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Have you heard
Il le full of push
It is new and fui]

THE LISTENING POST
e, DolIy Gray. I There's a barren tract that lies between

th aetout Sergeant dear, J The Germnan lines and our own,
ahd goateste hee 'Tis overgrown with tail, rank reeds:
ln of fu tn he, As "No man's land" it's known.

And 'wiIl sui ely beat the Hun
In ail milita ry skill far and near.

Chorus
Listen to the latest orders
As you fali in on parade,
They wiIl rin~g acrose flie borders
When we've made our fansons rai
When we've reached our native le L boys,

the noise,

ne in the eonp..

duties too,

Thiýsi, u i country is flot sale
At night, mach lesa by day,
So that unless stern diuty calis,
'Twere hest to keep away.

As darkness fallt and night sets in,
Men go forth, withoat a sound
To Iistening posts anid on patrols,
To reconnoiter round.

SWh~en star-flares hurst, then ni) ie bright
And btxllets 'whizz arouiki,jAt such a time 'tis " safety first,"
To drop prone on the ground.
ShelJyholes oujt there are numerous,
They conte in handy too,
In case patrois are detected,
They crawl there out of view.

This wasted land contains barbed wire
EntngIfimA-ntq enIanri,

unui ine r
From ever
In baste ie
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