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THE RTIONPARTY.
F ALL in the party for rations;

It's tilue you were away

Keep well closed together,

And you won't go astray.

Tbey're due at Napoo Corner

By a quarter after eigbt,

So keep themn dangling, Corporal,

The transport will not wait.

"Old Fritz mnight start to sheil tbemi,

And of course they'd have to, fly;

You'd find your rations in a ditcb,

Anything but dry;

It's not they could be damaged much.,

The biscuits would be soft to eat;

But sorne son of a gun might swipe out rumn,

The dirty, thieving sneàk."

Away they go 4in the darkneSS,

With a curse'oifthe Corporail's ip:

"Arn I the only 'com in the r'egimaeft

The Major bas to niake this trip?

It's ail very well for hlm in bis dug-olut,

With notbing but orders to write;

But it's not mucb of a snap for any cbap,,

Leading tbe party for -rations alt ight.

<'It's 'Corporal, whose rnachine-gu1n'S tbat shoot-

ing?'

Don't you bear tbern shelis go over?'

'I can bear the bullets swisbing past me';

'Don't you think we'd better take cover?'

"Tbat's only tbemn biooming Brigade guuis

That fire fromi a long way back;,

Idon't think they kill many Fritzes-

Beats me wbat they see in the dark.

Watch, and don't trip over that wire-

Look out !-it's right uinder your feet;

Keep well to the rigbt of that shell-hole,

They say it's twenty feet deep.

"Pass the word whenl yoli're, al closed up;

HoIler if I'rn going too fast;

You bet its best to dangle

Till the daniger-zon1e is passed.

Ah, here'ýs olçl Pead Hlorse Farrn, boys,

Now it's safe to strike a ligbht;

Have a look at your Ingersoîl, Shorty-

Gee, wè've broken ail records to-nigbt 1

"Wýe'd better go downi to~ the corner

And wait tili the waggofl5 corne;

If the corks are not tight in the jars, boys,

We'll have a wee tot of ru1fl

For he would sure get sore,

I'd be up in front of the Captain,
And I'd gzo up for rations no more,

ONE WAY OUT.

Shorty (discussifli the ration quesiion1 " You should worry
Slim. why if you keep on gelling thinner you'll soon

be able to shove yourself inside a green envelope and
~get back tlo Canada."

'Now, boys, here corne the waggons,

Move off as you get your loads;

l'Il fill up my bottie wjth water,

And meet you on the road.

You've got to be ready for business

When you're doing a job like this;

If you don't put sornetbing back ln the jar,

It's a cincli the rurn'll be niissed.

Then. here's to your very good health, lads,

May you live to see grey in your hair!

There's mauy a worse job in the Army-

Geshe's a fine old la guerre !"
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