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Marching on to Victory

Lyrics by The Original Victory Song, September, 1939. Music by Jules Brazil
Al Pat Arr. by Robert Emerson, M.S.M
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1. A - rise you sonsof Can-a -da__ isthe an -swerto thecall, — . For
2. We did our bit in days gone by, and we still can do it yet, For Ca -
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J nev- er willthey say of us — thatwe ev -er let the old flag fall
na-dians al- ways did have pluck, _ and we know that Youth’s withus, don’t fret.
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— Climb in to your tanks, Raise your planes on high,
_ Swad- dies old and young, we’ll march down the pike,
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Copyright by “Al Pat” Joseph.
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Stead - y now, mark the time, Hear that bat - tle cry. We are
Here we come  on the run, Show - ing what we're like.
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way, Fare - well good old  Sask -a - toon, Good - bye
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Hum - ber Bay; From East and West, and  North and South —
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we’ll meet up on the Strand, We will march right on
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I n 1 d Il — ll 1 !
L - d; t + 1 I j - . _\f

.&Htfﬁgtﬁ 3= —3 3
| "
=== === =

Extra verses of ‘“Cricket Song”

I love to hear the crickets sing
And chant their little song,

They never seem at all to tire
All thru the summer long.

Chorus:
Sing, brother, sing,
Sing ye, darn ye, sing
Sing until your voices ring,
Sing, brother, sing.

I love to hear the sailors sing
As on their ships they cruise

But when their “Shore Leave” does arrive
They drink up all the booze.

Chorus:

I love to hear the soldiers sing
While sipping of their beer,

And when they’ve sang and sipped enough
They all get full of cheer.

Chorus:

I love to hear the airmen sing
When flying in their kites,

But they are just a bunch of wolveg
When they get out at nights.

Chorus:

I love to hear the birdies sing
As on their roost they nest,

The Ziegfried Line is cracking now
It can’t withstand the test.

Chorus:

I love to hear the Yankees sing
They make a lot of noise,

But just the same, they’re doing fine
A real good bunch of boys.

Chorus:

I love to hear the patients sing,
As on their beds they lay;

They hold the nurses hands sometimes,
Afraid that they’ed go 'way.

Chorus:

I love to hear the doctors sing,
When making up a plaster;

But some darn fool once swallowed one,
Boy — what a disaster.

Chorus:

I love to hear the nurses sing,
While taking temperatures;

And when they flick their eyes at you,
Oh boy . . . have they allures.

Chorus:




Arr. by
Fred. L. Plant

The Cricket Song

Music and Lyrics by

Al Pat
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I love to hear the crick-ets sing, and chant their lit-tle song, They nev-er seem at
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all to tire all thro’ the Sum-mer long. So Sing! brother, sing!
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Sing ye, darn ye
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Sing, Sing un- til your voic-es ring, Sing! brother, Sing; —
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Published by Al Pat, 73 McPherson Ave., Toronto 5, Ont.
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“Rhymes of An Old War Horse” — 1937
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Songs by Al Pat

“Little Man Of Mine” In “BANG”
“Maple Leaves” in “BANG”
“Marching On To Victory” in “ROGER”
“The Cricket Song” in “ROGER”
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