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BELL ﬁOTTOM TROUSERS

CHORUS
Singing a bell bottom troueers, coate of Navy blue,
Let him climb the rigging like hie daddy ueed to do.

Now once there was a waitrees in the Prince George Hotel,
Her mistrese was a lady, and her master was a ewell.
" They knew ehe was a simple girl, and lately from the farm,

So they watched her carefully, to keep sher from all harm.
CHORUS '

The forty-eecond fuselears came msrching into town,

And with'em came & compliment of rapiete of lreknown.

They burted every maidenhead that come within their epell,
But they never made the waitress from the Prince George Hotel.
CHORUS

Next came a company of the Prince of Wales Hussare,

They piled into the whore housee and they packed along the bars,
Meny | a maiden, mistreee, and a wife before them fell,

3ut they never made the waitrees from the Prince George Hotel.
CHORUS

One day there came a sailor, an ordinary bloke,

A bulging at the tpousere with a heart of solid oak,

At gea without a women for sever yesre or more,

There wasn't any need to ask what he was looking for.

CHORUS

Ke acked her for a candleestick to light hie way to bed,
- He asked her for a pillow to rect hie weary head,

And epegking very gcntly, Jjust ae if he meant no herm,

He aeked her if rhe'd come to bed, juet go'es to keep him warm.
CHORUS

She 1ifted up the blanket, and a moment there did lie,

He wae on her, he wae in her, in the twinkling of an eye.

He wae out again, ané in again, and klowing up a etorm.

But the only word she c¢poke to him: I hope you're keeping warm.

HORUS

en early injthe morning, the eailor he sroce,

Seying: dere's & two pound note, my dear, for the damasge I have caused.
If vou have a daughter, bounce her on your knee,

And if you have a son, eend the bastard out to seca.

IORUS
g%Q now sic eite esside the dock, a baby on her knee,

Aveiting for the eailing ehipe, & comin' home from rea.
Waiting for the Jolly tars in Navy uniforme,

And all she wante to do, my boys, ie keep the Navy warm.
CHORUS '

SEVEN OLD LADI

—————
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CHORUS
Oh deoar, what can the matter be
Seven old ladies locked in the lavatory
They were there irom Monday to Satwrdey
Nobody knew they were thore.

(MORE TO COME)
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1ndy woe Ellzsbeth Porter
R :ninz :hzlg.eacon of Dorecheeter'e dsughter /
shg yent to releive a slight preeeure Bf water
Nobod" knev ehe wae there.
gﬁg eecond old lad.y vae fAbigeil Splatter
fhe went there ‘cauee something wae eurely lthe magger
When rhe got there it wee only her bladder
And nobody knew ehe was there.
CHORUS
The third 9ld ledy wee Ameba Gerpickle
Her urge was sincere--her reaction wae fickle
Bne hurdled the door; ehe'd forgotten lher nickle
And nobody knew ehem wae there.
CHORUS _
The fowrth old lady wae Hildegard Foglo
Wae relieved when the ewelling was only a boil
She hadn't been living according to Hoyle
And nobody knew she wae there.
CHORUS
The fifth old lady was Emily Grancy
She went there ‘cauee something tickled her fancy
When che got there, 1t waes ante in her pantey
And nobody knew eshe wag there.
CHORUS
The six6h 0ld lasdy was extremely fertile
Her name wae O'Conner, the boys called her Myrtle
She went there to repair a hole in her girdle
And nobody knew ehe wae there.
CHORUS
The seventh old lady wae Agathe Jender
She went there to rppair & broken suepender
It enapped up and ruined her feminine gender
And nobody knew ghe was there.
CHORUS
The Janitor ceme jin the early morning
He opened the door in the eerly morning
And eeven old laedies their ceats were adorning
And nobody knew they were there.

CHORUS
OH, LITTLE HOUSE ON 3EACON STREET' / //
TM’*

Oh, little houee on Beacon Street \
Horw bright they red light shown-

There wae but one cop on the street,
And he wae bribery prone.

——

3ut then the Vice Squed etepped in
And cloeed your femilisr doore.
The Joye and feare of meny men

Vent with your well-trained whores.
| CHRISTMAS DAY

(tune: frere Jacques)

Chrietmad Day, Chrietmee Day,
Save your tree, save your tree,
i Shove 1t up the chimmey, shove it up the chimmey,
*\ Gooee Saint Nick, goose Saint Nick.
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My brother makee booze in the bathtwb
My sister makee eynthetic gin

My eister makep love on the eide,

My God how th;pney rolle in.

My mother'e a boarding house keeper
Each night ae the lighte grow dim

Bhe hange a red light in the window

# God lhow the money rolle in.

TEORUS

My brother's a great ieeionary

He eaves girle from ein

Tor five bucke he'll eave you a nice one
¥r God how the money rolle in.

THORUS

/

~ There were cate on the rooftops,
Cate on the tilee, cats with the sjphilie,
Cats with the pilee, ,
Tete with thelr aeeholee wreathed in emilee,
Reveling in the Joye o:r fornication.

CATS DN THE ROOFTOP
(tune: J-hn peel)

Now the hippotomue, eo it geeme

Bovere, povere, hie wet dreams,

sut when 1t comee, §it comee in etreems,
Xeveling in the Joys of fornication.

Dh, you woke uip" the morning with en
upright etand,

=te vrinary pressure of the prostrate gland,

4nd you haven't got a woman, eo you jerk it
off by hangd,

Reveling in the jJoys of maecturbation.

GOD BLESS FREE ENTERPRISE
(Tunme: God 3leee America)

God bleee Iree enterprise, eyetem devine
Stend beeide her

And guide her

Juet eo long as the profite are fine.
Good o0ld Wall Street, may she flourieh,
Corporatione, may they grow.
God bleee free enterprise, the etatue quo.
God blaee free enterpriese, the status quo.

" mm yoweY rous m
(tune: My Bonnie liee over the Oceen)

CHOMUS: Rolle in, rolle in, my God how the money rolle in, rolle in.
Rolle in, rolls in, my God how the money rolle in.

CAPITALIST VAR SONG

Come &ll ye Union haters
Red and Labor baitere
Fight, Fight, Fight for Capital

Have the bloody =sabre
Cruch the rights of labor
Fight, fight, fight Tor Capital

Darmm, Demn, Damn, Damn
Damm the etupid maseed
Fight, fight, fight, fight
For the upper clasees.

(Repeat firset veree)




8

THE GOOD SHIP VENUS

b-.
ﬁmoﬁ “'L the good ehip@$ Venus

You roally ehould have eeen ue
¥ith e f1gurehead of & whore in bed
And a maet of g phallic genue.

The ceptain of the lugger
Wee known ae & filthy bugger
Peclared unfit to shovel sghit
From one ghip to another
CHORUS
The cebin boy'e name wae Chipper
A randy 1ittle nipper
He made a pase with a broken glaee
And circuneieed the ekipper.
CHORUS
The firet mate's name wae Morgsn
Boy God he ware @& gorgan
From hali paet eight he'd play tell late
Upon the captain'e organ
CHORUS
The captain'e wife wae Charlotte
Born and bred & harlot
Her thighe at night were 1lily white
By morning they were ecarlet.
CHORUS
The captain's daughter Msbel
Though young wee Ieeach and sble
To fornicate with the second mate
Upon the chartroom table.
ChORUS
The captain's youngeet daughter
Wae wached into the water
Her plaintive equeale announced that eele
Had found her eexual quarter
CHORUS o
The chip dog's name was Rover
We turned the poor thing over
And ground end ground that faithful hound
From Tenerief to Dover.
CHORUR S
Bnd when we reached our etation,
Through ekilful navigation
The ehip got esunk in a wave of gunk
From too much fornication.
CHORUS
THE SHISS NAVY (TUNE: The 0ld Grey Mare)
We don't have to merch in the infentry, ride in the cavalry,
Shoot in the artillery,
We don't have to f{ly over Germeny We're in the Swies Navy.
We're in the Swiee Navy we're in the Swiee Navy.
Oh, we don't have to march in the infantry, etc. (repeat verece)

We can drink chempagne with the best of them,

Gin with the woret of them, beer with the rest of jhem.

We are the empire's big hairy cheeted men,

We're in the Swiee Navy

We're in the Swiee Navy, we're in the Swise Navy.

Oh. we can drink chsmpagme with the best of them, etc. (Repeat veree)
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LADY GODIVA

Codiva wae a lady who through Coventry did ride,

To show the royal villagers her fine and pure white hide,
The moet observent man of all, an enginmer of couree,
Wee the only man who noticed that Godiva rode a horse.

CHORUS: We are, we are, we are, ve ere, we are the engineers,

We can, we can, we can, we can demolish forty beere,

Drink rum, drink rum, drink rum, drink rum and come along with us,
For Ve don't give a demn for any demn man vho don't give a damm foflb

She eaid, "I've come a long,long way and I will go ae far

With the men who takee from me this horee and leads me to a bar
)IIQP »e ! X R 8144 0¢8I DA 1 0Q1 1001 DG PO
Suexir The man who took her from her steed and led her to a bar,
Wae a bleary eyed eurvivor and a drunken engineer.

My father was a miner from the northern malemute,

My mother was a mietreee oi a house of ill repute,

FUFAT TN F R X RN LR be.t 1 '04 XX ENEEEYNERRERXXCRNX X I KX «l.'..(f

The laet time that I saw them, these words rang in my eare,

Go to MIT you eon of & B and join the englnesre.

B A LEDEBXX]

IIO."'}

The Army and the Navy went out to have some fun,

They went down to the taverne where fiery liguors rum,

But all they found were empties for the englneers had come,
And traded all their inetruments for gallon kege of rum.

Sir FRancie Dpake and all hie ehipe set out for Cazlais way,
They heard that the Spanish rum fleet was headed out their way,
And theughginankeaha2tasmtghhen yypuashihtcenddihbhdfirathem,eay:

Venue wee a etatue made entirely of stonme, .

Without a etitch upon her, shelkwas nsked ae & bone,

On eeeing that she had no clothee an{ engineer diecoureed,
Why the damn thing'e only concrete and ghould be reinforced.

Ptinceton'e run by Wellesley, Wellegley's run by Yale,
Yale ie run by Vgssar; and Vaeear's run by tall,
Harverd'e run by etiff pricke, the kind you raiee by hand,

If we ehould iind a Hervard mgn within our sacred walle,

We'll take him up to physice lsb and amputate his balle,

And if he hollare Uncle, I'll tell you whet we'll do,

We'll stuif his aee with broken glase and eeeal it up with glue.

MIT wae MIT when Harvard was & pup,

And Mit will be MIT when Herveard's buseted up

And any Harvard son of a bitch who thinke he's in our clees,
Can pucker up hie rosy lipe and kiee the beaver's ess.

A maiden and en engineer were eitting in the park,

The engineer was working on some research after dark.

Hie scientific method wae a marvel to observe,

While hie right hand wrote the figures, his left hend traced the curves.
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WHEN I CAME HOME

The firet night I ceme home, drunk as I could be,

I eaw & horee in the steble, where my horse ought to be,

"Come here little wifey, explain youreelf to me

Why 1e there a horese in the steble, where my horse ought to be"
"Why you durn foll, you bleme old fool, can't you ever gee,
It'e only a milk cow my mother aent to me."

Now I've been 1iving in this world, forty years or more

And I never saw a milk cow with a saddle on before.

The next night, wvhen I ceme home, drunk ae I could be,

I saw a coat on the coat rack, where my coat ought to be.

"Come here, little wifey, explain yourself to me

Why is there a coat hanging on the rack where my coat ought to be”
"Why you durn fool, you blame fool, can't you ever see

It'e only a bed quilt my mother geve to me."

Now I've been living in this world forty years orlmore

And I never saw a bed quilt with pockets on before.

The next night, when I came hame, -drunk as I couldlbe,
I eav a pair of pants on the tsble where my pante ought to be,
¥yxtextiers "Come here little wifey, and explain yourself to me,

Why ie there a pair of pents on the teble where my pants ought to be."

&Why you durn fool, you blsme -fool, can't you ever see,
It's only a petticost my mother gave to me."

- Now I've been lving in this world forty years or more
And I pever saw a petticoat with suspenders on before.

The next night when I came home, drunk as I could be,

I eaw @ head lying on the bed, where mly head ought to be,
"Come here, little wifey, explain yourself to me

Why ie that head on the pillow where my head ought to be"
"Why you dwrn fool, you blame fool, cen't you ever see,
It's only a cebbage head my mother gave to me."

Now I've been 1iving in this world forty ¥ears or more,
And I never gaw a csbbage head with a mouetache on before.

EERE'S TO COOD OLD SEER

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'e to good old beer, for it mekes you feel so queer,
Here'es to good old beer, drink her down, down, down.
CHORUS

*  Rolling hame, dead drunk, rolling home deed drunk,

By Xhe light of the ellvery mo-o-n,

Happy as the day when the etudents get wmzway,

Ae we go rolling, rolling home (dead drunk).
TO CONTINUE:

Here's to good o0ld whiskey, it makee you feel eo frinsky....
Here's to good old sherry, for it keeps you bright and werry,...
Here'e to sperkling ale, for it keepe you bright and hale,....
Here's to good old rum, for it'll turn you to a bum....

Here'e to good hard cider, it will meke you warn insider.....
Here's to good 0ld port, it gives you lots of eport.....
Here's to good vermouth, for it makea you so uncouth......
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When I wae & bachelor, I lived all alone

I worked at the weever'e trade;

And the only, only thing thet I d1d that wae wrong
Wae to woo a fair young maid.

I wooed in the wintertime, and in the summer, too,
And the the only thing that I did that wae wrong,
Wae to keep her from the @oggy, fogay dew.

One night she knalt close by my side

When I wes fast asleep

She threw her erms around my neck and then began to weep,
She wept, ehe cried, she tore her hair,

Alas, what could I do.

So all night long, I held her in my arms,

Juet to keep her from the foggy,foggy dew.

Agein I'm a bachelor, I live with my eon,

We work at the weaver's tradse;

And every eingle time I dook into hiex eyes

He reminde me of the winter time,

And of the eummer too,

And of the many, meny timee, that I held her in ny arms
Juet to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

__— LAY YOUR GIRLS ON BOUGHS OF HOLLY

Lay your girle on boughe of holly,
Fa, la, la, le, 1a,la, le,le.

That's a reacon to be jolly,

Fa, 1a, la, etc.

Been so long I can't remember,

Fa, la, la, etc.

Think I had it last December,
Fa, la, la, etc.

Chooee you now, you lede, vour lassie s
Fa, la, la, etc.

Don't get pige, be sure they're cleesy,
Fa, la, la, etc.

Shed you now your gay appsrel,
Fa, la ,la, etc.

Have you tried it in a barrel,
¥a, la, la, etc.

And when you have had your evening,
Fa, la, la, etc.

Her apartment let's be leaving,
Fa, la, la, etc.

Don you now your gay apparel,
Fa, la, la, etc.

Now we've made our Chrietmes Carol,
Fa, la, 1‘, etc'
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THE WOODPECKER'S HOL

i [ etuock my finger in the woodpecker's hole,
And the woodpecker said, "God damn your soul;"
Teke 1t out...take it out...take it out...re--move it.

I removed my finger from the woodpeckerts hole,
And the woodpecker said, God demn your soul;"
Put it back...put it back...put it back...re--plege it.

I replaced my finger in the woodpecker'e hole,
And the woodpecker said, God demmn your eoul;"
Turn eround...turn around...turn around...re--volve it.

I revolved my finger in the woodpecker'e hole,
And the woodpecker szaid, God damm your soul;
Wrong way...wrong way...wrong way...re--verse it.

I reversed my finger in the woodpecker'e holef
And the woodpecker said, "God damm your soul;
Take it out...take it out...take it out...re--move it.

(An unuemally fusey woodpecker, eh what)
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THE S SITHRART OF SIX oTHiH GUYS
Thne izl of poy dreaws heg dled her halra
A oritiict shoxnde of red
Shie drinle, £he caockes, she bells divity joves,
Che hasn’it a tiain in her head,
She things Luat Lliguor aalkes the world go round
She drlinis move than you or I
The -irl of my dreams ain't as dumb &g she ceoms,
Lhwfs bhe sy

weebhwert of six other suys.
0N 'TOF OF QLD COPHIE

On Lop of old Scophie, -

L1 Covered with uveat B .
Tt've used fourtesn rubbers, and she nasn't come yet,
IFor fuckins a pleessure, and fartin's a rclief,

Zut a long winded lov er, Wwill oring nothinr but :rie
Sheill klss yeu an hug wou And soy 1t won't be loar,
But two iovr"'}ater, wh te ¢tlll roin~ stron;

So con2 2ll you Youn;s lovers, And listen to me,

Cont'h o vaeste Four erection on a long windsd sho,

Por woupr reot will just vwither, And your pasclen will

,

fnd cb wilL fornake you, fnd youlll nevai kaow why.
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