



























































































































































SAILOR TOWN

Me that have melted like grease at Perlm and fr
like boards off the Horn, :
All along of a taste for travel that was in me when
was born. SALVAGE
I am’t got folks an’ I ain’t got money, I ain’t gok
nothing at all,
But a sort of a queer old thirst that keeps me movin®
. on till I fall,
And many a time I’ve been short o’ shelter and many
a time ¢’ grub, -
But I've got away from the rows o’ houses, the-
streets, an’ the corner pub—
And here by the side of a sea that’s shinin’ und
a sky like flame, S
Me that was born with a taste for travel, give thank
' because o’ the same,

or the encounter of navies in battle array—

he roar of the salvoes—the smoke-wrack that

darkens the day—
But a mined ship with her forepeak full
Off the Foreland, wanting towing « « «

ot the white flame of the searchlights, the red glare
between,

magazine—
But a fog rolling up Channel as white as wool,

And never a light showing . . .

Not the fierce dash of destroyers—the bow-wave

 Iike snow— .
The track of the headlong torpedo launched swift

on the foe—

But a ship aground off the Long Sand lzght
And a héll of a gale blowing .
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' SAILOR TOWN

Not the stern splendour of battle, the glory,
fame, ' '

Not the awarding of honours, the nation’s accla

But a crew and a cargo to take off by night,

And the light fast going .

(But only the duty and deed——-wkose reward u: in’

no man’s bestowing!)
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WAR RISKS

“Lgr go aft!” . .. and out she slides,
Pitching when she meets the tides . . .
She for whom our cruisers keep

Stately vigil in the deep .

Sink or swim, lads, war or no,-

Let the poor old hooker go!

Soon, hull down, will England’s shore,
Smudged and faint, be seen no more;
Soon the following gulls return
Where the friendly dock-lights burn;
Soon the cold stars, climbing high,
March across the empty sky .
Empty seas before her bow .

(Lord, she’s on her lonesome now!).

When the white fog, stooping low,

Folds in darkness friend and foe . . .

When the fast great liners cre¥p

Veiled and silent through the deep . . .
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SAILOR TOWN

L ~7m

- When the hostile searchlight’s eye
Sweeps across the midnight sky . . ,
Lord of light and darkness, then
Stretch Thy wing o’er merchantmen!

When the waters known of old

When the mine’s black treachery
Secret walks the insulted sea . . .
(Lest the people wait in vain
For their cattle and their grain)
Since Thy name is mercy, then,
Lord, be kind to merchantmen!

—126—

Death in dreadful shape may hold . . .

THE PIRATE’S ONLY DELIGHT

‘Hey, bullies, ho, buliies, what have ye seen,
Flying with the seagulls where the seas are green?

Oh, I saw a ship a-sinking,
And the sight it pleased me well
(Says Teach the pirate, drinking
Red wine in Hell).

ey, bullies, ho, bullies, what about the crew?
here were men that watched ’em drowning as we

often used to do.

‘A fine sport for sharing,
A rare tale to tell

(Says Teach the pirate, baring
Yellow fangs in Hell).

Hey, bullies, ho, bullies, saw you aught beside?
Oh, we saw a drowned girl there drifting on the tide!

A ‘sight to split you laughing,

A sweet thing to tell %
(Says Teach the pirate, quaffing
: _ Red wine in Hell).

.




CLARE’S BRIGADE THE RECRUIT

Mzex of the old grievous battles, men of Clare’
Brigade, -
Do ye hear the troops marching through the land
where ye are laid, )
Far from the clear running brooks, the dappled sun
and shade :

On the fair green hills of holy Ireland?

Bar and ball are there, lad,
And you not there to play . - .
«There’s a nobler game playing
For English lads to-day.”

‘And if your mates miss you
As they are like to do? . .«
«If my mates were men, lad,

They’d ha’ "isted t00.”

Ah, but not in the old fashion (men of Clare’
Brigade!), v
Not in the sorrow of exile your kinsmen draw th
blade, ,
For the old trouble’s ended now, its grey ghost i

What will your dad say
laid

That is old and grey ? e
«Oh, he’d give life and all, lad,
To be young this day.”

On the fair green hills of holy Ireland. -

There shall be pride and love there where sorrow
dwelt before;
Kind peace shall be her portion, ay, peace fror

Was your mother not weeping
shore to shore,

As you marched away? . .
«Ay, weeping she kissed me ¢
As a lad’s mother may.”

And Patrick’s plant springing there, springing eve
more )
On the fair green hills of holy Ireland! - -
—128— o
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SAILOR TOWN

And what’ll your girl say then
That used to walk with you? . . .
“Perhaps she’ll walk lonely
For she loves me true.

THE KNITTERS -

I streets that are humming
With the city’s stair . .
Or where leaves fall rustling
Through the quiet air . . .
There are women knitting
Everywhere . . .

“But parents both and sweetheart,
All have said the same—

‘If you hadn’t gone, lad, '
I’d ha’ died for shame!

o

{
|
!
Knitting and waiting " l
Through hours like years— ' E
Not with loud grieving
Nor sighing nor tears—
In their hands the needles
Flash like spears.

. . -
B e
= e

Every thread a sorrow,
Every strand a prayer—
(“Oh, where sleeps my dear one?
Or how does he fare?”)
There are women knitting
Everywhere . « + %



THE MOUTH-ORGAN

L But wheﬂ se’s played the lot, why, then ’is course 18

straight an’ plain, .
JE starts at the beginnin’ an’ ’e plays ’em all again!

E’s played ’em oft upon the march, an’ likewise 1n

the trenches;
1'E’s played ’em to the Gurkhas, a
to the Frenchies;

'E may be ankle-deep in dust or ml
slime,

But Billy with ’is mouth-organ

THE MOUTH-ORGAN

s ’
Om, there ain’t no band to cheer us up, there ain’t o *¢s played "o
no ’Ighland pipers ’
To keep our warlike ardure warm round New Cha- -
pelle an’ Wipers;
. So—since there’s nothin’ like a tune to glad the -
’eart o’ man—

Why, Bllly with ’is mouth-organ ’e does the best ’e
can.

iddle-deep in

se’s at it all the time.

-‘Wet, ungrys thirsty,
- tide *im,

P E’]l play upon the
: left inside ’im; ]
B A.q when we march up Potsdam Street an’ goose
s step through Berlin,

Why, Billy with’ is mouth-organ

in!

'ot or cold, whatever may be-

30b of ’ell while the breath is

There ain’t no birds in Plug Street Wood, the guns
’ave sent ’em flyin’,

~ An’ there ain’t no song to ’ear except the squealin’
shells a-cryin’; 5 '

The thrushes all *ave ooked it, an’ the blackbirds
adto flit . ..

So Billy with ’is mouth-organ ’e ups an’ does ’is bit.

'¢’ll play the Army

*Is notes is somewhat limited, they are not ’igh an’
soary;
’E ’asn’t got that, many things in ’is bloomin’ re-
pertory;
=182




THE FURROW

‘ To/smell the clean earth breaking and the kind

; country smells,
4 And think o’ the stink and reek there, and the

bursting o’ the shells.

o ST RE T

THE FURROW ;
Ax old _horse to the furrow—an old man to ‘l:he E ‘ An old horse to the furrow-——an old man fo the
plough— .
For the young horse and the young lad, they’re
‘needed yonder now-— .

.g plough—
| And the young horse and the young lad .
* fare they yonder now?

. how A

The horse, so young and mettled he scarce ha.d
" known the rein,
That shook his feathered fetlocks and tossed his.

streaming mane—

The lad that used to drive him, so strong and
straight and tall, ' )

That dressed him fine with ribbons and groomed
him in the stall.

Ah, there as here, old Captain, we know, both I and

. you,
He'll drive a straight furrow as he always used to
do! .

The clods before the ploughshare fall heavily apart,
But never a clod among them so heavy as my heart,
—184—
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- AFTER DARK

Uxper the blue sky,

And the white clouds sailing high,
_ Where the gallant wind went by,

A bird sang on—sang on

Till the day (too soon) was done.

And the daylight died
Firom the fields and the hillside,
And the moorland bare and wide . .« «

But the bird sang on—sang on
Long after the light was gone—

Like a voice that said:

“Qh, you who weep your dead,
Be comforted—be comforted!
For the deed lives on—lives on
Long after the life is gone P .

.






