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lot INNOCENT. <Labour Battalion): -why do tbey take hie cap o?

2nd ditto " I suppo-e the Colonel wants a lock of hie hair 1"

APRIL. 9th.
The Hua on Vimny Ridge rnaîntained his hold,
And, Huni-like, irî a brazen voice and bold,
Boasted be couid flot'fromn that place be hurled
By ail the legfions of the Western world.
But in the hearts of Canada's bold sons
Was deep contempt for ail the race of H uns;
And at the grim appointed day and hour
Made fierce assault upon that vaunted post\er,
The valour and the freedoni of the West
Surged like a tidal wvave o'er Viixiy's crest

Duil was the dawn upon that famous day,
Close were we mnassed, and eager for t1be fray;
Men from the land of mighty tiPlbered woil,
Men from the land where rivers gleain with goid;
Where lûfty mounitains pierce the azure clear,
And sol tly iwirrored in the litkes appear,
Whose rugged heights we of t were wont to clirnb,
And drink deep draughts of fragrant air sublime;

THEM GOL DURN SIGNALLERS!1
When a working party's wanted

For ta help build up the line,
When the cuomp'ny men are hiding,

Gee whizz i don 't it just sound fine
For to hear the Sergeant-Major

In a voice that booms and burrs
Corne hallering dowvn the trenches:-

- Where's then gol durn signallers?"

Whea you're straffed~ like oid blue blazes,
Till the chili creeps up your spine.

As you dangle round the trenches.
Patching up the broken line,

Then the sentry, as you pass hlm.
Has to throw his littie slurs :
Hait i Who goes'there? Ail right, pass on.
You gai durn signaliers!1

When the ration ruai is issued,
And there's lbattie in each eye,

Whien the Sergeant sliakes the bottle
And fiad it's clean run dry,

It's the sanie oid war-time starv

illers.

WXhere'it's aice and dry and fine i
But when one lands hard and heavy,

And you take an " up incline,"
When the smoke lias kind of iifted

Oneý naturaUly infers,
By the casual way it's mnentioned,

J1ts thern gol dura signallers.

But, neyer mind, for sanie d.ay soon
WVe wili follow up a line

Ia a place where aIl. is roses
And the rationsa superfine;

But when work parties are called on
For ta sweep those golden stairs.

1 know who'li have ta do it-
Thera gol dura signaliers.

*1

HIS


