FOREWORD

- This anthology, like nll untiholosies, siwuld be introduces

~with an apology. It is not couplete, uni the reuver (or singos)

will £ind the printed versions probably at a mariance with his
own., The incorpletenves iz uwus to tine Editor's indolence and
inability to decipher his own notes on the morning after. Tho

- variunce in wording is, of course, uue to tue frot tuat wwost

pornography is rarely printed, but is handed down by word of
mouth throughtthe years., It was this very reusou that proupted
the Editor yevars uzo #0 stert aooumalating the songs, and poems,
and limericks that amsed him, and that he could never remember
at the right moment as he gathered with his c¢ronies arocund the

flowing bowl, He presents this collection for what it was in~
. tended ~ conviviality, which seems to thrive on a good sing
- fest. It 15 not recommended for childrem, for the squeamish,or

for those unfortunate individuals who do not possess a lusty

' taste for 1life in general,

’.l’ha Editor would particularly like to acknowledge his debt

to the following men of good cheer. K.C., Aux Arbor, Michigan.

Hohe,Jdr,, Hopolulu. J.W, of Evanston and Washington DeCa AeTe,

K Ilordon, Enzland. EJMCK,, New Zealand. Reh., New Orleans. "&",

8. of the Pacific,

Fioally, it is hoped thet following World War II, a new -

 and fresh group of songs will appear, A few from the Pzeific

Theatre have been included here, Thu Euitor is sure that there
are meny more to come Both from the Pacific and from the Europ-
ean Theatre., Porheps, in years to come they will be added to

‘ this collection.
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-. Houstpn, Sam Houston.

(1)
. SAM _HOUSTQN

The big black bull came down the mountain,
Houston, Sam Houston.

The big black bull dame down the mountain,
" ~Long time ago.

Chorus:
Iogg time ago, long time ago.
The big black bull came down the mountain,
Ipng time ago.

He spied a heifer in a pasture grazing,
Houston, Sam Houston.

He spied a heifer in a pasture grazing,
‘Long time ago.

Chorus: (Substitute "He spied a heifer in a pasture grazina")

He jumped that fence and he jumped that heifer,
Houston, Sam Houston.,

He jumped that fence and he jumped that helfer,
Ionz tine ago.

Chorus: (Substitute "He jumped that fence and he Jumped that heifer").
He mbssed that heifer and he pfffft all over, -

He misged that heifer and he pfffft all over,
Iong time ago. .

Chorus: (Substitute "He missed that heifer and he pfffft all ovef“).

(SLOWLY) ' - g
The big black bull went home exhausted
-‘Houston, Sam Houston.

The big black bull went home exhausted

Long time ago.

Chorus:
Iong time ago, long time ago.
The big black bull went home exhausted,
Iong tine ago.




(2)

ONE BALL RILEY
(Tune: Its own)

As T was sitting in old Riley's bar, .
Listening to the tales of hlood and slaughter,
This thought came suddenly into my mind:

"Why not shag ¢ld Riley's daughter?"

Choruss
Fiddle~i=-ee, fiddle-i-o, fiddley-i-ee for the one balled Rlley.
Rig-a-jig jig, ball and ell, rub-a-dub dub, shag on,

I grabdbbed that little girl by the ass,

First I threw my left leg over

Shag, shag, shag same more,

Shag until the fun was over.

Chorus:

There came a knockin'! at the door,

Who should it be but her God-damned father.
Two hoss pistols at his sids,

Lookin' for the guy what shagred his daughter.

Chorus:‘

I grabbed that bastard by his ball,

- Shoved hls head in a psil of water.

Remmed those pistols up his ass,

A damn sight further than I'd shagged his daughter.

Chqrus:

As I go walking down the street,

People stare 'from every quarter,

- “There goes the God damned son-of-a-biteh,
The guy what shagged old Riley's daughterw,

Choruss:
Fiddle-i-ee, fiddle~-i-o, fiddley-i-se for the one balled Riley.
Rig-a-Jjig jig, ball and all, rub-a-dub dub, shag on, -

-2




(3)
BELL BOTTOM TROUSERS

When I was a barmald dowm in Drury lane,

My master was so kind to me my mistress was the same,
Along care a sallow from out across the sea,

And he was thes cause of all my misery.

Chorus: :
Singing bell bottom trousers, coats of Navy blue,
There was friggin' in the riggin', like the Navies always do.

He asked me for a candle to light his way to bed,
He asked me for a kerchief to tie about his head.
And I, like a foolish maid, thinking it no harm,
Jumped into the sailor's bed to keep that sailor warm.

Chorus:
Singing bell bottom trousers, coats of Navy blue,
A' frigegin' in the riggin' like sailors always do.

Farly héxt morning, toward the break of day,

He handed me a five ptund note and this to me did &ay,
"This igs for your trouble and all that I have dons,
You may have a daughter or you mey have & son."

Chorus:
Sinzing bsll bottom trousers, coats of Navy blue,
He'll learn to climb the riggin' like his daddy used to do.

How, if it be a daughter, just bounce her on your knee,

But if it be a son send the basterd out to sea.

With bell bottom trousers and coat of Navy blue,

He!'ll do some fri¢giu' in the riggin‘ like his Jdaddy used to do.

-hwuy
Singing bell bottom troaoers, GOdt ‘of Havy blue,
He'll learn to climb the riggin' like his daddy used to do.

The moral of this story, as pleiln-as you can see,

Is never trust a sailor an inch above your knee.

Oh, he'll wine you and he'll dine you and swear that hs'll be true,
But.when he breaks your cherry, it's "Go to hell with you."

Chor as: 
Singing bell bottom trousers and coat of Navy blue,
He'll learn to climb the rigzin' like his daddy used to do.



- (4). |
THE GATHERIN' OF THE CLANSMEN
(Sung in Scoteh dialect)

" \Twas agatherin' of the clansmen

And all the lads were there
A feelin' up the lassies
Amongst the puble hair.

Chorus'
Singin, why did ye last nicht, why do ye noo?
The man that had ye last nicht cmnna hae ye noo.

Mac Pherson's bend was also there,
A gi'in out wi'. licks.

But you couldna hear the musice’
for the swishin' of the pricks.

Ghorus:

The deacon's wife was also there,
A sittin' down in front,

A wreath of roses in her hailr,

A carrot up her cunt.

Chorus

The queoen was in the parlor,
A playin' wi' her snateh.

The king was in the garden,
A beatin' out a batch.

' Choruss

The maid was in the pantry,
A polishin' up the brass.
Along came the bdutler,

And tweaked her on the assg.

'Chorust

The bride was in the kitchen
Explainin' %o the groom.

That the vagina, not the rectum
1s the entrance to the womb.,

© Chorus!

The village half-wit, he was there
And he was worse than that.
Amusing himself by abusing himself,
And catehin® it in his hat.

Chorus:

The minister's datghter, she was there,

Her back ageinst the wall,

Cryin' to the multitude, :
nCome cach, come one, come all™. Chorus!




(5)

THE WHIFFENPQOFS' SONG
(Yale)

To the tables down at Mory's

To the place where Louie dwells,

To the dear old Temple Bar. we love so well,

Sing the Whiffenpoofs assembled,

With their glasses raised on high,

And the magic of their singing casts a spell,
Yos, the magic of their singing

And the songs we love so well:

"Shall I Wasting®", and "Mavourneen", and the rest.

We will serenade our ILouie, while life and voice shall last:

Then we'll pass and be forgotten with the rest.

We are poor little lambs who have lest their yay,

: Baa, baa, baga! '
We are little black sheep who have gone astray,

Baa, baa, baa!

Gentlemen-songsters off on a spree,
Damned fro hers to eternity;

God have mercy on such as we,

Bsa, Baa, baal

THE BOY STOOD ON THE BURNING DECK
(or Oscar Wilde)

The boy stood on the burning deck,
His ass-hole to the mast.

He swore he would not leave his post
'"Till Oscar Wilde had passed.

Chorus i
Star of the evening, bemutiful evening star;
. Star of theevening, shining on the shithouse door.

Now, Oscar Wilde, the dirty bitch;

He tossed the boy a bun.
The boy stooped down to pick it up,
The dirty deed was done.

Chorus:

The boy stood on the burning deck,

The dirty little nipper.

He'd stuffed hks ass with broken glass,
And circumeized the skipper.

Chorus: -
Star of the evening, beautiful evening star;
Star of the evening, shining on the shithouse door.



(6)
IT'S THE SYME THE 'OLE WORLD OVER

She was pore, but she ware honcst.
Victim of a rich man's whim:

First he fucked her, then 'e left ‘er,
And she was with child by 'im.

CHORUS ;
It's the syme, the 'ole world over,
Ain't it all a bleedin' shymo.
It's the rich wot gits the gryvy,
It's the pore wot gits the blyme?

W'y should 'e, with all '$s riches,
Pick on 'er, wot was so pores.
Bringin' shyme on &r relytions,
Mykin' 'er a common ‘ore?

CHORUS:

Way up yonder in the village,

Where her sorrowin' pmments live
Drinkin' champagne wot she sends 'em
But they never can forgive.

CHORUS:;

Now sec 'er ridin' with 'er lover . - .
See ‘'‘em ridin' to the 'unt.

She 'es diamonds on ‘er fingers,

She 'as warts upon 'er cunt.

CHORUS:

See 'im in the 'Ouse of Commons,
Makin' laws to put down c¢rime
While the woman what he sullied
Wallers in the muek and slime,
CHORUS:.

See 'er stanRin' by the lamp-post,
Sellin' matches by the box; :
While the lads wot goes out with 'er
Gets a bloedin' dose o' pox.

CHCRUS:

See 'er walkin' round the corner,
Tykin' laddies by the arm;

Oh, 'or smile is still allurin’,
But ‘'er typpy's lost its charm.
CHCORUS

See 'er lyin' on the doorstep.

She is dead, beyond a doot.

She is all bashed in an' bleedin',
And her guts is hangin' out.
CHORUS :

It's the syme the ble world over, e
“Ain't it all a bleedin' shyme; Co P
It's the rich wot gits the gryvy, 4

And the pore wot gits the blyme!



(7)

FIVE OLD MAIDS CAUGHT IN THE LAV'T'RY
(Tune: "0h Dear, What Can the Mat;l;er Bs")

Oh dear, what can the matter ke,
Three old maids were lockedthe lav't'ry
They were thera from Monday to Saturday
And nobody knew they werg there,

The first old maid was Elizabeth Slaughter
She was the bishop of Vorcester's daughter
She went there to pass seme . superfluous water
. And nobody knew she was there.,

The second old meid was Josephine Spender

She went there to adjust her suspender

- Which snapped up and injured her feminine gender
And pobody knew she was thera.

The third 0ld maid was Isabal Humphrey

She went there to endeavor te take a pee -
When she sat down she couldn't get her bum free
And nobody knew she was there‘

The fourth old maid was Meyy Ann Pickle

She was afflicted with reflexes fickle

She hurdled the door when she forgot her nickle
And nobody knew she was there.

The fifth old maid was Margaret Adder

Who wouldn't dontrol the whims: of her bladder
When.she got there she was.wiser but .Sadder
And nobody knew she was there.

BOIMIIIAHAIL

In Bohem;la Hall In Bohemia Hall

In Bohemia Hall ‘An Bohenua Hall I
WE'll laugh, we'll dance we'll sing;
With the good wine on the table

We will drink while we are a’ble'

And we dam't give a damn ror any damn man,
In Bohem;!@ Hall, e




NO BAILS AT AIL

Mow como, all you rounders, and listen to me;
I1'11 tell you a tele that will fill you with glee.
‘Therc once was a maiden (so felr and so tall)
- Who married a man who had no balls at all,

Chorus: ‘ ,
o0 balls at all, no balls &% all,
 8he married a man who had no balls at all!

The very first night, when they c¢limbed into bed,
(Her cheoks thoy were rosy =-— her lips they were red),
Sho folt for his penis -- his pehis was small!

She felt for his balls ®% he had no balls at all!?

Chorus:

"Oh Mother, oh Mother, I wish I were dcad,

And safe in my grave with my poor maidenhead!
My oares they are many, my joys nono a% all,
For I've marricd a man who has no balls at alll

Chorus:

Oh daughter, dear daughtor, yow mustn't feol sad;
I had the same trouble whon I marricd your Dad.
‘But there's many anbther who'll answer the call
Of the wife of a man who has no balls at alll

- Chorus:

S0 ‘daughter (dear daughter) took mothor's advice,
And found the rosult was excecdingly nices

A very fine bab} was born in the fall

To the wife of the man who hsd no balls at all!

Chpius:
No balls at all, no balls at all,
~ 8he married & man whe had no balls at all!

=

EVILINA

Evelina and I went fishing omns day;

We fished all over on Chesapeaks Bay.

EZvelina caught a pickeral znd I caught a bass;
Evelina fell in, right up %o her —-

Ask me no qusstions, I'1l tell you no lies;
Evelina fell in right up to her cyes.




(9)
VIRGIN STURGEGH

Cavier comes from a virgin sturgetn;

~ Virgin sturgeon's a vory fine fish;
Virgin sturgeon need no urgin'
That's why caviar is my dish.

Caviar knows no papa sturgeon

He respects the virgin's wish,
Doe® his urgin' without mergin':
That's why he is callsd "poor fish.t

Just what stirs the mother urge in
Virgin Subgecon, none can state;

But when the virgin yearns to burgeon,
All her boy friends get the gato.

Yot he knows, the wily sturgoon,
Without him the cake's all dough:
No little sturgeon come emergin'
Out of pure, platonic roe.

Heil, then, to the sturdy sturgoon;
If he shirks or fails, we are
Destined to sing a dirge in

Meory of caviar.

Now, I gave caviar to my girl fricnd

' 8he was a virgin tried and true,

But since I gave caviar to this girl friend
There is nothing she won't do.

I gave caviar to my grandpa

He was a gent of ninety-three,

Shrické snd groans were heard from grandma,
He had chased her up a tree.
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THE PENIS
(or Urinul Stoothy)

' The penis is the staff of life;

It satisfies both man and wife;
Its  duty is not small -or mean;

I$ swells with pride for any queen.

How would the race perpetuate

Or solden streams evacuate

The bladder, with its urgent function,
AbOVe the sroat Prostatic Junction,

Persistence is its claim to fame

To feil its nistress is its shame;
It scorns to lag or shrink or shirk;
It throbs and strains to do its work.

Tis tube Les cheered a world of men.
It shoots the works and fills again,
The fountain of eternal youth

Could not be better, now, forsooth.
It tukes a beating, now and then,
Trat's relisicd by the best of men.

Dear Duct, bsware the spirochete,

And Neisser's gonococcus heat

The first will put a pox on you,

The second make you run with g00.

But here's to the Coccus Everhardus,
Which.'til old age stands to reward us,
And even crippled with chordee, :

"Till use its head, and knows its place; Cries ever loud "love lifted me!n

Ylves all its zot in any case,

SCOME DYE OF DRINKING WHISKEY

Some die of drinking whiskey,
Some die of drinking beer;
Some die of diabetes,
And some of diarrhecar.
But of all those dread diseases,
The one that I most fear
- Is the drip - drip - drip
. And the drop - drop - drop
0f the God-damn'd gonorrhear!

DOGFACE

You can take the oys from any needle,

Take the tooth from any comb,

Take a leg from any table

And the voice from a gramophone ;

Take a neck from any bottic,.

And Lordy! when you're through,

You can get more lovin' from thet God-damned dummy
Than I've boen getting from you, swcet Dogface —
Than I've been gotting from you!

JOEN BROWN'S BODY

John Brown's body's in a better place than this,

Far from the clap and the dirty syphilis;
Blue-balls,. and the chanere, and the granulated piss:
His balls arc soldered on!

Glory, glory, gonorrhea! Glory, glory, gonorrhoa!
gonorrhea! His balls aroc solderecd on!

Glory, glory,
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CASEY JONES

Come all you rounders, if you want to hear a story 'bout a
brave engineer;

Now Casey Jones was this rounder's neme; on a six-eight-

o wheeler, boys, he won his fame,

The caller called Casey at half-past four; he klssed his wife
at the station door;

Then he climbed into the cabin with his orders in his hand
and took a farewall trip into the Promised Land,

Casey Jones] Climbed into the cabin!

Casey Jones! With his orders in his hand!
Casey Jones! Climbed into the cabin --
Took a farewell trip im¥io the Promised Land,

Oh, run in your water and shovel in your caal; put your head
out the window, wateh those deivers roll;

I'1l drive her till she leaves the rail, 'cause I'm eight

. hours late with the Western mail., _

- Casey looked at his watch, and his wateh was slow! He looked
at the water and the water was low! : :

He turned to ‘the fireman, and then he ssid: "We're goin' to
get to Frisco, but we'll all be deadl™

Casey Jones! Goin' to reach Friseco!l

Casey Jones! But we'll all be dead!

Casey Jonesl! Goin' to reach Frisco! _

We're goin' to reach Frisco, but we'll all be dead.

Casey pulled up at the Reno hill, and sounded his whistle
with a hell of a shrill;

The switdhman knew by the engine's moans that the man at the
throttle was Casey Jones.

He pulled up within three miles of the place Number Four
was starin' him right in the face;

He turned to the fireman, said "Boy, y'better jump, 'cause
there's two locomotives that're goin' to bump."

Casey Jones! Two locomotives!

Casey Jones! That're goin' to bump!
Casey Jones! Two locomotives!

Two locomotives that're goin' to bump ! -

Now Casey said, just before he died, there was two more roads

. that he wanted to ride.

The fireman said, "What can they be?" "The Southern Pacific
and the Santa Fe,."

Casey's wifer'sat on her bed a-sighin®, when they dbrought her
the news that Casey was dyin';

Said "Go to bed, chil'en, and hush yot cryin' 'cause y' got
apother papa on the Salt Lake Line." , :

Oh, Casey Jones! Got another papal Casey Jones! Gn the Salt Lake Line!
Ca@ey Jones] Got another papal Got another papa on the Salt Laks Line! ,'

iy
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Oh, her name was Lil, and she was a beauty,

She lived in a house of ill reputsée,

From:fer and wide men came to see

Lilliam sans her negligee (Repaat last line).

She was young and she was fair

She had long yellow golden hair.

But she drank too deep of the demon rum,

Smoked hashish and o-pee-i-um (Repaat last line),

- Till, day by day. her cheeks grew thinner
From insufficient proteins in ‘'er.
She grew deep hollows in her chest
And she had to go around completely dressed (Repeat).

Now, clothes may take a woman far

But they hafe no place on & fille de Joie,
Lilly's downfall started when _
She concealed her ab-ee~do-men. (Repeat).

For you must know her clientel-ce

Rested largely on her belly

When Lilly had %0 put on cloth

Her clients waxed exceedingly wroth, (Repeat).

So, Lil went to the house physician

To prescribe for her condition,

"You have got", the doctors sgy,
"Per-nish-ee-ous A-nwe-mee-i-ay., (Repeat).

Lil took treatmentsSitn the sunm

Lil took Scott's ec-ml-ghi-un,

Three times daily she took yeast,

But still her clienteley decreased, (Repeat).

And as she lay in her dospair

She lifted up her arms in prayer.

But she deeply stained in sin was she,

The good Lord would not hear ther plea, (Repoat).

Then, as she lay in her dishonor

She felt the hand. of the Lord upon ‘ter,
"Oh, my ILord, I sure repents,

But that will cost you ninety-nine cents.”

peted
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THE KEYHOLE IN THE DOOR
<I left the party early — 'twes scarcely after nine;
And by the best of fortune her room was next bo mine:

?
8o like the bold Columbus, new regions to explore,
I took a snug position by the keyhole in the door.

CHORUS : .
Oh, the keyhole in the door; oh, the keyhole in the doorii
I took a snug position by the keyhole in the door,

Yes up against her chamber door, upon my bended knee,
I took up my position, to see what I could see;
First she took off her evening dress, and threw it on the floor-

My God! I saw her do it through the keyhole in the door,
CHORUS s

She placed a log upon the hearth, and as the flames arose
She sat before the fire and warmed her rosy toes;

If she'd take off that pink chemise I'd ask for nothiéng more,
Excopt the koy which then would fir the keyhole in the door,
CHORUS: -

Bhe then remorved her silken hose and hung them“Qn a chatr,'
And as she stretched her knees unbound I knew Bhe wished me thera:;

And then that pink chomise she shed — a sight scerce to deplore--

- I knew my place was then beyond the keyhole in the door,

CHORUS ¢

I rapped with eager knuckle upon her chamber door,

And after may pleadings, I passed the threshold o'er;
And then lest others eee me, as I'd seen her before,.

I hung that pink chemise across ths keyhole in the door,
CHORUS: .

Now ancient men of science have gazed with eager eye
Upon the haary plancts that deck the starry sky;

Though Nature hes more wonders, more regions to explore,
The telescope has néthing on the keyhole in the door.

THE_HEDGEHOG

Ok, recent reacarches at Harvard, by Derwin and Huxley and Hall
Have conclusively shown thet the hedgehog can scarcely be
- buggered at all, .
Sing too-ra-lioo-ra~lizddy, sing too-ra-lioo-ra-liay,
Sing too-ra-lioo-ra~liaddy, sing too-ra-lioo-ra=liay.

Mora redent experimentation has incontrovertibly shown

That comparative safety at Harvard is enjoyed by the hedgehog slone,
8ing too-ra-lioo-ra-liaddy, etec. :

{continued on next page)
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He's a rough little, tough little bastard with qnills all over

his ass;

it

Sing, ete., ste,

And Harvard alone has discovered the secret of getting it past.

Now alas for the ass of the hedgehog; alas for the quills on his tailj;
When Harvard's culture is triumphant, then Nature's resources must fail,

Sing, eto., etc.

Now here's to yon virginal hedgehog! And long may his bushy tall twitch?
He's the fairest of all fair Harvard, the prickly old son—of-a-bitch.

Sing, &dc., eto,

In the progress of civilization, foom anthropoid ape unto man,
The palm is mwarded to (whosis) for self-reproduction by handl

Sing, etc., ete,

A DERMOID DRAMA
no tune

A woman there was and she bore a son,

.To witness if I lie;

He'd coal-black heir, an insolent stare,

~ And blood-lust in his eye.

The woman sighed and shortly died,

In diabetic coma,

A "post" revealed what lay conceqled~
A cystic teratoma,.

Some calls were there, some stmands of

(hair;

And a thing, in a cyst, that should
never be misseds

A layer of rods and cones,

A rag and a bone and a hank of hair,,
An eye (1t seemed a male eye);

Some ehumks of glwe, a tooth or two,
And a sustentaculum tall,

4 maid there was,surpassing fair,
0f lowliest extraction;

8She'd eyes of blue and curly hair,
And an error of refraction,

Now the villain sought to wed the lass,
“"Come, be my wife," he hissed.

She replied, "Sir Hugh, I'm not for you,
For I loverthat dermoid cystin

"I love the bits of bricabrac
That really are your bdbrother;
I love them so, I'd never go

-And join me to anotheri™

Such an eye is there, such aubmrn hair!

Such a graceful set of bonesd

There's a bit of spleen, and I've nerer seen
Such heavenly rods and conesi®

Sir Hugh then ground his teeth'and frowned,
"You little fool," he hissed,

"How the world wirld will laugh end the
world will chaff

Should you mate with a dermoid cystin

%I do not care what the world may say
Nor what the world may do;

But I'dsgive my hand to a septic gland
Before I'd magry you,."

" Your wedded wife I'll never be}

My pedigree stands in the way--
¥or I'm a persistent R,P.P.,

. Your, a paltry B.0.A.I"

Sir Hugh then entered Parliament
And added to the 1list,

A bill whith said no-one may wed
A deceased wife's dermoid cyst. -

The years rolled on, and she, poor lass,
Grew more and more pathetic;

And sougBt tp hide time's awful tide
With artifice cosmetic.

Her lover's halr about her own
She mingled to console herg

And in her plate did incorporate
Her cystic love's premoiar.
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} , A _DERMOID DRAMA (cont.)

3Q they went to meet their fate Now the little odds and ends were sent

To young lives sadly blighted; . To the Institute of Lister;
And though in life they were separaté, The cyst they thought was masculine
In death they were united. Proved a cystdc little sister!
| ‘ :
SAMUEL HALL'

Oh, my name is famuel Hall, Samuel Hall, (Samuel Hall)!
Oh, my name is Samuel Hall, and I hate you one and all;
Youre a gang of muckers all, damn your eyesy \ ...

Oh, I killed a man, 'tis sald, sb 't1s said (so 'tis said);
Ohy, I killed a man, 'tis said, for I hit him on the head,
And I le;t him there for dead, damn his .eyesi.

Oh, they threw me into*;uod, into quod, (inte quod); _
Oh, they threw me into quod, and they left me there, by God,
With a chain and iron rod, damn their eyes,

Oh, the preacher he did came, he did come (he did come);
Oh the preacher he did come, and he looked so ¥ery glum
As ho talked of Kingdom Come, demn his eyes!

Ohy the sheriff he came too, he came too, (he ceme too);
o Oh, the sheriff he ceme too, with his boys all dressed in blue;
§ They're a gang of muckers %00, damn thoir oyes!

To the gallows I must go, I must go, (I must go) ,
To the gallow I must go, with my friends all down below
Saying "Sam, I told you so," Damn their eyes!

I saw Nellie in the crowd, in the crowd (in the crowd);
Igsaw Nellie in the crowd, and she looked so very proud
That I shouted right out loud,"Damn your eyesi"

- Let " this be my parting knell, parting knell, (perting knell)
ILet this be my parting knelly Hope to see you all in Hell
Hope to hell you sizzle well, &amn your eyes\
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The followinz is a rare old classic which has been attributed to the
famous Rudyard Kipling. Like all ™unprintable" sonrs it has
changed (and undoubtable suffered),much since beinr written.

.This is the most nearly complete versiocn of it available just now.

THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND

The minstrels sins: of an Enrlish King
Who lived lons years ago;

He ruled his land with an iron hand
But his mind was weak and low.

He loved to chase the bounding stag
Thet roamed the royal wood --

But better than that he liked to go
And pull the royalpud.

The only garment that he wore

Wes & hairy leether shirt,

With which he tried to hide the hide,

‘But couldn't hide the dirt.

He wag wild and woolly and full of flies,
And his terrible tool hung down tb his knees;
Hail! to the Basterd King of England.

The Queen of Spain was a sprightly dame,

And a sprightly deme was she;

She wanted to fool with the royal tool

Of the king across the sea. :

So she sent a specisl message by & speciel messenger
Requesting the King of England '

To spend a night with her.

Fhilip of' France, he shit his pents

-On hearing thie report;

He swore the only reason wes

Because his dong was shorte

So he sent the Duke of Sippensap

To zive the Queen & dose of clap _

So she could give it to the King of XEnzlend.

Now when the news of this foul deed
Hed reached old Windsor's halls,
The King he swore, by the shirt he wore,
' That h&'d have that Frenchman's balls.
! So he offered half his kingdom
(end & night with fair Hortense)
‘To any loyal subject
Who'd nut the King of France.

The loyal Duke of Suffolk
Betook himself to France,
He swore he was a "flutep"
&nd the king took down his pants.
Around that dong he slipped a thongy
‘ Jumped on his horse and galloped along
i And heuled poor Philip off to Merry England,




Tz

- (17)
The Xing he sh-t, and threw a fit,
And puked all o'er the floor; '
For in the ride, the Frenchman's pride
Had stretched a yard or more.
So Philip of Frence usurped the throne,
His sceptor was his royal bone,
With which he scr-wed the Queen of England.

THE BAILAD OF CHAMBERS STREET
by Fritz Irving

Now in the east the glowing whedl
0f Phoebus' car is turning-- :
And high in a suite on Chambers Street
, A light is dimly burning.
And from the door there comes a roar
Which sterts from sleep each neighbors
nQy, Oy," it cries, n"Gewalt, gewalti®
Big Rosie is in labor.

For twenty years, this flower of love
Had kept herself quite busy '
Dispensing screws $0 lusty Jewse—
To every lke and Izzy.
The male west-end called her their friend;
With scalped and eager penis
They climbed aboard and oft explored
This much frequented Venus.

But. as the pitcher at the well,
.. Was fractured, in the. Pable~-
. After. the:Borse was. pinched, of..course,
They then locked up the stable,
Now tensy teas and sofi bougies
And local applicatlons. |
.Had ne'er returned what most she yearned--
Those absent menstruations.

Far up above the:pelvis: brim,
Lodged in a soft depression
Beyond the wound: of probe or sound,
There lay her indbscretion...
The rascal grew,fanifwriggled, t00}
And word: was: passed  eround
Some sprightly wight had caught, by night,

Rose == with her breeches down. =

‘The bards may sing.of Dido's plight,
Deserted on the shore, or

Aeneas Ray, for down the bayy
Annexing her angoras ,

Our heroine did not repinej
Although she often wondered,

She could not think what festive dink
Had scored en even hundred.
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Now full times ten the palled moon
Had risen in the heavéns,

- And did disclose the pregnant Rose,

Herself at sixess and sevens,
A vague unrest seethes 4in her breast,
‘And centvers in her belly;

'She sits and quakes, and water makes,

And shakes like guava jelly.

Tb rescue dames was oft the wont
. 0f valient knights of olad,
8o Jo=Jo Pratt put on his hat,
And came when he was told,.
In 1903, on 0.P.D,,
With potions soporific,
He'd curcd her clap, and made her crap,
And treated her "Specificw,

Bab ere he left the house, he scanned
The pages of his Cooper,

To make him sure naught byt manure
Came dczm the lady's pooper.

For Hunter, Jobn, had naught upon

T This suave, verbhose physician--

The type and print of Austin Flint,

A damned poor obstetrician.

By Whitbr*dge Williems, through his brain,
There comes a gleam of light;

"She must be seen by Charley uraen,
He gurgled with delight,.

"By Charley Green she must be seen,

To banish all despair--

With little hat and walking stick,

.And beard of pubic hetr.m

High in the room on Chambers Street
Ere yet the waters broke.
From pregneit Rose they took her clother,
And never a word they spoke.
They laid her head a erosc the bed;
Her legs they had to bend ‘em;
Witn sterile hands, they made demands
To open her pudendum,

"Introitus admits my fist
Without the slightest urgint
Therefore I ween," ssid Charley Green,
"That Rose is not a virgin,"
And I would dare almost declare
That she has had coition--

Which, in the main, would best explain

Her present sad condition,"
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Now all day long, that summer's day,
They grappled for the fetus,

With hooks, and hands, and tugs, and bands,
Svid Joe, "This sure does baat us."

Now would the Gods, with traction rods,
Though risking many stitches,

Call into view this god-damned Jew,
This prince of sons-of-bitches,

Now when the shades of evening fell,
And night came on at last

They did conspire to prime, and fire,
And countermine her ass,

High up her sluice, they laid a fuse,
With no-one to detect 'em,

They took a pound of dgnamite
And stuffed it up her rectum,

Proud Aetna in her palmy days,
Uppn the Sideliam shore,

Did not erupt much more ebrupt
Than d:id this Jewisch whore.

With mangled child she soon defiled
The waters of the pay;

His bails came down in Cambridge town
And iended there to sy,

His balls; they struck in Cambridge tmwn,
Pwas “here they came to earth;

At Boston Light, throughoud the night,
They got the afterbirth.

The State House dome, a dirty chrome,
Was smeared with fetal feces;

They said "God-darm" in Farmingham,
And swept up 211 the pileces.,

'Tis silent now in Chambers Street;
The crowd has homeward turned.

With reverent tread they begr the dead
Out of the house thgt burned.

014 Cherley Green has not been seen;
And as for Jo-Jo Pratt,

I do not care nor give a damn
Where he now rests his hat.

In magy a little ¥illage spire--
As wanes the parting day—-

The curfews toll the parting knell
Remarked upon by Gray.

The lowly kine, in tardy line,
Pass slowly o'er the lea;

The jumping horse is cropping gorse--

Whatever that may be.
* K %
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AURA LEE

(Yale)

| AS the blackbird in the spring, '"Neath thy blush a rose was born;
'Neath the willow tree, Music, when you spakej

Sat and piped -~ I heard him sing— Through thine azure eyes the moon,
Singing Aura lee, Sparkl_ing, seemed to break.

Aure Iee! Aura lee! Aura Iee! Aura Lee!

Maid with golden hatr! " -Birds of crimson wing

Springtime came along with thee, Never song have sung to me

And swallows ir the air. As in that bright, sweet spring.
OUR GALLANT SHIP ‘

 '"Twas one Friday nigh$ when we set Bail, Then up spake the cook of our gallant

\nd we were not far from the land ship,
_./hen our captain spied a pretty mermald And a red-hot cook was hes .
With a comb and a glass in her hand. "Ohh, I care much more for my kettles
’ and my poss,
CHORUS: Oh, the ocean waves may roll, Than I do for the bottom of the seal"
And the stormy winds may blow, CHORUS ¢
While we poor sailors go skipping to
the tép, : , Three times around went our gallant ship,
And the landlubbers lie down below, And three times around went she,
- below, below! : , Three times around went our gallant ship,
And the landlubbers lie down below! And she sank to the bottom of the sea,
CHORUS: :
Then up speke the captain of our gallant
" ship Oh, the ocean waves may roll,
(And a well-spoken man was he). And the stormy winds may blow,
"Ihave a wife in Salem Town, While we poor sailors go skipping to the
And tonight a widow she'll belm $op,.
CHORUS ¢ And the landlubbers lie down below, below,
belows

And tlie lahdlubbers lie down below,
A YEAR AGO

A year ago our baby died.

It dled from committing suicide—
Of spinal meningitis--

I know 1t Ries to spite us!

'Twas a nasty old baby, anyhow!

" BANDOLEROS (Yale)

We are watching and walting
For ransom or outpost,
: A welcome to sttangers,
A carbine for spies!
Reaming the mountains,
We are outlaws defiant;
Brave and gallant Bendoleros,
We'll conguer or diel
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ELI YAIE
\8 Freshmen first we came to Yale  In semior year we play our parts
Fol-de-rol, de-rol-rol-rol! Fol-de-rol, de=-rol-rol-rol}
Xaminations made us pale At making love and bresking hearts
Fol-de-rol, de-rol-rol-roll. Fol=de-rol, de=rol-rol-rol}

'14,E14 ,E1i Yale, foi-de-rol-de-rol-rol-rol, Eli, Eli, etc,
1£{,E11,E11 Yale, fol-de-rol-de-rol-rol-rol. B ’ :
And then into the world we come

8 sophomores we have our task Fol-de-rol, de-rol-rol-rol}
Fol-de-rol, de-rol-rol-roll "We've made good friends and studied some
"Pis best performed by torch and makk Fol-de~rol-, de=rol-rol-rol!

;Fol-de~rol, de-rol-rol-rol! Eli, Eli, eté.
li. Eli’ 31’:0. . :
The saddest tale we have to tell

n junior year we take our ease Fol—de-rol-l, de=-rol=-rol-rol!
Fol-de=rol, de-rol-rol=-rol} Is when we bid old Yale forewell -

@ smoke our pipes and sing our glees Fol-de~rol, de-rol-rol-roll
Fol-de-rol, de=rol-roleroll . Eli, Eli, etc,

11, Eli, ete,
FISHERMAN .
Fishermen, fisherman, fare thee welll

Have you any sea-crabs for to sell?
Sing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye-day.

Oh yes, sir, yes, sir, one or two or throe
Of the finest damn sea-crabs y'ever did segl
8ing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye-day.

S0 I took that sea-crel by the back-bone,
And T lugged and I tugged, till I got the bastard home,
Sing-a-dingy~aye, dingy-aye-day.

When I got home my wife was esleep, -
S0 I put him in the p-sspot for to keep
Sing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-ayo-day.

My wife got up and she thought she had to do
And she god-damned sea=crab caught her by the flue!
Sing-a~dingy-sye, dingy-aye-day. -

"*0ld man, old man, as sure as you're born,
Therd's a devil in the p~sspot, got me by the horniv
Sing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye-day. »

"0ld woman, old woman, why don't you fart
And blow that sea~-crab all apart?"
8ing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye=-day.

S0 she tried and she tried, but she couldnIt fart a bit,
But she filled that sea-crabs eyes full of shit,
Sing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye-day,.

Now I've t0ld you my tale and I'll tell you no more;
There's an apple up my ass, end you can have the core!
Sing-a-dingy-aye, dingy-aye-day. '
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RUNT--or, THE TALZ OF THE YALLER PUP

A farmer's dog ceame into town;
His 6hristian neme was runt;
A nodle pedieree had he --
"Noblesse oblige,™ his stunt.

And es.he trotted down the street
*Twes beautiful to see

His work on every corner =<

His mark on every tree.

He watered every geteway, too,
* And neyer missed a post;

For piddling was his specialty;
And piddling wes his boast.

The city curs looked on amezed,
With deep end jealous rage,
To-see this simple country dog,
. The piddlér of the age.

Then all the dogs from everywhere
Were summoned with a yell

To sniff the country strenger o'er
end judge him by his smell.

.Some thought that he & king might be =--

Beneath his tail a rose;
So every dog drew near to him
And smiffed it up his nose.

They smelled him over one by one;
They smelled him two by twe;

And noble Runt, in high disdain,
" Stood still till they wers through.

Then, just to show the whole shebang

He didn't give a damn,
He trotted to ths corner store
" And piddled on a han,

He piddled on a child's bare legz;
He piddled on the floor;

And when the grocer kicked him out,
He piddled through thz door.

Behind him all the city dogs
Lined up, with instincts true,
To sbart a piddling carnival
And see the stranger through.

They showed him every piddling post
They had in ell the town;

And started in, with meny a wink,
To pee the stranger downe.

They sent for chempion piddlers..

‘Who were always on the go

And sometimes did a piddle-stunt
Or gave & piddling show,.

~They sprung these on him suddenly

When midway through the $own;
Runt only smiled, and polished off
The ablest, white or browm.

For Runt wes with them every trick,
With vigor and with vim;
A thousand piddles, more.or less,

Were 211 the same to hime.

So he was wetting merrily,
With hind leg kicking high,

While most were hoisting legs in bluff

And piddling mighty dry.

And on and on went noble Runt,
As wet as any rill;

And all those champion city pups
Were peed to & standstill.

- Then Runt did free hend piddling,

With fency flirts and flits,
Like "Double Dip" and "Gimlet Twist"
And all the latest hits.

And ell that time the country dog
Did never wink or grin,

But piddled blithely out of town
As he had piddled in.

The city dogs conventions held,
To ask "What did defeat us?"
But no one ever put them wise
That Runt had disbetes!
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THERE IS A TAVERN IN OUR TOWN

There is a tavern in our town (in our town)

And there my true lowe sits him down (sits him down)
And drinks his wine, &s merry &s cen be, :
And never, never thinks of me (oh, thinks of me)!

Fare thee well, for I rust leave thes;
‘ ’ Do not let this perting grieve thee,
For they tell me that the best of friends must say goodbye.
Adieu, adieu, kind friends, adieu (yes, adieu);
I cen no longer stey with you (stay with you),
So I'1ll hang my harp on a weeping willow tree,
And may the world go well w}th thee (zo well with thee)!

He left me for & damsel dark (damsel dark);

Bach Friday night they used to spark (used tc spark);
Ang now my love, who once was true to me,

tekes that fair demsel on his knee!

( GhORUS)

Oh, dig my erave both wide and deep (wids and dsep);
Place tombstones at my head and feet (head and feet);
‘ And on my breast just place a turtle dove,
% To signify I died for love (I died for love).

Fare thee well, for I must leave thee;

Do not le&vthis parting grieve thae,

For they tell me that the best of friends must part (must pert);
Adieu, adieu kind friends, adieu (yes, adieu); ’
I can no longer stay with you (stay with you);

So I'll heng my harp on a weeping willow tree;

Fare thee well] Fare thee welll  Fare thee welll

LORD JEFFEEY AMHERST
. Oh,; Lord Jeffrey Amherst was & soldier =~ Now, Lord Jeffrey Amherst was the man
of the king, - that gave his neme
And he sailed from across the ses; -To our €oltegeldpen the hill;
To the Frenchmen and the Indiens he And the story of his loyalty and
didn't do & thing bravery end fame
In the wilds 6f this wild country -- Lbides here among us still --
In the wilds of this wild country! Abides here among us still.
" And for his royal majesty he fought You may tekk about your Eli's and
with ell his might, your Johnny's and the rest,
For he was & soldier, loyel and true; For they are names that time can never
He conquered all the Indlans that ceme dim;
within his sight, But give us our only Jeffrey -- he's
And he looked around for mors when the noblest and the best --
he was through; To the end we will stand fast by him!
' CECRUS: CHORUS:

On, Amherst, brave Amherst!

'*Twas a name known to fame in days of yore!
May she ever be glorious,

Till the sun shall e¢limb the heavens no morel
(repeat chorus, pianissimo)
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A lement of Miss Ann Coopor Hewltt
Yo the tune of "Ilearned About Women From Her"

I'm only =a sterilized heiress,

A butt for the laughter of rubes;

I'm comely end rich, but a venomous bitch--
And my mother ran off with my tubes,

Oh) fie on you, mater, you bastard)

Come back with my feminine toys{

Restore my abdamen and make me & woman—=
I want to go out with the boys. :

Imegine my stark consternation
On feeling a surgeon's rude hands
: Erploring my person (page Aimee McPherson),
. : And then rudely snatching my glands.

Oh fie on you medical monsters;
Ccme back with my feriinine toys}
hostore my ebdomen, and make me a woman}
I want to go out with the boys.

The butler and second man snub nes

No more will they use my door Rey;
Our cook (from Samoa) has spermatazoa
For others, but never for me,

Oh fie on you fickle men servants;
Come back with my feninine toys;

X Restore my abdomsn, and make me a woman;
I want to go out with the boys,

What ruling in ecourt can repay me
For losing my peas in a pod? _
My Joyous fecundity's now moribundity;
Like Pickford, I'll have to try God.

Oh fie on the courts and the customs;

Give back my poor bubbles of jest,

Take away the hot fleshes and menopause rashes:
I want to feel weight on my chesty

THE OLD MAID SET BY THE FIRE ~

hhe old maid sat by the fire, The maid she pooped and farted;

er tom~cat sat besidse her; The cat he puked and snorteds

And when they were all alone, They made such a din

3he pulled her skirts up higher. That the neighbors came in

the cat saw something naked; And soon the two wers parted,

And for it a rat did take it: Now 0ld maids all tzke werning:

30 he took a swing at the old maid's ding ID®n't leave your dingoes bare,

ind merrily did sheke it, Or some tom-cat may take it for = rat,

And pull out all the heir,




THE POPE

‘The Pope, he leads a jolly life (Jjolly The Sultan better pleases me(pleases me)

'Tis free from every care and Llife) His life is full of jollity (Jjollity);
strife ' (care and strife); _ His wives are many as he will--
He drinks the best of Rhinish. wine I fain the Sultan's throne would filil,
I°would the Pope's gay life were mine. (Repeat) :
(Repe at)
But ye%t, he is not happy man (happy man)
But still, he is a sorry wight(Sorry . He nmust obey the Alkoran (Alkoran)
: No madden kisses him goodmight wight): He drinks no drop of Rhinish wine--
(him goodnight); T wovld not have his life for mime.
He spends each night alone in bed, (Repeat)
For being Pope, he cannot wed. 8o, when ny sweetheart kisses me(kieses me)
(Repeat) , ~ Why tbzn T7d faln the Sultan be(Sultau bs,

But when ryy Rhinish wine I tope, why
Why ther I'B rather be the Popel
(Repeat)

THERE WAS A LITTIE MAN

Oh, there was a little man, and he had a 1little can.

And he used to rush the growler;

He'd g> to a saloon on a Sunday aféernoon,

And you ought to hear the old man holler!?

"No beer tcday, notbeer today! You can't buy beer on Sunday!

No beer today, no beser today! You beeter come around on Monday]"
Well, what the hell's the matter with Sunday°

The sweetest girl I know

Has a face llke a horse and buggy;

Fireman! Fireman! Save my child!

A boy's best friend is hés mother.

Well, what the hell's the matter with his father?

Oh when a man first goes to kiss his girl,

Oh, he fumbles 'round her jaw all the while, all the while;

Gives her kissed for her mother, her sister and her brother,

T111 the o0ld man comes to the door,

Pulls a pistol from his pocket -

And swears hets goin' to cock 1t

And blow out his teeny, weeny brains (some brainsi)

But then she says he mustin't, ) .

And so of course, he doesn't, ‘

- And the lovin' goes on just the same.

- The Delta Gamma's love it, the Pi Phi's aren't above 1t;
The Theta's have a finger in the pie (some pie);

"The Alpha Phi's so haughty, they say they think itls naughty,
But you bet your life they do it on the slyl

(Tingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way=~- o
Oh what fun it is to ride in a one-hoss open shay!l)

LAST NIGHT I SAT TICKLING

Last night I sat tickling my grandfather's balls,
With a drop of sweet-oil off a feather;

. And what secmed to please the old gentleman most:
Was knocking them gently together. (Clink-clink!)
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'THE TINKZR

Oh, there was a jolly Tinker, and he came froi z-ony France,
And he dearly loved to sing, and he dearly loved “o dance,
With his Long John tiddley-wheckin', belly erackint,
 baby-fetehin', lookin! for e scrimmege below the belly-bendl
. : 'l
Now, the Queen was returning from a shindy-dig ball
And she caught the Tinker urinetin' on the cestle wall,
‘Nith’ etc.

 Seid the Tinker to the Queen, "Have you any pots to mend?
Have you eny little holes to which a Tinker might ettend?"
Wlth, etc.

Seid the Qnaen to the Linker; "Yes, I have some pots to mend,
And I have a little hole to which & Tinker mlght attend®.
With, etc.

Oh, he. f=-cked her in the kitchen and he f~cked her in the hall;
™My Godl" cried the malds, "Is he goin' to f-ck us all?"
With, etc.

Then he took the farmer's daughter to the fermer's ball,
And he screwed the farmer's daughter, right up ageinst the wall,
With, etc.

"0h, Mother, oh, mother, I thourht thet I was able,
But he split my poor vagina from the -sshole to the navel.
With, ete. _ : v

"0h daughter, oh, deughter, you God-demn fool,
Serewed by 2 man with a tool like & mule"
With,wetu. ste.

When the Tinker died, he went to hell,
And he f-cked all the devils, and he f-cked fem very well,
With, etc.

TIDDLEY-WINKD, YOUNG MAN

Tiddley-winks, young men} Get a woman if you ecan;

If you ean't g¢et a women, get a clean young man;
You may take a f-ek at Malta from the Rock of Gibraltar,

. But you'll never do it prober till your balls heng low.

Do your bslls heng low? Cen you swing ‘em to and fro?

Cen you tie 'em in & knot? Can you tie 'em in a bow?

Can you sling 'em c'er your shoulder like a bloody British soldier?
For you'll never do it proper till your balls hang low!

 THE LITTLE BIRD

Ch, there was & little bird, no bigger then e t-rd,
And he landed on & telegrsph po-o-ole;

Ee stretched out his neck, and he sh-t about a peck,
And he puckered up his little -ssho-o-ols.

~gshole, -sshble, -sshole, -ssholel

He puckersd up his little -sshoXe-ole!
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EPH WIL.J M | | R
Oh, hera's to the ncme of Eph Wili-ame, who lilisd a school in Billville,
And when he was scalped by the Ind‘mac. e «f: 3 .: s boodly by will.
Sing too-ra-lioo-ra-liaddy (1ied- v) sire oo setico-ra=liay,

Sing too-ra-lioo=-ra-liaddy {Liediy!, s-.‘g, uwmumo-ra-liay!

Here's to old Fort Massachusetts, and L2re's to the old Mohawk Trail,

And here's to the Indian prindess, wan vwe Eph his first piece of t;ail.
Sing, etc. (o =m)

And here's to the girls of North Adams,a,;d here's to the strests that they

And here's to the dirty-faced urchins - God knows but they may be our ownl
Sing, etc,

gh, we are the seniors of Williams , with consciences white as the Snow;

Wa sit on the brink of damnation, and p-ss in the cinders below,
- Sing, ete,

TO WILLIAMS

Come, fill your glasses up--to Nilliams, to Williams,to Willlems!
Come, fill the loving cup--to Williams, to Williams, to Williamsl

We will drink the wine tonight,

Dring the wine hhat makes hearts light;

-So come, fill your glasses up, to Williams, to Williams, "o Williams?

We will rally on Pratt Field; we will make our rivals yteld;
Viotory will crown the shield of Williams, of Williemsi

SHALL I VASTING (Yale)

_ Shall I wasting in despair . Great, or good, or kind, or fair,

Die because a womans falr? I will ne'er the more despair;

Or make pale my chesks with care If she love me, this believe:
'‘Cause another's rosy are? I will die e'er she shall grieve!
Be she fairer than the day If she shight me when I woo,

Or the flow'ry meads in May, =~ . I can scorn and let her go--

If she be not so to me For if she be not for me,

What care I how fair she be? Vibat cate I for whom she be?

THE GOOD OLD MOUNTAIN DEW

Rehind the .hill there is a still Of the good 0ld mountain dew (yes dew);

Where the smoke rolls to the sky;. Of the good 0ld mountain dew;

You can always tell by the whiff or smell As home we roll, won't you have another
When the liquor, boys, is nigh. . Of the good 014 riountain dew? ( bowl;
When the liquor, boys, is nigh (is nigh), -

When the liquor, boys, is nigh; This mountain dew is made from grein
You can always tell by the whiff or smell And mixed with water pure;

When the liquor, boys, is nigh. And the alcohol that it contains

Will all your troubles cure. ‘
It fille the air with an incemBe rare Will all your troublesgcure (yes,cure)
That's good for me and youj Will all your troubles- cure.
As home we roll,won't you have another Oh the aleohol that it contains,
Of the good old mountain dew? (bowl  Will all your troubles cure.




S

>

Get on your oid.gray bustle;
88¢ your fanny in a bustle; ,
For tomorrows the rent day's due;

" While the bees are mekin' honey

Let your fanny make some money--
If you cen't get fiwey taoke twol

Get out the old blue ointment,

To the crabs' disappointment;

Mdke an application every other day;
O}, Jesus, how it itches!

Bit it gets the sons o' bitches

In that good old-fashioned way.

- Gettout tho old rubber bomnet,

(28)

ABRAHAM LINCOLN

And put some goose-grease on it,
'Cause I won't teke it any other way,
For I'm a decent lady

4And I don't want a baby,

Before my wedding day,

"Let's get dirty,"said Gemme Phi Gertie;

"I ain't ha8 my sex for a week."

On the shores of Lake Mesndota

All the girlies get their quota,

And you ought to mhear the rumble seat squeak!

"Let's get stinkin'" said Abraham Lincoln,
So he hitched old dobbin' to the slay;
Apd in the fields of clover, -
He slipped one ofer,

Before his wedding day,

SOME FOLES SAY
Oh, some folRs say that s nigger won't stecl
(Way down....way down... way down yonder in

. a eornfield),

But I fouhd twe in myvéonnrield,
- {Way down.,,way down...way down yonder in o

cornfiedd).

Oh, one had e shovel and the other hed a hoe,
(Way downss.way dowWne..way down yonder in a

cornfield).

Now if that ein't stealin’, X don't know, -
(Way downeseway down...way down yonder in a

cornfield),

MY SWEETHEART

My sweetheart's a mule in a mino;
I drive her without any line;

On the buekboard I sit,

And tobaceo I spit,

4ll over gy swectheart's behind,

{HE FIRST LADY FORWARD
(Tune: Turkey in the Straw)
Oh, the cat couldn't kitten, and the dog couldn't pup
And the old mad gouldn't get his proposition up;
Oh the first lady forward and the socond lady back
And the third lady's finger up the fourth lady's crack,

Bow to your pardners, swing your pale;’

Kiss my -sa, Bog-damn your soul;

Oh, the first lady forwerd and the second lady back
And the third lady's finger up the fourth lady’s crack.
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THE TRAVELINC MaN.
(To the tume of "Poilv-waily-doodle®]
{or "Good-bye My Lover Good-bye")

A traveling man ceme home one night, his darling wife to see,

And there he found another man's hat where his hat ought to be,
"My dear wife, my good wife, my darling wife," cried he,

"§hose hat is that upon the rack where my hat ought to be?"

" "You darn fool, you damn'd fool, you son-of-a-bitch," said she,

"It's mothdng but a péss-pot my mother gave to me."
"Now I've travelled mear and I've travelled far and I've pissed on every
But I never saw a piss-pos with a band on it beforel"n shore;

A trgqveling man came home one night, his darling wife to see,
And there he found another man's pants where his pants ought to be.

' "My dear wife, my good wife, my darling wife," cried he,

"Whose pants are those upen the chair where my pants ought to be?"

You darn fool, you Damn' fool, you son-of-a-bitch,” she said,
"Its nothéng but an apron that my mother gave to ms,"

Now I've travelled negr and I've travelled far and I've pissed on every
But I never saw an apron with a fly on it before." _ shore;

A traveling man came home one night, hés darling wife to see,

And there he found another man's head where his head ought to be.
"My dear wife, my good wife, my darling wife," cried he,.

"Whose &ead is that upon the bed where my head ought to be?®

"You darn fool, you damn' fool, you son-of-a-bitch," said she,

*It's nothéng dbut a cabbaBe heed my mother gave to me,®
"Now I've travelled near and I've travelled far and I've ptssed on every .
"But I never saw a cabbage head with hair on it before." shore;}

’ -

A travelling man came home one night, his darling wife to see,

And there he found another man's thing where his thing ought to be, -

"My dear wife, my good wife, my darling wife," cried he,

". "Whese thing is that within your thing, where my thing ought to be?"
*You darn fool, you damn' fool, you son-of-a~bitch," said she,
I?'s nothing but a rolling-pin my mother gave to me."
Now I've travelled near and I've travelled far and I've pissed on every
But I never saw a rolling pin with balls on it beforel® ' shore}

I WISH I WERE
(to the tume of "I:rwish I were a fascinating bitch” or "John Peel")

I wish I were a fascinafing bitch:
I'd mever be poor, I'd always be rich;
- I'd work in a house with a little red light;
1'd sleep all day and work all night. .
And once a month I1d take a rest
And drive my customers wild!
Oh, I wish I were a fascinating bitch
: Instecad of a bastard chilld!
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- BROTHER NOAH

Brother Noahl Brother Noahi Can I come in the hheark of the Lord?
‘For it's gettin' very dark, goin' to rain very hard.
Tralaloo! Tralalool Tralaloo-loo-loo=loo=loo!

No y'can't sirl No y'can't sir} No, y'cen't come into the ark of the lord,
Though it's gettin' vory dark, goin' to rain very hard.
" Tralaloo, etc.,etc,

Go to hell, then! Go to hell, then! You can go to hell with your damned
old scow, : :

" 'Cause it atn't goin' to rain very hard, anyhowl

Tralaloo, etcs,6tce
Ybunp feller} Young fellerl That's a doggoned lie, for y'know damn well
That'$t's gettin' very dark, goin' to rain like helll
‘ Tralaloo, etc., etc,

(Tune: nGood-bye My Lover, Good-bye")

‘For forty days and forty nights the réin came down like hell;

It covered everythdng in sight, and all things else as well,
01d Nosh stood upon the ark and sried, but all in vain,
*I wonder where those damn' fools are that sald it wouldn't raing"

AURA LEE

As the blackbird in the spring 'neath the willow tree
Bat and piped, I heard him sing, singing Aura Lee.
Aura Leed Aura Leel Mald with golden hairl

Sunshine came along with thee, and swallows in the air.

In thy blush the rcse was born; music, when you spake;

Through thine azure ayes the moon, sparkling, seemed to break.
. Aura lee, Aura Lee! Birds of crimson wing ,
" Never song have sung to me, as in that bright, sweet spring.

Aura Iee, the bird mgy flee; the willow's golden hair
Swing through winter fitfully, on the stormy air,

Yet if thy blue eyes I see, gloom will soonn depart--
For to me, sweet Aura Lee is sufishine through the heartl

When the mistletoe was green, midst_the winter's snows,
Sunshine in thy face was seen, kissing lips of rose.

Aura Ieel Aura Leel Take my golden ring;

love and light return with thee, and swallows 1n the spring?

WE'RE COMING
(Tuee: Thr Kinderlein kommet)

We're coming, we're noming, our brave little band;

On the right side of temperance we now teke our stand;
We don't use tobacdo -=- it's nasty, we think,

And the people who do so are likely to drink.




In a cavern, in a canyon,
Excavating for a mine,
Dwelt a miner, forty-niner,
And his daughter Olementine,

' oh, my darling! Oh, my derlingl

' Oh, my darling, Clementine!
_ You are lost and gone forever--
., Dreadful sorry, Clementinel

Light she was, and like a fairy,
And her shoes were number nine:

Herering boxes . without topses

Sandals were, for Clementine.

qrove she ducklings to bhe water,
Every morning, just at ninej

Xt her foot against a splinter;

Fell into the foaming brinel

CLEMENTINE

- (31)

Ruby lips above the water
Blowing bubbles soft and fihe!
Alas for me! I was no swimmer;
So I lost my Clementine.

In a churchyard near the canyon,
Where the myrtle doth entwine,
There grow rosées and other posies,
Tertilized by Clementine,

The the miner, forty-niner,

Sook began to peaek and pine;

Thought he "orter jine" h&3 daughter;
Now he's with his Clementine.

In nmy dregms she still doth haunt nm;
Bathed in garments soaked in brine;
Though in life I used to hug her,

" Now she's dead, I'll draw the line!

AUGUSTIN

Ach, du lieber Augustin, Augustin, Augusting

Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist hinl

Geld ist weg, Mag'l ist weg; Augustin liegt in Dreck!
Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist weg!

MARY ANN NC CARTHY

Mary Ann McCarthy, she went out to gather clamsl
Mary Ann McCarthy, she went out to gather clamsl!
Mary Ann McCarthy, she went out to gather c¢lams!
But she dldn't get a ‘ clam!

—

Glory, glory, what a hell of a time she hadl
Glory, glory, what a hell of a time she hadl
‘Glory, glory, what a hell of a time hhe hadl
But she didn't get a ___ clam!

First she used her shovel, and then she used her hoe;
But she didn't, etc,, etc.

She dug up all the mud there was in San Francisco Bay,
But she didn't, etc., etc.
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 THE POUGHKEESTZ: COURSE -
(Tune:"I'11 Bet My Money On the Bob-Tailed Nag")

The Poughkeepsie Course is four miles long {sing-a-doo-dah, sing-a-doo-dah) ;
The Cornell crew is rowing strong (sing-a~doo~dah, doo=-dah, dayl).

They're goin' to row all night, they're goin' to row all day;’

T'11 bet my money on the Cornell crew if somebody'll bet on Yale.

The Cornell crew got sttck in the grass (sing-a-8oo-dah, sfng-a-doo-dah) 3
And the Eli crew saw it wasn't any use (sing-a-doo-deh, doo-dah, day!).
They're goin', etc., etcs

The Gornell crew done shook ‘emselves loose (sing-a-d-dah, sing-a-dee-dah);
And the Eli crew saw it wasn't any use (sing-a-doo-deh, doo-dah-day?) . '
They're goin', etc., etc, ' ,

Has anybody here seen Eli? Poor old E-1-i!
Has anypody here seen E11? Been them rowing by?
There was a time when Yale could row,
But that was ¥'ars and y'ars ago.
Has anybody here seen Eli? Where the hell is Yale?
They're Coming! They're caming! And their backs are bending low.
I hear those Eli voices celling "Row, Yale, Towl"

FAR, FAR, AWAY

Around her neck she woee a yellow ribbon--
She wore it in September,; and in the month of Mey-—-
And when they asked her why the decoration,
She said 'twas for her lever, who was far, far away.

Far away, (far away)l Far away, (far away)}
She wore it milking hay and mowing cows;
- And when they asked her why the decorations,
- She said 'twas for her lover, who was far, faraway.

And atcher side she packed a sawed~off shotgun--
She packed it in September, and in the momth of May--
And when they asked@ her why the deadly weespon,

She sald 'twas for her lover, who was far, far away.

Far away, otc., etce.

Around the block she pushed a baby carriage-- :
She pushed it in September, and in the month of May--
And when they asked her why the hell she pushed it,
She gaid 'twas for her lover, who was far, far uway.

Far eway, (far away)l TFar away, (far mway)l .

She pusled it milking hay and mowing cows;

And when they asked her why the hell she pushed i%,
She said ttwas for her lover, who was far, far away.
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ATOUETTE -

Alouette, gentille Alouette; Alouette, Je te plumerai.
Je te plumerai la tetey je te plumerai la tete; :
Et la tete (et la tete), Alouette (Alouette);
Oh-h~h, Alouette, gentille Alouette; Alouette, je te plumerai.,

Te te plumeral le bec} je te plumerai le bec; _
Et le bec (et le bec), et la tete (et la tete), Alouette (Alouette);
Oh-h=h, Alouette, gentille Alouette; Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai les yeux, etc.; la langue, les Jambes,lles ssesce

BADGER s
(Tune: "If You Want to Go to College")

Oh, if you want to be a badger, just come along with me,
By the bright, shining light, by the light of the moon;
Oh, if you want to be a Padger, just come along with me,
By the bright, shining light of the moon!

By the light of the moon (by the light of the mooni)

By the bright, shining light (by the light of the moof!);
Oh, if you want to be a badger, just came along with me,
By the bright, shining light of the moon!

FAR ABOVE CAYUGAYS WATERS

Far above Cayuga's waters, with its waves of blue,

Stands our nobge Alma Mater, glorious to Wiew.
1ift the chorus, speed it onward; loud her praises telll
Heil to thee, our Alma Mater! Hail, all hail, Cornell!

Far above the busy humming of ths bustling town,

Reared ageinst the arch of heaven,. looks Bhe proudly down,
Lift the chorus, speed it onward!2ILoud her praises tell!
Hail to thee, our Alma Mater! Hail, all hail, Cornelll

_ TANDLORD, FILL THE FLOWING BOWL
Cogje, landlord, fill the flowing bowl, until it doth run over! (Repeat)
For tonight we'll herry,merry be; for tonight we'll merry, merry be;
For tonight we'll merry, merry be-- tomorrow we'll e sober!

The men who drinks good whiskey clear, and goes to bed right méllowl (Repeat)

" Lives as he ought to live, etce =-- and dies a right good fellowl

The man who drinks cold water pure, and goes to bed right sober, (Repeat)
Falls as the leaves do fall, etc. ---- so early in October!

But he who drinks good claret punch and getteth half seas over, (Repeat)
Lives till he dies perhaps, etc. =--- and then lies down in clover!

The giddy girl who gets a kiss and runs and tells her mother, (Repeat)
Does a very foolish théng, etc, -~-~ and seldom gets another!
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JOHNNY VERBECK
(Or"J8hnny Rebeck" f%he tune is just slightly modified from the tune
of the verse of "“Solomon Levi",)

There wes a little dutchman end his name was Johnny Verbeck; .
Ho was a dealer in ssusages and sauerkraut and "speck;®

He made the finest sausages that ever you have seepn,

And one day he invented a wonderful sausage machine,

Oh, Mr. Johnny Verbeck! Houw could you be so mean?

I know that you'll be sorry for inventing such a machines
All the neighbors cats and dogs will never more be scen==
They'll all bde grBund to sausage in Johmny Verbecks machine!

One day a little boy came walking in the door;
He bought a pound of sausages and leid them on the floor.
The bdoy begen to whistle, and whistddd up a tune,

And all the little sausgges went deancing around the rooml ,
" (gmoRys) | T

One day the machine got busted, %Hhe blame' thing wouldn't go;
S0 Johnny Verbeck he crawled inside, to Ses what pade it s0.

#4a wife sho had a might mare and while walking in her sleel |
Gave the crank a deuce of a yenk -- emd Johnny Verbeck wap meat¥

Oh, Mr. Johnny Verbeck! How could you be so mean?

T knew that you'd bde sorry for inventing such a machined

All the neighbor's cats and dogs will never more be seemg——
They've all been ground to sausages in Johhny Verbeck's gachinel

'T4 LY IN SEPTEN :
(Tune: "Put on Your 0ld Gray Boanet")

Ob, ‘'twas early in September, oh, how well do I remember?
I was walking down the street with manyy pride (manly pride)s
And my heart was all a-flutter as I fel) into the gutter,

And a pig ceme up and lay down by my sida.

Ok, my heart was all a=fluttor, as I lay there in the guttap;

And 2 lady passing by was heard to say (heard to say):

¥You can tell the man that boozes by the company he chossasqgy-~®
And the pig got up and slowly walked awey. .

DOWN AT YALE
(Tume: "Tne Battle Hfmn of the Republic")

"Maw, I want to be a Yale man] Maw, I wapt to be a Yahe manl
Maw, I want to be a Yale Mani® "My son, youre a god-damned fo| ¥i$
For there isn't eny tail down at Yale (down at Yale);
Oh, there isn't any tail down at Yale (down at Yale);
S0 insteed of copuletion they resort to masturbation--
There's a hell of a situation down at Yalel®
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IN_BOHUNKUS TENNESSEE
(Tuney Our Golcen Weading Day)

In Bohunkus, Tennessee, lived a bastard that was me;
And my father shovelled horshshit from the streets (streets,streets);
In the days when I was young he found diamonds in the dung,
And he sent me here to give you boys a treat (treat, treat)!
Tramp, tramp, tramp, you masturbators} :
~Raise your thundermugs on high ('way up on highl); _
And we!ll drink another glass to the biggest hormes ess
In the brotherhood of Beta Theta Pi} ’ ' :

FORTY YEARS A CHAMBERMAID

(Tune; I'w & Rambling Wreck from Georgia Tech)

For forty years a chgmbermaid in a house of 111 repute!

For forty years a chambermamld, and never a substitutel
Missing all the fun =~ never a gent 1 meat -

I share in all the infamy, but never the gmoss receipts,

Forty years a chambermaid, and never .broke a potl
Forty years a chambermeid, and never a lay T eot.
Never a look ar word ~- never a hug or kiss =--
Now ainft that a hell of a life, just emptyin' thot a&an' this?

‘ LUETIC LIMERICKS -
~ (Not to be sung, unless to "Sweet Violetsw)

Ty

There was a' young man from Back Bay With symptoms increasing in number,

Who thought syphilis just went away, His aorta's in need of & plumber;
‘He thought that a chancre His heart is cavorting,
Was merely a canker , Hig wife is aborting;

Acquired from lascivious play And now he's acquired a gumma.

€. first he got acne vulgaris .There are pains in his belly and knees;
(The kind that is rampent in Paris)y His sphincters have gone by degrees:

; ‘It covered his skin Paroxysmal incontinence,
; From his heaé to his shin, With all its concomitants,

- And now people ask where his hair is, Brings quite unpredictable pees.
Jonsider his terrible plight -- ‘ Theuglr treated in every known way,
348 eyes won't react to the light, Hls spirochetes grow day by day; ’

His hands are apraxic, He's developed paresis,
Hig gait is atexic, - Corverses with Jesus,

Ie's developing gun~barrel sight! And thinks he's the Quemn of the May,

NOTE: Tho editors cannot assume responsibility for such liberties as
! ‘the author of this has seen fit to take with the natural history of
| 8yphilis or the sypptomatology of the disease in its varicus s*tages,

They don't even give a damn about them}
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‘ - SQME LIKZ T¢._RIDE
4Tune: Good-bye, My ‘uv2:i, Good-bye)

Soma like to ride the fcaming tide ==
And some, the foraming billow;

But I like to ride +he blusiaing bride,
WithE her ass propped D ¢ a pillow!

YPSI_ GIZTS
Tunes: Ausire.sa’

Oh, Ypsd girls are very fine girls (heave awayl heave awayl)
With codfish balls they comb their curls {(heave away} heave awayl)
Heave away, my bonny, bonny boys (heave away, heave away, heave awayl)
HCave away, my bonny, bonny boys == we're off for Australial
With a rum~pum-pume-pum, rum=pum=ptm-pum, )
Yiddi-yiddi~yiddi-yiddi, YUm=pum~ 1t~ pig=~un=-pun=-um

Ok, Michigan men ere very fine men (hLoave away, etc.)
All loyal to the U of M (heave awgy, etc-)
Hoave wway, etc.,, etc,

Joe Purkers booze is very fine Booze; it makes you tight like a new
pat® of shoes.

I took my girl to the Junior Hop — we danced until T ti:ought we'd drop.
And now she's given me the sacky I wish I had my money back!

THE DUTCH GOMPANY

0h, the Dutch Company is the best company that ever came ofer from old Germany!

" There's the Amsterdam Dutch and the Rotterdam Duteh, .
The Potedam Dutch and the God-dammned Dutch;

« 4 the Dutch Company is the best company that ever came ofer from old Germany,

Now there's the Irish, and they're not much; but there a damn sight better than
. the god~damn putech} There's the Amsterdan Dutch, ete, ,
0h, the Dutch Company 1s the best company, th=: ever czme ofer from old Germany.

Why do you go with the French so much? You ~an get 1% free from the God~damn Dutchi
©  There's the Amsterdam Dutch, ete,

Oh, the Duteh girls! teats are fair and wide, ‘neend of ril) they have beer inside!
There's the Amsterdam Duatch, etc.

Oh, the Dutch girls' twats are Blg and stout:; instead of La*r “her have sauerkrautd
There's the Amsterdam Dutch, and the Rovterdam Dutch, '
The Potsdam Dutch and the pod-dmmn!® Dutch;

Oh, the Dutch Company is the best company that ever carms cver om 0ifd Germany!
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' THE WEST VIRGINIA VIRGIN
(Tune :She 711 Be Coming 'Round the Mountaln)

Oh, down in West Virginim lived a gal neme' Nancy Brown;
She was the sweetest creature 2n village or in town;
Nancy and the deacon climbed the mountain top oneday,

- But when they reached the summit, they did not long there sgay:

They came rollin' down the mountain, rollin' down the mountaii,
Rollin' gown the mountain e'er the morn; =nu

And she didn't give the deacon that there thing that he was seekin!
And she's still as pure as West Virginia cormi!

Along came a cowboy ==~ a cowboy with his song

© Took Nancy to the mountain, but she knew right from wrong;

They came rollin' down the mountain, rollin' down the mountain,
Rollin' down the mountain comin' back,
And despite the cowboy's urgin' she remained the local viregin,

" And she's sitll as sweet as Pappy's apple jack.

Then elong came a salesman with his twenty dollar bdills;

Took Nancy in his Packard, away up in the hills,

And they stayed up in the mountain, stayed up in the mountain,
Stayed up in the mountain all that night;

She returned the next morn early, more a woman than a girlie,
And her Pappy kicked thoe hussy out of sight!

Now when Nancy reached the ecity, = greqt success was she:

As soon as night descended she was husy as a bee;

Now she's livin' in the city, livin' in the city,

;ivin' in the city mighty well}

Oh, she's winin' and she'!s dinin'; on her fanny she's reclinin'--
And those West virginia hills can go to hellt

Along ceme the depression -= kicked Nancy in the pants;

Bad business in the city =- she didn't havd a chance,

So she went back to the mountains, went bakk to the mountains,

Wwent back to the mountains as of yore;

And the cowboy and the deacon.got that thing that they were seekin!
And now she's called the West Virginia whore!

PADDY MURPHY

The night that Paddy Murphy died I never shall forget!

All the boys got stinking drunk, and some ain't sober yet,

But one thing that they did there did fill my heart with fear:
They took the ice right off the coppse, and put it on therbeery
Oh, that's how they showed their respect for Paddy Murphy!
That's how they showed their honor and their pride!

That's how they showed their respect for Paddy Murphy,

On the night poor Paddy died!

HONEY
Honey, honey, bless yo! heart. You're the honey that I love so
well}
I done been true, my gal, to you -- youre kg honey:that I love
50 wellt
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THE WEAVER
N oh, I was a weaver and I lived by myself,
and I followed the weaver's trade;
And the only, only thing that I ever did wrong
Wes to woo a pretty young merd.

1 wooed her in the summeriime,

And in the winter, too-~
And the only,tnly thing tha% I ever did wrong
Was to shiedd her from the foggzy, foggy dewl
ope night she came to my bedside,
while I was fast aslepD.

That pretty young maid ceme to my bedside,
And there began to weeps

she wept, she cried, she damn' near died =

Ales] =~ what could I do? »

So T took her into bed and I covered up her head
Just to shield her from the foggy, foggy dewe
Oh, T em a weaver, and I live with my son,

And we follow the weaver's trade;

And every,syery time that I look into his eyes
He reminds me of that pretty yougg maid.

Reminds me of the summertime,

And of the winter too -- :
Wwhen the only, only thing that I ever did wrong
was to shiedd her from the foggy, Boggy dew!

RINGDANGDOO
T had a girl and her name was Jemej You God-damn' fool," her mother said,

T wish I had her back again.
was so good, so kind,so tzmum, So pack your bag and sultcase too,

¢

You've gone and broke your maidenhead,

She let me ride on her Ring-dang-doo! And go to hell with your Ring-dang-dooi"

Her Ring-dang-doo? Now what is that? she went to the city and became a whore;
ft's soft and werm as Grandma's cat. She hung this sign upon her door:

Tt's just a hole that's split in two; nOne dollar down andthe rest I'll do,
Thet 's whateshe calls her Ring-dang-doe, T'11 le4 you ride on my Ring-dang-doo.

'ghe took me to her father's cellar; They came by one's, they came by two's,

She said that I was a damn' nice feller; They came by three's, they cams by fours;
She fed me wine and whiskey too, They came by fives and sixes too}
And let me ride on her Ring-dang-doo. They came to ride on her Ring-dang-doo.

HERE'S TO MICHIGAN

Here's to Michigan, I want you to understand,

This I never would miss; come set 'em up, set 'em up, set 'em up again}
We got the price, so be nice and fill the cups again!

Hear the rooster crow} I don't want to go; Mere's to joy and bliss!
Here I'm gojn' to stay till the break of day--home was never like this!
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SOLOMON LEVI

Oh, my neme is Solomon Tevi; I've a store on Baxter Strest;
That 's where you buy your coats end ve:sts, ard cverything else that 's neat;
Second~handed uksteretios. and everyth »g eise “hat's fine~-
For all the boys they *iaie with mo &% e :rmdred and forty-nine!
oh, solomon lLovil Tra-ie-la-la=la~<'& -.gl
Pook Solomon TAvil Tra-ia-la-la-la-ie-lg! _
Oh, my name is Solomon Tevi, I've a stcre on Baxter Street;
That's where you byy your coa%ts and vects; and everything else that's Beat
Second-handed ulsterettes, and everything else that's fine--
For all the boys they trade with me at a hundred and forty-nine!

WHEN PAW

When Paw was a little boy 1ike me, he used to go in swimmin' (in swimmin')

He used to g0 'Way up the creek, where there was no fear of wimmen(of wimmen).
One day some people cams that way and stole all Paw's apparel (apparel). .

He stayed in the water all day long, and at night came home in a barrel(abarrol)

KATHLEEN MAVOURNEEN

Kathleen Mavourneen, the grey dawn is breaking;
The horn of the huater is heard on the hill;
The lark from her light wing the bright dew 1s shaking}s
Kathleen Mavourneen, what! Slumb'ring still?
Kethleen Mavourneen, what! Slumb'ring st1i11%
It may be for years, and it may be forevere-
Then why art theu silent, thou voice of my heart?
It may be for years, and it may be foreveS——
Then why art thou silent, Kathleen Mavourncen?

Kathleen Mavourncen, awake from thy slumbers;
~ The blue mountains glow in the sun's golden light;
Ab! where 1s the spell that ohce hung on my numbers?
Arise in they beauty, thou star of my night,
Arise in thy beauty, thou star of my nightl
Mavourneen, Mavourneen, my sad tears are falling,
To think that from Erin and thee .I must part!
It may be for years, and it may be forever--
Then why art thou silent, thou voice of my heart?
It may be for years, and it may be forever--
Then why art thou silent, Kathleen Mavournocen?

There's a church in theTHELEYTLE $ROWWIGAVWROR, NOTRAVEALEr place in the dale;
No spot is so dear to my childhood, as the little brown church in tie vale.
CHORUSs Ok, ocome, come, come, come, coms to the church in ths wildwood,

Oh, come to the churchin the vale.

No spot 1s dodear to my childhood, as the 1ittle brown church in the vale,

How sweet on a bright Sabbath mornigg to list to the clear-ringing bells
Itas tones s0 sweetly are calling, "Oh, coms to thoe church in the vale.®

CHORUS ¢

e
£
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- REUBEN AND RACHEL

Reuben, Reuben, Itve been thinking, what a grand world this would be,
1f the men were all transported far beyond the Northern Sea.

oh, my goodness gracious, Rachel, what a queer wopld this would be,
1f the men were all transported far beyond the Northern Seas

Rreuben, Reuben, Itve been thinking, what a gay life girls would lead
1f they had no men about thems none Yo tease them, none to head.
Rachel, pachel, T've been thinking, men would have a merry time,
1f at ence they were transported far beyond the galty brine,

Reuben, Reuben, stop your teasing, if youtve any love for me;
T was only just a-foolint', as I thought of course yourd see.
Rachel, if youtll not tramsport us, I will take you for my wife,
And 1011 split with you my money, every pay-day of my life.

LYDIA PINKHAM
(Tune: rydia Pinkham)

oh, we sing (wbrging, we sing) of Iydia Ppinkham,

And her love (her very great love) for the human racej
How she sells her yegetable compound,

And the papers publish her facel

Now, MrSe Jones had female trouble;

she could have no children at all.

put she drank three bottles of compound;
Now she has one every falll :
oh, we sing, etcs,etc.,

Mrs. smith, she was flat-chested;

she was blank across the bow;

put she drank six bottles of Compound;
Now thoy milk her like a cow!

oh, we sing, etc., etc.

Tuey prown, she had no fellers

ske could get no necking at all;

put she drank nine bottles of gompound
Now she gets it from them alll

oh, we sing, etc.,etc.

Nancy grey, she had scaseescoes
And so on.
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ABDUL, THE BUI-BUL EMIR

Oh, the gons of the prOphet were brave men and bold,

And quite unaccustomed to fear;

‘But the bravest by far, in the ranks of the ghah,
was Apbdul, the pul-bul Emir,

when they needed a man to encourage the van,

or to harrass the foe from the rear,

Oor to storm a redoubt, then they always sent out
For apbdul the pul-bul gEmir.

ARd the heroés are many, and well knwwn to fame
In the troops that were led by tho gzar;
But the bravest of all was a man by the neame

0f Ivan gkavinski gkivar.

Ho could imitate I1rving, play pdker, shoot pool,

Oor strum on the gpanish guitar;

Ia fact, quite the cream of the Muscovite team
Was Ivan gkavinski gkivar,

Oone day this bold Russian he shouldered his gun

And donned his most truculent snecer;

powntown he 'did go, where he $rod on the toe
of abdul, the pul-bul gmir,

wyoung man,n quoth the gul-bul, rhas life grown so dull
That youtre anxious to end your careers
vile infidel, know, you have trod on the toe

- 0% Abdul, the pul-bul gmirge

Said Ivan, myy friend, your remarks, in the end,

will avail you but little, 1. fear.

~ For you ne'cr will survive to repeat them alive,
Mre Abdul, the pul~bul gpuirin .

"Now teke you lasttlook at this cool, shady nook,
And send your regrats to the czar,
“For by this 1 imply, you are going°to die,

count Tvan gkovinskil skivar.n '

Then t.i8 bold Mamoluke drew h#s trusty skibouk, .
with a cry of mplluh akbarge -
Aud with murdirous intent he ferociously went

FOr Ivan gkavinski gkivar,

Tauy fought all that night racath tue pale yellow moon ,
Aud the din it was heard from afar;
Hugo amultitudes came, so great was the fame

0f pbdul, ond Tvun gkivar.
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Now &8 pbdults long knife was ertracting the life=--
In fact, he was shouting wguzzahsu.--

ge felt himself struck by thet wiiy gadmuck,

count yvap 3kavinski gikivars.

mhe gultan rode wp in his gold-plated fly,

rxpecting the victer to cheer; ’

But he oniy é#rew nigh to hear the last sigh
0f pbdul the pul-bul mmii,

czar petrovich, ton, in his uniform blue,

rode up in his new crested car, .

put arrived just in time to exchange a last line
with Ivad sxavinski skivar.

NOW a wonument stands, where the panube woih roll,
ARG 'graved theroe in characters clear '
I8 wgiranger, in passing, ¢ pray for ths soul

of pbdul, ths pul=bul gmir.e

ARd u Muscovite maiden, her lone vigil keeps

'Neath the light of the pale polar star;

ADG the name that she murmurs so oft as she weeps
IS Ival gKavias.d gkivar.

VILLE DE ST. NAZAIRE

IA
when poroning tuok VIR
when pershing took the pirst coutingent overseas o yruuce,
He lapdea at a westurn port that fame had eyed askance;

But dfter ae had opensd up pase gection Numoer one,

~ rhe whole «world learned of gte Naswirse, including gill the pmun.

But ovou if the yaukees uudntt put it on the mup-p

BY lunding there to mingle im the merry little scrap--—
nouite ville etelt distingue par sa prgtiqus urinaire,»

Ana fume should claim the kidney of 1a yillo de gts Nazuira,

Wwe struck the goust oye afternoon, a bleak pucember day,
And saw the town that evening as we haltered to the quai,
mhe first thing to impress us, as we crossed the cobbled street,

was not the caps and jackets, nod the wooden-covered feet;
trwas not the foreign clothing that astonished us the most,

put the ultra-foreign actions tround.the public plssing-post,
Just imagine people pissing, pissing, plssing everywherew—-
And you have our first impression of 1a ville de gt. Nazaire.

The city Js a jaillor and its basin is the jall,

And the ocean's there imprisoned when the tide begins to fall,
AY first we used to wonder how the gates retgined their charge
With coaptation imcomplete and leakage free and large;

put soon we learned the secre of the harbor ledgerts balancej
rhe leak is compensated by their urinary taloents,

rhe civic renal aggregate is gravitated there,

And thus mainteins the harbor et y1a yille de ste Nazaire,
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48 suld this ceintod seaport on ‘the languid lower Loire

Has traditions that connect it with the exiled Bmuiporer

But none there is now living who can verify the clainm,

And it seems their quest of glory ought to take a surer aim.

Yor instance, they mi.ht advertise thelr townsmen true and tried,
Whose skill at wmicturiton is the civic boast and pride.,

This woudd gain them recognition, and the world would-come to stare
At the Brobdingnagian pissers of la Ville de St. Nazaire,

Now all the towns in Framee are uriniferous, of course,

Tor public pissing is the vogue for man as well as horge;

And doudbtless many towns will boast of bush-league pissing class,
Performers individual or citizens en masse,

But when you come to speaking of the major circuit stuff--

The kind that bats three-fifty and is never known to muff--

The rest of France and all the world you never should compare
With the urinary geysers of La Ville do St. Nazaire,

Just stroll along most any street at any time of day,

But brace yourself, and watch your preconceptions melt away. °
You'll seen see groups of Frenchmen pisstng up against the wall,

Or pissing on the cobblestones in spiaashing waterfall.

They piss in patrs and trios, in parties and platoons--

And the women join the carnival thoughout the afternoons., -
They squat along the gutter and they spaatter everywhere.

An outdoor sport is pissing in Ia Ville de St. Nazaire.

Their pissing's never private,not nocturnal, s& they say,

But always in the public gaze and in the light of day.

so copious the civic diuresds, and complcte,

A pungent amber brooklet gurgles down each cobbled street,
whene'er a natives bladder fills, no matter where he be,

He reaches for his pendant and at onee begins to pee.

»

I've seen them spmay the clock upon the crowded public square--

A nobde art is "watering the goose™ in St. Nazaire.

When natives meet upon the strect they never hesitate,

But straightway get their nozzles out and start to urinate,
With marksmenship unerring, as they drain thpir kidney kegs,
Each seds a stream of saffrom trickling down the other's legs.
With pissing stalls in every block, constructed for their ease,
They manifest a preference for public walls and trees.

The enti-pissing notices =-- though posted wverywhere --

Are used for tassel-targets in Ia Ville de St. Nazaire,

Whene'er a "Frog" siphoning h&s bladder on the street,
And close beside a lady passes by with tripping feet,

- He nonchalantly greets her with composure absolute,

With one hand on the throttle and the other:at salute,

The women-folk are filled with admiration of their males,

And pride illumes their faces as they watch them wring their tails
And never dows the thought accur they hafe no business there=--
Around the public pisseriescin Ville de St, Nazaire,
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Now these are not mere stations for their comfort set apart,

But shrines for public worship of the lemon-squsezing art.

For pissing is not only a municipal delight, .
put alsora religious form -- a solemn, sacred rite.

Its devotees so long have exercised their spurting bungs,

 Their kidneys have attained the size of hypertrophic lungs;

And often you may see them stand, enraptured, as in prayer,
And piss for twenty minutes in La Ville de St. Nazaire.

The educated bladder is a fundamental rule,

And heads the whole curriculum in efery public school;
Some standard forms of teaching they endeavor to impart,
But the pedagogic emphasis is oncthe pissing art.

AS soon as they matriculate, each little lad and miss
Is placed before a tmrget and instructed how to piss;
Promotion is contingcnt on their "Techhique urinaire--"
A pupil has to piss to pass the grades in St. Nazaire.

The stamp with which the edicts of L'hotel de Ville are sealed
Displays a pair of kidneys on a foamy amber field;

Their patron saint is Peter, who was chosen on the hunch

That he had the largest bladder of the apostolic bunch,

They havs no apparatus for extinguishing their fires,

Tor nature has provided what necessity requires;

wyith pissing capabllities so extra~ordinaire, ‘

They need no fire department in La Ville de St, Nazaire.

They pise through all the weather moods, as seasons come and pay

But reach the height of ccstasy when pissing in the snow,

And not content wiih merely pissing rageed yellow holes,

They write their names and bits of verse with Papbcy loops and scrodls.
When gazing at these specimems of outdoor penmanship,

You bow in sdmiration of the peki® they never dip.

They say a man once wrote in snow a chapter from Volieire,

And set the all-time record for La Ville de St. Nazaire,

Anatomists femiliar with these super-plssers say

Their projectors are peculier in a morphologic waye.

These instruments are rifled like a Remington fusce,

And throw a gyroscopic stream with great vclocity.

While ordinary pissers say it isn't in the cards,

They deem it merely casual to piss a hundred yards.

And as for pissing up the wind, of which most men despair,
They calmly face a hurricane and piss, in Ste. Nazaire,

On Bastille Day the eity holds its penile Schutzenfest,

and all the pissers gather to determine Wwho is best.

With kidneys overworking im this test of marksmenship,

The excretory aggregate would float a battleship.

They try for flat trajectory and parabolic arc,

For plain and fancy pissing and for pissing at a mark;

And when they strive for altitude so high they pierce the air,
A rainbow spreads its iridescence over St. Nazaire,
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Enfin, they choose the winner of this Carnival of Jets,

And post him fromt and center of the Raggedy-Ass Cadets,

The mayor struts upon the scene "avec beaucoup des gestes,"
And hugs and swaps saliva with the winner of the fest.
npttention® is ordered, and the Fungry Scven plays;

The womens rooting seciion cheers and sings the "Marseillaise;"
The victor is paraded and received the "Croix de Guerre"

For pissing all the pissers down in Vville de St. Nazairs.

Now Coiro connotes pyramids wherein the pundit delves;

when Boston is alluded to, the beans speak for themselves;
coffee yokes with Rio, and the harem, Istanbulj.

With Singapoee, its rubber; and with Barcelona, bull,
Iondon is suggestive of the broadened English "an,

While Paris starts me thinking of the old Champs Elyssees.
At mention of Sti Peter's dome, I fedl constrained to prayer;
And likewise, when I teke a piss, I think of St. Nazalre,.

I DON'T WANT 90 BE A SOLDIER

Monday I touched her on the ankle,

Tussday I touched her on the knee, ,
Wednesday, with success, I lifted up her dress,
And Thursday her chemise « Gor Blimey.

Friday I put me ‘'and upon it,
Saturday she guv me balls a tweak,
And Sunday aftor supper

I rammed the whole thing up 'er.,

And now I'm makin' seven six a weoek,

Chorusg

Oh, I don't want to be e soldier

Oh, I don't want to go to war,

I'd rather hang around Picadilly's underground
Livin' off thersarnin's of a 'igh born lydy.

I don't want a by'net up me arse hole
I don't want me buttocks shot aw'y.
~I'd rether be in England -

In boany, bonny England

Than rodger all me bloody life aw'y.

Call out the Army and the Nyvy.
C:ll out the rank and the file,
Call out the Royal Territorials
They'll face danger with a smile - Gor Blymey.

Cali out the members of the 0ld Brigade
They'll sut BEagland free,

You can call out me mothser,

Me sister and me brothers

But, for God's sake don't call me,
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IN GUAM THE LITILE LADLES

Iz Guam, the little ledies

Tuey are so very shy,

With %heir cunning iittle giggles
Ard their dreamy soft brown eyes.

I thought I'd learned of loving
In Frisco, New York end Chi;

But with her cart and her carabao
Balieve me boys she taught me how
To love! Whereat? In Guaml

IN THE ISLAND OF GUAM

In the Island of Guam

Plenty coconut trees

It's & teautifuyl place,

When +$he: moon is shining over the trees.

There‘s a paredise in Guam

‘Native people are there.

You can hear their song,
The whole day long, in the Island of Guam.

The ships as salling through the harbor.
The pascangers are coming.

And meny people ars waiting

To see the Island of Guam.

So, farewsll to Guam,
I must bid you adieu,
Until we mset again

-Somedey, my friend, on the Island of Guen.

LADY ELEANOR
rgm the White House of the Nation, . For this expert, ever flitting,
Speaking without hesitation, » Never sitting, never quitting,

CGomes the voice of unchecked knowledge Never tendimg her own kndtting,

. From the Lady Eleanor.

In the limelight basking geily,

Doles her frills of fancied knowledge,
Wisdom from her bumsting store.

Speeks the ledy - nightly, daily, : For despite her glebal milling,
Liks the brook, thet pushes onward, v Of the voice there is no stilling,
Ever onward, - evermors. With its platitades gelore.
' And it gushes on =~ advising,
Speaks the expert on great preblems, Criticising and chastising,
Home end children, love and war, : Moralizing, patronizing,
“ Raog end liquor, sex and more, Paralyzing, evermore,

. Bpeaks the Lady Elesnor Advertieing Eleanor.
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UNCLE SAM

Choruss
oh, Mr. Sam, Sam, my dear Unkle Sem
Won't you please come back to Guam?

Early Monday morning the Japanese they bomb
Poople nearly get crazy, her in Guam.
Chorus:
¥y
My life is in danger, you had betier coge
Come, kill these Japemesse, kill them one by one.
Chorus: ‘

Bring us your destroyers, battleships,
Submarines and eircraft carriers, bring them here so quick..
Chorus:

Take off your hat end salute the Americen fleg,

Take down that Sun-fleg, and kill those yellow rats.
Choruss

Oh, Mr. Sam, Sam, my dser Uncle San,

Won't you please came back to Guam?

THE U.S. ARMY

Professional grandstander and glory~hound supreme,
- Perhaps a little punch drunk (You know just who we mean).
W e like to see him strutting, end everybody knows,
No one should get upset, if & bantam rooster crows.

We wnnt him ,fo be cocky; he's welcome to his pride,

They scratch,hlm off the muster right at the wamship's side.
He makes the contact for us - that's what it's all about~-
The Navy dumps him in there, the Axmy gets him out.

The world: is full of ttarters, but finishers are faw.

Some mey dish it out ~ we're built to take it too.

For all of us have missions,; and each a plafe to f£ill.

The terrier checks 'the quarrysy the mastiff mekes the kill,

If terrier bay the mastiff, when working in the brush,
Should mestiff turn to answer? Or ,stop the wild beer's rush?
We do not heed the yapping -- we go our way sersns, :
For we ere:in the Army snd he is our Marine!
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THE MARINES,

OUR FIGHTING MEN

A Mesripne told a sailor on Guadalcanal,
"The Army 1s coming; think of it, pel".
The Corporal answered him, "All right, then,
Let's build a clubhouse for Our Fighting Men.

They cen have entertainment, amd meybe a play,
Recepeation advisors from the W.P.A.,

U.8.0. hostesses and sweet nurses galors --
For, the Army gives Morale & very high score."

"One thing," said the Chow=-hound, "we'll eat better now,
Depend on those soldiers to drag in that chow.

They'll s¥art pest exchanges, have ice cream no end.
Life hes to be pleassant for OUr Fighting Men."

A seabese #o0lled up and he esked, "What's the score?
The wegons and cruisers all laying off shors?

And sceds of destroyers are sweeping the bay.

Is the Army finaelly landing todey?"

They deshed up the beach when their hoets hit the send,
Steel helmets, fixed bayonets and rifles in hanad,
Marines, washing clothes, yelled, "You lads going far?
What the hell is your hurry? Have you heard of the war?®

"shut up," said the Sergeant., "Go limber your legs
And swep this Jap helmet for a case of real eggs.
This barking at soldiers will come to an end,

You must be respectful toward Our Fighting Men."

"Their generals out-rank ours, so they'll take commend,
New rules and new orders will govern the lend,

They'll have some M.P,'s to push us around.

When the Army takes over it sure shakes the ground."

"We cen take it," said the Reider. "It won't be so long
Ti1l the Admirel bellers, end we'll shove on.

And a 1little while later we'll be lending again,

To make New Guinea safe for Our Fighting Men."
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T COULD BE

PRESS DISPRTCH: "On the 15th instant a group of tourists enroute
to the Solomons-Bismarck areas, disembarked in Noumea, New
Caledonia. In their wanderings about the city they were
estonished to @dscover an ancient Americemn officer seated on

~a stome bench surrounded by the ruins of what was ascerteined
later to have besen the Grand Hotel du Pacifique during the
Americen occupation, When questioned as to his identity and
duties, he responded:

Ok, I'm ComSeron and ComSoPec and USAFISPA too, First Islend Command,
the S0S,

And a werning service crew; I'm the cook and the steward of Quenset Mewss,
And I supervies Mob Five. Of all the thousands that once were thers,

I'm the only man elive.

‘In days gone by, I had a try,

At helping to run a war; But the Nips all gled and the JC's seld,
That our labors here were oter, They all got ordsrs put me; and woent;
1 checked them eboard the' ships

And they got under weigh from Dumbea Bay

With Jjests and merry quips.

Then the Admirals left in PHI*s.and the Gonerals in C54's,And, when
all had clsared, then the natives cheered - and me? StanBing there
on the shore.

Wall, I waited 'round for & year or two, but the mails wers very slow,
And the radio spoke only French; And my funds wers running low. So,

T salvaged myself a2 broken down truck, And I made the damned thimg run.
And peddled the gear my pels hed left, and salted ewey the mun,

I hoisted a flag of my own on 2 pele, and I said 'I am ComSoPac

And I'11 stend right hers in the old Fleg Bur

'Til the bastards asll come beck."

But that hws been so long &go

1 They've forgoiten Halsey's nams, and the natives think that I'm the eguy,
And they've clothes me with Halsey's fame,

And I spend my time in the old Flag.Bar,
A arinking of whats to drink, snd noting with a grief that it's running
Short: And th151s what I think:-..-o-

'Ok I'm ComSeron and ComSoPse
- And USATISPA,; t00s..
First Ibsdend Command; the SO0S;
And & warning service crew,
I'm the cook and steward of Quonsét Mess,
And I supervise Mob Five,
For, of 21l the people that worked here once,
I'm the only mesn alive.
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* LIMERICKS

NOTE TO THE READER: It was with considereble hesitation that your Editor 1noludod
the following few limericks. We are sure thet ell of yourreaders can, end probably
\ will, add to this collestion. Some of these, however, neither we, nor our ¢o-
\ editors had ever heerd, end so we include them zs exemples of an ancient, znd still
flouriahing, verse fomo..

t
tmgre wag e young girl from Dotroit, who, at fucking was very adroit. [\
!he could contract her vaginea

f’o e pin point or finer
‘ g throw it out flat, like a quoite.

1ere was & young men from Boston who bought himself a new Austin.
: had room for his ass

d a gallon of gas
his balls hung out, #nd he lost 'em.

< There weg a young ledy neamed Myrtle, who hed an affair with a turtla
Nine months to a day
She had crabs, so they day o .
Which proves that a turtle is fertile. ' :

There was a young ledy from Cnichester, who mede all the seints in their niches s¥ir.
One morning et matins ' s

‘Her breasts,: tight in satins,

Mede the Bishop's prick in his britches stir.

There wes & youmg couple named Kelly, who were stuck b’lly to belly.
-Beosuge in their haste,
They used library paste
Instead of petroleum Jelly.

ere wes & young men from Australia, who painted his ass like 8 dahlia (dey-lia)
Thp color was fine
The texture divine,
But the odor distinctly a failure.

There Wwes & young man from Greepwioh, whose balls were covered with spinech,
And s0 long waes his tool -

- It was wound on & Spool
And he'd play it out inich by inich.

‘There wes e young lady named Esther, who seid to the men who undressed her
I think you will find

The best hole's behind

The rront one's beginning to faster.

There was anjerotic young miss, whose conception of ultimete bliss.
-Wes to jezg herself silly,

With the stem of a 1lily,

‘Then desh ocut in the gaerden énd piss.

byt S o
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mers Wes a young man from Arden, .being sucked off by a gal in the gerden
S814 he to the flure,

"Po you swallow thet sture?®

S'aid she, with e gulp, "--- beg pardon?"

There was an old maid from Cape Cod, who thought babies came only from God
I% wasn't the Almighty

Who lifted her nighty

But Roger, the lodger, by God}

Them wes a young man from Btg Butte, who had warks all over his root.
He put acid on these, ,

Apd now, when he pees, .

He plays the damn thing like a fluty.

- 'I,\here wes & yonng man nemed OtHare, who triad to hugger a bear,
But the virtuous brute
"'Qk a swipe 2t his root,
- .4ving nothing but buttons and hhim,

There wes & young plumber named Dee, who wes plumbing his girl by the see.
Said the girl, "Stop you plumbing,
¥ hear someone coming," o -

\

Said fﬂe plumber, still plumbing, "If¥s me." . b

There was en old man named McGee, . whcl ceme home from a téerrible spree.
He ‘wound dpethe clook

“With the head of his cock .

And diddled his wife with the key.

'I‘here was an old Scot nemed McTave, w.',), kept a dead whore 1n a cave.

‘ . He said, "I admit
- .I'm a bit of & shit,

Rut think of the money I save."

nera was & young lady nemed Alice, wlue pee'd in the cathedral chalice.
Tis my earmest belief .
Twas done for relief

And not out of Protestant malice.

There wes a young lady from Devon, whoy was z-aped by a perty of seven.
All Anglicen priests,

~ The lecherous beasts.

.0f such is the Kingdom of Heaveh,

A perversim both weild end unsavory, Beld the Mayor of Southampton is slavery.

Mid wild hoots end howls
. He deflowered young owls
" Woich he kept in an underground aviery.,

There wes & young girl from Dekota, wi.1p lived in a golden pagoda,
And the wells of the hells 4

=~ Were festooned with the balls '

~_And the tools Of the fools who'd bestmdde her.

|
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Thers was & young man from Dakots, who paid not a whore what he owed her
So with great savebr faire

'~ She jumped on a chair

And pissed in his whiskey end soda.

The 6nce was & fairy named Broom, who went to a Lesbian's room.
They argued all night
As to who had the right

~ To do whet, with which, end to wham.

There was & young men nemed Carter, who was 8 very phenomenzl farter.
He could fatt enything

‘Trom "God Save the King"

To Beethoven's "Moonlight Sonata."

"I‘here wag a young man from Asie, whose length of cock would amaze ya.

It was hard, it was tough
Just £1t for the muff
Of Brenda Diana Duff Frazier.

 Seid nasty old Sappho of Greece, "How much I prefer .o 2 pisce,
“Is to heve my pudends

Rubbed by the enda
The pretty pink nose of my niece.”

A predty young girl from St. Paul wore a newspaper dcess to a bell.
The dress caught on fire

4And burned her entire

Front pege, sporting section, and all.

Seid e nesty old King of Siam, "For fucking I don't give & damnm,
I get 8ll my joys

Out of round bottomed boys.

You c2ll me & bugger? I ami"

There wes & young men from Rangoon, vho was born about 6 months too soon.

‘He had not the luck

To be Born of & fuck
But of a wet dream and & spoon.

In the Gerden of Eden sat Adem, stroking the Ihigh of his madam.
It gave him great mirth

~To know that on eerth

Theres were only two balls, and he hed 'em.

There was a young men named Certer, who could belch the ™oohlight Sonata"
And fert through his ass
Bech's B Minor Mass

Or his equally famous Cantata,

- '0*;.‘:&"
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There wes a young men nemed Kirkham who was always jerkin' his gherkin
His mester said, "Kirkhem, '

Stop Jerkin' your gherkin

A gherkin's for ferkin' not jerkin' "

There was & young men nemed McBride who fell in an outhouse and died.
He had a young brother :

Who fell in another

‘And now they're ™in turd" side by side,

‘There was & young ledy at sea who complained thet it hurt her to Pee.
‘"Aha', said the mate,

"Thet explains the sad state

Of the Captain, the Bos'n end me."

There was & young lady named Alice who used a dynamite stick for a phallus.
They found her vagina

In North Ceroline

And pert of her rectum in Dallass

A pirste, so history relates, got into a fight with his mates.
He fell on his cutlass
Which rendered him nmutless,
And therd#fore quite useless on detes.

There was & young nmen from Bombay, who fashioned a cunt out of clay.
But the heat of his prick

Turned the clay into brick

And tore ell his foreskin away.

There was a young men from New Ce(r)stle who wrapped up & turd in a percel,
And sent it to Spain

With e note to explain

Thet it came from his grandmothers a(r)sshole.

As Titian was painting RosB Mater eand Rose was up on 2 ladder
Her position to Titidn

Suggested coition

So he went up the ladder and had ‘er. :

There was a young man from Dundee, Who buggered an ape in a8 tres.
The result ¥s8s most horrid,

All ass end no forehead

‘Two bells and & purple goatee.

There was a young monk from Siberie, who elpped with 2 num ealled Elyria.
He done to that num

What none should've done,

And now khe's a mother superior.
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Thers was e young lady from Sidney, who could teke it up to her kidney.
'Till a man from Quebec

- Shoved it up to her neck,

Now, he had a big one, didn't he?

There was & young girl from St. Peul, Who went to the Birth Control ball,
She brought ell her pisseries ' :

And other accessories,

But nobody approached her at all,

Thers wes a young man from Cape Horn, who wished he'd never been born.
He wouldn't have been '

If his fathkr knew then

That the end of the rubber was torn.

There was a young man from Recine, who invented a fucking machine.
.Nas concave and convex '

To fit either sex

And e pen underneath ifor the cre&m.

There wgs & young couple from Aberistwith,
Who united the things-that they kissed with.
But 28 they grew older

They also grew dblder

And Joined the things thrt they pmissed with.

'Thers wes a young.girl from Madras, who had a most beautiful ass.

But it wasn't pink
As you might think,
But wes grey, had long ears, and ate grass,

There wes a young men from Medres, whose balls were made of spun glass.
in stormy weather
Be'd click them together

" hnd lightening'd fly out of his ass.

Said the beautious Megda Lupescu, as she mushed to Rumania's rescue,
"It's & wonderful thing

To work under & king.

1Is Demoaracy better, - I ask you?"
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DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE

Tor two long years, since blood and tears have been so very rife,
confusidhn in ofir war news burdens more a sol&ier's life.

But from t"is chaos daily, like a hospice on the way,

Like a shining light to guide us, rises DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE,

For should we fail to set the mail, if prisoners won't talk,
If radios are indisposed and carrier pigéons walk;

We have no fear, because we'll hear tomorrow's news today
And see our operations plan in DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE.

Here, too, 1s told the waga bold of virile deathless youthy
In stories seldom tarnished by the plain unvernished truth,

It's quite a rag, it waves +the flag, its motif is the fray,
And modesty is plain to see =~ iIn DOUG'S COMIUNIQUE.

"My battleships bombarded the Nips from Maine to Singapore,

My subs have sunk a million tons, they'll sink a billion more,
My aircraft bombed Berlin last night." In Italy they say,

mour turn8s tonight because it!'s right in DOUG'S COMKUNIQUE.

"My eromored tanks have mowed his ranks; so Rommel's gone to hide,
And the frozen steppes of Russia see my wild Don Cossacks rides
My brave beleagured Chetniks make the Axia sweat and pay."

It's got to be == it's what we see in DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE,

His area is quite cosmic, and aapricious as a breeze, .
Ninety times as Big as Texas, bigger than Los Angeles.

It springs from lost Atlantic, up where the anzels play
And no sparrow falls unheeded ~= it's in DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE.

He used to sgy, "And with God's.help," but lately, it has seemed,
That his patience im exhausted and God's-on his second team.

The Cabots and the Lodges, too, have long since ceased to pray,
That they'll even squeeze a byline into DOUG'S COMMUNIQUE.

And while possibly a rumorsnow, same day tt will be fact
That the Lord will hear a deep voice say, "Move over God, it's Mac,"

S0 bet your shoes that all the news, thzt last great Judgement Day,
Will go to press in nothing less than DOUG'S'COMMUNIQUE.

: M=0-T-H-E-R
is for the million times he made me.
is for the other times he tried.
is for the tourist camps we stayed in,
is for the hell that's in his eyes,
is for the everlasting parties.
is for the ruin he's made of me.
Put them all together, they spell MOTHER,
That's what I'm about to be,

Ioi=lmiglol=
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' I FOUND A HOHSESHOE
I found a horseshoe! I found a horseshoe! I picked it up and hung it ohs#?
’ the door,
Pwas old and rusty, and full of nailhodes,but it's brought me good luck
for ever morel
The nams o' the horse thzt wore it, ®he name o' the horse that wore it,
Tho name of the horse that wore it, wes Bobe-tailed Bob;
His time was two-and-a-quarter, his time was two-and-a-quater,
(Slowly)His time was two-and-a-quarter on the old Kentucky Roadl

ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR

~One, two, three, four: sometimes I wish there were more;
Ein, zweli, drei, vier -~ I love you more and more, dsarl
-Eeny, meeny, miney, mog so sang the heathen Chinee;
Boys take ccre, and girls beware{ One, two, and three!

THE CAPTAIN VENT BEIOW

The steward wont below (8-~sw=s-s-s~ghl)

To light the cabin lémp (s8-s-s-s-s-shl)

The lemp it wouldn't go (8=s-s~s~s-shi)

Because the wick was low (s-s-s-c-s-shil)

The captain went below (s~c-s-s=-s-ghi)

To kick the steward's ass (s-g=8-s-s=-shl)

(SHOUT)

FIRE UP, YOU SON-OF-A-BITCH, THE GOLDEN GATE IS PASSED!

THE SPIDER
(Tune: "I'm a Rambling Wreck from Georgia Tech")

TLere once was a little spider who lived in a water-spout,

Along came a great big thunder shower and washed that spider out.

But when the sun came out again, and dried up all the rain,

Why, that God-damned little son-of-a-bitch crawled up the spout againi

HAVE YOU EVER SEEN NELLIE MAKE WATER?

! Have you ever seen Nellie make water?
She pisses a hell of a stream.
She shoots it a mile and a wuarter,
And you can't see her ass for the steam!

1'VE GOT A GIRL

I've got 2 girl in New York City;
She's got a freckle on her titty;
She can sing and she can dance =--
She's got a mustache in her pants}
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THE OLD RHINOCEROS

Ths old rhinoceros, so it seems, very, very seldom has wet dreams;
- But when he has, he comes in streams, as he revels in the Joys of

copulation,

chorus:

Cats on the housetops, cats on the tiles; cats with the syphilis,

cats with the piles;

Cats with their assholes wreathed in smiles, as they revel in the joys

of copulation,

The giraffes skin is very, very think, add when he winks, he skins his prick,
He's oft been known to pull this trick as he revels in the joy of

masturbation.
CHORUS:

When you wake up in the morning with a fine c¢-ckedtand,

And a funny little feeling in your seminary gland,
- Why then GOd-demn it, use your hand, as you revel in the juy of

magturbation,
CHORUS ¢

‘Wien you wake up in the morning with a belly full of joy,
And your wife's got 2 monthly and your eldest daughter's coy,
Ram it up the asshole of your eldest boy, as you revel in the joys of

fornication?
CHORUS:

GATHUSALEM

In days of old there lived a whore
'fhose asshole stretched a yerd or more;
Her neame, it was Cathusalem;

Her father was a rabbi.,

Ei, Hi, Czthusalen,

The Hardot of Jerusalem;
Hi, Bi, Cuthusclen,

The daughter of the rabbi.

(CHORUS)

Nearby there lived a Caliph tall
~Who with his dong, could 1ift a wall;
And he hed fornicated nll
The harlots of Jerusalem.
CHORUS1

One night, returning from a spree
With customery hard on, he

Espied reclining tieath a tres
The harlot of Jerusalem,

CHORUS:

The Culiph's dong was underslung:

‘He missed her cunt and hit her bung,

He kKuew it when he felt the dung
In the asshole of Cuthusalam.,
CHORUS:

His dong was alke a gatling gun—
It weighed nigh on to forty ton,
Aind ocwed the seed of many a son
In the asshole of Cathusalem.
CHORUS:

Cathusalem, she knew her part:

She spread her legs,and lst a fart,
And blew the giant, like a dart,
Over thc walls of Jurusalem.

CHORUS:
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FAIRY TOWN
(Tuie: Pony Boy)
Fairy Town, Fuiry Townl Soon the sailors will coms to town,
Thoy all g0 «p uiad they never come down; (Iots fo brown! Plouty of brown} )
Even the Ciilef of Police is queer; Holy by Jesus! Tuey all got pereses

Whoops, my dear! Spinachl : - In Faliry Townl
WORKING ON THE RAIIROAD

I ¥new a girl =— her name was Grace (tue uovil take her pretty facel)
She brought me to the dad disgrace of workin' o the railroad, '

‘Now I've been workin' on the railroad, all the live long day;

I've been workin' on the railroad, just to pass the time away.

Can't you hear the whistle blowin! (rise up so early in the morn})--
Can't you uear the captain callin', "Dinah, blow your horn®.

Dinah, won't you blo-ow, Diuah, won't you blo-ow,
Dowia On the banks of the Ohio? '

Diiiah, won't you blo-ow, Binah, won't you blow,
Down on the 0=hi-o0?

Oii, 30w I love those pretty yellow gals;
0ir, how I love those pretty yellow gals;
Osty how I love those pretty yellow gals,
Down on the O-hi-o}

MY _FIRST TRIP UB THE CHIFPEWA RIVER
(Tuns: "Reuben, Reuben)

My first trip up the Chippewu River -- Sie started fiddlin', I started diddlin?;

My first trip to the Cunzdian Siiore -- I didn't know what 'twas all about;
Tuere]l mot a Mrs. 0'Fiiusgan, _ Tien she had my cock and watch-chain;
cormonly known as the Wirnipei; Whore. "Holy Judas® I cried out.

come, my lad, I tninxk I xuew Youl , Soizo wepe diddling, some were daddling;
Plop your ass upon my kneel Soise were fucking on the floor;

We will have a bit of jazzin! I was over in the corner,
Dollar-and-a-half will be my fee. Putting the blocks to the Winnipeg Whore.

Then in came whores and pimps and bitches; -
Must a' buen a score or-more;

You'd a' laughed to shit your breeches,

'Suens wy wss fly out that doorl

HOW'D YOU LIKE TO BE MY SWEETHEART

How'd you like to be my little sweetheart? Help to paddle Life's Cuuwoe along?

prush away the cobwedbs from the sunshine, when life's all wréng?

How'd you' like to be my little Home Girl? How'd you like to be my little lass?

How'd you like to build a little Home Swoet Home, girl? How'd you like to kiss my
ass?
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NO, NO, A THOUSAND TIMES NO

She was e fair fatmer's daughter _
Whovistrayed from the straight narrow path;

A red-hot GC cervicitis

Came on as the cruel aftermath.

AS each gonococcus there twisted and squirmed
She suffered the tortures of hell,

And despite my advice thet an op. would be nice
The following worde she would yell:

ﬁo, no, & thousand times no;
You cannot have my cervix}

No, no, a thosend times no;
My answer will always be nix!"

Only surgery gave a solution,

Which we told her agaln and again:

To snip off the end of her cervix

Would have ended her trouble and pain.

And then with the toxins all purged from her blood,
Her genitals shiny and clean, .

She'd be strong as an ox and as gay as a stud;

But agein and again, she would scream: (CHIRUS)

We tried all conservative measures

That haed ever been thought of bsfore;

We crammed her with senna and eloes

Till the dung lay knee-desp on the ¥Ioor.

In the depth of despair we pulled out her hair,
Packed her cervix with finely ground meat,
Filled her rectum with jread and left her for dead;
But she screamed like a baboon in heet: (CHORUS)

We referred her to every department
In an effort a cure to contrive.
Derm filled her with soft seap and bismuth

‘And left her more dead than alive.

With high frequency rays shot under her stays
The X~Ray bops all tried their luck;
With radium seeds planted thoough her like weeds

She'd yell like a castrated duck: (CHORUS)

' Now she daily grew weaker and weaker;

Arthrités set in fairly soon;

The toxins then damaged her heart-valves,

And her legs both swelled up like balloons.

Her fingors turned pink like a collie dog's dink,

And her voice became thin as a rasp,

Though her breath came in snorts, like coloniec reports,
She still had the courage to gasp: (CHORUS)

Her exodus ceme one fine morning; The gay young prosector,his hands on her tubes,
Pathology waited below. Felt e rush of cold swezt to his brain,

She hustled her down to the basement As faint to his ear, like a ghoulishBronx cheer,
And openod her up for the show. Was wafted thot phantom refrain: (CHORUS)
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TO A FAITHFUL FRIEND

(No Music)

The rectunm is a wondrous hole:

Tt lightens life, it cheets the soull

1ts function -- to evacuato
The lower bowel, whence emanate
The feces — 1t's ossential.

Thus constipation, mankind's curse,
And diarrhea, even WOISO,

Are cleared up not by drugs and pills,

Nor lsudanum, nor salis, nor squills,
Nor edicts prosidential,

But by the lower G-I tract,

Wrich deals in gas and solid fact,
A8 well as liquid metter too --
In fact, most every kind of goo
The body does not care for.

How pluckily it plods along

In silonce (or, Alas! in song)

1f troat:d well, it doesk its tasks
Efficiently, and never asks

The reason why, wherefore.

All heil this modest, sturdy drudge, -
which uncomplaining empties sludge,
And body wastes end useless salts
That wander through its roomy vaults
(And long may it collect ‘em!).

And draw a mug of castor oil

To honor now this mortal coil,

Which scorns to whimper or to baast.

Come raise the stein, and drink the toast
To Man's Best Friend -- The Rectum!?

LITTIE RED WING

There was a little Indien maid,
and she was so afraid o

There came a cowboy wise
Who slipped betwsen her thighs,

Thaet some buckaroo would plug up her flue Put a big Boboon on the end of his spoon

while hse lay sleeping in the shade.
go with her pretty brown hand -

She filled her box with sand

And then she knew that no buckaroo
Would monkey with the Promised Land.

And mede littlo Red Wing open up her eyes
Aud when she came to life

Sho snatched hor bowie knife (his ess,
And with a guick pass cut his balls from
And now his dashing days are past.

{CHORUS) (CHORUS)
oh, the moon shone down on 1ittle Red Wing;
) . As she ley sleeping, the cowboys creeping,
Chorus: With ono eye open she ley sloeping,
) Keeping watch o8er the Promised Land.

THREE OR_FOUR TIMES

I found my girl Grace in the stable; I took my girl Grecie out sailing;
~ Her face was all covered with mud; e really wero going quite fast;

I gaid, "my God, Graclo, iWhat 'c Happened?" I took a reef in my shirttail

miy God, I've bcen raped by a stud And shoved my jib~boom up her ass,
Threo or four times, three or four times, Threo or four times, three or four
. three or four times; times, three or four timesj
My God, I've been raped by a studi" And shoved my jib~boom up her ess.

I took my girl Grascie out riding;

The horse was a bugger 1o prance;

ind after a while Bhe said with a smile

"My God, I've gone off in my pants

Three or four times, three or four times,
threec or four times;

My God, I've gone off in my pants.
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RIOODY ONE ONIE EIGHT
(Tune: Oh, Suscana)

oh, wo ere the patients of Bicody One Cno Eight.

" Wo noed the doctors badly but we know we'll heve to walt,

And when they sec our sgony, they rub their hends and smile,
Their motto, "Prolong misery - in true John Hopkins' style.
c-orus: Oh, we are the paticnts :
0f Bloody One One Eight.
We must Be brave, we're near tho grave..

We're undertakers' bait.

They sent me out to Onc One Eight, with a slightly funny nose.
They x-rayed cnd examined me, they stripped cff all my clothes,
And when I'd finished all the tests, thoy gave 1o me that day,
I wound up in an iron lung, with double pncumon-I-A.
Chorus; Oh, we are thc paticnts

0f Bloody One Onc Eight.

In the Vclley of the Shadow...

e know we won't be late.

Wo haeve about the chancus of a snowball down in hell,
We'ro in the doctor's clutches, we never will get woll,
They sharpen up their scelpels, they tell us to be brave,
pnd gently pull our other leg, with one foot in the grave.
chorus: Oh, wo are the paticnts ‘ »
0f Bloody Oie Onc Eight.
our sands of life eré ebbing fast...
Kind death we now ewatt.

I had a tiny touch of rash upop my left hind check,
They geve me forty pollen tosts. It took just on a week.
{:Tgey.faﬁ_me.pills_and,paintgd_mc,ﬁgave physiotherapy,
And now.I find I'm suffering from acute. leprosy.. '
Chorus: Oh, we are the patients.. . ...
... 0fy. Bloody Ope Onc.Bight. .~ -
. - We smell the brimstone burning... -
.- We - have a devil date.

In days gone by these Army does cherged fees thet reached the sky.
Since we don't pay, of course they day ®Just let the beggars die".
.If.they: should: guess appendid, into your gut they'il lunge, .
-Anpd 1if you live, G7G help _you,. for they'll no doubt leave a sponge.
Chorus:.Oh,: we are the patients = '
~ Of Bloody One O3 Eight. . o
. ;Our days on Eerth aro numbered..s
. We'ro near the Pearly Gate.

Those oily tongues, those silken smiles, do not fool us one Ddit.
#e know our harps are ordered and we hope our wings will fit.
We roalize quite fully we aré in an awful fix. |
TzQy've booked onec:way passages across the River Styx,
Crorus: O, down with thoe doctors :
' of Bloody One Ono Zight.
.. In Baltimope, for evernore,
. Wo hope they hibernate,
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PASSENGERS
" (Tuns: Humoresque)

Pcssengers will please refrain

From flushing toilets while the train

Is standing in the station (I love you);
Wo cncourage constipation

While the train is in the station
(Moonlight always makes me think og you).

Wjen you make weter, please call the porter;
He will place a vessel in the vos-ti-bule;
We'll go walking after dark

And goose the stetues in the park,

If 8terman's horse can take it

Why can't you?

Are you the guy that did the pushin’,
Left thergrease spots on the cushion,
Footpxints on the dash board upside down?
Yes, I'm the guy that did the pushin?
Spilt tze grouse sputs on tue cushion
Footprints on the dashboard upside down.

Since I met your deughter Venus

I've had trouble with my penis

Wish I'd never seen your God-damn town.
- You'ld uevor anow how much I miss you
As I peel away the tissue,

- Think of me and say

You love me, too.

TIN SOLDIERS

They gave ne tin soldiers for Christmas;
I threw all the corp'rals away,

Aud also the captains and the majors,
And played with my privates all day.
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THE CHINA-BOUND GUNBOAT

I was strolling down Sand Street, one fine Summer's uigat,
When a striking young dansel, she hove into sight.

S0 I hoksted my numbers, to which she replied,

"I o Ciinm-Bound Gunboat going out with the tide™.

So I pryca ovub =2 nawseXr «kd tuok .or in tow,
Straight-way we sailed as a couple should go.

'"Til we tecked up an alley, not so neat or so clean,
Where wo moored 'fore and 'ft, at tho oend of the stream.

I zuzed at her sides and her sides were unschaped,
And on her port quabter a red flag was draped.

I gazBd et her counter and saw it was black,

By GoG it rosamblod ti.o stern of a hack.

Oh, she led me aloft to a third-story floor

And in a snug bedroom she soon laid me o'er.

Then sho hauled tight her corssts with a gun-tackel haul
Aisc ¢ leid her right hand on my two-purchase fall.

I gazed in her cabin and found lot's of room,
And into her bunkers I stowed oy jib-booms

I gazed at her beam and I saw it wos wide.

So, into her stern-sheets I threw a broad-side.

oh, she burned my jib-rigging, clear down to the hull,
Strui~atway to the sick-bay, my punt I did skull,
With my main-mast all shattered, my yards all unslung,

Ara tue Ductor said; ™Swilor, you jib-boam is sprung.”

All you jolly young sailors just in from the sea,

Yol Ho! Ho! Just listen to me,

Set a course north of Sard Sureet «iG stuor planty wide,
0f the China-Bound Gunboat going out with the tie.

BLESS 'EM ALL

Trey sent for itac Ary to coms to Tulagk,
But Gen'ral MccArthur said, 'NO™,

He 5:7ve as .:is Ire~s0ii, '

This isn't the season,

Busidos tlioy i:ave no U,S.0.

T sy 6xllea for t.0 Aray to ~u to Nuw Georgls,
But old Dug=-our Douglas said, "No,

We'll sit on our hustles

Tuis side of the Russells,

And let the Gyrenes take the blow."

MacArt.ur will say in his communique,

"My ships sank the Jupiiese flect,

My planes bombed their bases,

But ny precious Dcs-facos

Are here where they're safe from the heat.”
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Toidrrow 1011l suy i o release that's gay,
How his army entered the fray,

And forget the Soabees,

Aud t.is coustry's Navies,

The price tre Marines Lnd to puye

So bless all the Colunuls -in MucArthur's stuff;
To vther arwod forces they just give a laugh;

50 we're saying ¢ood-bys to them all,

AS back to our fox-holes we crawl,

Tnere'll Be no promothon, this side of the ocean,
So cheer up my lads, fuck 'em all.

Cuorus:
- Fuck ‘'em ull, fuck 'en =il
Tue long and the short and the tall.
! Bless ull tuw sulyeants aad W,0.0n6's
| Bloss ull tiie Corpsorals anu thdir bastard sons.
For we're sayirg covi-bye to tuer: ali
The long short and the tall,
Ther'll be no promotion, this side of the ocean
80 cheor up ny lads bless 'en all,

A curgo saip's lesving Noumea to-day;
Her unolas full of bowmbs and avgas;
Sha'll 7o tocNew Georgia

And Bougainville,

Though, she may get torpedo'ed, alas!

Tae radioman says there's a submarine
Thet waits at "Torpedo Junction:"

SO we'll ziy end we'll zag,

Like a man with a jeg,

And  nwope our escorts will function.

“ - We'll leave in the anchor and run down the jack,
And sail out of Dombdia Bay,
Tirouzh Buleri Pzss
With Hish oetane gas, -
And brother, that isn't just hay.

We'll sail through the islmnds to Iron Botton Bay,
If we uwo not die” on the way;

Wita Guadal on left side,

Tulask to risus,

‘luere cruisers are sunk, so they say,

So here's tu tuw woSses ab CumSeron, .

Tuey don't 7ive u uerw wiat we sail on,

50 we're sayiuws 4ooG-bye to tiom all,

As back up tle ladder we crawl.

Trere'll be uo pravotion, Thiis side of tie ockan,
80 cueer up uy luds, fuck 'em all.
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Fuek 'or nll, fuek ‘en oll

The lon uua $ie anort ciau tne tall.

Bless 11 tue Ser-uints miua WeOs-une's

Blcous +1l tne Corpersls i tueir basterd sons.
Tor 7a're suyiws yood=-bye to then all, '
The lons whd tne si0ft and tue tall.

Thora'll be ro prouotion, this side of the oceen,

So, ciecr up my leas bless 'or r1ll,
*****************

They sny biweré's a troop-ship just leaving Frisco,
Its loaded with whisky and beer, ‘

It will stop at Stron

AnG Porsy:=tabu,

But tiat bastard will never comerhers.

There's a transport just sailing from Gundelcanal,
with six thousand nien and a nurse,

But iiere I will stend,

O tha palm=-studded strand

A8 T ruve 10 friends at BuPers.

Thero's o street beck in Frisco called Market;
Thut's ~here t:e Coamandoes all stay,

Mile we becolie iieroes,

By kKrockKlng Gown Zoroos,

And ropil: we live tiirough the day.

yo've beer: in tiese purts f.r two fears and more,
With jungle rot, fungus and such;

WE're tired of tho food,

And men a the nude,

But of tail we haven't sson much,

Here's to Comminnuers chd full Admirals,

Hore's to the Cepteins and their bastard sons,
For we'rc suyinyg 2wod=bye to tuCl «ll,

A: back to our grass huts we crawl;

There'll be uo provotion, tuis side of the ocean,
S0 choor up my lads, fuck 'anm nll.

Fuck 'cm cll, fuek 'em =1},

The louy mnd the shord <ud tbe tall.

Bluss ~ll tiia Sersennts am 7.0, One's,

Bless ull the Ccorpscruls w:id tuelr bastard sons.
For we're saying good-bye t0 tuau all '

Tac loiw; =uu tio shiort and tie tall.

There'll be no promotion, this 8ide of the ocean,

S0 eneur up .y iads, fuck 'em all.
% %k % ok X % %k % % ok Kk X X k *x X

Now I just went cmagy and turned patriotic,
Aliu save to my country the nod;

I slecop iu ny skivvies,

ARG ever woonl civies,

For It in tre Muvy, vy Godl
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S0 here's to it.e Ensigns and ull tue Jcy Gees,
All fresu frem those schools in the Statesi
They're salty as hell, '

And stupid as well,

Be sure &nd salute them, my mates,

Our future's a problem we can't figure out}
Hope that our wives are alone in their beds,
As we sit on the deck,

Our health just a wreck,

With malarial peins in our heads,

Damn all the bosses at mighty CinCPaec,
They'll see that you stay west of there,
For they have a pool

Wuere you're only a tool

0f a lot of old men with gray hair.

So bless 21l the brass hats who hang aroung Pearl,
They don't give a damn if you have lost your girl;
And we're saying good-bye to them all,

As back to the hatches we crawl,

There'll be no promotion, thissside of the ocean,
S0, cheer up my lads, fuck em all, :

Fuck ‘'em all, fuck em all,

Tiae long and the shor + and the tall.

Bless 411 the Sergeants and ,0, one's,

Bless all the Corporals and their bastard sons.
For we're saying good-bye to then all,

The long and the short and the tall,

There!ll be no promotion, this side of the ocean,

So, cheer up my lads, fuck 'em all.
kK K ok ok ok k K %k ok k % ok % &

You can't fight a war without haveing a bar,
And some officer's clubs to aid; '
It's whiskey we need

To sustain our breed,

And beer up the weight of godd braid.

You can't win a war without officer's clubs
In far remote parts of the world;

The braid are all drunks,

Get poured in their bunks,

A8 the first streaks of dawn are unfurled.

We went down to Auckland in old New Zealend,
And had us a merry old time;

Our sailors were breezy,

The girls were so easy,

And that mede zdultery fine,
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And now I will tell iya, we went to Australia,
Ana hed g good time from the start;

We never went swirmin!

But laid all the women,

and caught the "old Joe™ from a tert.

Oh bless all the Admirals ah old ComSoPac,

They don't give a darm if we ever gat back,

So we're saying good-bye to them all,

A® back through the hatches we crawl,

Taere'!ll be no promotion, this side of the ocean,
8o, cheer up my mates, fuck 'em all,

Fuck 'em all, fuck tem all,

Tue long and the short and the tall.

Bless all the Sergeants and W,0, one's

Bless all the Corperals and their bastard sons.
For we're saying good-bye to them all,

Tae long and the short and the tall.

There'll bs no promotion, this side of ths ocean,
So, cheer up my lads, fuck 'em all.

% ok ok %k k %k k ok k k k k X

RAGGEDY ASSED MARINES

I'd like to see the major in the grave yard;
The capsains and the looeys by his side,

I'd like ot see the sergeant in the mess hall;
The privates ahd prisoners running wild.

Chorus: .

As we go marching

As tha band begins to P-~LeA-Y,
T-¥ou.:.pan hear the people shouting,

The Ragizedy Assed Murines ure on perade.

SPANISH TOWN

'Twas in a 1little Spanish town,
'"Twas on & niusht like this,

A whore lifted up her aress und said
"I'11l teke four bits for this."

I seid four bits is mighty cheap

Ana so we went Yo sleep.

Meny dollars imve I spert, and still my cock is sore.

I'd mive & thousand collars just to find toat god-demed whore.

I mnde & pronmise,

Th-t ent something like this,
"Before I fuck ancther wnore,
I'11 jack=-off with my fist."
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OIE TO A TRAINING FIIM

We have seen the pictured theses

On venereal diseases, :

Seen the soldier ut the newsll post of sin,
As he leaves his ludy liuhtly,

Buttoned up, and weaving slightly -

But we never see the wastrel goiag in,

We have winced with little Rollo

As tihe comsequences follow,

And we see his buttered ordnance on display,
Showing plague thut sex will net you

When you bring your plwnbingz fixtures into play
And you're lax wvith your ublutions, '
Fail to use the pisht solutions

In the proper propaylactic G.I. way.

So beviare of fornication

Abstinence is your salvuatioa,

And imntercourse is strictly not G.I.

You must keep your autcnes vatieied

Lest your ranks of sin be fattened

As you give the wink to some mascaraed eye.

When the urge is slightly sexual

Be stern and intellectumd

And let the primrose tempress pass you by.

You must save your seed for mating

Though your testes wilt from waiting,

Beware! Don't shoot! And keep your powder dry.

BULLSHIT SONG

?

The coffee that they give us,
They say is mighty fine.

IT's 2004 for cuts and bruises,
And tastes like iodine.

Chorus: :
Oh, I don't want any more
of this bullshit,
I just want to go home.

The chidkemrthat they give us
They say it is the best,

We get the neck and the asshols,
The officers get the rest.
CHCRUS:

- If you want to go to Frisco,
To get a piece of ass.
Y6u've got to see the Sergeant Major
And get a goddam pass,
CHORUS
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_ SBD SONG
(Tune: "Aintt a-Gonna Sin No More")

I'm going to ground-loop my SBD, Baroomp.

Chorus: .
Down by the run-way side, Barpomp
Down by the run-way side, Baroomp
Dowin by the run-way side, Baroomp
I'm gonna ground-loop my SED, Baroomp
Ain't g gonna bomb Rabaul no more.

Gonna tear off my flaps, Baroomp,
Doun by the run-way side, etec., etec.,

Gonna ride in an embulance, Baroomp
Down by the run-way side, ete., ete.,

Gonna drink that old freedom Scotch, Beroomp,
Down by Sydney side, Baroomp :
Down by Sydney side, Baroomp
Bown by Syaucy side, Barpomp
Gonna drink that old freedom Scotch, Baroomp
Ain't a gonna bomb Rabaul no mere,

THE NIGHT AFTER CHRISTMAS

'Tvias the night after Christmas, and boy, what a house!
I felt like the devil, and so did the spouse.

The egg~nog and turkey and candy were swell,

But ton hours later they sure gave me hell.

The stockinge weren't hung by the chimney with care--
Tae durn things were sprawled on the back of a chatr.
The children were nestled all snug in their bed,

But T nad ¢ larse cake of ice on my head.

sna when, at 3ast, I cozed off in a nap -

The ice ioks rio up «hen it fell in my lap.

Tien for same unknown reason, 1 wanted a drink,

So, I started in fedling my way to the sink.

I ~ot along fine 'til I stesped on tiho cat;

I don't reeall just what eccurred after that.

dren I esre Y0, the house was all flooded with light,
- although under the table, I was high as a kite.

Wuile visions of sugar plums danced in my head,

I somehow got up and then back into bed.

Ther: .hat to Ly wanderiss; rine should appear,

But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer.,

Then the sleizh secned 1o change to a red fire truck,
ind eaeci reinceer turned into a bleary-eyed buck;

I xnew in a moment it must be 0ld Nick ~—

I tried to cry out, but my tongue was too thick.
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The 0ld devil whistled and shouted with glee

Wuolle each buck pawed the earth and looked daggers at ms.
Tuen he called them by name and the names made me shudder.
When I ncard them I felt like a ship, minus a rudder,
"Now Eug-Nos! Bpcardi! Four Roses! and Brunay!

Now Fruit Cuke! Cold Turkey! Gir Rickey! and Candyl

Tu the top of his house, to the top of his skull,

Now uLeek awuey, cruck away, with thumps that are dulld"™

Taen in a twinkling I f:1t on my roof,

The prancing and pawing of each eloven hoof.

How long this went on I'i: surc I can't say,

Tho it seemed an eternity, plus a long dayl

But finally the night after Ghristmas had passed

and I found thet I could really think strmight at &ast
So I thought of the New Your n fcu days away,

Aad I've iinde re n vou tiat no tempter can sway.

I'r. stickinz to water, don't even want ice,

For there's nothins as tasty nor nothing aw nice,

Tho :11i:ht after New Ycar may bother some guys,

But I'vo legrned my lesson and, brother, I'm wuise.
You ¢:n Have your rick visdtuals and liquor that's red,
But .hat goes to my stomach won't 70 to my head,

S0 A BIG HAPPY NEV YE/R TO YOU AND TO ALL,

I'M BACK ON THE :AGON 4ND I HOPE I DON'T FaiIL!

I WANTED WINGS
I wanted wings 'til I 7ot tloso God-damned things
" No I con't want them anymore.
Thoy taucht re uwow to fly
Aind they left me here to die,
I've hnd my belly full of war,

You can lsave those zeros, for those Goa-damed heroes
Distingulshed flying crosses do not compensate for losses. Busterd
v CHORUS:
I'1]l take the demes
Waile the rest go down in flames
I've no desire to be burned
Alr combat's callcd romance
But 1t nakes re shit ny pants -
I' I'm not a flyer I have learned.
You can leave those Mitsubishis
To those erazy sons-of-bitches.
I'c rather lay a woman
Than set shot up in a Grwinn., Bustor! CHORUS:

I'm too young to die
In a God=darmed P.B.Y., .
Tht's for the eager, not for me,
I don't trust oy 1uck
To get picked up by a duck
After I've crasi:ed into the sea,
I'd rather ve a bell hop
Tiur a pilot un a flat top
With my hand around a bottle
And rot armunc the Gou-damned throttls. Buster! CHORUS:




