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/ have written the taie of our life, 

For a sheltered peoplès mirth, 

In jesting guise ; . but ye are wise, 

And ye know what the jest is ivorth. 

fe LVON i , 

-Rudyard Kipling. 
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Having cast our literary bread (which we hope 
is light and digestible) on the waters it seems 
to be returning to us after many days in the shape 
of letters of thanks and congratulations. Well, 
it is good to know we can do something that is 
appreciated, anyway ; but the crédit is entirely 
due to those officers and men who have with 
financial, literary, and artistic contribution 
taken most of the load off our éditorial shoulders. 
It would be churlish to forget the enormous help 
we have received from the North of Ensjand 
Newspapsr Co. in the printing, publishing, 
and distribution of the periodical. When we 
first approached theni they made no extravagant 
claims as to what they could do ; they took us 
up just as we were ; and they made the paper a 
greater success than even in our fondest dreams we 
had hoped for. Then, again, our advertisers, to 
wliom we hope and believe we have given good 
return for their kindly interest, have done a 
great deal for us. Everyone who enjoys the 
" Whizz-Bang " should think of thèse things and 
back those who back us so that they can continue 
to see our cheerful " phiz " each month. 

Last but not least, for the sugar is found at 
the bottom of the cup, our readers are due for 
thanks ; because vùthout readers there can be 
no " Whizz-Bang." Every day brings us news 
of the spread of our " sphère of influence." 
Without any beating of drums or flourish of 
trumpets, the light and naive character of this 
little effort has gained for us new friends, whom 
we hope we shall keep. 

The ta-sk of doing something to prove that 
even war has its comical side is one of the 
jolliest anyone can have, so finally we thank 
ourselves for having undertaken it. 
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MORNING SICK PARADE. 

It is a deep-rooted principle of the British 
Army that sick men should see the doctor early 
in the day, and it is considered the thing to have 
Sick Parade at 7 a.m. Think of the healing 
balm of the early morning air, and of the obvions 
advantage of rising at 6-30 a.m. when you are 
suffering from Influenza, and waiting for half-
an-hour until your turn cornes to enter the 
sacred precincts of the Dressing Station. The 
cool morning air reduces fever, restores failing 
appetite, turns the thoughts upwards and in-
wards, and braces the fearful to face the terrors 
of the M.O. The latter is of course in a peculiarly 
savage state of mind as he broods over the fact 
that the Adjutant is quietly sleeping whilst he 
has to turn out as early as 6-45 : and to listen 
for a solid hour before breakfast to the stories 
of the aches and pains of forty men, to face 
several pairs of blistered feet, to open boils or 
extract teeth, are forms of exercise which are 
apt to be tedious. 

Men who report sick may, like sermons, be 
considered under three headings—those who are 
sick, those who think they are sick, and those 
who want other people to think they are sick. 
On Sundays in England, or during rest from the 
trenches in France or Flanders the first class 
alone is represented. On ordinary days the first 
two classes are well represented, and on the day 
we return to the trenches the last class is much 
in évidence. The last class is also very numerous 
when a new M.O. arrives. From a médical 
point of view the sick, the honestly and genuinely 
sick, are the most interesting ; from a psycho-
logical stand-point those who wish other people 
to think they are sick présent much of interest, 
sometimes of difficulty, and often of humour, 
for behind the symptoms described by the 
patient there is a motive, to discover which is to 
explain the sickness. Private X. reported one 
morning complaining of pain under the heart and 
extraordinary shortness of breath. His puise 
was going at twice the normal rate, but his 
température was not raised. He was retained 
at the Dressing Station for observation, and it 
was then discovered that he was undergoing 
punishment, and that he sought to évade the 
righteous hand of the law (bow wow !) by going 
sick. His puise became normal within two hours. 
He has never reported sick since. A certain 
officer reported sick with a dark and mysterious 
complaint of which no external signs were to be 
found. He was given plenty of advice and two 
pills, but went away sorrowful. About an hour 
later he was seen wandering about in the vicinity 

of the Dressing Station with a peculiarly restless 
and dissatisfied expression disfiguring his hand-
some features. After a few minutes the outpost 
reported the increasing proximity of the said 
officer, who presently sidled into the Dressing 
Station. First he looked this way and that way 
(always a suspicious circumstance), then he stood 
first on one leg and then on the other, and 
fïnally, clearing his throat in a threatening 
manner, declared in a strong and clear voice to 
ail concerned that in his opinion advice and 
medicine were inadéquate to meet the seriousness 
of his complaint, which demanded long and 
careful hospital treatment. The médical officer, 
seized with panic, at once wrote a note to be 
given to the nearest Field Ambulance, to which 
the suffering officer was hustled with ail speed. 
We learned later that he was received with 
hilarious incredulity at the Base, and after a 
few unhappy days was only too glad to apply 
for the Order of the Boot, which was conferred 
upon him with musical honours. But what was 
the underlying motive of such strong and de-
termined action by this officer "? On the day on 
which he reported sick he was liable to be " told 
off " by a General, and, as is well known, to be 
chewed up by a General is far worse than to be 
blown up by a shell, so that the gentleman in 
question is to be congratulated on the neat way 
in which he escaped that ordeal. It is only fair 
to mention that the hero does not, did not, and 
never will belong to the glorious Sixth Battalion. 

No Sick Parade is complète without the old 
chronics. An old chronic is one who is so 
attached to the person of the médical officer that 
he cannot be happy for many days together 
without seeing him. His resourcefulness in dis-
covering minor ailments is astonishing : he would 
figure well in an advertisement of Teachem's 
Pills, only, unlike the central figures of the Pills 
exploits, he is not cured by two boxes of your 
wonderful pills, and certainly does not consider 
Army Pills worth a guinea a box. Like Oliver 
Twist, he asks for more, and when tired of pills 
grows a blister on his toe, or a boil on his neck, 
or a bad tooth. Teeth are the bane of the 
médical ofncer's existence. For some weeks it 
became fashionable amongst the men to have 
false teeth blown out by a whizz-bang. This 
gave way to the even better plan of losing teeth 
on the way across the channel on returning from 
leave. Blistered feet are also commonly seen. 
One man came with a sore place on his foot 
alleged to have been caused by a nail in his boot. 
As he was wearing " boots, gum, thigh," this 
story needed explanation. A previous blister 
had healed, and this enterprising man, not 
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satisfied with return to duty, had placed a nail 
through the sole of his gumboot. He has never 
reported sick since. 

The great majority of our men will not report 
sick until absolutely forced to by some real ail-
ment, and when the call to duty and endurance 
and hardship is urgent the lads are not wanting. 

E. W. 

 ♦ — 

THE SONS OF DURHAM. 

O the Sturdy Sons of Durham, 
Whate'er they seek to do, 

Will suffer and be patient, 
But they will see it through. 

They wield the pick and shovel 
And bayonet just the same, 

And never will they grovel 
Before the tyrant's name. 

So damn you ! Mr. Kaiser ; 
Ay ! blast you ! Kaiser Bill, 

One day you may be wiser 
When you have had your fi.ll. 

You may be strong and cruel, 
But we are stronger yet, 

And, by ! you'll get your gruel 
As hot as hell, don't fret ! 

As hot as hell, and hotter 
When word to charge we get, 

And seek for you, you rotter, 
With thirsty bayonet. 

We've got a big amount here 
A-waiting to be paid 

AH set to your account here, 
Those figures cannot fade. 

The day will corne for paying— 
Nurse Cavell and the rest. 

You'll have no time for praying 
With bayonets in your breast. 

" Forgive, to seven times seven," 
Is what the good folk say, 

But you're just due for Heaven, 
Or else the other way. 

Yes, Hell would suit you finely. 
The Devil you'd dethrone, 

And rule, no doubt, benignly 
An Empire on your own. 

Perhaps when we are picking 
In piping times of peace, 

Your head you'll up be sticking 
To ask the row to cease. 

But long as you're on earth, Will, 
We'll seek you every day, 

Not ail your princely worth will 
Persuade our hands to stay. 

We wouldn't stick a Briton 
Who tried to boss around, 

And by ! we won't be sit on 
By Kaisers I'il be bound. 

And so we're out to kill vou, 
Ay, K, I, L, L—kill ; " 

And craven fear will fill you, 
You'll whiten round the gill. 

So shell away and slaughter 
To save your ruddy neck. 

You'll cross the last wide water, 
You'll make the last long trek. 

For the Sturdy Sons of Durham, 
Whate'er they seek to do, 

Will suffer and be patient, 
But they will see it through. 

As long as one stout pitman 
Bemains alive and well, 

He'll hang on just for it, man,— 
To give you ruddy hell. 

MORE-ANON. 

ABSOLUTELY " IT." 
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INTELLIGENCE REPORT. 

As there is considérable divergence in the 

manner in which Battalions send in their reports 

to the Brigade, the following spécimen is given 

as a model on which ail Intelligence Officers may 

base their reports :— 

LEFT SUB-SECTOR. 
The sun rose at 4 a.m. Our Artillery im-

mediately opened a heavy fire in the direction 

of the solar luminary, which was suddenly 

enveloped in a dense cloud-bank: gas-helmets 

were at once donned, and rifle and machine-gun 

fire opened on the enemy trenches. As the O.C. 

Company had not got out of bed nothing further 

happened. Smoke was seen at 8 a.m. coming 

from behind enemy supports at A. S. S. o. O. o. o. 

A few shots from our snipers stopped the nuisance. 

The F.O.O. avers this smoke to have arisen from 

a very large pipe being smoked by a fat German. 

Our snipers, however, say it was a cookhouse. 

No further trouble was experienced from this 

quarter. 

At 9 a.m. two men engaged in birds'-nesting 

in ANTRIM WOOD saw a German émerge from an 

observation balloon and slide down the rope to 

the ground. One of the men took out his glasses 

and distinctly saw him swarm up the rope again 

waving a copy of the " Whizz-Bang." He had 

a sausage stook behind his car. The enemy 

immediately opened fire with whizz-bangs and 

sausages. Our F.0.0. promptly hoisted a plate 

of hot crumpets to the tallest tree-top, and our 

howitzers crumped the enemy cook-houses heavily 

until the enemy fire ceased. 

CENTRE SUB-SECTOR. 
At about 4 a.m. a large red globe was seen to 

émerge cautiously over the ridge behind the 
enemy lines. We promptly got our artillery 
to work, whereupon dense clouds of smoke issued 
apparently from the globe. Thinking it might 
be a new form of gas-attack smoke helmets were 
donned. But on a message from the Brigade 
that the wind was due W. helmets were doffed. 
The sun rose a little later. At 10 a.m. we fired 
a mine under enemy trenches : nothing happened. 

PJGHT SUB-SECTOR. 

At about 1 a.m. the enemy fire 2 red, 1 white, 
3 green, and 4 blue rockets. Our Company 
Commander immediately went to bed. 

At 2 a.m. a platoon commander and a few 

bombers set out to bomb an enemy listening 

post. As the enemy had wired it in during the 

night the attack did not corne off. On the way 

back a dead German was found and brought in. 

The following documents were in his possession :— 

(a) Pay-book, (b) a current issue of the " Whizz-

Bang," (e) a leave warrant to take effect from the 

following day. The M.O. avers that a perusal of 

any one of thèse three would be dangerous to 

health, and that the combined effect of the three 

brought on tears and laughter leading to heart-

failure. 

At 3 a.m. wTe " stood to." At 4 a.m. the sound 

of mining was heard, and our engineers descended 

the mine-shaft. The officer on duty states it 

was merely the sound of his knocking the ashes 

out of his pipe against a duck-board. The CO. 

states he is talking rot, and anyhow he ought not 

to have been smoking. 

Opposite point A. S. R. o. O. o. o. the enemy 

have erected a board on which is written in good 

English—COME ON You B B and 

WE'LL GIVE You B—— H . Our trench-

mortar officer knocked it down with his 173rd 

bomb. 

The rum ration shortage continues. The 
R.S.M. has been asked to investigate. 

(Later:—Owing to a severe attack of bilious-
ness contracted in the course of his investigations, 
the Sergeant-Major is now on the sick list. 
The arduous nature of the work ma}' be judged 
by the fact that the R.S.M. had collected no 
fewer than 45 empty rum jars in his dug-out 
It was while making a searching examination of 
thèse that he was taken ill). 

LISTENING APPARATUS. 

The following conversation has been overheard 
on the German wires by our experts. It will be 
noticed it was carried on in English, and was 
doubtless a code used to deceive our experts:— 

" Hullo ! there." 

"TJllo! yerself." 

" Who the Hell are you ? " 

" 'Oo the 'Eli are you, any 'ow ? " 

" I'm the Adjutant of the Eighth." 

"Ho ! hare you ? Well, hi'm the Quarter-
master of the Blanks. Now we know each 
hother, we can start." 

No attention need be paid to the allégation that 
we were tapping our own wires. 

GEE WHIZZ. 
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ODE (?) TO A FLEMISH G1RL. 

I don't know what an " ode " is, 
But I've got some idée 

The word a sort of code is 
For " love-song," don't you see. 

I'm no durned good at rhyming, 
But still I'm going to try 

O Flemish girl, at climbing 
To poets' heights on high. 

0 Flemish girl, no chap'll 
Omit to mark your worth, 

You chubby, rosy apple ! 
You apple-of-the-earth ! 

You bonny, breezy beauty, 
Whene'er I go to rest 

It is my bounden to duty 
To kiss you just in jest. 

You sure are just a wonder, 
Or so it seems to me ; 

1 want you, kid, by thunder ! 
I want you, don't you see? 

I've been shut up in trenches 
For Lord knows what a time, 

No English gais, nor Frenchies, 
To make dull hours sublime. 

But gee ! this little rest will 
Give comfort and delight, 

My late dejected chest will 
Expand before your sight. 

For midst the woods and tillage 
I've found a damsel stout, 

And eke a Flemish village— 
Well, yes, I've found them out. 

My pals they have no notion 
Of who you are or where ; 

I love your form, your motion, 
Your quaint and candid stare. 

In England or New Zealand, 
Australia, Canada, 

You're not the sort that we land, 
But, you know, there you are ! 

I never had much fun in 
A-chasin' girls like you, 

I used to go a-running 
For slimmer kids, that's true ! 

But beggars can't be choosers, 
And as we'll ail agrée 

That connoisseurs are losers, 
The winners' same as me. 

AFRICANADA. 

ARMY TERMS EXPLAINED. 

As certain words printed from time to time in 
this Magazine may be somewhat unintelligible 
to our readers in " blighty," we propose to explain 
a few of the commoner terms :— 
Sandbags.—Pièces of sacking used by officers and 

N.C.O.'s for making beds more comfortable. 
Can also be used as a substitute for puttees. 

Anti-frost-bite grease.—An inflammable substance 
supplied in tins. When lighted gives off 
a cheerful glow and can be used for heating 
dixies. A newcomer just out from England 
was once observed to rub some on his feet, 
to the intense amusement of ail unlookers. 

Rum.—An alcoholic beverage being thoughtfully 
supplied to Sergeant-Majors. 

Crump.—A " Shavian " nuisance. (Got round the 
Censor in masterly fashion.) 

Whizz-Bang.—-"A monthly written and ." 
You know ail about this. 

Dug-out.—So called because it is almost in-
variably stuck up as far in the air as possible. 

BUghter.—One who works his ticket to blighty, 
after a short spell in the trenches. 

Bruno.—A highly dangerous form of poison pas 
used by the L.G.O. P. D. M. 

SENGALESE TRUMPETER. 
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THE LINGO. 

Iv'e learnt to talk some French, by Gosh ! 
" Napoo " and " parlez-vous," 

" Bon, eh ? " " no bon " and " promenade," 
" Bonjour," " Eeps " and " Balloo."* 

I get on champion with the girls ; 
They're good to me, by Jingo ! 

But one thing I can't stomach is 
That bloomin' Flemish lingo. 

They say " Ged dag," I " No compree." 
That's awkward for the wenches, 

They jabber, so it seems to me— 
I much prefer the Frenchies. 

And just because I cannot speak 
Their dialect so funny, 

They take the handles off their pumps 
And charge me double money. 

It's queer but true, our officer 
He speaks the Flemish slightly, 

And gets on famous with the folk, 
Who answer brisk and brightly. 

They give him beer and coffee, too, 
And when he asks for water 

They put the handle on the pump, 
The smile upon the daughter. 

* * * 

It's wonderful how folk will change 
When they can understand you, 

And things you first thought very strange 
And used to sort of land you 

Become as clear as Burton beer, 
And ail mistrust is over, 

And you and they go on your way 
As pleased as pigs in clover. 

BILLY. 

SANDBAGS. 

A certain N.C.O. of the Battalion, evidently 

possessing a sensé of humour, and at the same 

time being short of " something to write home 

about," requested that his friends should send 

him some sandbags, as they were very scarce 

out here. Some time afterwards a parcel arrived 

for him and was opened with the usual suppressed 

excitement and mild expectation. His feelings 

may be better imagined than described when the 

removal of the very last layer of paper disclosed 

to his great disgust TWO SANDBAGS. 

H. McN. 

HOW THE NORTHUMBRIANS WENT TO YPRES, APRIL, 1915. 
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CAPT. E. WHITE, R.A.M.C. 

Captain Ernest White has just been mentioned in 
despatches for heroie conduct under heavy shell-fire in 
reseue and eare of wounded.—Lance-Corpl. C. C. Bonner, 
stretcher bearer of the Durham Light Infantry, is 
mentioned for the same cause. 

LIETJT. G. R. ANGUS. 

Lieut. G. R. Angus received the Military Cross for 
plucky conduct when a camouflet had breached the 
crater in which he was stationed, and temporarily buried 

the men in it. 

Corporal ,T. Dixon, signal section Durham Light 
Infantry, is mentioned in despatches for courage and 
coolness in attending to his very important duties under 
shell-fire 

ANGLO-BELGIAN MILITARY GUIDE; 
OR, 

THE SOLDIER'S VADE MECUM IN 

FLANDERS. 

FINNEE.—" Done," " Finished," " So that's 
that," " Broke," " Let's have another." 
See also NAPOO. 

ESTAMINET.—A place of worship open only from 
11 a.m. to 1 p.m., and from 6 p.m. to 8 p.m. 
The vast number of thèse shrines to be 
found in Belgium and French Flanders is a 
tribute to the religious nature of the in-
habitants. 

SALON DE THE.—Same as ESTAMINET, but for 
officers only. 

BILLET.—A barn with many holes in roof and 
walls where men sleep on straw. Very 
occasionally a room in a farm. 

REST.—Period during which one leaves the 
trenches and digs reserve lines or goes on 
route marches. 

BONN JUER.—" You see, I can speak French." 

BONN SAWER.—Same as BONN JUER. 

COCHONS.—Former inhabitants of barns in which 
we are billeted. 

NAPOO.—A French word meaning, " there's no 
more left," " its' ail over," " I'm fairly 
done in," " ain't got none," " there's nowt," 
" that's done it." 

No BONN.—A French phrase meaning, " It's no 
good," " I don't like it." " Rotten ! " 
" Shers not pretty," " Nothin' doin'," 
" That's a bad franc," " the Kaiser." 

PROMENADE.—" Will you corne and make love 
to me ? " 

BRASSERIE.—Any building which has been shelled 
to blazes. 

L'EAU.—Water. 

LAIT.—Same as L'EAU. 

CAFFY.—Chicory. 

IRON RATIONS.—Rations as tough as iron. 

COMPREE.—A word which, put at the end of an 
English sentence, at once makes its meaning 
clear to French folk. 

No COMPREE.—" I don't get you," " can't 
understand," " I don't want to understand," 
" can't you talk English ? " 

LA VIE PARISIENNE.—Beligious pamphlet. Very 
popular in the trenches. 

SWASHBUCKLER. 



10 

if & " WHIZZ-BANG." & & * 

THINGS WE WANT TO KNOW. 

Whether the entertainment which can be seen 
daily at any riding school in the country 
isn't better than Sanger's circtis. 

* * * 

Who'd be a football référée. 
* * * 

Why so many offieers are cooling their heels in 
Blighty who are wanted out here, and who 
want to come, what's more. 

* * * 

Who was the Colonel who wanted to make a 
new army out of 200,000 offieers' servants 
and 50,000 grooms, what statistics he bases 
his figures on, and what he would do without 

a servant. 
* * * 

Whether the said Colonel understands the 
différence between combatants and non-
combatants. 

* * * 

Would he on the same principle abolish cooks, 
signallers, and so forth, and, if not, wherein 
lies the distinction. 

* * * 

When is dear old BELLOC going to quit arguing 
about Germany's reserve of men. 

* * * 

Whether the Turks were fond enough to believe 
we shouldn't have another go at 'em. 

* * * 

Who was the dear old lady who read that the 
enemy advanced in mass formation, and 
remarked " Well, well ! and I thought they 
were mostly Lutherans." 

* * * 

Whether a certain officer's success in getting 
three stars was folio wed by a célébration 

in " three-star." 
* * * 

And who is the officer who says that even his 
one-star is on the wane. 

* * * 

Whether the Clown Prince's anxiety to get into 
Verdun is due to the présence there of a 
certain party for whom he entertains an 
affectionate regard. 

* # * 

Whether the signs and portents don't point to 
another year of war, and, if so, what the 

deuce do we care. 
* * * 

Whether the officer who read a long and wor-
shipping article about his marvellous deeds 
in a local paper at home roally felt flattered 

hy the attention. 

Whether it is not high time that Mutual Admira-
tion Societies became a thing of the past. 

* * * 

Whether Germans in their heart of hearts do not 
think the Yankees altogether too soft. 

* * * 

Whether it would benefit us anyway even if 
the U.S. did get sick of Germany's sublime 
cheek. 

Whether the Anzac in his Stetson hat has not 
eut out the Scot in his kilt in the eyes of the 
girls. 

Who doesn't congratulate our gallant Major on 
his wedding, and whether it is a fact that 
one of our Company Commanders is con-
templating taking the same step. 

Who was the officer who was heard to mutter, 
" First catch your Hare then Cook it." 

* * * 

What the nurse thought of the young officer 
to whom she whispered for ten minutes 
before discovering he had been invalided 
home for deafness. 

* * * 

And what was the language she afterwards 
resorted to to establish such a complète 
understanding. 

* * * 

Who was the officer whom his Brigadier greeted 
with " How are you to-day, my pretty 
bird ? And what is your name ? " 

* ♦ ♦ 

And whether it was merely a coincidence that 
his name really was that of a proud and 
pretty bird. 

* * * 

Who is the officer who labours under the solemn 
sobriquet of " my scientific friend," and who 
that of " a poet in disguise." 

$ t i 

And whether a little intellectual variêty is not 
rather more refreshing than if everyone was 
cast in the same mould. 

* * * 

Who was the soldier responsible for the following 
cheerful ditty picked up near his billet:— 

Oh ! to be in blighty 
Now that June is here ! 
Oh ! to be in blighty 
Roaming by the Wear ; 
A-chasing the flappers 
And following the dear, 
My heart is in blighty 
Although I'm out here. 

* * * 

When shall I get my CLAIM PAID. 



* * * 
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. . IT PAYS TO . . 

ADVERTISE IN THE 

WHY ? 

BECAUSE Thousands of 

Soldiers read it, and every 

copy is PRESERVED as 

a SOUVENIR. 
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TOWARDS HOSPITAL. 

I have often been told that soldiering is a 
glorious career: I am not going to dispute that 
statement. But there was a time when I felt 
inclined to doubt it,—en rovte for hospital. 

Imagine a night of rain, such as to emphasize 
the luxury of an armchair, a fire, and a pipe: 
instead, the wretched victim is thrust on a 
stretcher, and the part}' moves, or rather shuffles 
off. Even to reach the dressing station is a 
problem. A feeling of utter helplessness over-
comes a man who has to be carried. How can 
he hope to dodge the Bosches' shells when a 
strafe begins ? Should he happen to be heavy, at 
short intervais the bearers put him down to 
change places. At once the wet soaks through, 
and, with rain wetting his blankets, he arrives 
at the dressing station more like a wet sandbag 
or even the proverbial drowned rat than a man. 

Then foliows innoculation, and a weary wait for 
the ambulance. The journey in this latter 
weird vehicle is not without excitement. The 
driver is lost in visions of Brooklands, and in 
spite of shell holes he never slackens speed, but 
delivers his passengers more dead than alive at 

the Field Ambulance. 
You are not left in peace for long, but have to 

answer a catechism of this kind :—Name ? 
Age ? Service ? Unit ? and a variety of like 
questions. It is only fair to admit that they omit 
to ask for the exact âges of ail your family, but 
otherwise their curiosity stops at nothing. 

Another motor ambulance takes you to the 
C.C.S., where you may have some rest. Then 
the hospital train—the first comfortable part of 
your journey—and finally you reach the hospital. 

Even now you have to answer another 
catechism, but that is bearable, for it is followed 

by a bath and bed ! 
Truly the lot of the wounded is not altogether 

enviable ; but that bed ! ! 
K. B. S. 

 -ç, 

"ONCE MORE INTO THE 

BREACH." 

By "Attacked." 

When the Division to which many of our 
readers belong first entered the historié part of 
the line far back in the dark days of the war, 
the great number of offieers and men who went 
home wounded after the 2nd Battle of Ypres 

fully expected the war would have been over by 

Christmas. The war looks about as far from 
being over as ever, and for a large number of 
those men it is a case of " Back to the army 
again, Sergeant." It may be a disappointment 
to the old folk to see their offspring trekking 
back to the old smells and shells ; but to us it 
is a glad thing to welcome back to our midst 
offieers and men of " the Old Brigade, who 
fought with us side by side." But the battalion 
which was responsible for the founding of the 
" Whizz-Bang " has had the spécial and unusual 
privilège of welcoming back its Commanding 
Officer, who, as everyone knows, was wounded on 
December 20th in Sanctuary Wood. It is 
lawfid to speak of places and dates where there 
is a matter of five months' gap, so we are sure the 
Censor will pass the preceding passage. 

On the occasion of Colonel Jeffreys' wounding, 
he expressed the hope and belief that he might 
be back with the battalion ère long. Few of us 
on that bitter and sorrowful day ever believed, 
though ail hoped, that the Commanding Officer's 
conviction would be fulfilled. It has been ; 
and the upholders of the doctrine that the mind 
is able to subdue matter are to some extent 
justified in their belief. A good number of 
offieers wounded or invalided to England are 
back also, and altogether things are beginning to 
look more like old times. Perhaps if they had 
not " gone down " for a time in the earlier days 
they would not be with us now, so altogether 
we feel that we have rather scored over the wily 
Bosche than otherwise. 

 ♦ 

HIS PIPE. 

Amid the bursting shells of Hunnish strafes 

Unmoved he sits, puffing his pipe the while : 

Or when the trench, by storm and shell 
o'erwhelmed, 

He builds anew, at times alone he stands 

In driving snow, or rain, and mud knee deep 

—A sentry guarding ail his friends—but when, 

His vigil done, another takes his place, 

He sits him down to rest, and fills his pipe, 

That pipe his comforter throughout the dark 

And chilling watches of the wintry night 

And dawn, who in their gbostly mantles wrap 

The trench of friend and foe alike. So when 

His strength doth fail through wounds or 
weariness 

His pipe brings power to strive and fight again. 

K. B. S. 
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WHIZZ-BANGS. 

One Whizz- Bang doesn't make a magazine, but 
it only takes_12_to make a volume. 

The British sniper doesn't go in so much for 
shooting snipe as for killing swine. 

The trench-mortar, she's ail right, until the 
how—its—'er or they snipe—'cr. 

The Big Gun lay in silent. state, 
Untii the front line wired her 

" For Mike's sake, please, retaliate," 
Then up they got and fired her. 

There was a glad soldier at MONT DES CATS 

Who danced and shouted ' Hurrats ! hurrats! 
For why should he grieve 
At going on leave 

To cuddle his sweetheart '? Oh ! lats ! lats ! 

The leaves of the wood don't wave, 
The tempest moves them not, 

And they don't lie on the ground 
To rot and rot and rot ; 

And " rot ! " is what you say, 
But sure 'tis truth I tell ; 

For the leaves of the wood can't wave, 
They've ail been shot to Hell. 

(Editor's Note.—And, by jove ! if we get hold 
of the chap that wrote those rotten verses he'll 

be shot to what's-its-name as well.) 

A bullet knocked off his cap and he smiled ; 
a rifle grenade burst above him and he laughed ; 
a whizz-bang knocked a sand-bag on to him and 
he roared : a crump lifted him in air and sat 
him down with a bang and he writhed with 
laughter. Then they blew up a mine under the 
trench, but he had already been carted away by 
stretcher-bearers otherwise he would certainly 

have burst. 

The man who said 200,000 offieers' servants 

were wasted was talking punk. They are com-
batant in the trenches. But probably he was 
one of those fellows who are more accustomed to 

playing at soldiers than being one. 

Some men are born fools, some achieve foolish-
ness, and some have foolishness thrust upon them. 
But it's rather hard luck on us if born fools 

try to thrust their foolishness upon us. 

" Austrian Offensive," says a newspaper head-
line. The nature of the beast. 

The Kaiser calls Constantino of Greece his 
" dear Tino." He knows him too well to put 
" constant " in front. 

King Ferdinand of Bulgaria's expansionist 
ambitions have led to a softening of the " g " in 

Bulgaria, which is now pronounced " bulge 
area." 

But the softening of the brain in Fendinand 
came first. 

The bore of a rifle is the part that it's a bore 
to have to clean. 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Officer of D.L.I.—Many thanks for kind 
letter of congratulation re the " Whizz-Bang." 
As the immortal Will Shakespeare would say, 
" Our true intent is ail for your delight." 

Private of the D.L.I.—Very glad to hear the 
" Whizz-Bang " is doing so champion where 
you are. If you are satisfied, so are we. 

Publication Dept., French Foreign ()ffice.— 
Immensely flattered by your courtesy in in-
cluding the " Whizz-Bang " in your exhibition 
of trench periodicals. Where the armies of the 
French and British Empires are found fighting 
side by side, it seems to us very meet that the 
literary output of their gayer moments should be 
on view together. 

Beck's WeeJcly Tatler, Montréal.—Glad to 
know you got the " Whizz-Bangs " O.K., and 
highly honoured at your quoting our efforts. As 
for " the true story of what happened on April 
26th, 1915," that will bc for " Après la guerre 

finit." 
Anyhow, the D.L.I. got a dandy first-

hand impression of the glorious herosim of the 
lst Canadian Division on that day, and it is 
" hats off ! " to them every time. We are glad 
to have had the honour of fighting shoulder-to-
shoulder with the heroes of ST. JUIJEN, and with 
other Canadian troops since then. The Maple 
Leaf for ever ! 

Lient. P. H. B. Lyon.—The May number 
was certainly deuced late, but that was no fault 
of the Editor. Fact is, there was so much doing 
that contributions crept in in dribblets. We 
think we have done pretty well to keep the thing 
going under some circumstances. 



FOOTBALL. 

On May 25th the Brigade League Tournament 

was brought to a close by the D.L.I. beating 

another D.L.I. and thus running out winners 

on goal average. The runners-up were the 

Border Battalion. 

The victorious team have 5 wins to their 

crédit, have lost twice and drawn once. Their 

biggest win was in the return match with the 

D.L.I., whom they beat by 11 goals to 4, 

after being two goals to the bad when three-

quarters of the way through the game. Nobody 

claims that the score was représentative of the 

comparative merits of the two teams, but the 

recovery which could turn a score of 1 goal to 3 

into 11 goals to 4 in less than 20 minutes is 

certainly worthy of remark. 

The Machine Gun Company were able to 

* * * 

defeat both the winners and the runners-up in 

one of the two matches against each team. 

The D.L.I. have scored 32 goals in 8 

matches, while 20 were scored against them. 

The annexed table of matches played by the 

winners shows that 3 out of 5 wins were obtained 

in away matches, while the 2 losses were both 

sustained at home:—■ 

Goals for D.L.I. ... 32 Goals agst. ... 20 

There were a good many changes in the com-

position of the winning team owing to the 

exigencies of duty. The following were those 

who figured most frequently in the team : — 

Capt. R. V. Hare, Sergeants J. Nicol, J. Bell, 

and Barkas, Corporals S. Maddison and R. 

Theakstone, Lance-Corporal E. Young, and 

Privâtes R. Thompson, Packett, F. Smith, J. 

Rider, T. Halliday, and R. Clark. Private T. 

Stevenson kept goal throughout and put in some 

fine work. 
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0OES YOUR TOBACCO OR CIGARETTES 

COME DUTY FREE FROM HOME? 

THE GROWTH OF OUR EXPEDITION ARY DEPARTMENT. 

Since the despatoh of the British Expeditionary Forces to France, in August, 1914, we hâve steadily 
built up a réputation far the reliable and speedy deapatch of parcels to the Fromt. At first an hour a 
day was sufficâent to deal with the few orders antrusted to ue, but our methods soon increased our con-
nection, till to-day we have a spécial départaient, UNDER THE SUPERVISION OF EXCISE 
OFFICERS, wifah its own staff of olerks and packere, who are paoMng and desrjatcriing parcels frora 8.50 
a.m. till 6 p.m. Thèse faots speak for themselves. 

OUR SYSTEM, 
Whioh bas been built up and perfeoted tihrough the expérience gained since tflie beginning of the war, gives 
vou the fullest advantage of Etaty Free Pricee, which meains a saving of a bout S/- on a pound of Tobacco 
(Tobacco ccsting 6/8 lb. cam be had Duty Free for 1 /S), and aJso of the mort complète Duty Free depart-
meat in the county. 

YOUR SAFEGUARD 
is to place your orders with the house of higheet repute and tned expérience. 

RESPONSIBILITY. 
Ail Parcels or Cases are sent according to the régulations of the Military and Post Office 

Authorities, from whom we receive a receipt for each package, but we cannot hold ourselves 

responsible for damage or loss after leaving our hands. 

Cigarettes» 
Old Tarn (packete of 5 cigarettes)... 1/9 250 
Wocdbines (2 boxes) 3,9 500 
Jaok Tar 1/4 100 
Ma/nsion House 1/6 100 
R. S. Gold Flake 12's ... 1/6 box 
Wills* Gold Flake 1/6 100 
Grainger 2/9 100 
Red SpeciiaU 3/3 100 
R. S. Spécial» 3/3 100 
Tonides Virginia 3/6 100 
Tonides Turkish 3/6 100 
York Spec;ak 4/9 100 
Graimger Grandies 4/9 100 
Blenheim Navy Cut 4/6 lb. 
Nut Flake 4/6 lb. 
61's 6/6 lb. 
Quaysiders ... 6/6 lb. 
Spécial No. 4 8/6 lb. 
R. M. V 8/6 lb. 
Graingers 10/0 lb. 
Islam Turkish 10/0 ]ib. 
Fiinest Egyptia/n 10/6 lb. 

Tobacoos. 
Golden Twist 1/8 lb. 
Black Twist 1/8 lb. 
Bomb Bar 1/8 lb. 
Light or Dark Shag 1/8 lb. 

Minimum 
Quantity 

whioli can 
be dent. 

250 
500 
200 
200 

2 boxes 
200 
200 
200 
200 
150 
200 
150 
150 
ilb. 
41b. 
J,lb. 
ilb. 
ilb. 
41b. 
41b. 
41b. 
4lb. 

4lb. 
41b. 
4lb. 
4lb. 

Tobacoos—eontinued 

Mica Mixture 
Virginia Bar 
Cut Golden Bar 
Verger Mixiture 
Nut Flake Honey Dew 
Blenheim Navy Cut 
Fouiroome Mixture 
Best Navy Cut 
Bushranger 
Cynicus Blend 
Curly Cut 

Cïgars. 

Portia 50 
Tovarina 
Perinola Reg de la Reina, 100s 
Perinola BlenheimB, 50s 
Perinola Earl Grey, 26a 

SnufP. 
Clan Fell 
Prince Royal 
Golden Pheasant 

Pipes. 
Ghenry-wood 
Briar 

Dnty Free. 

Prioe. 

. 2/0 lb. 
.. 2/6 lb. 
.. 2/8 lb. 
.. 3/0 lb. 
.. 3/0 lb. 
.. 3/0 lb. 
.. 4/0 lb. 
.. 4/0 lb. 
.. 4/6 lb. 
.. 4/6 lb. 
.. 4/6 lb. 

Minimum 
Quantit; 

whioh ose 
be sent. 

4lb. 
4lb. 
41b. 
ilb. 
4ib. 
4lb. 
4lb. 
4lb. 
41b. 
41b. 
4lb. 

Per 100. 

. 10/6 
. 15/6 
. 26/0 

. 26/0 
. 28/0 

3/6 lb. 
3/6 lb. 

4/10 lb. 

50 
50 

100 
5U 
50 

41b. 
41b. 
4lb 

2d. each 
from 9d. each 

AH Orders mugt be aecompanied by 0&sh. When Ordering, give fullert particnlars for Address. 

The above 
FRANCE. 

Not exoeeding 3 lbs 
Exoeeding 3 !bs., not exoeeding 7 lbs. 
Exoeeding 7 l'bs., not exoeeding 11 Iba. 

DARDANELLES. 

Not exowding 3 ibe 
Exoeeding 3 lbs., not exoeeding 7 lbs. 
Exoeeding 7 lbe.. not exoeeding 11 lbs. 

rates do not include postage, the rates of which are:— 
EGYPT. 

Not exoeeding 3 ibs 
Exoeeding 3 lbs., not exoeeding- 7 lbs. 
Exoeeding 7 lbs., not exoeeding 11 lbs. 

MALTA, CANADA, INDIA, AND 
B. E. AFRICA. 

Not exoeedazig 3 lbs 
Exoeeding- 3 lbs., not exoeeding 7 lbs. 
Exoeeding 7 lbs., not exœedSng 11 lie. 

I 

i 

I 

o 
o 
o 
à 

SOUTH AFRICA. 
9d. per ïb. or pat* of lb. up to 11 lbs 

PRISONERS OF WAR.. 
No postage is payable. 

> . _ SHIPS, 
If in Home Waters, oodinary Inland Paroel 

Rates. 

If in Foreign Water», according to posi-
tion, usually 1/- up to 3 lbs. 

The Robert Sinclair Tobacco Co., Ltd., 
Export Dept,, Blenheim St., Newcastle-on-Tyne. 

Printed and Published by North of England Newspaper Co., Ltd., Priestgate, Darlington. 
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