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THERE'S A LONG, LONG TRAIT. AWINDING HEADQUARTERS DETACHEMENT
There's a long, Youe ot avinding Office of the Deputy Theater Commander
Into the land of my dreams, : APQ 837 U § Army
Where the nishtingales are singing
And a white moon beams, Cent. J.L. Pence,Cndg. Tab it Wl Vietor, Exec.
There's a long, long night, awaiting
Unkdi my dreams all come true:. Thomas Davee, First Sgt.
Tiil the day when I'11 be going = ] =
Down that long, long trail with you, e e e
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SHOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOM of Hgs, ETOUSA to their Premier Dance & Party at

On, Show me the way to go home, I'm tired angd
1 wanna' go to bed,
Cause I had a little drink about and hour
&g0;~and it went right to my head.
Where ever 1 Bay roam; On land or sea or foam,

2000 hours on this Tuesday Evening, 3 april 1945,
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You will always hear me singing that song, /2 ot R
v o Sy /g
Show me the Way to go home. \ SN Sk e L
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"Committee"
T/Sgt. Frank Davito S/Sgt. Harold Bucks S/sgt. L.Lunchansky
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The Caissons G Rolling Aling

Over hill; over dale. We have hit the dusty
trail, and those Caissons go rolling aicng;
wCounter Marchj Right Abcuti” Hear ttise
wagin soldiers shout, Wbile thoss (aissons
go rolling alonge
For it?s Hig Hee® Hesi In the Field Artillery
Call off your cumbers lond and strong
{One, twc three, four}
wiSIPe TURT We go. You will always kniw that
those Caissons go rolling alcnge
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Ie?s A ilong Way To Tipperary

It*e s iong way to Tipperary-—-Its a2 long way
to go

It’s a long way to Tipperary——To the sweetest
girl T know3 Goocd bye Picadilly. —-Farswell

Iesicester Sgquare — 1It's & long, iing way o
Tipperary, But my heartts vight thers,
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My Buddy

Nights -are long sinece you went away, I think
about ycu all thru the day, My Buddy, my
buddys; Ne buddy quite so true,

Miss your voice, the touch of ynur hand, just
long to know that you understand, My Buddy,
My Buddy, Your Buddy misses ytu.

: * k % k k k % %

My Wwild Jrish Rose

My Wild Trisn Ross —— The sweetest flcw'r that
gros,—~-You may search everywhere; but n.ne can
ccmpare With my Wild Irish Rose—-My Wild Irish
Ross —The dearest flow’r that grows,—-And some -
day for my sake, she may let me take the Bluim
from my Wild Irish Rose. =
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Thers are smiles that make us happy,—-

There are smiles that meks us blus .-

‘There are smiles that steal away the isar dropsg=-

As the sunbeame steal sway the dew,

There are smiles that ha&e a tender meaninges
That tke eyes of love aléne Nay Seegre

And thé smiles that fill my life with sunshinew—
:Are the smil;s that you give %o mee
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