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Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade

When I feel a trifle olue
When my heart is in my shoe
And I'm weary and a little bit afraid:
Soon my spirit comes again
For I see my mother plain

Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade.

When the sergeant yelled ‘'eyes front"
As we did our martial stunt
And the ovand its good old tunes and rag-time played:
I could see her marching by
From the corner of my eye

Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade.

0! I often see her smile
After tramping many a mile
In the dust or up the long and toilsome grade:
And in fancy I can rest
With my head upon her breast
Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade.




In the trench we feel no fears

We are sheltered oy her prayers

She's our slogan and we 'll never wve dismayed:

She's the soul of liberty
In the country oi the free

Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade.

When the victory is won
And the boches are undone
"01d Glory" waves in sumshine and in shade:
She '11l oe waiting on the pier
When we come from 'over there"

Little Mother in the Red Cross Parade.

Dora Amsden, 2711 Claremont Boulevard

Berkeley.




