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1. THE RIQ-A-DAM-DOO

The Princess Pats Battalion
They sailed across the Herring Pond
They sailed across the Channel too,

And landed there with the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo .
dam-doo.

T e

The Princess Pat's Battualion Socuts, . :
They never knew their where abouts.

If there's a Pub within a mile or two

Youw'll find them thare wijth the Ric-a-dam-doo
dam-doo dam-doo.

The Lewis guns are always ‘true

To every call of the Ric-a-dam-doo

They.re always there with a burst or two

Whene'ver they see the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo dandoo.

The Bombers of the Princess Pats

Are scared of nought, excepting rats,

They're full of pep and dynamite too,

They'd never lose the Ric:a-dam-doo dam-doo dam doo.

The Transport of the Princess Pats
Are all dressed up in Stetson Hats,
They shine their brass, and limbers too,

1 believe they'd shine the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo
dam-doo.

Old Number Three, Our Company.

We must fall in ten times a day

If we fell out ‘twould never do,

For then we'd lose the Ric-a-dam-doo dam doo dam-doo.

Old Ackity-Ack, our Colonel grand,

The leader of this noble band, 4

He'd go to Hell and charge right through

Before he'd lose the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo dam-doo.

Old Hammy Gault, our first PP.

He led this band across the sea.

He'd lose an arm, or a leg or two,

Before he'd lose the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo dam-doo.

. | 1
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The Ric-a-dam-doo. pray what is that ?
'Twas made at home by Princess Pat.
1t,s Red and Gold and Royal Blue

R
That's what we call the Ric-a-dam-doo dam-doo dam-doo. -

2.
Oh | has anyone see the Colone?

he is.

Has anyone seen the Colonel ?

1 know where he is. .

He's dining with the Brigadier.
Chorus

I saw him, I saw him .
Dining with the Brigadier L
1 saw him dining with the Brigadier.

Has anyone seen the M'ajor?
He's down in the deep_dug-out.

Chorus

Has anyone seen the Captain ?
He's away onsix weeks leave.

Chorus
Has anyone seen the Subaltern ?
He's out on the night patrol.
Chorus

Has anycne seen the Sergeant ?
He's drinking up the private’s rum.

Chorus

Has anyone seen the Corporal ? )
lie's hanging on the old barbed wire.

Chorus*

Has anyone seen the Private ?
He's holding up the whole damn show,

Chorus

2
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3. MARCIH PAST OF ROYAL 22ND

REGT VIVE LA CANADIENNE
Vive La Canadienne
Vole Vole Vole
Vive La.Canadienne
Iit ses Jolie Yeux doux
Et ses Jolie Yeux doux doux doux
Et ses Jolie Yeux doux
Vive La Canadienne
Et ses Jolie Yeux doux

4, : SO CLEAR THE WAY
Chorus

So clear the way for the men of the PPCLI
We're stalwart men, stout hearted men,
And we know we can't g0 wrong.

In the fight for Liberty
We're all for one, and one for all,
Marching along to Victory.

In every outpost of our Empire

There flies a flag that makes us free
As we go marching ever onward

Side by side, in unity. :
And all the lads who fight for freedom
In every land from sea to sea,

We're all for one, and one for all,
Marching along to Victory.

Repeat
Chorus

5. THE SHINY TWO BRIGADE

I love to hear the music
Of thelShiny Two Brigade
I love to hear the music
Of the Mills hand grenade
I lovelto hear the music
Of the old whizz-bang.

3

W TR M et ot o -

Diade Lo e tane & Ao a0 e

Iy

A T S ey P P ey e e Sy Y R g o et e

[




“A'bursting on the parapet

Of the dirty old Allemagno.

1 love to hear the music

Of the old Nine-two, _
That puts old Jackie Johnson in the shade.
But the best damn music L

In the whole wide world : -
Is the music of the Shiny

Two Brigade Trench Mortars—Whizz, Bang, Boom;

6. STAND BY YOUR GLASSES STEADY

Chorus

Oh stand by your glasses steady

Then this would be a world full of Lies.
And we'll drink to the dead already,
And hurrah for the next man to die.
Betrayed by the Country that bore us;
Oh ] bhetrayed by the Land that we love,
Now so many have you before us,

And they live in the skies upabove. .

So stand by your.gasses
Beneath these low-hung rafters,
Lie theghosts of the lads that we loved.
Now so many have you before us,
And they live in the skies up above.

So stand by your glasses

7. ' 1.OB
(Tune of Lill Marlene)

As through the mud you drag your Weary feet
Un‘lerneath your tunic vour heart has ceased to beat.
No matter what becomes of thee, 1'l]

always laugh and s'ng with glee

For I an LOB—For | an LLOB.

When you hear the chatter of the spendags in thenight
And it makes you wonder if your cause is right.

No matter how afraid vou are

You'll find me'at the nearest bar,

For 1 am LOB—For ] am LOB.

4

When you hear the minnies, moaning loud and clear
Shaking up your insides and landing nmighty near.
That is the time 1 know not fear '

As 1 drink up'your EFI Deer

For I am LOB—For I am LOR.

When you meet the Wehrmacht across the next canal
That is the time | wish you well, Ol' Pal.’

When you go into that attack

Think of me, I'm ten miles back
For [ am LOB—For I am LOB.

8. 'ONWARDS TO THE PO
(Tune of Lili Marlene)

. We Wil]-debOLlclx into the valley of the Po.

We will strike the "Hun a mighty s « * « + «Dblow
We will debouch into the Po.

And this we know, for corps so

Onwards, to Bologna, onwards to the Po.

We’ll unleash the recce
We will let them go .
We know the mighty machine

CIs verye ¢+« o tslow

But though they're lagging far behind
We,ll be there

To smash that line
Onwards to Bologna, ouwards to the Po.

Four Dritish Div. is trailing in our wake

We relieve the towns that they're suppoed to take
They'll get the houses free of rent

While we are living in our tent

Onwards to Bologna, onwards to the Po.

. Eleven Bde. is sitting on our right

We really wonder if they're ever going to fight
We have been waiting so goddam long

We just sat down

And wrote this song :
Onwards to Bologna, onwards to the Po.

4
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9. SOUTH OF THE SANGRO , 1 Chorus

(Tune=::=-South of the Bprdet) A - You're alright in the ASC
) : Drunk every night in the cavalry
South of the Sangro . ‘ . . v But when you're in.the Infantry
Down Echelon way, - It's sans fait re, soins fait rain.
I'hat,s where .the Wops . Who was the man who said “Parade stand at Ease ?”
And the Quartermasters stay ' Carry on with the inspection, Gentlemen, please ?
A,qmet night told me - See that their buttons are shiny and bright,
It’s better to stay , For that is the way we teach them to fight.
South of the Sangro . Chorus -
Down echelon way. ' : :

You're alright e ¢ o « ¢ &
Ortona is peaceful

It's back of the line

The provost are nailing up 11, THE STRIP POLXKA
The "Out of Bounds | SR, . There's a burlespue theatre
But the odd "AS™ says, ~ ‘ Where the boys love to go :
It's better tosstay o o , To see Queeny, the cuty, of the burlesque show
South of the Sangro And the hit of the evening
Down echelon way. . ‘ ' Is when Queeny slips
) : Andthe band plays the polka while she strips.

You may seek, you may search ' :
But you won't find him . Chorus
Ile is there where Tedeschi . Take it off, take it off
No ammunition or rations or petrol ' Cry the boys in the rear.
Can’t shell him, . Take it off, take it off,
Will come while bullets spray. . Soon that’s all you hear.

But she’s always a lady,
South of the Sangro . Even in -pantOn)ﬂne, Y
Down echslon way, : : And she stops,
Tat's where the Wops - But only just in time.
And Quartermasters stay; )
A quict night told me , She,s as fresh and as wholesome
It's better to stay _ As the flowers in Mn_y .
South of the Sangro . , - And she horges to retire to the farm some day.
Down echelon way. J /" But you can't buy a farm

, “Till you're up in the chips
. . : So the band plays the polka while she strips.
10. WHO WAS THE MAN? ' / Chorus

Who was the man who invented the war ? Take it off, take it off,
Why did he do it and what was it for ? All the customers shout.
Ships in the ocean and ships in the air. Take it off, take it off,
Silly old blighter, he ought to ba there. While ‘the band-beats it out.

6 . | 7
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But she’s always a lady,
Even in pantomine,
And she stops,

But only just in time.

12, . .THHE ICE WORM'S SONG
Chorus

In the land of the pale blue snow

Where it's ninety-nine below .
And the polar bear goes roaming oe'r the plain
In the shadow of the pole

1 will clasp her to my soul

We'll he happy when the Ice Worms nest again,
*There’s a huskv dusky maid in the Arcti_c,

In the Arctic she is waiting there in vain,
Some day I'll pull my AMukluks on and ask her,
1f she'll wed me when the lce worms nest again.

Our wedding feast will be on s2al oil ‘n blubber,
In our kyak we'll go roaming oz'r the main,

All the walrusses will turn th2ir heads to ruhl_)er
We'll be happy when the lce Worms nest again.

Some night ‘bout half past two

1 will climb in my igloo ) .

After sitting with a friend who was in pain

She'll be waiting there with a ham bone[of a bear .
And she'l swat me where the Ice Worms nest again.

13. THE GLENWHORPILE HIGHLANDERS

There's a braw fine regiment as ilka mon should ken;
They are deevils at the fechten, they ha'e clured a sicht
o' men
And ha'e uppit mucklewhusky, when the canteen they
~ were ben. o
The Hielun men frae auld Glewhorple.

Chorus

Heuch. Glenwhorple Hielan men .
Great strong whusky suppin Hielan men
Hard workin, hairy leggit Hielan men
Slainte mhor, Glenwhorple.

8

They were foonded by McAdam wha of a’' the men was
first .

He resided in*Glenedn, whaur he pipit like to burst

Wi a fig leaf for a sporran, and -a pecfect Hiclan thirst

Till he stole awa’ the ail’ples frae Glenwhorple.

When the watters o' the deluge drookit a' the warald
o'er

The Colonel O’ the regiment, his name was Shaun
McNoh

Sae a muckle boat he biggit and he sneckit up the door,

And they sailed awa' frae drooned Glenwhorple.

And syne he sent a corporal and ga'd him find the land
“Wha returned wi’ an empty whusky bottle in his hand
Sae they kent the flood was drying, he was fu

ye understand

For he foond a public hoose abune the watter.

When the good King Solomon was ruler o’ the glen

He had a hundred. pipers and thoosand fechten men

And a michty fine-establishment [ ha'e nae doot ye ken
For he kept a sicht o’ wives in auld Glenwhorpe.

Then there cam a birkie bangster, wha chieftain o' the
clan
His name it was ta Wallace an’ he was a fechten man,

An’ he harried a' the border, an’ awa the Southron ran
Frae the dingin o' the claymores o’ Glenwhorple.

When the, bonnie pipes are skirlin, an’ the lads are on
parade '

In the braw Glenwhorple tartan,
the plaid

When the sergeant-major’'s sober, an' the colonel's no
afraid )

0O’ see’ in tartan spiders in Glenwhorple.

wi the claymore an’

Eh, a bonnie sicht they mak, but gin the canteenye
gan ben

W hen the morne parade is over, she'll be fu' o' drunken
men

An’ a thoosand canty kilties will be stottin’ down the glen
For they drink a power o' whusky in Glenwhorple.

ol -auch aloaras o BC o
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16. I'M LOOKING OVER A'FOUR LEAF CLOVE

16.

17.

‘4. DOWN BY TIIE OLD MILL STREAM """ -

Down by the old mill stream,

Wheare | first, net you

With your eyass of blue,

Dressed in ginvham too, -
It was then | knew that [ loved you true,
You were sixteen, my village queen.
Down By the old mill stream.

I'm looking over a four leaf clover,
That | overlooked hetore, . .
One leaf is sunshine the second is rain
Third is the roses that grow in tl}e‘lane
No need explaining, the one remaining
Is somebody | adore, :

I'm looking over a tour leaf clover
That | overlooked before.

LET ME CALL YOU SWEETHREART

I.et me call you Sweetheart,
I'm in love with you.

l.et me hear you whisper
That you love me. too,
K2ep thelova-light glowing
In your eves so true,

Let me cill you Sweetheart,
I'm in love with you.

BICYCLE BUILT FOR TWO

Daisy, Daisy, give me vour answer, do;
I'm haif crazy, all for the love of you.
It won't be a stylish marriage

1 can't arford a carriage,

But you'll look sweet upon the seat

Of a bicycle huilt for two.

10
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18, SHOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOME

1. Show me the way to go home,
I'm tired and I wanna £0 to bed,
I had a little drink about an hour ago,
And it's gone right to my head,

No matter where | roam, o'er land or Sea or EFoam,

You will always hear me singing this song,
Show me the way to go home.
Chorus :
One Beer for one
Two Beers for Two
Three Beers for three
More Beer.for Me ) '

2 Indicate the way to my abode,

I'm flatigued and | want to retire,

Now 1 had a little drink sixty minutes ago,

And it's gone right to my Cerebellum,

No matter where | perambulate,

Over Jand or Sea or atmospheric vapour

You will always hear me hu mming this harmony
Indicate the the way to my abode.

R e TN

19. MY WILD IRISH ROSE

My wild Irish Rose, .
The 'sweetest flow'r that nrows,

You may search everywhere, but none can compare
With my wild Irish Roe.

My wild Irish Rose,

The dearest flow'r that grows,

And some day for my sake, she may let me take
The bloom from niy wild Irish Rose. 20.

2. PUT ON YOUR'OLD GRAY BONET

Put on your old gray bonnet

With the blue ribbon on it,

While 1 hitch old Dobbin to the Shay
And through the fields of clover
We'll drive drive up to Dover

On’ our-golden wedding day.

1"
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21. THERE'S A LONG' LONG TRAIL

Nights are growing very lonely,
Day are very long,

I'm a-growing weary

List'ning for your song. )
Ol!d remembrances are thronging,
Thro. my meniory,

Till it.seems the world is full of dreams,
Just to call you back to me.

Chorus

There's a long, long trail a-winding
Into the land of my dreams, Lo
Where the nightingales are singing
And a white moon beams; .
There's a long, long night of waiting
Until my dreams all come true—
Till the day when ['ll be going down
That long, Jong trail with you.

22. JUST A WEE DEOCH-AN'-DORIS

Just a wee deoch-an’-doris,

Just a wee drap that's a’

“Just a wee deoch-an’-doris,

Before we gang awa’

There's a wee wifie waitin’,

With a wee bairn or two:

For if you can say

1t’s a braw brecht moonlecht necht :
Yer a recht, that's a’.

23. AULD LANG SYNE

1. Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind,
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days of auld lang syne.

Chorus-

~ For auld lang syne my dear,
.. .For auld lang syne,

12

We'll take a cup of kindnegs.yet. .
For auld Jang syne.

Then here’s a hand my trusty frien’
And gie's-a hand of thine,

And we'll take a cup of kindess yet
. For Auld Lang Syne.

(Japanese Version-- Sang at School Graduations)
Hotaru no hikari mado-no yuki,

Fumi yonu tsukiki kasane tsutsu,

Itsushiko toshi-mo sugi-no to wo

Akete-zo kesa-wa wakare yuku.

24. MY BONNIE LIES OVER THE OCEAN

My Bonnie lies over the ocean,
‘ By Bonnié lies over the sea.
My Bonnie lies over the ocean,
Ob, bring back my Bonnie to me.
Chorus
Bring back, bring back,
Oh, bring Back my BPonnie to me, to me.
Bring bnck.bring back,
Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me.
25, : SMILES
There are smiles that make us happy,
There are smiles that make us blue,
There are smiles that steal away the tear drops,
As the sunbeams steal away the dew.
There are smiles that have a tender meaning
That the eyes of love alone may see,
But the smiles that fill my life with sunhine,
Are the smiles that you give to me.

<

26. PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES
IN YOUR OLD KIT BAG

Pack up your troubles in old_kit bag,
‘And smile, smile, smile,—

hile you've a lucifer to light your fag
T 13
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Smile boys, that.s the style.
What's the use of wor_rymg?
1t never was worthwhile,

 So pack up your troubles in your old kit bag,

217.

as8.

And smile, smile, smile. -

T WISII T WAS SINGLE AGAIN

When I was single, Oh then, Oh then,
When I was single, Oh then,

When!l was single

My money did jingle,

I wis single again, again,

1 wish 1 was single again.

1 married me a wife, Oh then, Oh then,
I married me a wife, Oh then,

1 married me a wife,

She's the plague of my life, .
And I wish 1 was single again, again,
1 wish I was single again.

ROAMIN' IN THE GLOAMIN"

One night in the gloamin’,

We were sittin' side by side;

1 kissed her twice and I asked her once
If she would be my bride,

She was shy and so was I,

We were both the same;

But 1 got brave and braver

On the journey going home.

Chorus

Roamin' the gloamin’ .

On the bonny banks of Clyde;

Roamin' in the gloamin’

Wi my lassie by my side.

When the sun has gone to rest

That's the time that we loved best ,
Oh ] it's lovely roamin’ in the gloamin’.

14
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2. IT'S A LONG WAY TO TIPPERARY .

It’s a good time to get acquainted,

It’s a good time to know

Who's at your right hand,

And to cheerily say, Hello.

Good-bye, chilly shoulder,

Good-bye glassy stare,

When we all join hands and pull together,
We're sure to get there.

3. THERE IS A TAVERN IN OUR TOWN

There is a tavern in the town, in the town’

And there my true love sits him down, sits him down,
And drinks his wine ‘mid laughter free,

And never, never thinks of me.

Chorus A

Fare the well, for I must leave thee,
- Do not let this parting grieve thee,

"And remember that the best of friends must part,
must part, '

Adieu Adieu, kind friends Adieu, Adieu .
I can no longar stay with you, stay with you,
_I'll hang my harp on a weeping willow tree,
And may. the world go well with thee.

31. TIIE MORE WE GET TOGETHER

The more we get together, together, together

The more we get togethar the merrier we'll.

For your friends are my friends and my friends are
your friends,

Themore we gzt together, th2 merrier we'l] be.

32 HERE'S TO GOOD OLD BEER

Here’s to good old beer, drink her down, drink her down;
Here's to good old beer, drink her down, drink her down;
Here's to good old beer, it makes you fee] so quesr,
Here's to good old beer, drink her down, down, down.
Here's to good old whiskey, it makes you feel o frisky,

$ 15
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Here's to good old brandy,makes you feel just fine and * Look at the choir-boys—bloody big tonsils
dandy, ' ‘ : R Look at the flowers—bloody well wilted
Here's to sparkling ale, it keeps you well and hale, b e Look at the hearse—bloody big tires

llere’s to good old wine, it makes you feel so fine, s . Look at the people—Dbloody big picnic
Iere's to good sherry, it makes you feel so merry; Look at the tom!)sr.one-bloogly big boulder
llere’s to old vermouth, it makes you so uncouth. ﬂ'\ Look at the grave—Dbloody big hole

Look at old Mortis—bloody well Rigor

33. ICE BIN MUSIKER . G
. . . : _ 35. ROLL YOUR LEG OVER
Ich bin musiker : ich komm ausden vaterland, _ ,
Ich kann spielen—vas kannst du spielen, C : 1 wish all the girls were like little red vixens.
.. Auf meine viola, ' . _ ' And I was a fox, then 1'd certainly fix ‘em.
R Chorus : ‘ Chorus :
VIO-V1o-VIOLA ' Roll your leg over,
VIO-VIO-VIOLA . L Oh, rall.your leg over,
VI10-V10-VIOLA - . ‘ Oh roll your leg over
a o .o The man in the moon.
V1O-VIOLA. _ 1 wish all the girls were like cows in the pasture,
. L, : And 1 was a bull, I would run that much faster.
Repeat above with the following : 1 wish all the girls were like sheep in the clover,
Zumbaza—ZUMBA-ZUMBA ZUMBAZA v » And 1 was a ram, then [’d ram them all over.
Telephone—HALLO-TTALLO-1TALLO-11ALLO 1 wish all the girls were like little white kittens,
Trumpat—RA-TA-TA-TA-TA-TA-TA And 1 was a tom cat, 1 wouldn't wear mittens.

Super Suds—SUPER-SUPLER-SUPERSUDS
Girlfriend—HUBBA-HUBBA-ITUBBAHA
O'Keefes—GLUG-GLUG-GLUG-GLUG
Rhumbala—RIIUNMBA-RIHUMBA-RHUMBARA
Luaghala—HA-UA-ITA-HA-HA-1IA.

1 wish all the girls would stay off the hills,
And stick to the chesterfleld for their thrills.
I wish all the girls were like swans on the ocean,
And 1 was a drake, oh, 1'd them in motion.
I wish all the girls were like little brown seals
And 1 was a walrus, I'd know how it feels.
% wish zlll.lhthg girls were like Hedy Lamarr,
> P . 'd-work half as hard and get twice as far.
34. BLOODY WELL DEAD . ‘ ? I wish all the gir s were really good skiers,

Look at old Grand-ma, stiff in_her coftin Chous : . Instead of beer drinkers and constant pee-ers.
R & 1 wish all the girls were like tracks on the railways,
Ain’t it grand to be bloody well dead , And 1 was a foreman, 1'd lay them the right way.
Let.s not have a sniflle - .
Let's have a bloody good cry, . ‘ 36. SEVEN OLD LADIJES
And always remember, the longer you live °
The sooner you are going to die. . Chorus o .
Ié;)\ok at the Parson—I3loody big collar. . Oh dear, what can the matter be
ours : ) Eight old ladiies locked in the lavatory |
Look at the mourners—Bloody big liars . , _They were there from Mond ay'till Saturday
Chorus : , : Nobody kn ew they were there. A
' 16 17
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The first old lady, Elizaheth Porter H *And nobody knew she was there. L
She was the Bishop of Chichester's daughter
She merely went into get rid of some water
And nobody knew she was there.

Chorus
~The janitor came in on Saturday morning.
~He unlocked the chamber without any warning,

Chorus ' : ;‘. “He completely collapsed when they came out b
The second old latly, Elizabeth Bender , swarming. 3
She merely went into adjust her suspender. At last someone knew they were there. b
It snapped up and injured her feminine gender,

And nobody knew she was there. ’

Chorus

37. THE CHANDLER'S WIFE

The third old lady, Elizaheth Humphrey, (Tunc—The Thing)

: }
She tried to get up but could not get her bum free. ' . . : §
She :giglfy‘!, don’t mind’ cause I'm really quite ' ‘ }s\o;’:hm:%fe;négratglﬁgdler Shop E
nly. : : And when he got into the sl
And nobody knew she was there. NgbOdy] (li1d hegsopymt he shop f
. rus ' And as he turned upon his hea]+ie. .
Cho » .
The fourth old lady, Elizabeth Clancy, And toward the door he sped

Went into find out what had tickled her fancy .

And she found that her trouble was ants in her :
pantsy.

And nobody kn2w she was there.

Chorus -
The fifth old lady, Elizadeth Boomer, ,
Went to find out what was wrong with her bloomer.
She wished she had got there a little bit sooner,
And nobo:dly knew sh2 was there. '

. Oh, he heard heard the sound of a Rat-a-tat-tat
Right above his head. Repeat | Oh, he » « -
Now this young man was a bold young man

. So up the stairs he spad
" And very surprisad was he to see
The chandler’s wife in bad
And with her was a nice young man
. Of a very considerable size
And they were having a Rat-a-tat-tat
Right before his eyes. Repeat |

. ——ye———
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Chorus . }Vhen the fun was over and done . :
The sixth old lady, Elizabeth Draper, : . v . The maiden raised her head ,‘
Ran in to avoid a man trying to make her, = . And very surprised was she to find
And when shz got there, thire was no toilst paper, A The young man by her bed .
And nobody knaw she was there. - _ T : If you will keep my secret, sir, - b
.o ~ If you will he so Kind
Chorus

. You can-always stop in for aRat-a-tat-tat
. Whenever you feel inclined. Repeat |
Now married men, take my advice °
And when you go to town
Don’t leave your wife to do as she likes

The seventh old lady, Elizabath Brean,

She went to the toilet one night in a dream,

Aad when she got there, boy | that was no dream,
And nobody knew.she was there. :

- a——— e

Y

Chorus : : '  But always tie her down. 1

The eighth old lady, Elizabeth Foyle, . : You never may know. what thoughts may lie L

She hadn’t been living accordipg to Hoyle, ' Deep down in her innocent mind y
She worried but the swelling was only a boil, ' ~ Oh, she may be having a Rat-a tat-tat ,

. . Whenever she feels inclined. Repeat ] )
18 : - - 19 :
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38. SHE WEARS SILK PAJAMAS:

(Tune: John Brown’s Body)

She wears her silk pyjamas in the summer when its hot

She wears her flanne] nighties in the winter when it's not

And sometinies in the springtime and sometimes in the
I'all

She crawls between the sheets with nothing on at all

Chorus o
Glory how 1'd Jike to be there
Glory how I'd like to be there
Glory how 1'd Jike to be there . ,
In the springtime and tha Fall. ) !

39 THE CAVIAR SONG
(Tune—Riuben and Rachel)

Caviar comes from virgin sturgeon
Virgin sturgeon is fine fish

Very few virgins need any urgin’
That's why caviar is my dish.

I fed caviar to my girl friend
She was a virgin tried and true
Now this virgin needs no urgin’
There is nothing she won't do.

Shad roe comes from harlot shad fish
Shad fish has a sorry f{ate

Pregnant shad fish is a sad fish

Gets that way without a mate.

Give one thought to the cod fish '
Always there when duty calls

FFemale cod fish is an odd fish : .
I'rom them too come cod fish bhalls.

The trout is just a little salmon
But halfgown and minus scales

But the trout as well as salmon
Get along without its tail.

Oysters they are fishy bivalves :

They have young ones in their shells ‘
How they diddle is a riddle .

We don't know so what the hell.

20
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40.

Cho

The green sea turtle's hride is happy
With her lover's winning ways

S Tirst he'll grip her with his flipper

And flips, and grips formany days.

‘T.ncky fishes are the ray fish ' .

When for young ones they essay
Yes my hearties they have parties

"In the good old fashioned way.

Mrs. C'Iam is optimistic
Shoots her eggs out in the sea

"HMopes her suitor as a shooter

Hits the self same sqot as she.

"1 fed caviar to my grandpa

IHe's the age of ninety-three

.Shouts of joy cane from grandma
. He had chased her up a tree.

-1 fed caviar to my uncle

He' s the age of ninety-eight

" Now he chases ‘round with women

And has been arrested twice for rape.

BELL BOTTOM TROUSERS

Chorus

‘Bell bottom trousers, coats of navy blue,
-He'll climY the riggin' like his daddy used to do.

When I was a lady's maid,
Down in Drury Luane

-My mistress she was good to me,

My master-was thelsame.
Along came a sailor,
Happy as could be,

“And he was the cause of

All my misery.
rus

Ile asked me for a candle
To light him up to.bed,.. ™" """

~ He asked me for a kerchief

To tie around his head.
And I like a silly girl,

21
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’lhmlung it no harm, .
Slipped right in the sailor’s bed
To keep the sailor warm.

Chorus

Early in the morning ' -
Before the break of day,

A one pound note he gaye to me, |
And this to ,me did say;

"Maybe you "1l have a daughter,

Maybe you'll have a son;

Take this. my diwling,

For damage | have done.

Chorus

If it is a daughter, ‘ ,
Bounce her on ydur knee, :
And if it is a son, ° ]

Send the beggar out to sea. '

Singing ball bottom trousers, *
Coats of Navy blue,

He'll climb the riggin’

L.ike his daddy used to do.”

41. THE MAN WHO COMES TO OUR HOUSE

The man who comes to our house, he's very nice
He comes in the summer time to bring Mama ice
The teeny-weeny piece he brings soon melts away
And he has to come back later in the day.

Chorus

There's a man that come to our house, every single day

Yopa comes home and the man goes away

Popa does the work and mamma gets the pay

And the man comes around when Popa goes away.

There's a man who com% to our house, he comes to get
the trash

In a little white Ja(kct and his litte black moustache

It sounds very strange but it always seems to me

He's a little more familiar than he really ought to be.

Chorus

There's a man who comess to our house. he comes to
22
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bhring the milk

Ile walks right in the lutchen and he talks as smooth

as silk
I ‘always have to hold his horse—outside the gate

He always wants to stay o long, the horse don't want

to w 'nt. .
Chm us

Oh when I grow up I'm never going to bhe

A plumber br a carpenter, no siree

1'I! never be a doctor with an office downtown
No, 1'd rather be just, the man who con.es around.

Chorus

42, THE DRUNKEN SATLOR

What shall wa do whth the drunken sailor,
What shtll we dd whth the drunken sailor,
What shall wa do with the drun ken sailor,
Larly in th2 morning.

Hooray, up she rises,
Hooray, up she rises,
llooray, up she rises,
Early in the morning.

Put him in the long boat till he's sober,
Put him in the long boat, elc.

Pull out the plug and wet him all over.

Put him in th2 bildg: and make him drink it.

Put him in a leaky boat and make him bale her.
Tie.him to'the scuppers with the hose pipe on him.

"Shave his belly with a rusty razor.

Tie him to. the topmast while she's yardmm under.
Heave him by the leg in a runnin bowlm .

Keel haul him until he's sober.

That's what we do with the drunken smlon .

23
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13. T AIN'T GONNA GRIEVE MY LORD NOMO’

you'll never get to heaven
In a rocking chair

Get on yo' knees

And say a prayer.

Chorus

- (Chorus repeat)
(Chorus repeat)
(Chorus repeat)-
( Chorus repeat)

You'll never get to heaven in a rocking chair
Get on yo' knees, and say a prayer

O' I ain't gonna grieve, My Lord no mo’

1 ain't gonna grieve my Lord no mo’

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no mo’ ,

1 ain't gonna g-rii-v-e- my Lord no mo’..

You'll never get to heaven
On roller skates,
You'll roll right by

Dose pearly gates.

You'll never get to heaven
On a pair of skiis

You'll schuss right by

St. Peter's knees,

You'll never get to heaven
On the B. & O.~

‘Cause the gol’ darn thing
Goes too slow.

you can't chew tobacco

On the golden shore

‘Cause the Lord"

Ain't got no cuspidor.

1f you get to heaven ‘ ' ‘
Betore 1 do ' N
Just bore a hole " : ‘ .
And pull me through.

Chorus

24

44 ~ COCAINE BILL

Cocaine Bill and Morphine Sue
Strolling down the avenue, two by two.

Oh, baby won't you have a little (sniff)'
On me, have a (sniff) on me.

Said Sue to Bill, “T’ won't do no harm,
1f we hoth just have a little shot in the arn”.

Said Bill to Sue, “I can't refuse,
'Cause there's no more kick in this darned ol' booze.”

So they walked down Fifth and they turned up Main,
Looking for a shop where they sold cocaine.

They came to a drug store full of smoke,
Where they saw a little sign sayin’, “No more coke.”

(slowly) Now in the graveyard on the hill,
Lies the body of Cocaine Bill.

And in a grave right by his side,
Lies the body of his cocaine bride.

(faster:) All o' you cokies is a-gwine to' be dead
1f you don’t stop a (sniff) ing that stuff in yo' head.

‘ R
45, A YOUNG CANUCK SOLDIER WQL\ ﬂ .
L 1€
1. A young Canuck soldier on Toky o leave, i \‘ J S
Was stopped by a Provost who said pardon me, W\

v .
ol N
There's blood on your tunic there's mud on your ‘/37’

sleeve, /wl‘/ ,;/./t"/(( j
/

I'll just have to cancel your seven days leave.

. N\
Chorus: e
* . Look'away, Look away, \or™
Sweetbrier was never likg this, OV
Tra la la, Tra la la, ’ ' Y1

Sweetbriar was never like this.

9. Oh Provost Oh Provost if you were a man,

You'd take off that arm band and come to Pusan,
Where bullets are flying and comforts are few,
And people are dying for—Ilike you.
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3. Oh Provost Oh' Provost if you have a will,

46.

1.

1'l] take you up front and we'll go on a hill
There's 187 and 335 where good men are fighting
and giving their lives.

I AM A BACHELOR

Now I am a bachelor I live by myself

And I work at the weavers trade Co

And the only only thing that:. 1 ever did wrong
Was to woo afair young maid

1 wooed her in the Summer time .

And in the winter too : i

And the only only thing that I ever did wrong
Was to shield her from the foggy foggy dew

Now one dark night she came to my be{d
When 1 lay fast asleep :

She layed her head upon my bed

And then began to weep L

She sighed she eried, she damn near died

And what was 1 to do .
So 1 topk her into bed and covered up her head
Just to shield her from the foggy foggy Dew.

Now I am a bachelor I live with my son
And we work at the weavers trade .
And every time that I look into his eyes
He reminds me of a fair young maid
He reminds me of the summer time
d of the winter too S _
‘kgd the many many times that 1 held her in my

arms B
Just to shield her.,from the foggy foggy Dew.
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I'VE BCEN WORKING ON THE
RATLROAD----DINAH

I've been working on the railroad
All the live long day

I've been working on the railroad
Just to pass the time away

Don’t you hear the whistle blowing
Rise up so early in the mosn.»»-
Can't you hear the rooster crowing
Dinah blow your horn

Dinah won’t you blow,Dinah won't you blow -
Dinah won't blow your horn, your horn
Dinah won’t you blow. Dinah won't you blow
Dinah won't\you blow your horn

Someone’s in the kitchan with Dinah
Someone’s in the kitchen 1 know Oh oh oh
Someone’s in the kitchen with Dinah
Strumming on the old Banjo

Fee Fi fiddlee i oh

Fee Fi fiddlee i oh Oh Oh Oh

Fee Fi fiddlee i oh — .

Strumming on the old Banjo

WE ARF MOVING ON
" (RCR.Version)

3 RCR are over here,

Drinking that old Asahi Beer,
But we're moving on,
To old Pusan, -

We're moving fast and far, down the
MSR, We're moving on.

3 RCR is here to stay, ‘
1 RCR is gone away,

Now the Imjin River is mighty high,

. Fourteen Bridges went floatin' by,

There's an old momma-san comin’ down the track,
With one titty out and a baby on her back,
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. - e Chorus ‘
5. The Chinks came up on 335 . o S R . Glory Glory what a H—of a way to die
The Pats bugged out on the other side, . - b - Glory Glory what a II—of a way to die
k8 Gl Gl hat a U f to di
. _ . g ory oz‘y, wha a '—7—0 a way to die
6. {{95:1 rt];l; esrxzjlt\tf;:‘nc‘i)él;;e{nogullllttrI:trfs;tt. - ‘ % And He ain’t going to jump no more
PR Cran? 3 .2 I'dlike to find the WAAF -
7. There getting too close to my listen’ post, : \ : \AF -
1 think I'l1l bug for the old south coast, e Who tied the loveknot in my line
: . : o 'd'1i i LN o) Ol
8. We've fired them mortars and we've fired them 3 I'd'like to find the WAFF
And we've crawled all over them ‘paddy buns, 4 There was blood upon the Risors

There was blood upon the Chute
Aund the Paratroopers blood was
Running down into his boots
There -he lay in the welter of his gore
. , . . . - And he ain’t going to jump no more
' ! 6 They picked him off. the Tarmac like a lump of
! . Strawberry Jam '

They picked him off the Tarmac like a lump of
_ Strawberry Jam

9. Roger Battery is in support o S
Pull in your head they're falling short, .

10. You may think it's good in Yong-Dong Po
But wait_ till you get to TORONTO.

i
3 : ! Who put the blanket in my chute

. ©guns, ' B
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49. . . THE RCR REFUSF TO FIGHT
The RCR refuse to fight, . . .
Unless their Brass is shining brxgh;p

Of running shoess they have two pair

If trouble starts they'll not be there )

So raise your flag of Blue and Gold, '

51. KEEP YOUR HEAD DOWN FRITZIE BOY
", Keep your head down Fritzie boy, Keep your head down

5 . . , : "k - Fritzie boy
They shiver cause their B—-are cold ' : -A}"J‘ You were out last night in the pale moon light, i
OE \Vhlskcy. l{um Elﬂd Musketell : H \ I saw you youl I saw yoll. .

You were stringing your barbed wire,
When we opened rapid fire,

If you want to see your mother, or your sister or your
_ ' ‘ : brother, . ’ :
50. - PARATROOPERS SONG ' : Keep your head:down Fritzie boy.

".(John Browns Body)

1. 1 would like to find the Sergeant

¢
i
. . . \
: The RCR can go to Hell. . ‘ |
? . .
!
)
]
!
L)
{
A
g Who forgot to look me up,

52 WHAT'S THE MATTER YOU LAST NIGHT

1 Whats the matter you last "night.
* You no come a see momma-] think so

1'd like to find the Sergeant -
Who forgot to hook me up,

. o ——

1'd like to find the Sergeant . You no like a me no more . }
: Who forgot to hook me up . 4 You too much a like another girl '
- And 1 ain't going to jump No more. b Another fella likes me too. X
) . . \ He's my number oné good looking :
1 ‘ 2
!

4
1
‘3 : L ,.' R
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Too much [ know ;Oh oh
Aha ha hy' Aha ha ha Avyee
1lonolulu lets the girl down
Too nwuch good looking

Number one sweet naughty eyes, may go oh,
Oh!l OH|

Whats the matter’ you last night

You no ‘come_a see momma, [ think so
You no like a me no more

You too much a like. another girl
Another fella likes me too

lle's my nuniber one good looking"

Too much'l know Oh ho

Ahahahp Ahahaha Ayee :

You bet I know me no got chance
Another, glrl your 'sweetheart

But to-day lcan tell

You toa niuch HOO HOO for me Oh Oh Oh

What's the mattef you last night

You no come a see momma I think so
You no like a me no more

You too much like another girl
Another fellow likes me too

Ie's my number one good looking
Too much ! know Oh ho

Ahahnha. Ahuhaba.

IN THAT LAND OF JAPAN

ln that land of Japan anonne,

People live so different there anonne,
Take their shoes off at the door,

And sit upon the floor,

People.live so dl!f_erent there anonne,

Chorus I ‘ S

’

In that land of Japan,

Geisha Girls ‘and ’earls and Cherry Blossoms Too,

In that land of Jupan,
A girltin a Kirhgno is for you.

In that land‘of, Japan anonne, :
Rice Padches e\erywhere are all nnonne,
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- With chopsticks Rice they eat,

With fish it can't be beat,
In that land of IFish and Rice anonne.

In that land Japan anonne,
All the people have black hair anonne,

" You can look until you die,

Not a blondie will you find,
In that land of Japan anonne.

SAYONARA TOKYO

Met .a girl in Tokyo -

You know who Imean

Said her name was Michiko

You know who [ mean’

Michiko, Motoko, Kimiko Kazuko
But of this remember though

You know who I mean |

Sayonara Michiko, Kimiko Kazuko
Sayonara Tokyo till we meet again.

She's the one with mamasan
You:know who I mean
Pappa san and Baby San
You know who | mean

Not so tall as you and me
Dark eyes raven hair has she
Spoken lingo fluently

You know who | mean-

Sayonara mamasan, mppasan. baby san

Sayonara minasan
Till ‘we' meet n;,zun.

1'1 wmemder you Ukiko

You know who [ mean

Ukiko and Kuriko

You know who 1 mean

Michiko, Motoko, Kimiko, Kazuko
But of this remember though

You know who I meian

Sayonara Michiko, Tomiko, Kimiko
Sayonara Tokyo, till we meet again.
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55 . GOMENNASAI

Gomennasai, I am so sorry Gomennasai
1 am so sorry I made'you cry
Won't.you forgive me dear
Gomennasai, nights have been lonely
My days are blue

Because [ made a fool of you

Won't you forgive: me dear

My butterfly heart has brought you pain

Won't you forgive, Won't you forget
Let's be sweetheart again
Gomennasai. Nights would be heaven
Love fill my day .

If you'd believe me when 1 say
1flove you, Gomennasai

My Butterflv heart has brought you pam
Won't you forgive, Won't you forget
Let's be sweethearts again .
Gomenuasai, Nights would be heaven
Love fill my.day _

1f you'd beheve me when I say

I love you, Gomennasai
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