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My Boy Jack by Rudyard Kipling

‘Hawve you news of muy hoy Jack?

Not this tide.

When dyou think that he'll come bhaock?
Not with this wind hlowing, and this tide.

‘Has any one else had word of him?

Not this tide.

For what is sunk will hordly swim,

Not with this wind hlowing, and this tide.

‘Oh dear, what comfort can I find?
None this tide,

Nor any tide,

Except he did not shame his kind -

Then hold your head wp all the more,

This tide,

And ewxery tide;

Because he was the son you hore,

And gawve to that wind bhlowing and that tide!

Not ewven with that wind bhlowing, and that tide.

The Soldier by Rupert Brooke

I§ I should die, think only this of me:

That there's some corner of o foreign field

That is for exer England. There shall he

In that rich ecarth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England hore, shaped, made aware,
Gawe, once, her flowers to Love, her ways to roam;
A bhody of England’s, hreathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, hlest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all exvil shed awaiy,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

Gives somewhere bhock the thoughts hy England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams hoppy as her daoy;
And laughier, learnt of friends; and gentleness,

In hearts at peace, under an English heaxen.

What is the same /,d.i,g,gzrzn,t?
Think about hackground,
meaoning, conceplts.
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