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A New Year's Wish
for our Middlewich Boys.

s
@‘bb[cw“b SHOULD our brave heroes be forgot,
Our boys to Britain true,
. Who wear a smile whate'er their lot
Comforts  Gommittee. ke chey thetr duty 0%
Our boys in Khaki, boys in Blue,
The best the world doth know ;
@ We wish them health and happiness,
And viet'ry o'er the foe.

PRESIDENT @

MRS. KAY. The Middlewich Packing Centre.
How s Senisonnns TRUE daughters of the Empire
| e 3 ¥ In mothering her boys,
TO the Gallant f | MR. 0. B. WHITEHEAD, J.P. Whose loving hands ne'er tire
i Of giving priceless joys ;
-4 | | For them no public plaudits
Sons of Middlewich | Hox. Secheramss Thalt witx TG S
MRS. E. M. MORRIS, Their thanks—the captives' spirits,

Surmounting captors’ spleen.

in His Majesty’s MR. F. A LIDBURY.
Forces’ from their | Verses by C. F. LAWRENCE

Those poor boys, weak with hunger
And pain in durance vile

'ho in despair did linger,

E'en courted death awhile

f Have by these God-sent angels

Been giv'n a ray of lig

ond ones at home. /i% RIS Aud couslort, Gl the jo3.bells

A o Proclaim the doom of Might
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for our Middlewich Boys.

yours u joyful Christmas be ! ‘' Somewhere in France.”
¥

hold for you the palm
d and sea !

SHOULD our brave herces be forgot,
Our boys to Britain true,
Who wear  smile whate'er their lot, d protect you from all harm ! Somowhere in France!"™ O ominous address
As they their duty do ? I'o the fond mother of a darling son ;
Our boys in Khaki, boys in Blue, It very vagueness doth her heatt oppress
o e world doth know L ® 4 y
‘The best the world doth know ; o Aud ‘thoughts, presageful of disaster, ran
We wish them healthand happiness, kbl e e
And vict'ry o'er the foe, * 2

The Middlewich. Brave. “Somewhere in France™ a lov'd hoy takes his share,
N Imbued with loyal thought to do his part ;
THERE are faces we see an we go on life's way, ’ While here at home an anxious maiden fair,

The Middlewich Packing Centre. And thoy bravely meet ours with a smile, With lon
Though their hearts may be aching all through the
long day,

"o the lov'd ones they've lost for a while ;

ared to return, The re, 3
In that brave lad, now near the jaws of hell

ing waits for news from that dear heart

Somewhere in France

TRUE daughters of the Empire
In mothering her boys,

Whose loving hands ne'er tire

'tin dad who knows full well
oh | how great the pride

rewhere in Fran
peril the

Of giving priceless joys ; ane,
For them no public plaudits, But souls have their doubts, and with anguish do Where honour says, and he elects to bide
Their work unknown, unseen : burn, Somewhere in France.
Their thanks—the captives’ spirits, Though th ne'er let us hear them complain 3 s " ’
Surmounting captors’ spleen. **Somewhere in France” that lov'd boy met the foe,
There are dear boys from home who are fighting the For King and Country nobly offered all ;
Those poor boys, weak with hunger foe, = A deathless glory won, then tirned to go
And pain in durance vile, Who will bravely moet death with a smile, He heard afar the Rest Camp Bugle eall
Who in despair did linger, For thoy fight for their lov'd ones and honour, they Somoewhero in France
E'en courted death awhile know, ‘ .
Have by these God-sent angels And thie Bomes of (od¥ Séar Beilsh Tale s b “Somewhere in France” a hallow'd mound is seen
Been giv'n & ray of light They strive not for plunder, renown or for. pow's, Surmounted by a rude-shaped wooden Cross ;
And comfort, till the joy-bells Bt apsinet Hin oppreséion And wroog ; Where fond ones' hopes, O God ! have buried been
Proclaim the doom of Might. May God keop theeh safh I grii bortle's stk hotir, With soldior boy—that soul so free from dross

While they rescue the weak from the strong ! Somewhere in France.
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The Life Gift of the Sons * The Profiteer’'s Song."
the R
of Middlewich. To the Relatives of the Middlewich ““Of National Importance.”
Fallen,
0 SAILOR brave

Did wa doserve of thee, The Debt Un le. My lot is clear,
Now 'neath the wave, Unpayab To “carry on’ with vigour here

That life-gift offered fron ? Ol o repee And “pockets fill !
e The debt of life we owe—-

O moisler oy S Givo bnok the boy Such National work
’l‘nrtnre’ untold v % Who met and fought the foo ! None but unpatriotic shirk

Hast borne | We took no sharo ! s ko Hupfreds 4o kili
O airman fleot W] e daks il fond, Would that T could

Whose metoorio life B ‘;" i, S A Do val'rous deeds in Flander's mud
Did risk defeat, (Poor widow eart !) our bond ! And yet not die |

While we looked on the strifo | 3 Oh ! to bring home

1 ‘The daddy big and stron, But life is dear,

O fire that sle 4 Y big '8 Jul 3

e e e Who gave his life And it would Dot be safe, T fear,
Refine us, too, ” R Helping to right the wrong ! For me to try.

That we may stand the Test ! Oh ! to recall

The laddie lov'd so well ; .

To the Middlewich Fallen. The sweetheart who -

His duty doing, fell |

BRAVE sons, who heard their country’s call,
And for the friends whom they held dear OICh couat vy haet

Laid down their lives, gave up their all | s :":“‘_f;:,:u“‘;‘,:;g ,“,}""
Al 1 love 5o great know naught of fear Having fulfilled his part |

Remembrance of them shall not fads,

e > Oh | that we could
Their deathless glory we'll acclaim : .
The Supreme Sacrifice they mnde ey J‘lf‘:"“"lg"‘n'“““mm‘“
ey < wouls
Be writ on Britain's roll of fame. Who bravely mourn below ! F. Walker, Stationer, Middlewich.
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