
14 THE C.A.S.C. NEWS.

OUR ABSENT C11U31S.
S.-Sgt. Calder and Sgt. Lovett axe It's c-c-cold'!" was his favourite earlyboth doing fine at "Somýewliere-iri-the mlorrnig expression here.Mud," and judging from the toine of

their letters therc is more mud than any- The "Bhoys" of NO,. 2 Truck Section
thing else. were a,11 sorry.to paxt with their odd'pals,

Ptes. Gugan and Beattie, who have left
Pte. Clyde RutherfoLrd, or better toi da their bit on the Railroeds of Sunny

kacýwn as "Canada's Coln'n' Cartoon- France.
ist,- has left us for the laffwhere the Pte. L. E. Force has left this depot forrMapl-e Leaf flourishes. fle carries with Brighton. The me-rry tun-es he gave ushim the best wishes of his many chums on his violin will long be remembered,.h-ere, who trust fils experlences gained at
Shornclffe will prove of lastIng value in Pte. J. J. Vos has departedforShSe-fils new life. ham-.on-Sea. "Vot is dýis)" he exclaimed

Gine night when he foand a., poker tied -ci,Pte. C. Mcrrison, otherwise "Chazles,*' his big toe. We trustý his slumbers in hishaâ gone.oni cýcimmand, to Ramsgate. May new aboi will inno way be disturbed byhe find the climate warmer there. "Gee! mischievous noctumal visitais.

HOME FOR T E N DAYS.
Soldiers' Arrival at Victoria, Station, "Da-fly Mail."

Naw then, my lads, hats c4f toi Mr. Spectres fade of voyage in cabin stuffyFSster, When Fathers, Mathers, Sweethearts,'On gla'ddened. hearts this Christmas Wives, and, Chums,leave will fa,11, Are bringing tea and coffec froin theFarewell tom "Mars" awhile and Roill buff et,ý Call Roster, ' 1 The soddenedý air with glad rej«cmicm*gsFor ten days heed ye noit "ReveilLe Call?." hums.

They'll cheew the hearts ait) firesidc nook
M.P.'s whio, represent the British Nation, and corner,
Recelved the notice wl»ith resoundiný In England, Scotland, Irelaild, and Wildcheers, wales,
And every morning at Vict-oxia, Station, Of many a sad, fSloin, and lonelyHurrah! for merry smiles and he-artfelt mýournýer,

tears. Whcp prayed for them and Jack in Win-
ter's gales.

M<xthers 'embracing -sons and babies
their Dadd What of the mate he left back in the

All re-united a7týr months, pexhays, irenches,,c Wha-t sort of Christnias, think you thisLet him. be Cockney, Tey, Ock, or
Padd foi him

Who there ;vlth froizen hands his riflewe'à we:cOme all the bunch, these
husky chaps. clenýches ?

Yes 1 truly at these thoughts our eyes
What does it matter if the weather's rot- g r<) w di-m *ten, And piictures rise of niany a lonely grave,Dreains realised th-ait we at home (lýd A greater sacrifice than this no man canweave, ive,The bitter cold and fog are clean fcrgot- Let Nristrnas bells tdl reqttiems fx theten, brave,These are Our heroies, warrioirs home on D'er those that gave their all that

we might hve.
Pte. Harold- King, C.A.S.C.


