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NO. 1 COMPANY
The White Horse men in this Company will play a team of 

five men from any other Company in this Battalion at bowls. 
They have disposed of nearly every civilian team in town and 
are in search of more victims.

NO. 2 COMPANY

No. 5 Platoon of No. 2 Company was employed this week 
in practising bomb-throwing and bomb-making. Everything 
went lovely with the exception of one near accident. A private 
with a big badge on his right arm, or rather with his right
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THE BOYS FROM CARIBOO—Members of the 67th Battalion, “Western Scots,” recruited from Quesnel and vicinity

Seated in centre is Capt. Nicholson, O.C. No. 3 Co.

Don’t forget the Sergeants’ Ball, which is to be held in the 
Empress Hotel on the 14th o-f January.

From the look of disdain with which a certain sergeant 
favors us now when he passes us, we conclude that he has" 
taken our badge remarks of last week as having particular 
reference to himself. We must at least commend his perspi­
cuity.

From complaints made to us it appears that some men in 
the Company Imagine they are being singled out for an undue 
amount of fatigues, which, as Mr. Euclid remarked on several 
occasions, is absurd. If anyone imagines he has a grievance 
he can see the roster in the Orderly Room, which shows 
exactly the fatigues done by every man in the Company.

arm attached to a big red badge, held on to his bomb too long 
and nearly “did for” a Mess Orderly—Oh, horrors !

Sgt. Lister, our football enthusiast, was heard murmuring 
in his sleep, “For the love of Mike, fellows, after you have 
taken your shower bath, don’t drop your football clothes on 
the floor and forget them, but turn them back to me.” We sur­
mised he was alluding to the 67th football team. Turn them in, 
boys, and we can get some sleep—and so can Sgt. Lister.

Poor old “Tubby.” He thought we would not have a joke 
about him this week. As he has been so prominent in the 
columns of the “Western Scot” he thought it was up to him 
to do something for that publication, so last Saturday he 
kindly offered his services to sell a stated number of copies,


