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From ancient times it has been ths custom of men in unifomm to
; memorize and pass on marching songs, drinking songs, camping songs,
many different kinds of songs to amuss and entertain. The fact that
some of the lyrics of these songs might rerhaps be termed slightly
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; off colour 1is merely coincidentel and reaily of no importance.
Too frequently the words of these songs beccae forgotten from
; lack of use by the happy warriors returned to civilizn occupations,
i vhich leaves a chapter of their lives incomplete. :
3 It is only to f£ill the need due to such lapses of memory that
] the words of a few of the songs have been recorded herein, They are
; a part of history and history demands accurate record in the interests:

b of posterity, It goes without saying that posterizy will be vitally
interested in these, the folk songs of cur timss.

SN

INDEX

, | . page
A - Airman's Lamenlt csesesccccscncacsossscransan
AbySSinian Cafﬂp&ign Sesectsgosansss R Teiined 16

e st

B Bastard King of England ocu;o--oo4¢tesco“‘¢' 13
Ball o'Kirriemuir sicesecrsecesvccnsacananas

l‘i Bollocky Bill the S3ilOor seveseccsconcscvess 3

L : Burial Of Sir John lMoore seosravsssersenseac 8

: ' C Cats on the ROOFLOPS weveewconacscncasaanans 12
; Caviar €S O PR S PEPFCEAL LEOE 2848 0CE P GELE P8BS OCERTSE 15
Chandler!s BOy GsscrrsIrererssEersTs O TS QU 2

% D DOg'S ParliamGn e c et IS I eI resPIsC LT R CETE D ® 15

Fat})er's Grave éi(l.lll‘.’lf.lll‘..‘.ﬂ‘l‘..lﬁ2
!
GOOd Ship v'enus‘f Otiiono:sc'.o.)'o‘l!ua&“l...1!;

H
i

HC_V‘-' the I’i'oney ROD.S In CPlEtocarIt B O ABOIERGS 5

(o> IS

o]

3 I Indian HMaid Sesesrserrtrcsreccitetecansoncac 8
4 N In I’Iobile ,.".‘...‘.‘.‘."'..‘...."‘.""‘.‘ J‘o
K Kafuselum € EEL L N EEEOPEITEGCLELEOESNECELBED ovh
L Ii&l‘ﬁcnt QO €8P 8 55 LERT OO PIEOIESEOENELISTIERT S0 el 13

N I'-IIA'A‘F.I. Gir}- Cees s srea b taorstre It eSS 8 ‘
New TypiSt B eeens sbes bslsEB L st L O ML TN ll l

0 ' Oh: JObl’ﬁ”xy B EE6 L B0 IC T SLEEBUETOEGELE At Soart A 10
O}d Fam,’er e B S0 COe E68T EBE LR ECEILESAE QL OC 0L OO 9

L R g W LD

3 Old E:’O!—!k e9 ¢ B SO e EiE o vl ¢t isqevecacse 9

) I

] ? Passengers will lease Fefraln sevcezceneeree L |
R Rfim O' DEI‘b}"ShiI‘e 6 ¢ e $ 4B 5284 P AT OGO ASN 16

-
RERGY)OGI‘ RSP FSes 00058 4¢RrdrLGtret ®sgLosnosrr 12

-
RBoll e Over Ceerertsas Lt ererLOCr AG S LOGeE

S SELCIME eceeorvssrssocsosencspastasctrtavensoni

o

Sister Lily P e BIsI e N SP LA PRI OEIANDE I EE BD

o L .
Dp:')l)l& f}!’llle YR R N RN EE N E AN AT REA R R RN PN NN ]

T T.r.’rfi‘s Old I)adies 8601 €10 s CogoacIPeeRneBET L0

Tim is Ha Yi )
1 1M6S 1.8 1i&al PN sancp el SEP RS YTRIC AP E R PO ar S

2 D T el Ve 3 0 B 2 o R ey §
=\ oo =\

A2 %




e

Tl g S L

I PLTY oot

*

Py

X . o - - Lo .
- w‘,;'{ s SRR TP e L IR TR, Sab I I P 0

P

R p

e

My

Now-+this

Chorué o

Now this
Now this
Now this

Chorus

Now this -

Chorus
Now this
Chorus

Now this

Chorus

Now this
Chorus
Now this
Chorus
Now this

Chorus
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ROLL ME CVIR
number one and tha song has just hegun,
Réll me over,flay me down, and do it again,”
Roll me over, in the clover,

Roll me over, lay me down, and do it again.

number two, and he's got me in a stew,
number three, and his hand 1s on my knee, -

number four, and he's got me on the floor,

number five, and his hand is on my thigh, -
number six, and he's got me in a fix,

number seven, and it's just like teing in heaven,.

number eight,and the Doctort's at the gate,
number nine, and the twins are doing Tine,

number ten, and he'ts started once again,
i 5
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To the tune of Humoresque

Passengers will please refrain

From passing water while the train

Is standing in the station, yes indeed.
While the train is in the station

e encourage constipation

A little self-comtrol is what we need,

If you really must pass water,

Please infrrm the station perter,

Who will place a vessel in the vestibule.
“hile the train is in the station,

Ve encourage ccenstipation,

That is why ¥we bave tc make this rule.,
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FATHER'S GRAVE

, They're dlgglnv up rather's grave to build a sewer,
They 're moving it regardless -of -expense,
“They're shifting his remains, .

To put in ten inch drains,
To take away the shit from residents.’
Gor Blimey
What!s the use of having a religion, -
If when you die your troubles never cease,
A1) because Some big nosed twit, B
Want's a pipe line for his shlt :
Why won't they let the poor gwy rpst in peane.
Gor Blimey
But Father all his life was never a quitter,
I don't suppose he'll be a quitter now.
And when the job's complete
le'1ll haunt the shit house seat,
And only let them shit when he'll allow.
- Gor bllmey
Uon’t there be some fucking ConSuanthn,
and won't those bkeeding toffs just rant and rave,
But death to those who serve ~ ‘
For having the bleedin' nerve,
To muck about with a Britisb workman's grave.

THE CHANDLER'S BOY
(tune - The lincolnshire Poacher)

The boy went into the Chandler's shOp,

Some matches for to buy,

He looked around, around he 1ooked,

But no one did he spy, .

He cried aloud, aloud he cried,

With voice to "akc the dead,

When he heard a kind of rat—a—tat~tat rlrht above his head, &
When he heard a kind of rat-a-tat-tat right above his head, |

Now this boy was of an inguiring mind,

So he quietly climbed the stairs,

And the door of the room was wide open,

And the Chandlerts wife was there.

The Chandler's wife was on the bed,

A man between her thighs,

And they were heving a rat-a-tat-tat right before his eyes,
And they were having a rat-a-tat-tat right before his eyes. |
Ohl Boy : Oh : Boy : my secret keep,

And for me tell a lie,

For if the Chandler should hear of this,

He'd bezt me till I cry,

And if you promice to be good,

I'11 always to be kind,

And you shall have a Yuat-—a—’te’c, tat whenever you feel inclined,

And you shall have a rat-a-tat-tat whencver ycu feel inclined.

The Chandler returned and entered the shop,

He quickly sm=lt a rat,

Seeing his wife all naked there ‘
Her hand upon ner twat, :
The Chandler's wife ran from the room,

Fxpecting the bey had fled,

But he was having a rat—a~tut~tut all by bhimself in bed,

But he was having a rat-s-tat-tat- all oy hlinzcdf in bed.
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THREE OLD LADTES

Chorus - 0 Dear What can the matter be,

Three old ladiecs locked in the lavatory,:
They were there from Monday to Saturday,‘
Nobody knew thcy ‘were there.

The first ladie's name was Elizabeth Porter,
She was the Bishop of Tichester'!s daughter,

.. Who went to get rid of some old v1rg1n water,
- And nobody knew she was thcre.'

Chorus

The second ladie'!'s name was Clizabeth Humphery,
Who went for a pee and could not get her bum free,
She said " Oh Dear this is really quite comfy
And nobody knew she was there.

Chorus

The third lady's name was Elizabeth Bender,

Who went to adjust a broken suspender,
And got it mixed up in her feminine gender,:
And nobody kiew she was there.

Chorus

== =00000- o e
BOLLOCKEY RTIILL TFE SAILOR

"Who's that knozking on my door,
Who's that knocking on my door,
Who's that knocklng on mg door ?" said the fair young maiden.

" Itfs only re from over the sea" said Bollocky Bill the Sailor.

(Contlnue , three times for each verse of the maiden, and once for
each of Bollocky B31l).

I‘Il;come dogn and let you in ~ Maiden
And %here amrI going to sleep tonight - Bill
You may sleep upon the mat | -~ Maiden
Oh, bugger the mat, I can't sleep on that | - Bill
You can sleep between my thighs ~ Maiden
What have you got between your thighs - Bi1l
I have got a pin-cushion ~ Yziden
And I've got a pin, and I'1l stick it in -~ Bill
And what if there should be a child -~ Maiden
Strangle the bastard as socn as it's born - Bill
But what about the Pclice Force _ ; Maiden
Bugger the Pclice anmd fuck the force - Bill
But if there should be an inquest - Maiden
Stuff the inguest yp your arcs. - 8111
Wnen chall I see you again - Maiden
Hever no mare, yim funking wvhars -~ RjilL
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THE ATRMAN'S LANENT ~—
‘ A Ammuu ! (( )g“o ‘p‘\\p
An airman told me before bhe died, \ /’ﬂa_ iﬁ% " i
(tnd Ive no reascn to think he lied) {9 , W/0~ ) §
That his wife had a cunt so wide, K (’( ‘
That she could never be satisfied. ' VQQM)

[

So he built for her a tool of steel,
Driven by a bloody great vwheel,
~ Balls of brass ne filled with cream,
And the whole fucking issue was driven by steam,

Round and round went the bloody great wheel,
k . Tn and out went the prick-of steel,

4 T?ill in estacy at last she cricd,

"Fnough, cnough, I'm satisfied".

Now we come to the bitter bit,
There was no means of stopping it,
_ And she was split from arse to tit, °
; _ “ﬁnd the whole fucking issue was covered in shit.
e es00000 == ==
, KAFAUSELUM :
In ancient days there Lived a jede,
A prostitute of low repute,
Vho drove a very thriving trade,
As Harlot of Jerusalm.

PP 1o
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Chorus : Hi, hi, Kafusalum, Yafuseclum,
Hi, hi, Kafuselum, the harlot of Jerusalem,.

Nearby there lived a bugger tall,
¥ho with his cock could shift a well,
And he had rogered nearly all,

The harlots of J erusalen.

DR R g et

One night returning from a sSpree,
With customary cock-stanh, be
Although he only had 2 d.
Accosted old Kafuselum.

Bk Ak SR MY AR

And then began some furious .fun,
He squirted like a gatling gun, .
And sowed the seed of many a S0,
Tnside old Kafuselum.

And then there came a picus wight,
A jesabite, a bloody shite
And tore apart with all his might,
The bugger and Kafuselum.

He cursed them by the bell and book,
With righteous rage he fairly shook,
And threw them both into the brook,
Of Kishon near Jerusalem

Up rose the bugger full of fight,
.nd seized the bloody Jeszbite,

; And rammed him up with all his might,
: The arschole of Kafuselum.

] That little harlot mew her part,

4 She closed her eyes and blew 2 fart,
Which blew that bloody Jesabite,

A mile above Jersulem.

At night when cats increase thcir race,
You see them there both face to flane,
Vithin thet bloody awfal place,

{¥.penna wrar Jerusalen.
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S . HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IN

My father's an apple-pie vendor,

My mother makes synthetic gin,

Ky sister walks out of an evening,
. And Gosh how the money rolls in,.

SNk e i i

My brother!s a keen missionary,

-+ Wot.saves poor young maidens from sin,

4 He'll save you a blonde for ten dollars,
1. - And Gosh how the monsy rolls in.

3 v 7 I'd an uncle who was a night watchmen,
3 Who spent all his nights in the pit,
He used to come home in the mornings,
And covered all over with shit.

One night it was dark and so stormy,
When uncle went down in the pit,

The wind went and blew out his candle,
And uncle fell down in the shit.

Poor uncle, he never recovered,

From his accident down in the pit,
His funeral takes place tomocrrow,
He'll be buried in six feet of shit,

y=== 00 € 00 ~=mm

SALOME

L aer

Down our street there was a merry party, p
Everybody there was all so gay and hearty,

, Talk about a tregt - we ate all the meat

3 And we drank all the beer from the boozer down the street
There was old uncle Joe, he was fair fucked up,

So we put him in the cellar with his old bull pup,

Little sonny Jim was trying to get it in,

/ith his arsehold winking at the moon,

N

Oh, Salome, Salome, that's my girl Salome,
Standing there with her arse all bare, :
Every little wiggle makes the boys all stare.
Oh! Slide it and glide it,

Right up her fucking chute,

Two brass balls and the shankers too,

And a foreskin full of shit.

Sdibind L

Shets a great big fat cow, tuice the size of me,

: Shets got hairs on her belly like the branches on 2 tree,
She can run, jump, fight, fuck,

Wheel a barrow, drive a truck,

That's my girl Salome.

; On monday night she takes it up her back,

3 On Tuesday night she hauls in all the slack,
On Vednescay night she fucks like hell,

: On Friday night, she takes it up her nose,

3 In between her fingers, down between her toes,
3 On Saturday night she dishes out gams,

b And she goes to church on sunday.

1 Jesus wants me for a sunbeam
And a fucking good sunheam am I,
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>hr. hac&udge the parson,

THE BALL OF KTRRIEMUIR

It was the ball, it was the ball,

A1l lying on the floor.
Singing who'll do it- this time, -

For the man who did it las+ time,
Camna do it noo._

Who!1l do it now, ’ %WL N\
R )

He went amoung the weemen,
He took puir Nellie on his knee,

And filled her full o'semen,

Puir wee Nellie she found out,
To her great consternation,

That she by some strange means or ither,

Was increasing his congregation.

_ The minister'!s wife, oh, she was there,.

She was the best of al,
She stuck her arse against the door,
And bade them come aeal,

The Minister's scivvy, she was there,
She was all dressed in blue,

They tied her to the barn door,

And bulled her like a coo,

The doctor's wife, oh, she was there,
she wasna very weel,

For she had to make her water,

In the middle of every reel, -

The butcher!s w1fe, oh, she was there,
She also wasna weel,

For she had to go and plddle,

After every little feel.

Jock MacGregor he was ubere,

All in a new ford truck

They asked him if he'd have a dram,
But he said het!'d rather fuck,

The Elders of the Kirk were there,

And they were shocked to see,
Four and twenty maidenheads,
All hanging from a tree.

The Session clerk, oh, he was there,
It was afucking shame,

He rode a lassie a' the nicht,

And wouldna see her hame.

Four and twenty virgins,
Sitting in a row,

Pulling at their pubic hairs,
And passing round the po.

The minister's daughter she was there,
All draped up to the fronmt,

Wit roses round her cute wee arse,
But thistles up her cunt.

The village idiot he was there,
Ye sure could count on that,

Amusin' himself bY abusin! himself,
And catchin' Luc drupe in his hat

S ——— PSR B RS ESAE SEEE it & el P L oSS TRCE T B St e el Nl T
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‘The ball of Kirriemuir, | 5& \r
Four and twenty palrs o'breeks, VJ§ \@, 4 /
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There was fuckin! in the hay-mous,

-And fuckin?! in the ricks,
~ You couldna hear the mustc for

The swishin'o' the pricks.

Four and twenty dairymaids, -
Lying out all bare, )
You couldna see the daisies, .
For the cunts and curly hair,.

The Church Precenter he was there,
He camc in trews and tartan,

They didna like the colour

For they said !'twas done by fartin?,

The farmer's son, oh, he was there,
And he was in the byre, :
Introducin' masturbation

Wit an Indian rubber tyre,-

Miss MacTaggart she was there,
She kept them all in fits,
By junping off ‘the mantle piece,
And landing on her tits..

The village bobby he was there,
He%ﬁ put on fancy socks,

He fucked a lassie fourty times,
And found she had the pox.

The teacher from the school was there,

She didna bring her stick, .

She wasna rmch to look at but

SheiSure could take the prick,
| 3

[T T

The village grocer he was there,
He bad amuscle stand,

He couldna get a woman so

He Worked it off by hand.

The;diary maid oh she was there,

‘Explaining to the groom,

That the virgina not the rectum
Is the entrance to the womb,

The village postman he was there,
He had a dose of pox,

He couldna find a woman so

He #orewad the letter box,

The village cripple he was there,
But wasna up to much,

He couldna get a good stand on,
So he shagged 'em wi! his crutch,e

And when the Ba! was over

The ladies all confessed,
They!'d all enjoyed the dancing
But the fuckin'! was the best,

We've said the Ba' was over,
It really is the end,

Vhen everybody is quite dry
And has no more to apond,

~-000000-~

o B G AU Y R M g e e o G Bk e P, QR S AR T P WY kg e S e 17 W P IR AT S T T £ G N S ey 8 5

AT e o % 4 gt



,M&&.‘-gwwww~-t~ B o SRR NI 0.V RN, YL S N S P TV ITSITRUPEL RS MESTITILCW av/sen, EIUGICUEISSENS-T - SRS S LT S

¥ . ’

-

|

THE BURTAL OF STR JOHN MOORE

"~ Not a soynd was heard -
But the bedstead shook
And the lady was somewhat flurried,
As between her legs my pesition I took,
And Sir John I silently burried.
No contraceptives encased his brow, .
Not in silk or elastic I bound him,
I thrust him in quite naked instead
With none but her fair cloak around him,
Short and sharp were the strokes I took,
Without a thought of retiring,
When suddenly my balls gave the hint,
Sir John was silently firing,
Slowly and sadly I drew him forth,
His head was all wet and gory,

- Who would have thought that a moment ago,
Sir John had stood up in his glory.

e 000 ~—

THE IMDIAN MATID
: (Tune~ Red Ving)

Oh, there once was an Indian maid,
Who wasn't.a bit afraid,

To lie on her back,

In the middle of a shack,

1 ' And let the cowboys,

{ Shove it up her cracke.

/ Tt wasn!t a great surprise,
To see her belly rise,

But out popped g nigger,

With a ring around his jigger,
And his arse tetween his eyesq
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THE SPHINX SMILE

The sexual urge of the camel,

Is stronger than most people think,

One night in sheer desperation,

Tt attempted to rape the Sphinx,

Now the Sphiix's most intimate passage,
Was blocked by the sands of the Nile,
Vhich accounts for the hump on the camel,
And the Sphimx!s inscrutable snile,

L ..
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] THE N.AAJF.I. GIRL
(Tune- Phil the fluter's ball)

.

1811 tell you the story of the WAFFI's Annual Ball,

I spied a Sqadron Leader standing there against the wall,
One arm around a NAFFI girl, the other on her breast,

He was trying to seduce her and hoping for the best.

He bent down and kissed Yer, the essence of gentility,
She snuggled to him closely and gave a little sigh,
She then undid her panties, the essence of civility,
Then pulled him to her quickly and gave the NAFFI cry.
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. THE OLD FARIER

There was an old farmsr who stoed on 2 rick
Shouting and swearing and waving nis --—
Fist at the sailors who sat on the rocks,
Teaching the children to play with their -~ = - -
Kites and marbles as in days of- yore. _ . .
. When along came a lady who. looked like a ——=-
Decent young lady, she walked 1like a duck,
She said she was teaching a new way to.
Educate her children to sew and to knit
While the boys in the farm yard were shovelliig the -——
_Contents of the stable, the muck and the mire '
The dirty old farmer was pulling his - —-
Horse from the stable to go to the hunt,
His wife in the boudoir was powdering her -—--
nose and arranging her vanity box, '
And taking precautions to ward off the —-—
Gout and rheumatics which left her so stiff,
Too well she remembered her last dose of -—--

What did you think I was going to say ? : Va
You;dirty old bastards that's 211 for todaye. - _
! ; 3’\‘9 N Y
I e
THE OLD HONK | 'L;w/ O\ T4
» | st e Bt

There was a monk of great renown, ly\ QC“) Q‘L
There was a monk of great renown,

There was a monk of great renown,

And he fucked all the women all over the tcwn.

CHORUS: The old soi, the dirty old sod,
The bugger deserves to die,
Fuck him, Let us pray,
Glory, glory hallelujah

RN

One day he met a maiden fair,
One day he met a maiden fair,
One day he met a maiden fair,
And he lured her up into his lair.

"

-

-
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- He took her to his marble halls,

He took her to his marble halls,

He took her to; his marble halls, :

And he showed her his prick and his Hloody greaht hal's.

He 1aid her on his lily-white bed,
He laid her.on'his 1ily-white bed,
He laid her on his lily-white bed,
And he fucked that girl until she was dead.

The other monks cried out "For Shame" ,
The other monks cried out "For Shame",
§ The other monks cried out "For Shame" ,
So he turned her over and ¢id it againe.

AR P TRD S SV OrTe

The other monks, to spop his frolics,
The obther monks, to spop his frolics,
The other monks, to stcp bis frolics,
They took up a knife bnd cut off his bollicks.

,
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But on the resurrection mern, »
But on the resurrection morn,
But on the resurrection ‘morn,
The dirty old bugger still had a horne

PRI Py

And so the monk has gene to hell,
And so the monk has gone to hell,

And so the monk has gone to hell,
And ve've heard that het's fucking the devil as well,

e 000 ———-
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: IN MOBILE ) oy
L \(\/“’7 . A %&Z
There!s a shortage of good whores in Hobile, é/x‘.& Q} (ﬂ;_ ~(§X '

There's a shortage of good whores in Mobile, — * - Qk'_ ‘ \ A /
There!s a shortage of good whores, : P \/\X “\ /
But theiz are key-holes in the doors, . T li _ g9»’(§v$)
And.there are knot holes in the floors in Hobilee 4 W » \PQ

. - R | - o\*?
Oh, the old dun cow is dead in Hobile, \

Oh, the old dun cow is dead in liobile,- . - - -
Oh, the old dun cow is:dead, but the children must be fed,
So we'll milk the bull instead in }Hobile. '

Oh, the eagles they fly high in Mobile,

Oh, the eagles they fly high -in Mobile, : . :
Oh, the eagles they fly high, and they shit right in your eye,
So thank god the cows doa't fly in Mobile.

Oh, the negroes theylgrow tall in Mobile,

Oh, the negroes they grow tall in Mobile, L o
Oh, the negroes they grow tall, but they shoot them in the fall,
And they eat them, balls and all, in Mobile. .

Oh, the parson he has ccme to Mobile,
Oh, the parson he has come to Mobile,
Oh, the parson he has come, with his word of Kingdom Come,

He can stuff it up his tum in Mobile,

There's a shortage of good beer in Mobile,

There's a shortage of good beer in Hobile, .
There!s a shortage of good beer, but they give us damn good cheer,
Oh, Thank God that we'lre here in Mobile.

Therels a lovely girl called Dinah in Mobile,-

There's a lovely girl called Dinah-in Mobile,

There's a lovely girl called Dinah, for a fuck there's no one finsr,
1Cos shels got the best vagina in Mobile. ‘ ' :
Therets a man called lanky Danny in Mobile,

There!s a men called Lanky Danny in Mbile,

There's a man called lanky Danny and his instinct is uncanny,
When he's fingering a fanny in Mobile. i
There!s a tavern in the town in Mobile,

There!s a tavern in the town in Mobile,

Therels a tavern in the town, where for only half a crown,
You can get a bit of brown in Mobile.

Oh, the girls they wear tin pants in Mgbile

Oh, the girls they wear tin pants in Mobile,

Oh, the girls they wear tin pants, bat they take them off to dance,
Just to give the boys a chance in Mobile.

The CO is a bugger in Moebile,

The CO is a bugger in liobile,

And the Adjutant is another, so they bugger one another,
They're a close knit fucking family in Mobile.

emm 000 =~
OH JOHHNY

Oh, Johnny, Oh, Johmy, look what you've done,
Oh, Johmy, Oh, Johmny, I'll have to tell Thum,
You've put me in the family way,

VWhatever will my daddy say,

Oh, Johmy, Oh, Johnny, I'm six menths gone,
Three months more to Zo,

If you valuve your life,
‘You will make me your wife,
Oh, Jobnny, Oh, Johnny, Oho
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THE NB!I TYPIST

I don't think T shall like this job, from vhat I've scen a Jeast,
The other girls are awful frumps, the office boy's a beast,

- The office is too uncomfortable, 1tis bare and half in gloom,

' I wonder what the boss is like, T suppose I'11 see him soon,

Oh, now I'm wanted by the boss, hé's swinging in his chair,
He looks a cdear, and not so old, I thought he!d have grey hair,
I feel him taking me all in, hefs eyeing me 2 lot,

- He seems- to be most interested in the kind of Iog's Tive got. -

.

At any rate they're shapely and my stooklngs fit alright,
He's looking at my figure now, - this dress is rather tight,
Perhaps it's usual for the boss to notice what you wear,

I do feel glad he likes my blouse and the wsy I wear my hair,

Al L e

Ought I let him hold my handt I never understood,

That office work included that, but there I guess I should,

. . At least I don't displease. hlm, and certainly I know,

1 - His hana is sqft on my bare arm, he likes my blouse cut 103.

'-'ﬂ'.. g s

s

Itve got to join him on the couch, and sit dovm by his side, - ...
(Tt's true these buttons will undo) Oh! his hand has slipped lnszde,
Ithink I ought to slap him, perhaps he!ll go too far,

He hgld me tightly round the waist, he‘s 501ng to kiss me ~- ahhh,

I wonder if its usual, but his lips are_hot on mine,
I think I'd better let him for his kisses are devine, -
They make me tremble like a leaf, I can’t stand any more, -
Im glad he's left me, I feel falnt - Oh. dear, He's locked the door.

L s

3 Ttye never heard of work like this - its sure to be alrlght,

3 My blouse won't open any more, I hope my breasts are white,

I rather like them to be kissed, he likes it too I see,

He wants my left leg on the couch hets tlck_lng round ny knee.

I feel so stzange, so quivering, he's asking what I wear,

His hand is sliding up my thigh, why is he fumbling there,

He wants my panties slipped down now, I'1l do it or he!ll tear them,
Did I do wrong to have tbem on, = pthaps tjplsts should'nt wear, them.

a1 Wkon AN e

"I 11ke my nipples kissed like that, so hard they've never becn,
Oh! Dear. I simply can't stand thet, he's kissing in between,

3 Oh, Dear, het!s crumpling up my dress, I know there'll be a tear,
I!11 hold it up, It'!'s best like that if he wants my legs 211 bare.

ki

, He seems to want them wide apart, I'11l spread them wider still,

3 I¥'s nice to feel him pressing there, it makes my thighs all thrill,
; Why does he want my hand down there, his buttons to undo,

Well, I suppose I'd better, since it's plain he vants me too,

Oh: goodness, what was that I touches, so hot, so hard, so lcng,
| ' I never dreamed that men had these, so stiff and warm and strong,
Oh. dear, how it is throbbing, and how it makes my hand all wet,
j He!'s raised nimself so I suppose he wants me closer yet.

t 1 . :
Oh. goodness, these are marvellous, how short and round they ars,
I can feel it pushing just inside, but| it can't go very far,
Oh, dear, it burts, no, no, it's nice,| how fizrce and %ight he grips;
Something gave way inside just now, and up and up it slips,.

ey

% Yes, yes, that'!s nice, ah, ah, oh, oh, Its sliding to and fro,
Tts going further, I can feel theres not much more to go,

Oh, my, it seems to fill me, it's right in witheut a douwbt,
1111 wiggle round, and up and dowm, as| he goes in and out.

OH! quicher! quickeri'Won't it go in just a little more,

3 Itve never dreamed of anything so wonderful before,

4 Such 30{ as this vill never last, his kisses burn my breast,
- ‘ Oh! yes. T alse wisk tha: wo ware a1l pndressed,

<

Gonttd next page.
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Oh,rwhat a marvellous size it's grown, it wmust have stretched Me wide,
Oh, dear, Oh, dcar, I wonder what is taking place inside,

What could have ended that long thrill, what so convulsed me then,
What gurgled hot from him to me, What gorgeous things are men.- |

Oh, My, It's slipping out of me, how different is its sizo,
Tt tickles me as it's coming out, it!s soaking all my thighs, -
I'm glad he found it just as nice, and says-.I &m quite pleesing,

‘Tt's nice to feel him dressing me, he's kissing and het!s teasing.

I'm glad he wants me every day, and since that is the case,
111 tell my Dad why I am sure-I'm going to like this place. = .-

——~000~~=

CATS ON THE ROOF TOP

CHORUS 3 Cats on the roof tops, cats on the tiles,
Cats with the syphillis, cats with piles,

Cats with their arseholes wreathed in .smiles,
“As they revel in the joys of copulaticn,

The donkey is a solitary moke,

He very seldom has & poke,

But when he does, he lets it soak,

As he revels in the joys of copulation.

The hippopotamus so it seems,

- Very seldom has vet dreams,

But when he does, he comes in streams, . .
As he revels in the joys of copuletion. ‘

Poor old bovine, poor old bull,

Very seldom gets a pull, . _ ;
‘But when he dces the cow is full, , i
As he revels in the joys of copulation.

Poor little tortoise in his shell,
Does'nt manage very vwell, - )

But when he does he fucks like hell,
As he revels in the joys of copulation.

low .the hairy old gorilld is a sedentary ape,
Who very seldom does much rape,

But when he does he comes like tape,

As he revels in the joys of copulation.

When you wake up in the morning and you're feeling full of joy,
And your good wife isn't willing end your daughter's gene all coy,
Then you've got to use the arsehole of ‘'your next to oldest boy,
As you revel in the joys of copulation,

When you wake up in the morning with 2 ten inch stand,

ind there isn't any woman in the whole damned land,

Then of course there's nothing for it but to use your hand,
As you revel in the joys of copulation,

Now I met a young girl who was dear,
" But she gave me a dose Of gonorrive,

Fools rush in where angel fear

To revel in hhe joys of copnlation,

eme 000 -
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Remember the night, when you were tight, my derling, recmember,
When T was in heat and said you might, my darling, rewenber,
Remember, you found a tender spot, right in the centre of my twnt,
{ou said you'd withdraw before yocu shet,

Tut you forgot to renenber,

WESY M M ke e s
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THE BAST/RD KING OF ENGLAND

The minstrels sing of an ancient king, -

Who lived long years ago,

" And' ruled his land with an- iron hand,

And his ways were mean and low,

He was fond of hunting iwotker within the royal wood .
He was very fond of apple pie and pulling the royal pud)
He was fat and fourty and full of fleas, - .

And the royal tool hung down to his knees,

Cheers for the bastard king of englend.

Now the Queen of Spain was a sprightly Dame,

ind a sprightly dame was she,

She loved to fool with the royal tool

Of the King across.the sea,

So she sent a royal message by a royal messenger,

To ask the king to come and spend a month or so with her,
Fun for the Bastard King of England.

5ot ~"..‘;\m AP O RICTER

Now Phillip of FErance he shat his pants,
When this news to him was -brought,

He said " She loves my rival

Just because my tool is short!

So he sent the Count of Zipizap,

To give the Queen a dose of clap,

For the Bastard King of England.

When the news of this foul deed was brouckt

To England's ancient halls, -

The King he swore by the royal whore

To have King Phillips balls,

50 he- of fered half his kingdom and a fuck at the Queen perchance,

To the loyal son who would use his gun to Dugger the king of Francc.
Good ..for the Bastard hlng of England, - - S

1 : i So the noble Duke of Sus§ex.
: He galloped across to france., -
He said he was a pansy so o i
The King took down his pants,
, Then he fastened a trong around the kings dong
5 § Mounted his horse and galloped along

i Back to the Bastard {ing of England,

3 co AL vn

] Now all the whores of lLendon town were lined up cn the wealls,

| When told to shout for the Bastard iling the harlots shouted "Ba 115u
And the king threw up his breakfast,

; And grovelled on the floor,

' : For in the ride, the Frenchmans pride, had stretched a yard or more,
So Phillip of France usuped the throne

E His sceptre was the Royal bone,

} The end of the Bastard King of England,

A
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Life is full of disappointments,
Dull and ermpty as a tomb, '
Father's got a strictured penis,
Fother has 2 fallen womb,

Uncle Ted has been deported,

Por a humooeruel cyime, The maid has chronic constipation,
Sistcr Sue has just aborted, Hever laughs and scldom smiles,
For the fourty second tine, Tates her disral occupation,

Or.izhing ine Tox Groapa's Hilss,
Now the fun has rcally startcd,
Now we're really up the spout
v Aunty Jane has gone and farted,
L Blown hcr arschele insidz cut.
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THE GOOD_SHIP VENUS

1Twas on the good ship Venus

By Gad, you should have secn us
The flgurehead was a whore in bed
And the mast was a ramparb pbnls.

CHORUS : Frlgglng in the rlg ing
Frigging in the rigging

Frigging in thc rl,gmg

There!s fuck all elsc to do,

The Captain of the lugger
He was a filthy bugger

He wasntt fit to shovel shit
From one ship to another.

The 0.C. Navigation

Was hot on Hasterbation,

He taught these joys to two smell boys
And gave thcm constlvaulon.

The first mate'!s name Wes Morgan
He really wes a moron:
Three times a aay he used to plqy
Upon hlS spxual organe

The cebin boy's nahe was Dipper

He was a crafty nipper, -

He filled his ass with broken glass
And circumcised the skippers

The bosun's mate was Walker

he really was a corker, : 3
The filthy sod had been in quod 3
For delliance with a porker. T

st

The ship's dog's name was R over
By gad he was in clover, - 3
We ground and ground that faithful hound:
From Port Said to Dover.

The Captain had a daughter

Who fell into the water, .
With a horrible squeal she said an eel,
Yad found her sexual quarter,

This daughters name was Mabel,

As good as she was able,

Till jumping Jude to her was rude,
Upon the breakfast table.

Then tired of fornication,

They sought a neg sensation,

They sunk that junk in a load of spunk,
Through mutual masterbation,

They tired of this polkution,

They sought for atsolution,

They upvcd the pricst, the dirty beast,
And broke their r 2lution.

At first the pricst resisted,
But then the crew insisted,
And scme burned rum,

Bencath his bum,

And sare his bnllircks tmistsd.
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CAVIAR

Caviar comes from the virgin Sturgeon,
Virgin sturgeonts a very f{ine dish,
Virgin Sturgeon needs no urgin!,
Thats why caviar is my dishs

ikt i i chor o o

Shad Roe comes from the scarlet shad fish,
Shad fish have a sorry fate,

Pregnant shad fish is a sad fish,

Cot that way without a mate,

il Sk tady
'

Oysters they are fishy bivalves,
‘They have youngsters in their shelly - .-
How they diddle is the riddle,

- But they do, so what the hell,

The green Sea Turtle's mate is happy,
With her lover'!s winning ways,

First he grips her with his flipper's,
Then he grips and flips for days.

Mrs Clam is optimistic,

“Shoots her eggs out in the sea,
Hopes her duitor is a shooter,
Hits the self-same spot as she.

Give a thought to happy Cod Fish,
Always there when duty calls,
Female cod fish is an odd fish,
From them too come cod fish ballse

I #xxdt  fed caviar to my Grend-dad,
Grand-dad!s age is ninety-three,
Shricks of laughter ceme from Grannie,
Crand-dad had her up a trees

. ' e 000 wmme

K ‘ , TTMES IS HARD

i

Plecase don't burn our shithouse down,
Mother is willing to pay,

Father!s away on the ocean vave,

Katet!s in the family way,

Brother dcar bhas gonorrhea,

Times is fucking hard,

; So please don't burn our shithouse dowm,
Or we'll a2ll have to shit in the yard.
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THE DOG'S PARLIAMENT

e s o ki E S L N A B

The dogs once held a Parlizment, They all rushed from the mesting hell
They came from ncar and far, ' Hor even pavsed vo look,
) And some dog's came by aeroplane, But snstcizd the very nearest arce,
; Ard some dogs came by care From off the nearsst hcokX.
? Before into the neeting hall, They got their arseholes all mixzed ug;
: They were allowed to look, It made them very sore,
3 Each had to tcke his arsehole off, Tc have to wear a strange arsehole,
: And hang it on a hook. A They!'d ncver worn Lelore.
No sooner were they secated there, And thet explains why cny dog,
Each mother, son, and sire, Will lezve the choicest bong,
Vhen a dirty little y=1low dog, Te smcll another dogls crcshvide,
Got up and shouhedtfirei Fa’s lanlding for his oM.
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THE ABYSSININN CAMPAIGH ‘

Il Duce gives'tbe order and the ofgah grinders go,
To the pla.ms of Abyssinia to fight agalnst the foe, -

But alas s those organ grmders w:ll never ﬁrlnd 'waln,
. For they've left their grinding organs: on the Abyssinia plaln."

The Abyssinian warriors streaked joyfully fcr home, |
With knick-lnacks @n the mantle-plece -imported straight from Rome,

Now the Pope.is inundated with offers from the choir,
From Gentlemen whose register has gone an octave higher.

Il Duce mounts the rostrum to greet the troops return,
With an unknown eunish's a5hEs An"Bn bid-EErasdBn Hin.

VWhat shall we give these heroes, Il Duce loudly calls,
One hundred thou falsetteo tones vociferated "Balls",

—— ooo —

”VE RAM ot D“RBYSHIRE

Now in thc country of derbyshlre,
There was a famous ram,

His fame sprea:d over the countryside,
His prick was like a ham.

CHORUS; And if you don't beleive me,
And think I'm telling alie,,
Just ask the maids of derbyshire,
Who'll tell you tlie same as I,

pord iR

And when that ram was born|sir,
He had two horns of Brass,

One stuck out his abdomnen,

The other stuck out his —--,

b b s

And when the ram was young sir,

He had a curidus -~ trick,

Of jumping ober a five-barred gate,
And landing on his ~--.

& il e

And when the rem had grown sir,
They carried him in a truck,
And 211 the maids of Derbyshire,
Came just to see him ===,

And vhen the ram was old sir,
They put him aboard a2 lugger,
And 211 the boys of Derbyshire,
Came on to have a —--,

And when the ram was dead sir,
They burried hir:. in St Paul's,
It took ten men and a good-sized truck,
To carry out his ---.
—— 000 ==

ISTER LILY

Have you nmet Uncle Hector, My little sister Lily,

He!'s a cock and ball inspector, Is a whore in Picadilly,

At a celebrated Bnglish Publis Schoel My mother is anotner in the Strand,
And my brother sells Fiench letters Yy futhar howks his arsehole,

And a patent cure for'Wetters", Ruand the Xleplnnt and Cestle,

Wetl~e not the Lest F familics, Velro the f9nmast Tueuine Panly in the

Jintt i+ ~rvurl ’. ' <ondl |
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ABDUL THE BULBUL AMEER

“The harems of Zgypt are fair to behold

They are filled with the sweet and the deur,
But the fairest, a Greek, was owned by a Sﬂlek
Named Adbul the Bulbul Ameer. ’

Now this- queen of the Pro's had a quim like a ToS€,
And the man who shagged best in the year, :
Was offered the prize of a trip up her thlghs,

By Abdul the Bulbul Ameer.

Now a travelling brothel came into the town,

It was owned by a Russian from afar,

He took up the challenge to all who could shag,
It was Ivan Skavinsky Skavaar,

So a spectacle great was arranged for a data,

And a visit was paid to the Czar,

And the streets were all lined by the harlots entwined.
Of Ivan Skav1nsky Skavaar,

As they lined on the track and their pricks were all slack

The startert!s gun shattered the air,
With their pricks on the rise, they all gasped at the size,
Of Abdul the Bylbul Ameer.

For moments were past and the shagging was fast,

And Abdults apse waved wide and far,

But he stood not a hope *gainst the long even strohe,
Of Ivan Skavinsky Shavaar.

When Ivan had won and wasi cleaning his gun,

He bent down to wipe off his pair, ;

When he felt something shoot up his old brown cheroot,
It wes Abdul the Bulbul Ameer. :

i ;
The harlots turned green at this horrible sccne,
They were ordered apart;by the Czar,

But if Abdul had pluck, it was fucking hard luck, ’

On Ivan Skavinslky Shavaar,

But the cream of the joke when at last they were broke,
Was laughed at for years by the Czar,

For Abdul, the fool, had broken his tool,

In Ivan Skavinsky Skavaar,

Now Ivan, poor sod, 211 bunged up with that rod,
Has not bad a shit for a year,

For salts by the ton will not shift that balf gun,
Of Abdul the Bulbul Ameer.

And Abdul lies lonely with no one to shag,

And beats only half to his bar,

For the rest of his tool travels far with the auhool
Of Ivan Skavinsky Skavear,

And the Quaen of the Pros with the quim like a rose,
Has never forgotten the bar,

Which is stuck hard znd fast in the quivering ass,
Of Iven Skavinsky Skavaar.

So if you ever issue a challange to shag,
Think herd and think well and think clear,
Remember the fate of old Ivan the Great,
And Abdul the Bulbul Ameer,




