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THE CLANSMAN. .

Has ““ Mone Lisa *’ anything to do with
the visits ? :
Can anyone around the Pay Office
point out the man who recently failed
to'salute the Brigadier-General ?

If Lieut. McKenzie has yet returned
the lady’s spat ?

Did he fit it on for her ?

The name of a sergeant in the general
Pay Office at Sandgate who was sent
five pounds by his father for the purchase
of cheese.

What became of the five pounds ?

If some of the toist Battalion’ will
recognise the name when we mention it ?

Could it have been Sergt. F. H. Brown ?

Why a man should deliberately put
his feet against a cold iron safe t6 get
them. warm ?

Who got stung at the finish of the
N.C.O.’s passes being turned down ?
Can the R.'S. M. tell us?

How Charley, the barber, enjoyed his
recent trip to Margate. TIs she a fair
lady, Charlie? ; /

How Sergts. Wile and Bale enjoyed
their session on the square recently when
they were called out for a short fime to
teach the soldiers to salute and do other
parts of the drill ?

Why Sergt. Pye, of the P. T. instructors,

" finds it so convenient to call at a certain

hotel at Folkestone before going on to the
dances which he attends so regularly ?

Why should he not be satisfied with
one at a time ?

My aching soul is racked with pain,
This sunny April day.
From this camp’s lovely hut-strewn
plain
I needs must go away.

The edict has gone forth that I
Must quit this spot sublime.

"Twere better far that I should die,
Than exiled spend my time,

Ah! woeis me! To see no more
These placid pools of slush;

To never krow the pipe’s weird roar
At daylight’s earliest flush.

T

No more this life of cultured pomp,
And pleasure-strewn environs ;
No more I'll see the young goats

romp,
Nor flirt with Laundry sirens.

No more for me the wild fierce joy
Of stamping all the letters.

No more with pins and gum I’ll toy ;
These things are for my betters.

Not mine the sweet foretaste of
Heaven,
That Orderly-Room men know :
To stew from eight until eleven !
My God ! ’Tis hard to go.

No longer will my taste be tickled
With Sam Hughes’ high-flavoured
fish ; 2
No more herrings (fried or pickled)
Eaten from a dirty dish. .

No more cosy boards and trestles :

No more blankets thick with fleas.

Alas, with spring beds I must
wrestle,
‘Between clean sheets I'll take my
ease.
Byron.

Now Boys make a point and drop right into

Khaki Shirts,

Boot Polishes in well-known
makes, try the well-known -

BADMINGTON, MARS, and MARLEO oiLs FOR WATERPROOFING LEATHER.

Gloves, Handkerchiefs,

Socks, Braces.

Wm. Bushell’s Military utfitting Stores

' 31-33, HIGH STREET, HYTHE,

For Boots, Leggings, Pifttees, Belts, Breeches,

TUNION SUITS in Cotton, Merino, and all Wool.
RUBBER BOOTS IN BLACK AND BROWN.

S AP Polish in Light & Dark Brown,
el Forio s and Mahogany Colour.

Slacks, Tunics, Caps,

OVER SHOES.
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Wm. BUSEIELL,,

HIGH STREERET, HYTHE, Xent.

e i s o oS el O

Printed by HEADLEY BROTHERS, Invicta Press, Ashford, Kent,



