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Preface.<

<

lu presenting tliis Song and ^ ell hook, the < omniittee 
trust that the results <»f their efforts will meet with 
the approval nt the Stn<lent Imtly.

1ms lieen made to have this collec-A f-incere attempt 
tioti embrace representative songs and yells from all

I
Canadian Universities.

not thus represented the 
tender their apologies, and beg 

will consider the difficulties under which this

To any Universities who are
Committee wish to
that they 
addition has been published

A. McGillivary,
L H. Meng,
t i. H. H. Stevens, (M.M j 
T Taylor,

Major W. J. VVilby, (M.G ) 
li. A. Campbell,
.1 A. McDonald,
.1 A- McAllister,<

L. <1. Anderson.I
»

'll III1 "1iaïttittotetti
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Khaki University Yells.

Tanks, (inns. Aéroplanes,
I'xiii 11 is, Bullets, Hitnil tlrenades, 
Calculus and Number Nines 
History, <las and Stew 
Dig ’em up, Blow ’em up,
Rip 'em up, Kat ’em up,
Here we are, Let her go 

K. 1. U.

Hippy, Crieky,
Who are we.

Leader - “ Let’s spell it,"
K. U. C.
“ And yell it,'1 
Var-si-ty.

Nigger I Nigger! Hue “ potater,
Half past Alligator 
Siss-s Boom Bah,
Khaki University 
Uah ! Bali ! Bah !

B.C. to Nova Scotia,
Toronto, (Jueens, Mcliill,
We are the Khaki Varsity 
For we're in Khaki still,
Officers, non-coms, other ranks are wo- 
Khaki, Khaki, Khaki Varsity,
C A — N—A—D—A Canad-aaa.

Wild Rose, Blue nose, Squint-eyed Sal, 
Sgt. K.X. Tech, and good old Dal, 
Acadia, Kings, and U.N.B.,
Altogether at the K.l'.C.

1.

1

Allo

All
Leader
All

il.

4.

5. 1
,

4
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Faculty Yells.
GD

arts;l.

ku-c:
Ziss, Room, Bah !
Sapientes, Homines,
Arts ! Arts ! Arts !
I'oke it at ’em ! Poke it at em 
Helium, Mortuim 
Khaki University,
Classes Artium.

K-l'-C :

AGGIES.4

Rickety, Rickety,
Rick, Hack, Ree,
Bacteria, Zoo, Biology,
Gee, Ganiileo, Gee, Haw, Gee, 
Farmers, Farmers. Yes, siree 
Turnips, Cabbage, Pumpkins, Squash. 
Farmers, Farmers. Yes, l>y gosh.

<

<
LAW.3.

Property ! Property ! Legal lore, 
Equity !
Rickatee ree Rickatee-raw ! 
Criminal

1 Contracts, Trrts.

Law.

6
a»

______-_______
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Mo Une, Mou Pi, Mee Ho, 
Arumastiekor, Humas ticker,
N un ('ut, Ninny (’ut.
Ho ! Fut ! Morung !
Hobble, Gobble Kicker Rucker, 
Hobble, Gobble, Fire Cracker, 
Hobble, Gobble, Iiuz u,
Johnny blow your Kazoo,
Miitrie ! Metric ! Mutric !

4.v;

* !

M KIM Cl NICÔ.
Hones 1 Hones 1 Hones 1 
Antiseptics, Anaesthetic*, loiline anil bills, 
I'.nistaxis, prophylaxis, coughs, coble, chills, 
Ivh.iki Mu'ls. Khaki Moils, Khaki Medicals.1

PH ARM AC A(!.
Hope ! Hopei Dope I
Hull.cbma. Atropine, Ipécas and Squills,

< liniments, Plasters, other stuff and Pills 
Pharmacy, Pharmacy, Pharmaceuticals

<

S< 1KNCK.:■

(We are, we are, we are the Engineers ! 
We can, we can, wo can drink forty beers 
Drink rum, drink rum, drink rum along 

with us,
For we don’t give a damn for 
Any damn man who don't give 
A damn for us !

t

i
G

1
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Til KOLtMîY8.

Kha, Kim, Kim,
Ki Ki - Ki,
A ftar war, Theology, 
Fight, Fight. Fight, 
For right, right, right, 
Khaki I'Diversity,

FACCI/H' 9.

(live ’em the ax, the ax, the ax,
Give ’em the ax, the ax, the ax,
(iive ’em the ax, give ’em the a\
Give ’em the ax- 
ltight in the neck, the nock, the neck, 
Right in the neck, tlie neck, the neck, 
Right in the neck, right in the neck,
Right in the neck------

Faculty, Faculty.

WI1F.KK !

THF.UK ’

<
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<
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Canadian University Yells.

□y
DALHOÜSIE.1.

1-2-3, Who are we ! Ualhoueie. 
1-2-3, Wliii are we I Dalhousie. 
1-2-3, Wini are we I Oalhousie

I LAVAI.2.

ISoum, liouin, lioiim,
Bourn, aliikuliouin, nlakazim, botimb*, 
Cbicli, alukiieliicli, alukaeha, wa-wi, 
Bonin, alnkalwium, iiliiku>.iiii, liouinlia, 

Liivu), luviil.
Haw, ruw, raw, zimhoum-ba,
Laval, zzz-zim lioum-ba,

'
■
-■

.

v!

Med ILL.3.m
;

Whut’s the matter with old McGill 
She’s all right, oh yes. you bet. 
McGill—Mellill—Mellill.

Ball, rah, rah,
Kali, rah, rah,
Rah, rah, rah — McGill.

<
■

I
: QKKKNS.

Oueens ! Queens! (Queens! 
i »il, thigh, na Banrighinu gu-hruth* 
Clin gheil, cha gheil, eha gheil,
Oil, thigh, na Banrighinu gu-hrath 
t’ha gheil, cha gheil. cha gheil.

4.

:::6 I

»
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TORONTO.
Toronto, Toronto, Toronto Varsity,
Will shout ami tight lor the blue ami white, 
And the honour of V. of T.

Kipperty, rapperty,
Rapperty, ripperty, ree !

Toronto, Toronto, Toronto, Varsitoe.

MANITOBA.

Hi : Ji ! Ita! Ki : Ki : Yi! Yip!
Manitoba, Manitoba, Rip ! Rip ! Kip!
Kami, Ketni, wa, wa, Kami, Ketia, ta, 
Manitoba Varsity, Rah. rah, rah, 

M-A-N-IT-O-B-A. Manitoba.

SASKATCHEWAN.
Saskatchewan, Saskatchewan Varsity, 
Hi-hickety-hi-hi, Hi-hicketi -ki,
Deo et I’atria, Deo et Patrie,
The I Ireen, The White, Ki-amia-ke, 
S-A-S-K-A T-V H-E W-A-N.

5.

:

G.

!

I
ALBERTA.8.I

Varsity, varsity, rah, rail, rah, 
Varsity, varsity, Aliwrta.
Ki-yi, ki yi, rah, rah, rah,
Rip it out, tear it out, Alberta, 
Varsity, varsity, hip hoo ray, 

A-L-B E-R-T-A.

<

(
B.C. UNIVERSITY.

Kitsalino, Capilino, Siwash, squaw,
K lahowea, tillicum, shook urn waa.
Hi yu, mannoch, nmcha, niucba, zip, 
B.C. Varsity, rip, rip, rip,

V A RS I T Y, Varsity.

a.

»

9
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Auxiliary Yells. I

Whisky, wee, wee, 
Whisky, wa, wa, 
110 E-Y Mackinaw, 
College eat ’em raw.

I1
Wongh !

M

2- (F) We re out for gore ! XX e’re out tor gore
We’re out for gore 

(1*) Keep her low, keep her low,
Keep her low,

Altogether (F.F.)

I
LKT H KU 00 !

I
l 3. Students, students, all of the host,

Some from the East and some from the west, 
C—A N—A—D—A.

All for a dollar ten a day.

■:

1
Im DIVINITY. DIVINITY.

4. Faith, Hope, and Charity,
Long tail coats and 1‘overtv,

------MEN
«

I

t

i
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Songs
□

1—0 CANADA.

() Canada Our home mu I native liuni, 
True patriot love in all thy ,011s comiimml 
With glowing hearts we see thee rise.
The true North, strong ami free ;
Ami stall.I on guard O Canada.
Stand aye on guard for thee.
() Canada ! O Canada !
() Canada !
O Canada! We stand 011 guard for thee.

0 Canada ! terre de nos aient,
Ton front est ceint de fleurons glorieux. 
Car ton liras sait porter l’épée,
Il sait porter la Croix,
Ton histoire est une épopée,
Des plus brillants exploits,
Et ta valeur île foi trompée,
Protègent nos foyers et nos droits (bis).

We stand on guard tor thee,

V

I

<

We are the Isivs from the Mountain and the Prairie, 
We are Caunchs don’t you see.
We come from the East and we come from the West, 
To tight for the Land of the Free.
We’re right hero, we proud Canadian Sons,
And we never gave a darn for the Kaiser and his Huns. 
Cn—na—diane, we are, we are, we are Canadians,

<

f

11
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K.U.C. Songs.
I VARSITY SO NO,

By Cpl. G. lin oks 
The Klmki X’nrsity it so good to me,
For I mu getting education here thitt'x free,
And though were’re sweeting for exams, that me in store, 
We slut 11 meet with good results, of that we're 
Then when we’re leaving dear old Might v,
XX itli a year less to do at Varsity ;
Then we shall all lie mighty thankful,
Thankful for the Khaki X’nrsity.
The Khaki X'nrsity ! The Khaki Varsity !
The College that was formed for men across the 

Chorus :
There is Metric and Arts ami other classes,
There’s Law and some Theology,
But all the hoys are doing well in classes,
In the Khaki X'nrsity
And when we all get home to doa- old Canada,
That glori ms land across the 
XX’o will never cease 
K.l'.C. K V C. K.U.C.

■2- PARODY ON PARU'./ VOUS !
XXVre the hoys of the K.U.C.,
We’re the hoys of the K.U.C 
XX’e’re the hoys of the K.l'.C.
We’ve done our hit and now 
We are the Khaki X’nrsity,

Chorus :
The Khaki University, l'arlezvous.
Tile Khaki University, ,,
The Khaki University isnow the Soldiers’ Varsity 
The Klmki University.

sun*.

MC.’l

SUM,

to sing its praise*

Parlezvmis !

von sue,

12
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3—M ARCH INC ON.
»

Tune : As Wo (Jo Marching ( In,
We'll hang Geoffrey Chaucer hv his Canterbury Tales,
We’ll hang Geoffrey < Tancer by his Canterbury Tales,
We'll hang Geoffrey Chaucer by his Canterbury Tales,

As we go marching home.
We ll slmve Julius Caesar through a knothole in the fence, 
We’ll above Julius Caesar through a knothole in the fence, 
We’ll shove Julius Caesar through a knothole in the fence, 

As we go marching home.

Silas Marner ami hia gold give me the blooming ’ntnp,
Silas Marner nn<! his go! I give me the blooming ’ump,
Silas Marner ami his gold give me the blooming ’ump 

As wo go marching home.

Old Xumlier Nines and Iodine, we'll pitch to Daw Jones, 
Old Number Nines and Iodine, we’ll pitch to Davy Jones, 
Old Number Nines aod Iodine, we'll pitch to Davy Jones, 

As wo go marching home
Chorus :

Khaki, Khaki University,
Khaki, Khaki University,
Khaki, Khaki University,
As we go matching home.

I rpy
E

i

i

I

I
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'ISouthern Melodies. \

:
□ □

(1—TH K SI N SH INKS IlKK’.ilT IN MY OLD 
KKXTI CKY HOMK.

Tlio sun shines bright in my old Kentucky home,
"Pis summer, the darkies are gay ;

The corntojis ripe and tho meadows in tiie bloom,
While the birds make music all tho day.

'J’he young folk roll on the littl cabin floor,
All merry, all happy end bright :

Bye and Bye, “ Hard times "comes a knocking at the 
door,

Then my old Kentucky home. Hood-night 
Weep no more, my lady, Oh, weep no more to-day,
We will sing one song for my old Kentucky home,
For my old Kentucky home, far away.

1
II

1
\(I

I
I

(

t
<

2—(SUNK ARK THF. DAYS. (

• Hone are the days when my heart was young and gay 
Hone are my friends from the cotton fields away,
Hone from tho earth to a better land I know,
I hear their gentle voices calling, “('Id Black Joe.”

I’m coming, I m coming for my head is bending low, 
1 hear those gentle voices calling, “ Old Black Joe.”

:

14
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3.—IT’S A LONG, LONG WAY TO MY HOME IN 
KENTUCKY.

It's along, lung way t<> my home in Kentucky,
Where the green grass grows ’round the old cabin dour ; 
And if I get back, why I’ll he mighty lucky,
To see my dear old mammie once more.
Weep no more my lady, just dry those tears away,
It’s a long, long way to my home in Kentucky,
Hut I’m hound to get there some day.

4—“JUST A SONG AT TWILIGHT."
Just a song at twilight when the lights are low,
And the tlickiing shadows softly come and go, 
Thought the heart he weary, sad the day and long 
Still to us at. twilight comes love's sweet song,

Loves old sweet song.
5-SOME FOLKS SAY THAT A NIGÜEU 

WON’T STEAL.
Some folks say that a nigger won’t steal,
Way down, way down, way down yonder in the corn-field. 
Hut 1 caught two in my corn-field,
Way down, way down, way down yonder in the corn-field. 
One had a shovel and the other had a hoe,
Wav down, way down, way down yonder in the corn field. 
Oh ! my, what a rotten song,
What a rotten song, what a rotten song.
Oh ! my, what a rotten song and what a rotten singer too

6-IN THE EVENING BY THE MOONLIGHT.
In the evening by the moonlight,

You could hear those darkies singing.
In the evening by the moonlight,

Yon could hear those banjos ringing.
How the old folks would enjoy it,

They would sit all night and listen,
As we sang in the evening by the moonlight.

1

!

i:

f

f

1
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i

<

<
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Old Country Sengs. w
11*
w□ a

A
1—JOHN I'EE I,.

I>’ye ken John IVel, with his coat 
Dye ken John I’eel lit the break of tne day ? 
D’ve ken John I’eel, when lie's far, far away,
\\ ith his hounds and his horn in the

Chorus :
f or the sound of his horn brought 
And the erv of the hounds which lie oft time Jed. 
I’eel's view hohlim would awaken the dead, 
vr his fox from his lair in the morning.

gay !so

1!
morning. K

\\

from 111v lied,tne
()

I

li
2 A WEE DEOCH-AN-DORIS. W

T
J list a wee deoch-an’-doris,
A wee drap, that’s a’.
A wee deoch-an’-doris,

Before we gang awa'.
There’s a wee wide waiting,

In a wee but-an' hen.
If ye ran say “ It’s a hraw, hricht, moonlicht nicht, 

Ve’ro a’ richt, ye ken.

0

:i MOTHER MACH REE.

Sure 1 love the dear silver that shines in your hair,
And the brow that’s all furrowed, and wrinkled with 
I kiss the dear fingers, so toil-worn for me,

Oh ! Cod bless you and keep you, Mother Machree

care

1G
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4 WHKN IRISH I’.YKS ARK SMILING.

When Irish eyes are smiling, sure it's like a mum ill Spring ; 
In the lilt of Irish laughter, you can hear the angels sing ; 
When Irish hearts are happy, all the world seems bright 

and gay.
And when Irish eyes are smiling, sure they steal your heart 

away.

ROAMING IN Till'. gloaming-

Roamin' in the gloomin' on the bonny hanks of Clyde, 
Roamin' in the gloomin’ wi’ your lassie by your side,
When the sun has gone to rest, that’s the time that 1 love 

liest
Oh 1 Its great to lie a roamin' in the gloomin’.

I
f. l.ot II I.OMONH.

Bv you hullnv hanks, and liv yon honnie hraes,
Where the *un shines bright m Loch Lomond,
There me and my true love spent inony happy days 
On the honnie, honnie banks of l.och Lomond.

t 'horns.
( ih ! Ye’ll tiik’ the high road, and I 11 tak' the low road, 
And I'll be in Scotland before ye.
Hut trouble, it is there, an’ mony hearts are sair.
On the honnie, honnie banks of Loch Lomond

7 G KM . VI FAT..

Oh, Genevieve sweet Genevieve, 
The days may come, the days may go, 
But still the hands of mem’ry weave, 
The blissful dreams of long ago.

Oh, Genevieve.

17
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H—AVLI> LAN»! SYNB.
Should mild ncipiaiutance lie forgot,

And never brought to mind !
Should mild nc<|tiaiiitanee be forgot,

And the days o’ mild lang syne ?
Chorus :

For mild lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne :

We’ll tak' a eu|) o’ kiinln ss yet,
For mild lung syne.

•2—CLKMKNTINF.
In a cavern, In a cavern, excavating for a mine.
I 'welt a miner, forty ni ner, and his daughter, Clementine.
Light she was, and like a fairy, and her shoes were number 

nine.
Herring boxes without topees, sandals were for Clementine.
I 'rove the ducklings to the watt r. ev’ry morning just at

nine,
II it her foot against a splinter, fell into the learning brine. 
In a churchyard near the canyon, Where the myrtle doth

entwine,
There grew roses and other posies, fertilized by Clementine, 

Chorus :
Oh my darling, Oh my darling,
Oh niv darling, Clementine.
Thou art lost and guile for ever,
I 'readful sorry, Clementine, 

d MOONL1CHT HAY.
We were sailing along on Moonlight Hay,
We could hear the voices ringing,
They seemed to sav, “ You have stolen her heart, 
Now don’t go away,” As wo sang Lore’s Old 

Sweet Song,
On Moonlight Bay.

■

I S



_______________ ; ... • . -

m

4-YAAKA HULA HK’KKY DVLA.

I’m coining hick to von my llu la Lou,
1! side the sea at W ai k ki You'll |ilnv l"r me, 
And once again you’ll away m> heart your way, 
With your yaa ka hu la hickey du la time.

5—DOWN BY THE ST UK AM.
Down by the stream,
Where the water-melons grow. 
Back to my home,
I dare not go ;
And if I do, my rent I'll owe. 
Down by the stream,
Where the melons grow

6—1 LOVE YOU CANADA

1 love you Canada,
For you mean so much to me,
I love your hills and valleys. 
And your stately Maple trees.
I love all your dear people, 
Though ftir away I roam,
When I then speak of Canada, 
I long for Home Sweet Home.

V-

i '

i
c>

7 —RUSES OF PICARDY.

Roses are shining in Picardy,
In the hush of the silver dew ;
Roses are flowing in Picardy,
But there’s never a rose like you !
And the roses will die with the summer time, 
And our roads may he far apart 
But there's one rose that dies not in Picardy 
Tis the rose that 1 keep in my heart

19
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8—A BACHELOR CAY.
At seventeen Ih; fulls in love <|iiite mudly,
\\ ith eyes of tender blue,
At twenty-four lie gets it rntlier badly,
With eyes of a different line-----
At thirty-five you’ll find him flirting sadly,
With two or three or more.
When he fancies he is past love.
It is then lie meets his last love,
And he loves her as he never loved before.

9 MY OLD IONA.
Mv own Iona, from old llalona.
Your dark and dreamy eyes, they speak of paradise ; 
My ukelele played Manna l.oa gaily, 
llalonas calling me, Iona dear, my own.

10—(JIVE ME THE MOONLIGHT, GIVE ME THE
GIRL.

Give me the moonlight, give me the girl,
And leave the rest to me.

Give me a babbling brook, Give me a shady nook,
Where no one can see.

Give me a bench for two, where we can bill and coo,
And mine she’s bound to he

If there’s anyone in doubt, and they’d like to try me out ; 
Give me the moonlight, give me the girl,

And leave the rest to me.

11—THINK OF ME 
Think of me—when the band is playing,
And you hear them saying, “ There they go !”
Think of me when the drums are lieating,
And you hear them greeting ev’ry boy tliev know. 
Think of me when you hear them sighing,
And the flags are flying in the blue.
Say you’ll always think of me,
Cos I’m always thinking of you.

12

20
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,KT THF, CREAT BIC WORLD K KF. H I l'UN INC.12 -1
l.et the great big world keep turning. 
Never mind if 1 ve got you ;
For l only know that 1 want you so, 
And there’s no one else will do.
You have simply set me yearning, 
And forever I’ll l>e true, 
l.et the great hig
Now I’ve found someone like you.

rid keep on turning round,wo

13—THAT DEAR, 01.1) HOME OF MINE

1 love that dear, old home of mine,
I love that simple country town,

hear the old place calling, calling
where the birds sing

I seem to
.lust come right down to 
All day long,
And tlie sun will always shine,
1 love the waving corn where 1 was horn 
1 love that dear, old home of mine.

EVERY I.ITTl.F. Til INC IN DIXIE I11 ItoW’S

How’s ev’ry little thing in Dixie f 
How’s ev’ry little thing at home I 
How’s my Maw f How’s my Paw and 
All the friends I’m longing for I 
Come on, -loe, and toll 
You don’t know how sad I’ve been without ’em. 
How’s every little thing in Dixie f 
Dixie, where l long to be.

all about ’em,me

21

■ . ■ : • .......................■



15—MA WF,AN'I».
• ’Te got the sweetest girl in all the world in Maryland,

‘S|,ea •L'"1 lll,,14e l,'K lllll° ev' s, just like the skies in Maryland, 
I ve heel^sn lonely, hut now it’s only
I’m glad 1 waited ; She’s worth waiting for,
< atise when «he smile* at me, I seem to lie in Fairyland ; 
The most important thing. I bought tin ring for Mary’s hand. 
I know she’ll meet me at the choo-ehoo,
With a “
In Maryland.

day more :on**

How do you do I " that’s how I stand,

A

' ‘ j.TCTCTra'ôînSK ’

Si
A
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Soldiers’ Parodies
□ □

t/1—'fuue: Keep tho Home Fires Burning 
Keep the H mis retiring !
Keep our guns tiring !
Keep our airships flying !
Till the Hosr.hu are «lotto !
Keep our bayonets flashing ’
Keep our boys a flashing !
Turn the Germans insifle out,
Ami we’ll all go home.

‘2 — Tune : Mv Honnie Lie* Over the Oeeau.
My tunic is out at tho oIIkiws.
M\ trousers are out at th « knee,
My puttees are raggoil anil frazzled 
lint, the <V>.M flu 's nothing for me.
Mv Tumriiv ku a-ks hard on my back ! one,
My dial is thin as can be ;
Still ill we get ban bat at mealtimes,
Is bully and Maohonoehie.

3—Tune : A Little Hit of Heaven.
Sure a little bit of shrapnel fell from out the sky one «lay, 
And it nestleil in my shoulder iu a kind and loving way, 

And when the M.O. saw it,
Sure it looked so sweet and fair.
He said “ You're ofl to Blighty,
They will fix you up back there,'

So he sprinkled it with iodine, to keep the germs away,
It's the only way to stop them, no matter what you say, 
But before 1 left the V.< '.S, he changed bis tickle mind, 
And he marked me down for duty and he sent me up the 

line.
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l/ 4-TAK E MK HACK TO DKAK OLD CANADA

Tulle : Cheer*.
Take me hack to dear old Canada,
Put me on the i«jiit for old St. John,
Take me over there, drop me anywhere,
Toronto, Hull or Montreal, well I don’t care 
1 should love to see my best girl,
Cuddling up again we sotn should he, Whoa,
Tiddley, iddlev, ighty, I’d sooner lie there than Blighty, 
Canada is the place tor me.

I

/ 6 THE LITTLE WET HOME IN THE 

TRENCH.
I’ve a little wet home in a trench,
Which the rain storms unceasingly drench. 
There's a sky overhead, clay and mud for a bed 
And a stone for which we use for a bench.
Bully beef and hard liuscuits we chew,
It seems ages since we’ve tasted stew,
Though shells crackle and scarce,
Vet no place can compare,
With my little wet home in the trench.

■
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6—WHEN THE WAR IS OVER.

When the great big war is over,
Oh, how happy I will be,
When 1 get my civvie clothes on,
Then no more will it be “C.B.”
I'll not ask for week-end liasses,
When 1 wish to meet a friend,
But I’ll pay my fare and go anywhere, 
\\ hen the great big war shall end.

Y' t
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y 7—1 WANT TO CO HUM K.

1 want to go home------1 want to go homo
The “ Whizz-bangs ' and Shrap-nel a round me do 

roar,
I don’t want TO (iO TO THE FliONT any more,
Take me far o’er the sea,------
Where the “ All-e-man ” can not get me— 
oh, my : I don’t want to die, 1 want to go ’ome.

SOLDIHH’S LIVE ON BREAD AND JAM.

No bully-beef and no more jam,
No margarine and no more ham.
But chickens plump and ox-tail soups,
Now that's the stuff to gie’ the troops.

«J—THEY SAY THAT THE K.U.C.
They say that the K.U.C.
Ain’t got no style,
Ain’t got no style,
Ain’t got no style.
They say that the K.U.C.
Ain’t got no style,
They’ve style all the while,
All the while, What! What :

10 OH ’. JOHNNY.
Oh : Johnny, Oh ! Johnny, heavens al 
Oh : Johnny, Oh ! Johnny, how you 
You make my sail heart leap with joy,
And when you're near, l—.just can’t sit still a minute. 
Oh ! Johnny, Oh ! Johnny, heavens above !
What makes me love you so I 
You’re not handsome, it s true,
But when I look at you------
Oh ! Johnny, Oh ! Johnny, Oh !

£/S -OLD

hove I
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Il K F. KI' YOVH 11 FAI» DOWN.
Keepyonr head down Allemand, (Fritzi Boy )
K ce 11 y.nir head down Alleniiiml, ( Fri» zi Buy.)
Fast night, by the pule moonlight.
We saw you, we saw you ,
You were mending your broken wire.
When we opened ra]iid fire,
If toii want tn see vour “ Yaterund der Yaterlund " 
Keep your bead down Allemand, i Kritzi Bov )

12— M A M MIFS FITTLF COAF- BLACK BOS F 
You’d better dry those eyes my iittie coal-black rose 
And don't you sigh,
You’d better go to steep and let those eye lids close 
And hush n-hye,
Cos you’re dark don l start a-piniug,
F very cloud has a silver lining
And all the big black crows think they're just as w hi teas snow 
But you re dear old mammy knows 
That you’re mighty like a rose :
The angels gave those kinky curls to you so curly kew, 
They put the sunshine in your disposition too— that * tine 
The reason vuu're so black, I s’poac.
They forgot to give y ur mammie
A talcum powder chamois, Don't you sigh ! Don't you cry ! 
’Cos vou’re mummie s little coal black rose.

13—WHFN I t ; FT MY CIVVIES ON.
When I get my civvies on again,
And it's home, sweet home once more.
There'll he no more bully beef and mess-room tea, 
Nothing’s going to put the wind up me.
I’ll bave a nice little cottage of my own 
With roses round the door,
And a nice warm bottle in my nice warm bed.
And a nice soft pillow for my nice soft bead,
When 1 get my civvies on again,
And it’s home, sweet home once more.

lit)



COL» SA VF. THF KING.

(iod rave our gracious King 
Long live onr noble King.

God save the King ' 
Send him victorious,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign over us 

God save the King '
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