December, 1918.

THE <LISTENING: POST:

Special Christmas Number.

Sayings that Never Die.
Battalion Runner : ““I heard the Colonel say so.”

Private : “Oh L

Lance-Corporal : ““Men who understz‘i‘nd motor cycles
fall out.”” (Whole Section falls out.) All right! Re-
port for Sanitary Fatigue.”

Cook : “Now then, Mess Orderlies. Take the rag out
of your mouths. Grub up.”’ (He wants ‘ghe rag removed
that they mav taste his bully A la Frangaise.) .

Sergeant : ‘‘All right, Number 4. Get ready to move.”
(Always said about 11 o’clock on a wet, foggy night.)

Slippery Sam: “I've only got.tuppen

chances till pay-day? " § i

Cant(;enp Ieian\:y “«[ don't usually give beer wnlhm_xt
‘he money, Slippéry, but 1'll take a chance on you this
ime.” |

“ Hey  what's the game, bo —that can—what s comin
off 2"

Sergeant-Major : ‘“Take ’em away, Sergeant.” (This
means anywhere.)
Lieutenant :* ‘‘I’ll have to take a few names.”” (This

does not meun for leave.)
Q:-M.-S.: “No! You can’t have a pair of pants.”’

Captain : ‘“You can have an hour’s extra drill if you
want ; I’m willing.”’

Major : ‘“You gentlemen must smarten them up.”’

Colonel : ““Men, I’m proud of you !’
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Slippery Sam : “ The handle—if I ain't carefy].*




