
The Place That God Forgot
Jack Payne, in charge o f Personal Services at the Canadian 

Legion centre at Camp Borden, sends along the fo llow ing poem 
and explains that he’s indebted to Cpl. J. L. Berg, o f the Lake 
Superior Regiment, now in the East, for a letter in which he 
enclosed said poem written by Bdr. W . A . M orton (Canadian 
A rm y O verseas). The poem  completes the reflections develop
ed by a short poem  which was published in the Bullet sc>rne__ 
time ago and is reprinted here in part.

Incidentally, Cpl. Berg, met Mrs. Morton, mother o f the 
chap who wrote the poem, in St. John, N. B., and though  her 
kindness the poem was submitted to the Editor o f the "B u lle t "  
It- is titled “ The Place That G od Forgot.”

God could have w orked  another day 
An d  spent it  here quite w e ll 
But I  guess he le ft  the place this w ay 
T o  show us part o f  H ell.

The sand is over ten feet deep 
The sun is scorching hot 
They  call this place, Camp Borden,
The place that God fo rgo t.

You claim  God could have w orked  another day 
And spent it in your camp quite w ell . . . .
W h y  in Camp Borden, Boys, i t ’s H eaven 
I t ’s England now that’s H ell.

The sun doesn’t shine now in England 
I t ’s carry on through slush and mud 
I t ’s better to w a lk  through sand, Boys, 
Than to w a lk  through human blood.

I t ’s not w hat you want to do in England, 
I t ’ s do it, lik e  it o r  not.
And when V ic tory  is jo in tly  ours Boys, 
Y ou ’ll know, God hasn’t forgo t.

In  England today, it ’ s w ire o r  phone,
But you boys in Camp Borden take a tra in  and go  home. 
Mothers are sm iling to cover their fears 
B iting their lips to keep back th eir tears,
Sons in England in the most dangerous spot 
You  boys in  the place you claim  God forgo t.

You  should thank God you ’re here Boys 
W here we rea lly  know the w ord  called “ P E A C E ”
W here the bombs are not dropping around you 
Or the a ir ra id  alarms never cease.

God has done wonders fo r  that camp, Boys,
And done His job  quite w ell 
In keeping a spot called C A N A D A  

   F rom  the blackouts o f war and hell.

So carry on, and chins up, Boys,
Thank God fo r  the freedom  you ’ ve go t 
And when peace rings out on a m idn ight clear 
Rem em ber GOD H A S N ’T  FO R G O T!


