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THE EMPIRE.

Albert Wm. Drummond.

What hast thou done reat Empire
Ihat bound thy sons to thee

From I S East and We
From 1 the

I'l ed at tl iddin

But not fo he lo

Bu 1 land sotled

Did vl ht atone

Deed h 1 ecat Empir

And we blush | le

Deeds h | ¢ I

A\nd with pride our bosom

I'he noblest deed of the age
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DEDICATION.

n arms—be

uis little book I dedicate to all my comrades
they on land or sea—and to the men of the various

Ambulance Units, and Stretcher-bearer

For have we not played our part,
\Il one in the bloody fray,
Shoulder to shoulder, blade to blade
Helping to gain the day?
Some lie beneath the sod,
Gallant and true they died,
All for the common cause,
Helping to stem the tide
Never can we forget,
Never can we repay
T'he debt we owe to the lads below,

Who fell in the bloody fray

We have shared cach other' oubles, we have borne each other’s
burdens, we have shared each other's box of good things from the
homeland, we have caten cach other's cake, we have read each
other's bool ued, we have fought, we have mad:
peace again, but n . did v deviate from 1l purpose te

We set our hand with a1 promise,

An oath that we ne'er could hreal

pared, after the d of final reckoning, after

l'o those

our enemies ar nquished,

When the battle flags are furled,

\nd the drums have ceased to rol

part b let us keep in touch with each other ; let
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wir the cller—also cement

ship: friendship towards each other

bond of common friend

and friendship towards those
who have lost

s near and dear

il that wa
Empire, from ocean to ocean

to them. May our whole

Wear her ** Weeds of Peace '

In gratitude

nd prayer,
Remembering all her gallant son
\Who did the burden bear

Great Empire ! wear thy ** Weeds ol Peace,
For glorious is their name
I'hey died for thee w Or A cause

Do thou their worth proclaim.

AW.D.
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THE MOTHERLAND.

Hear, my sons, the drums of wa
I am seeking vou afar
Rally ! rally ! here to-day

Though blood-red the price we p

Hear, my sons, the calling pipe
‘Tis a stain they seek to wipe,
Calling, calling, from afar

Rolling drums and pipes of war

Yours, my sons, a freeman’s pride !
Rally, rally to my side!
Rally, rally round to-day !

hough blood-red the price we p

o

"ANADA.

\ «
W we rallied yund to-day
e have claimed in our that |
Ihough blood be the price we pa
W Ve COMI 1 the West, our mothe
From the frozen land and the snow,
W ad | thy biddir
| I tl ) 0
R ng drums! drums o
Still 'm calling you af
I rally here to-d
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AUSTRALIA.

We have rallied, and we're coming,
By thy side we stand to-day,

I'o help wipe the stain, though the price, we know
May be blood that we have to pay

We are by thy side, we are ready
Lead on, that the foe may feel

ind to know thy mig

I'he weight of thy hand

When thy sons stand behind thy steel

Rolling drums ! drums of war!

calling far

Calling, calli

Rally round me here to-day!

Bloody is the price we pa

SOUTH AFRICA.

We heard 0 1
For part of the Empire are we

Cle the waves o ean
We a oming to-day « the s¢

I d m I v 1,
Lt on! we are her hy side,

A\ hi lon ith thy lard
No 1 " e our pride
D I i
Calling stalw men to war,

Rally round me to-day !

the fray

Bloodier
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INDIA.

Hark the call of th

great white King !

ons to=day !

Calling his

Stand we aside in his hour of need ?

For blood is the price they pay
We come

Million
We stand

to thy side, great Sahib,

of men for the fray

"neath the flag

lead on! lead on!
Though blood be the

we pay

Still the drum ( 1

Rolling dru ws of war!
We. thy: sons. Hiv sl
Rallying round the our pride




RHYMES OF A HUT-DWELLER 1

MOTHER.

He sees her standing as he left

I'hat day he went away ;

He sees the tear that dimmed her eve,
He seems to hear her say,
My boy ! myv boy ! my soldier lad
My own across the sea!

I pray to God that He may send

Fhee fely back to mie

He sees her knecling by her bed,
With hands clasped and in prayer
\ prayer for him, far, far from home,

I'hat God may keep and spare

Iis then he or 1gain becomes
A child upon her breast

His head close to her bosom lies,
Wit le arms he's pressed

He hears her singi soft and low
I'hat old swe thy

It soothes him there ami screech
Of shells that p on high.

Could he but from his dream pass on
I'o childhoo!" happy Four

\nd Tiv " one happy day,
With mother "mid 1 tlowers !

\ her \ hou art
Ne¢ e hat earnest pr r

G | | I I at thy br

May need it over ther

May need thy prayer amild the ro.
Of battle, and the pain

May lighter seem if he | hear
Fhat dear sweet voice ain
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When on the field of death he lies,
What name steals to his mind

No one can stop his anguished cry,

His wounds they only bind
hen his poor soul with anguish torn

Can find no word, no other

Name hall so sweet as that one word,

My Mother ! God, my Mother!
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THE DEFENCE OF PARIS.
Crossing the sea o Frion
Boldly we did adviance
Snatching the barest chance,

Never surrender
Back to Paris we came,
Back 1o the bank of Seine,
With all our warlike train
All our provendes
Gone was poor Belgium’'s cou
IFallen had many a fort,
\1l for Kaiser'
N did quiver
Skirmishing da d
I'ry to oppose the w
Men on the field «
Capture them ney
Near La Belle | e's p
Feutons we did deride,
No ransom to provide
Joffre commandi
I'hrow the base tyrant back
Let but one man ¢'er slack
F'urn, turn within vour tracl
Paris defending
F'urn, trn, my
Sir John did sav o then
I'ho’ we he one to ten
Be not amazed
We have not yet begun,
Battles are to be won,
Unfurl before the sun
L Our flag be raised

—
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Victory or death,” said he, /

Capture Von Kluek for me
Let yours the honour b
Britain esteem me
Victors we must remain
Or on the earth be slain,
Never would she sustain

Loss to redeem me

Mons and the Marne tel
When most our pride did sw
Belore our charge

Wounded and dyin

Gloriot he victory gre

\h! "tw warlike feat

When w 1w Teutons me
Leaving them lving

Biayonet we found they dread
Lancers o inguard led,
Routed they broke and fled

Before our gunning
l'eutons did shake with |
Men bringing up the rea
Saw that the end

Von Kluck wa n

Cannor nnon (
I'he very earth it moaned
As Teuton might atoned

Did the world wonde

Hear that loud noise they make,

Frumpet to trumpet spake, i
\s their proud spirits qualke,

I'hunder to thunder ‘)
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Charge ! charge! my Highlana men,
Cut through their right a lane,
Up! up! at them again,

Strike through their forces.
Forward the Greys did dash,

Men hung to stirrup lash,

Passing just like a flash,

Flew men and horses.

Bayonets did flash and bend,

Was there to be no end,

Could not Von Kluck e'er send
Men to deliver ?

Straight thrust to body went,

Failing their hearts were rent,

Down! down! the tyrants went,

Strong men did quiver.

I'he battle is not won,

"Tis only but begun,

Ah, now they break and run,
Did we o’erwhelm it?

Forward our forces throw,

Give them that final blow,

Strike ! strike ! and lay them low,

Pierced through the helmet

Men through their blood did wade,
I'reading high o'er their dead,
Why did this foe invade,

Who lit the taper?

Ours is a righteous cause,
Now is and always was,
Feach Huns to mind the laws,

Ihat serap of paper !
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THE DUEL oF THE TRENCHES.

Under the glar

Deadlocke

the

"Mid poison gas and ligquid fir
Each for tl

I'l | wl | lil
I'hey hav ith

Wear nd
S

L' |
8] | u

Bu all | tl n
\fter th rthi

\ tl ' "
\fter tl lir

\ t bit
Deatl

U
Dea ked th it

'"Mid bullet, and u cr
u y

I'hen 1 d Ul by
Mai I ar : nd

( r Id | renche

new 1
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THE ATTACK.

Up and at em! over the top!

Faltering not, though the lead be hot,
Giving it to 'em with cold bare steel,
On! though your head and yvour body ree
Charge! with a rush and a rousing cheer
Charge ! till the trench of the foe looms ¢l
Ihen when your hair stands stuff on end
When the twitching muscles jerk and bend

When ve eves are set with a rigid stare

While hate from your irmost soul doth glare,

\When machine guns bark and a loud tattoe

Seems to say, ' Look out, for the next is v
I'here the wail of a man rises up to God
Begging one more chance at the narrow road,
While the star-shells, aiding the early morn
Flash out but to show the dving torn

Mangled and dead, m that bloody rush
I'rampled and kicked in the awful crusl
Kill or be killed. Yes! give 'em hell,
See that your work is done and well
Eighteen inch of the coldest steel,
\ sob, a prayer, and a gurgling
Pinning your man through the breast or o
Here it is either give or take,

Lunging and ripping a way through hell,
Cleaving the path with a fearsome vell

Should madness and hate combined compe

I'his worship of Mars through death t
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THE BATTLEFIELD.

1 stood one day amid the dead,

v batt'e plain

"Twas on
Somewhere in France, on No Man's Land,
Forget it 1 would fain
Bat ah! the poignant memory hang
Forbidding o'er my soul,
For death was present everywher:
Red blood the battle te
I saw the d th, God's owr
Created by His might,
Churned up in heaps and twisted mo
Could T forget the t!
I'he stench of death was ir the a
or dead lay all around
wnd awesome in their sleep

Grotesque
Half buried i he ground

Lest by mischance 1 tread
Upon some shrunken scalp or skull,

\lone amid the dead
Fhe cold wind rustled as it swept,
felt its icy breath,
I neard it whisper as it flew,
'o me it whispered death
\ deadly faintnes cized my soul,
wide,

I tried to throw
Where'er 1 gazed lay ghastly sights,
\II scattered far and wide
\ clenched fist from earthy mound
\ grinning skull close by,
I'he noblest work of God lay still ¢

With gaping sightless eye.

i s R R U 52 D
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I saw corruption everywhere,
I gazed on bloated face,
I'he yielding body of a man
\mid this bloody maz
\ man that oace did laugh and o
Yea! live the same as |
Now lay legs crossed with

Deud, staring to the sky

Some lay alone «o stark I stiff,
Struck down ir inhe flush,

While here and ther motley crov
Had fallen in that rush

One lay alone amid the ud,
A mangle I,

\ letter clu hand,
*My darling wife, I read

But was t I N« harred 11
His rifle is side

L.ay one wl ud crifice
Lay on i nol died

Had died a sacrifice that we
Serene in peace might dwell,

God ! could T e’ r that s
Forget that awful |

| 1l i ir by God
I'hat 1 1l in

Go forth te 1 ent to shed
Blood his fellow-man

| not that 1 I be on o oul
Let war for r o«

I'hat man to man the whole world o'er,

May brothers live in peace

rms wide Nung
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Sav not our loved ones died i in

Upon that battle plain
I'hey died that we might live, achiey
I'hat prize they sought to gain
\ noble purpose spurred them on,
I'o dare, to do, to die,
I'he grandest monument to build,

World-peace. tl stre
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L]
ON THE BANKS OF THE SOMME.
(o 1 1 und ] I ¢
Yes, 1 ‘ nd |
Well, it happened 1
I ne |
My God! | ‘” |
| ort | |
B |
| m i H
| id to | t
Iri bi !
O the
| n
| 1e
/. 'l
|}
| | did «
On tl S t
I halled 1
| nd |
Did Je M
[.eave My G | neatr
I (
&
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Then Zero hour came, lads, we over the brink,
We charged o'er that open before you could wink.
We gained our objective, and held it that day,

For the blood that was spilt old Fritzie did pay

But what was the cost ?
Well now, boys, I think

Blood was the cost

\in't it time for Irink
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KAMARAD | My KAMARAD !

I wonder, yes, 1 wonder if the Kaiser in Berlin,

When the Allies march triumphant through his gates with martial
din

Will throw his arms toward Heaven, eyes rolling and fear mad,

A< he prays and shrieks for mercy
Kamarad ! v Kamarad !
I wonder, ves, 1 wonder if his bosom pals will hear
I'he pleading of their War Lord? will they turn from hi ind
sneer
Will they leave him to our mercy ? broken, weary, and heart
\s he p wd shri f '
Kar ! v K
When we cross the German border hen we march across the lin
With the tyrants falling back 1 beyvond their mighty Rhine
Will they rally 'round their Kaiser nowing that hi

Shrieking, praying, begging merc

Kan 11 ¢ \ d
Kaiser ! when you whine for mercy, think of child frc
torn,
Ihink of all the bloody slaughter—better thou wer't never bor

FFor on that great day of reckoning when thy final doom
When the heavens roll asunder

Kamarad ! will God forget

Let our hearts with steel be hardened to their hypocritic plea

Hark ! our dead they cry for vengeance! hear them calling fron
the sea!

IF'rom the rolling deep it echoes, 'tis the babes who met their fate

When they sanlz the Lusitania

Comrades ! hark! lest we forget
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THE SoLDIER'S TALE.

W\ \chi

¢
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THE GLorIOUS FAILURE.

Had someone blunders

Briton or All
But, as the ages fly,
Men who did de
I'o be remembered by

The Glorious Fail
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THE TRANSPORT.

Lifting her anchor as twilight was deep'ning,
Crossing the ocean to Britain's green strand,
Crowded her rigging and bulwark with brave lads

Fager to d for the old Motherland

Stealing at dusk from the basin that hid her,

Pointing her prow toward a distant shor

Cheers from her main deck, her stern, and her fo'

( ers for the land 1y never 1

Passing von headland she heaved to 1 motion

Ros¢ 1 steed as the hurdle he grazed

Hearts iting proudly with 1 for the futur

Eve I aglow slightl lazed

Ony till onward, e sped through the ace

Bucking a patt i
he cliff

Darir ( le I treacherous mine

Eager eyt training for t of the old |

Echoing songs from afar o'er the sea,

Memories of Nelson a-surging around them,

Heroic Colonials, British and free
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THE CoLoNIAL'S CHALLENGE.

We have heard the call of the battl
I'rom a land across the sea,

I'hat dear old land of our fathers,
I'he land of th: true and free.

We have crossed the sea by the thousand,
l'o fight 'neath the Union Jack .,

We have promised to do our utmost

l'o conquer or ne'er go back.

We fight and we die in the trenches,
We drown 'mid the North Sea's roll

By ‘ever, frost, and tempest,
\nd reck not of the toll

We heard the cail of our Empire,
We face the fire and steel,

For a land laid low by a tyrant foe

I'o save from the **iron keel,”

We have reckoned the cost in the din
I'hat came with the battle's haze,

\s we prayed and longed for the homelin
\nd for Engliad’s primrose ways

But we set our hand with a promise
\n oath that we ne'er could break,

\nd the call came loud as thunder,

hase were the words it spake

I'o my sons, who have crossed the ocean,

* My whelps ol the bulldog breed,
*Your freedom, your birthright is challenged,
* Come forth! 'tis my hour of need.”
We heard, we came at the bidding,

\We answered the call of the blood,
But not for the law of Empire®

But to save by the help of Gad

Conscription,
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l'o save a nation downtrodden
Our honour—that was our bond,

\nd we ne'er shall ce from the struggle

"Till we know that by blood they atoned
I'hen in that day of our reck'ning,
When the nations they crushed shall be {ree,

With vengeance and just retribution,

For innocents 1

the love of battl

I'is not fo

We throw our young lives away
\nd not for the cause of conquest,
But for land once free—but to-d

Despoiled, yea, ravished and bleeding
'Neath the might of Nero's hand

God ! how can thou e'er misjudge our cis
Why, that babe awash on the stranc

Looks up to our lace, cric vengeance
Eyes staring, but the stain

It crimsons the locks and tl

Were their lives to be taken in vain
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THE CoLONIAL’S PRAYER.

Froin land of rolling veldt,

FFram India’s jungle, Queensland’s plai

l'o fight, to conquer once again,
Until oe be quelled

Wi ) I the sea in a 1

Protected by our migl

We saw our comrade s crimson blood,

We tread that ground where they ha

I'o batile for the right

We figl « nation L

| Lay tyrant low

We struggle on “gainst mighty cdds,

Give us the strength, we pray, O God

F'o strike that final blow

I'hen in the hour of darkest peril,
Lest we forget Thy name,

Uphold ous banner, save our land,
Lead us to “ictory by Thy hand,

For Thee alone, not fanu
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WHERE ?

Where the prairies meet with the cle

Where the gray veldt watches the
Where th2 sun glares down on the
Where the monsooa sweeps througl
We have left behind all we loved tl

Be they North or South, be they |

Where the mines lie deep 'neath the

Where torpedo trike with no cha

Where the sea gales sweep and the

JWELLER

ir blue sky,
clouds scud by,
sandy plain,

1 the torrid rain

1 best

nce to save

thousands dis

Where shifting trade winds sob and sigh,

As the billows plunge with their cre

I'o bear us afar from our loved and

Where the air-fleets rise through the

Where the shrapnel shrieks and th
Where a strong man's game is to
Where the guns belch fire and are

There the shades of the past leave y

I'here you only dream of vour lov

sts a-loam,

hor
10

mists of morn,
e flesh is torn,
kill—to kill,
never still

ou ne'er alone,

d and home,
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THE CoLONIAL'S MESSAGE.

'Neath the star-she m on torn No Man’'s Land, a Canadi
oldier la
While a comrade kknelt by his side, as the life-blood ebbed
1w
He heard a whisp oft and low as a tear stole to his ey«
‘] ¢ age, Jack, r me ; just listen ere I die
* There's a hon cad ir and a mother there, that waits for her
dier boy
I 1 only I, 1 was her only jo
I h o sweetheart to mourn for me, when 1 lie beneath the
But I've got a mother, Jack,” he said, ** I've got a mother
God
She! tand to-nig by the little gate, where she stood when
awa
She'll stand and for her boy cturn, she'll stand and wait
t 1y
“ Break it gentl tell her her boy lies dead in a far-off foreig:
land,
You | her know wh 1y, just tell her yvou held my
hand
Jack, pillow hivad on your arm and feel in that pocket o'er
my heart,
*There's a letter there you can give 1o her, and say that 1 did
my part ;
“Say that 1 fou for the Union Jack, say that my heart was
i
* Kiss her for vou break the news, kiss ber for me, won't
vou
W, Jack, unfasten my blouse just so, until my chest lies bare,
* Then place your hand inside—don’t you feel a picture lying there ?
“Jack ! when they lay me beneath the sod, when I take my last
long rest,
* Just cross rms o'er v bosom thus, with the picture o'er my

breast,”
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Slowly the comrade lowered that head, gently he closed the

For the comrade knew that i n othe ept, o'er cach soldi YOy
that die

So he laid the arms across the breast, the picture o'er the heart,

While he muttered a prayer fo oul tl had flown fro lad
whe | done his part
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HeLL's HALF AcRgE.

1 told us we Wi lamin,
We from afar o'er tl ea
Ihat had left our ho nd o kin behir
I'o fight and die in a foreign land
A\nd to set a people fres
Fhe slurs fle 0 nd the t like knive
I'hey lashed like ip pride
Have we pre 1« vorth?  Well, T gue W
For we gave the Tommies the b laugh
"Till they rallied to our sid
On the Relds of Fra where ¢ our own,
Until nothing was left to hold
Where we stuck t¢ I nd « renche )
Where the foe knelt vn on his knees to sue,
Yet we weren't wortl | " they told
ed we 1o have t our snowy shore
I'o die in that foreign land!
We came, did we wait 2 did w hirk ? did we fail
| day of reck'ning will tell the tale
Among heroes et tand
I'hey told we W not worth lanu
Even shouted ** Canadion fakir
We threw the slur right back in their face,
When we

waded knee-deep in our blood, to ra

I'o the charge of ** Hell's Half

\cre

-
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Dip Scotianp FaAIL?

March ! march! ( ere ' Gorde
Forward in order ¢ ( | d
March on! Kin S
I'he I i
( er | :
W .
Regir
Sa
Door t |
Young men « P e forward
Up frae the glen, ver number'’s amazin®,
M
Pipe =skir
& 1
Gettin I Iy 1 he
Let histc tell the 1

Sendin® her sons for the Empire tae dee

b
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THE STRETCHER-BEARERS.

"tis, the work we do
But we do it well;
t o'er No Man's Land,

Staggering ot
Some will never tell

How they cheered a wounded pal

Hovering near the brink,
Fased 1 I v and ch ed hin there,
Only with a drink
Iy tl 1
B lo i
\
n nmn ! (
Iy the | k of
Lift him up !

Carry him with ¢

Hear him n ] 1 ud

Jut we do it
Gathering up the fragments left
Yorn by shot and shel
lase that crimson bandage, lad,
Ah! he suffer

Soi mother on—he's only on¢

\mong the many slain

Bloody 'tis, the work we've done,
Have we done it well

Have we done our duty ther
'Mid the <hot and shell

Did we ever stop to think,
With no weapon near,

When we stood defencelcss—say,

Did we ever fear?
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.
I'HE ViIsIoN,
I iti in the trenche
I w « hty g
For thought were far awa
the fo

| nkin | 1
\nl 1 felt a kinder queer
| | Id
I could b
| | whit |
| Id 1 ! tle v
It ‘ i
B it le y rt rejoi

1 lay 1 hea
In ther
i per chimir
( Mot praye
\ ination
\ in call it tomn rot,
Still 1 heard that gentle whisp

And the prayer my Mother taught
I just down there in my dug-out,
With the shells a-whistling by,
Crouching knee-decp in the water,

Gentle Jesus,” was my cry!

Like a little child 1 cowered

In the mud on bended knee

Blending with that prayer of Mother®

)

** Pity my simplicity,”

_—_—
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I'hink she heard me, |

Kindet et ¢

\nd h

*Suffer me 1o come to Thee

1 stol

r hane ole round 1

mny

hen 1 osaw that little pillo
Where 1 did Ta iy heaa,
By my side the fairest Mother

\1 nelt | 1

\\ | I rapt
I lingi 1y 1a
I'o 1 ith
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MEMoRrY oF Epith CAVELL.

Brave lady ! thou who fell by tyrant hand,
They knew by dying bed thou oft did stand
lo soothe the pain of friend and fe

Fo-day a world doth honour thy | !

I 1 ( is | 1

Wi k to k path of 1 nd wi
\ the cur | |
\ loubly ¢t 11 ( I

B thou did greatly think, and g y
Fo-day a w 1 il I
How ca lerstand thy bosom gored

H n wi ! 11l t

Bra ly 1 n and tell
If crime thou did, it was to love too well
I'c ider and 1«

I'hy one reward to die, 1« Roman'

As thou did die, so may thy murderers fall,
If God there be to rule terrestrial ball
Shot to the death on foreign soil thou laid

enough, swift buller through the he

By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed,

By foreign hands thy sacred limbs composed
In humble grave to lie, and unadorred,
By strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned,

But not without great monuments to tell,

I'he sacrifice thou made—Brave Nurse Caviir,
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THE BATTLE oF THE DOGGER.

Stealin' along through the haze of the mornin’,
Out from Heligoland Bight they come
Orders, **

T'o shell and to kill without warnin'!’

But Beatty was watchin’, for Britain his home

Stealin® away under cover of darkness,
Not like the brave, who have bittled the breeze

Orders, ** Destroy all the cities defenceless !’

iut Beatty was watchin’, and guardin® the seas

Darkened their lights, and as silent the sailin’
E'en like the snake that darts down on its prey.
Beatty has seen, and their hearts are a-quailin’,

** Back, back to the shelter of Heligoland Bay !"

I'hen through the deep came the ** Tiger ' a-roarin’,
Spittin® forth fire from her turret and side,
Smoke like the night from her funrels a-pourin’

Will they escape by the turn o' the tide

On, on through the deep a-slashin’ and lashin’,
Leavin® the rear to contend with the slow,
Thunderous boomin’, a-crashin’ and smashin’

Turret and top-mast both overboard go

' Have they escaped?" cried Beatty, in anger
" Dangers ahead! we dare not go through
** Submarines wait, 'tis useless to linger "

" So near to their rathole,” re-echoed the crew

Ay ! they escaped, for dread mines lie before us,
Beatty commanded, ** Bring wounded to Leith.”

Scorn in his voice as he spoke of their cowardice,

Let them escape by the skin of their teeth.”
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\h! but not all, the ** Blucher ' was lyin'
Silent as night, but a-fire fore and aflt
(rive her the blow that will silence her dyin’,
\im that torpedo a little abaft
Res her cr ot leave them :-sinkin'!
Rescue them, men, from the toll of the wave
When high in ir came a menace a-slinkin’
Killir 1 and those tryin® to sa
Honour brave Beatty e shades of the oce
Spirits of heroc eep in the deep
1 ur 1 n! for their earnest devotion
Y who do live |

watch they did keep
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To BELGIUM.

O'cr thy fair land the ravenin horde

Like wolves broke i

With fire and ord they laid t

Their lust, the lust 1o slay
| glutted ther heir ble

I'hey drank of death their fill]

I'he old and young tl

W l-conqu

Ihey gloried in thy pair I 1

Laid waste a blackened path,

Like blast from hell they cursed thy |
F'o appease War Lord’s wrath

I'hey strode ith haughty martial
Fhose fiends in human form,

I'hey sl thy mothers, caring naught

For babe t unborn

Dark deeds o N revealed
By this accursed band,
Iheir cagle, like a dragon vile

Soared high o'er all thy land

Yet thou didst rise to purge, defend

Ihy homes against their might ;
sons of peace they g 1sp 1 the vord
I'o battle for thy right
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Still battle on until that day
Ne'er heed the sacrifice
"Till from thy blood-drenched tear vin land

Sweet songs of victory rise

B ¢ them fall—not they me
But broken and in
Stril Be tril \ ne Four
Strike 1 their fir
I't 1t t
| ) «
Whi hal
| ]
g t} rom day 1a
S er this em v
Ut thou 1 1 lai
I 1y libert
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THE WEEDS oF WAR.
\ nation wears he i
In gratitude and praver,
Rem:nd'ring all ker gallant son
Who did the burden b
I ory ar thy | f 1
For i 1
I'hey died I |
On the {
| | B v
Held sacred to the right
Rememl Lo ons who |
But for thy did figh
In glory wear tl Is o 1
FFor 1« I
I'hey fe nd Lean
Do heir worth procl
Great Emoire ! wear y weeds
Remembering all who fought
Do not forget in vears to come
I'hey with their lile-blood bought
I'hy freedom from a tyrant’s voke,
Restored nation’s pride,
Left all for thee and for a cause,
Went boldly forth and died
I'heir widows wear the weeds of grief,
Engraved upon their heart,
Ay ! more than thou canst ever feel
A bitter burning smart.
While thou can wear thy weeds with joy,
I'hey wear their weeds in pain,
Let not be said in years to come
‘ They gave their loved in vain,
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Lend them a hand, a hand of love,
T'he halt, the maimed, the blind

Proclaim the brotherhood of man
And thus the Empire bind

With bands of love as strong as steel
To soothe the aching heart

Great Empire! may thou ne'er forget

Ihy sons who did their part







