road.

And serve lo lift them Ihrowjli the shadowed vale

Into the radiance of a brighter day.

To a V. A. D.

jlWINE is a stul)horn pen,

C^ Mine an untutored tongue;

I must depart again,

Leaving our thanks unsung.

But be you well assured

Deep in our hearts we know

All that you have endured,

All that you must forego

—

So thougfi our lips he dumb,

\et may vou learn some day.

In the long time when the world comes

home
All that our hearts would say.
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