AT THE GRAVE QF A DEAD GURNER,
By His Pilot,

1've. come bagk to you,
hare beneath the sed.

# your featufes strong wad truo,
Tarasd g Md towari God.,

Thin 11‘? { the! aﬂh that you and 2,
Have 8pal, as &nm we waro one,
sailing
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How oloab th«ut k'm ﬂd g

.'v
-

3ines you loft me, Fard, I
.Through nenar an earthly Hell, \
Thre' Pard, vou know it was not €h

-

T™aut I sont to the "rison “ell.
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In the evening gloom would go the 'ull.
in that cell of GCarman ilsage.

And bescknoning %o me with a call
You would comm in to ils plase,

Wearily the days and weoks weni by,
ind at last come the ond of the war,
Ho mora by the deadly weajons %o die,
Tere men ia battles' horror,

Bat I stand hare, “ard, beside vour N ve,
With a wound thet i bleseding tears,
Thils you're with the One vhose 1ife He gawe,

Yor Mﬂhf through m these years.

But a 14fe F'11 live in homeor to vyn,
“ith the halo of God on ligh.

T'11 think of you my whole 1ife ihrough
wmd Jodn you when I die, -

LINUT, HORAGE SHINLER.
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- LERUT, HAROLD SAYRE,

‘From his Pilot at the Fromt,
Lt. Horace Shidler,

eI Oos VOO

On the fourtesath morning of September
Just after the olouds rolled off;
On a mienion of death they sent us
to bomb ¢ »lnce southwast of Joeuf.,

“¥Weo crossed the lines at Verdum
Yhere the ground was s¢fked with bloed,
The Archie was pounding up at us
And burst with a hollow ihud,

Thre a acresn of shragnel =6 [{lew,
Led by a man whoe'd of'% baen befors;
Tho had gone thru many of such

and who liwd to go thru mors,

Over the objective the lquadron sailed

And the signal to bomb was given,

Jtraight to their mark, like a loaden dart,
Our heayy bombs wore drives., .

I sav them light in the yards of Conflans,
Guw a tradn fly tc bits by their crash,

It was the troocps, artillery and supplies
0f the enemy we had to smash.

Theon the guns Trom the ground ceased (iring,
wnd the shrapnel coassd to burst;
e were alone with the moan of our engines
T knew mine was doing her worat,

Pard and I was flying the position
Qf end on the wing to the right;

™he essiest machine to attack,
in cese of an merial Tight,

Then out of the sun on our left
Bregpped thirty Geman Chasse;
dtraight into our flanks they" drove at e
Attacking in a mass, ~

Oh$ where was the imerican Chassel
To help ws against thess numbers;
South of our lines, of course

Pencefully resting in slumbers,

The squadron that came againet us

All fliers, knew to be bad;

They were the remmants of tho cld Richtheffoa.
™e bast the Cermans had,
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4 T™he first to fall of our mumber,
Was one in the left of the flank;
& The machine behind gave throttle,

4 ind moved forward to fill the blank,

4 | ' T™he ﬂ‘“ “ ‘. YRE R 30!"“.
#ho pitched forward into flame;
nd it wasn't from the wreck of that machine

That they found ite pilot’i name,

Then on to us drowe three black sirsaks

in desperate hot pursuitd;
The 4ash was spylintered, ithe fabrie oput,

Wy Godl how they cemld shootl

And here the safidness of it begins,
As I tell this story to you;

And the sadness felt by me,

'ID soldom folt by few,

Harold Sevre was a man of men,
Proud was I that he should be;

The man that handled the gums,
T™hat protected the aft of we,

i . Ho was shot and fell against the tarrell,
; |  And held by the belt arcund him;

ﬁ For aft protection I knew I had gone

and 1 7elt so helpless without him,

Then close up thyy came,
| For they knew I was dofensdless;
‘ With throttlie opam I tried %0 run
Por I kmow that I was helpless,

1 was getting wway while around ma flew,
The tragers in all directions

They shot the dial, they ripped the wings
Sure they shot me up to oerfectiond

| The bolt that held voor Pard was shot,
It broke and let him Tally
On to the comtrols, I felt them jambd,
‘nd I knew thut that was all,

m. right wing droppod into a olip
™e machine then started to snin;
T™ree fellowed us dowm still shooting,

Just trying to do us in.

with only a Little rudder contro).
ind just a 1ittle stick;

T got the old bus out of the shot,
And mansged to turn the trick, .
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My balt was quickly unfastened
" Owver the wreckage I made a leap;

-3

To try to lmmd upon the groumd, -
Yould be certain death for us both;
1 had hoves of Perd still living,
The I saw bBlood come from his mouth.

A forest thern was our only shance
To 4t we had to make it}

30 toward that ] worked our way,
And smashed headlong down through it,

The wings stayed high in the tres~tops,
¥e came to rest three feet from the dirt;

“Thon I velled to Pard who was silent,
“Oh Pard! How bad are you hurt®,

And there in a sickmming leoking pile
imy Pard, "lifeless™, in a heap,

Then %o got him out of the wreek,
Was & thing I had %o doj

I 1ifted and pulled and tugged,
Until I exhausted grew,

But finally I got him nut of the wreck,
And by bim on the ground I knelt;
There alone wiith hiw in those woods,
mly God knows how 1 faelt, |

He was the closcst friend I ever had,
A model of his kind; '
Healthy =ad strong in his bdody
Clean esmd straight in his mind,

A soldier im his "teens" had found us
Aind his feelings semed to be deep;
hen he saw how close I was,

On the verge of beginning to nop.

iitres stood near Pard's head,
And there 1 carved in its bark,
His rank, his name, s cross and them,

- The dete bheneath hiz mork,

I sm not a “goodie” fellow
No one likes = "Wan" like I:
Some say it is only wonen
The pray, =nd weep, and ary.

But there in that Lonely timbar,
In range of the Nighty Gung
I prayed to the Heawmly Guardisa
for the sake of someone’s son,
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Heturned Prisoner of ¥Yar,
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