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HEY grouped together about the chief,
And sach one looked ot his mate,
Ashamed to think thai Australion men
Should meet such a bittér fate!
And black was the wrath in each hot heart,
And savage oaths they swore,
As they thought of how thay had all been ditched
By "Impregnable” Singapore.

In her vounted placa she squatted the sea
On a base that was Maginol bred,

Her stariled foce looked up at the skies
To the enomy planes o’srhead.

Enemy plunes: while ours were —where?
That ery we had heard before.

Qur hegris were wrung as il rose this ime
From beleaguered Singapore.

She brough! forth dewth aa her sldest child,
With defeat as her secand son,

Then she hung a white flag out on o stal
To show that her taslk was done:

And sick with roge the Australiens siood,
And God! how those Anzacs swors—

Benneit and all his men alike—
Al the fall of Singapore!

Whose was the foult she belrayed cur troops?
Whose was the foult ghe fxiled?
Ask it of those who lowered the flag
Thai once o the moxt was noiled]
Tell them we'll raiss it on Anzac soil
With hearts that are steslsd to the core,
We sweor by our dexd and coplive sons,
REVENGE FOR SINGAPORE!

—MARY GILMORE.
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