RUGBY SONGS

The Twelve Days of Christmas
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On the first day of Christmas, my true love gave to me,

A hand-job in a pear tree.

On the second day of Christmas,

Two mother fucks,

And a hand-Job in a pear tree.

my true love gave to me,

On the third day of Christmas, my true love gave to me,

Three cock sucks,
Two mother fucks,

And a hand-job in a pear tree.

On the fourth day of Chrlstmas, my true love gave to me,

Four French fucks,
Three cock sucks,
Two mother fucks,
And a hand-=job 1n a pear tree

On the fifth day of Christmas,

FIVE ROUND-THE-WORLDS'!
(etc. as above)

On the sixth day of Christmas,

Six sixty-niners,
(etc. as above)

my true love gave to me,

my true love gave to me,

On the seventh day of Christmas, my true love gave to me,

Seven sucking sisters,
(etc. as above)

On the eighth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me,

Eight aching assholes,
(etc. as above)

On the ninth day of Christmas,

Nine nympho nuns,
(etc. as above)

On the tenth day of Christmas,

Ten tons of titty,
(etc. as above)

On the eleventh day of Christmas,

Eleven licking lesbians,
(etc. as above)

On the twelfth day of Christmas,

Twelve tongued twats,
(etc. as above)

my true love gave to me,

my true love gave to me,

my true love gave to me,

my true love gave to me,
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Charus of :
OH, SIR JASPER (Tune:ABattle Hymn of the Republic)

Oh, Sir Jasper, do not touch me!

Oh, Sir Jasper, do not touch me!

Oh, Sir Jasper, do not touch me!l

As she lay between the lily-white sheets
With nothing on at all.

(Repeat, dropping one word from end of first three lines with
each repeat. Last verse will be: Oh!... Oh!... OH!... As she
lay between the lily-white sheets with nothing on at all.)

CHARLOTTE, THE HARLOT

I was riding one day with my hand on my prick,
(I knew it was hard, and I kneéw it was thick,)
When over the horizon before me I saw, '
Pretty Charlotte, the Harlot, the cowpunchers' whore.

She's daring, she's darling, she's quite indiscrete;
She'll fuck in the bedroom, she'll fuck in the street.
She'1ll fuck for a man or she'll fuck for a bullj;

It all just depends on the size of your tool.

I fuck her each morning, and fuck her each night;

And each time I fuck her, I fuck her all right.

And each time I fuck her, I give her a quart:.. .
And 1if you don't call that fucking, you fucking well ought.

GANG-BANG

I love to gang-bang, I always will,

Because to gang-bang glves me such a thrill.
When I was younger, and in my prime,

I used to gang-bang all the time.

But now I'm older, and growing gray,
I only gang-bang once a day.
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ROLL YOUR LEG OVER

I wish all young glrls were down under my covers,
I wouldn't leave bed till I'd made them all mothers!

Chorus:

Roll your leg over, oh, roll your leg over,
Oh, roll your leg over the man in the moon.

young girls were like diamonds and rubiles,
a jeweler, I1'd shine up thelr boobies!

I wish all
And I'd be

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I.wish all

young girls were like piles on a shelf;
a baker, I'd eat them myself!

young girls were like B-29's
a fighter, I'd buzz their behinds!

young girls were like trees in a forest,

a woodsman, I'd split their clitoris!

young glrls were in need of improvément,

I'd give them some help with a ball-bearing movement!

I wish all young girls were like statues of Venus,
And I were equipped with a stone-cutting penis!

I wish all young girls were like birds of a feather,
I'd jump in their nest, and fuck them all together!

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

I wish all
And I were

If all the

young girls were like fish in the sea,
some seaweed, and they would eat me!

young girls were 1like fish in a school,
equipped with a water-proof. tooll!

young girls were like fish in the oceany
a fish, I would show them the motion!

young girls were like 1little red foxes,
a hunter, I'd shoot in their boxes!

young girls were like holes in the road,
a dump truck, I'd dump in my load!

young gilrls were like bats in a steeple,
a bat, there'd be more bats than people!

bells in a tower,
the hour!

young girls were like
a sexton, I'd bang by

bricks in a pile,
in style!

young girls were like
a mason, I'd lay them

young girlies were singing this song,

1t would be twige as dirty and tea times as long!
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ST. ANTHONY'S POLEY

A is for ...
And B is the bastard that's never been born!

Chorus:

Roley-Poley, up 'em and stuff 'em,
And Oh!, St. Anthony's Poley!

C is for cunt, so oozing with pizz; hey, ho, St. Roley!
And D is for drunkard, that gave it a kiss, with a (Chorus)

E is for eunuch, with only one ballj; ...
And F 1s the fucker with no balls at all...

G is for gonorrhea, goiter, and gout.;.
And H is the harlot that passed it about...

I is for injections for syphilis and itch...
And J is the Jerk-off that jerked on the pitch...

K is for kiss, what virging think nice...
And L is the lecher that put it in twice...

M is the monk, the dirty old punt...
And N 1s the nun that he got in the cunt...

O is for orifice, now fully revealed...
P i1s for penis, with foreskin unpeeled...

Q is for Quaker, what shit in his hat...
And R 1s the rugger that ruggered the cat...

S 1s for shit-pot now filled to the brim;
And T are the turds that are floating therein...

U 1s for usher what pulled on his pud...
And V are the virgins, that wishes they could...

W is for whore, that fucks 'em so fast...
houted) And X, Y, and Z you can shove up your ass!
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AT ME GRANDFATHER'S BALL (Tune: Highland Laddie?)

I saw a lassie with a very haliry belly, |,
Who was 1ifting up her skirty at me grandfather's ball;

Then I saw a laddle with a fine, upstanding cockie

Who was gonna shag the lassie with the very hairy belly

Who was 1lifting up her skirty, who was lifting up her skirty,
Who was 1lifting up her skirty at me grandfather's ball.

Then I saw a fellow with a wee spy-glassie

Who was spying on the laddie with the fine, upstanding cockie
Who was gonna shag the lassie with the very hairy belly

Who was 1lifting up her skirty at me grandfather's ball.

Then I saw me wifie with a long, curvy knifie

Who was gonna cut the ballies off the man with the spy-glassie
Who was looking at the laddie with the fine, upstanding cockie
Who was gonna shag the lassie at me grandfather's ball.

Then I saw a policeman with some wee handcuffies

Who was gonna nab my wifie with the long, curvy knifie

Who was gonna cut the ballies off the man with the spy-glassie
Who was looking at the laddie with the fine, upstanding cockie,
Who was gonna shag the lassie with the very hairy belly

Who was 1lifting up her skirty at me grandfather's ball.

IT'S THE SAME THE WHOLE WORLD OVER

Standing on the bridge at midnight,
Crying soulful at the moon,

She said, "Sir, I never had it."
But she spoke too fucking soon.

It's the same the whole world over;
It's the poor what gets the blame.
It's the rich what gets the pleasure.
Ain't it all a fucking shame.

Standing on the bridge at midnight,
Drinking maggots from her crotch;
She said, "Sir, I've never had it."
I said, "No, not fucking much."



Rugby 6

OLD McDONALD'S FARM

0ld McDonald had a farm, ee-i; ee=1; oh. ~
And on this farm he had some shegt/, ee-1; ee-1; oh. Wiy
"With a ewes-a, ewes-a here, and a ewes-a, ewes-a there; 4
Here a ewes, there a ewes, everywhere a ewes-a ewes;

01d McDonald had a farm, ee-i; ee-ij; oh.

On this farm he had some chickens: [T elrtd
With a chicksy, chicksy here... L eley #2188 R

And on this farm he had some bulls: LjfythQV
With a bullsy, bullsy here...

And on this farm he had some goats:
With a buttsy, buttsy here...

And on this farm he had some geese:
With a goosey, goosey here....

And on this farm he had some rams:
With a ramsy, ramsy here...

And on this farm he had some turkeys:
With a gobble, gobble here...

And on this farm he had some bears:
With a bearsy, bearsy here...

THE LITTLE DRUMMER BOY

The drummer boy stood there with his trousers undone. (repeat twice)
...playing his drum, rum-pum-pum-pumn.

A queer man saw this boy with his trousers undone. (repeat twice)
...and he said, "Come here, son, and I'll show you some fun."

The queer man buggered the drummer boy in his bum. (repeat twice)
.. PUM=-DUM-PUM-DPUM; IUum-pum-p Wn—pum.

The drummer boy said, "Sir, this isn't much fun." (repeat twice)
..."You're not fucking me, you're fucking my drum."
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BUM-TITTY-TITTY (We're All Queers Together)

Oh, we're all queers togetherjy that's why we go 'round in pairs;
Yes, we're all queers together; excuse us while we go upstairs.

Oh, my name, it is Cecil. I live in Barkley Square.
I swish, swish in Picadilly with a rosebud in my hair.

Oh, we're all queers together, etc.

Riding home on the pump-pump, I'm finding it hard to stand;
A little boy offered his seat up, I grabbed it with my hand.

Oh, we're all queers together, etc.

Singing, bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty, titty-bum.
Singing, bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty AYE!
Singing, bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty, titty-bum.
The assholes are here to stay.

Oh, the sexual 1life of the camel Is stranger than anyone thinks.

In the height of the mating season, he tries to bugger the sphinx.

But, the sphinx' posterior orifice is blocked by the sands of the Nile,
Which explains the hump on the camel, and the sphinx' inscrutable smile.

Singing, bum—-titty-titty, etc.

Oh, the sexual 1life of the ostrich Is stranger than that of man.

In the height of the mating season, he buries his head in the sand

When along comes a male of the species; spies an ass waving up in the air.
Does he know if it's male or female? Or doesn't he bloody well care?

Singing, bum-titty-titty, etc.
Oh, it's Christmas in the harem; the eunichs all are there
Watching the harem ladies comb their pubic hair,

When along comes Father Christmas, a-wandering through the halls
Saying, "What do you want for Christmas?" The eunichs all answer, "BALLS!'

Singing, bum-titty-titty, etc.
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THE BALL AT KERRIMUIR (Rugby verses)

Rugby Chorus:

Balls to your partner; ass against the wall.
If you neve rget laid on Saturday night, you'll never get laid at all.

Oh, the village magicilan, he was there, he had us all aghast;
He'd pull his foreskin over his head and disappear up his ass...

Oh, the village priest, he was there, pulling a dirty trick:
He was blessing the girls by undressing the girls and anointing them
with his prick...

Oh, the village blacksmith, he was there, a-standing by the fire,
Performing quick abortions with a plece of red-hot wire..

They did it in the garden and once around the park,
And when the candles guttered out, they did it in the dark...

Oh, the village idiot, he was there, can you imagine that?
He was amusing himself by abusing himself and catching it in his hat...

And when the ball was over, a dreadful sight to see:
Four-and-twenty maidenheads h-hanging from a tree...

The village eunich, he was there; he only had one stunt:
He'd turn his pecker inside-out and use it for a cunt...

Oh, the blacksmith's brother, he was there, a might man was he;
He lined the girls against the wall and had them three by three...

Oh, the mathematician, he was there, using rule of thumb;
With his slide rule, he figured out exactly when he'd come...

Oh, the village economist, he was there, his cock was in his hand,
Waiting for the moment when supply would meet demand...

Oh, the village orhpan, he was there, the dirty little beastj
He stuffed his ass with broken glass, and circumsized the priest...

Oh, Little Jimmy, he was there, he was only eight;
He couldn't screw the lassies, so he had to masturbate...

Oh, the village matron, she was there, she had us all in fits,
Jumping off the mantlepiece and landing on her tits...

Oh, they were fucking on the couches, they were fucking on the cots,
And lined up against the wall were rows of grinning twats...

Oh, the village pervert, he was there; ate his sister with a spoon,
And cornholed all the harpies that were flying 'round the room...

Oh, the village gardener, he was there, his sickle in his hand,
And every time he turned around, he circumcised the band...
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WILL YOU MARRY ME?

(Men's Voices)

If I give you half a crown, will you pull your knickers down?
Will you marry, marry, marry, marry, will you marry me?

(Women's Voices)

If you give me have a crown, I won't pull my knickers down;
I won't marry, marry, marry, marry, I won't marry you.

(Men's Voices)

If I give you fish and chips, will you let me squeeze your tits?
Will you marry, marry, marry, marry, will you marry me?

(Women's Voices)

If you give me fish and chips, I won't let you squeeze my tits.
I won't marry, marry, marry, marry, I won't marry you.

(Men's Voices)

If T give you half a né:ie, can I shove 1t down your throat?
Will you marry, marry, marry, marry, will you marry me?

(Women's Voices) -

If you give me half a note, you can't shove it down my throat.
I won't marry, marry, marry, marry, I won't marry you.

(Men's Voices)

If I give you my big chest, and all the money that I possess,
Will you marry, marry, marry, marry, will you marry me?

(Women's Voices)

If you give me your big chest, and all the money that you possess,
I will marry, marry, marry, marry, I will marry you.

(Men's Voilces: CHANTING)

Ho, ho, ho, you think you're very funny.
You don't want me; you want my fuckin' money!
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SATURDAY NIGHT

Well, it was Sunday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this horse in the stable Where my own horse should be.

So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she,
"What's that horse doin' there in the stable Where my own horse should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?
It's nothing but a milk cow My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But a saddle on a sow, sure and I've never seen before!

Well, it was Monday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this coat on the coat rack Where my own coat should be.

So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she, .
"What's that coat doin' there on the coat rack Where my own coat should be?

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?.
Tt's just a baby's blanket My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But buttons on a blanket, sure and I've never seen before!

Well, it was Tuesday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this pipe in the pipe rack Where my own pipe should be.
So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she, ’ .

"What's that pipe doin' in the pipe rack Where my own pipe should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?
It's nothing but a tin whistle My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But tobacco in a tin whistle, sure and I've never seen beforel

Well, it was Wednesday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;

And there were two boots by the bed where my own boots should be.
So I turned to my wife, and I salid unto she,
"What are these boots doin' by the bed where my own boots should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?
They're nothing but two geranium pots My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But laces on geranium pots, sure and I've never seen before!
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(SATURDAY NIGHT, Continued)

Well, it was Thursday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this head on the pillow where my own head should be.
So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she,

"What's that head doin' on the pillow where my own head should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?
Tt's nothing but a baby My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled-—-A thousand miles or more--
But laces on geranium pots, sure and I've never seen beforel

Well, it was Friday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this hand upon her breast where my own hand should be.

So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she,
"What's that hand doin' on your breast where my own hand should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool, why can't you see?
Tt's nothing but a brassiere My mother sent to me."

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But hair on a brassiere, sure and I've never seen before!

Well, it was Saturday night, and I came home As drunk as I could be;
And there was this thing in the thing where my own thing should be.
So I turned to my wife, and I said unto she,

"What's that thing doin' in your thing where my own thing should be?"

"Oh, you blind fool, you stupid fool, You fool,xwhy can!t you see?
It's nothing but a rolling pin My mother sent to me. "

Oh, many a mile have I traveled--A thousand miles or more--
But balls behind a rolling pin, sure and I've never seen before!
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CATS ON THE ROOFTOP

Cats on the rooftop, cats on the tiles;
Cats with syphilis, cats with piles;
Cats with their assholes wreathed in smiles
As they revel in the throes of fornication!
. variant. "
An elephant's cock is quite renowned; 714-4,?/»'1, riamp /3 é:j“ _"*“"’"{"“-;
A small one weighs a thousand pounds, ' Gy g e oo
And two together shake the ground
As they revel in the throes of fornication.

When you wake up in the morning, feeling full of sexual joy,

And you wife has got the ra and your daughter's feeling coy,
What's the matter with thefasshgie of youﬁfgecond oldest boy

As you revel in the throes®of fornication . -2"“’"""“’ "‘“""‘7

When you wake up in the morning with your penis in your hand,
And you're feeling all the pressure of your seminary gland,
Who'll ever know the difference if you shake it in your hand
As you revel in the throes ofJdfornication..
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LYDIA PINKHAM

Let us sing of lLydia Pinkham, And her love for the human race;
How she sells her Vegetable Compound, And the papers they publish her face.

CHORUS:

So let us sing, sing, sing of Lydia Pinkham,
And her love, her love, her love for the human race;
How she makes, she bottles, she sells her Vegetable Compound

And the papers they publish her face.

Oh! It sells for a dollar a bottle, And it cures all manner of ills;
And it's more to be recommended Than Carter's Liver Pills,

Widow Brown, she had no children, Though she loved them very dear;
So she took, she gargled, she swalloed some Vegetable Compound,

Now she has them twice a year!

Willy Senders, the little fuck-up, Could pass no water--none at all!
So we gave him three bottles of Compound--Now he clears a ten-foot wall}

Walter Black had a terrible problem, For his percker wouldn't pecks;
Then he took, he gargted, he swallowed some Vegetable Compound--

Now he fucks ‘'til he's a wreck!

Mary Bender had no breastworks, And she couldn't fill her blause;
So she took, she gargled, she swallowed some Vegetable Compaind,

Now they milk her with the cows!

Johnny Winters, the little bastard, Through masturbation lost his vim;
So we gave him two bottles of Compaund, Now the rabbits envy him!

Arthur White had been castrated, Hadn't even a single nut;
So he took, he gargled, he swallowed some Vegetable Compound,

Now six balls hang ‘round his butt,

Father Francis cotldn't marry; Never felt a tit or twat;
Since we gave him some Vegetable Compound, His wet dreams could fill a pot!

Sally Jones had rotten kidneys; Poor old lady couldn't pee;
So she took, she gargled, she swallowed some Vegetable Compound,

Now they pipe her out to sea!

Mr, Brown had very small testes; They were just like a couple of peas.
So he took, he gargled, he swallowed some Vegetable Compound,

Now they hang below his knees,
W
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THE WINNIPEG WHORE p=

My first trip up the Chippeway River, Took me 80 miles up shore;
There I met a young Miss FIannigan, Commonly known as "The Winnipeg Whore,"

"Well," says she to me, "I think I know you boy; Let me sit upon your knee,
How's about a little lovin'? A dollar and a half is the usual fee."

Well,"I took her on, and she led me Quickly to the place where she used to sleep;

Dirty old room with a straw-filled mattress, Wasn't too clearn, but she sure
was cheap,

Oh, she was slick as a slippery elm; I didn't know what she was about,
'Til I missed my watch and wallet, '"Holy Moses!" I cried out,

Then up to the whore's ran some song-of -bitches Up to the tune of 15 or more,

I left my clothes, my shores, and my britches, And I went a-high-tailin' out
of that door!

good 'cause I learned it there;
make sure that you visit her
bare,

Yes, in Winnipeg I learned my lesson, I learned it
If you got to visit a Winnipeg whore, boys, Better

IN THE SHADE OF THE OLD APPLE TREE

In the shade of the old apple tree,
I got all that was coming to me,
In the soft dewy grass, I ha 4 my piece of ass
- —
From a maiden that was fine to see,

I could hear the dull buzz of the bee
As it sunk its grub hooks into me.
Her ass it was fine, but you should have seen mine--

In the shade of the old apple tree,

SILVER THREADS AMONG THE GOLD

Darling, let me fix your garter
Just a bit above the knee,

If my hand it should slip upward,
You must not think ill of me,

For the hair on mine is silver,
And the hair on yours is gold.
Let us put them both together--
Silver Threads Among the Gold!



UNCLE FRED AND AUNTIE MABEL (Tune: Hark, the Herald Angels Sing)

Uncle Fred and Auntie Mabel
Fainted at the breakfast table,
This should be sufficient warning
Not to do it in the morning.

Ovaltine soon put them right,
And now they do it every night;
And they're hoping very soon
To try it in the afternoon!

And they're hoping very soon
To try it in the afternoon.

FUNICCILLI, FUNICCILLA

Last night I stayed up late to masturbate!
It felt so good! (I knew it would!)

Last night I stayed up late to masturbate!
It felt so nice, I did it twice!

You should see me working on the short stroke.
It's really grand! I use my hand!
You should see me working on the long stroke,
It's really neat! I use my feet!

Wham it! Bam it! Slam it on the floor!

Whang it! Bang it! Bring it back for more!

Some people say that fucking is so grand,

But for all around enjoyment, I prefer to use my hand,

NO BALLS AT ALL

Ch, come all ye laddies and listen to me,

And I'11 tell you a tale that will fill you with glee;
Of a pretty young maiden so fair and so tall,

Who married a man who had no balls at all!

CHORUS ¢

No balls at all; no balls at all;
She married a man who had no balls at all!

The night of the wedding she crept into bed;

Her cheeks were so rosy, her ass was so red,

She reached for his penis, his penis was small;

She reached for his balls; but he'd no balls at all!

""Oh, Mother! OCh, Mother!. Oh, what shall I do?
I've .married a man who's unable to screw,

My troubles are many, my pleasures are small,
For I've married a man who has no balls at all!"
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"Oh, daughter! Oh, daughter! Do not be so sadj
The same thing was true when I married your dad.
But there's always a good man awaiting the call
Of the wife of a man who has no balls at alll"

This very wise daughter took mother's advice;
She got herself laid by a man who seemed nice,
And a queer looking bastard was born in the fall,
To the wife of the man who had no balls at alll

The husband was joyous; got high as a kite;

The sight of that infant filled him with delight!
Though its head was too large, and its body too small,
The great thing about him--he'd no balls at all!l

HER NAME WAS LIL

Her name was Lil, and she was a beauty; She lived in a house of ill reputee,
The men all came from far to see Lilian in her deshabille,
Lilian in her deshabille!

She was comely, she was fair, She had lovely yellow‘hair.
But she drank too much of the demon rum, And she smoked hashish and opium,

And she smoked hashish and opium!

Now, day by day her cheeks grew thinner Because of the lack of protein in her,
She grew two heliows in her chest tTi1 she had to go ‘round completely dressed!

'Til she had to go 'round completely dressed!

She went to see the house physician To prescribe for her condition,
"You have got,'" the doctors say, 'Per-nish-i-us anem-i-a.
Per-nish-i-us anem-i-a!"

She took treatments in the sun, She tried Scott's emul-si-on.
Three times daily she took yeast, But still her clientel decreased.

But still her clientele decreased!

Now it may be said of her cli-en-telly, That it rested mainly on her belly.
And when she covered herself with cloth, Her clientele grew exceeding wroth,

Her clientele grew exceedingly wroth!

Now clothes may make a girl go far, But they have no place on a fille de joie;
And Lily's troubles they began When she concealed her ab-do=-men,
When she concealed her abdomen!

As she lay there in her dishonor She felt the hand of the Lord upon her.
She said, 'Oh, Lord, I do repent, But that fell's gonna cost you fifty cents."

But that feel!$ gonna cost you fifty cents!"



THE BALL AT KERRIMUIR
Choice of Chorus:

1, Oh! Please &o it this time,
Oh, Please do it now! '

And if you did it last time,
You surely must know how!

Who of us will e'er forget
The ball at Kerrimuir,
Where your wife and my wife
Would up on the floor,

Five and twent virgins came
Down from Inverness;
A~d when the ball was over
There were five and twenty less.

First lady forward;
Second lady back;
Third lady's finger
Up fourth lady's crack.

Ch, there was fuckin' in the parlor,
And fuckin' in the ricks;

You couldn't hear the musit¢ for
Th e swishin® of the pricks.

Oh, there was fuckin' on the porches,
And fucking on the stones;

You couldn't hear the music for
The groanin' and the means,

Oh, there was fuckin' in the kitchen,
And fuckin' on the stairs;

You couldn't see the carpets for
The cunts and curly hairs,

The bride was in the bedroom
Explainin' to the groom-=
That the vagina, not the rectum

Was the entrance to the womb,

The Queen was in the parlor
Eatin' beead and honey;

The King was in the chambermaid,
And she was in the money.

Ch,
She had them all in fits,
Jujipin' off the mantlepiece
And bouncin' off her tits.
The village cripple he was there,
I didn't llke niﬂ michs
He lined two' glrls ‘against the waiil
And fucked them with his crutch.

the minister's daughter she was there,

2, Who did ye last night!
" Who'll do ye now?

The one who did ye last night,
Canna do ye now!

Jimmie Brown he was there,
Up to every trick;

Dancin' naked ‘round the floor
And standin' on his prick,

Plow1n Jock her was there,
ﬁﬁlm&mrwmdmltdmwm

Sat sittin' with a hard-on
Just a-waitin' for his chance!

Tommy Reid he was there,
His balls were made of brassj;
And when he blew a fart, my lads,
The sparks flew out his ass.

Thé hostler's wife she was there
A-sittin' down in front;

A ring of roses in her:hair
And a carrot up her cunt.

The village idior he was there
Asmakin' like a fool;

He pulled his foreskin o'er his head
And whistled through his tool,

Jack Todd was in the bathroom
Countin' up his wealth;

His wife was in the bedroom
A-diddlin® with herself,

Fat McTavish she was there,
She looked just like a sow;

They tied her by the red barn door
And bulled her like a cow,

The parson's sife she was there,
And she was worst of all;

She pulled her skirt above her head,
And shouted, "Fuck it alll"

The Thompson boys they were there,
And they were quite a pair-=-

Fach fucked a lassie seven times
And never touched the hair,

The village blacksmith he was there,

He played a wily game;
He fucked his lassie fourteen time

Before he fin'lly came.



(The Ball at Kerrimuir, continued)

Postman Simpson he was there,
And he'd a dose of pox;

He couldn't fuck the women
So he fucked the letter-box.

The deacm 's wife was standin' there,
Her butt against the wall--

"Put your money on the table, boys,
I'm going to do youse alll"

Dr., Sangster he was there,
At surgery, he was grand;

He took_most of the evening
To circumcize the band.

MY SWEET LITTLE ALICE BLUE GOWN

In my sweet little Alice Blue gown,

Was the first time I every layed down;

g0

Oh, the tailor was a busy man,
The work went to his head--

Sewin' up the torn cunts with
Miles and miles of thread!

It started out so simple-like
Each lass and laddie mated;

But pretty soon the fuckin' got
So fuckin' complicated,

And when the ball was over,
The girls did all suggest;
They sure enjoyed the music, but
The fuckin' was the best!

I was both proud and shy as he opened his fly,
And the moment I saw it--I thought I would die!l

Oh, it hung almost down to the ground;

As it went in, I made not a sound.

Oh, the more that he shoved it, the more did I love it,

As he came on my Alice Blue gown,

DO YOUR BALLS HANG LOW?

Do your balls hang low? Do they wiggle to and fro?
Can you tie ‘'em in a knot? Can you tie 'em in a bow?
I1f you got a wee bit bolder, could you sling 'em on your shoulder?

Do your balls hang low?

Do your balls han@ low? Can you swin 'em in an arc?
Can you sit astride your genitals and roll through Gentral Park?

Can you juggle "em in tune, to the rhythem of "High Noon"?

Do your balls hang low?



SWEET VIOLETS 8 7

My wife, she died in the tojlet; She died of a terrible fit;
To fulfill her very last wishes, She was buried in six feet of ==

CHORUS:
Sweet Violets!
Sweeter than all the roses.
Covered all over from head to toe,
Covered all over with snow,

My wife kept a sack in the garden; I was curious, I will admit.
One morning I sneaked out a handful And found it was nothing but--

There was a young fellow from Sparta Who could flatulate ballads and airs.
He could blow out a Mozart sonata And accompany musical chairs.

Cne day he attempted an opera; It was hard, but he just wouldn't quite,
With his head held aloft, he suddenly coughed, And collapsed in a mountain of--

I know that these verses are scanty; The rhyme seems to much for my wit,
1 start out like Shakespeare and Dante; But somehow I wind up withe=-

And now that my story has ended; And must make my ex=-IT;
1f any of you feel offended, Stick you head in a barrel of--

OH, DEAR! WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE?

Oh, dear! What can the matter be? Six old ladies locked in a lavat'ry.
They were there from Sunday to Saturday; Nobody knew they were there!

The first was the Bishop of Chichester's daughter Who went out to pass some
superfluous water;

She pulled on the chain, and the rising tide caught 'er; And nobody: knew she was ther

The second was the stately Duchess of Roylett, Who picked a poor time to to to the
toilet;

We were having such fun--when she had to spoil it, And nobody knew she was there,

The third was the Abbess of Church Sweet Surrender Who happened to loosen a nether
suspender,

Which somehow got caught in her feminine gender; And nobody knew she was there.

The fourth was the skinny Mary Maude Totham, Her buttocks so scrawny--she tried
to blot ‘'em,

And feil through the seat and plunged down to the bottomt! And nobody knew she
was there,

caught in a cleft in the

seat;
ew she was there,

The fifth was the fidgedty Georgina Treat; Whose hair got
And the lady couldn't move not her ass nor her feet And nobody kn
The sixth was--Ch, pity!--an anonymous martyr Who enterad the privy to tighten a

garter,

And was quite overcome by a high=-powered farter; And nobody knew she was there.



THE SPANISH NOBILIO 2%

There once was a Spanish nobilio, Who lived in an ancient castillio;
He was pypoud of his tra-la-la-lillio, And the worls of his tweedle-dum-dee!

One day he went to the theatillio, And there saw a lovely dancillio
Who excited his tra-la-la-lillio, And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee!

He took her up to his castillio And laid her upon his sofillio,
Then inserted his tra-la-la-1illio, And the works of his tweedle~-dum-dee!

Nine days later he saw the doctillio; He had a fine dose of clapillio
All over his tra-la=-la-lillio, And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee!

low he sits in his ancient castillio, With a handful of cotton-wadillio,
And swabs off his tra-la-la-lillio, And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee!

REDWING

There once was an Indian maid Who was very much afraid
That some buckaroo would slip it up her sloo
As she lay in the shade,

She had an idea grand: She filled her slit with sandj;
So no buckaroco Would slip it up her sloo
Without her getting paid,

Oh, the moon shines down on pretty Redwing,
As she lies sleeping, There comes a-creeping,
A pair of cowboy.'eyes a=-sneaking In search of the Promised Land!

Now this buckaroo was wise, He crept between her thighs}
He seemed so cute With his swelled-up root
As he went for the Promised Land,

Little Redwing came to life, She drew her bowie knife;
With one quick pass She cut his balls from his ass--
And his sporting days were past,

Oh, the sun shines down on pretty Redwing;
As she lies snoring, There hangs a warning;
A pair of cowboy balls adorning The flap of her wigwam door!

THE FRESHMEN UP AT YALE

Oh, the freshmen up at Yale get no tail, get no tail;
Oh,the freshmen up at Yale get no tail, get no tailj;
So for want of recreation They indulge in masturbation;

It's a helluva situation up at Yale, up at ¥ale,

M3BILE

Ch, the eagles they fly high in Mobile, (repeat)
Ch, the eagles they fly high; And they shit right in your eye--
Oh, it's good the cows don't fly in Mobile!



THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND

Oh, the bards they sing of an English king
Who lived long years ago;
He ruled the land with an iron hand,
But his mind was weak and low.
He used to bag the royal stag
With which his woods were thick;
But 'twas none that thought that his fav'rite sport
Was pulling the royal prick.

(OSCAR BRAND CHORUS:

He was dirty and lousy and full of fleas
But he had his women by two's and three's.
God bless the Bastard King of England!

And his nether garb was a woolen shirt
Which he used to hide his hide;

But this undershirt couldn't hide the dirt
That no one could abide,

He was wild and wooly and full of fleas
That humans ne'er could stand;

And his terrible dong hung down to his knees--
The Bastard King of England.

Now the Queen of Spain was an amorous dame,
A sprightly dame was shej;

And she longed to fool with His Majesty's tool,
So far across the sea. '

So she sent a note to the dirty King

~ By her royal messenger;

And begged his liege to sail to Spain

To spend a month with her.

When the Spanish King was told this thing,
He said to all his court:
"My lousy Queen ain't comin' clean
Because my tool is short,"
So to Britain's shore he shipped three whores
--I1t was a clever trap!--
To lure that boor, and fix him sure,
With a royal dose of clap.

When the news of this filthy deed was heard
In Windsor's merry halls,

The King took oath he would have both
Of the Frenchman's greasy balls.

So he offered the half of all his lands,
And the whole of Queen Lorraine,

To that trusty lord of his English court
Who'd nut the King of Spain,



So the royal Duke of Essexshire g0
Betook himself to sea;
And he laid ip wait at the privy gate
When the King went out to pee.
Then around his prong, he tied a thong
And gaily galloped along;
'Til at last in Windsor's merry halls
-Was the Spaniard and his dong.

But the Bastard King gained not a thing
For in the lengthy ride,
The thong had stretched by a yard or more
The fucking Spaniard's pride,
Then all the ladies of London town
Who saw that mighty stand
Cried: "To hell and down with the English crown!"
And made Phillip King of England,

CHICAGO

I used to work in Chicago, in a department store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more,

A lady came in for a house dress; I asked her what kind she wore,
“Jumper!" she said, And jump 'er I did--and I don't work there anymore!

I used to work in Chicago, in a department store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more,

A lady came in for a girdle; I asked her what kind she wore,

"Rubber!" she said. And rub 'er I did--and I don't work there anymore!

I used to work in Chicago, in a downtown bakery store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more.

A lady came in for a sponge cake; I asked her what kind she came for,
"Layer!" she said. And lay fer I did--and I don't work there anymore!

I used to work in Chicago, in a millinery store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more,

A lady came in to buy a hat; I asked her what kind she wore.

"Felt!" she said, And that's how she left--and I dan't work there anymore!

I used to work in Chicago, in a travel agency store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more,

A lady came in for a ticket; I asked where she wanted to go.

"Bangor!" she said. And bang®ter I did--and I don't work there anymore!

I used to work in Chicago, in a great big pet store;

I used to work in Chicago, I did but I don't no more,

A lady came in to buy a pet; I asked her what she had in mind,

"A pussy!" she said. And I took the hint--and T dan't work there anymore!



