


OLD SOLDIERS NEVER D
hirs—"Kis Thoaehts G Noves D)
0ld soldiers never die
Never die
Never die.
0ld soldiers never die—
They simply fade away.

PLUM AND APPLE
(R =R Wo Dooch s’ Dos”)
Plum and Apple
Apple and Plum
Plum and Apple
There is always som
The A.S.C. get smwbexry jam
And lashings of
Bt e poue biokes

e only get—
Apple and Plum.

SEND OUT THE ARMY AND THE NAVY

Send out the Army and the Navy,
Send out the rank and file,

Send out the brave old territorials,
They'll face the danger with a smile

(1 don't think!)

Where are the boys of the Old Brigade
‘Who made old England free.

You can send out my mother,

My sister o my brot

DI Ghvba s dam sttt

WHEN THIS SLASTED WAR 18 OVER
hir:— Hyman “Takn Loz In Prayer”)

‘When this. bhs\ed wnr ls over,
No more soldiering fo
When 1 got my civvy clothes ot
O, how happy I shall be!
I sound my own revally,

No more bloody army stew.

NC.0Js will all be navvies,
‘Privates ride in motor

N.C.0.’s will smoke meu' Woodbiaes,
Privates puff their big cigars.

No more standing-to in trenches,
Only one more church-par:

o moce sutiding oa fae Bre step,
No more ticklers marmalade.

THE OLD BARBED WIRE

1f you want to find the Sergeant
know where he is, I know where he is,
1 know where he is,
1t you want to find the Sergeant,
1 Enow where he is,
He's lying on the canteen floor,
T've seen him, Fve seen him,
Lying on the canteen floor,
T've seen him, 've seen him,
Lying on the canteen floor.

1f you want fo find the quarter-bloke
Eoew whete o 5,1 know whers he'ts,

T know w

I you want w ﬁnd thie quarter-bloke

1 know where he is.

He’s miles n.nd rm.les ‘behind the line,

T've seen him, I've seen him

Miles #nd miles behind the fine,

T've seen bim, I've seen him,

Miles and miles behind the line.

If you want to find the Sergeant-Major

ow where he is, I know where he is,

1 kmow where he is,
1t you wai to find the Sergeant-Major
1 know where he is.
He's drinking up the privates’ rum,
T've seen him, I've seen him
Drinking up the privates’ rum,
T've seen bim, T've seen him,

Drinking up the privates’ rum,

you want to find the C.0.
ow whers b s, I know where hie is,

know where he
fyuuwunttcﬁnd(heCO,

Know where he is.
Hies down 1 the deep dug-outs,

Pve seen him, I've seen him,
v in the deep dug-outs,
Uve seen him, I've seen him,
own in the deep dug-outs.

If you want to find the old battalion,
know whero they ase, I kow here they ase,
fnow where they ar
you want to find '.he “old battalion,
know where they are
Theyo hangiag on the old barbed wire,
ve seen ’em, I've seen 'em,
Hanging on the old barbed wire,
've seen 'em, Pye seen ‘em
Hangiog on the old barbed wire.

SWEET CAPORAL CIGARETTES
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FRED KARNO'S ARMY
(die:—Tho Chaces One Fovadatien”)
We are Fred Karno's amy,
The ragtime infantry;
‘We cannot fight, we cannot shoo,
What earthly use are we!
And when we get to Berlia,
The Kaiser he will say,
“Hoch, hoch! Mein gott,
What a blinkin’ fine lot
Are the ragtime infantry!”

T'VE LOST MY RIFLE AND BAYONET
T've lost my way to the trenches,
T've lost my Ross rifle too.
T've lost my Maconachie rations
Also my new pull-through.
Tye lost the blankets you gave me.
To last me the whole winter through,
Tve lost my hold-all and now Tve got blowall
Since I've lost you.

FAR, FAR FROM YPRES .
~Sing Mo t Sies”)
Far, far from Ypres I long to be
Where German snipers can’t snipe at me.
Damp is my dug-out,
Cold are my feet,
‘Waiting for whizz-bangs
To send me to sleep.

WASH ME IN THE WATER
(hie:—Saivation Acioy Hyres Tune”)
Wash me in the water
That you washed the Colonel's daughter
And I shall be whiter
Than me ‘white wash on the wall,

Whites
Than the white wash on the wall,

Whites

Than the white wash on the wall.
Oh, wash me in the water

That you washed the dixies in
And I shall be whiter

Than the white wash on the wall.
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MADEMOISELLE FROM ARMENTEERS
Mademoiselle from Armenteers,
‘Parley-vous!
Mademoiselle from Armenteers,
‘Parley-vous!
Mademoiselle from Armenteers,

She hasn't been kissed for forty years
Tnky-pinky parley-vous.

THE SERGEANT-MAJOR'S HAVING A TIME
The Sugelnt Major's haviag o time
arley-vous !
The Sergeant-Major's havmg & time
Parley-yous!
‘The Sergeant-Major's haviog a time
Swinging the lead behind the line
Tnky-pinky parley-vous!
The Sergoant-Major's having o t
Parley- voul
The Sergeant-Major's having a time
Parley-vous!
The Sergeant-Major's having a time
Swigging the beer behind the line
Inky-pinky parley-vous!

MY TUNIQ IS OUT AT THE ELEOWS

e i Lios v

My tunic is out at the elbows,

My trousers are out at the knees,

My puttees are ragged and frazelled,

But the Q.M. says nothing for me,

My tummy knocks hard 'on my backbone,

My dial is as thin as can be,

Still all we get handed at mealtimes

Is Bully and Machonochie.

YPRES CHINA WALL
chiee

~Chinaiown my Chinstawn

China wall my China wall
Where the Very lights are low
And the rats and Belgium cats
Creeping to and fro,

Dear old Belgium China wall
Where the whizz-bangs fall

1t you peep you'll surely sleep
By Ypres China Wall.
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'HAS EVERYBODY GOT m'E_I}ON RATIONS?

CAiri—Trie Leat
Has everybody got his iron nmom,

For he can’t go to war withont them,

In this war with Germany.

Has everybady got hisiron rations?
better have a look and see.

Has everybody got bl water ok,

And we must be fresh when we get there,
As we always are—T don’t think

Has everybody got his clean socks on?

etting his moustache grow?
Tong but neat,

For these are the things that count most
n the war with Germany.

Has everybody got his ciéan socks on?
He'd better have a look and see.

MY NEW GAS HELMET
(AiFi—*Mother Machsos")

Sure I don’t mind the gas shells that fly in the air
As they drop all around me I don't have a care.
For the gas they send over why P'll never fret.
, God Bless you and keep me my new gas
elmet,

MILES BEHIND THE LINES
Miles behind the lines.

Behind the lines,

We've gota Sergun! Major,

Who's never seen

He’s mentioned in despttches

For ? rum

And when he sees old Jerry

You should see the blighter run

Miles behind the Tines!

1 WORE A TUNIC
(ki Wore a Taty)

T wore a tunic,

A dirty Khaki-tunic,

And you wore civilian clothes.

‘We fought and bled at Loos

While you were on the booze,

The booze that no one out here knows.

Oh, you were with the wenches
While we were in the trenches
Facing our German foe.

Oh, you were a-slacking

While we were attacking
Down on the Menin Road.

1 DON'T WANT TO DIE
Twant to go Home,
I want to go home,
I don’t want to go in the trenches o more,
Where whizs-bangs snd sragrelthey whisle and

Taki me over the sea

Where the Alleyman can't get at me,
h, my,

I don’t want to die,

1 want to go home.

AT THE HALT ON THE LEFT
~“Thren Cheer for 5o Rod, Whito aad Bive")
At tha halt on the left, form platoon!
At the halt on the left, form platoon!
It the odd numbers don’t mark time two paces,
How the heck can the rest form platoon!

DON'T GO UP THE LINE, DADDY
‘Down the Mine, DAdey"

Don't go up the Lme. Daddy,

Don’t go up the

Shells are cormng el

Dow't go up the Line, Daddy,
Don’t go up the

Some are [o\xr—pomt—lwa, Daddy,
Some are five-point-nin

Dontt o up the Line, Daddy,
Dou't go up the Line,

Don’t go up the Line, Daddy,
Don’t go up the Line.

ROAMING IN THE TRENCHES
Honmia i i Closmine”

Roaming in the trenches, Ross rifle by my side,

Roaming in the trenches couldn’t fire it if I tried.

It's worse than all the rest, the Lee Enfield is the

best,
T'd like to lose it roaming in the trenches.
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