A friend of The Sun
print “a poem by Ouida
{ening of Britain.’” !
in the London Times,
Its text fails. to be ‘diseo
tensive search of the werge
but we find it given In-a ;
Ouida, Louise Rame, or, as she p
torily directed . her
Tauchnits, to address her, De I
that issued a year or
house of Duffield in ﬁh: m&‘n‘
lines and the circumstances .
upon their composition and
are interesting enough to accoun
production at this time wm
comment.
Quida was an unw
and something of a-
letters were brief, and M
[called snappy.’ She said a' g
few words. In' August; 18
her pu'bhsher she is “much
ypt”; England is “quite
“a onlv hope ‘she will go
the ‘matter and mn.he Z
there.” Later, again, she
superb swift course of victory”
the campaigns of Alexander: o
{ Incomparable Ouida! 'Was ghe  th,
mistress or the handmaiden of hey abun,

dant vocabulary? : She dm mg 10!
these lines:

“Great England put her nmw g,’ ud
stretched Gt

Her stately limbs to slumber i the sun.

The nations, seeing "then hou”lon' she
slept, )

Communed together, wnd ﬁ “whispers
said:

Lo! She is old and ﬂre&

not know.

And Goneril and Regan,

Mocking " her, eried: ‘Hea;
Her, blood

1s slugpsh and her mted svonf from
out

Of discord and of hate am!dst
But from the East thﬁ!’e m.ﬁ
too loud, 2
As from the West them eqﬁ,e a taunt
too much; ;

1
Her. sisters and her chﬂdten
And crying ‘She is old’ and. ut
Her lands among thémselves, a . par-
11i

celling :
Her honor. Then, lwi!'t a8 3}.{1&.'
flashes

[ From blue -skies, her clume of scorn
fell on them, -« .

And they crouched, like wdm tﬁgt are
o'ermastered, o
England stretched out her ‘hand aad

touched the world— = ¢ -
Enshnd'durose, and spake, and ecalmly
said: A s
Nay} I am mistress stillt?!”.
Thirty-four: years ago Lo

wrote thege lines: - .She lived. to ,wahm
six years.of the Great War.

(London Spcctdbr
Thor draws & Jc‘hcorgl (‘vﬁbt’g

As charging i
The batteries go by.

The gunners lngh about. the task.
That man to man. has gi ;

Like Titans now the guns
And fire the veils of heaven.

Above the'cloud -what lights ure ;leam~

ing?

God’s batteﬁés are ﬁmaa,

Or, souls .of soldiers, homeward stream-

To banguet ‘with their foes
The floods of battle ebb and flo
‘T'he ‘soldiers - to meh

'I‘hcy say that, when th a

And the dying night was vmf;
Harry of England rode the

And led the English v
And bowmen in the ‘bal

The cloth-yard sang upon

And the gray goowfu
Harry of England is awakc,
His archers mind not trench 9?

Beyond the thundeér of the
Beyong, the flaming ' line,
Far from this sky of echoing.
The English valleys 8
The gardens moated in the
By wind and water kissed, -
And dainty girls that Enmm
In sunshine and in mist. . ¢
The floods of battle ebb and tew,
The soldiers. to Valhalla gél

The soldier has his girls to love,
And he has his rum to drink, =
But when the lines of battle move. -
He has little time to.think
Sometimes he win:’ a vieto)
Somewhere the battle ends,
And there the paths of glory He
Where lie the soldier’s friends.
The floods of battle ebb and flow,
¥ | Thhe soldiers to Valhalla gol
nt | The fighting men go.charging. p:i}
With the battle in their eyes, -
|Tf1e fighting men go reeling past
Like gods in poor disguise: =
The glorious -men whom nene. wﬂlleﬁ
¥ No wife or mother more, . +.
Winged with the wings of
| _And helmeted by Thor! =
Above the cloud what lishta aré ‘oum—
rsl ing?
t0 | - God’s batteries are those,
Or souls of soldiers homcwu’d m
ing ;
To banquet with their foeu?

THOSE “WOLVES”

A citizen'who had two h

is { Saturday missed them both on
- | morning, and on Monday
e | them returned—alone. Tt
that they were the “wolves’™

One was shot.
hg | lieved to have gone away on
offa deer. They were kind ang
ng | but ‘they were so’ big and ¢
he | looking that' the average city man |
n- | countering oné in the woods might
h. | mistake them for wild animals & i¢
I | them ‘dangerous. At all®
. | the second dog comes home,
" will decide that his big
“wolf.” ' There are no wol¥i
o | Brunswick so far as is knows,
ers say that the wolf in sunmn
animal which gives man &

“No man should lead &
Declares good Parson }

What would he say to
~Boston T

S

kst



