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YAPS FROM YARROW

\Vaucd-laticlCcand P"atients.

juist \vdttch otir Ktsehbail teani-they ail waliz.

A I>riîate lias space ,,ùli a kit-bag but no magnitude.

Coup. iN*F.î lane, lu his wce clispensary, is our bit of buried

Scotchi." Doii't whisper this to the Excise men.

liverybody xvorks at Yarrow,
Nobody Ioafs ail day-

Putting ln the seeds with care. Oh

\\bat a beautiful place to stay.

Ask, Private Siith (not Trorrbone), how he enjoyed his en.

coiniter xvitl the Ger,,îan measies.

IIow dlo youi likze our beds ? That xvarm, rich, ruddy covcring

would have heen ivaluable ini the winter.

Coup. Cross is inquiring for some kind of glass that wvon't break

wheil au enthusiastic Canadliau faits on it.

A Ruthless Rhyme
She lef t the probe inside the dressing;
'l'lie patieut's pain was quite distressing;
But thoigh lis cries grew toud and grating,
She couldn't keep the M.O. waiting.

Yes, Private Cram, we are able to tell you why the Canailiaiz
Hos pitl News is such a raffling good paper.-Because the com-
positor is a Fordi.

Horace (not the ancieut celebrity), but ou very own Pte. Tyler,
says he dlotes on " Yaps." Weil done, Horace! So woul your
Roman namnesake if he were here.

There isi't a personnel mess ini the world can beat ours, deco-

rated with the freshest flowvers and cleaner than the proverbial
new pin. You should see Private Larby's smile on the weekty

inspection day.


