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We've sat in the blasted trenches,
Wrapped up i the choicest mud,
We've crawlecl on aur bloorning bellies
To wallow in Gernian blood;
We've stood with our bayonets gleaming
Awaiting the word te go;
Now me and Bill
Sit and pound a miUl
lu the fashionable C.R.O.

We've grinned as we spiked a Prussian,
Net heediog his dying groan,
For mien who flght with devils
Must give the devil his owin;
We've lived on beans and bacon,
And pre-historic dough;
Now we drink our tea
ln an A.B.C.
Not far frorn the C.R.O.

We've slept i a draughty dugeut,
Our heads on a biscuit tin,
Ouir hipe ini an ancient skie!! hale
Midst the " H.E.'s " deafening din;
There were various types of vermn,
And talk of the rats, What hol
But now we sleep
(Where they do flot creep)
In a flat near the C.R.O.

of the trenches,
the war;
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GEORGE BO$BEY, sketched by Himself,
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1 will introduce myseif by saying 1 arn the
Poo-Bah "' of the Bulletin, for 1 have filled

many positions on the staff of that cefr.brated
paper, and for that reasoji alone 1 amB qualified to
write these few lines of apgreciation due te those
who have worked se hard ini the interest of this-


