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for good measure,

...several .. .Jingles...

Roundelays . ..

Dithyrhamnbs . ..

...and. .. soime honest-to-God Doggerel.
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ing breakers on the Sands of Time,
s salty and undying rhyme:
And much between, of oceans, ships and men:

3 1

Andnow - thesefrightful rhymes from Deadlight’s Pen.
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And Yet Another Iz

The G, C O,

X you can shout your orders through 2 voice- -pipe,
And still make sense Come out the other end;
I you'can understand the Spotting Qrders,
And lightly talic of '.Z.wz"fr, Spread and 11‘°*1a,
I you can see the target in the night-tim
Although the starshell all fall out of lme

And thank the Stars shell Officer (who's your senior)
A,.nd sdie and tell him everything i3 {lo;

I you enn tell a caustie, mrsmg Capta

“'Ixy one gun in the sa lr" S Hring high,

ond sat*bxy him with v jou*‘ =:’m,~nc.uon

Though you yourself don’t know the re ason why;

X you can curse the Gunner’s iate one minute,

£nd ask him s /ba, you ought to do the naxt,

T e e e e e e e e+« L

ur fing that you've o digolien in the panis

O tell the guns to lead - and not get voxed;
ﬁ yeou can £ill the un: <esponsive voice-pl pe
With 2l the curious iingo of your show
And showt, and shoot, zma sometimes
Why, then, my son, ycu ‘11 be aG C.C,!

Caribbean,
7-2-39,

mes }‘l?d‘thﬁ"t—af"g“ef -

I they saw youg,‘“ 7 alline

I AT R I I
MUGINCS G o2 Lol ei canbasly

Twinkle, twinkle, 1

Up above the seu so hi.
Just a pyrotechnic baul
Hanging in dxe tropic oxy

Zvery now and then I Zwonder

I the shins of days ! A0ng LSt -

Pirates wiih the Jolly Roger
Flying grimly feom fhe mast:

Spanish galleons, treasm*e—;‘;czbn
Leaning from the Nor’-east Truc es;
Galleys with their tiers of ooz " S,
Sweating slaves and rhs yehmic blades -
and then I

Tvery now wonder

I these ships should come cpain,

Wooden hulils and sail a-shining
Down along the Spanish i -

~

Weuld they cross thomselyos v.':d. ear, .
Think you were 2 siga from Ilcava
That some Fate were daravzing near 2—7

But the glow that you are she edaing

Shows no pirate-shin ta e,

Shows no gazlleon or nolley -

Just a waste of heavi: 10 soa. -

"“wm}JC twinkle, little st:.:-.ahcll,
How I wish that wncn vou {all,

L

Youw'd show up that blasted cruiser -

Ican’t see a thing at 21! |

Caribbean
5«2 -39,




s iew

NUNC zer Bmzwpumit

Life ig just a lot of lignid
n the Caribbean Qca - -

Iam in it, cn &r near i,

~And thc*°’s always lois in me

n \‘ '/‘
ELONDEWARDS TO SABA ! v

- or - From TOP {0 SOTTOM.

When I leave the Navy Im guing ¢ .‘JAI}A,

,.n isle full of blcndt.,s andno siznclial ..:.::' K.
It's a very odd thing, and you may think Ive goi ‘em,
Butthe principaltown, right on top, is called OIS,
There’sanother *ran"rc fact, andit m zz,le,sx mugh -
The people speak l’:nghsn though the ioinnd is Daoteh b
s sal id that they {ish when the weather is qu ,
But it’s blowing like blazes ten times out of nine
S0 I cannot help feeling the chances are rare
For going out fishing - but what do I carve?
I’ve seen enough water to last me for years

And don’t think I don t include lalifax heers -
So when I retire, it’s good-bye to the Sea,
And a soft life in Sottom is top- hole {or me.
Yes, you may think I'm nuts, but I know 1l be foud,
Of living in Bottom, alone with my blende.
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ETUDE IN ‘G’
(With minor apologies to the Author of

They’re Changingthe Guardat Buckingham Palace.)

SAGUENAY’s ready to Open Fire !
The young V.R, Sub’s taking lessons from DYER.
“You’ll have to watchclosely and make yourself small -

, CcmtrollmrT g—uns well isn’t easy at all”’

- - Says DYER.

‘“This thmg sa DUMARESQ -~ it’sfullm strange quirks:
Er - you can readupthe Handbookto fmdhow it works,
And that's the Director = or at least it's £O named =
For ' the Divector 1f anyong’s hlamed,”’
Says DYER.

“‘But Spotting’s the worst, withits Line , Trendand Spread,
And no matter what happens, you. must keep your head.
it's a terribly difficult thing to get clear,
For they alter the rules about thrc,e times a year’’ -

' Says DYER,

““You must keep vour temper as well as your head -

Allow nothing extrinsic to make you see red,

Such as, just as you mentally figure which way

To adjust the Dcx*ectxon the Captain will say -

“GOON THLRE ! DO SONLTHIN ! What iS¢ neDelay?
Says DYER,

‘And when it’s all over and peace reigns once more,
Don’t thmk you can shift and go Poppmg ashore.
When you’ve tried to hit targets as often as me,
You’ll find that by far the worst upshot of ‘G’

(It takes hours of work and is dull 2s can be -)
Is plotting your errors for others'to see, . ., .”

. .

Says DYER.

At Sea
15 - 5 - 39,

TIED TO LIS JOB !
But not for long,

The York made a signal to the SKEENA:

““Will you make a small explosion if you please
Underwater, at a distance -

it will be of great assistance;

Your expert ifromthe VERNON candothe thingwith case.

The YORK sent the charges to the SKEENA,

Lind the SIKEFENA welghod and quleiddy Jelt (he Pat,

While that well-known VERNON he-m'm,

Their Gunner, Mr. FREEMAN,

Prepared to fuse the chargesin the way that he’d been
taught.

Now the Regulations say the Bickford Pistol,
Especially when using it on deck,

Like Grandma’s old grey bonnet,

Must have a siring tied on it,

Andthe lanyard must be kept aroundthe operator’sneck.

Of course he carried out the Regulations,
And prepared to throw the charge well out astern,
There he stood, a lonely figure,

_Until told to press the trigger,
Andthe 7-second fusewent sput-t-t and startedintoburn.

Now this is where the thing becomes amusing,
For the Pistol and the Fuse refused to part {
The'Gunner on the butt-end,

Guncotton on the sput-t-t eqd -

And each of them had just exactly 7 seconds start !
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For the Gunner it was not a laughing matter,
Though I must admit the scene appeals-to me.
The excitement was intense, '

Till the Gunner, with great sense,

““Hurledthe Charge, the Fuse, the Lanyarg and the Pistol

in the sea ¥

There's no moral to this humorous occurrence,
Though the sequel almost made the Gunner bawl;

For the YORK said ‘‘ Thanks a lot,

But we really feel we've got

To inform you the experimentwasno damn use at all,”

. Barbados S
5 - 2 - 39. ' 3

1 rue cusner’s o paTROL ¢ [

— -

BOY !
SIR ?
| PAGE THE GUNNER !
MI-I-STER py-u-u-pGe | !

I'm sorry, Sir, he doesn't seemto beon board the ship -
I think I saw him goashore witha scimitaronhis hip . ..
on yestti!
\ OF COURSZT !
wew T GUNNER’S CN PATRCL U] .
He's gone to keepthe sailor-boysfrom getting in a hole.
(WEAT ZOLE 7)
(ANY EOLE.)—
. TEE GUNNER’S ON PATRCL !
He's walking round Barbados with hislusty crew of six,
They’re wearing belts and gaiters and they're armed
g ~ with singlesticks;
And Heaven help the sailor-boy who gets into a fix |
THE GUNNER'S ON PATROL !
Be’s slowlywearingout his shoesupon the dusty strect,
Asupand down and round about he stamps his boring beat;
And every corner that he turns he wonderswho helll mect,
(Look Out, You Birds !)
. THE GUNNER’S ON PATROL !
And when at lastit’s midnight and he’s very nearly dead,
He staggersback onboardthe shipand tumblesinto bed,
But still in dreamswhichwill persist inwhizzing round

his head,
THE GUNNER’S ON PATROL !
YES sm!

THE GUNNER’S ON PATROL ! !!

QQ '
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NAVIGATION NOTES - .

““Won’t you come into my sextant?’’.
o Said the Pilot to the Star.
I can see you up there twinkling,
Though I don’t know who you are.’’

So it’s ‘‘Someone take the Bearing’’ and ‘‘Someone take

the time’’.

And he gathers round him quite a decent crowd.
Then when everyone isready, poised, and ‘‘waiting for

the take’’,

The bloody star slips in behind a cloud.

i

Four little star-sights make a sort of ‘box’,
And three make a nice ‘cocked hat’;
But I like two ‘cos they make a nice neat ‘cross’ -
s » : .
. ““And that’’ said the Pilot, ‘‘Is that’’

i)

* * K

The sunset was blue, . .
Tinged with saffron and ochre,
Like somebody’s eye
That’s been hit with a poker.

* ) * ,‘*

C““Sea B.C..."

E.M.C.S. ““SAGUENAY’’ - Arrival of Their Majesties

T RS b

-

~~=in-Canada - May, 1939,

Break a switch -
Make a switch -
Light the little lamps;

W histle in the Microphone

And tickle up the amps.
1ell’s Bells -
Deccibels -

Say a little prayer;

Hold your breath in Ottawa,

For BRIGGS is ON THE AIR.

Salt- Caked =~
Sun-Baked -
Moaning at the Bar;
Blue suits - _—
Sea boots -

Tremtienite the little Tar.

Sailor walk -
Salty talk -
You should hear him swear.

Tone the old loudspeaker down =

For BRIGGS is ON THE AIR.
Avast you ! l

“Blast you!

zear him shout at HAYES !

He’s going to be impossible

For days and days and days,
The salt is in his arteries,
There’s sea-spray in his hair;

Be’s rolling round the aether waves -

TED BRIGGS IS ON THE AIR ¢ ! [ !]

ulf of St. Lawrence”
15-5-39.
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I’m bored to distraction !

_Oh Baby !
Bermuda .
. BLQ’VIUDA ?
My Hat !

I could only describe it in letters of blood

*  And I couldn’t do justice at that !

VWe've just poox,ed off piff in a rainstorm,

We've fired four fish in a gale,

) And we've crept through the N'm ows, our

nerves all on edge,

 Trying to plck out the buoys in the hall

. Bermuda .

- And sometimes we go to the Dockyard

And lie theretied up tc the wall,

But there's nowhere to go and there s
nothing to do,

And we’d rather not be here at a‘l

) We can hire a blhe if we're weal hy,

Or else walk - and that isn’t much fun,

' We cculd go by boat, but then half of the time
_ A gale blows and no boat can run.

Oh Baby . ! T'm bored to distraction , '

- My Bat ! vrnat ajcm; .
T'd rather be up in the Ice and the Snow -

‘And ‘With You which is more to the Point.

C g

- CARRIER CADZIENCES

I B T e

1946

o,

(Some of these were published in the WARRIOR
, Magazine - The SEATFLY)
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“WARRIOR"” -- 1767 - 1048

Two hundred years ago the Qak was born,
From which the heart of this proud vessel springs.
From Bail, she grew through Ironclad to steam,

And now ... the WARRIOR has sprouted wings |

(From the Coramissioning Booklet .)
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" (Note.- This became the ‘WARRIOR MARCH’,

WARRIORS ALL.

with music by Miss W.E, Houghton
and orchestration by Bandmaster
J. McNeillie, R.C.N.)

M W g e

‘We sail the Seas
In any old broeze,
- WARRIORS ALL are We.
We take the Alr '
Any time, any where,
" WARRIORS ALL are We.
For Foes or weather we don’t care,
We BEAUL TOGETHER foul or fair,
We’'re Masters of the Sea and Air,
"~ WARRIORS ALL are We!

-

SATURDAY ROUNDS -

Flight Deck to Gallery,
Hangar Deck to Main,
Lower Decls to Platform,
To Hold and back again,
Up into the Island,

‘A’, {B!, lc);

Who'll corne Saturday Rounds with me?

" Hatches by the hundred,

Ladders by the ugore,
Upstairs, downstairs,

Isn’t it a bore?

Deeping into corners,

Sniffing out the dast,

Rushing round the messdecks,
Sweating fit to bust,

Hogping over hatchways,

- Dodzing rcund the doors,

Popping into oifices,
Snooping reund the stores.
Sweating in the engineroom,
Freezing in the Irig,; -
Puifing like a grompus

TFrom climbing to the bridge.
Sraclling round for petrol,
Tapping tuoyant drums;
Through the caieteria,
Looling out for crumbs.
finish in the Wardvoom,
Feeling likze a wroclk,
Stagger to the wine-bar,
Grab a horse’s neck,

V/eary, worn and speechless,
Trembiing, pale and wan,
Drop into an easy chair,
Sound the ‘Carry Cn'.
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Flight Deck to Gallery,
Hangar Deck to Main;
Lower Deck to Platiorm,
To Hold and back again.
Up into the Island,
‘A, (B) {Cl
’ Who 11 come Saturday Rounds thh me?

sarew

H.M.C.S. ‘WA.RRIOR'
. Spring, 1946,
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SONG FOR A SAILOR - GIRL

(If oply.,someone would put it to Music !)

You’d never think to look at me
That I was once a WREN,

With lots of opportunities
For meeting up with men.

For though I spent a lot of time
In sticking pins in maps,

I always found a chance to know
Some interesting chaps.

With officers and sailor-boys
I often had a date,

But none of them appealed to me
Until I met my Fate,

Chorus:

I love a Pilot in the Air Arm -
‘It's just one of those things.
Though he’s often pranged at sea,
He’d no trouble landing me -
I’ve fallen for a sailor-boy with Wings.

I turned my hand to lots of jobs
When I was in the Vrens,

From driving motor-vehicles
To filling fountain-pens.

I wore my cap and tiddley jeans,
And even steered a boat;

And once I sewed a button on

A Senior Officer’s Coat.
In fact I’ve done most everything
A keen young girl could do,
Except the fun we’re going to have
In our aeroplane for two.
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Chorus:

. Ilove a Pilot in the Air Arm -
It’s just one of those things.
And no one will be sorrier
To leave the HAPPY WARRIOR -
* Y’'ve fallen for a sailor-boy with Wings.

.
L]

January; 1948.

e

H, M. 8

- The Captain in his cabin notes the time:

Calls for his Steward in a calin sublime.

Bring me my gloves and my sword,
My telescope, my cap: A _
There’s an Admiral coming aboard.
The usual flap. '
You’d better stand by with the gin, -
And - Hell ! There's a button gone !
Get me a safety-pin,

And skewer the bloody thing on,

Guns ! where the hell is the Guard?
They are_getting ready, I hope?

There’s the Barge just leaving the Yard,
And - Sidebby ! look at that rope !

Does the bandmaster know the Salute?

Where’s the Snottie ? He’swhat..? Gone to shift.?

How many guns do we shoot?
My God ! Now the Bugler’s adrift ! .

The First Lieutenant - fit to be tied -
Is circling the ship to look at the side.

Commander - not so calm - is up on deck.
The Gangway staff is getting it in the neck.

Foc’s'le | FOC’S'LE ! Look at that Jack 7

Clear it - and haul it taut !

Look where Dusty’s hung that sack !
One bridle’s far too short.

There’s a patch of rust as big as a barn,
And that boat-cover’s much too large.
You’d think that nobody cared a darn -

. My God ! Stop Both !! Here's the Barge "




VZith a flick of her wake and a shiver of pride, '
The Darge drew up to the S«.B.I‘UO‘(U‘C\ side.

The bugle blew and the call-pipes trilled,

All upper-deck movement was suddenly stzlled, :
And calm and unhurried, like creeping Fate,
The Admiral mounted in solemn state,

While everyone waited with hand to.cap,

And there wasn’t a sign of the receat flan,

: The ship looked clean, and the Cuard locked smart;

The Captain smiled, and the ‘Bloke’ took heart.

Then they went below for a gin (or twain), ; :
And the ship stood still till he'd lenve again, 3
The fideboy rubbed at a spot on the deck, v

And the pogg\m c*cws madoe one 1'15 check,

¥ %
Then‘ a buzzer buzzed, and the whole staff stirred;
The O0,0,G, uttered one sharp word; - : o
The Guard stood straight and shifted grips,

- And the Bugler ner vou.aly wettzd his lips.

Then the Skipper appeared with his guast in tow,

Shook hands, saluted, and watched him go. :

The Barge lay off while the popguns spoke,

And spouted their fat, white puifs of smoke.
* #* w®

The ‘Carry On’ sournded; the Guard dismissed; =

The Commander’s cap took its usual list; -

And.-men in overalls, hidden below,

Came up on deck in & rightcous glow,

Back on the rails went Dusty’s sack,

And the wind soon loosened and fomed the Jack,

The Skipper he heaved the Bloke a vrink,

And took him aft for a well-earned drink,

The Cook’s Mate started another buzz,

-And life went on as it always does. o

* * *
Cf all His Majesty’s Ships I sing -
‘Ready, Aye, Ready’ for Any Old Thing ¢

OTTAWA
T-6-48
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THE MET - MAN TRIO.

A--B--C

a.  Well Met !

DevmVgll Met !

a,) He's) )
b.) Um ) the MET MAN,
¢c.) He's) ~ the DRY or WZT MAN:

a. He knows "ust what it’s going to do on land, in air,

akoron =
And all this {nformation he will give you Harry
free -
And even when it’s opposite to what he says ’'twill
be -

ALL: Ee's still the MET MAN -
the DRY or WET MAN --

¢. He deals with FRONTS, both Cold and Warm,
or Polar, in profusion;
He hardly blinks an eyelid if he mceets with an
QOcclusion:
His jargon is so technical it guarantecs confusioir;

ALL: Forhe's a MET MAN, a DRY and WET MAN -

b. I do my best to tell you what tomorrow has in store
for you,
And if my terminology is something of a bore ior
you,
Just come and do the job yourself - I'd love to keep
the score for you -

For I’m the ILET IZAN, the DRY and WET IMAN




- ALL. So here's to Meteorology, a science that is
: k ' vain; & .
And though it's right - well, half the time,
’ there’s one thing very plain -
Divisions on the Flight-decl: is bound to bring

t e e o Ho o i it e ¢ e g e A b m—

the rain . '
= o A _
AND THE MET MAN WON'T BEZ THERE 4/ E
. - - K,
»
SHORZSIDE STANZAS
A
. ;‘:t
3
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SPRING COMES TO OTTAWA

- Spring comes to Ottawa !
The sap is slirring:
Trees don their verdant coats:
Spring hats perch jauntily on fancy hair-do’s::
The young men feel their oats.

And, too, the chairborne, deskboundsapsare stirring -
The poor benighted souls of Cartier Square,

- Dreaming of ships and sparkiing spindrift blowing
l =] b)

And cool sait-laden winds ruilling (ho hair,

Gooa shiphorne sounds and smelis andsights assail theny
Imaginations soar unchecked and frec;

They feel once more the living deck beneath thaem,
Thalassa ! Moody: bountiful. The Sea !

Ah me ! That pens and paper were invenied,
To plague the souls of szilormen like we.
Come, fling the files to well-deserved perdition,

And we’ll aboard and beat to open sea. ‘
— G e latn
N.S.H.Q | A
19-5-48, '
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OUn. BARR/\C XS IS A GA RDEN

(W1th qpproprxﬁe apologies.)

Our Barracks is a garden -

Or at least it scems that way,

; With borders, beds and grassy lawns

That grow from day to day.
And there are avenues of trees .
That shade the passer-by,
But the Glory of the Barracks
Lies in more than meets the eye.

: For just inside the entrance doors,

Where stand the big brass bell,

Barometer, thermometer,

And the Q14 as well,

.Isa o'rimly-{urmshed office,

~Full of desksandfilesand thmgs, :

‘Where sits the First Lieutenant -

The Man Who Pulls the Strmgs.

. And flanking, the wide. gr'mite ‘steps, -

Two ancient guns of brass,
On silent guard amongst the beds
And lawns of sun-drenched grass.

And the broad Par ade Ground echoes

With the Shouts of Gunnery birds,

’ But the glory of the Barraci,

It abideth not m words.

‘For here you see the Szulormen,
¢ The young ones and the old
From Boys and Ords. To Chief P.O.’s
‘The timid and the bold,
Who do their daily tasks and catch
The first boat after tea,

: For the Glory of the Barracks is -

. It never goes to Sea .

A.nd some can drill Platoons and such,
And some can tame an Amp,
And some know morse and semaphore,
' Some wield a rubber stamp;
And some of them are still too young
‘ To bear such heavy loads,
And they can roll and trim the lawns,
And skirmish round the roads.

Oh, our Barracks is a Garden,
Where we learn the Seiann’se aralt,
And even on the warmest days
’ We suffer from ‘‘The Draft’’,
And if it ever tumbles down, *
""" They’ll build it up next cay, **
For the Glory of the Barracks
It shall never pass away |

v, ¥ ® *
{STADACONA’
Tuly, 1938.

* Which it did..ceee
_*¥* Which they did ......
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Head - foot - luff - leach -

Peak - throat - tack - clew -

Hey there ! - not so nedr tie’beach -
Lee shore - tide rising £00 « . . -

Port - starboard - bow - stern -
Foresail - mainsail - jigger - -
Give yourself more room to turn -
Seas are getting bigger . .. ‘

v -_ Shank - stock - flukes - ring -
‘ Capstan - fairlead - cleat -
P Never mind the compass swmg -

e . Then you ’11 steer a treat. ..

S Truck gunw‘lale - garboard - keel -
X -~ Scantlings - beams and knees -
'* - What' ? You want to leave the wheel ?

LEE ‘side - IF you please . . .+ . |

)

1. } ‘

. . ® % "
v ,

i
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THE THREE-VALVE JOWL

(To the tune of ‘A CAPITAL SHIP'')

A bit of a shine on a Heterodyne
«-Ig-g~thing that you rarely see;

But a Cardioid Curve had the Infra-red nerve
To Shunt one oiff on to me.

I don’t need to state that a Molecule’s mate
Has a manner that’s short and terse;

An aerial Amp is a bit of 2 vamp,
And a Millivolt’s rather worsa.

Chorus:

So Spark, ye Xeys, yeo-ho ¢
Three Waves for Radio !

A Two-phased &rg in a one-horseburg
Is a bit of a so-& -s0, and so
Let’s Choke the Cathode Ray,
And Oscillate all day, '

And we’ll easily get a kick in a Set
TEN THOUSAND MILES AWAY !

The veriest fool knows Maxwell’s Rule,
(The Corkscrew one, of cour se)

If he gets it right and the Coupling’s tight,
There’ll be Filaments in his IMorse.

But the ‘Man Aloft Board’ makesavery good sword,

And a Solenoid does for a shield:

He can damp the noise with a counterpoise
In a non-magnetic Field.

Chorus:

So Spark, ye Keys, &c., &c. . ..
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if the S'nzirl;-mp spurts and the Kilowatt Hertz, .
And the 1. C. V/.”s bent; -

There’s a Helical Dome in your Chm Sweet Ohm, :

And spots on the Filament,

. Just send for a Plug with a Silica Lu‘g,

And wait till the Battery boils,

‘And the Eddy-current Brake will probably make

A series of.Darauel Coils.
Chorus:

So Sparlk, yo Kczs yeo ho ¢ :
Three Waves for Radlo | !
A Resonant Gauss in a2 Dynamo House
Is a Supersonic €how, and SO
Pipe the Heaviside Layer away,
For we'll all be there some day;.
And we’ll tickle, the Grid ¢f a Radaio Xid
TEN TAOUMND MILES AWAY it

ﬁagg‘er Signal Course.
Greenwich, 1928.

__._‘,

THE GENERAL,THE ADMIRAL & THE A.V. M.

h, let me sing a song to you
Of senior Officers three
Who decorate the councils of the M, C.C,,
Though no one’s ever certain
Txactly what they’'re at,
For every time the bell strikes,
‘They wear a diifferent hat,
It’s clearly most confusling,
To us as well as them,

~ The Admiral, The General & the A. V.M,

Oh the M.C.C,,
Tooling round the country.
The M,C.C.,
They meet now here now there.
Their respective cerebelli
Are spheres of vast activity;
While for likker all their stomachs
Have a tireless proclivity.
it really is a wonder
They can stand the life at all,
The A.V.M., the Admiral & the Gen-er-all.

Their brows are bound with brasswork,
And other signs they bear

Of those stately Higher Levels
Where the atmosphere is rare,

~"TTHough it’s fair to state that sometimes

~ From that eminence they fail,
The A. V.M., the General & the Ad-mir-all,
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Perhaps I should have mentioned

, That Lesides the M, C.C.,
They also lend their presence
To6 the Permanent L.B.

* They may be seen from time to time

" From Churchill to New York,
Or Washington - or Montreal -
. And in all of them they TALK !
And typists by the dozen '
-Type out records of it all
For the A.V.M., the Acmiral & the Gon=er-all,

I sometimes think they wonder, .
' ‘With sad and pensive smiles,

1f 'all this work will end within

The musty, dusty files
In the lost-forever Arclives of

Cur great and glorious Nation
.Beneath that tragic label - ;

“Under close consideration.”

_But ever optimistic,

Such things won’t worry them -

“he Admiral, the General, & the'A. V.M,

: Spring,'léfl&
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THE BELLS OF LONDON
(Sung - roughly - to the tune of the Bells.)

Whenever we hear the Bells of Loncon

- Ringing their peals on Sunday,

They bring to mind the trials and troubles
Besetting our paths on Monday.

CoNwM=O v20:00. C=N-M-0!

On listen while we sing 0 you
About the R.C. I, :

We're stationed here in London Towa
At famous Number Ten.

Ve love Cld Bncland - yes ve €9 -
.Now - now - no nasty cracis {

The weather may be strang. at times,
But there’s no Income Tax.

Rain - ‘ Xeat’s On -
Fog -
Cold - Heat’s O |
Cough -

There’s no more coal at Mumber Ten -

It’s like an open koat.
.. Put trousers cn yeur oillce Wren

And wear your ovarcoat,

It’s just the same at Fifty-three -
Light un the oll-clicves quick :

They smell 50 much you have the choice
Cf being cold or sick,

Lunch - time -
Lunch - ime -

- - . . .

Climab - climb -
limb - cliab

s e e — g
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There’s no more whiskey in the M2sS, .

"And ve're all out of beer.

The slot machines have cleaned us out -

Gh dear - oh dear - ch dear.

We pant up three long flights of ‘stairs -

_Alas - it’s 211 in vain;

“The only sandwiches, they've got -

vou're right - it’s SPAM again:

V-1-V=2.... Bang - Bang - Bang - Bang
There go the syrens once again -
‘Ch let the welkin ring.
we've lots of troubles of our own,
~ And bombs don’t mean a.thing.
But of the things that bombs can. do,
- And 21l the noise they make,
It’s worse:at night becanse they keep
The S.D.O. awalke «

'C’N’TXII‘O e e'a ®w @ w ¥ o @ .C"N"M"O

we've far more stafl than office space,
~ Cr desks OT telephones, :
But no one ever seems to mind,
And no one ever moans.
ve're cramped and crowded as can ke,
But no one cares rap,
For the only place for Wrens to sit
. Is someone else’s lap ¢

' Whenever we hear the Bells of London

Ringing their peals ¢a Sunday,
They bring 10 mind the trials and troubles
Resetting our path on Monday.

CNI/:O, London
15-12 -84

et

SAILOR JILL

yere’s to the Girls in, Navy Blue -

The WRENS at England’s Lane.
They’re one of the boughs of the migh{y oak
. That rules the Raging Main.

Chorus:

Come, Hearts of Oak,
Your glasses fill -

‘And drink a Toast

. “To Sailor Jill,

At England’s Lane | :
©On Haverstock Hill.

We know the nice girls all love Jack -
We sing it now and then: ’

But something else we know full well -
All Jack Tars love 2 V/ren.

We're very fond of WAAC’s and WAAF'S,

And Soldiers and Marines,
But what can beat a Tiddley Wren
In Navy Cap and jeans ?

Chorus:

Come, Hearts of Oak,
. Your glassecs fill -
And drink a Toast
To Sailor Jill -
At England’s Lane
‘On Haverstock Hill,

CN#©, London.
Xmas, 1944,
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' Céfried out by ““Skeena’’ at Comox, . C.
April 22nd, 1932.

Crawling in the moonlight,
Creeping on the ground,
Trying to ¢odge the cowslips
Lying all around. .
Sneaking through the shingle,
Squirming in the sand,
Trying to hide behind the logs
Strown on every hand.

Section follows after Se'ction'
Creeping in the same dlrectlo:x,.!—
Stallding up the Red Camp sentries,

" Wizened sea-dogs; young New Entries;

Thin ones, iat cnes, long and »short on?s;
p.0.’s, Rillicks, starboaxld, port ones;
Sigs. and Tels., Sick Berth and-Stokers;
Heavy drinkers and non-smokers,
Burnt cork smeared on every face, -

So that moonlight leave no trace.

Cursing, sweating, puffing, blowing,
Tust a bunch of bottoms showing,
Unsubstantial though protrusive,
Shacdowy and most elusive.
Is it therefore any wonder .
That the sentry on the hut-top-,
Or iho frozen watchers manning

- A iachine-gun on the I}%utt—top ,

. ‘Kep* mistaking sailors buttockf, .
TFor some sea-washed flotsam futtocks,
And as tired eyes got worser,

Even thinking vice versa.

o e B L ey

Now the time has come for action,
And in just another firaction

Q7 o minute and 2 bright light
Fiashes up - a Very’s White light,
Tired from Point“K” by ““B’’ Force.
Then a swift attack by ‘‘C”’ I'orce
Wakes the Red Camp from their slumbers,
Makes them think that untold numbers
Are approaching Red Headquarters
From where brightly moonlit waters
Lap the sandy, sea-made wrinkles,
And the Goose Spit Beacon twinkles.

Then the errant moonlight flickers
Cn the barrel of a Vickers!

Crack . The Section Leaders fire -
And then quietly expire ‘

As the Umpires wash the Blue out,
Saying ‘“You & you & you out ! ”’
What about Force ‘‘A’’, the Butts end,
Lying prone upon their stomachs,
Still endeavouring to shelter

In behind the logs and hummocks?

As the Very’s Light rose skyward,

So the gallant leading Section
Charged the Red m.g. emplacement;
But the Butts were good protection;
Tach Red bullet found a billet,

~ And the Umpire said “‘Kill it [

But the second lot succeeded

In creeping round where they were needed:
Leaped on those astonished Red men,
Left the whole darn lot for dead men.




9o the Blue Force slowly crept in;
‘ Then, extended, swiftly swept in, .
b ~ Taking shelter where they {ound it, — : :

Then on, over it or round it,
Till at last they reached a hummoci
Which the enemy defernided;
‘Met in hand-to-hand encounter.
Fought and Died: o 1
: 3 and warfare ended. ,
‘ i
Comox, B.C. R
23-4-32. |
!
t
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SCRANBAG

(No Excuse)




. THE FISEERMAN

e ) Wizén the last,‘ long drink is en.ded,‘
| And all the stories »old
v When the corkscrew hangs on its nail agam,
' And the ashes are dead and cold;
When the grey dusk creeps down the quiet lake,
' At :he end or 2 parfect day,
The fisherman gathers his ‘silver.y spoils,

" And sillently steals away.

4

-

Masketsy Lake, P.Q.
23 June, 1924.
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THE ASPIDISTERER

When Father’snotplaying with radio sets,
Or mucking about with machinery,
"® shuffles round ’ouse 'olcin’ watering-can,
For Father's gone nuts about greenery.
'w likes tropical things - and Ma ’ates 'em
of course,
'Cos they scmtch er or sting 'er or Blister ’er,
Eut the thing she 'ates most - and that Pa likes
the best,

Is a really 1gh~chss Aspidisterer,

It stands 1 the window that’ s nenveat the street,
In the blggest of garden reccptacles;

It stops all the hpr‘mt: comin’ into the room,

So the family’s ’ad to buy spectacles.

But Father insisted it 'ad to stay put -

There was nothing that Mother could do,

Till one cay, the Lodger - well, wait al’at;ck -
I'il change metre and tell it to you.

There’s an Asp in the best Aspidisterer -

And it’s bit bloory Ledger in wrist

'B’s callca in Policemen andL'\wycrs and such,
And 'e almost ’it Father with fist {

"2 says that ‘e doesn’t mindlions and things,
'Cos they keep them in cages, in Zoo,

But an Asp, in the Paricur, concealedinthe Plant -
Well, it wern’t what the .305t Peovnle do.

"2’'s as mad as can be, and ‘e stamps up and down,
And ’e shouts, and 'e waggles 'is fist,

’Cos an Asp, in the best Aspidisterer,

Went and bit bloory Lodger in wrist.
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. THE PET - A Nonsense Rhyme '

Cnce upon a time I had a Littie Animaleulus, ‘

Who sufferednot infrequently with superarenal calculus, '
UntilIfoundthatfeeding him on freshly-pickled mimulus |
Acted very, very strongly as a prophylactic stimulus, }

I tookhim to a Medico who sported a monoculus,
Who told mehe’dbe,safest in a super-lethal loculus,
Tansweredthathis thoughtfulness was absolutely minus, - !
ThenI kickedhim inthe iscitm and smackedhis frontal f
. : S sinus. '

I left him in his office in a state approac‘hing nudity,

After chasteninghim thoroughly for hiz a

: S S proximity,
Andsoonrecovered, I'm gladto say, our normal

. - A ats “w . e bt S e ki i o
e et h w AU E s Meee himee AR AR s e 8en o) e .

bnormal erudity. |
. My petandIremovedourselves with haste from his “

equanimity,

My little Animaleulus still has reduced pepticity,
But softens up his ealculus with unrestrainedlubricity;
And as his age creeps slowly on towards the nonagesimal,

I think he hopes his calculus will grow infinitesimal !

© 15-9-33,

CHINESE INTERLUDR

I'dreamed was a Mandarin - or something of that iik
A Taipan with a Tummy and a coat of padded sill,
I'inhabited a Palace on the Yang-Tse-Kiang River,
With ten million yen perannum and a crencllated liver,
The latter was an heirloom from a score of gencrations

Of eating very ancient eggs and such abominations,

The Palace wall was covered all with many carved
oo , monstrositics,
Such as queerly-sculptured dragons and other curi-
s o osities,
There were fountains in the gardens, and {unny dwarf-
I - like trees,
And the shouts of pig-tailed children as they gathered
Tt up li-chees,
They gathered up the li-chee nuts from in amongst the
o fiowers,
And thus they kept themselves amused for hours and
~ hours and hours.,

A little crowd of COOli@LVExg»gqmﬁtﬁu;,m,u}g,sm;% —

Xou could tell what they were doing by the awful noise

. ‘ they made; ‘
ffor they were playing MAH-JONGG for jingling Chinesec

’ o mongey,
And the shouts of PUNG and XONG and CIHOV/ were

a - really rather unay,

Hg‘ceasmgly they argued in their sing-song ccolje lingo,
Till they sounded like a Church Bazaar that’s running
‘ ’ ’ Penny Bingo,

: I’d just had time to see and hear the things 1've told

A voice said -“’Ere’ , You - when -
‘ = re s you tea,’,Slr - and it’s Dearly

‘arf-past ten |’

BUNG - HO .

. g o
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- & curious creaiure is the Cow.

In spite of a Shakespearian brow,

el brain is really very small -
If she indeed has one at all.

" In practically every case,
She has a kind and geatle face

That hardly ever frames a {rown.

Her eyes are gencrally brown,

.

‘Sometimes she stands in pensive mood,
‘A’ruminating on her food:

Flicking her tail from side to side,

To keep the flies from off her hide.

‘Her eyelids droop in calm repose:
And all that anybody knows ‘
Is that she gives us milk and cream,
And likes to stand arcund and dream ..+ suem,

e S i

GUR CGLARDEN

. There’s not another garden in the whole, wide world,

That looks tire~slightest bit like ours:
It’s full of ftfny plantsandirees you've never seen before,
And some very. very complicated flowers.

To get into the garden is a puzzle in itselt,

‘Cos ‘THIS WAY CUT’ is marked on all the doors;
Apd the only wayto doitiswhen you're fast asleep,
And to creep in sofily in between the snores.

Dt oheo yougat inpldo i you aanwalk for milas andimiles,
Along funny litlle paths that turn and twist:
And if after wallking lots andlots youthinkyou've seenitall,

You're sure to find another one you've missed !

There’s purple hypochondriac and yellow flowering piush,
And gorgeous pink trifoliate clandesdne:

And the hanging epiglottis with itspetals in reverse

Fills the summer air with scents of dubious wine.

The esculent inertia with verricule of blue,

With its pappous and palpebrous inner bud,

Vies with sarcophytic tarvia tocatehunwary flies, -

And discard their squamocus bodies in the mudi—

The hebdomadal gefuffle flowering once in seven days,
Flaunts its half-cocked pistils gaily to the sky,

And indigenous nostalgia nestles neatly in the rocks,
Where exotic tonsillaria live and die.

So if you wantto seethislovely garcen I’ve described,
You'd better go to bed and leave your games.
Youcantell us all aboutit in the morning whenyouwake -
And I hope you can remember all the names !
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NONSENSE

FROGS.
| don’t
often play the Mandoiin
o 'LAMPS
won’t
" burn without a Candolin
| | CARS' |
~won’t

t

' c'rank without a h'andiolin

" ISN'T THAT A SILLY SORT OF RHYME

2 2 2?2 ?

[ o

s

‘Last night you boasted you had ‘hollow legs's

BREAKFAST .....

Why do you swear at your tacon and €ggs,
Foolish, inconsequent man?

Why do you swear at your lacon and eggs,

Draining your coffee-cup down to the dregs,

Holding your head in the fan ?

So why do you curse at your bacen and egos,

Hapless and migzrable man ?

Montreal, P.Q

'16-5-25
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WORM - versus - BIRD -

There is a certain Proverb,
. Of which you may have heard,

Concerning the advantages .

Gained by the Early Bird,

Who rises with the rising sun,

And then with purpose firm,

Strides through the dew -soaked grassto seek
The harmless, lowly worm., -

(Of course, we cannot understand

Why he should think raw worn s grand:
And even stewed or fried, Such fare

To eat we really shouldn’t care.)

The fact remains, the Early Bird

Catches the Worm. _
o _The thing’s absurd,

If it is simply meant to stress

That early rising means success..

Just ask the worm, and he will say
That Early Rising Doesn’t Pay

* * o

THE STATES OF TH5G UNION

A Minemonic
In ALAZONIA one {ine day, (Alabama - Arizona)
A big ARKORNMNIA sat, (Arkansas - California)

Vith COLICUT upon his knee, (Colorado -
o , _ Connecticut)
And DELIDA on the mat. (Deleware - Florida)

B e LT

FE drank a glass of GEORGATO, (Georgia -
Idaho)

And ate his ILLIANA;S (Illinois - Indizma)

’

He murmured softly ‘10848, (lowa - Kansas)

And kicked the KENLIANA. (Kentycky -
' Louisianna)
In MAINLAND he put MASSIGAN, (Maine -
B : Maryland)
(Massachusetts - Michigan)
___MINIPPI in the larder; (Minnesoia - Mississippi)

MISSANA in the living-room, (Missouri -
Montana) -
Together with NEBRADA. (Nebraska - Nevada)

His HAMPSEY and his MEXICORX (N, Hampshire -
. N. Jersey)
' { N, Mexico - N. York)
 Gave CAROLOTA mania; (N. Carolina - N. Dakoia)
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Then REODOLINA said to him, (Rhode 1d. -

tyour DAKESSEE is in yer; (S. Dakota - Te

Thelr'x WASHWESVIR got on his horse, (Wash
' . Virginia)

And so he sent OHOMA home (Chio - Oklahoma) -

To far-off ORE VANIA. (Oregon - Pennsylvania)

S. Carolina)

nnessee)

' You've eaten up your TEXAH, SO (Texas - Utah)
Just finish your VERINIA’’. (Vermont - Virginia)
ington «

And rode to WISCOMING, of course. (Wiconsin -
: ‘Wyoming)

Wi et b it ool




