‘60

THE LISTENING POST

“ THE LISTENING POST"”
may now be procured from the follow-
ing agents who have been appointed to
make it convenient for all our present
readers to obtain their copies regularily:

LONDON, ENG.,
392 Strand,

Wil

_IN FIELD

Canteens of 5th Battalion Canadians: !

7¢¢ “ WL y ;
K¢¢ 113 : « ? - x
| 5 him ,1011 148 i B P Nl

j‘ Ex. Force (Ianf.(eeﬁs at
" BAILLEUL and ROMARIN
SOLDIERS INSTITUTE AT BAILLEUL

Y. M. C. A, 1st CAN. INF. BDE.

—

A visit to the Paymaster.

If you remember, (personally I fail to see how you can
forget it), the first visit to your girl’s home,; it will be a
waste of printer’s ink and valuable space in thispaper, for
me to attempt to describe the preliminary manoeuvers of a
man who has found it necessary to seek an interview with
the Paymaster, in between pay days. Although the result

of a visit to the Paymaster will not affect a man’s future car- _

eer, as seriously as the first mentioned act of bravery and

daring, I have come to the conclusion that both visits should -

be strictly avoided. If you are suceessful in your visit to

the Paymaster, it may lead to your being sentenced to 28 |

days No. 1, whilst if you look O.K. in the eyes of ‘‘Glycer-

ine’s Pa or Ma”, you'will put the *‘tin hat” on it by giving

her old man a box of cigars, and you will be a prisoner un-

till you get a divorce. e ]
" The P.M. sits in his office, watching his clerk do the

work,* He may be amusing himself by censoring his bat- :

man’s love letters, and incidentally making them about as
full of news as a Chinese laundry ticket. A soldier app-
roaches, wearing a Y.M.C.A. expression.

He taps at the

door and springs to-attention, just as he would at Glycer- |

ine’s door.
parched.

His brow is wet, his hands cold, and his throat
At second thought, he puts his pay book bach in_ °

to his pocket. The scene inside the office is changed. Stacks
of five franc bills which -have been decorating thé P.M’s.
table and soap box, mysteriously  disappear, along with
every other sign of prosperity. . ‘The P.M. assumes an ex- -

pression of extreme ‘poverty and privation. (This is done
by turning the moustaceh downwards.): In a loud voice he
commands his stenographer, (male), to write a note to; the
bank for money, , The. poor wretch.at the door, not know-
ing that all this commotion is for his benifit, begins to feel
sorry for himself and financial state of the Empire. Squar-
ing his shoulders and taking a deep. breath,.he again app-
roaches the door. This time the taps are better both in qual-
ity and quantity and he is rewarded by a notjover-enticing,
‘Come in”, fl“o'vall, appearances, Pte. Blowifin has interr-
upted the, “Report centre”, of the. British Army. Official-
looking papers everywhere. Blue sheets covered with names
numbers and notes, ‘dazzle his éyesight. - Withaut 'looking
up, the P.M. asks, “What can 1 do for yo*ix“lfé’-’aa‘y"‘?" Pte.
Blowitin raises his right hand to-his fevéred brow and salutes
#s he would a Generalissime. The P.M’s uninecéssary ques-
tion, must be answered in trué; military fashiot, (with a nice
sugar coating to make it go down' easy’) *° Pte! Blowitin

knows from experience taht it would bé disasterous to come -

straigth to the point with; “I'm busted; Sir.”  Heis to much
of adiplomat. .He states his case in “Extended order”; no
¢“Massed formation” on this battle ground.

———

“That’s some dog you've got there, Sir.”
“Yes so everybedy tells me,” =
“It’s got a splendid home to, Sir.”
“Yes, but he does’nt appreciate it.” -
“Thats to bad! And such a generous kindhearted bos§ too_
Sir.” i

This masterstroke has the desired effect of causing the PM.,

- to look up.) Pte. Blowitin follows it up with' ;- 7

I have a brother on- H. M. S. Powerless what keeps a dog-

like him, Sir.” e

“Likeé your brother or like my dog? what do.you want, this-
is.my busy day.” : s Sy

"My brother, the one that’s on.a submarine has sent me a.
letter saying as how my grandfather aint feeling well since-
the early closing act come ouf. You See sir, he is 92, and.
when he went to enlistthe doctor turned’him down on accouns.
ofhis teeth, and as he can only take liquid nourishment, he
has to run so fast from the ““Wheatsheal” to the ““Sian” and.
from there to the “Bluebell” to get his free drink for sweep-
ing the floor, that his health is failing. 'Now Sir, I want to.
know if you could let me have 15 francs to send tohim, Be--
sides Sir, I want to buy him a birthday card what's marked,-

“From Flanders”. g 7

Note:- I don’t want to ruin the P.M’s reputation by \say:
ing he turned him down, and if I say he “Kicked'
through” with 15 francs, everybody will try

him out.  Drone. :
(* Thats what clerks are for. Ed.)

(* Copyrighted by the Padre.)

SANDBAG DUFF

Overs our cook is some chef,
That is in his own ideas,

But the dishes he inflects on us,
Would melt a man to tears.

The slabs of meat that he calls steaks,
Have often equine histories, :
While the dope that he hands round as stew,
Should class with ““ Unsolved mysteries.”

Such minor slips and faults as these,
We've taken in good part,

But his latest crime called ““Sandbag Duff”
Would break an angles heart.

He got some hard- tack, flour and grease,
Then through some chips of wood in,
Some sugar, salt, and powdered lime,
- Then labeled it as pudding.

Some currants then he added next,
Some rifle oil and gun rag, : ‘
Some cordite to remove the taste,
Then boiled it in.a sandbag. :
He sent it up for supper then,
We rolled it up the road,
He had to'add a safety pin;
For fear it might explode.

We got it to our dug-out soon
And placed it on the table,
But to eat a lump of that ‘$tone ‘wall,
" Not one of us was able.
¢ But though we battled valliantly,
With parry, thrust and lunge :
That pudding was too much for ug
7 "We all threw up the ‘Sponge, :

. Some real tough guys we called in then, "
e Who never yet retreated, @
SUhRe Impression could they make,,
o coned A to plead défeated.”
We shovg‘ddm tl'xsnd'en-,wmg’}‘b;éﬁ;-w N -
“.." /But it-would Bot:beidtowned, - fi.,
Itpowhe‘s ‘Paqa‘mq‘lessﬁ réxv\e'u' Sy sy
Neaih. ix good foep gegii, * 11 0
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© P.8."Thie receipt for the above war be'sippiied at re=
ducbd #ates to munition workers, armament makers or other
Government workers:




