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Taken on Strength: "Aussie."
Here's AUSSIE. He comes on strength

of the A.I.F. full of hope and anticipa-
tion of a useful and happy sojourn
with the great and valiant Army of
Aussies. He makes no claim to high
literary attain-
ments. His one
object in life is
to be bright and
cheerful and in-
teresting— to re-
flect that happy
spirit and good
h u m o u r so
strongly evident
throughout t h e
Aussie Army.

The journalis-
tic offspring of
the Australian
soldier s h o u l d
bear an Austra-
1 i a n ^Soldier's
n a m e . Hence
AUSSIE. TO the Australian soldier the
name Aussie stands for his splendid, sea-
girt, sun-kissed Homeland, and his cob-
bers are always Aussies.

AussiE belongs to you, lads, and it's up
to you to make him cheerful and attrac-
tive and worth knowing. Fill him with
good stories, smart jokes and bright
humour.

AUSSIE wants to have the Spirit of the
A.I.F. And that can only be given by
you in your own language and your own
way.

That good trench incident that you
know, that interesting story, that smart
gag, that bright epigram — send them
along. Don't keep a good Aussie joke
to yourself. Let's all in the laugh. Tell
it to AUSSIE. Don't worry about literary
style. Just jot it down and let's have it.
The Editor will soon lick it into shape.
That's his job.

And so, Aussies, let's get together and
make AUSSIE a bright light in the murky
atmosphere of these dreary winler months
—a cheerful storyteller, a gocd humourist,
a clever wit, a cobber worth having. In
short, make him a dinkum Aussie.

Nearly every Battalion in the A.I.F. claims
to have originated this incident. It occurred
when the system was inaugurated that every
Company Commander should carry a small bas-
ket containing two carrier pigeons when he
went over the top, for sending back messages
if other means of communication failed. One
Officer carried the bird about with him for a
long time without finding any use for them. At
last they began to worry him, so he released
them with this message attached: "Take back
thy birds; all is over between us. Half a dozen
hungry men, wearing a we're-goihg-to-have-a-
poultry-dinner expression, have been following
me about all day waiting for me to get knocked.
The strain's too much. I'm not a success as a
travelling zoo."



AUSSIE.

AUSSIOSITIES.
It wasn't the kind of night to make anyone

high spirited. The road was wet and slippery
and the fog-logged air made it difficult to see
more than a few yards ahead. The transport
driver had feelings to match. He kept making
harsh statements about Things in General and
muttering unkind remarks to his unoffending
horses, as he slowly picked his way along the
shell-torn street of a shattered village. Sud-
denly the form of a woman came out of the
darkness. The driver jammed on the brakes
and tugged strenuously at
the horses' heads. He
stopped just in time to
avoid running the woman
down. When he got back
his breath, he vomited
three mouthfuls of the
great Australian slan-
guage over the figure on
the road. She stood pa-
tiently and listened. He
turned off the flow of
words and motioned to
her to get out of the way.
But she made no sign of
moving. He emptied an-
other collection of varie-
gated slanguage over her,
and waited some more.
No movement. He asked
the atmosphere emphati-
cally what the unprintable
language it thought of
the woman. Then he de-
cided that she couldn't
understand Australian. So
he tried French.

"Alley, toot sweet!" he
shouted.

Still no movement.

disgustedly and clambered off the waggon for
the purpose of expostulating at close quarters.

"Look here, you ——"
He stopped short. He found himself talking

to the stone image of an angel that had been
unearthed. from the ruins of a church and
placed in position on the road.

A chorus of triumphant laughter came out of
a ruined house.

"Alley!" he roared
again.

Again no movement.
"Alley! — Alley! — Par-

tie!—er—er . . . . For
Gawd's sake get out of
the blanky road! !" he
yelled in desperation.

Nothing happened.
He became silent. He

was baffled. For the first time on record his
remarkable accumulation of high-power language
had lost its impelling power! He decided to
put the "actions speak louder than words"
proverb to the test He threw down the reins

There's someone everywhere to keep Aus-
sie's end up. Down at Monte Carlo there's a
home for convalescing wounded Officers. Re-

cently they held a golf
match there, competed
for by nine Officers, all
from different parts of
the Empire. And an
Aussie got away with the
prize. Ireland ran second.

"Bullocky" dumped his
load on the duckboards
and sat down with his
mud-logged cobbers for a
breather.

."Gripes," said one as he
regarded another ration
party struggling, waist
deep in mud, "that's the
thickest mud that I've
ever seen!"

"Garn!" exclaimed
"Bullocky," with the air
of a ma'n of superior ex-
perience, "this is nothing
to what I've been in!
Why when I was driving
a bullock-team on the
black soil Plains in Noo
South "Wales, I've had to
keep belting the bullocks
with me whip, because if
they'd stopped moving
they'd have sunk out of
sight. Even then some-
times they'd sink until
the mud was over their
heads, and all I could do
was to watch where

What's the balloon for, they'd disappeared and hitReinforcement:
Digger?"

Old Hand: "Oh, that's a Comfort's Fund
Canteen for the Flying Corps!"

where I saw the bubbles
comin' from!"

"Do you suffer from headaches?" queried the
M.O. "Certainly I do," rejoined the harried
Infantry Officer, "If I enjoyed them as I do
whisky and soda I wouldn't have consulted
you!"



AUSSIE.

Two officers were occupying a shell-hole.
Fritz was putting over some big stuff. Every
time a plonker landed near them, one of the
officers energetically fired his revolver into
the air.

"What the blank are you doing that for?"
asked the ©ther.

"Retaliation, my boy, retaliation! We must
retaliate at all costs!" And he vigorously fired
two more shots into the air, as the dirt from a
6.9 showered over them.

An in-
structor was
p u t t i n g a
class of Aus-
sies through
the bayonet
points.

"Now," he
said, "you've
s t u c k one
Hun, h a v e
p u t y o u r
hand up and
m a d e t h e
w i t h d raw,
and you seo
another Hun
coming along
the trench.
What would
y o u do
next?"

" 'Rat' the
o n e I ' v e
stuck!" came
the reply. LICE-NSED RACING

The "Chat

pression on his frontispiece. "Well, Lead-
swinger," said the M.O., "what's the com-
plaint this morning?" "Well, Sir, I don't think
you can do anything for me, I should like to
go away and get a Board." "Very well," re-
plied the M.O., "you can go away and get a
board. Corporal, give Pte. Leadswinger a
duckboard, and send him away."

Private Kummagutzer regarded critically the
myster i o u s
contents o f
his mess-tin.

"W h a t ' s
t h i s ? " h e
asked, per-
plexedly.

"It's stoo,"
said the pug-
n a c i o u s -
looking cooky
emphatically,
"and if any-
one says Jt
aint stoo he
c a n c o m e
outside."

"I say It
aint stoo,"
said Private
Kummagut-
zer. And he
went outside.

He return-
ed in about
five minutes.
H i s e y e s
were closed
and swollen,
h

AT THE
Stakes.

FRONT.

"And how often do you get leave to Austra-
lia?" asked the inquisitive old lady.

"Once every war," replied one of the din-
kums; "at the end of it."

h i s f a c e
bleeding, his-

hair dishevelled, his uniform torn.
"I think it's stoo, alright, boys!" he said with

conviction. "And if you take my advice you'll
all think it's stoo!"

A Tassie indignantly urges us to deny the
Furphy that Tasmania is seeking a separate
peace. He states that he and the other Tassies
will never let the Allies down, and hopes that
the Higher Command will not allow its stra-
tegic plans to be affected by the malignant
furph, which has its origin in an enemy source
and is intended to bring dissension and dismay
to the Allies.

Pte. Leadswinger was a regular and enthu-
siastic attendant on the morning sick parade.
One morning he lined up as usual, with a "the-
world-has-got-me-snouted-just-a-treat" ex-

A Company Commander received an order
from Battalion Headquarters to send in a re-
turn giving the number of dead Huns in front
of his sector of trench. He sent in the num-
ber as 2001. H.Q. rang up and asked him how
he arrived at this unusual figure. "Well," he
replied, "I'm certain about the one, because I
counted him myself. He's hanging on the wire
just in front of me. I estimated the 2000. I
worked it out all by myself in my own head
that it was healthier to estimate 'em than to
walk about in No-Man's Land and count 'em!"



~ AUSSIE,

PACK!N\

I've scratched me 'ead an' bit me nails an'
kept me brains a'rackin', ^

Athinkin' of another game ter beat that one
called "packin'."

It sorter gets yer thinkin' when the night's as
dark as pitch,

An' yer donks get mad an' stubbon, an' yer
packs they wants a 'itch.

Then maybe "snap" goes some 'ere strap, an'
jer're wond'rin' if it'll holt,

An' while yer tries ter fix things up, yer off-
donk does a bolt.

An' Fritz don't stop 'is bloomin' fire ter let yer
fix things well;

An' though yer're cold—yes, freezin'—'e shoots
as 'ard as 'ell

Yer swear an' fix the bloomin' strap inter a
trav'lin' state;

Then kicks yer donk, an' in the dark yer grope
round fer 'is mate.

Yer find 'im freezin' meek an' calm with 'is
front leg through the rein,

Yer cuss at 'im, an' fix 'im up, then off yer
goes again, #

But it aint no use yer grumblin', it don't make
things no better,

Just 'ump yer kit an' do yer bit accordin' ter
the letter.

Yer wants to hear who gives these tips—till
now 'e's a survivor—

'E knows a bit about the donks—'e ought to—
'e's their driver.

To those who don't know:—
Packing: The art of convey in' ammunition ter

the guns on donks.
Pack: The 'thing wot yer. puts on the donk's

back, inter which yer puts the shells.
Better known as "finger jammer."

Donk: Substitute fer troublesome 'orse. Trade
name, Mule.

Oft Donk: The one that bucks, so yer leads 'im
on the off, or right, side.

Dvr. L. BALDWIN.

THE SONG OF THE BAYONET
INSTRUCTOR.

Kill ! Kill ! Kill !
At the throat and then at the heart,
That's the way to make the Hun start,

So go at it with a will.

Kill ! Kill ! Kill !
The right groin, the stomach and breast,
Give it him hard without any rest,

So long as you're killing still.

Kill ! Kill ! Kill !
The long point, the short and the jab;
Shove it right into his Sandy McNab,

Stop when he's permanently still.

Kill ! Kill ! Kill !
The parry, the butt and disarm;
Always keep cool, but don't be too calm,

Just think you're at Kaiser Bill.

Kill ! Kill ! Kill !
With a rush, a plunge and curse;
Don't leave a job for a dainty nurse,

Or take any change on the bill.
"DINGBAT."

I wish" to humbly suggest that the lectures at
the Corps School be taken on phonograph re-
cords, so that each Divisional Wing may be able
to have a repetition of the lectures until every-
one has recorded every detail in their note-
books. I am sure that if this were done a good
many students would break all records.

"DINGBAT."

They'd had a disagreement and were vigor-
ously engaged in settling it in the good old
stoush-as-stoush-can style, when a Sergeant
blew along. He eyed the combatants and rec-
koned that they'd done enough to each other to
enable them to make an honourable peace. But
one of the onlookers wasn't satisfied—he want-
ed to see more for his nothing. He eyed the
scattered blood-stains on the field of stoush
apDrovingly. "Let 'em keep it going Serg.," he
said persuasively, "its good for the circulation
of the blood!"



AUSSIE.

WHERE WE'VE DOSSED.

We've dossed in some queer places
Since we came to stoush the Hun,

in fact we've dossed most everywhere—
la Egypt we begun

2Jpon the desert sand, 'midst flies
And fleas, and heat, and dust.

We lived on good old marmalade,
Hard biscuit and some crust.

We've dossed upon the railroads,
In the carriages de Luxe

And done a trip through Egypt
In some open cattle trucks.

M waterproof and blanket
With bad weather and a sigh

We huddled up together
ISaeh prepared to sleep or die.

We've dossed upon the troopships
That sail the mighty foam,

TiiMMng of our loved ones.
And dreaming we were home.

WeVe struggled for positions
Among cargo, oil and coal,

And for a decent rock-a-bye
One would have pawned his soul.

FIXIM.

POLYGON RSDGE.

I He en the ridge and the moon is low
I H S I know away to the West

tas the tranquil homes we keep from the foe,
only our dead are blest.

thoughts rush through my sweating brow
B\?i I dream of you, dear, at rest.

1 dreaaa that you came on a silent ray,
TIB. y&a stood in a garb of white,

A*ME 1 hear your voice in the turmoil pray
WOT them that have died this night.

~MT& I cannot follow your heavenly way,
JT-or only the faithful might.

Jfera finds me still on this ridge of Hell,
"Wliese the boys are holding fast,

WMh. the dead and dying where they fell
Axvdt the wounded crawling past,

t&e roar of the guns is the only knell
them that have breathed their last.

My bones may bleach where we make this
stand,

Or buried in Belgian loam,
But along the path where I saw you stand

My Spirit shall ever roam—
That path in a muddy and blood-soaked land,

So far from my sunny home.

DARCY V. MEEK.

HIGHER RANK.

" I say, Digger"——
'I'm not a Digger—I'm in the Orderly-room."



AUSSIE.

An Averted Horror.
When the war began Rupert Robinson (ori-

ginal style Heinrich Schmidt) had been trading
in Sydney for about quarter of a century. Dur-
ing all that period he had played the part of a
Good Citizen. That is to say, he paid his
rates and taxes, obeyed the laws, and, in gene-
ral, was all those things which are necessary to
avoid prosecution. The first effect of the War
was to develop in him an inexpressible pride in
the Fatherland's might. To trusted friends he
confided the naked facts of the situation. The
British Empire was Finished! He left it at that
for a while, but as the weeks and months
drifted by, and the happy cataclysm was de-
layed he grew restive. The blatancy of his
Prussiamsm became obvious to all. Gone were
his 25 years of Australian citizenship; gone
the remembrance of an earlier and less digni-
fied epoch in his career when the garrison offi-
cers of his native town used to kick him off
the side walk on the rare occasions when he
had carelessly omitted to get into the gutter
beforehand. There came a time when he could
think only of Germany; of the ruthless way in
which she had been denied her place in the
sun; of the English, and of the miseries one
was suffering as the outcome of English greed
and selfishness.

It was in this frame of mind that he came to
make his Great Resolve. He had been reading
in an old newspaper of the blowing-up—alleged-
ly by a Germ an-Canadian patriot—of the Capi-
tol at Ottawa. It struck him as an admirable
idea. He was inspired suddenly to emulate that
masterstroke of Germandom, and he decided to
blow up the NeV South Wales State House—if
possible while in full session—even if it involved
the sacrifice of his own life. It will be seen
that Heinrich had all the humourlessness of
his race.

It was 4.30 p.m. a week later. Rupert Robin-
son, some time of Blischenheim, Prussia, walked
briskly up the steps of the doomed building. And
then a disconcerting thing happened. Towards

him surged tempestously James Henry Pugwith^
M.L.A., the silver-tongued orator of the Northern
Suburbs. The statesman recognised Robinson at
once as a past supporter and a useful committee
man. He was experiencing, at the moment, that
Ben Adhem-like benevolence and love of all the
world which so often accompany the primal
stages of insobriety. He wrung Robinson's re-
luctant hand. Then he stood off and scrutin-
ized him with a "bleary admixture of admiration
and warm regard. He next grasped his shoul-
der, partly for support, partly as an indication
of friendly esteem, and supplied him with a
whisky-laden address on the political situation.

"A credit! A credit!" said Robinson, as the
torrent of verbiage ended. "Andt now I must
avay be getting."

"Away! Nothing whatever!" shouted Pugwith,.
in his heartiest electioneering manner. "Why we
haven't met for years! You're coming along with
me this minute to have a drink at the Impe-
rial."

Robinson liked alcohol. He was of a convivial
turn of mind, and circumstances had made him
a lonely man of late. He fingered the hand-bag
with which he was burdened, and reflected that
its dreadful contents would keep. He told him-
self that it mattered little after all if he perished
for the Fatherland now or later on. Yielding
his unoccupied arm to Pugwith, he suffered
himself to be towed in the direction of the
Imperial.

In the bar they met Pougher and Dadgeworth,
friends of Pugwith. Their manner towards
Robinson on hearing the accent in which he
named his drink, became frigid. The orator-
decided to put things straight.

"Friends," he said, his hand on Robinson's
shoulder, "We have here, despite his country of
origin—a country whose every deed and thought,,
I may say, he loathes, spurns and despises—one
of the whitest Australians on God's green earth.
For 25 years he has laboured in our midst,
breathing in our free pure air, dwelling in the
breadth and glory of our untrammelled demo-
cracy, absorbing, like some vast sponge, the
beauty and manliness of our institutions and



conventions"—and so on for about quarter of an
hour, when the speaker, being thirsty, forced
himself down'"from the heights sufficiently to
suggest that in the interests of harmony, the
topic of the war had better be dropped.

Robinson was relieved. "Andt now," he cried
gaily, "Andt now I gif to all a toast—Vooman!
Lofly Vooman! Gents," raising his glass, "ter
girls!" A fresh round was called for, and yet
another. But now a storm began to brew, its
centre being Pougher. Pougher was one of
those whom alcohol renders nasty. Mutterings
about the indignity of drinking with German
spies became audible; also covert sneers at the
Teuton's shyness in the matter of dispensing
hospitality. The fact was Robinson had come
away from home without any money, as was
reasonable seeing that he meant to leave his
remains amid the ruins of the Legislature.
Pougher's injurious reflections on his solvency
maddened him on the commercial side.

"Vaiter!" he cried fiercely, "Come!" A waiter
appeared. "Go quick to ter office and say I vish
a cheque-form. My cardt!"

Robinson was known at the Imperial and in a
few minutes five pounds were in his grasp.
"Andt now gents," he said bitterly, "You drink
at my payments! Hein? But not viskey! Not
beer! No sirs! Champagne of ter finest and
most expensive. Vaiter!—magnum of ter best
and mit it sandwiches fresh andt good."

Pougher had meant to refuse to drink with
the loathly alien, but the lure of the wine was
too strong. He let his glass be filled, and con-
tinued for a while a clumsy masquerade of
geniality. Shortly afterwards untoward events
began to occur. Pug with, while walking to greet
a friend, fell heavily^ and was unable to rise.
Dageworth, his face pale and an icey sweat upon
his brow, subsided into a sort of a cloud, death-
like in its intensity. Robinson did not notice
the doings of his friends. He had bowed his
head in the sandwiches and given way to tears.
The heart-breaking thought had come to him
that he was to die presently for Germany, and
that no one would ever know. He would pass
away an anonymous martyr. He wished now
that he had left a written account of his inten-
tions. He wished also and with an intensity of
yearning that was almost unbearable, that
Pougher was a M.Li.A. How he detested
Pougher! While on the subject of Pougher he
began to question whether the Faderland might
not be immensely advantaged by the bombing
of the Imperial. What a destruction of enemy
wealth! What a holocaust of insulting, Teuton-
spurning Pouch ers!

At this stage the offensive sentiments of the
persecutor were heard. "A rotten old German
spy. That's what I put him down as. Robinson!

Rupert Robinson, mark you! A Britisher! Im-
agine the beer-chewing old Hun singing 'God
save the King!' I ask you." And the speaker
laughed in a hollow and sneering manner. It is
annoying at any time to be laughed at. In all
the circumstances it stirred Robinson to a sort
of frenzy. He staggered to his feet.

"You wish dat I sing God save ter King!" he
howled. "No! But I oblige with another and a
more better song." Whereupon, throwing his
head so that his dripping soup-catcher mous-
tache faced the ceiling, he broke lugubriously
into "Deutschland uber Allies." So petrified was
the company that he had got to the first lines of
the chorus before Pougher said weakly: "The
swine's singing the German National Anthem!"

Robinson stopped. Methodically opening his

(Continued on page 9).

"TANKED."



{.Extract from Order No.-\ '<
^'Officers on trench duty will
count all shells, etc., passing
®ver their sector."]
Officer on fire step: "Five
hundred and seventy one,
five hundred and seventy
two, five hun-—"

Relief: "Here we are, Mr. Hig—"
Officer on fire step: "SHUT UP, you idiot! Five

fiundred and seventy-er-er—. Now I've lost
count!"

[An imaginary interview between Field Mar-
shal Sir Douglas Haig and. Major-General J
M unreliably reported by our correspondent
Bill Adams, on 22-9-17.]

They lined 'em up upon a field for Haig came to
inspect.

He came and saw them lookin' fine, tip-top and
all correct.

He said to J while glancing round with eye
so keen and bright,

"Hey, chum, I say, these blokes of yours are
just the stuff alright.

"They told me once these Anzacs were a pretty
rotten lot,

As far as show or drill ground went, but that is
all d rot.

They stand as steady as a rock—as straight as
any pine;

They march like British veterans. They keep a
bonza line."

Then J looks up and sez to "Aig," them
blokes is good I know,

I'm proud of them and know they will do well
where'er they go,

If you have got a stiffish job, let them put in the
boot.

They likes a job that's fairly tough—yes, every
darn galoot."

Then 'Aig looks down considerin' an' then 'e sez,
sez 'e,

"I'm countin' on those coves of yours to do a
job fer me.

You'll find it stiff an' 'ard enough but themv there coves 'as grit,
I know that every mother's son will do 'is little

bit.

I 'opes ter see yer when it's done. I knows yer
won't go wrong,

So tie yer bowyangs on yer pants. I must be
off—so long.

Just tell the chaps they looked first rate a*
marchin' past in rows,

An' I'll remember all on 'em wherever else I
goes."

MAC 37th.



AUSSIE.

STEPS.
"BHmey, they ought to put steps tip a bjanky

h\\\ like this!"

, aint we putting steps up it?"

BOX ON.

The gong: has sounded, you take your stand
In the midst of the ring1 of Life,

""Box on" is your first and your last command
As you enter the worldly strife.

*'Box on." Be careful, keep off the ropes,
Are words from your seconds—your friends,

Encouraging- words that strengthen your hopes
In the fight on which all depends.

"Box on." Lend a hand to the man who's down.
Strike not, assist him to rise.

^Tis as easy to smile as it is to frown—
The smile brings you nearer the prize.

^Box on." Play fair, though the fight be long
And the punishment be severe,

If your cause be just and your heart be strong,
The verdict you need not fear.

JOS. P. O'CARROLL.

There was a young Hun of Berlin
Who picked up a bomb with the pin;

When he took the pin out he was sent with a
clout

To the place all Huns should be in.
FAN.

AN AVERTED HORROR-Continued from page 7

bag he produced his bombs. "Ve have to-
night," he said, with graveyard playfulness, "a
high explosive time-fuze bomb, best home-rmade
quality, designed originally to blow up the
Eastern Portion of the Parliament House." He
dangled his hideous property by its fuze, and
the hearts of those present congealed within
them. "He will now be put to even better em-
ployment. In three minutes I light and place
him on the floor near Mr. Pougher. Yes,
Pougher, to you the post of honour. Whoever
does escape, you shall most surely die. In my
left hand," he resumed, "I have a very power-
ful bomb which explodes on percussion, you
understand, on ter hit. I dash him at ter feet
of Pougher. Zzippp! Pougher is a ghost, a
spirit. Andt now, Ghents all, to bizness."

At this stage most of the male portion of the
hotel staff cast itself on the speaker from be-
hind, concentrating reverentially on his bombs,
and bore him to the floor, and so off to one of
those resorts which he should have entered some
years earlier.

Pougher spent a month in bed suffering from
alcoholic poisoning and shell-shock, and emerged
to claim that he alone had brought about the
Prussian Desperado's capture. The Imperial put
feverish notices stating that in future no person
of German origin whether naturalised or other-
wise would be allowed within the precincts.
Pugwith who had slumbered through the more
horrifying part of the evening, argued .after-
wards that the whole affair had been a good
deal exaggerated by the press for political rea-
sons; and he still stands up sturdily, both in and
out of the House, for the complete freedom of
action of those naturalized Germans who happen
to be his supporters.

LIEUT. JOHN DALLEY.

SOME BILLETS ARE BETTER THAN
OTHERS.
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Aussie Dictionary.

(For the use of those at Home)

ARCHIE.—A person who aims high and is not
discouraged by daily failures.

A.W.L.—An expensive form of amusement en-
tailing- loss to the Commonwealth and extra
work for one's pals.

BARRAGE.—That which shelters or protects,
often in an offensive sense, i.e., loud music
forms a barrage against the activity of a
bore; a barrage of young brothers and sisters
interferes with the object of a visit; and an
orchard is said to be barraged by a large
dog or an active owner.

BEER.—A much appreciated form of nectar now
replaced by a coloured liquor of a light yel-
low taste.

BINT.—A small dark tart.
CAMOUFLAGE.—A thin screen disguising or

concealing the main thing, i.e., a camouflage
of sauce covers the iniquity of stale fish; a
suitor camouflages his true love by paying
attention to another girl; ladies in evening
dress may or may not adequately camouflage
their charms; and men resort to a light
camouflage of drink to conceal a sorrow or
joy.

CIVILIAN.—A male person of tender or great
age, or else of weak intellect and faint heart.

CIVIES.—A quaint garb formerly worn by most
of the A.I.F., now long out of use and almost
forgotten.

COLD FEET.—Appendages found on leadswing-
ers. No connection with the pedal termina-
tions of Billzac in frosty weather or in wet
trenches.

COMMUNIQUE.—An amusing game played by
two or more people with paper and pencil in
which the other side is always losing and
your own side is always winning. This was
formerly called "Bulletin," but has nothing
to do with the "Bully."

COMPREE —Means "I understand," or "Do you
understand"; often used in a warning or
threatening sense, i.e., "compree ©ne on the

sound box?" preparatory to a clout on the
ear.

DIGGER.—A friend, pal, or comrade, synonym-
ous with cobber; a white man who runs
straight.

DUD.—A negative term signifying useless, in-
effective or worthless, e.g., a "dud" Qgg', a
"dud of a girl" is one who is unattractive;
and a dud joke falls flat.

DUGOUT.—A deep recess in the earth usually
too small. As an adjective it is used to de-
note that such a one avoids hopping over the
bags, or, indeed, venturing out into the open
air in a trench. At times the word is used
to denote antiquated relics employed tem-
porarily.

EGGS-A-COOK.—An Egyptian dish, also known
as "2 for | ," and row used to express that
which is expensive and barely worth wV'e

FINNEE —Meaning "that's all," done with or
completed.

HOME.—The place or places where Billzac woul I
fain be when the job is done Also kncwn
as "Our Land" and "Happyland."

HOPOVER.—A departure from a fixed point into
the Unknown, also the first step in a serious
undertaking.

IMSHI.—Means "go," "get out quickly." Used
by the speaker, the word implies quick and
noiseless movement in the opposite direction
to the advance.

LEAVE.—A state or condition of ease, comfort
and pleasure, involving the cessation of
work; not to be confounded with sick leave.
Time is measured by leaves denoting inter-
vals of from 3 months to 3 years. Leave on
the other hand is measured by time, usually
too short.

MUD. — Unpleasantness, generally connected
with delay, danger or extreme discomfort.
Hence a special meaning of baseness in "his
name is mud."

OVER THE BAGS.—The intensive form of dan-
ger; denoting a test of fitness and experi-
ence for Billzac and his brethren.

PERHAM DOWNS.—A place of condemnation.
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PIP.—A symbol of authority, i.e., a man gets
another pip when his position is materially
improved from what it was. To lose a pip
implies the converse.

Q.—A form of Providence to arrange things that
are too difficult for others to see to. Gene-
rally used in the phrase " 'Q' will arrange,"
being the military form of D.V.

RAT.—Is the method of removing property from
those no longer able to use it.

REFERENDUM.—Any method of spending time
and money without useful result.

RELIEF.—A slow process of changing places;
occurs in Shakespeare: "for this relief
many thanks."

REST.—A mythical period between being re-
lieved and relieving in the trenches, which is
usually spent in walking away from the line
and returning straight back in poor weather
and at short notice.

R.M.O.—See Digger.
RUNNER OR DUCKBOARD HARRIER.—See

Digger.
SAEEDA.—Greetings.
SALVAGE.—To rescue unused property and

make use of it. The word is also used of
the property rescued. Property salvaged in
the presence of the owner leads to trouble
and is not done by an expert.

S.B.—See Digger.
SOUVENIR.—Is' generally used in the same

sense as salvage, but of small, easily portable
articles. Coal or firewood, for instance, is
salvaged at night, but an electric torch
would be souvenired.

STUNT.—A successful enterprise or undertaking
usually involving surprise. A large scale
stunt lacks the latter and is termed a
"push," and the element of success is not
essential.

SWINGING THE LEAD.—A scandalous process
by means of which pay and rations are ob-
tained in safety though no work is done in
return.

TRENCHES.—Long narrow excavations in earth
or chalk, sometimes filled with mud contain-
ing soldiers, bits of soldiers, salvage and
alleged shelters.

WHITE RABBITS.—Decorations of small value
and fancy names.

WIND UP.—An aerated condition of mind due
to apprehension as to what may happen
next, in some cases amounting to an incur-
able disease closely allied to "cold feet."

ZERO.—A convenient way of expressing an in-
definite time or date, i.e., will meet you at
zero; call me at zero plus 30; or, to a debt
collector, pay day at zero.

MURRAY JOHNSTON.

Private Adam Furpher
was reading a morning
paper at the time of the
Italian retreat. Others sat
round the brazier cheer-
fully furphy-mongering.,

"Blimey!" suddenly re-
marked the one with the
paper, "another five thou-
sand of 'em wiped out!"

The others stopped fur-
phing and got interested
in Furpher.

"What—Huns or Ital-
ans?" asked one, eagerly.

"Mess Tins!" replied
Furpher, and dodged the
strongly hurled tin lid of
the customer who bought
the brum.

"Digger" has taken the
place of the time-honour-
ed "Cobber" in the par-
lance of the Australian
soldier. Anyone know the
origin of the new word?
And who knows where
"Pon go" (an Infantry
man) came from? "A ROSE BY ANY OTHER NAME-
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Aussie regrets that the matter which should have put in appearance under this heading-
is A.W.L. That unruly old humbug Circum tance has prevented it from falling in to time.
It is not because there's no literary or artistic talent available. There's yards of it in the
perpendicular oblong. You'll see some of it n next issue, alright.

AUSSIE The Australian
Soldiers' Magazine.

TO CONTRIBUTORS.

Contributions should be addressed to Editor,
Aussie, Headquarters, Australian Corps,
B.E.F. Write clearly, and on one side of the
paper only. Verse of not more than six stanzas,
stories and sketches of not more than about
1000 words and paragraphs and jokes are most
suitable. Drawings also are required.

In order that each Division may have the
credit for its own contributions, the Magazine
will include six parts,—one for each Division,
and one for Corps Troops, Base, etc.

All matter sent in will be carefully read, and,
if desired, returned to the sender if unsuitable.

COMPETITIONS.

Prizes of £5 each will be given for each of
the following sent in during the currency of the
first five issues:—

(1) Best Short Story.
(2) Best Paragraph or Joke.
(3) Best Humorous Verse.
(4) Best Serious Verse.
(5) Best Humorous Drawing.

ORDERS FOR AUSSIE.

Units are requested to send in their orders
for the number of copies of Aussie required
as early as possible.

Subscriptions may be a charge upon the Regi-
mental Funds of units.

SUBSCRIPTIONS.

Subscriptions for the first five issues will be
received at the rate of 10 centimes per copy*
e.g.—

5 copies for 5 issues 2f.5O
10 copies for 5 issues 5f.00
25 copies for 5 issues 12f.5O
50 copies for 5 issues 25f.00

100 copies for 5 issues 5Of.OO
200 copies for 5 issues lOOf 00
250 copies for 5 issues 125f.00
500 copies for 5 issues 250100

The Magazine will be sent post free-to units
from the A.I.F. Printing section in the Field,
where it will be printed.

METHOD OF PAYMENT.

It is requested that subscriptions should not
be paid till asked for, when full instructions will
be sent as to method of payment, which will be
through Field Cashiers, and not direct.

WHAT PROFITETH?

The last long gun has spoken,
The echoes die.

The last sad trees stand broken
On the yellow sky.

The last slow file is wending
Away to the West.

What gain from the long day's ending?
THEY GAVE THEIR BEST.

C.E.W.B.
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Literary Circles.
Dear Aussie '•

May I suggest the possibility of forming1 Lite-
rary Circles among the men of the A.I.F.? If I
know anything of the Australian troops, I know
that there are a great many in the different
units who are cap-
able of rendering
considerable help
In literary direc-
tions. This sug-
gestion should ap-
peal in a special
degree to those
who, by experience
a n d profession,
have the highest
welfare of the men
at heart—leaders
of the Y. M. C. A.
and the Church
Army, or similar
Institutions, and
s t i l l more, the
Padres. If I may
be allowed to sug-
gest a method, F
will direct atten-
tion to what has
already been done
in the athletic line
amongst the Aus-
tralian t r o o p s ,
where committees
have been formed
for the purpose of
arranging football
matches and tour-
naments. In the
s a m e way the
Padres and lay-
readers may form
local committees to
arrange subjects
for discussion and
composition, and,
whenever opportu-
nity offers itself, to
g i v e prizes for
those of sufficient

Sardines.
I had hoarded them for some time in the in-

terests of war economy, when hunger got „the
better of me. Morning shift created an appetite,,
and why not sardines? So I handed them to the
cook's "offsider" to place in his oven, and re-

tired to my dug-
out to dream of
sardines, warm ancl
oily, succulent and
appetising.

S u d d e n ly my
dream was broken.
A violent explosion
occurred outside. It
was followed by a
metallic clang and
a chorus of oaths^
in which I recog-
nised the voices ol
the cook and his
" o ff s i d e r. *'
Thoughts of bombs;
and 5.9's filled my
mind. Presently the
"offsider" appear-
ed, holding in his
hand a small piece
of metal. I expect-
ed to hear again,
the "just missed
my head by an
inch," or "made a.
hole in my tunic**
story. But there
was something apo-
logetic in his man-
ner.

"Blew the blanky
stove out!" he said.
"Forgot to put a
hole in the tin!"

P. D. PHILLIPS.

m e r i t . In the
Y. M. C. A. of one
of the first three

brigades, I understand that such a literary com-
mittee has been formed. Is it possible for the
plan to be more widely adopted?

THE CHIEF OF ALL THE AUSSiES,

Yours, etc.,
L.LANFIHANGBL..

There's a large number of original marchingr
songs in our Army. Aussie wants to get hole!
of as many of these as possible. So if you've
got any about you, gentle Aussies, put 'em on a
piece of paper, and send 'em along, And don't
forget to mention the tune to which they are
sung.
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THE DAG.

THE "DUD."
A Dud lies here, disturb him not

But let him rest in peace.
He resteth from the weary world,

His work at last doth cease.
Condemned unto a violent death

Far from his place of birth,
But to our great and glad surprise,

He now lies deep in earth.

He put the wind up all of us
When first we heard him scream.

"We woke in fright; we shrivelled up;
'Twas like an awful dream.

But there he lies, in calm content,
His work on earth is done,

Disturb him not, faut let him rest,
The blanky, rotten Hun!

MAC.

TO THE PEACE CRANKS.

You—who are you who cry for Peace at any
price?

How many of you fought, are scarred, and
realise?

Though this be Hell itself,
Before we list to you we'd have it thrice—
And we are in the line.

gg^ W.G.B.

Leave-Making in Paris.
I.

Outside the Gare du Nord I asked a police-
man to direct me to Rue de Bivoli. Next in-
stant I was overwhelmed by an irresistible
deluge of language. I understand a little
French, but this lingual Vesuvius was too
much for me. The rapidity with which lan-
guage came out of the hole in that policeman's
face was astounding. To attempt ta check it
was useless. All that could be done was to
wait until it had spent itself.

After awhile it stopped. He said gauchp
about thirty times and droit about twenty-five.
I don't know what he said in between. But I
hadn't the nerve to ask him to repeat it. Before
me was a bewildering tangle of streets. I
plunged desperately into it rather than bring
that vocal avalanche down upon me again. I
risked a guess, and turned to the right. My
friend, Vesuvius, was alongside me in an
instant.

"No! no ! no ! Pas la! Pas la! Pas la!" He
broke out into active eruption again. The
period of activity was longer than before. I
breathed hard and waited patiently for it to
subside. To pass away the time I took to
counting the number of times he said gauche
and droit. I had counted thirty-three gauches
and twenty-nine droiis T\hen I lost count.

I guessed again, and went down the street
directly facing me. He let me go. I was
saved! My intuition had proved my salvation.

About 50 yards along, I passed over a cross
street. Like a flash Vesuvius descended upon
me again. I should have turned into the cross
street. He held me firmly by the arm and
spoke vigorously and gesticulatingly. This time
I decided to abandon intuition and give strategy
a go. I carefully noted that he said droit first.
This would enable me to get round the first
corner alright, and then I could run. I felt con-
fident now. It seemed sound strategy.

But again I drew a blank. He started to
walk along the street with me to see me safely
round the first corner. Then he stood and
watched me go along. This street was a short
one, without any cross streets, but it ran into
another, where there was a bewildering collec-
tion of the ends of other streets. I felt the
eyes of Vesuvius upon me. I slackened my
pace and tried to collect my scattered thoughts.

And then Fate came to my aid. I saw a
taxi—that now rare and elusive denizen of Paris
streets. It was standing at the curb and a man
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was talking" earnestly to the driver. I asked
the man if he intended to use the taxi. He
didn't. He wrote the driver's name in a note-
book and went away. I felt triumphant when
I found myself in the taxi. It was now fairly
late in the evening and I was impatient to get
to my hotel.

After travelling a couple of hundred yards,
the taxi stopped. My ̂ impatience kept going.
The driver climbed down slowly and opened the
door. He wanted to tell me his troubles. He
talked for a long time very earnestly. From
the extensive collection of language he emptied
into the cab, I sorted out the facts that the
man who took his name belonged to the Police
Department and that he expected to get a
proces for doing something he shouldn't, or
not doing something he should have, or trying
to do something he should not (or should) have
clone—or something.

When he had finished, he remained looking at
me ruefully. I could see that he expected me
to speak, so 1 said "Oui," sympathetically.

He replied "Oui, Oui!" emphatically, and
waited.

I felt that it was my turn to speak, so I said
"Ow" again.

He didn't seem satisfied with the way the
conversation was going, and started to tell me
his troubles ail over again.

FULFILLING ORDERS.
"You can't well go down this

road, so that's all about it, so'ope you
well understand! I aint well put

?ere for nothing!"
C

By this time my patience was beginning to
get very frayed and wear-worn about the
edges. I interrupted him, and said that I was
in a great hurry. He said, "Oui, Oui, J'ai
compris," and went on talking. The damage
to the edges of my patience was beginning to
spread. I begged him to get on with the jour-
ney. He answered, "Oui, Oui, M'sieur, tout de
suite." But he made no effort to tout de suite,
but kept on with his woeful story. I stood him
for a while longer, in a praiseworthy endeavour
to avoid bringing about international complica-
tions, and then I boiled over. I got out of the
car, took him firmly by the arm and led him
towards the front of the car. Then I gave him
a strong shove and sent him sprawling into his
seat. He seemed to gather somehow from what
had happened that I was not anxious to hear
what he had to say, and got on with his job.

These were my first experiences of the
Parisian in his native lair. They are very
typical of French character—anxious to a fault
to be of service to the stranger; always ready
to be sympathetic with others and as ready
to enlist others' sympathy with himself.

My first real view of Paris was obtained
from the upstairs window of an hotel opposite
the famous Tuileries Gardens. A bright Sum-
mer sun was flooding this entrancing place of
sculptural gems, beautiful flower beds and
shady bowers. Beyond the imposing Arc du
Carousal, crowned with its spirited equine
bronze statue, and in the distance the elegant
Gambetta Monument dominated by the massive
Louvre. It was an impressive introduction to
this City of art and beauty.

Paris is magnetic—electric. It thrills. London
impresses the visitor by its immensity, the
density of its crowds, its complexity, its stolid
commercial air; its beauty, its art, its lighter
side must be sought. But from the first
glimpse of Paris one is strongly influenced by
its beauty, its vivacity, its spirit of cama-
raderie. Immense, commercial London inte-
rests and bewilders; pleasure-loving, artistic
Paris charms and elates.

Paris has richly cultivated the Cult du Sou-
venir. In its thirty odd squares, and open
places, and splendid tree-girt Boulevards are
imposing statues and monuments. Many of
these are magnificent works of superb execu-
tion. A thrill of pleasure comes to me when I
recollect walking round and round the Monu-
ment de la Repuhlique, drinking in the artistic
perfectness of the many small bronze tablets
on the circular pedestal, until my companion
advised me to reverse or I should become giddy.

I was surprised and gratified to find how well
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versed so many Parisians were in the battles
and exploits of the Australian troops through-
out the war, and the very high regard in which
the Australian soldier is held. And I know
that this interest and appreciation was not
superficial and merely emphasised in my pre-
sence because I happened to be an Australian.
It is strong and genuine, and held by men hold-
ing the highest positions in the Country.
Shortly after my return from leave, I received
a letter from a friend in which this appeared:
"I accompanied Lord Northcliffe to call on the
President of the Republic last Saturday, and
it will interest you to know that he (the Presi-
dent) spoke very highly of the Australian sol-
diers." I allude to this regard for Australians
by the French not with a national vanity nor
because Australians seek adulation, but with a
feeling of gratification that my country has
won the regard of a People whose regard is so
highly valued.

The Parisian loves his Boulevards. And no
wonder. They are magnificent. Surely there
are no thoroughfares to excel them. The finest
is the Champs-Ely sees, which has a fitting
source in the grand Place de la Concorde and
an appropriate terminus in the historic Bois de
Boulogne—the Rotten Row of Paris—a place of
enchanting woods, magnificent drives, pic-
turesque lakes, sylvan glades and restful
bowers. On every possible occasion, the
Parisian promenades on the Boulevards. I've
spent many, many interesting hours sitting out-
side cafes enjoying that most interesting of all
scenery—human scenery.

But it is a changed throng that passes along
to-day. The dashing Boulevardier of pre-war
days is not there. And behind the laughter and
lightheartedness that still outwardly exist can
be discerned a tense, earnest air, born of a
great national ordeal.

To-day the Boulevardiers are soldiers. And
they make a heterogeneous concourse. It is an
absorbing study to watch these uniformed re-
presentatives of the various nations pass by,
each with his characteristic walk, his distinc-
tive physiognomy, his peculiar mannerism.
There are the quick, highly-strung Frenchman,
the stolid, serious-minded Englishman, the
dark, defiant-looking Portuguese, the neatly-
attired, thick-set Russian, the keen-eyed, lithe
Italian, the strong, slow-moving Belgian, the
thoughtful, kindly-looking Roumanian, the neat,
agile Serbian, the clear-cut, vigorous American,
the fresh-looking, kilted Scot, the cheerful,
eager Canadian, the stiff-lipped, militant-look-
ing Irishman, and, of course, the ubiquitous
easy-going, independent-looking Australian.
They are all there. They pass along in an end-

less throng, all bent on making the most c€
their time in this wonder-city of light an£
laughter and loveliness and life.

And the women-folk! They have a promt-
nent place in this animated human mosaic
Bright-eyed, dainty, vivacious, attractively
frocked and coiffeured, they trip prettily along*
The Parisienne is a born actress. She acts liar
way through life. On the Boulevards tlm foe-
craped young widow—alas, that there axe so
many!—the rouged and powdered Woman of
Pleasure and the incomparable Mimi Pinsoat
predominate. Yes; Paris Boulevards are brigttt
spots even in these bad, sad days.

One of the show places of Paris is JfooS-
martre—that picturesque, densely-popuiafcei
eminence, with its quaint architectural crown,
the Eglise Sacre Coeur. From here Paris lies
spread at your feet, a wonderful panorama, of
beauty and interest. The most remark&iafe
view is obtained by arriving there just before
sundown and watehing the City light up. Start-
ing with a few lights flashing up here and tilery
they increase and increase, until tens of thou-
sands of them are flashing into being and the
City becomes a-glitter with new-born lights.
It has the appearance of a huge diamond clus-
ter resting in a colossal cushion of black velvet..
And then get up at dawn next morning and
watch the sun rise over Paris from the same
spot. It's worth doing.

PHILLIP L. HARRIS.

POLLING DAY IN FRANCE.
Returning Officer: "In what State did yam

enlist, Pte. Jones?"
Pte. Jones: " In a state of drunkenness, sir!"



ADVERTISEMENT.

The Australian Dam-Making Company,
Limited.

Bankers: THE SCALEM BANK OF AUSTRALIA, LIMITED.
Solicitors: A. SWINDEL.

Board of Directors: Chairman, D.A.M. ROOKE.
Directors: 0. CATCHEM, A. SHARPER, B. A. SCHEMER.

Brokers: Secretary:
W. E. KIDEMON & CO. U. R. A. WILDCAT.

Capital: 1,000,000,000 Shares at 5s. each (or more, if possible).

The objects of the Company are to inaugurate a service for
making water dams throughout the country districts of Australia
far more expeditiously and cheaper than the present method of
excavating by manual labour.

At the termination of the war all the belligerent Powers
will have left on their hands a big number of large calibre guns,
together with ammunition and tractors, for which they will have no
flirther use. As these Powers will all be hard up, the Company is
confident of being able to purchase this surplus stock of guns, etc., at
very advantageous rates. These guns will then be taken to Australia
for dam-making purposes. The method to be adopted is as follows:—

A gun, in charge of a Manager, who will have under him
the crew for working the gun and several travellers to canvas for
customers, will be placed in every large centre throughout Aus-
tralia. By firing a shell an excavation for a dam can be made on
any property immediately on receipt of the order. The travellers
will call on all the farmers and landowners in each district and
book orders for dams. They will then wire through to the
Manager of the gun the map reference of the spot at which the dam
is required. A shell will then be fired at the spot indicated, and
the property owner will have a well-excavated dam made with
promptness and despatch.

The time and labour saving advantages of this scheme are
too obvious to require further elaboration here.

Buy your shares to-day.
This is a splendid opportunity to invest your
Deferred Pay and your Bank Overdraft.

Send us your Money. Do it Now—Don't Stop to Think.



Getting around this CD

Navigating Archive CD Books CDs 

All Archive CD Books products can be navigated easily using the handy bookmarks on each CD.
The table of contents in most original books, and the original book index where it exists, can
provide additional ways of finding the information required. 

Searching Text on Archive CD Books Australia CDs 

Optical Character Recognition (OCR) technology has been developing over the years as a useful
mechanism to convert images (as Archive CD Books pages are) into text which can be searched.
The quality of the OCR can still vary, and hence the searchability can vary. Around 95% or 99% of
the words in books with good type are searchable—or even higher with very good type.

OCR is now a wonderful searching aid in many instances
but there is still no substitute for reading the book!

Different Versions of Adobe Acrobat Reader 

Adobe Acrobat Reader 4 or later should be used. Adobe Reader 6 (as it is now named) in fact has
considerably better searching options and is recommended.

• Acrobat Reader v4 has both a “Find” and a “Search” tool. Those tools are two *totally* different things. Our CDs
(that are searchable) work with the *FIND* tool

• Acrobat Reader v5 has only a “Find” tool (not a “search” tool). Our CDs (that are searchable) work with the
*FIND* tool.

• Adobe Reader v6 has only a “Search” tool (not a tool labelled “Find”). HOWEVER — what is called “Search” is
the same as the tool that used to be called “Find” Our CDs (that are searchable) work with the *SEARCH* tool  

Tips For Searching and Getting More From the CD Books 

• update to Adobe Reader 6 for more versatile searching options, including the ability to bring up a list of all
instances of the word you are searching for — across multiple files on a single CD in a single search request.

• enter the MINIMUM number of characters needed to bring up the search results required.
• use Adobe Reader 6 to do some trial searches to try to identify the characters that may be misread. These can show

up in the extra text in the search results list (Adobe 6 only). A few minutes trial will help you to avoid using
characters that are more prone to being misread, e.g. try entering “rederi” if you want “Frederick”, but find that the
letters “F” “c” and “k” are sometimes misread.

• use the “Match whole word” option to eliminate unnecessary items in your results list, e.g. to eliminate all the
blacksmiths and tinsmiths etc when you only want the name Smith.

• use the “Match case” option to eliminate all the occupations “smith” if you only want the name “Smith”.
• don’t just search for names. Search the book for other names, places and subjects of interest:

› look for others of the same name

› look for others who lived in the same place or street

› who was the postmaster or police officer in the town?

› how often and at what time did the coach arrive in town?

› what churches were there and what time were services held?

› what other activities were there in the community?

› look for others who had the same occupation of other interests
• all of this and more may be available in a seemingly mundane book such as a directory. You can learn much of the

background of life at the time, even if your ancestor is not listed there.
• Many CDs have only one file, but some have the book content spread over several files. Adobe Reader normally searches 

in the file that is open at the time. If you wish to search ALL files at once choose the "All PDF documents in" option and
select the CD drive or directory the files are in—Adobe Reader 6 only.

ADOBE ACROBAT SEARCHING IS A WONDERFUL FIRST FINDING AID.
BUT DO NOT RELY ON IT TO PICK UP ALL THE INFORMATION YOU WANT
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