_ DEVILCATS

The following page is a copy of the preface of a wartime songbook,
compiled by & group of Marine pilots (some "retreads" or men reactivated
from W.W, II) aboard the Rendova Bay, a CVE 114 escort carrier. This
carrier stayed in the Yellow Sea, about fifty miles off Korea, near
Sasebo. The planes took off from here and went in to bomb such towns
as Sinanju, Haga-Ru, Kumi-Ri, and others mentioned in the songs.

The area of the sky patrolled by these Marine pilots was popularly

. known as "Mig Alley" and this is an important part of their songa. The
"Russian Mig is a very fast plane, faster than most of the Ameriecan, but

the FAU, the jet Marine pilots flew, was very manauverable and many of
the "Retresds™ had had experience with them in W.W, II. .

The Marines, traditionally, have felt a very strong espirit de corps
and this comes across very strongly in their songs. This mimeographed
book colledbbd aboard the Rendova contains over thirty songs, many of
which have been parodied by these same men.

Unagve.
Melvin Patridge, a[graduate student at U.C.L.A. in the Motion
Picture Dept., owns the copy of "Devileats Songs" that the material <
was taken from. He wag stationed aboard the Rendova during part of -

1953, These songs had already been compiled and were being sung at
" that time. ‘He translated many of the terms and spent much time em=

plaining the attitudes that accompanied these songs, tO'me,' 

?e_v?\ca,‘& Song’é_,«ffé; (an-edsq ,\jw EVW,'UCLA,H’GO)
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The songs enclosed in this booklet are 6edicated to those of
yeu who enjoy good timés, parties, aﬁa memorieé.' They have been
collected, written and edited by members, both past and prasent,
of the "Devilcata", VMF~212, for your anjoymant.

The writers of some of these neo»hymns are wunknown, but

l their imaginative lullabys live on 1n the hearta of all fighting

marines, Harein lies the temper and the strangth of Americats

fLighting forces. For truly such romantic music, soothing frayed

_nerves, and calming fighting braasts, breeds but memories of

pleces and contentment for the lonely soul far from his native
Laguna Beach, |

4 book of this sort can never be completed,'far as we tra--

- vel from Fohang to Pusan, to Taagu. ta Senul, to Chinnampo, new

ballads and verses will be disaoverad.

Even as we breath in the smoke from the 4n mM.ﬂlak burstsg,
and sight the arcing of evgr praaent tracers, these familar
strains are what make it worth whila. It is then with pleasure, -
the “Davilcata“ of VMF~212, giva ta ene and all this compilation ;\

of sentimental mastarpieces. May all your soula rest in peace.

¢ 1953




SAM HALL

This bellad has been widely collected in the U.S. Tt 48 found in Read

'Em and Weep by Sigmund Spaeth on P,159. It has been recorded by Josh

Wkite, Oscar Brand, and othér singers of folk songs.

Sam Hall 1s widely known on'college campﬁses:and this one i3 known by
Kency Evans and meny others from 1953 on the U,Q,L.A.vcampus.
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BLACK SALOME

Shets got rings on her fingars, didn't get them from me,

~The ring in her noge, she 1ovea it ao, 'z'fgi-, B

she got from her ‘ancestory,

Got a ring in her voice, the voice I idolize,

But the only rings she got from me are the.rings beneath

her eyes. IR J,
I*m}géing to buy myaelf a blagk Sal9mq, § :71”
A hotchy~coochy dancer from Baloney, '-¥%§

All that she wears is one yard of laee,

. ..,_,‘,.«/

And some moaquxtﬁnnatting round her face, jA j

I like her clothes cause they don't cost a cantwg;

Leave lata af reom for all tha mevaament~a

,There's ne danying, K'm goin' hume,

I*m Sﬁin’ huy mysalf a hlack Salomal =

«ﬂf1;
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THE LADY’IN RED

Twaa a eald winter's evening, the guesta were all laaving, .
O'Leery was clasing the bar.v o S
When he turned and he said to the 1ady in red,
"Get out, you can't stay where your are!"
 She wept a sad tear in her bucket of baar as she thought
of the cold night aheaﬁ
When a gantleman dapper stepped out of the phone baoth,

. And these are the wards that he said.v L

Her‘mothar‘naver‘told'harg the things a young girl ahqu;d.-'
 know, | R
Aﬁout the ways et-céllege men, énd‘kow theyccome and go,
mostly ge. | | J | ‘ B
Now age has taken her beauty, and sin has ke:t its sad acar,
§o remember your sisters and mothers, boya,
_ And let her sleep undgr~the bara
,if_thars ts rooms

This song is known on tha U. oLeA. campus at least as early as 1951 anri
eollected by Nansy Evans. It is also contained in the Dovilcat Songbook

belonging to Melvin Patridge with glight variation.

~ "Her youth and beauty have left her, -
And life has left it'ssad scar,"== .
"About the ways of fly, fly boys,"
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FRANKIE AND JOHNNIE

Frankie and Johnnie were loVeré, Oh Lordy how they could love.

gwore to be true to each other, just as true as the 4tars above,

He was her mean, but he done her Wrong,

Frankie went down to the barroom to get her a bnckai of beer,

~ Said to the old bar tender, "Has that pimp of mine been here?"

He was my man, but he's doin' me wrong,

Ain't gonna tell you no story, sin't gonna tell yoRr no lis.
Johnnie was in 'bout an hour ago with a girl namegd Nelly Bligh,

He was your man, but he's doint you WI'ong.

Frankie, she went to¢ her badroom, she didn't o back thare ror fun.:<'
She reached under her pillow, got out her old -44 gun, '

Shet's huntint' her man, ¢ause hels doini her wrong.

Frankie went dnwn to the ezt hcuse, rang'the 9ld front door bell,

‘Said, "Come out of thera 2ll you chippies, or I'll blow you all to hell

I wani my men, hets a doin' me wrong.

Frankie looked over the transom, and there to her great surprise,-
Lyla' in the bed was Jobany, a lévin! Nellie Bligh, .

He was her man, but he's doin' her WIONg .

Frankie pulled bac¢k her kimona, pulled out her old .44,

~Rooty, toot, toot, thrae timas she ahcot, right thru that hardwood door

She shot her man, 'canse¢ he dane her wrong.
Roll me over sasy, Roll me over slow,

Roll me over on my left'aide, tcause my right side hurts me 80,

-I was her man, but I done her wrong,

|
.
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""""" Roll out your rubber tired carriage, Roll out your rubber .
tired hack, .
Takin' my man to ike grave yard, and I ain't a._gb;»in'} io
bring him backs o
He was my man, but he done me wrong. B
| . ;‘ |
Taken from the Devileat Songbook cf Melvin Patridge. This spng ia also
found in Resd 'Em and Weep by Sigmund Speeth and parodied on/P. 70 of
G.I. Songs, edited by E, A. Palmer. ' e
This widely known American ballad has been printed and recorded ex-
tensively, However, this doss not seem to have standardized the
ballad to any great extent. _ - R
-‘/\\i ‘ ‘ ‘ |
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Contributed by Allen Sucbber of Sam Diego who says ihe 1earncd 11'.
in college arounﬁ 1951. i , :
‘ ’

VIOLATE ME, IN VIOLET TIME

| Violate me, in violet time :
“In the vilea‘h way that you know ho ho.

Rape me and ravage me, brutally savage me.
On me no morey bestow ko ho.

© 'To the best things in 1ife I am totally oblivmua,'
+1 1ike & man who is lewd and lascivious.

’ Violate me in violet time
. In the vilest way that you know ho ho.

R <
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%ptr;.buted by Phillip Sprague of San Francisco who game no date or place.

SEVEN OLD _LADIES

Chorus: Seven old ladiea locked in a 1avatory,

They were there from Monday till Saturday, EO
And nobedy knev they vere there.

The first old lady was Elisabeth Dickel,

She hurled the gate cause she didn't have & nickel, 1
One foot in the bowl, Oh what a pickle, - :

S And no body knew she vas there!

’I‘he second old lady was Elizeabeth Humphrey,

She sat on the bowl and couldn't get her rump frae,‘
&nd nobody knew she was there.

The third old lady vas Elizabeth Bender,
She went in th repair a suspender, - : s
But then it spapped up and ruined her feminine gender,/’[i
And nobody knew she was there. B

-Four more. Vera‘es




Contributed by Phillip Sprague who gave no date or place. He mentioned
that "We all eat at Ciro! s" was in it aamewhoro, possibly as part of the
eherus. , RSN .

GIN TO THE CZAR |
. : . l‘\

Chorus: Gin to the Czar, Ka_-ui—}d«-si- i Cur.
Hilo, Filo, Zi~ki-gki Zagh.,
camSh, Carash, S (‘ s \\{ ‘

We have been friends, the Czar aljld I, \
I've slept in the palace of the great mckoli.
His vwife and I slept in the same doubla bed,
She at the foob and ne at the head. .
And Ttve been shootin! with Rasputin, ST ‘
Ate Farina with Serina, blitzen w:!,t.h the princes and tho Gzar.
© . Hey! Hey! Hey! y . _ N
C - Boreht and vodka round the samova, R ’
. I have been friends with the Czar,

 But friendlier still with his vpre“{b‘&y, ydung vite, .

O




FASCINATIN' LADY

This song was contributed by Donna Schill who 1earnad it at u.c L.A. ‘

~ gome time between 1952-6 in the Alpha Chi Omega house..

Twish I wag a fascinatin' lady,

With a past that's fast and a future t.ha.t is shady.
- I'd live in a house with a 1little red light.
- I'd sleep all day and work all night. .

© And once a month I'd take a short vacation
4nd drive the boy's almost to deaperation
~ And once a year I'd go hog-wild,
And have nmyself an 1llégitamate childl
: That's alll
That's enoughl

Louise Meagher contributed a swiik similiar song learned in Santa Ana s

Calif. around 1950.

I wvish I wvag a fascinatin! vbitch. ,
I'd never be poor, I'd always be rich.
+ I'd live in a house, with a little red light. -
- I'd sleep all day and work all night. o

\

' And once & month I'd take a 1ittle rea'c R
. 4nd drive all the local boys med.. .

Iz




PGOR LIL

According to Vance Randolph, this song 18 found on P.140 of Geo,
Milburnss Hobo's Hornbook. Also, it has been rocordeé by Oscar Brand
who says it is a very old song.

Tt was learned on ths U.C1 L.A. campus by Nancy Evans about 1951.
4 simlliar tune was learned by Lincoln Axe about 1952 at Reed College, Ore.

COh, Lil she was a real gone cutie,
-'She lived in a house of ill-reputy. :
" The boys they came from miles around, S
Just to see poor Lil in her nightgown.

. Chorus: Poor Lil, Boom ti-a-ds, ‘bi«a—di—a—di—-&. .
Repeat 3 more times. :

Now, day by éay poor Lil grew thinner,
. Because of the lack of vitamins in her.,
- . She started taking Fleishmamn's yeast,
o But still her clientele d-ecreased.

oy , 48 Li1 lay on her bed of dishonor,

et She felt the hand of the good lord upon her.
© She sald, "Now Lord, I do repent,. ' . f
. But this is goin' to cost you 75¢L" - E

: /'3?"-
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NANCY BROWN

This song ham been collected by Vence Randolph in the Ozarks in a
very complete form. It is several verses long on page 580, Lincolan
Axe heard i sung by a group of people from Carmel, Calif. He could

‘nob sing it but remembered the refrain; "As pure as the West Virginia

Skyi®

A young girl, Nancy Brown, goes up into the hills with, in each
verge, a farmer, a deacon, a cowboy, etc., and comes down, "As pure as
the West Virginia Skyl" However, when she goes with a eity slicker with -
his hundred dollar bills, the refrain goes; "To hell with the West

Virginia sky!l® ; _

S
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This version was contributed by Philiip Sprague of San Francisco,
‘Calif., who knew i$ as a youth in Seattle, Wash., about 1930.

The exact chorus was known on the U.C.L.A. campus around 1953-56

by Nancy Evans and Donna S’qh}.lh )

%

o
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' 2 FRUNCTION JUNCTION
" Ave you from Frunction, from Frunction Jumetion,

.. - Where the Frunction Junction suction cups are made?

... . Are you from Frunction, I say from Frunction?
AR Well,;_\vI'yn‘:‘f_'sz;gj,;mmctipn tool S

A

" CGhoruss/ - A L |
. Don't cry lady, I811 buy your god-gammed flovers,

- Don't ery lady, I'll buy your pencils too, Vo
- Don't ory. lady, XXXX' Take off those big dark glasses, . .°
- Hello,: mqt}}er,;}i'}knew it ves you. : S

P
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e THE BREEZES
A S _
S (Tune: Irish Washerwoman)

. Oh the breezes, th\g breeszes,

“: They blow thru the fres-zus.

-~ They blow the chemises :

: i'\f}.Ab'cwe the girls! knee-zus,
Y:The boy=-zus they see-zus

' And does what they pleages,
Ard gets the diseases. - .

- Obl Jesus., Ohl Jesus.| f
F |
T |

Contributed by Louise Meagher who learned it around 1948 in Junior

\

- High School in Santa Ana, Calif. This song is also found, without musie,

on page 71 of G,I, Songs, edited by Edgar Palmer, 1944, of Kingsport
Press, Kingsport, Temn. This copy, in line 5, substituted "Soldierboy™

- for "boy", and the last line is written, "By geezes, be geeges," probably"""’;’?ﬁ 7

because of cengorship which the editor acknowledges in the introduction.

/¢ z




MRS, MURPHY'S DAUGHTER

Mrs. Murphy, Vhere's your daughter?
- We came over to have some fun, . j

She's upstairs a mekin' water, ;

She'll be down when she is done,

I love to see Mary make water,

~ She cen pee such a beautiful stream,
Ske can pee for g mile and a quarter,
You ean't ses her agss for the steam,

[To b=* | |
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. BANGIN' AWAY ON LULU

This song is found in the Vance Randolph material who says it was aung_ .
in France by the marines in W.W,I. It ia referred to in the O.Henry stories.
Mr. Ed. Wagner from Arkansas recorded it for Vance Randolph in 1949, :

Donna Schill had heard it at U.C.L.A. but couldn't remember anything
but the title. . - : ' ' :

Walter Holt gave me the version below. He learned it at the Univ.
of Delaware about 1956, Robert Cohen and Thomas Meagher also know this

Chorus: Banging awey on Lulu, -

- . - Banging away all day,
Banging away on Lulu,
Banging away all day.

Lulu had a baby,

His name was Tiny Tim.
She put him in the toilet,
To see if he could swim.

 He swam to the bottom,
. He awam to the top, .

 #w Lulu got exclted, .

~ And grabbed him by the .

. Cocketeil, ginger ale




‘mmm WHORE

Vanee Ranaolph has oolleeted this song in his obscene material of the |
Ozerks. On page 312 there are several lines. Oscar Brand has recorded
one version.

The version below was learned by Suzanne Small in Detroit, Mich. in
1942, She knew it as Saginaw Whore, probably because the Saginaw runs
near Detroit. It was’ aung to the tune of "Rheuben, Rheubon.

SAGINAW WHORE

Sailin' down the Saglnaw River,

What a pretty sight to see.

Sail right in the Saginaw whorehouso,
What a pretty place to bel ’

Some are sittin'
o Some are standin' '
P v ; Some are doin! 1t on the fleor,
S - 4 There standa in the corner, -
of Doin' it with a Saginaw whore!
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Contributed by Walter Holt who learned it. in th& spring of 1952 from
his brother at the vniv. off Arizona,

A GAY_CABALLFRQ

. There once was a gay caballero, a very fine gay caballere. ;
Who was very proud of his 1cttamarie, and both of his lottamario's.

‘He met a fine gay senorita, a very fine gay senorita,
. Who wanted to see his lottamarie, and both of his lottamario!s.,

He pulled down her gay penscrosos, her very fine gay pansorosos,
And inserted in she his lottamarie and one of his lottamarios.

He caught a fine case of syphlilos, a very fine case of syphliloes,
Right on the end of his lottamarie and ‘one of hia lottamarios.

He went to a ﬂew York medico, & very fine New York medico, '
(ﬁf - Who-snipped off the end of his lottamarie and one of his lottamarios.'
~ ' - sad
- He went back to Rio de Janerio, that very fire gay caballero,
"For all he had there vas a handful of hair and one of his lottamarios,

This song was hummed to me by Wi 1liam Qchill. ' He remermbered that

Lthe hero weg from Ric de Janeric and had black, shinymhgir.,.ﬂe.learneé.

it in Eibbing, Minn. about 1930. o
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SAM HOUSTON

Xﬁ Songs and Sleng of the British Soldiers 1914-1918, by Brophy
and Partridge, P. 43, a song called The 0ld Black Bull is found. 411

~ that is mentioned is that the tune 1z traditionally from Somerset,

England, It wag sung especilally in Mesopotamia during the war.

The first two lines ars: The old blasck bull came down from the mountain,
. Euston, Dan Fuston.
The old black bull cams down from the mountain
A long time ago.

The follawing verses are very similiar to the veraion that will follew.

The collected version below was known by Nzney Evang, then a student
at U.C.L.A. (1951=55), and vas well-known to other fraternity members on

this campus.,

SAM HOiISTQN |

The big bkack bull came down from the mountain,
Hougton, Sam Houston.

The big black bull came down from the mountain,
Long time ago. .

‘Chorus: Tt was a long time ago—o-o, a long time age—o«o,'
The big black bull came down from the mountain,
Long time ago. . .

He spied a heifer in a fleld a grazin',
Houston, Sam Houston.

He gpiled & heifer in a field a grazin',
Long time ago.

He jumped that fence and he jumped that heifer,
- Houston, Sam Houston.

He pumped that fence and he jumped that heifer,

Long time ago. :

He missed that heifer and he pfPfIffft all over,
Houston, Sam Houston.

He missed that heéifer and he pfffffft all over,
Long time ago.

The big black bull went back to the mcﬁntain,v
Houston, Sam Houston.
The big black bull went. baek to the mountsin,

Long time ago.
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CUR_GOODMAN

This humorous ballad, collected by Child, has been found extensively
in the United States. Vance Randolph has collected five verdants in his
obscense material from the Ozarks, P. 18-20, ' - R

This item was received from Kathryn Hoffman who learned it in high

* “school in Inglewood, Calif. before 1924. ‘The tuns is & familiar ditty

and many people could remember a line or two.
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[ LITTLE BALL OF YARN

One version of this song has been recorded by Oscar Brand who says
that it is very old. Vance Randolph has eollected seperal versions, one
from a Mr. Campbell of the Osarks, 1931, whose tune is very like "J ease
James". Mr. Randolph says that this song is very 1like Robt. Burns , :
"The Yellow, Yellow Yorlin'" which he also collected.

Mr. John Wickware (collected by Mr. Randolph) repeats as the
last verse, one about a jail., It is similier to the verse below,
remembered by Louise Meagher who heard the whole song from a group of .
students from U.S.C. about 1948«49.

In the jail-house where I sit,
- Rolling little balls of shit

And the people as they pass,
- They shove peanuts up my ass,
' Just for rolling up her little ball of yarn.

2N | e | Tuna:_ -Good Ship Titanic
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| NO_BALLS AT ALL

. The ‘night they were married, they jumped into bed.

. Her é@ea&s they were rosy, her lips they were red.
: © She felt for his penis, his penis was small. .
She fd?Q for his balls, he had no balls at sll.

éhorﬁsz‘ :

\ /No balls at all, no balls st all,
/i She married & man with no ballg at all.

J" };:iather,jﬂo‘c;ﬁér,_l wish I were dead,

" Down in my.grave with my poor maideﬁhead;

 Daughter, dear daughter, now don't you feel bad, o
U The very same thing happened when Y married your Daé.‘ ‘

Ofa wife of a man who has no balls at all,
© He came in the springtime, he left in the fall,
Pooped out &8 & nan who had no balls at &ll.

There \‘ﬁ‘are;falways Marines who will answer the call,

| A bouneﬁ{ﬁg .yonng baby was born in the fall,
. To the'wife of the man who had no balls at all,

i f

This seng 1s from the Devilcat Songbeok belonging to Melvin Patridge.
Third verse of this song has been changed to Marine, but otherwise it is
very similiar to the Osear Brand recording, "No Hips st All." L

§
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IN DAYS OF OLD

On P. 173 of Vance Randolph's obseene collection, he lists "The

Mountaineeps with Hairy Ears" and several others substituting eowboy,
lurberman, pioneer, etec. The second persion, the first two lines ares

In days of old, , .

When Inights were bold, ete.

They lived in caves and ditéhes,

They smashed their cocks egainst the rocks,
The hardened sons of bitches.

Collected from Walter Holt who learned it from his brother in 1952;'1
His brother was attending the Univ. of Arisona. v '

In days of old, when knights were bold,
And men were not psrticular.

They lined them up egainst the wall,
And serewed them perpendicular,

In days of old, and knights were bold,
ind rubbers not invented. -
They'd knot their jock around their cock,
And screvw away contented. : ‘




A'GATHERIN' OF THE CLANSMEN

'Twas a mestin' of the clansmen, and all the 1&&3 were tharo,
A feelin' of the lassies among the pubic hairs.

Choruss

7 Singin' & how do you last night,

How do Ya _oco. -
The laddie that head ya' last night,
He canna! have ye new.

The parsen's deughter she was there, a sittin’ down in front,
A wreath of roses in her# hair, and a carrot up her cunt.

The parson's wife she was there, her ass against the wll,

4 shoutin' to the laddies, "Come ye one, come all."

The bride was in the kitchen, explaining to the groom,
The vagina, not the rectum, is the entrance to the womb.

The queen was in the parlor, counting out her wealth,
The king was in the bedroam, playing with himself.

The village idiot he was there, a sittin' by the fire,
Attempting masturbation, with an Indian rubber tire.

The fat old cook she was there, a givin' us all the shits,
3 1eapin’ off the manbel piece, and bounging off her tita. :

The village “leoney“ he was there, sittin' on a pole, - '
He pulled his foreskin over his head, and whiatled through the hola..x

There was fucking in the parlor; fucking in the ricks, -
And you oould na! hear the muslc, for the awishing of ﬁha prioks.

Now the perty's over, theyire all gone home to rest, s

They said they liked\the music, but they liked the fucking bast.

Frcm the Devilcat Songbook of Melv*nvPatridge éround 1951~3¢=;

A186 known by Lincoln Axe, a fragment here and tharo from th& Army,
Korean War, about 1953.

28
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Cv rmE GREAT‘F?CKING WHEEL

'fn Assailor told me as he died,

¢ I know not whether the bastard lied.
. He had a wife with twat so wide, :

; ?hat she could nsver be eatisfied.

‘. S0 he fashioned himself a great fucking wheel,
Attached to it a prick of steel, S
"To balls of brass he filled with eream, .

aAnd the whole £uck1ng issue was run by steam.

" Chorus
Around, Chug, c¢hug.
Around, Chug, chug.

_In end out went the prick of stael,
o vril at last the malden cried,
A"Tarry a moment, I'm satisfied®,

" Now this is the tale of the great orbit.n‘i*'“

‘The maid was torn from twat to tit,
And tha whale fuoking iesua blew. up in ahit.v

Chorus.

Frem tbe Devilcat 8cngbook af Melvin Patridge around 195153.

The fivst verse 13 lmown by ‘Lincoln Axe from Reed College, Oregon :
about 1951.5 The aeconﬂ twa are known by Jim Evans, from U, c L.&., 1951,

The completa aong 4n this form 18 known by Robert cohen around 1946 -

from Camp Seeley in Big Bear, calif._ He also knew a charus thst folloved the

&aah verse like tbissx . L
' Sung by the whore-house sextet, REEEE I
.. Havs <m‘gM;a,Mnﬂ«mﬂ Natyat. 4
. V;aﬂ.; @Fﬂ YW get home, 8088y, and wetl
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Around and around went the great ﬁzcking wheel, e

yi;ﬁf? There was no method of stippint it. / R T ' ;'3 5
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From the Devilcat Songbock of Mblvin Patridge around 1951-3.
: to Vanoe Randolph, “shag"

© O'RILEV'S QAUGHTER'

As T was sittint in O'Riley's bar,_ S
Dreaming up a tale of blood and alaubhter, o

. Came a thought into my mind,

Why not shag O'Riley's daughter?

Chorus: v
Fiddley I Re, Fiddley I ay,
Fiddley IEE for the one ball Riley.
Rig a dig jig, balls and all,

Rub a dub dud, shag ‘all.

| I grabbed that she-bitch by the ass,

Slung my left leg up and over,
Shagged and shagged and shagced gome more,

' Shagged until the fun was over.

 There came & krock vpon my door,

Who should it be but her God-damned father,

Two horse pistols by his side, ’
- "Lookin! for the guy that shagged his daughter.

T grabbed that bastard by the ass,
 Shoved his head in a paid of water,

Rammed those ristols up his aas,

A8 T go walking down the gtreet,
. People ghout from every corner,.

"fThere goes that God-damned son of & bitch, -

,gThe gqy that shagged O'Rilqy's daughter;

meang to ao;ulata, or attack sexually.

According to

" A damned sighh further than I shaggeé his éaughter,} G
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| - RED WING

8 Contributed by Thomss Nesgher from the Favy sbout 1953-54.

© Oh; the moon shines tonight on Nellie Cartwright.
She couldn't fart right.. Her ags wes air-tight.’ . .

b, Contributed by Williem Schill from Minnesota.

To 1ie in the back of a western shack and let the cowboys tickle her crack,

"\///(‘ ‘Thers once was an Indian maid, who wasn't a bit afraid, :

She wasn't a bit surprised vhen her belly began to rise, .
And out popped a nigger with & ring on his finger and his cockletween his
eyes, Chorus. L = : »

The Vance'Randolph collection, P. 251,-haw several vergions of "There
Bnce Was an Indian Maid", a parody:on "Redwing" which flourished around -
the early 1900's. ' ' o ‘ o o

e, Céntributeﬁfby Waltervﬂolt'frém Un1v; of Delaware,

~ To lay on her back in a tumble~down shack,
And let a cowboy stick it up her crack,

o~ ~ There once was an Indian maid, who sald she wasn't éftaid,f.;f‘ '

 Then one day to her surprise, Her belly began to risﬁ;:‘fi,k‘vf
~ And out of her cunt jumped a little red runt, i
R 'With his ess b,ﬂ‘tween,_his_ey;es. ST RS
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OLD_CHISHOLM TR:IL

Alan Lemax claims that there are hundreds of obscene verses to this
gong. In the Vance Randolpl collection, the title is 014 Gism Trail. IN
parts of the South, giam 1s gravy or cream sauce, but in the Ozarks it is

a sleng term for seminal fluld. His verses begin on P. 253 and contain

‘verses 1, 2, 3, and 4 of the following collections.
~ Version A is from the ﬁeiilcat songbook donated by Malvin Patridge,
.@ and was learned about 1953 in Jepan. ‘ ‘ . :

Version B. came from Walter Holt who says it dates about 1952 .»from B
the Univ. of Arizona. : S

Version G. 1s from William Schill of'Miﬁnesota..
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4« COME A TI YI YIPEE
Chorus; Ti vi Yippeé"Yippéé Yay, Yippee Yay,
- ~ Come a Ti Yi Yippee yippee Yaye. -

I Jumped for the saddle, the saddle wasn't thers,
I rammed eight inches up the old gray mare.

1 went down cellar to get a glass of oider,
There sat a bedbug Jackint® off a spider.
I went upstairs to get.a gléssfcf-gtn,fg,
There sat the bsdhgg~a;warkinﬁ off agin. .. -

I said, Now there, Jack, this won't do, -
S0 I set down myself and Jacked off too,*

8h

was a‘;ack;n!°9fr<g —(torn out) thraugh a piekegfrence,

The last time I.a@én‘har; énﬂf: ain't seen her sznaei
The last time 1 SEE:. .

- [MieeEe]




RING DANG DOO

On P, 175 of Vance Randolph's material, there 1z a song called
"The Doo-Gee-Ma=Doo" whish is very similiar to this. It hes less

- story, mere lyric, and is sung to the tune of the Irish Washervoman.

It is from Missouri., On P, 179, there is the title "Ring Dang Doo"

and several lines like the version collected here.  There i3 a third
titled "Rang-a-tang-too" collected in Arkansas and sung t0 the tune

of the "Arkansas Traveler,!

3L

The version here is from the Devilcat Songbock of Melvin Patridge

and according to bhim, the chorus is to the tune of "Ta=ra~ra Boom ti
The verse is sung to "Way down South in New Orleans.” The charus_ is:

Ay-yi-yi Boom ti ay} oy M
Repeat. : ’ A'\OW@ '

Have you had yours' today? =
I got mine yesterday! ‘ _ i

- not complete '

ay."
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~ RING DANG DOO EEN

Way down south in New Orleans,

. There lived a blond of sweet s8ixteen,

With curly hair and eyes so blue, :

- And shg_had what is called a Ring-Dang-Doo, -
‘A Ring-Dang-Doo pray what is that,

All ‘covered with hair like a pussy cat,
Se round and firm and aplit in two. .
That's what you call a Ring=~Dang~Doo,

She said young man you're & nice young feller,
She took me down into her cellar, .

 She fed me wine and whiskey too, .

And she let me play with her Ringwnangubéa.

I looked éround and standing'thare
Was her mother upon the stair,
"Oh daughter dear®” were the words she said,

- "You're a fool to lose your maldenhead, . . ..., »
80 pack your trunk and your suitecase too,

4nd go to hell with your Ring~Dang~Doo." 2

- 3he went to tha'aiﬁy to be a‘whoré.
She hung a sign apon her door, '

A dollar down, no less will do, R
To take a eraok at the Ring-Dang-Doo,

So ihe Army came and the Navy went.;

And the price went down.to fifty centa,

" From sweet sixteen to sixty two, j
. They alk took a crack at the Ringmnaagobag.

‘féo élang came a'prick hamad Moheylniek,
- He had the syph and the seven year iteh,.
He had the clap and the blue balls too,

4nd he put them all in the Ring-Dang~Doo.

Now she's dead beneath the sod,

Her snatech is pickied in alcohol.

Her tits ars along Fifth Avenue, o
That's what became ¢f the Ring~DangeDoo.




'Gollected from thefnevile&t Songbook by Melvin Patridge around 1951-3.

V
e

Also found the lest verse on P. 66 of Songs and Slang of the British Soldier: /f
1914-18, It is called, Send Out the Army and the Navy, and 1s supposed to :
heve been wrltten by a Scottish affzoer an& first sung in Oct., 1914.

e
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“.:‘Monday, I touchem her on the ankle,

- Tuesday, I touched her on the Inee,
© 4nd Wednesday after meas, I 1lifted up her dress, -
- And Thursday ker enemise, Gor? Blinay.-»

"'F?ld&y I put me hand upon it, : -
- Saturday, she gave me balls a tweak,
© And 1t was Sunday after wnpper, I slipped the uhole thing up her,
And now T'm ‘paying seven bob a wsek Gor' Blimey. "

"I don't want to be a soldier, A ‘
-1 don't want to go to war, '

I'& rather hang around Piccadilly undergrounﬁ, : A
- Livin! off the earnin's of a high class Iaiy¢ ce e

Don't uant & bullet up me arsewhole, ﬂl; - .v-‘” : Hg¢v g e

Don't want me buttocks shot away, § .
- I would rather live in England, in jolly, jolly England,v o Foh
A-Rogering me bloomin' live away, Gor! Blimeyu : - et

Call out the Army and the Navy,
Call out the rank and the file,
Call out the bloody Territerials,
They'll keep England free,
"~ You ean call upon my mother, my sister and ny brother,
But for Ghrist'a sake, don't call me.
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BELL BOTTOM TROUSERS . .

a o
[N
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On Po 442 of Vance Randolph's obacene folk gsongs of the Ozarks
is a similiar song called "The Rogue He Followed Me." Oscar Brand
has recc*de«i a song much like the following version, and in G. I.

Songs by B. 4. Palmer, P. 167, the song, "The Waitreas and the Sailor"'

is the same. Ib ia ‘i:he Navy versions

The i‘ollcwing ver&&on is from Devi'!cat Scnﬂ'book of: Melvin Patridge
and is the Mrrine verai.en of Bell Bottom Trousers. T




BFLL mrwcm ’I‘ROU‘S"’HS '

(Mhrine Varaion)

Once there lived a maiden doun in Drury Lane,

Hernm mistress was so good to her, her msgter was the sume,

Along came a gyrene fresh in from the ses,
And he vas the cause of all her misery.

Chorus:
Zoot suits and parachutes, wings of gelden hue,
He'll fly a Corsair like his Daddy used to do.’

~ He asked her for a candle to light his way to bed,

He asked her for a pillow to rest his veary head,
And she like a foolish meid, thinking it no harm,

- Crawled into the Gyrenes bed to keep the gyrene varm.

Early in the morning before tha bresk of day,

Fin s o

He handed her a five pound note and this to her he did say,

"Take this, ny darling, for the damage I have dene,
fnd You n&y khave s daughter, you ZEy have & somm.

"Fow it you bave a daughter, bounce her on your knea.l’

~ And if you have a “son, send the bastard out to sea.?

Now the moral of my story, as you can plainly sae,
Is never 1at a gyrene an ineh above your knee.

e Jbi& c,,WM bt Lo
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i ~_ TOORA LI OORA LI ANNIE

It isn't the rocking, the rolling, the rolling,
How the foam on the crest of the wave, :
.. 'It'a the foam on the neck of the bottlo, ‘the bottle, ‘
“That's driving me down {o my grave. :

i;Ghorua:" :
.Sing toora 11, oora 1i Annis, 1i Annie,
'Sing toor 11 ocora 1i ai, o el
- Singing toora 11 oora 1li Amnie, 11 Avnie, . -
' ;Sing*ng toora 11 cora 1i ai, e :éf

. How the crew they all ride in their motor boat, thoir motor boat,
" The Captain he rides in his gig, ' SR
It don't go & God damned bit faster, bit fnater, Bt ot
- But it makes the old bastard feel big. : Lo ;

The sexnal life of the camel, the eamel, e
Is greater than anyone thinks,
In momente of amorous passion, of passicn,
He often makes love to the Sphinz.

~ﬁaw the %phinx's nosterior organs, har orgens, .\
Are deep in the sands of the Nile, .

‘Which aceounts for the hump of the camel, the camel,
‘And the uphinx'a inserutable gmile, .

fExtenaive experimentation, 'me ﬁation, '
~'By Darwin, and Bexley,[Huxley £] end Hall, =
.Have proven the bung of the hedgehog, the: hadgahcz,
: ;Gan seareely be Ebaogereé" at alle -
S i
“How, here'a to the boys ap at Harvara, at Harvaré,
- Ard here’s. to those lads down at Yale, FO
Who suceegafully "boogered® the heageheg, the hadgehcg,
By hhmk&gg the quills from his tail.

Kow, here's to old Fort Mﬁssaehusetts, Mkssaehusetts,

. And here's to the old Mohawk Trail, g
‘And bere’s to that Indian maiden, that maiden,
'That gave up our first piece of tail. :

'Eow, here's to the girls down at Seoul, at Seoul,
And herela to the streets that they roam, . ' /i
And here's to those dirty faced urchins, !faced urchins
God bless VYem, they may be our own. - o

’i

kﬁXV j:}'

This song is from the Devileat Songbcok of Melvin Patriég/ prpbabxy anly

the 1ast verse being original with the groug who collected thsjbook.
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~ This song is frcmfthé_bevileat Songbook of Melvin Patriag° F“

| THERE_ARE NO FICHTER PILOTS DOWN IN HELL

ldh, there are no fighter piiota dovn in hell,
" Oh, there are no fighter pilots down in hell,

- “The place is £illed with queers, navigators bombardier,
" Bub there are no fighter pilots down in heli

Oh, there are no Air Force pllots in the fray,
Ch, there are no Air Force pilots in the fray,

b They're all in USO's, wearing ribbons and fancy clothes,
. 4nd there are no Alr Force pilots in the fray. :

. Oh, there are no Navy pilots in the scrap,

" Oh, there are no Navy pilets in the serap, .

' They're all in {boots?) reading Bureau Aero. Heus,
RS ,‘And there are nol‘iavy pllots 4n the scrap.

BOR's

" There is no "Devileat” down belcw, : o e
" Oh, -there is no "Devileat" dowm below, . .-
" They're all up in the stars, making I - to -
- And there is ne “Devilcat“ down below. S

ey e i e s T T
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RESERVES LAMENT i
Tune: Mr. and Mississippi.
E I won't forget Korsa,
I can't forget old Guas, !
For Sigmund Rhee and Jos Stalin,
Tried to make #fle feel at home, i
I flew across the bomb line
aAnd got a hole or two, _
But all I get is a bunch of crap
From you and you and you.
*
- The A-aA was terrifié,
‘The small arms were intense,
While the Fly Boys bombed the front linas.
- The divisions took the reat. ‘
_‘Whila the regulara held their desk aobs.
’ " . The Reserves were called en mass,
N e L For the U.8. knew the Herine Reaerves,

- .- .. Were the ones who'd save their aas,

Ch I was called ji kiek my asa,
And have the U.N.ftoo, o
But all I get is a bunch of erap, H
From yeu and you and you. R

Chorus: o
.+ I Love you,dear old B.ﬁ.a. with all ‘my, aching heart.
It 1 hadn'% Joined the damned Raserves, we wouldn't
hwetepmﬁ.‘
‘But we won't ery and\we won't aquawk for we are not
i alone, -
 And one of thaae days the Regulars will come and
o we uan all ge hame, o .

The attitudea expressed are eﬂideat from‘thia soug of the Hariao Deviloat
Songbook of Mblvin Patridge. : » \

-
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P OLD NUMBER NINE
' R No .
Tune; Wreck of the 9%

Twas a dark and stofmy night, not a star was in sight,
All the MNustangs were tied down to the line,
When in c¢rap up to his ears stood a louay volunteer,
With his order to fly ©ld Number Nine.
His ass ached with pain as he climbed into the plane,
4nd his bung hole was puckeped fit to tie, :
4nd he muttesed a prayer as he climbed into the air,
For he knew that this was his night to die. ,
As He nesred 0ld Haga~Ru he could see a school or two
And the womsn and children very well,
But how was he to know that he'd dive so God damn low,
4nd his bomb blast would blow his ass to hell. ‘

- In the wreck he was found, thinly spread o'er the ground,
And the crunchies they raised his weary head, , _
With his life almost spent, here's the message he sent,
To his buddies who'd be sad to see him go: :

M - a '
! | I used an eight to ten delay, but it didn't work out that

way
and without a tail this F4U won't fly, o

~ Tell the skipper for me that he now has iwenty three,
You c¢an roll up the ladder--Semper Fid.t }

- ‘From the Devileat Songbook of Melvin Patridge, this song demonstrated

the attitudes of the Marine pilot. In the fourth verse, "Crunchies" were

probably Marine or Army Infantry. In the last verse, "Semper Fie" was = A
commonly used for "I got mine", expressing contentment, here. used satirically. .
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BLESS EM ALL

Bless emaall, bless em all, Those Boggies are sure on the ball,
They started a drive for the river Yalu, while we froze our butta
north of old Hagawu.

Wetll be home for Christmas, the kids never missed us,
§¢ cheer up my lads, bless em all.

Bless em all, bless em all, Macarthur and Ridgeway and all,

- They know all the answers, Jjust how to withdraw, the: speediest

Allies we ever saw, ‘
But we're saying good~bye to them all, as sauthwanﬁ their asses
they haul. :
There'll be no gumbeating, we're glad thair retreating,

30 cheer up my lads, bless em all.

Bless em all, bleas em all,The Commies, the UrN. and all
Those slant-eyed Chink soldiers struck Hagarugri, and now know
the meaning of UsSHC.

- Then they bumped into five million Reds, and headed for Fusan inatead,

Bult we're saying goodebye to them all, as hame thru the msuntaﬁna‘~

we crawl,
The snow 1s ass deept to a man in a Jeep,
So cheer up my lads, bless em all,

Bless en all, bless em all, Bless Truman the cause of it all

He cut down the Corps and cut down the sea, tha last rnsty shipa
of the U.S. Navy,

But we're saying gooé»bys te them all, as back to the frentlines
we crawl, :

We're sure Harry S. will get out of this mesa,

- 8e cheer up my lads, bless em all.‘:,'

Only a few Tinpan Alley tunes -bave lasted in oral tradition and Bless
Them All and I've Got Sixpence are two of the most pophlar English cnes. They

- have been borrowed and parodied by almost all the branches of the UsS, service. .

‘I.‘his parody from the Devileat é%a of Halvin Patridge offectivoly
shows the emotions of the Korean Marine i L
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SINANJY - | :
Tune; My Darling Clementine

Once a flyer, .do or dier, in his faithful Saber true,
After bitchint, flew & mission to the town of Sinanju,
- 8till in flight, he saw some mighty Russian Miga upon
his tail, . : ' : .
With a quiver, and a shiver, he let out an awful wail,

Chorus: . |
Sayonada, Sayonada, Sayonada; Ah so des, _
- If you find me, never mind me; I will be an awful mess.

Then a Mustangs; wenit in busting; Just to sse what he c¢ould do.
‘But alas, he made a pass; and that was all, they got him too,
- Thought an t80, I'm so great he'll never gét a shot at me,
Wasn't gone long when his swan song soundsd Jjust like this to me:
Chorus: ' ‘ : :

- Then a Thunder Jet, who hadn*t blundered yet, thought he'd
“ try it all alonse, A .
Like & blotter, hit the water, shook the hand of Davy Jones. -
S0 the tally, in Mig Alley, isntt quite like all the claims,.
But as a fair courae 1o the Alr Force, we won't mention any °
names. : o o SRR
Chorus;

_ One of the most often parcdied tunes, My Darling Clementine, this is

Just one of the sets of words used in the armed forces. Sinanju, like the -
songs following, was written during the Korean War, 1951-53, probably by the . -
men who compiled the Devileat Songbook. The planes, Saber Jet, Mustang, '80, =
Thunder Jet, belonged to different branches of the services, and the attitude
that pilots' records may be exaggerated, is here expressed. :

Many of the Marine pilots were "retreads", or W.W. II veterans called Y
back, that were bitter about the war. Men in their thirties and forties, with
rmany hours of flying time, saw pilots of the Army and Air Force and even the
Havy rise in rank much faster than was common in the Marines. Furthermore,
the Marines were still flying a W.W. II plane, the F4U, that was more maneuver-
able than the Russian Jet but not as fast. The Marine's life depsnded much -
on his experience and skill, :

H




O

ON TOP OF OLD ' PYONGYANG B Tene
‘Tune; On top of Qld Smoky
On top of 0ld Pyongyang | L
~ A1l covered with flak

‘I lost my poor wingman
- He never came back.

: And never know why.

Fer»flyiﬁg is pleasuré
And crashing is grief
But a quick triggered Commie

Is worese than a thief.

A thief will Jjust rob you

And take what you save
But a quick triggered cammie
Will lead you to the grave.

The grave will decay you
And turn you to dust

Not one. %ig in a thousand

A Corsalr can {trust. -

They'll chase you and kill you "
And give you more lead
Than cross~ties on a railroad

. Gr Ezgs overhead,

The planes they wilx shutter
The piloets will dle
And wetll all be forsaken

So come all yau pilcts s
And listen to me - R
Never fly over $inan3u .

Oor old Kuni~Ri,

Now tha_moral of my story
As Ivve told you before
Never Join the Marine Corps

| ” Or yau‘ll fight>evary,war.'

01

Another pophlar tune for parody during both the Korean and W.W. II. This
is found in the Devilcat Songbookq o -
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I'M GORNAY GROIJND LUOP MY FLU
Tuna:

I'm gonna! ground loop my F4U, =~
Down by the rumway side, (3 times)
T'm gonna' ground loop my F4iU,

Down by the runway side,

Ain't gonna' go to Seoul no mors.

Chorus: ' ‘
I ain't gommal go to Seoul 7no nore,
I ain't gonna' escort & B-24,

I ain't gonna' go to Secul no more.

Down by the Riverside '

(Nagro spiritual)

I'm gonna' tear off my wings ana flaps, .

Down by the runway side, (3 times) 4
I'm gonna! tesr off my wings ami t‘laps,
Doun by the rumway side,

Ain'e genm’ go to Seoul no more.

I'm gonna' turn off my IFF,

Down by the rurway dide, (3 times)
I'm gonna' turn off my IFF, ~

Down by the runway side, -
Ain't gonm' go to Seoul no mora.

“I'm gonne _ghack up with an Army nurse, :

Down by the thirty first, (3 times)

" I'm gonna' shack up with an Army mzrse,

Down by the thirty first,

- I ain't gonna' go t.o Seoul no more. -

I*ﬁ gonna' shaek up with a Ja nese,
Down in the Valley of the Moon, (3 times)
I'm gonna' to shack up with a Japanese,
Down in the Valley of the Moon, :
But T ain't gonna' go to Seoul no more.

Y

. Another popular tune for parody, this is found in the Devilcat %ngbook.
The FLU is the airplane Marines were flying, IFF mesns: "ldentif'ication, -

_ friend or foe," on radio, thirty firat is the 31lst parallel, Vallay of
the Moon is probably an area of rest and rohabihtion. o
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" Oh Pusan "U","Oh Pusan "U”,

PUSAN "Q" , _
: (Sioux City Sue)

We flew a bunch of Corsairs down the old Pusan way,

We were the Devil Cat Raiders from Bofu near the bay.

I met a girl who saild 'twas true, she hailed from old Chingu.
I asked her whet her school was, she said, "Oh, Pusan "U"."

Choruss o B s
Oh, Pusan """, Oh, Pusan "U",

- I hail ry alma mater, '
To you, OL” ?usan e,

I enrolled in ’c.hat great ccllege, f‘cmnﬁeé by the Kin Pac Su

tTwag bullt of honey buckets, so they nemed it Pusan "U",
My girl wvas glad -and I was had, but fortune saw me t‘zrough,

So now I 1ift this glasg to the achool of Pusan "{", ‘
We have an A-1 ‘basket ball team, We win our games straight throngh, .
They ask us where we come from, we say, oh Pusan "U". :
We have a pitcher who is tops, our batter is good too,
And every time we come to bat, the srowd yells, Puean ngn,

R

I gaw a girl most beautiful, she was a gight to view.
She won & besuty contest, and was crowvmed "Miss Pusan 'U'V, |

They spotied her in Hcllyvooﬁ, now ghets a star there too, -
When agked to uh&t she owes her fame, ahe says, Oh. Pusan “'ﬁl". v

- 2nd "herus'

Your course is good for enginesrs, -
"AY frames, Ok carts pulled by steers P
Oh Pusan "U", Oh Pusan "U%, :
I hail my alma mater,
To you, Oh Puaan ",

From the Devilcat Songbook, this song was widely sung by the Marines’
in Japan. The title, a play on words, satirizes the general attitude .
of the men. In the second verse, "honey buckets" are buckets of manure,

~and in the chorus, "A frames" are packracks vorn by the Koreans.
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CUTS_AND GUTS

This song is from the Devilcat Songbook of Melvin Patridge and
typlifies the Marine pilot of the Korean War. The S S Rendova, the
sarrier whose men produced the Devilecat Songbook, 1s no longer than
a football field, 100 yards, which is congiderably shorter than most
of the other carriers,

The LSO iz the efficer in charge of bringing or guiding the
plane into the landing on a earrier. The ecatapult shots the plane
off the carrier, and the hook and barrier stop them on landings.
"Recey" is|reconisense flight, 0.D. is Officer of the Day, E1 Toro
ia the Marine Base near San Diego, Calif, HNapalm is the jelly gasocline

- that they will use to sink the CVE's or small carriers.
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CU‘I‘o AND _GUTS

“Tune: My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean

Navy pilots fly off the blg ones, |

Air force pllots aren't seen over the seas,
- But we're in the god darmed Marine Corps,
- S0 we got these damn CVE's, ‘

Choruss ‘ . N

-~ Cub ‘and guts, cutg and guts,
~ The guys that made carriers are nut.s, all mzts,
Cuts and guts, cuts and guts,
- The guys that fly off them ere nuts.

© The Midway has thousand feat runwaye N
- The Leyte eight hundred and ten,

- But we'd not have much of a cerrier,
© With two of our tied end vbo end ¢

Our carrier is mamed for an island, -
An atoll that's Rendova,

- If its size is the sare as our cartier,
 That bastard &s under the sea.

Our LSO's never give Rogers,

"We don't even know they cen see,

They say as we crash through tha barrier,

"He was OK when he went by ma.

Our catapult shots are quite hairy, . | |

¢ Qur catapult gear is red hot,
Tt never goes off when you're ready,

And always goes off when you're nots

* The air boss stands upon the islaml, FRENRS Lo

His hand on the Yodel and Flat,

- We're cut and that God-Dammed hoek bouncea, :
"~ 80.he grabs good old "Paddles™ and wags.
- We're back from a reccy at Sinmk,

Welre ready to smoke and to spout,

- That God-Damned Q.D. saw us pancake,
" "So he turns 2ll the smoking lamsp out.

We envy the boys on the big ones; .

We'ld trade in a minute or two,

'Cause we'd like to see those poor bautards,
Try doing the things that we do.

- Se maybe whan this fraoaa is over,

4And et E1 Tero I'll be,
I'1l load up with rockets and Napalm, -
And sink all these damn CVE's.:




" SOUND=OFF

This method of counting cadence while marching was traditional with
the Koresn snd 2nd W.W. It may go back further but the only hint Ifve
found is the reference in Vance Randolph's collection called "I Got a
Widder in Carico® which he says probably comes from an old minstrel ghow
piece called "I've Got a Cal in Baltimore". Each verse is four lines,
the first twe linces of which now comprige some of the verses to
"Sound-off, "

This song is a modern-day work song, particular to marching, and
difficult, if not impossible to sing when not marching. It has been
said that the song is demanded by the men in the services when marching,
In one case at least, the sargeant or person in command said one line
which the men “epeated and then the second was shouted and repeated..
William Spillsbury, & araduata student at U.C.L.A. and 2nd W.W. veteran,
said that it wes not being sung 4t Ft. Ord, Callf., in 1943 but in the
fall of 1944 in Texas, it was being used during Basic Training.

Contributed by Walter Holt who learned it around 1956 at the Univ. of
Belaware.

I know a gal who éresses in red, -

She makes her livin' on a featherbed.'

Contributed by Thomas Meagher who learned 1t in the Eavy at the Great
‘Lakes Training Station in 1950.”

I knov & girl from Kansas City,
She's got freckles on her titty.

I know a gal lives on £he hill,
She won't do it but her silster will.

I know & woman eight feel tall, '
Sleeps in the kitchen with her feet in the hall.

' Chorus: Sound off, 1, 2. Ho~o'1, Ho-o 2, Howo 3 Ho~d 4.
Your left, right, left. ete.

Contributed by Michael Allen, student of UsC.Le., who learned 1t ot
Ft. Ord, Calif. from Sept. 1954 to Feb. 1955, '

I got a gal in Wattsonville, .
She won't do it but her sister will.-

I got a gal in Tiajuana,
She knows how but she don't wannL

 Contributed by Lincoln Axe from ™. Ord, Calif., 1953, and Ft. Hocd, Texas.

I don't know but ISve been told,
Eskimo pussy's mighty cold.
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LIMERICKS

. The }.imerieks, which are not usually thought of as folk songs, are
included because there is & commohly known tune to which they are sung.
Oscar Brand recorded a number of limericks to this tune. 4

éevsral collections of cbssene limericks have been published in ‘
France, one by Gershon Legman and another by the Olympia Preas (author P
English)l.‘ They are very popular among col}.ege students. - ' g ‘

' The first page, In China They Do It for Chili, is from the Devileat
Songbook of Melevin Patridge. The third limerick is known by Walter Holt
and Robert Cohen, Phillip Spregue repeated the seventh, ‘substituting

Rita for Pitts, and Marlene Karikashian collested the eighth.

The B group was contributed by Walter Holt who learned them around
1953 from his brother who attended the Univ. Of Arizona., Robert Cohen

" recited the secoz;d and third. g

The G group was learned from Phillip Sprague who heard them in the
early 50's in Seattle, Wash. . »

The D group is from Domna Schill who says it is from Pasadema around
The E group 1s from Marleme Karikashian who collected them at U.C.L.A.

in 1960, Robert Cohen knows the second. . _Z

The F group ‘fis from Robert Cohen of Los Angeles .
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LIMERICKS

~ IN CHINA THEY DO I7 FQR CHILI

Thare was a young man from Bombay,
Who fashioned a cunt out of e¢lay,

The heat of his pricke turned the clay into brick,

And wore all his foreskin away.

"cherus'.

I-Yi6Yi-Yi, In China they do it for Chili,
Now this is the first verse, the firat ia tha worat verse,

. S0 walts me around again, Willie.

"~ There was afyanng man from Nantuoket,
~Whose prick was 80  long he could suck it,
"He said with s grin as he wiped off his shin,

81f my ear were a gunt, I cauld fuck it.

There was a young man from Xent,
Whose prick was o long that it bent,

- 80 to save himself trouble, he stuck it in double. ey

And instead of coming, he went.

There was a young man from Racine,

Who invented a fucking machine,

. Concave or convex; 1{ would fuck either ﬁax,k

And jerkizaelf off in between.

There was a young lady from France,

Who boarded a train in a trance, -

The engineer fucked her, go did the aenducber,
4nd the hrakaman came off in his pants.

- There was a young ‘men from Dundes,

Who googered an ape in a {ree,

“The results were most horrid, all asa and no £arahead,

Three balls and a purple goates.

There was a young man from Pltts,

~ Who planted an acre of tits,

They c¢ame up in the fall, pink nipples and éll,
And he leisurely chewed them to bits.

There was a young man named Dave,

Who kept a dead whome in a cave, ‘

He salid, "I%ll admit, I'm a Dit of a shit,
But think of the money I save.® /
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LIMERICKS

There once was a maiden named Twilling,

Who went to a dentist for a filling, _

But out of depravity, he filled the wrong cavity,
Now Twilling is nursing her filling.

There once was a man from Bel Air,

Who was screwing his wife on the stair,
But the bannister broke, so he quickened his stroke,
And polished her off in mid-air. . :

There once was a man named La Treme,

Who invented & jerk-off machine.

On the ninety-ninth stroke, the damn machine broke,
And La Treme was turned into cream.

Thefé once was a boy named Perkin,

. Who was always jerkin' his perkin,

‘De

E.

" His mother said, "Perkin, quit jerkin' your perkin,

Your gherkin's for ferkin', not 5erkin' "

There once was & man named Yorio,
Who had a penis historic, . ' F b
He could raise erections of various aelections,
Ionion, Gorinthian, or Dorie. : P

There once was a passionate pastor,

Whose feelings he nevar could master, w
His ejaculations babtised congregations, .
And hung from the ceiling like plaster.

There once vag & couple named Kelly, o T

Who went around belly to belly, | s

For you see in their haste, they used library paste, P BN
Instead of petroleum jelly.v e A d ot o

There wnce was a pirate named Bates,
Who did a fandango on skates,

Till he slipped on his cutlass, and left himself nﬁtless,~'_si”

- Now they say he'a quite boring on datea.

There once was & man named Bass,
Whose balls were made out of bress,

When they came together, they played Stormy Weather,

~4nd 1ightning shot out of his ass. .
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.. Who was always jerkin' his perkin, :
His mother said, "Perkin, quit jJerkin' your perkin,

‘D, There once was 8 couple named Kelly, S ;v ‘ L .

E.

LIMERICKS

There once was a maiden named Twilling,

Who went to a dentist for a filling, .

But out of depravity, he filled the wrong cavity,
Now Twilling is nursing her filling.

There once was a man from Bel Alr,

Who was screwing his wife on the stair,

But the bannister broke, so he quickened his stroke,
And polished her off in mid-air. . ,

There once was a man named La Treme,

Who invented & jerk-off{ machine.
On the ninety=-ninth stroke, the damn machine broke,

And La Treme was turned into cream.
Thefé once was & boy named Perkin,

Your gherkin's for ferkin', not jerkin'.,"

- There once was & man named Yario,

Who had a penis historic, ' ' ~
He could raise erections of v&rioua aelections,'
Ionion, Corinthian, or Doriec.: ( :

There once was & passionate pastor,

Whose feelings he never could master,

His ejaculations babtised congregations, .
And hung from the celling like p}astar."

Who went around belly to belly, :
For you see in their haste, they used librany paste,
Instead of petroleum jelly. :

There wnce was a pirate named Bates,
Who @id a fandengo on skates, ’

Till he slipped on his cutlass, and left himsélf nutless,

- Now they say he's quite boring on datea.

There once was & man ‘named Basa,
Whose balls were made out of brass,

When they came together, they playndFSto Neather
And lightning shot out of his ass, . ’

1
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LIMERICKS

There was a young men from Boston, .
¥Who bought himgelf & new Austin,

Tt had plenty of class, there was room for his ass, .

But his balls hung out and he 1ost 'em.

There was a young man of’ Germises,

 Vho had balls of two different sizes, -

One was so small it didn't matter at all; '
But the other won aeveral prizes. o
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CASTRATION 811 —

Scatological themes, which will be treated in the chapters following,
clearly fall into the anxiety-laden group too, if only from the dysphemistic
grossness of their vocabulary and the graphic images employed. The signifi-
cant difference between the verbal sadism of the ‘nasty’ or scatological joke,
and that of the castration joke, is in the effect sought to be produced. The
purpose of the ‘nasty’ or scatological joke is to shock. The purpose of the
castration joke is to reassure, though its images may be just as nasty and
shocking as those of any other. When medical students spread their lunches
among the partly cut-up cadavers —as folklore has it that they do—and

try to drive out retching the newest members of the class, by means of a

long and detailed appetizer-story about, for instance, two hungry bums
fighting for the possession of a bottle of snot (or tuberculosis sputum, thrown
from a train, as in chapter 12.Iv.5, preceding), the purpose — like the
purpose of most surgical humor —is clearly sadistic, and not at all, as
rationalized, to inure the new student to the horrors of his profession. But
when crop-headed young fraternity brothers in engineering or the arts sit
down to a late evening bullsession — with the homosexual sub-stratum
of Sust among ‘us boys, bien entendu — to swap castration and vagina-
dentata stories (told and sworn to as actual occurrences, with a wealth of
verisimilitudinous details), the purpose, just as clearly, is to reassure both
teller and listener that these horrible things, though they may happen,
happen only to somebody else. )

Charles Doughty records, in his Travels in Arabia Deserta (1888) that
he often heard tell of a “fanatical, wild, cruel, malicious tribe,” E/-Kahtan,
among whom ‘atrocious circumcision’ was ‘fabled to be used.” They were also
reputed to be cannibals, drank blood, and killed tobacco-smokers — this
last evidently a thrust at himself. But however far he progressed into the
desert, he never could find them. (The name Kahtan — ed. 1936, pp.
170 and 633 — appears to be simply a corruption of the Arabic khitan,
circumncision.) In the same way, Bronislaw Malinowski tells the tale, in 7he
Sexual Life of Savages (1929) pp. 273—9 and 422—6, of the wild Amazons
of the Trobriand Islands, of whom he kept hearing from every quarter of
the compass: the jyaus weeding-women of Okayaulo in the south, and the
‘rabid’ nymphomaniacs of Kaytalugi in the north, who grow ‘a new kind
of banana,’ the usikela (Pat O’Brien’s joke about the-nymphomaniac on the
pulsating-banana ranch?) and who copulate with men’s noses and toes —
after using them up in the ordinary way — until they die. Halfway be-
tween jest & earnest, Malinowski spends several pages explaining that he
could not, or was not.sure he dared (p. 276) find out at first hand about

| | . o l

e

fearful nature narrow down identically to one: castration. e

1

-

42\




YR

=

e
ey

.
M

Sept. 25, 1966

Dear Mr. Legman,

Here is the material I memtiomed, the "Devilcats" somgbook, snd some
college material. It was compiled im the spring of 1960 for am extemsion
class, Folksong, tauwght by Ed. Kahm. The origimal is either im the U.C.L.A.
archives or ix Ed Kahn's possession., He mentioned sendimg it, or a copy, to

you om various occasioms but probably never got around to it.

beorl y €AD5(-53
The origimal copy of "Devilcat Songé‘ is owned by Melvim Patridge, as
mentioned im the preface. Last I heard, he was teaching im the motiom picture
dept. of a megro college im Austin, Pat was quite sentimemtally attached to the
songhbook but his wife had eyes for burmimg it. Due to the matriarchal back-
ground, she may have sugceeded!

The college material is mot representative of the campus in gemeral.
I had forgotter mach of the undergraduate's repetoire and was living im
Veterans' Housimg, ar omn-campus area for studemts with families. There-
fore, the college material also imncludes contributions from the veterans,
learned in the service.

Sorry about the Xerox! It may be lousy, but im this case it's free,
and the retyping would only increase the paper's imaccuracies amyway. The
existing omes car be blamed partially om the "1 pemcil stub and $1 for beer"
technique, chiefly the alcoholic effect om the collector.

Using your description im "The Bawdy Sonmg", I will hazard a guess that
YA'Gatherin" of the Clansmen® is "The Ball o' Kirriemuir". Yes?

If you have ary questions, please write and I will try to dredge wup
SRYWeIrs.

Patridge.

Pogsibly I could track the copy at U.C.L.A. or even find Pat

-




29 Aug. 1966

Dear Nancy Evans, ’
You are the first subseriber to KRYPTADIA: THE
JOURNAL OF EROTIC FOIKLORE; and are going %o get coples free as long
as it comes out. It is to be a yearbook, at ten or fifteen bucks a
shot , and I wonder if you cowd afford it, as a student at UCLA. Any~-
how you get the honorary sub.--but where @d you read abous it?7 I
can't believe anyone really gave it a plugl Please tell me. BEyen send
me the clipping: I am strong on authentle documents, proof, etc. -~
though I take your word sbout LENNY LIVES! without asking for the
wall of the bar in Tiburon, (In Mexico there is a song about Zapats,
the real hero of the Villa revolut ion, whieh ends, spoken: "Zapata
is not dead, He was seen,..[voice trails off ]..riding in the n-
tains.," Lenny Bruce rides in the mountains of Argentina, hightas
the Blackballer out of Norfolk onm Mother Legman's Bad-ass Alkali
Trips. Your memtiomimg Tiburon reminds me of my job last year, as
writer-in~residence for the Univ. of Califmrnia, mestly at ILaJolla
and Berkeley: the strawberry wine they sell st the place with the
cireular staircase there was the nicest-tasting thing in America,

I am trying to get a publisher interested in printing all
Bruce's lectures and scts, from tapes etc. It is a crime his stuff
appears omly in police reperts in %the papersl Everybody yammers about
Alfred Jarry (my tramslation of the "King Turd"™ plays is now on in lLon-
don, ete,), baut Swift or Jarry wuld be wribting exactly like L. Bruce
if they were alive today, and nobody realizes that, I sm working on
en introduction for this, imeluding the necessary amd inevitable meet~
ing between Secret Agent James "Phallic® Bomd and Super-Seecret Agent
No, 71, Modesty Biteh, who strgngles him with poisoned pussy-hairs
strung acreoss her kneesj but I am having trouble figwing out how to
work a sequel, if this goes over, with the hero dead, As, of course;
ghe is him in drag, snd he is her in fetichigtic~degenerate clothes
right out of Vogue, it all works out in the end, I got it licked....

Until I lmow for sure you are not my new FBI-stooge (not a

gag, curiously enough), I really dom't know where my Iimeriek book

csn be had. I kmow it costs $20 and more in Paris and is mow out of

prinmt: piracies are threatened but not complete. I am very keen on
0 Army mimeographica and have two Korean Marine items ("Death Rattlers®

. to-and "Mag 34,0x Come On You Mother-Fuskers,Do You Wamt to live Foreveri")

=% Plemse send mea eopy of wuis, or, if you are dowa to your last one,
| & elean photosopy will do I guess. (Xerox is always lousy,) You won't

[~ be sorry. I am sure there is somethin mwa'M adwe Sl §80

3
disn way, for caring (;%g;g u:%tﬁ.%gﬁart a

thing wrong with me, o P
ng T — Tor ynurslcttgyfzmt, again,




