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The Poet's Corner.
The Cali of "Horne."

(NOTE.-Written for " The Farmer's Advocate - on
New Year's Day, hy the îîoted dramatic singer and
reciter whose nime îg subsciibed below. Rentiers will
hi, interested to know that he is nt ouly au actor and
peet. but alan, a farmer, huving purchased a tarin some
yeurs ago iii MIencarrv Co., Onturio. On the stage he
waa connected with the late Sir Hlenry Irvinîg Co.-
EDITOR.]

W~hen yoîîi'i-o ioýiiîiig, rouriiîg, rattliiig aroumiid the
cities of toarh

Do yon ev'er heur the gentie "cais ' u hme
WVhen the special - lifta you ee nra(igidst

,JouLveet irraaaogudst
Jiit wvil\,- itmavchanice yoo have, te roumi.

Whent the "fotih glure Giurns 1ou, and "last
cirtu iil '* etnds yooir show, "

Aiid 3011 pitsa inttu the, silence- ,t tii- night,
Doni't thev creep iito, yomir air,

The "cula '' %(on hlId -odoe
Uuiî't you sec afilr yoo littiehousedlht

Ah. tlit ca.iliig. culliîtg, calliiîg tîoîîî the deur oid
horre afur

l)ou't it î>îll yîor heart ti itg, tighit and mnake thexît
ache?1

Doui 't i t set yrbruin agoligilig,
Doui't it fi ýoîmr s-,il ,ith tiging,
Doni't y-oLiN\wsh thut yoot had \\iigs fori iLs dear 8uke?

Ah, umid Lte whirl and toînil,l 1110 te, biu.tie and tle
rosht,

1 eau otteit heur the lowilig (f i- kit-,
And iii faîîcy love to trace euach sinTîýpe geîitlu faic,

Weuding homeit ut ,eIlntide ii soleiti iîIe.
Aîîd I heur v h,,rses ý\îîu h-eî 1 shake the nid

oat paîl.
And "lie'th,- most roguish aîtd incet leur,

Knows \%,11 theîe,'s nu, resistilig
Himi atietaseia itn,

When bis velveýt miuzzle gelitly Tubs iuy ear.

Ah, the eialling, Lalliîig. cafing, as yoîi wunder home
ut night-

Don't it pull vour heurt striîtgg tight and make thein
ache!?

flou't it sot yo'ur brair, agnuiging.
Don't it fill your soul with 1,ioginig,
Don't it wring youi hertotil it'e, like, tO break?

RUERT 'MARt.
Philudelphia.

New Year's Day.

* *

Medals.
Not for me the pruise of nations,

Net for me the extra risk.
Far bceond aIl decorations.

1 wi hold uiy nid red diac.
I sahf do as yout may bld me,

If Youi wpar a strie or two.
But thisl "Uloryastuftel can't kid me,

It I briug the nid disc thro'.

litThe Ration Party."
What is it inakes us curse and swear,
Our Non-coms madly to declare,
We are a grousing, no gond lot,
Aiways behind, ne'er on the dot,
Ever jutent on fillinz their lite
With every kind of ¶itter sitrife,
That cornes froin a Sergeant-M.Najor gand,
The terror anîd chief of the Non. Co.m. band?

'The Ration Party."
What makes us groan and freely sweat,
Our ciothes and rifles dirty eet,
Our backbonesn uearly break in two,
Our shins to bruise all black and blue,
Through falljng down by rough tough luck,
Lu hors~ ail f ui 1ut fllthy muck,
Wheu with the rations we're borne down?
le it a wonder that we frowsn,
When they sbout out, "You, Private Brown,
Turn out at once, your naine îa down

"For Ration Party."
Why do they always turu us out

te930pn or theýreabout,
To wuit t iiéiight ut the dump,
lui terror of sheilse aud things that jump,
Like bullets, ir Tain thiat soaks you, wet through,
Wheu you migfit have kept dry and in safety, ton,
Ilad a quiet aleep, or a two hours' sinoke?
To leave a warm dug.out, then'a, far pat a joke,

"For Ration Party."
Why is it the guy with the strougest back,
Insista on taking the liglitest sack,
And rushes in front to muke the trench,
WVhÎle to keep in touch your limbs yen wreuch,
In falling over rugged trucks?
Is it a wonder your lauguage lacks
The polieh it bans in Society's light!
1 tell you it's hard to be merry and brighit

"On Ratiou Purty."
When do we curse moat the bright "star sheil
And wish we were home, away frin this heil;
When a move iii that light might be your last,
Aud leave your îdentity disc to be classed,
Amoîîgst the woonded, missing, or slain,
If that much the Hun allowed to remain,
0f yvur wrecked frame if hit by a sheil.
Aud leave other lîps the tale to tell

"0f the Ration Party."

Up and Down.
Where suiipers snipe, and buliets ?ipe,

With a " wheep "-ing note o erhead;
Where whizzbangs thud -in liard-packed mud,

With a flash of vicious red,
W'here atar-flares anar, trench-morturs roar,

And shrapnel splintera whine ,
We*re buay then, we Signal men,

There's trouble lup the hune.
Where cropa still grow we snîdiera go,

For a " REST - Once in a while.
Parades all day, no aigns of pay,

It's hard to raise a smile.
Where men must scruib, poliah and rub,

Their boots and buttons shinie;
We're busy then, we Signal mnen.

There's trouble DO-N the Iine.
SM'PItu R. K. LANCASTE]R.

J ULY 1918.


