
THE STRAFER. I

luast Molkeau

EArtillery Force yon knov of course
Tla mrade up of hores andmen;

And beon starving from one day to tn

At daybreak you, rime and rub your cyeu,
And down to the stables yon hnLrry,

You tura Il heade about"I then to wator , load out"
And gmt buay with brumh and with curry.

Then you mub your arm am for au houx or moral
But it smii like a decade indeo;

And you start likoa hare wbon, danger la near,
When a voice front the goda orderm I "FeOd 1

Wheu the achodulo im laid for a Moutetd Prde,
On thi you cam certainly countl

Tou bar.ly get started wheu smnnone kind hoarted
Commande that the IlGunnera Diamont."

You spend hait your lite through turmoil and $tifs,
Manicuring a dizzy old skate;

When it cornes to a pincli you a"u it no cinch,
For lie can't carry halt bis ovu woight

Tou fondie and pot him snd maybe you get him
An extra large portion of hay,

But ho iu his gratitude extends you là latitude,
Uinhappily you're i the way.
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