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THE Soxe or THE HUN,

Lune—* Arve you from Dixie?”

“Say, Mister stranger, how do you do?
There's something I want to say to you :
That ’bus I see, what would it be?

Was it a triplane, or an old 2 E?*

“I'll tell you all that you want to know,
j They sent me up on my first solo:
| All went on grand, sir; I tried to land, sir,

\ Then unluckile-e-ee . . . .”

Chorus—

‘ We hit the ground once, I p.lled the stick back,

Like my dear instructor taught me to do.

And then we rose—Dby gad, we rose up—

And the wind was rising up too !

I remembered that instructor said, ** The nose down
to stuff.”

I looked around and said: “ Oh! this is #e# good
enough ;

I kept the stick back,

We hit the ground— WHACK ! . . .

122

Now I'm for trenches too !







The SYNCOPATED FIRE CONTROL.
Tune—* The Kipling walk.”

In F.Es you can sit at ease ;
The trigger squeeze, just as you please ;
Because you've got two guns
You bring down lots of Huns.
If a jamb you get, you need not fret;
You've one gun yet, and you can bet
You'll still bring down the Hun.
In single seater tractor scouts, you're always on the

hop,

You've a synchronising fire-control, so that you won’t

hit your prop.

|

When you're out on a Sopwith scout,

And your gun cuts out, there is no doubt
You're absolutely done,
You're got stiff by the Hun.

Chorus.

: Oh ! the syncopated fire control,

Very fascinating on the whole ;

. Something new is, that the Lewis got it now.
| Vickers have done it,

Since they've first begun it,
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Then you hear your gun shoot Pop | —Pop '—Pop !
Crash ! and you know you’ve gone and shot your prop.
It's a matter for some chatter:

We're up the pole :

Hang that syncopated fire control !







THEY CALLED THEM R.AF, 2c¢s.
Tune—"*They called it Dixie-land.”

Oh ! they found a bit of iron what

Some bloke had thrown away,

And the ¢ R,AF,” said, © I'his is just the thing
We've sought for many a day.”

They built a weird machine,

The strangest engine ever seen,

And they’d quite forgotten that the thing was rotten,
And they shoved it in a flying machine.

Then they ordered simply thousands more,
And they sent them out to fight.

When the blokes who had to fly them swore,
The * R.A.F. said, “ They're all right ;

The ’bus is stable as can be ;

We invented every bit of it ourselves, you see!”
They were so darn’ slow, they would'nt go,

And they called them R.A.F. zc¢s!







THE SONG OF ‘354.'
Tune—* We've come up from Somerset.”

Oh! we came out from Birmingham
To see the great big war,

There was Oxo right chock full of figlit,
And Nobby out for gore.

Archie shot at us “gr-r-umph ! umph!?
And blacked the sky so blue,

When right up flew a Halberstadt

And said, “ And vitch vos you?”

Clorus.

Oh, we've come up from Frery-Four ;
We're the Sopwith Pups, you know,
And wherever you dirty swine may be
The Sopwith Pups will go.

And if you want a proper scrap,

Don’t chase 2c¢s any more ;

For we'll come up and do the job,
Because we're Firrv-Four |

A two-seater looked at Oxo,
And “Vat vos you?” he said ;

9







And Oxo blushed quite red with rage,
And shot the blighters dead.

Then we found some Hun balloonists
Behind old Vendhuille town ;

The Huns seemed keen to pull it in,
And so we helped it down.

Chorus—QOh, we’ve come, etc.

Then the Hun, he looked down on Peronne,
From which he’d run away,

And Struggy, seeing seven there,

Cried, “Splendid ! Chaps! Hooray !
Although there’s only four of us,

You've got to fight, you see.”

And so they went right into them !

By gad ! they brought down three !

Chorus—OQOh, we've come, efc.

IT
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“ BEFORE THE BREAK oF Dav!”
Tune—** So early in the morning.”

The orderly bloke was asleep in bed :
He woke up with an awful head,

The telephone bell began to ring,

More hot air from the Fourteenth Wing !

Chorus.,

So early in the morning, so early in the morning,
So early in the morning,
Before the break of day !

The orderly officer said, “ Who's that?”
The Wing replied, ““ There’s a Halberstadt
Over Albert, so they say—

Go and drive the beggar away |”

Chorus—So early in the morning, etc,

Six unfortunate sleepy heads,

Known as pilots, left their beds ;

And the flight-commander wiped his eye,
As he led his formation into the sky.

Chorus—So early in the morning, etc.

13
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And they hadn't been gone five minutes, I'm sure
When the Fourteenth Wing rang up once more:
“Tt isn’t a Hun: the patrol must stop:

It’s only an old two-seater Sop.”

Chorus—So early in the morning, ete.

Then the mists began to rise

Till they filled the wintry skies.

The Patrol, it should have been back by nine :
At eleven o’clock there was no sign.

Chorus—So early in the morning, etc.

Then old John Russell began to swear,
He said, “Chaps ! oh dear! oh dear!
What has happened, I want to know? ”
When a message came from our C.O.

Chorus—So early in the morning.

“0h! Oxo’s down by Combles way :
Foster’s crashed at Dieppe, they say:
Nobby’s on some French aerodrome,
None of the others have yet got home.

Chorus—So early in the morning,

Now at last my song is done,

And, as you see, there was no Hun :
The moral of it’s very clear—

We must have much less hot air!

Chorus—So early in the morning, etc.
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ALLITERATIONS.
Tupe—*" Sister Susie’s sewing shirts, etc.”

Dirty Danny’s digging deeper dug-outs,

Much' deeper dug-outs dirty Danny dug to make a
11 fug.”

One day he dug a topper,

But the General came a cropper

In that damn, deep, dirty, deeper dug-out dirty
Danny dug.

Heavy-handed Hans flies Halberstadters

In handy Halberstadters for a flight our Hans does
start ;

His “Oberst” says, “Oh! dash it,

For I fear that he will crash it,

See how heavy handed Hans ham-handles handy
Halberstadts !







THE PESSIMIST AND THE OPTIMIST,
Tune—** Optimist and the Pessimist.”—Bric a Brac.

I think we'll have a beautiful day !
I hope its going to rain !

Only a shower—that will pass away,
And then come on again !

NO N oM

There’ll be lots of hot-air gaps ;
I know they’ll send us up.
This here wind is mwuck too strong

o

For any Sopwith Pup !

The Pessimist and the Optimist!
That’s what they call us two,

My sky is always full of clouds,
And mine is always blue.

SO

I like to be with the upper three,

When I’'m escorting “ F.E.’s ;”
£. Its safer much than the lower lot,
But my, it do freeze |

The Pessimist and the Optimist,
They both use double cams.
0. 1 like to get on a Bosche's tail :
£ Yes, that's when my gun jambs

19
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You can cure a number-one or -four,
Wherever you may roam,

I always pray for a number-two,
And then T come straight home !

We're on the early show, I hear,
The weather’ll be dud, I know ;
They’ll pull me out of bed, I fear,
Not likely, if there’s snow.
You'll be able to stay in bed,
So do not look so blue,
If I do, I shall have a damn thick head,
And miss my breakfast too.

The Pessimist and the Optimist
Go out to strafe the Hun.

I don’t mind where we have to go,
Well, I don’t think it fun.

One gets a lot of credit now
For every Hun one claims,

But what's the good when to-morrow you
May be brought down in flames !

The Pessimist and the Optimist
Hawve friends to dine to-night.

I know we’ll have a cheerful time,
I know you’ll all get tight.

We'll sing them all the Squadron songs,
Myself I think they're tosh,

Give me a champagne cock-tail, Lush,
I’ll take lemon squash.

21






“HUSH-A-BYE, BABY."”
Tune—* Nursery Rhymes Grown-up.”

Hans vos mine name, and a pilot vos I,

Out mit Von Carl I vent for a fly;

Pilots of Kultur ve vos, dere’s no doubt,

Both of us flew in an Albatross scout.

Ve looked for B.E.’s for to strafe mit our guns,
Ven last I saw Carl I knew he vos dones,

For right on his tail there were two little Sops !

* * ¥ * *

Oh, hush-a-bye, baby, on the tree-tops !

23







Tue ONLY WAy,
Tune—*The only, only way.”— Zo-night’s the night.

If by some delightful chance,

When you’re flying out in France,
Some old Bosche machine you meet,
Very slow and obsolete,

Don’t turn round to watch your tail,
Tricks like that are getting stale;
Just put down your beastly nose,
And murmur, “Chaps, here goes!”

Chorus,

It’s the only, only way,
It’s the only trick to play;
He's the only Hun, you're the only Pup,
And he’s only getting the wind right up ;
So go on, and do not stop
Till his tail’s damn near your prop.
If he only crashes this side in flames,
Well, you’ll only know they’ll believe your claims—
So keep him right
In the Aldis sight,
It’s the o-c-only way !

25






If on escort you should go

When the “F.E.s” are very slow,
While the Archies grumph and roar,
And Huns gather by the score :

If a nasty Hun should strive

On some poor F.E. to dive,

There ’s no choice at all, and so

Down your nose #zust go !

Chorus.

It’s the only, only way,
It’s the only trick to play,
Though your only gun will only fail,
And there’s only six Bosches on your tail,
And the F.E. shoots at you,
As we know they sometimes do—
Well, shoot him down instead of the Hun,
And you’ll only say when the job is done,
‘“Oh, poor old bean',
Archie got him clean.”
It’s the o o-only way !

27






“WE HAVEN'T GOT A HOPE IN THE
MORNING.”

Tune—" John Peel.”

When you soar into the air on a Sopwith scout,

And you’re serapping with a Hun and your gun cuts
out,

Well, you stuff down your nose till your plugs fall out,

'Cos you haven’t got a hope in the morning.

Chorus.

For a batman woke me from my bed,

I’d had a thick night and a very sore head,
And T said to myself, to myself I said,

“Oh, we haven’t got a hope in the morning !

So I went to the sheds and examined my gun,
Then my engine I tried to run ;

And the revs, that it gave were a thousand and one,
Cos 1t hadn’t got a hope in the morning.

Chorus—For a batman, ete.

We were escorting Twenty-Two,

Hadn’t a notion what to do,

So we shot down a Hun and an F.E. too,
’Cos they hadn’t got a hope in the morning !

Chorus—For a batman, etc.
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We went to Cambrai, all in vain,

The F.E/’s said, “ We must explain ;

Our cameras broke ; we must do it again ;

Oh, we haven't got a hope to-morrow morning ! "

Chorus—For a batman, etc.

s PALMER, I‘RIN'I‘F.R? ALEXANDRA STREET CAMBRIUGE:







SOME VOLUMES .OF VERSE GRAVE AND GAY

PUBLISHED BY

BOWES & BOWES, Cambridge

Post-Prandial Proceedings of the Cavendish Society.
Being a Collection of Topical Verse on Modern Physics atid
other matters, written hy members of the Physics Research
Society of the Cavendish Laboratory, Cambridge, 5th edit. 1920,
15. 6d. net. '

Bridges, Elizabeth. — XAPITEZZ] (Charitessi); 1911.
Poems. Crown 8vo. 2s net.

The Book of thé Cambridge Review. Selections froni
879—1897. Cloth, 25 64, net ; paper covers, IS net.

Carrick, Hartley.—The Muse in Motley. Reprinted from
Pusich and other papers, With a Foreword by Prof, Sir A, T.
QuiLLER-CoucH. Cloth, 25 6/, net ; paper covers, 15, net, -

Cornford, Frances.—Death and the Princess. A
Morality in verse. 8vo. pp. 112, 25 Gd. net.

Edwards, Ethel Ashton.—The Heart of Life. A Book
of Verse, Cr. Svo.. s, net; cloth, 25 64, net.,

The Works of Arthur Clemént Hilton, Author of “1he
Light Green,” With his Life and Letters; by Sir ROBERT
EDGCUMBE. 75, 6. met.

Kellett, E. E.—Carmina Ephemera; or, Trivial Num-
bers. Feap. 8vo. Cloth, 25 64. net ; paper covers, Is, net,
Rhymes and Renderings. [By Seven Authors.] Foap. 8vo.

Re-1ssue. 25, net, )

The' ‘renderings’ include wersions from Persian, Graek, Latin, French,
Ttalian, and other languages: The initials of each contributor are given
in the Contents, ;

Salaman, Nina.—The Voices of the Rivers. Poems.
Cr. 8vo, paper covers, 19I0. 25 net.

Stephen, J. K.—Lapsus Calami and other Verses.

Collected Edition, with a Biographical Introduction and Portrait,
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 75. 64, net.

Lowbon : MACMILLAN & CO,, LTD.
Grascow: ‘MACLEHOSE, JACKSON & CO.

And of all Baolsellers.







