THE MK OQOARE

I shall go:
Where all men are deafl
Whether dead or alive
Where all sounds are all one
AN ecie upon an echo
Vhnere bones brittle
In a kiss with copper
Where blood like crude
Oozes from cabotaged lines
gecause I have taken oath
In tne People's Court _
To nmarch forwerd into the Battie Stormn

T nmust go:
Az Dbig guns roar
And tanks rumble
Yhilst bombes thunder
Like vicious volcanoas
fnd pistols spit
Like rolsonous snalkes
And ricochets screams
Like wicked witchca
WVhere rifles his
Like cornered cabras |
And grunts and groans are comnon cries
The signals of the 51lent WO ld
Ffor I have taken oath - -
In the People's Court
To march forward into the Battle Siorm

It1]1 be gone
To wnere sappers swing
In solemn solos:
A mine a man®
That's thelr sweetest song
The only chorus with a scofe note,
Since I have teken cath

In the People's Couxrt
To nzrch forward into the Battle Storm,
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