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Now honey listen, my honey listen to me

L e T |
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A MAN WITHHOUT A WOMAN

A man without a woman

Is like a ship without a sail

Is like a bmt without a rudder .

Is like a kite without a tail

A man without a woman

Is Iike a wreck upon the sand

But if there’s one thing worse, in this universe
It’s & woman, I eaid a woman, I mean a woman without a man L

Now you can roll a silver dollar?’ cross tne bar room floor
And it will roll, beeause it?s round

A women never knows what a good man she’s got -
Until she let’s him down ’ -

I want you to understand A

Like a silver dollar goes from hand to hand

So a woman goes from man to man, -

INTO THE AIR )

Into the air Army Air Corps

Into the air Pilots true

Into the air Army Air Corps

Keep your nose up in the blue ‘e
And when you hear the engines roaring

And the steel props start to whine .

Then you can bet the Army Air Corps

Is along the fighting line,

ELMERS TUNE )

Why are the stars always winking and blinking. above
What mskes the fellows stop thinking and falling in love
It’8 not the season, the reason is plain a3 the moon

I1t’s just Eliners Tune

What makes a lady of eighty go out on the loose
Why does the gander meander in search of a goose
Wihat puts the kick in the chicken, the magi¢ in June
1’8 just Elmers Tune

Listen, listen, there’ s a lot you’re liable to be missing
Siug it, swing it, any old time and any old way

The herdy gertie, the hirdie, the cop on the beat

The candy maker, the baker, the man in the strect
The city charmer, the farmer, the man in the moon
All sing Elmers Twne............ '

’, ’ !




A LITTLE BIT OF HEAVEN

Oh, a little bit of heaven fell from out

of the sky one day .

And it fell into the ocean many miles away.,

The next day when the angels found it, it
seemed so sweet and fair

Then they sprinkled it with stardust Jjust
to make the shamrocks grow,

Ther s no other place you’ll find them

No matter where you go.

Then they dotted it with silver just ot
make its lakes 8o grand .

And when they had it finished, sure they

Called it Ireland.

YOU ARE MY SUNSHINE

(CHORUS)
You are my sunshine, my only sunshine
You make me happy when skies are gray
You’ll never know dear how much I love you
please don’t take my sunshine away.

“The other night as [ lay sieeping,

T dreamed I held you in my arms.
But when I awoke dear I was mistsken
and I hang my head and cried

|

(Chorus)
You told me once dear you’d never leave me
And no one else would come between
But now you’ve gone and found another
you have shattered all my dreams.

(CHORUS)

That they eaid why don’t we leave it there?

PLIEIND §
TIPPERARY

It’s a long way to Tippary,

Its a long way to go.

It’s a long way to Topperary,

To the sweetest girl I know.
Goodbye to piceadilly, )
Farewell Leichester Square, .

It’s a long, long way to Tipperary
But my heart’s right there,

I'M IN LOVE WITH YOU

I’m in love with you, honey
Say you love me too, honey
No one else will do, honey
Seems funny but it’se true,

Loved you from the start, honey
Bless your little heart, honey
Every day will be so sunny
Honey with you,

HA1L. THE SQUADRON

Iail to the Squadron

Hail to the Corps

Hail to all the airmen

Who braved the skies before,

We’re on the road to victory

Thumbs up forever more

Hail 'to Squadrons flying high

Hail to the men who urle the Sky

Hail to the Army, the Army Air Corps,




SCNG OF THE PETER SIX ONE

Now we’re all thru with fightin? in a goddam sixty-one
We’re on the lam we’re going to scram

When the dirty job is done

We'’re a bunch of shits we? 1] all ndmlt

But this you nmust confess -

We’re giving our all for Uncle Sam

And We’ 1l see it through (I guess)

Oh, Captain Farr once raid to me in all sincerity
The sixty-one’s a fine nircraft as fine as it can bo
But men in white took him sway

And now his room and 1y erd

I furnished by the army

In the peycopathic ward

i L
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N«m we’re all thru with fightin’ in a goddam sixty-vne
We’re on the lam, we’re going to scram

: When the diry _)ub is done

j : . We’re a bunch of shits we all adnut.

‘ But this you must confeas : '

We’re giving wr all for old Northrup :
iy : And we’ 1l see it thru (I guess) '

Ty

The engineering of ficer once raid and it is true
" The sixty-one’s a fine aircraft to take into the blue
But the Dloody tail booms crumpled
And the canopy blew away
It’s a lucky goddam fucker
: Who can land and walk away

SMASH IT, BASH IT.........

Smash it, bash it, beat it on the floor . -

Smite it, bite it, thrust it through the dour

Some people think that frigging *s good

But for personal enjoyment I weuld rather pound my pud

Smash it, bash jt, hit it on the head

Smite it, bite it till it’s aimoat dead

Some people think that fucking’s grand :

But for innor satisfaction I will take it my hand :

I
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:’ . GREEN DRAGON ANTHEM
Off we go, to mect the foe ‘ -
Flying fast and flying low ‘

; As the Dragons go buzzing along,

-
Tho we bomb far from home
The Japs have lost another drome
As the Dragons go buzzing along,

For it ’s Hi-Hi-Hi, a merry band are we

. l You’ll never meet another of our kind,
For where are you go you will always know
That the Dragons- are buzzing along.

On the trees, we’re at ease
Over land or over seas
As the Dragons go buzzing along,

Tor it ’'s HI-Hi-He, a merry band are we
You’1l never meet another of our kind

For where ere you go you will always know
That the Dragons ge buzzing along.

Down past lae and Hansa Hay
Just another strafing day
- A the Dragons go buzzing along,

iy

There they are, at our fect
Watch those yellow sons retreat
A8 the. Dragons go buzzing along.

o

‘For it’s Hi-Hi-He, a merry band are we
You’1l never meet another of our kind.
For where ere you go you will always know
That the Dragms are buzzing along,




"*THE STOOGE "

I am the Co-pilot, I sit on the right.
I’m not important, just part of the flight.

I never talk back or 1’11 have regrets,
But ] have to rémember what the pilot for ets,

I fill out the forms and check on the weather, : *
Pull up the wheels and stand by to feather,

. Check the mags and «all the tower.
Milk up the flaps and adjust the power.

I call for my pilot and buy him cokes,
And always laugh at his corney jokes,

oS
B
{ Y
{ S

I’m the .guy that does the reporting.
And flys the ole’ crate when he’s been out courting,

i (G." 3
.

Al on days when his landings are rusty.
I come through with- *Cawd ut its gusty”,

A# yotean fee 17 m only a stooge.
Four the guy I always call surooge,

r -
3
i Now maybe you think this is past under standing.

But mayle someday he’ll give me a landing;;;:;; ...
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STRAFERS  (FLYING TRAPESE)

WHEN I WAS A CADET
AN INNOCENT LAD

- THE CHAPLIN HE TOLD ME THE GOOD FROM THE BAD -

OF ALL OF HIS WORDS THESE WERE HIS LAST

NEVER FLY HIGH AND NEVER FLY FAST

SO I JOINED UP THE STRAFERS WITH THESE ORDS IN MIND

AND OFF TO NEW GUINEA DID GO

BUT WHEN I GOT THERE IT WAS ONLY FIND

THE STRAFERS FLY TOO GOSH DARN LOW-OH! ’
WE FLY O'VER THE TREETOPS WITH INCHES TO SPARE
THERE'’S SMOKE IN THE COCKPIT AND GREY IN OUR HAIR

' THE TRACERS LOOK FINE AS ASTRAFING WE GO

BUT BROTHER YOU'’RE FLYING JUST TOO GOSH DARN LOW|

HAIL 8TH FIGHTER!

(SPEAKER)  ITAND ON THE THROTILE .

(CROWD) ITAND ON THE THROTTLE
(SPEAKER) MIND ON THE THROTTLE
(CROWD) MIND ON THE THROTTLE

(SPEAKER) BOTH FEET IN THEIR POCKET
(CROWD) BOTH FEET IN THEIR POCKET

(TOGETHER) OFF WE GO INTO THE WID BLUE YONDER

(YELL) . CRASH !!'!!
8TIHI FIGHTER GROUP!!!]

WHIFIFFEN POOF

TO A TABLE DOWN AT MOWRY'’S

TO THE PLACE WHERE LOUIE DWELLS
TO THAR DEAR OLD TEMPLE BAR

WE LOVE SO WELL

WHERE THE WHIFFEN POOFS ASSEMBLE
WITH THEIR GILASSES RAISED ON HIGH
AND THE MAGIC OF THEIR SINGING
CUSTS A SPELL

YES THE MAGIC OF THEIR SINGING

OF THE SONGS WE LOVE SO WELL
ITOW MY BONNIE LIES AWASTIN

AND THE REST

OH WE'’LL SERENADE OLD LOUIE

FOR AS LONG AS LIFE SHALL LAST

WHIFFEN POOY¥  (CHORUS)

WE ARE LITTLE LAST SHEEP
WHO HAVE LOST OUR WAY

BAA! BAA | BAA! "

JUST LITTLE BLACK SHEEP

WHO HAVE GONE ASTRAY .

BAA! BAA| BAA!

GENTLEMEN SONGSTERS OUT ON A SPREE
DAMNED FROM HERE TO ETERNITY

GOD HAVE MERCY ON SUCH AS WE

BAA! BAA| BAA! R

g

THEN WE'’LIL PASS AND BE FOGOTTEN WITH THE REST ) '

S ey Ak ———
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NEW QU INEA BLUES (Tunc— Blues in the Night)

From Nedzb to Gusnp, From Wewsk to Dunpu, wherever the ramu flow,
I’ ve icen me some big ships, and shot up a few nips, but there is onething
I know, a Tonies a basterd, a worrysome thing who’ 11 lead you to sing the New Quinea Blues,

. k]
Now the bombs are falling, now the secters calling, Shotgun—go up there

and get them, Now my guns are spitting, now my engines quite, Snafu—

This thundering ein’t right,.oh give me the green light, I°11 turn in my wings

and come in and eing, the New Guinen Blues, -

Minnie The Mermaid

Manys the nite I?ve spent with Minnie the mermaid,
Down at the bottom of the sea

Minnie lost her morals down among the corral,

Gee boys but she was nice to me,

Manys the time T’ ve seen the pale moon shining, .

Down in her little bungalow, : ‘ '
Ashes to Aislwﬁ, dust to dust, Twin heds— but only one must

You can easily ree khe’s not my mother, For my mothers? f orty-five,

3 You can easily see snes’ not my sister cause I wouldn s show my such a wonderland
time,

You ean easily see shes not my girl frien, for my girl friends to0 refined—
Shes just a slop of a kid who don’t eare what she did, shes Just & personal fricnd of mine,

3 GIVE ME A P-47
3
: ; Don’t give me a p-38, the props they counter rotate, )
£ There: scattered and smittem from buna to Britten '
i . Don’t give me a p-38.
: [ Don’t give me a p-39, the engine is mounted behink, .
N They 11 tumble and &pin and auger you in, don’t give me a p-39.

Do’ t give me a peter-four o, A hell of an airplance I know,
A pround leoping bastard, You’re sure be get plastered,
Don’t give me a peter-40

Don’t give me a p-51, It was alright for fightin the Hun,
But with collant tank dry, you’ll run out of sky,
Doj’t give me a p-51.
Don’t give me a p-61, for nite flying is no fun, .
. They my its a lark, but Im scared of the dark. Don’t give me a p-61.

Jurt give me a p-47, That aivrplane in steaight £rom hogvon,
With eight guns a spitten, Ol Toges been smitten, Just give mo a P47,

il |, W—— il l:::: '::" c:r:j
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HARDSHIPS

Off to Guinea we did go, to fight the shits from Tokio,
Hardships, you bastards, you don’t know what hardshi s are,

Seventy four hundred miles of drink, how our underpants did stink.
Hardships, you bastards, you don ¢ know what hardships are,

-

We slept with bngs and we slept with snakes, we all came down with fever shakes

( Chorus)
We ate camp pie and bully.beef and gave our belts another reef,
(Chorus)
Tofo called most every night, with greeting cards of dynamxte
? (Chorus)
G 1 They looped and stalled and rolled around and shot our planes upon the ground,
‘ (Chorus)
N GHQ said go bomb Lee, with fragmentary bomls one day. ,
(Chorus) _
Ack-Ack here, ack-ack there, the f ucking zeroes fill the air, : /
(Chorus) - !
Back from Buna through the pass, with a chute sucked up our ass,
(Chorus)
- When we got back we always found, our top eoldier on the grounod. ,
, (Chorus) ‘
—— E Off we go to old Rabaul, that dammed place is bouud to fall,
& ( Chorus)
Then we go to old Wewak, it’s 2 to 1 we don’t come back.
3 (Chorus,)
Shiaas e b ’ Month after month of all this shit, the C. O. said we wuld lmw; bit.
- (Chorus) R
t When we got down to old Brisbeue, to hear the PID boys complain,
W = ( Chorus)
% . Six bucks a day with regular pay and the Japs two thousa.nd miles away.
Lo ‘ (Chorus) .

When we get to American shores; the P. D. boys will be there bef are,
Shouting hardships, hardships, you don’t know what hardships are,

- . THE END
€
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BRAVE MEN

THIS STORY WHICH I TELL YOU DEPICTS THE BRAVERY BOLD

OF MEN WHO FLEW THE BAITLES BENEATH THE MOON SO COLD

THEY DRENCHED THEIR SOULS IN WHISKEY AND TO THIER GODS THEY CURSE
THEY GAVE NO DAMN FOR ANY MANx«LIVE ON FOUR TWENTY FIRST

THEIR GUNS WERE HEARD AT NADZAB, THEY FOUGHT A BLOODY WAR

. THEY LEFT THIER MARK UP IN THE SKIES WHILE FLYING FROM SAIDOR
ON WADKI AND OWI THEIR NAMES ARE LOUDLY SUNG
THIER FAME WHILE BASED ON LEYTE, CLIMBED UP ANOTHER RUNG

* THERE WAS NO GREATER EFFORT, SO GIVE TIIE MEN THEIR DUE
JUST LIFT A GLASS OF WINE FOR THOSE WHO DIED ON PELELIU
THIER GUNS GOT HOT ON LUZON, AND IE SHIMA SAW

. SOME NIGHTS HARD CUT WITH HONOR, AND COURAGE IN THE RAW.

*V
; :
il
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ALTHOUGH THE WAR 1S OVER THERE STILL IS PLANE AND MAN

WHO SERCH THE SKIES FOR DANGER IN OLD, GOD DAMMED JAPAN

DONT FROWN UPON THIER CRAVINGS DON,T ANGER AT THEIR THIRST

JUST STEP UP BOYS, AND HAVE A DRINK WITH THE OLD FOUR TWENTY FIRST.

THE FFARMER AND THE MAIDEN , .

OH, THE FARMER AND THE MAIDEN . L
THERE WERE COURTIN I DECLARE )

DOWN BY THE GARDEN GATE THEY DIDN’T KNOW THAT I WAS THERE

OH, THE FARMER WAS BASHFUL, AND THE NAIDEN SHE WAS SHY.

HE ASKED HER IF HE COULD AND THIS WAS HER REPLY ‘

YOU CAN DO IT IF YOU WANT TO

BUT YOU BETTER DO IT RIGHT ‘ '

YOU HADN'T BETTER DO IT LIKE YOU DID THE OTHER NIGHT : '

FOR IF YOU DO IM TELLING YOU o

I’LL NEVER LET YOU DO IT AGAIN. - ‘. ‘ L
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THE 3sth LAMENT

The 38th Broup’s been in Guinea too long,

- And we’re thir-ty as hell for a drink

For want of a woman we’re all going nuts,
Sh Shanty please say what you think,

Now there’s snakes in the jungle and bugs in our beds,
Mosquitos have a seven inch prong,

The rain falls in buckets) mud?s up to our ass,
Oh Shanty it gives us the shits,

 The airoplanes stink and the pilots sll drink,
And the ” Navey ” don’t know where we are,
Bombardiers couldn’ t hit a bucket of shit,
Oh Shanty please send us afar.

Nuy‘shunty’s our leader, and this you all say,
He’s as Irish as a banshee’s wail.

But take it from us, the truth of it’s Jjust,
He’s half Scotch and half Ginger Ale,

-BLESS THEM ALL

There’ s a Mitchall that’s leaving Moresby
Bound for New Britain shores

Heavilly laden with terrified Yanks

Bound for the land they abhor,

The *polots a second Louije

He never expects to be more

There’ 1l be no promotions this side of the ocean
So cheer up my lads.. Bless them all.

Bless’ em all, bless ’ em all
The long and the short and the tall
Fuck all the Zerves that never get ack

So we’re saying goodbye to them all

To kenny and whitehead and Mae

There’ 11 be no promotions this side of the ocean
So cheer up my lads, we’ 1l get back.




NIGHT FIGHTER'S LAMENT

OH I HAVE A STORY TO TELL YOU

A STORY OOF BOLD MEN AND BRAVE

WHO HAVE FOUGHT SOME HAVE DIED FOR THEIR COUNTRY *
WITH A BRIGHTLY BURNING PLANE FOR THEIR GRAVE

[ 28T

ON AN ISLAND WE CALLED IE SHIMA

WITH THE BROAD BLUE PACIFIC ALI. AROUND

WE SET UP OUR TENTS AND OUR SHELTERS

AND DUG HOLES FOR OUT SAFETY ON THE GROND.

AT NIGHT WHEN DAY FIGHTERS WERE SLEEPING
THE NOCTURNAL RAIDS WERE BEGUN

: AND THE HEAVENS WERE SORE SPLIT AS SUNDER
Lk - BY THE ROAR OF OUR P-SIXTY ONES

ON A COLD MOONIESS NOGIIT BACK IN AUGUST
THE ORDER WAS READ WITH A SIGII

AND A HAPPY GO LUCKY YOUNG PILOT

TOOK HISPLANE AND HIS CREW OUT TO DIE

»
il g
2

THEY WENT WITH A SMILE ALI. UNKNOWING -
' TWAS ONLY A ROUTINE PATROL
TOO BAD THAT THEIR DUTY INCLUDED

—

e ' THEIR ANSWERING GOD’S FINAL ROLLI.
i R .
PINEAPPLE GAVE THEM THEIR VECTOR ] .
{ SERVEILANCE UP TO JAPAN AND BACK . ,
i THEY SAY THE LAST WORDS THEY TRANSMITTED : . ’
. S " WERE ”WE WISH WE WERE LYING IN OUS SACKS ” o

ONE HOUR STRECHED OUT INTO SEVEN

IT WAS NO TIME TO JEST OR TO GRIN

THEY DNEW AS THEY WAITED AND LISTENED
THAT ANOTHER NIGHTER FIGHTER AUGERED IN.

THERE WAS NO ONE TO SEE AND REPORT IT

NO HELP FROM A SEARCHING SUBMARINE

JUST THREE NAMES WRITTEN OFF OF TIE ROSTER
AND THREE FACES NO LONGER TO BE SEEN

SO LIFT UP YOUR GLASSES MY BUDDIES

IN HONOUR OF THOSE WHO FOUGHT THEIR FIGHT

THE SLEEP YOU ENJOYED OUT OF DANGER

WAS BECAUSE OF THE BOYS WHO FLEW AT NIGHT. N

END
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BANG 1T INTO

I WISIT I WERE A MAJOR A MAJOR BIG AND STRONG
.I’D KNOCK OLD ON HIS ASS AND CIRCUMSEZE HE’S DONG.

CHORUS:

BANG IT INOT BANG IT GOOD AND STRONG
WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO FOR A GOOD BANK THROUGH
WHEN DEAD AND GONE? -

I WISII 1 WFRI', A COLONAL, A- COLONALS’ GOT THE BRASS
TO STUFF A BUNCH OF BROKEN GLASS
RIGHT UP OLD ASS.

CHORUS:

I WISH I WERE A GINERAL, A GINERAL OI‘ THE POST.
I'D LIKE TO PLANT A GOOD SWIFT KICK
- WHERE NEEDS IT MOST.

CHORUS: AND END:

THE BLOODY GREAT WHIELEL

AN AIRMAN TOLD ME BEFORE HE DIED

AND I GO}’ NO DOUBT WHAT THE BASTARD LIED
THAT HE HAD A WIFE WITH A CLEFT SO WIDE
THAT SHE COULD NEVER BE SATISFIED.

SO HE INTENTED A PRICK OF STEEL . .
DRIVEN BY A BLOODY GREAT WHEEL , N
TWO BRASS BALIS ALL FILLED WITH CKkEAM

AND THE WHOLE FUCKIN IS~UE WAS DRIVEN BY STEAM.

ROUND AND ROUND TENT THE BLOODY GREAT WHFFL
IN AND OUT WENT THE PRICK OF STEEL

WHEN AT LAST THE MAIDEN CRIED,

OH TARRY A WHILE 1’M SATISFIED.

NOW WE COME TO THE BITTER BIT

THERE WAS MO WAY OF STOPPING IT.

FROM ASS HOLE TO APITITE SHE WAS SPLIT

AND THE WHOLE FUCKING ISSUE WAS EOVERED WITH SHIT.. )

END:

STAND BY YOUR GLASSES

WE DRINK TO THE SOUNDING RAFTERS, THE WALLS AROUND ARE BARE.

THEY RESOUND THE APPEALING LAUGHTER, FOR IT SEMS THAT THE DEAD
ARE STILL THERE.

S0 STAND BY YOUR GILASSES STEADY, THE WORLD’S A WORLD OF LIFE.
\Vl' l)RINl\ TO THE DEAD ALREADY:

.

R e e pa—- S s s s+ o e S

: AND HURRAY FFOR THE NEXT MAN TO DIL.




.

o
- S . .~y
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"I warted wings ti11 I got the Goddamned things, ' CE
‘Yow I don't want them any more, : Lo
They taught me how to fly, and they sert ge here to dle, -+ ...
I've had a belly full of war, , - ' o ;
You can save those Zeros , A

' For the Goddamned heroes, - -
For Distinjuished Flying Crosses : - oL -
Do not compemate for losses, Buster ‘ :
I warted wings t411 I got the foddamned thi.ngs, : P
Now I don't want them any mores B

J111 take the danmes wolle thexes.. g0 do%m in flamea. o
- . "I'e no desire to get burncde T NI
‘ Air combats'! no romance CLobefer g : ;
'For it makes mc wet my pants - - . P
S : I'm no flier I have learncds - + ' g
o You car. save those Yittsu-bitthi's : :

: ' For the other Sons-of-bitclics ' e

For I'd rather lay a wozan : :
¢ Than get shot down in a Gruman, Buster,
. I wanted wings ti11 I got the Goddamned thinzs.

’ But I don't want them any more.

S i) LR ) B

. I don't want to die in a da:r.ncd old PEY
Thai's for the eager, not for me.
_I don't trust to luck
“To be picked up in a "Duck"
\fter I've crashed into the scas ' W )
fow I'd rather be a bell hop : . |v
dhan a flier on a flat-top . ~
.. . &ith my hand arownd a bottle i
Ty Mot around a Coddamned Throttle, Buster
’ /T warted wings $411 I gob the Goddamned things
No? I dor.'t want them any more.

3 M r=

}I dor.'t want to tour over ’Jerlin or the Ruhr, ’
', Flak always nakes me park my lunche. -
Y T'don't cet “Hey, Hey"

When thcy holler "Bombs Away"lll .

- I'd rather be home with the bunche '
+, low there's one thing you can't laugh off,
¥ Ard that's when they shool your Ass off,

For I'd rather come hone, Buster
/ with my ass than with a Cluster, 3Suster,

f 'T wanted wings t411 I got the Goddamed things, -

Nowr I don't want themn a.ny mores

X8 3
L o . ' . 0 i
: G voed R g Ay oo eilee
\
— e— .- P D ™




e

M

-ﬁi -

g”%«, ¥

q #‘,}« s

'v"" ]

ra

SYDNEY LEAVE

There onice was a pilot to Sydney did stroll

He’d just gotten back from a raid on Rabaul

When an old MP Sgt. said pardon me please

There’ s bleod on your tunic and mud on your sleeve,

Why Sgt, you bastard, you bloody damm fool

I’ve just gotten back from a place called Rabaul
Where the Ack Ack is flying and comforts are few
And brave men are dying for bastards like you,

., Then the old Mp Sht. said pardon me Sir

On you Lt. T intended no slur,
But the girls here in Sydney are dammed hard to please
With blood on your tunic and muc on your sleeve.

Now listen here Sgt, you blokly dammed fool

The girls will all know I?ve just caom from Rabaul
I’11 wine them and dine them and then we will go
Out to my flat where 1’11 tell them my woes,
And so the Lt. found him a girl (

He wined her and dined her and gave her a twirl
Then out to his flat where he told her his woes
And she felt morry so she couldn’ t say no. -
Twas nine months later the had a son

She wrote to her pilot—Oh> what’ to be donc.
With this fair baby that gave to me.

Who sits around and wets on my knee?

The pilot wrote back with this sad advice

The baby ’s not mine but its sure would be nice

If he’d be a pilot but' he’d bo a fool

If the bolldy young bastard e’er went o’er Raluul.

/g
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IT’LL BLE SUNG IN EVERY WHORE HOUSE IN THE NATION

[ e

" PLEASE FILL YOUR BEER AND LISTEN HERE ) ’
I’LL ENTERTAIN YOU RIGHT

YOU OUGHT TO KNOW THE PLEASENT SHOW _

THAT I PUT ON ILAST NIGIIT. . N

1 HHAD A GAL HER NAME WAS SAL L : '
WITII MORALS SORT’A LOOSE ’
HER MAIDENHEAD T BROKE IN BED .

AND FILLED 1ER SLOT WITH JUICE : o

CHORUS :

e OH, HOLY CHRIST, ALMIGHTY
- WHAT A MAN AM 1
I LIFTED UP HER NIGHTIE

- AND FUCKED HER FIT TO DIL. ‘ -

SHE MET HER DOOM UP IN MY ROOM
, "DRINK UP I'LL TILL YOU MORE "
.- MY HAND WAS RESTING ON HER BREST A
" BEFORE I CLOSED THE DOOR . ‘ C , -
*HER ASS WAS ROUND AND SOON I FOUND
IT SITTING ON MY KNEE

5 HER: SKIRT SO HIGH THAT WHITENED THIGI

¢ DID ALMOST FINISH ME. . : -
i E CHORUS :
L { HER DRESS SO RED SLID O’'ER HER HEAD

SHE STOOD THERE.IN HER.SLIP
- THAT CAME OFF FAST AND THEN [ DASI
HER LACY BRA TO RIP
HER BREASTS SO FAIR WERE SOFT AND BARE
HER NIPPLES SMALL AND SWEER
- IN PERFECT BLISS I § TOPPED TO KISS
THAT SO DELICIOUS ME AT :

CHORUS:

HER PANTIES TOO, I TORE CLEAN THROUGH
AND TOSSED THEM ON A CHAIR

MY EYES THEN FOUND HER VENUS MOUND

BENEATII HER CURLY HAIR : :
THE GENTLE CURVE COULD ONLY SERVE : o
TO MAKE MY PALLIONS SCREAM . R '
I GRABBED DID I MY BUTTONED FLY ' _ i

AND RIPPED IT DOWN TIHIE SEAM. S

CIHORUS :

’

' , WHILE STANDING THERE MY RED ASS BARE
Ty THE MAIDFLEW TO MY ARMS. _ '
‘ SHE CRIED, * YOU ' ERMINE ', 1 LOST NO TIME ' '

T T et i < A 0 s 3 e s v e .
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IN SEEKING OUT HER .CITARMS.

SHE PRESSED HER BREST AGAINST MY CHEST
OUR STOMACHS WERE AS ONE

HER CURLY LOCK CARESSED MY COCK

BOY WAS I HAVING FUN.

CHROUS :

I PICKED HER UP THE LITTLE SLUT

AND SET HER ON THE BED

IT TOOK NO BEGS TO SPREAD HER LEGS e
HHER SI.OT BURNING RED h
I BENT IIER BACK AND TO THE CRACK . »

- I PRESSED MY MOISENED TONGUE

FOR HALY AN HOUR I SUCKED HER FLOWER
HER CREAM DRAINED IN MY LUNG.

CHORUS:

WHEN T STOPPED MY LIPS I MOPPED
AND PIT JUST ONCE OR TWICE
AND SHE BENT DOWN AND TOOK MY CROWN

BETWEEN HER TEETH SO NICE.
SHE TEASED MY TIP WITH BENTLL NIP - "“-jw—.. .

NO, BROTHER THAT AIN'T ALL ‘ T e
SHE LICKED MY STILT FROM HEAD TO lm T
AND KISSED MY BIGGEST BALL.

-'
CHORUS : £
MY THROBBING MEAT, IN FLAMING HEAT,
WAS EAGER FOR HER HOLE

I GRABBED THE RUT OF HER YOUNG BUT
AND MADE HER BODY ROLL.

SHE DID NOT KNOW, [ HAD TO SHOW
HER EVERYTHING TO DO

BUT FROM THE START THE LITTLE TART
LEARNED QUICK LIKE NY SHREW.

CHORUS :

KNEE ON BREAST HERLEGS DID REST,

A PILLLOW RAISED HER ASS,

HER TINY SLIT WAS ALMOST SPLIT

SO SPREAD WAS SHE, POOR LASS.

MY AIM WAS KEEN AS IN BETWEEN
THOSE STRAINING THIGHS I STOLE

MY EIGIIT INCH COCK, AS HARD AS ROCK
WAS PRESSED AGAINST I1ER TIOL L.

C HOI\Uh )

IT*S GIANT HEAD, 11ER LIPS DID SPREAD,
I YELT IT SLIDE INSIDE,

"TWAS IN AN INCH, WHFN SHE DID FLINCH
AND SCREAM ¥ I'M NOT TI[AT WIDE *,

B .
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I GAVE A THRUST AND FELT IT BUST,
THE MAIDEN GROANED IN PAIN.

SHE WAS SO SMALL 1T TOOK MY ALL
TO THRUST Il IN AGAIN.

pros—
\

CHORUS:

I WORKED IT DOWN, AND KNOW MY DROWN

HAD TORN HER TINY SLOT. .
HER BLOOD SO BRIGHT FLOWED FREE THAT NIGHT
TO ME 1T MATTERED NOT.

I STABBED HER FOR AND HOUR OR MORE

MY CHEST WAS WER WITH SWEA T.

CIIORUS :

AT LAST MY CREAM CAME IN A STREAM ‘ T A
AND FILLED THE SHRIEKING LASS. ’

. FOR WIIEN I BLLOWED SUE OVEFFLOWED

AND JUICE DRIPPED DOWN HER ASS ‘

SHE GAVE A SIGIT AND SO DID 1

WE GASPED ALOUD FOR BREATIH

AND SO WE LIED THERE SIDE BY SIME

AS STILL AS 1F IN DEATH.

CIIORUS:

Y MM
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I CAST MY EYES BETWEEN HER THIGHTS

TO SEE WIIAT 1’'D BEEN IN ‘

THE VIRGIN LIPS WERE TORN TO BITS.

A SLLASH OF HREDED SKIN. _ ’ .
THE TINY WELL BEGAN TO SWELL :
THE FLESH WAS CRIMSON RED.

"IT’S WHAT YOU PAY " SHE HEARD ME SAY

" TO LOSE YOUR MAIDEN HEAD ",

CHORUS :

|

SIIE GAVE A SMILE, " IT'S WELL WORTH WHILE.
LET’S DI TI MORE AND MORE

I TOOK A WHIRL AT BEING A GIRL

I1’'D RATHER BE A WHORE "

AND SO MY FRIEND THIS IS THE END :
THERE’S NO MORE TO MY TALL, ’ : ) -

A MORAL TRUE, I'M TELLING YOU

DAN’T FUCK A VIRGIN FRAIL.

THERE LIVES NO ILOUT CAN BURN THEM OUT

TAKE PITY ON YOUR COCK. - .
IT TAKES A GOD WITIT IRON PROD - ‘
. AND BALLS OF SOLII ROCK

g TEN TIMES THAT NIGIUT T FUCKED HER RIGHT

AND ONE TIME IN THE REAR : .
SO HOLD YOUR DIME. THE PLEASURES MINE, E ‘

HERE, HAVE ANOTHER BEER.

\\ . ' CHORUS AND END: : N
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(THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND)

Oh the minstrils sing of a british king, Who lived long years ago
He ru'ed the land with an jron hand but his mind was weak and slow
He wore no other garment than a lenther undershirt
And this would hide the hyde, But It wouldn’t Hide the dirt,
He loved to ride his royal Steed, And roam the royal wood,
And he was fond, Exceedenly Fond, Of pulling his royal pud.
" He was wild and wooly and full of fleas,
His poundrons balls hung to his knees
All Hail, The Bastard king Of England

oY

. N(;\: the Queen on Spain arross the main, A sprightyl Dame was She

She loved this fool With his monstrous tool So far across the sea,

So she sent a special messate by a special Messenger

To invite this knig of England to spend the night with her.

Now when Phillip of France hal heard of this, he spake unto his court.

She must prefer my rivial beeause my tool is short,

So she eent the Night Sir Sip-Sip-a sap

To give the queen a dose of Clapp : : . -
. And thus defeat the Rival King of England.

Now when news of this foul deed hal reached king Richards halls

He wore By God and that shirt he wore, He?d have King phillips Balls,
He Said 1’11 give half my kingdom and a night with Queen Hortence
To any loval subject Who will nut the king of France,

So the Noble Knight Sir Suck-Em-Off, he tok himself to France

He slipped a throng around his dong, Got on his horse and rode along,
And dragged him to the bastard King of England. '

B
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Now the king thought up his breakfast, and he shit right on the floor, .
For during his ride, His rivials Pride, Hal streahed a yard or nwre,

Now all the British ladys gather round this London town.

TO HELL WITH THE BRITISH CROWN.

-

\
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The sweet heart of sigma ki

=

I WANT TO BE WED AND CARRIED TO BED
IN THE ARMS OF THE MAN I LOVE '

I WANT THE LIGHTS TO BE DIM AND THE CLOTHS TO BE THIN
THE MUSIC SWEET SOFT AND LOW

GOING TO LOCK THE DOOR, THROW THE DEY AWAY

I WANT THE NIGHTS TO BE A THOUSAND YEARS LONG

AND I'LL PUT AT HIS COMMAND WHAT MY TRUE LOVE DEMANDS
‘AND LEAVE THE REST OF IT UP TO MY MAN '

n A
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CLOSING THE BAR

T’WAS A CLOD WINTER EVENING

‘THE QUESTS WERE ALL LEAVING

O’R ILEY WAS CLOSING THE BAR?

WHEN HE TURNED ROUND AND SAID

TO THE LADY IN RED, ¥ GET OUT YOU CANT S'l AY WHERE YOU ARE""

SHE SHED A BIG TEAR IN HER BUCKET OF BEER

AS SHE THOUGHT OF THE COLD NIGHT AHEAD

WHEN A GENTLEMAN DAPPER STEPPED OUT OF THE CRAPPER

AND THESE ARE THE WORDS THAT HE SAID

" HER MOTHEK NEVER TOLD HER THE THINGS A YOUNG GIRL SHOULD KNOW
ABOUT THE WAYS OF AIR CORPS MEN AND HOW THEY COME AND GO (AND COME)
SHE LOST HER YOUTH AND BEAUTY AND LIFE HAS DELT HERE A SCAR

SO REMEMBER YOUR MOTHERS AND SISTERS BOYS

AND LET HER SLEEP UNDER THE BAR, (I* THERE IS ROOM)

TRY DELT GIRLS

WE ARE THE TRI DELTS, TRl DELTS ARE WE.
HAPPY-GO-LUCKEY BARE ASS AND FREE.

WE NEVER HAD OUR VIRGINETY

WE ARE THE TRI DELT GIRLS

BALLS BALLS BALLS.

AND EVERY YEAR AT OUR COLILAGE DANCE

WE NEVER EVER FEAR ANY PANTS

OIT HORSE SHIT

WE LIKE TO GIVIEL THE ri()l’HOMORI‘S A CIIANCE
WE ARE THE TRI DELT GIRLS :
BALLS BALLS BALLS

AND EVERY NIGHT AT TWELVE BY THE CLOCK
WE WATCH THE WATCIHMAN PISS ON A BOCK

OH HORSE SHIT

WE LIKE THE WAY THAT HE HANDLES HIS COCK
WE ARE THE TRI DELT GIRLS

BALLS BALLS BALLS.




THE MAN WITH NO BALLS AT ALL

Gather you rounders and listen to me, :
1’11 tell you a story that’1l fill you with glee;
It’s about a young maiden, so fair and so Tall,
Who married a man who had no balls at all,

* Chorus:; .
No balls at all, no balls at all,
She married a man who had no balls at all,

On their wedding night when she jumped into bed

Her cheeks, they were rosy ;

Her lips, they were red.

- She reached for his penis; his penis was smell ;

She reached for his balls; he had no balls at all,
(Chorus)

]

Mother, dear mother, I wish I were ead;

I’1l go to my grave with my own maidenhead,

My future is slender, my hopes they are small ;

For I’ve married a man who has no balls at all.
(Chorus)

Daughter, dear danghter, now don’t rou be sad,

I had the same trouble when 1 married your dad;

But many’s the flyer who will answer the call

Of the wifc of the man who has no balls at all.
{Chorus)

Now this young maid took her mother’s advice,
And fawd the proceeding 8 exceedingly nice,
But a bouncing ymng baby was born in the fall
To the wife of the man who had no lalls at all,
(Chorus)

.
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Now this babe was examined that very night

By a doctor who swore he examined it right ;

But the thing that was found most peculiar of all
Was the babe hiad a penis, but no balls at all. (Chorus)

/

‘MY GOD HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IN

My father makes rum in the bathtub,
My mother makes two kinds of gin,
My sister makes love.for a living,
My God how the money rolls in.

Chorus;
Rolls in, rolls in, my God, how the money rolls in,
Rolls in, rolls in, my God, how the money rulls in,

My brother’s a poor missionary,

He saves little girlics from sin,

He' 1l save you a blonde for five dollars
My God, how the money rolls in. (Chorus)

My father, he died in his bathtub,

My mother, she died of her gin,

My sister-she married my brother,

My God what a mess I am in. (Chorus)

[4
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o 8TH FIGHTER GROUP '
i
’ I love my wife
I love her truly
I love the hole
She pisses thuough ’
I love her tits, titty its, titty its, and her nut brown as hole
I’ d cat her shit, shitty it, shitty it, with s wooden 8poon, ) : )
. THE GOOD SHIP VENUS

T’ was on the goond khip Venus

My God yo should have soen us
The figure head was a whore in el
And the mast a rampantepenus

Chorus ;
Tiddley um bum bum, tiddley um bum bum
Bum bum bum Lumn bum Bum

The skipper of the lugger

He was a dirty bugger

He was’nt fit to shovel shjt

That fornicating fucker C '
The skippers wife’s name was mabel

Whenever she was ghle :

She’d fornicate with the second mate

Upon the chart room table

The first mate’ s name was Morgan

He was a sexual gorgian

Three times a day he used to play

With his reproductive urgan ' '

The crew they were hard cases
You could see it in their faces ‘
They took to frigging in the riggin

For want of better places » j
The ships dog name was Rover ‘ S~ ‘,L_’"';
The crew they bowleb him over _ . e
And ground and ground that wretched hound 1y
From Calais up to Dover o R

The cabin oy was a nipper é
His name was Jack the ripper v
He stuffed his ass with broken glass | : - H
Aund circumeised the skipper i ;

The skippers little danghter

She fell into the water

She let a squeal heeause an eel v

Had found her sexual (quarters ‘ . .

.....

We wailed to Buenos Ajres

And rooted all the fajries .
We anght the syphs in the Tents Riff's
And the clappe in the Canaries

i

So drunk with exaltation

We reachod our China station

And mink a junk in g sea of spunk
Cawsed by mutual masturbation
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OLD GREY BUSTLE

PUT ON YPUR OLD GREY BUSTLE AND GET OUT AND HUSTLE
FOR TOMORROW THE ROOM RENTS COMING DUE

PUT YOUR ASS INT CLOVER LET THE BOYS LOOK IT OVER
IF YOU CAN'T GET FIVE TAKE TWO .

PUT ON % HOSE OLD PINK PANTIES THAT USED TO YOUR AUNTIES
AND WE'LIL GO FOR A TUSSLE IN THE HAY !
NOW THERE'S NO USE DUCKING CAUSE

YOURE GOING TO GET FUCKING '

IN THE GOOD OLD FASIONED WAY

PUT ON YOUR OLD GREY CORSET

IF IT WON’T FIT FORCE IT

FOR THE FLEET IS COMING IN TO DAY
WHILE THE BEES ARE MAKING HONEY
LET YOUR ASS BE MAKING MONEY

IN THE GOOD OLD FASHIONED WAY

ONLY BUSTTE

PUT ON THAT OLD BLUE OINTMENT TO THE CARBS DISSAPOINTMENT
AND TAKE A SHOWER ONCE OR TWICE EACH DAY

THOUGH IT BURNS AND ITCHES IT WILL

KILL THOSE SONS OF BITCHES

IN THE GOOD OLD FASHIONED WAY

BALL OFF YARN

IN THE MERCY MONTH OF JUNE -

WHEN THE OLD FOLKS LOVE TO SPOON

I TOOK MY LITTLE GIRLIE BY THE ARM

AND I CHEERFULLY LAID HER DOWN AND
RUFFELED UP HER GOWN

AND WE WOUND UP THE LITTLE BALL OF YARN

NINE MONTHS PASSED BY IN THE POOL ROOM.I SIT
NOT THINKING I HAF DONE HFR ANY HARM

WHEN A COP ALL DRESSED IN BLUE

SAID "YOUNG MAN I'M LOOKING FOR YOU*

YOU’RE THE FATHER OF A LITTLE BALL OF YARN” -

NOW IN MY PRISON CELL I SIT

WITH MY SHIRT TAII. FULL OF SHIT

AND THE BED BUGS PLAY HOP SCATCH ON THE FLOOR

AND THE PEOPLE AS THEY PASS SEE MY DARK COMPLECTED ASS
AND I'LL PLAY WITH THE LITTLE GIRLS NO MORE

o
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DO YOUR BALLS BANG LOW

(CHORUS, s

DO YOUR BALLS BANG LOW, DO THEY SWING TO AND FRO
CAN YOU TIE THEM IN A KNOT CAN YOU TIE’EM IN A BOW

CAN YOU THROW THEM O’ER YOUR SIHOOLDER LIKE A EUROPEAN SOLDIER
DO YOUR BALLS BANG LOW

. IN DAYS OF OLD WHEN KNIGHTS WAS BOLD

THRY SHIT RIGIIT IN TIIEIR BRITCHES
THEY WIPED THEIR ASS WITH BROKEN GLASS
THOSE TOUGH SONS OF BITCHES

IN ])A'YS OF OLD WHEN KNIGHTS WERE BOI.D
AND WOM:N WERE MERE TRIFILES

THEY HUNG THEIR BALLS UPON TIHE WALLS
AND SHOT THEM DOWN WITH RIFLES

IN DAYS OF OLD WIIEN }\NIGII]§ WERE BOL])
AND WOMEN WERN’T PATICULAR

THEY BINDED THEM UP AGAINST THE WALL
AND FUCKED TAEM PERPENDICULAR

IN DAYS OF OLD WHEN KNIGHTS WE RE BOLD
THEY ALL WORE LEATHER BRITCHES

THEY BEAT THIER PRICKS WITH HICKORY STICKS
AND YELLED LIKE SONS OF BITCHES

I SAW HER " SNATCH " HER SATCHEL PI\OM THE WINDOW
I HELD THE "BUT” A MOMENT IN THE RAIN

I KISSED HER ” AS” SHE HURIED TO THE STATION

TO SEE HER BROTHER * JACK OFF * ON THE TRAIN

CHICAGO

I USED TO WORK IN CHICAGO

IN A DEPARTMENT STORE - ’
I USED TO WORK IN CHICAGO

I DID BUT I DON’T ANY MORE

3 [

. A LADY CAME IN FOR SOME STOCKING ONE DAY

I. ASKED HER WHAT KIND SHi.’DD ADORE
" HOSE * SHE SAID SO HOSE HIER [ DID
I DID BUT I DON’T ANY MORE o

HARDWARE —screws, .
A SAW — jazy :

AIRPLANE —fwmker

CIHHEWING GUM —Dblow

SHOES —~—puump .
GILOVES ——ruljler

FUR#xa~J0x
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TUNE WASASH CANNON BALL

Beside the Guinea Waterfall,

One bright and sunny day

Beside his shattered Kihyhawk

A young pursuiter lay,

His parachute g from a near bytree

He was not yet quite dead. )

Now listen to the very last words, this young pursuiter said. - -

I’ m going to a better land,

Where everything is bright,

Where whiskey grows on telegraph poles,

Play poker every night, -
Theres never anything to do
But sit around and sing

And all the crews are women
?Oh death where ix thy sting.

ODE TO THE OPERATIONS OFFICER R

You ought to be dead you aold bestard, : ,
You ought to damned well shot : . ' . ’ ‘
You ought to be tied to the dwor of a shit’ house,

And left there to damned well rut.

' I7ve rat in this dam cockpit for hrs, and hrs,
& I’ ve stuck “it as lomg as T emld
I’ ve stuck it and stuck it, &0 now I fay fuck it,

& My axsholes not made of wood,
;
B SOUTH OF THE NAVAL ‘ -
- lSnuth of the naval down testicle way.
. That’ s where the attles won, when my big g comes into play,
The doctors have warned me, that T mustn’t stray.
= South of the naval, down testicle Way.

Now she smiled as she kised my banana, never dreaming that [
Was farting.
And T smiled as she kissed my banana, for my banana never came,

South of the naval down testicle way thats where I got the buyg,
When on the rug T had my lay. No more shall | wander. no more
I stray, South of the naval, down testicle way,

U SV S VU O S,




FUCK 'EM ALL

f
i
i

They say there’s a Fortress that’s leaving Cologne
Bound for old blimey shores
Heavily laden with terrified men
Shit-scared and flat on the floor
Now there’s many a Heinkel that’s spitting its lead
Many a Messerschmidt too
They shot of f our ballicks
" They fucked our hydraulies
So what we going to do?

Chao,

Tuck ?em all, fuck ? em all
The long and the short and the tall
Juck all the sergeants and W/O ones
Fuck all the corporals and their bastard sons
So we’re saying goxlbye to them all
As back to their harlots they crawl
There?’ 11 be no promotions this side of the ocean
So cheer up my lads, fuck ’em all |

. Senior officers don’t lpther me
Senior of ficer don?’t hother me
Bell buttom trousers with stripes down the side
Bloody grent pockets with fuckaall inside
So we’re saving golbve to the all
Ar up the CO’s ass they crawl

w * There’ 11 be no promotions
This side of the ocean .
3 Su cheer up my lads, fuck ? em all !

14 Cho,

They sent for the navy to go to Tulagee
And our gallant nevy agreed

E They went of f in sections

In fifty directions

It looked like a Dlomdy stampexle

. Cho,

They wanted our navy to go to New Guinea
But our gallant navy said no

We? 11 sit on our bhustles

This side of the Ruxsolls .

And collect all the ribbms vy know

Cho,

e st ian a0 Ao ey a3 . e emer et o
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That was a very goud song

There once wes a man From Paguda.,

Who wouldn’ t pay a where What he Owed her.

When she heard what he said
She jumped wut of bed
And Pissed in his whisky and soda.

’

Ther once was a man from Bombay
Who fansoped a cunt out ef clay

But the heat from his prick

Turned the elay into brick .
And tore all his foreskin away.

There once was & man from Rayciene
Who invented a fucking machine
Both concave ore convex

It would fuck either sex

But Oh, What a basterd to clenn.

There once was a lady from Havanna
Who screwed herself with 4 Bauanna,
The jumpea into hed
And stood on her head,

" And farted The star spangeled Banna

VThere once was a taly mamed Alice,
Who wsed a dynimite stick for a fallice,
They found her vaging in South Carloline
And part of her Hyman in Dallis

There once was a Russiam named Mare,
Who raped s girl of his race.
in the midst of her howels

© . he secked out her lowels

and threw all the shit in her face,

There once was a man from St Paul
Who performed in the great music hall
11is favorite trick

Was to stand on his prick,

And roll of the stage on on Ball,

There was a fellow named Yates
Who eould do the fandango on skates
But he slipped on hir cutliss

Which rendered him nutless,

And some what useless on dated,

There was a hermet named Dave,
Who kept a dead Whare in his cave
He said I'11 admit .
I’m a bit of a shit

but look at the money I wve

.Aere was g young Monk from the interior
Whose merels were slightly inferior

He done to a nun, -
What he shouldn’t have done
And now shes the Muther superior,

There was & man from Nantucket

Whos prick was so long he could Suckct
He said with a grin

Ag he wiped off his Chin

If my ear was a cunt I could Fucket.

There was a man from Van Nises
Who had Balls of varicus sizes,

One ball was small

Hardly no ball at all

But the other was Ludge and took' prizes.

There was n lady from Muer
Whot mind was so frightly Puer
That she fiented away

At a friends house one day

At the sight of canary manure,

There wag o girl from the azors

Whoke hox was all covereld with wol'e
Tie dogs in the street

would wat the green meat

That hung in festunes from her drawers,

There was & man from Magrass
Whase balls were made out of grlass
When he clanged them together
ther played stormy weather

And lighting shot out of his ass,

TLere was a man from Larang -
Whose bladder blew up with a bang,
His prick flew back with,

A God auwfol Whack,

And Hix asshole whistled and sang.

_ \/Tl(-rc was a girl from cap God

- Who thonght all babyr came from gol
But it wasnt tle almighty

Who lifted Ler nighty

It was Roger the loger by Gud,
There was a man from Boston

Who bomght himself an Awnstin

There was room for his ass

And a gallon of Gas,

But his balls hung out and he loetem,
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{ ) 1/411‘0 was o young lady of fassion ’ Once was a man named Rutter o
i Who was quite addicted to passion Who pickled his tonsils’in Butter
1

To Ler lover she mid
as she jumbed into bed
This is one thing tlise Bastards cant ration

Thus changing his snore
From a thunderous roer
To an oliv margarine mutter,

There was a young girl named Hester

Who waid to the man who undressed her

I Think you’ll find

The best hole benind .
The front one’s beginning to fester.

Once was a lady from France

Who got om the troin by change

The Engineer Fucked her .
- 8o did the cun dovter

And the brake man jacked of in his pants

There was a young man named Ferkin
Who was always jerking his gerkin
Says his Mother to Perkin

Stop jerkin your Girkin

Your girkin’s for Firkin Not Jerkin

Once was » man from Kent

Whoese Prick was so long that it Bent

To save himself trouble he put it in double
And instead of coming he went

LN

Once was a Girl from Detroit

Who at Fucking was quite adroit

She could contract”her vagina to a pinpoint
Or finer Or make as large as a Quart

: There was o youn lady from Norway

3 Who alwayx stood in the doorway

- The dwr slammed shut and pinched her But
And she shit all over the florway

There was a man from natal
and sue was the name of his gal
and all the way over

from @pe town to dover

he was crusing wp Sue’s cunel

Once was a fellow named Carter
Who was a prodigious Farter
He could Fart anything

From God reve the King

To beethovens moonlight sonath,

¥ ?3«‘

There wag a young maid from mnggoon

took a pansy one day 4o her room \
a she turned out the light s
she said let?s get this right

who does what and with which and to whom.

Onee was a gal from Genevy
‘Wl bight & girate to relieve her
The resolt of her fuck

wak a four legged duck

Three eggs and a spotted retriever

|

-
Once was a nmuzn named magee
Who huggered an ape in atree .
o . - o
The result was most horrid rr ; :

All ass and no forehead : - *

. [ Three balls and a purple goatee, ' : ‘ o

iy
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VERY FINE SONG ' y

ONCE WAS A MAN FROM THE COAST T

WHO HAD SEX INTERCOURSE WITH A GHOST .
SAID THE ORAMAPLASM AS HE HAD HIS ORGASM

MY GOD BUT I FELT TUHAT ALMOST .

%NCE A GAL FROM YALE CTe L

ON HER CHEST TATOOED THE PRICE OF HEK TALE v
AND ON HER BEHIND FOR THE SAME OF THE BLIND
SHE HAD IT DONE IN BRAILE

.

ONCE WAS A MAN FROM ST. RITZ

WHO PLANTED TEN ACRES OF TITS

THEY CAME UP IN THE FALL ROSY NIPPL ES AND ALL
AND HE LE’SURELY CHEWED THEM TO BITS

ONCE WAS A GAL FROM ST. PAUL

WHO WENT TO THE NEWS PAPER BALL

HER DRESS CAUGHT AFIRE BURNED OF HER ATTIRE
FRONT PAGE SPORT SECTION AND ALL T

. !\ . ! !" o . ,j ‘ h'!

ONCE WAS A MAN FROM MIDAIR
-4 ) WHO TRIED TO DIDDLE A BEAR
. BUT THE DIRTY OLD BRUTE TOOK A SWAT AT HIS BOOT
LEFT NOTHING BUT BALLS AND HAIR

ONCE WAS A GIRL FROM SEATTLE e
WIHO WAS FOND OF SUCKING OFF CATTLE

TILL. A BULL FROM TIE SOUTH SHOT A LOAD IN HER MOUTH
AND MADE HER OVARIES RATTLE

ONCE WAS A MAN FROM ASTAIR

WHO WAS SCREWING HIS GIRL ON THE STAIR
THE BANISTER BROKE HE REDOUPLE HIS STROKE
AND POLISHED HER OFF IN MID AIR

. ONCE WAS A FELLOW FROM BOMBAY
WHO SCREWED HIS GIRL IN A SLEIGN
HIS BALLS GREW FRIGID

HIS COCK SO RIGID
St THAT ALL THAT CAME OUT WAS 1~RAPI’h

.
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~JUST RIGIHT FOR KEYHOLES

VERY FINE SONG

THERE ONCE WAS A GIRL FROM MADRASS
WHO HAD A MOST WONDERFUL ASS

NOT ROSY AND PINK, AS YOU NIGHT THINK
TWAS GREY, HAD EARS, AND ATE GRASS. .

THERE ONCE WAS A GIRL NAMED ARDEN

WHO SUCKED OFF A GUY IN THE GARDEN

WHEN ASKED TO CONFIRM WHAT SHE DID WITH THE SPERM
HER REPLY WAS? GULP! BEG PARDON?

THERE ONCE WAS A GIRL FROM SYDNEY

WHO COULD TAKE IT CLEAR UP TO HER KIDNEY

THEN A MAN FROM QUEBECK, SHOVED IT UP TO HER NECK
CHRIST! HE HAD A BIG ONE DID' NT HE |

THERE ONCE WAS A NAMED KELLY

WIHO TRIED TO LAY BELLY TO BELLY

IN HIS EM OTIONAIL HASTE, HE SHOT LIBRARY PASTE
INSTEAD OF PETROLIUM JELLY

THERE WAS A YOUNG LADY FROM RANSOM - ’

WHO WAS RAVISHED 4 TIMES IN A HANSON ~

WHEN SHE CRIEI OUT 1*OR MORE, A WEAK VOICE FROM THE FLOOR
CRIED ”MY NAME’S SIMPSON NOT SAMPSON !

’

‘“there onee .
THERE ONCE WAS A MAN FROM BIZOR
WIHOSE DICK WAS AN INCH AND NO MORE

'AND LITTLE GIRLES PEEHOLES
BUT NOT WORTH A DAMN TO A WHORE

WHILE TISHIN WAS MIXING ROSE MATIER

HIS MODEL POSED NUDE ON A LADDER

HER POSITION TO TISHIN SUGGESTED COITION
SO HE CLIMBED UP THE LADDER AND HAD HER

THERE WAS A YOUNG MAN WITH A MERNIA"

WHO SAID TO HIS? SURGEON GOD DURN YA L.
WHEN CARV]NG MY MIDDLE A
BE SURE Y YON'T FIDDLE ' \

WITH MATTERS THAT DO NOT CONCERN YA




THLE IRISH WASHERWOMAN

MCGINNIS IS DEAD AND MCARDI DON’T KNOW IT.
MCARDI # 7 y 7  MCGINNIS DON’T KNOW IT.
BOTH OF THE DEAD IN THE VERY SAME BED

AND NIETHER ON KNOWS THE OTHER IS DEAD

- s

THE HIGHER THE MOUNTAIN THE COLDER THE WEATHER
THE YOUNGER THE CHICK THE SHOTER THE FEATHER'
THE OLDER THE MAIDEN THE TIGHTER THE SKIN

THE SHORTER THE PEDKER THE. QUICKER ITS IN

LADYS AND GENTLEMEN FORM IN A RING
LADYS GRAB HOLD OF THE GENTLEMANS THING
FIRST LADY STOOP THE SECOND ONE PASS
THIRD LADY KISS IS THLE FORTH LADYS ASS

CATS ON THE ROOI TOPS ,

(ClHORUS)

CATS ON THE ROOF TOPS, CATS ON'THE "TILES.
CATS WITH THE SYPHLIS, GONOREA AND PILES
CATS WITH THIER ASS-HOLES WREATHED IN SMILES. i
AS WE REVEL.IN THE JOYS OF COPULATION ‘

’gﬁ

HIPPOTIMOUS SO 1T SELEMS , (
VERY SELDOM HAS WET DREAMS -
BUT WHEN HE DOES HE COMES IN SlRl',AMb

AS WL ETC.

(CHORUS)

DOWN IN THE PAMPUS ‘ ‘.
IN THE GRASS

MAMMA ARMIDILLAHASA IRON BOUND ASS

BUT PAPA ARMIDILLA HAS A PRICK OF BRASS. -~
AS WE ETC. ‘

A

{CHORUS)

WAY DOWN SOUTH

WHERE TIHE ALIGATORS ROAR.

THERE ISN’T SUCH A THING AS AN ALIGATOR WHORE
BECAUSE ALL THE ALIGATORS ARE TO SORE.

AS WE ETC.

(CHORUS) -

NOW THE I#NKEY

ON TIE COMMON I§ A JUNNIE OLD BLOKE ‘
HE VERY VERY SELDOM GETS HIS POKE .
BUT WHEN HE DOES, HE LETS IT SOAK

AS WE ETC. _ ‘

9
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BRINDE OF KEIRAMOOR

{

A’ all, A’ ball, A’ Dall, for the bride of Keiramoor,
. When four and twenty maidens came a tripping through the moor.
{ Preacher Jones he was there and surprised to see,

Four and twentv maiden heads a hanging on a tree,

The village smithy he wns there, he was a mighty man,
With muscled knockers between his legs that jangled when he ran.

The chimney sweep he was Black from head to fout
And every time he fucked a lass he filled her full of svot.

SITTING DOWN IN FRONT

Mrs., Murphy she was there, :
A wreath of roses round, her neck a carrott up her cunt,

Farmer Brown he was there, to see what they were at,
Forty acres of his wheat was fairly fucking flat,

/o ™S R

The maid was in the pantry, explaing to the groom,
The vaginia not the rectum, is the entrance to the womb

e

o There was fucking in the parlor, fucking on the stair,
L ‘ You could’ t see the carpet for the mts and curly hair

[ 22
.

There was fucking in the haystack, fucking in the ricks,
You couldn’ t hear the music for the swishing of the pricks,

Bells to your pardner, balls to the wall,
If ym don’ t get fucked on Ssmlr(lay m;,,ht. you! 11 never get fucked at all,

;;

g First lady forward, recond lady pnh't,

4 Forth ladies finger up the third ladies ass.
Now old Doc Chattin he was there with his little bag of tricks,
And after all the fucking he sterilized the pricks,
And when the ball was over, they all went home to rest,

- They said that they liked Mu, music, hut they llkcd the fucking hest,

CHORUS ' . : .

Singing Hye do you last night—ITye do you New,
The lad who Ha you last night, Kin I Ha Yo N\l

. MRS JOHNSON SHE WAS THERE ALONG WITH ALL THE REST .
" A FEEDING ALL THE BABIES OFF HER DOUBLE BARRELLED BREASTS

NOW PAPY HARPER HER WAS THERE A WALKIN THRU THE HALLS
WIPING ALL THE SHIT AND SWEAT FROM OFF HIS BLOODY BALIS

- SOV e et b s s
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MALTA CONVOY

The first place we stopped at was Malta, Malta,
Where the Women wouldn’ t fuck but they oughta
Ten dollars we pay

For a bang-up each way

And a tunc on a Spanish guitar

Si“gy
Boom chick-n-chick
Fuck a little pig sideways
Mush-muwh
- Fuck atick
Sing,
- Boom chick-a-chick
Fuck a little pig sideways
Ten dollars we pay
Tor & bang up each way
And a tune on a Spanish,guitar

The next place we stopped at was Hong-Kong, Hong-Kong,
Where the women used bellicks for a ping-pmgs

Ten dollars we pay

For a ban-up each way

And a tune on & Spanish guitar

.

Cho,

How the next place we stopped at was Tobruk, Tobruk
Where the women wouldn’ ¢ furk It they would suck
Ton dollars we pay

For a bang-up each way

And a tune on a Spanish guitar

Cho,




THE OLD MONK

Now there was an old monk of greet renoun
} There wag an old monk of great renoun
There was an old monk of great renoun
) And he fucked and he fucked all the women in town

The old sod \

The dirty old bastard

The bugger deserves to dic

The bugger deserves to die
Shhhhh............
3 . Fuck him!

\

His brother monks looked down in shame
.o k. His brother monks looked down in shame

L L i His brother monks looked down in shame
But he kept on fuckin? ?em just, the same
The old .... cte.

*®
&
L33

i They buried a whore beneath the grass
L They buried a whore heneath the grass
They buried a whore beneath the grass

. But the ‘monk dug her up and buggered her ass
L‘ The old .......... ete )

His brother monks grew tired of hix frolies
'y * His brother monks grew tired of his frolies
Hix brother monks grew tired of his frolics
S So they lifted his cassock and cut of f his ballicks
The old............ ete,

L ddn

And now he’s dead and gone to hell
And now he’s dead and gone to hell
And now he’s dead and goe to hell
. But now he hnggers the devil as well
" The old..... .....ete,

- |
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SALVATION AKMY

What is it the Salvation Army runs down ?

_ Boozing, jolly well boozing

They stand on street conners, they sing and they shout
They talk about things they know fuck-all about

But where do you find them when lights are all out?
Boozing, jolly well hoozing.

Oh, we’re boozers all and we’ re singing as we go

To the promised land where the beer and whiskey flow
Oh, we’re boozer all you can tell ¢8 by our nose

We belong to the Selvation Army. -

Would you go, would you go? .

If a man came up to you and said hello, hello, hello

Now you’re looking mighty queer

Would you go a glass of heer

Jesus Chriat I’ ve asked you twice now would you go, go, go?

My bloody oath T would -
Deedliedie, de die de  die

A YOUNG AVIATOR

A young aviator lay dying

At the end of a bright aummer day ’
His comrades gathered sround him =

To carry the fragments away

He spit out a valve and a gasket

As he stirred in the sump where he lay
And to his wondering comrades

Those brave dying words he did say:

" Take the cotter pin out of my kidney
Take the con-rods out of my brain

Take the crankshaft out of my liver
And- assemble the englne again

7 Stand by your glasses steady

For the world is a world of lies
Here’s a toast to the dead already
Hooray for the next man to diel”

.
\
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~ And the silly sod fell dead
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SAMMY HALL

|

Now my name is Sammy Hall, Sammy Hall

My name is Sammy Hall, Sammy Hall

Ch, my name is Sammy Hall, and I’ve only got one ball
But it’s better than fuck all

Damn his eyes
Blast his sonl |
Fuoking shit
One two three
ASSHOLE !

2.

" Now they say I killed a man, killed a man

They ry I killed a man, killed a man

Ch, T hit him on the head with a bloody great piece of lead
Damn hix sves *

Blast hir soul

Fucking Shit

One two three

ASSHOLE!

3.

And now [ am in quad, am in gud

And now I am in quod, am in quad

And now T am in quod, and the warden is a sod
And his brother is another

Damn his eyes,

Blast his soul

IFucking shit

One two three

ASSHOLE !

4.

Now they say I°ve got to swing, got to swing -

Oh, they szy I’ ve got to swing, got to swing .
Oh, they say I’ve got to swing by a bloody great plece of string
Isn’ t that o fucking thing?

Damn his eyes

Blast his soul

Ifucking shit

One two three

ASSHOLE
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OLLD MITHER RILEY

Old Mither Riley she woke up one might

8he eaid faith and be glory I must have a shite

I can’t lie herc fartin’, it must come o pass

So she ups with the window and hoists out her ass

It was !
~ BROWN, BROWN, DIRTY OLD BROWN

A Certain ymwg copper was pamdin? his eat
You conld tell it was him by the sound of his fect
When all of a sudden he lovks up in the sky
And a dirty brown turd bit him right in the cye

It was
BROWN, BROWN, DIRTY OLD BROWN

This certain young copper he cursed and he wore
And he ealled Mither Riley a dirty old whore
By Lpndbn Bridge you can still see him sit

With a sign hanging over him 7 Blinded by shit »

It was

BROWN, BROWN, DIRTY OLD BROWN .

[
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BANG IT INTO LULU

Some girls work in factorion
Some girls work in stores

My girl works in a knockin? shop
With forty other whores

Cho.

Bang it into Lulu
Bang it good and strong

What? 11 we do for a gond blow thru

When Ludu? s dead and gone?

Wish I was a pisspot

Under Lulu’s bed

Every time she gtooped to e
1'd see her maiden head

* Cho.

Wish I was a finger

On Lulu’s little hand
Every time she wiped her ass
I'd see the promised land

Lulu had a beby

She had it on a rock

She couldn’t eall it Lulu
Cause the bastard hed a cock

Lulu had a baby

She named it Sonny Jim
She threw it in the pisspot
To teach it how to swim

Last time T saw Lulu

I hsven?’t seen her sines

She was suckin’ of f a nigger
Thru a barbed wire fcnee

3




e

L —y

o o

i

SALOMEY

Down our street we had a merry perty
Everylody there was oh 80 hale and hearty
Talk about a treat '

We had fuck-all to eat
And we all got drunk at the boozer down the strect

There was old Mither Riley, fair fucked up *
Fut her in the coller with the old Lull pup
Little Sonny Jim
Tryin’ to get it in
With his asshole winkin’ at the moonbeans
Salomey, Salomey ’
That *'s my gal Salomey
Standin’ there with her asshole bare
Every little wriggle makes the boys all stare

Qo--drive it

And glide it

Right up her fucking chute

She’s a great fat cow twice the size of me
Hairs on her belly like the branches on a tree

She can......
Run- junp-fight-f uck-wheel-a-barrow
drive-a-truck-skin-a-rabbit-{ uck-a-duck

That’ s my grﬂ Salomey

On Monday night she takes it up the erack
Tuesday night she halls in all the slack
Wednesday night she hat a little spell’
Thursday night she fucks like hell
On Friday she takes it up the nose
In between the fingers and dowm be
On Saturday night she dishes out gambs
_And she goes to church on Sunday ’

tween tho tves

Jesus wants her for a sanbeam
And a fucking fine sunbeam she? 11 Le!

G
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RED ROUNDLES IN THE SUNSET

On a farm neat Yokohanis, As a slant eyed mother cries,
Bewails the fate of her seven sons, that found denth in the skies

* Ahd as she moans her sad lament, she rays a futile prayer, -

Sne burns some futile incense, aud tears some futile hair.

For who will milk the slant eyed cows when comes the day of grare,
And who will feed the slant eyed ducks, and save the slant eyed face,
Her lean and famished fingers held, a megrage edged in black

A message telling her, that her sons would not be back.

Oh Shato was the eldest, to be none to wike,

He never saw the fifties, that closed his slant cyes,

Yomana was the pext in line, he was slender, enger, Wary,

A Thunderbolt flight came from the right, t’ was. the same as Hari Kari.

The third in line was Kluso, a fine fat rice fed lad,

He flew right through some tracers, the results were very .
Born fourth to ma Hokiya, was short but Shoto,

He misgudged the Jugs ability to gage tht proper lendo

He was strafing little children when a thunder jug struck his zero,

Come we now to stout Shimetothe bravest of the elan,

This youngest son but a staumcher one never eame from old Japan,
This warrior of the Shinto Shrine was fired with one ambition,
To liquidate the ones who cawsed his brothers demolition.

And sk he flew his courage grew for he was a stout hearted buster,

While strafing a dock he hung his jock, so we’ 1l give him the mmtard ('l\lbt(‘l‘
Let’s drink up our beers and give three cheers, for the Nammo?’s who wouldn ¢ Tun,
The got no fame—Just died in vain for the land of the rising sun.
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1 ) O’REILLY’S BAR-ceeeruene .

As I was sittin’ in O’ Reilly ’ s bar, listenin to the tales of -
blowd and slaughter,

z‘ ‘ Suddenly a thought came to my mind, Whyn’t T shag O’ Reilly’s
daughter
' Fiddle le I ee, fiddle le I O, fiddle e I E for the one ‘ball Reilly,
I - Rig a dig dig jib:bn"ﬂ and all, rub a dub dub shag on.

I grabbed that she bitch by the tits. then ] threw my left leg over,
.Shagged and shagged and shagged some more, shagged untill the fun was over,

2

Chorus .
- 1]

There came a kuock upon the door and who eould it be but her Guddam

) father
Two horse pistols by hix side lookin? for the guy who shagged his
: daughter, .
ks .
 : Chorus
I grabbed that bastard by the bally shoved his hend in a pail of water, ,
E Rammed these postols up his ass a damn sight farther than I shagged his .
& i danghter.
Chorus . i
¥
&

As T go walking down the strect, the people shout every corner,
There? s that no god son of g biteh the muy who shagged O Reilly? s
dsughter. ' :

Chorus

.......................

m e

.
~
~
S~
~
~.
~
~
S~
S~
~
;

) e Eyes right, asshole’s tight, foreskins to the front
i - We're the boys who make no noise, we’re always chasing cunt,

, s We are the fliers of the night, we would rather fuck than fight,
- L ' - We are the fourskin fushelieves ’
. : Ceraesereaees [1111111]]wwmvensone.
| Don’t hurn the shit house down, times are so fucking hard,
" Don’t burn the shit house down Or I'11 have to shit in the yard.
. Don’t burn the shit hmre down, we are so f ucking poor,
L Don?t burn the shit house down, we we?’ LL have to i
. Shit ont the flwor, .
y
L
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MY GIKI.’S A CORKER

That’s where my money goos

To buy my baby cluthes

I buy her everything

To keep her in style

She wears my coveralls

I stand and freeze my Ialls

Hey boys that’s where my money goes

CHORUS:

Ting a ling a ling ling

Blow it out your ass

Ting a ling a ling ling

Blow it out your ass

Ting a ling a ling ling

Blow it ot your ass

Better days are coming by and by

- My gal’s a corker

She?s o New Yorker
I buy her everything
To keep ‘her in style
She?s got g hairy cunt

Just like an elephant

Hey boys, that?s where my moncy goes
(Chorus

My gal’ s a corker

She?’s a New Yorker

I buy her everything

To keep her in style
She? s got a pair or tits
Just like two boxing mitts

Hey boys, that’s where my money goes

(Chorus)

My gal’s o eorker

She?’s a New Yorker

I buy her everything

To keep her in style

She’s got a pair of legs

Just like two whiskey kegs

Hey boys that’« where my money goes

{ Chorus )

My girl ’s a corker
She’s a New Yorker

I buy her everything

To keep  her in style
She wears silk underwear
I wear my G.I. pair -
Hey boys, that’s where my mmwy goes

((_,Imrun)

leuay < i
HUMORESQUE . N
. x \.
Passengers will please refrain .
From flushing toilet while the train .-

Is standing at the station; I love you

As we go strolling thruu;,h the park

And gosing statues in the dark

If Shermans horse can take it, why can’ ¢ you?

You’re the guy that did the pushing
Put the wet spots on the cushion
Fmtprintﬂ on the dash board upside down
Ever since you mot my daughter

She’s had trouble passing water

Wish that you hadl never come to town,

SATURDAY NIGHT

Please o to me what you did to Marie
Last Saturday night, Saturday night
I know twas real, cause 1 heard Marie squeal
Last Saturday night, Saturday night
Now I don’t know what you two were doing
But pst have been more than billin?

and coning
Lo please do to me what v did to Marie
On the davenport Snturd:w nght

[
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FOUR PROMINENT BASTARDS ARE WE

THE BANKER _ BY OGDEN NASH

1’ m an autocratic figure in these Democratic States
I’'m a dandy demomstration of hereditary traits.
As the children of the baker bake the most delicious bLreads
As the sons of Casanova fill the most exclusive beds,
As the Barrymores, the Roosevelts and the other T could name
Inherited the talents that perpetuate their fame,

=l

i My peition in the struture of society T owe .
L ’ To the qualities my parents hequeathed me long ago,
i B . My pappy was a gentleman and musieal to boot,
e W e used to play pisno in a house of 1'11 repute.

The madam was a laly and a eredit to her ult,

She enjoved my pappys playing, and T was the result.
Soomy mammy and my pappy are the ones T have to thank,
That 1’ m chairman of the bmrd of the National City Bank

THE BROKER

‘ In'a cozy littl farm house, in a coy little dell]

A dear old fachioned farmer and nis daughter wed to dwell,
She was pretty, she was charming, she was tender, she was mild,
And her sympathy was such that she was frequently with ehild,
The year hey hospitality attained a record high,

She Iecame the happy mammy of an infant, thet was T.
Whenever she was gloomy I could always make her grin,

By childishyl inquiring who my pappy might have heen.

The hired man was favored by the firls in mommys set,

That he might have been my pappy was even money bet,

But such were mammys morals and sueh was her alure,

That even Roger Balson wasn 't altogether sure,

Well, T took my memmys morals and I took my pappys crust,
And grew to be the founder of a big investment trust.

THE SENATOR

On a lousy county chain gang on a dusty sothern road,
My late lnmented daddy mede his permanent abude,
Now some were there for stealing, but daddys only f ault
Was an overwhelming weakness for original assault.
Hir philosophy was simple and frec from moral tape,
Sedwe tion s for sissies, a he man wants his rape.
Daddys fotal list of victims was embarrassingly rich, .

C - And the one of them was mammy, he eould never tell me which, v
Well, T don?t go to college, bt T got me a degree,
I recon? 17 m the model of o perfect SOS.
I’ m a eradit to my comtry and s eredit to my dad,
The nuwt cxpmmi\'c Cenator the country ever had, ) B
I remember dacddys warning that raping was a crime,
Unless you rape the voters s million at a time,

’ AND I .

1w oan orduney Figaen off thes demoeratice slatonr,
A pathietic demonstration of horeditary traits,
As the children of the cops posses the flattest feet,
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(CONTINUED) - . | :

v

As the daughter of a flowsie has » wiggle in her seat,

My pusition at the bottom of socicty T owe

To the qualities my parents bequeathed me long ago.

My father was a married man and what is even more,

He was married to my mother, a fact that I deplore -
I was born in holly wedlock, connsequently by and by

I was socked by every bastard with plunder in his eye.

I invested, I deposited, I voted every fall,

And if I saved a penny, the bastards tok it all,

At least [’ ve learned my lesson and am on the proper track,
I’m a self -appuinted bastard and I’m out to get it back,

IS,
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71; SKUNK

Y

.1 HUNT ZI BEAR, I HUNT ZE MOOSE
SOMETIME T HUNT ZE RAT
BUT YESTERDAY I'M TAKE MINE HAX
TO HHUNT ZE SKUNK POLE CAT
NOW MY JOE HE SAYS GOOD FUR ‘ ,
SOMETIMES SHE’S GOOD TO EAT ) <
I TELL MINE VIFE GET NEW FUR COAT -
AT SAME TIME GET SOME MEAT
I VALK 4, 5, 6, DOZEN MILES
VEN I SMELL AN AWFUL SMELL
I'M TINK MAYBE SKUNK SHE’S DIE
AND FUR COAT GO TO HELL
, ~ BUT BY AND BY I'M SPY THAT SKUNK
T ALL SIT BY ONE BIG TREE
: I’M SNEAK UP WEARY, WEARY, CWOSE
S [’M TINK SHES NO SEE ME
‘>< AND WHEN ['M WEARY, WEARY CWOSE
N

]

sz

Fe 4

3
%
oo

I1'M RAISE MINE HAX UP HIGH
WHEN SCOCKS, BLOW, THAT GOD DAMN
i SKUNK
, THRAWS SOMETHING IN MINE EYE
I'M STAGGER ROUND AND ROUND AND AROUND d
I’ M.BLIND I NO CAN SEE
I'M STRAGGER ROUND AND AROUND SOME MORE
AND BUMPS IN GOD DAMN TREE
AND BY AND BY I’'M DROP MINE HAX
AND HIT OUT FOR THE SHACK
I'M TINK ABOUT A MILLION SKUNKS
IIAVE CLIMB UPON MY BACK
~ AND VEN MINE VIFE SHE SEES ME COME
ON ME SHE SICKS ZE DOYS '
SHE SAYS ” NO SLEEP IN HOUSE TONITE
GO OUT AND SLEEP MIT HOGS
VEN I GET OUT TO PIG PEN WHAT
- YOU TINK :
' “ZE GOD DAMN I1OGS NO STAND FOR THAT
BECAUSE OF AWFUI. STINK ”
NO MORE I HUNT ZE SKUNK -
FOR ZE FUR OR ZE MEAT :
CAUSE IF HIS PISS DONE SMELL SO BAD
JESUS CHRIST! WHAT IF HE SHEET

|
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THEE OLD MANS LEMENT ’ ,

SRR
,-

NOW 1’'M OL.D AND FEELBE

MY PILOT LIGIIT IS OUT

WIHAT USED TO BIL MY SIEX Al’l’h;\L .
IS NOW MY WATER SrouTr ’

I USED TO BY EMBARRASED A ' .
TO MAKE THE THING BEHAVE :
FOR EVERY SINGLE MORNING

IT WOULD STAND AND WATCH ME SHAVE

]
1

BUT NOW I'M GROWING OLDER

AND IT SURE GIVES ME THE BLUES .
TO HAVE THE THING HANG DOWN MY LEG
AND WATCH ME SHINE MY SHOES.

DO YOU KNOW YOUR WHISKY

IO s e e 1 8

-

OLD MR. BOSTIN TOLD JOHNNIE WALKER THAT HE SAW PAUL JONES

TAKE VIRGINIA DARE DOWN BY COBBS CREEK ON THE THREE RIVERS
BEHING THE OLD CRAB ORCHARD AND FOR A SILVER DOLLAR SHE SAID

SHE WOUILD BOTTOMS UP. HE THEN TICKELED HER FOUR ROSES WITH

HIS OLD DRUM, GAVE IER A SIHOT OF CREAM OF KENTUCKY, AND THAT MY
FRIENDS, STARTED TIII; WILKIN’S FAMILY.

|

TOASTS

HERES TO WOMAN, THE HHUMAN VINE

THAT BUDS EACH MONTH AND BILLOOMS EACH NINE
THE ONLY THING THIS SIDP OF HELL

THAT GETS THE GOOD OF THE NUT

WITHOUT CRACKING THE SHELL

HERES TO MAG. THAT DIRTY OLD HAG
THAT DIRTY OLD SLIMY SLUT

BETWEEN HER TOES, GREEN MOSS GROWS
ANDMAGETS CRAWL FRON HER BUTT
BEFORE I'D CLIMB THAT SKINNY FRAME
AND SUCK THOUGHS FESTERED TITS

I1'D DRING A GALON OF BUZZARDS PUKE
A}\ID DIE OF THE DRIZZELING SHITS
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JACK OFF JAKE . ' : L \ \
Jack off Jake the pool room snake . . : ' o\ >
Fucked his way north from Duluth ’ . , N
Both balls were gone and the blue of his john N

Was caused by a whore named Ruth

He followed that Slut by the stink of her butt
To a cabin lbeth cold and glum '

He knocked on the door, and shit on the floor
Till a viice within said 7 come ”

So he upened the door and strode cross the floor

And a hand ripped open his fly

Shg knew she was sucking, he thought she was fucking
So now it was come or die - '

R

So he died like a rat with his ears pinned back
And hix prick sucked dry as a lbone

And they buried his clay on Cow Shit Bay
Twelve thousand miles from home,

i

. LRP. . \ . .
A e bt oy b v e o ——ey oo g e yn Semis e e S fre e 2 v e e vy
. -
. o

! ‘ v




l
l

P
¥

il

™ £

L

N b

THEE SCHOOL TEACHERS LAMENT

~
-

OLD LOU WAS SCHOOL TEACHER TILL. SHE WENT OUT WEST

WHERE SHE TOOK UP SOCIAL INTERCOARSE BECAUSE SHE LIKED IT BEST
SHE FUCKED FOR FUN AND SHE FUCKED FOR KEEPS. : 3
AND SHE PILED HER VICTIMS UP IN HEAPS. .

- NOW THERE WAS A BET AROUND THE TOWN.

T’WANT NO ONE COUILD FUCK OLD I.OU’S ASS DOWN . B
WHEN DOWN FROM THE HILILS CAME PISS POT PETE. . 14

- WAY UP FROM WHERE THE WATERS LEAP.

WITH SNAUGHT ON HIS BEARD AND SHIT ON HIS FEET.

NOW PETE WARN’'T SHORT AND HE WARN'’T TALL.

BUT THAT HALF BREED BASTARD FOOLED US ALL. -

WHEN HE FLUNG HIS MEAT UPON THE BAR.

MAN IT STRETCHED FROM THAR ... ... TO THAR.

NOW WE DESCIDED TO HEVE THIS MILL.

OUT BY THE SHIT HOUSE ON THE HILT.. C o

WHERE PEOPLE COULD COME FROM MILES AROUND. . , kP-4
TO WATCH PETE LAY HER ON THE GROUND o
THE MAYOR WAS THERE FROM THE COUNTY SEAT. '

TO WATCII THAT HALF BREED SINK HIS MEAT.

UPON LOU’S FACE THERE WAS A GRIN.

" AS YARD BY YARD PETIEE REALED IT IN.

AT FIRST THEY WENT AT IT LIKE A BREEZE
WHISTELING GENTLY THROUGH THE CYPHRICE TREES

THEN THEY WENT AT IT WITH ALL THIER WILL - .
AND  FUCKED THE GRASS OFF HALF THE HILL . .
BUSHES WERE BENT AND SAPLINGS BROKE. : J

BUT OLD LOJ ME[ HIM STROKE FOR STROKE.

NOW OLD LOU TRIED SHUNTS AND SHE TRIED BUNTS.
AND TRICKS UNKNOWN TO COMON CUNTS.

SHE EVEN TRIED A ONE AND A HALF DOUBLE FLOP. -
BUT OLD PETE HE STILIL COME OUT ON TOP.

'THE SUN WAS SETTING OR’ER THE SLUTH

WHEN OLD LLOU FIRED IER LAST SALUTE
SHE FIRED IT LONG AND SHE FIRED IT HOT.
BUL OLD PiiTis HAD HER NAILED TO THE SPOT. i
THE GROUND WAS TORN FOR MILES AROUND

WHERE OLD LOU’S ASS HAD DRAGGED TIHE GROUND

BUT SHE DIED GAME, SO' THEY DO TELL. |
SHE 1IAD ITER BOOTS ON WHEN SHIE FELL. | ‘
SO WIIAT TIE HELL BOYS WHAT THE HELL. |

s — '
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