
C' nid~1

2 THE VICS PATROL

OUR ROLL 0F HONOUR.
SiiPrEriuiui i5TH, 1915-MAY IOrir, 19161.

I N giving a lilt of those cf our oficers and men who have madle the
supreme sacrifice, no attempt will be--or, indeed, cail be-macle
te- offer any details of individual gallantry. Yet,, as our liat

is perused slowly, it la atrange how mnany naines recali instances
cf personal bravery which would not be passed by unnoticed in
any war cf lesser magnitude. As it is, we rcere anid hionour theml
all. They are our own-the heroes who have livcd 'with us as
cociradea, and have won their rest.
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Lieut. 1. R. R. MAcNAGITONq. IPte. A. GRNxIER.
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Ptc. C. HILL.
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Pte. W. J. HUIJcNGiS.
P~te. E. A. JAis
Ptc. E. E. JoiiRSýoN.
Pte. A. JONES.
Pte. J. JONES.
Pte. F. P. JuiE Au.
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THE RUBAIYAT 0F THOMAS ATKINS.
Done into (bad) EngisT by a Q.M.s.

A WAKE!1 T he morning 4estand to " follows nighit,
And snipers' " Strafes " already start their flight;
The morning tot of rum most welcome cornes,

As Fritzîe sonda his aheils from yonder hcight.

Cioride of lime in water, 'neath the mud;
Biscuits with bully beef in tins for grub;

A wvhizbang Ianding ini our Parad(ise--
And Paradise is Wilderncaa, mny Lud!

II.
IIow sweet and soft the S.-M.'s job, think soine;
Others the Q.M.S., 'with graft to corne.

Ah ! make the miost of what you have in band;
Be thankfiil for thy daily tot of run.

IV.

1 think that neyer looks the ale so brown
As when sorte Frenchi gendarme, with fearsoine frown

Lights down upon our favourite pub. and aaya:
"'Tia eight o'clock now. Time for ail lighita clown.*

V.
Give thanks for time we may in billets apend
Till back unto the trenohes us they send.

Mud, mud, more mud, and nothing eiao but miud
,Saon.s food, san~s coke, 8an8 candles, and sans end.

VI.

And some there are in angry mood will seay
They get no coal or coke the livelong day.

A sergeant from his dug-out loudly cries:
"Complain not. Sec, a coai-box cornes our way «

Vil.

Ahi! leave the wise to dril and show cf arma;
To bonbing, with its numerous noiay charmas.

But just to " dodge the column " ia my aimn-
The word " fatigue " can cause us dire alarms.

Viii.
Somie of a strict C.0, wiil talk to me,
And says hie hands out muoh and hiard C.B.;

But once the C.B. donc, we soldier well,
He is our friend, hie will not angry be.


