HAPPY BIRTHDAY

(Melody:  “Happy Birthday To You”)



Happy birthday, fuck you,

Happy birthday, fuck you,

Happy birthday, you asshole,

Happy birthday, fuck you.

Drink it down, down, down . . .



FUCK OFF

(Melody:  “Auld Lang Syne”)



Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off.



Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off, you cunt.

Fuck off.



DOWN DOWN SONG

Here's to         ,

He's true blue,

He's a Hasher,

Through and through,

He's a pisspot,

So they say,

Tried to go to heaven,

But he went the other way,

Drink it down, down, down  . . .



HE'S THE MEANEST



He's the meanest,

He sucks the horse's penis,

He's the meanest,

He's a horse's ass.



All he does is pound it,

Ever since he found it,

He's the meanest,

He's a horse's ass.



He's always pissing on us,

He's rotten and dishonest,

He's the meanest,

He's a horse's ass.



So drink it down, down, down . . .



WE CALL ON THE HARES



We call on the hares

To sing us a song.

We call on the hares

To sing us a song.

So sing, you bastards, sing!

Or show us your ring.



THEY OUGHT TO BE PUBLICLY PISSED ON



They ought to be publicly pissed on,

They ought to be publicly shot,

They ought to be tied to a urinal,

And left there to fester and rot,

Drink it down, down, down . . .



WHAT A WANK

(Melody:  “William Tell Overture”)



What a wank, what a wank, what a wank, wank, wank,

What a wank, what a wank, what a wank, wank,wank,

What a wank, what a wank, what a wank, wank, wank,

What a wank, what a wank, wank, wank.



WHY ARE WE WAITING?

(Melody:  “Come Let Us Adore Him”)



Why are we waiting?

Why are we waiting?

Oh, why are we waiting?

Oh, why, why, why?



(variations:  masturbating, fornicating, et cetera)



WHY WAS HE BORN SO BEAUTIFUL?



Why was he born so beautiful?

Why was he born at all?

He's no fucking use to anyone,

He's no fucking use at all.



So drink it down, down, down . . .



SELETAR HASH IS ON THE PISS AGAIN



Seletar Hash is on the piss again

On the piss again

On the piss again

Seletar Hash is on the piss again

We want to wee-wee now



We want to wee-wee now

We want to wee-wee now

Seletar Hash is on the piss again

We want to wee-wee now



INTERNATIONAL HASH HYMN

(Melody:  “Swing Low, Sweet Chariot”)



Swing low, sweet chariot,

Coming for to carry me home,

Swing low, sweet chariot,

Coming for to carry me home.



I looked over Jordan and what did I see,

Coming for to carry me home,

A band of angels coming after me,

Coming for to carry me home.



I'm sometimes up and sometimes down,

Comin' for to carry me home,

But still my soul feels heavenly bound.

Comin' for to carry me home.



If you get there before I do,

Coming for to carry me home,

Tell all my friends that I'm coming too,

Coming for to carry me home.



(repeat verses with variations -- humming and motions only, silence and motions only, double-time)



FATHER ABRAHAM

(often used for hash calisthentics to stretch and warm up before a run)



Leader:

Father Abraham had seven sons,

Seven sons had Father Abraham,

And he never smiled,

And he never cried,

All he did was go like this--With a right!



All (shout/actions):

With a right! (extend right arm)



Leader:

Father Abraham had seven sons,

Seven sons had Father Abraham,

And he never smiled,

And he never cried,

All he did was go like this--With a right!



All (shout/actions):

With a right! (extend right arm)

Leader:

And a left!

All (shout/actions):

And a left! (extend left arm)



More verses/actions:

With a right! (extend right leg)

With a left! (extend left leg)

And a HEEEE! (hump pelvis)

And a HUUHH! (turn around, drop pants, moon pack)

�

�ARSEHOLES ARE CHEAP TONIGHT



Arseholes are cheap tonight,

Cheaper than other nights,

Small boys’ ones are half a crown,

Standing up or bending down,

Big ones for bigger pricks,

Biggest ones cost three and six.

Get yours before they're gone,

Come now and try one.



BENGALI ONE SO LONG

(Melody:  “Bengawan Solo”)



Bengali one so long,

Melayu one potong,

Indian one so dark and strong,

Orang Puteh just like sotong.



All Hash Mens' hard and strong,

They can go for ten furlong,

Darling, please don't ask for tolong,

And we will carry on and on.



There is a lady in sarong,

She prefers it done on a palong,

To her surprise we can stand so long,

Because one fails the rest will carry on.



BHAYEE ON THE RUN



This is number one,

The Bhayee’s on the run.

This is number two,

He is playing with his tool.



Chorus:

Oh Oh Oh Chan Malee Chan (Puki)

Chan Malee Chan (Lan Chow)

Chan Malee Chan

Kan Nee Naa Boo Chee Bai



This is number three,

The Bhayee is up the tree.

This is number four,

He is lying on the floor.



This is number five,

The Bhayee screw his wife.

This is number six,

He is playing with his stick.



This is number seven,

The Bhayee’s up in heaven.

This is number eight,

He is knocking at the gate.



This is number nine,

The Bhayee’s on the line.

This is number ten,

He doing all over again.



DINAH



Chorus:

Dinah, Dinah, show us your leg,

Show us your leg, show us your leg,

Dinah, Dinah, show us your leg,

A yard above your knee.



I wish I were the diamond ring,

On Dinah's dainty hand,

Then, every time she wiped her ass,

I'd see the promised LAND!



A rich girl rides a limousine,

A poor girl rides a truck,

But the only ride that Dinah has,

Is when she has a FUCK!



A rich girl uses a sanitary towel,

A poor girl uses a sheet,

But Dinah uses nothing at all,

Leaves a trail along the STREET!



A rich girl wears a ring of gold,

A poor girl one of brass,

But the only ring that Dinah wears,

Is the one around her ASS!



A rich girl wears a brassiere,

A poor girl uses string,

But Dinah uses nothing at all,

She lets the bastards SWING!



A rich girl uses Vaseline,

A poor girl uses lard,

But Dinah uses axle grease,

Because her cunt's so HARD!



A rich girl works in factories,

A poor girl works in stores,

But Dinah works down in Geylang,

With all the other WHORES!



THE ENGINEER'S SONG



An engineer told me before he died,

Ah-humm, ah-humm,

An engineer told me before he died,

Ah-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum,

An engineer told me before he died,

I have no reason to believe he lied.

Ah-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum,

Ah-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum dee-dee-hum.



He had a wife with a cunt so wide, (three times)

That she could never be satisfied.



So he built a prick of steel, (three times)

And the whole fucking thing was driven by a wheel.



Two brass balls were filled with cream, (three times)

And the whole fucking issue was driven by steam.



In and out went the prick of steel, (three times)

Round and round went the bloody great wheel.



Up and up went the level of steam, (three times)

Down and down went the level of cream.



Till at last the maiden cried, (three times)

"Enough!  Enough!  I'm satisfied!"



(Slowly . . .)

Now we come to the tragic bit, (three times)

There was no way of stopping it.



(Back to speed  . . .)

She was split from ass to tit, (three times)

And the whole fucking issue was covered in,

Sweet violets, sweeter than the roses,

Covered all over from ass to tit,

Covered all over in SHIT!  SHIT!  SHIT!



Other endings (optional):

The moral of this story is mighty clear, (three times)

Never fuck an engineer.



The last time, sir, that prick was seen, (three times)

It was over in England fucking the Queen.



It jumped off her, it jumped on him, (three times)

And then it buggered their next of kin.



It jumped upon an uptown bus, (three times)

And the mess it made caused quite a fuss.



Nine months later a child was born, (three times)

With two brass balls and a bloody great horn.



Now we come to the bit that's grim, (three times)

It finished with her and started on him.



Now we come to the bit that's blue, (three times)

It finished with him and it's looking for YOU!



HARI HARI RAMASAMY



Chorus:

Hari hari Ramasamy jalan sana sini

Bila dia balik dia taror dia punya bini

Jin ga ra jin ga lay meenachi, jin ga ra jin ga lay

Ulagam poora poka paaru hangala jin ga lay.



I don’t smoke cigarette, even if you belanja.

Cigarette is dangerous, I only smoke ganja.



Anchor beer and Guiness stout make strong your body.

But there is nothing like Ramasamy toddy.



Every day I wake up half past six.

I brush my teeth then go back to sleep.



Every day go to school half past eight.

Tell the teacher not my fault, bus driver late.



Every day saya tengok perumpuan saya tak boleh tahan.

Bila saya balek saya pakai saya punya tangan.



Tonight I go back half past one.

My wife ask why, I say “Seletar hash run.”



I DON'T WANT TO JOIN THE ARMY



I don't want to join the army,

I don't want to go to war,

I'd rather hang around Picadilly Underground,

Living off the earnings of a high born lady.

I don't want a bayonet up me arsehole,

I don't want me bollocks shot away,

I’d rather stay in England,

Jolly, jolly England,

And fornicate me life away, gor blimey . . .



Monday I touched her on the ankle,

Tuesday I touched her on the knee,

On Wednesday, I confess, I lifted up her dress,

Thursday I saw you-know-what,

Friday I put me hand upon it,

Saturday she gave me balls a tweak (Tweak! Tweak!)

And Sunday after supper, I put the old boy up 'er,

And now she earns me forty bob a week, gor blimey.



Call out the Regimental Army,

Call out the Navy and Marines,

Call out me mother,

Me sister and me brother,

But for God's sake,

Don't call me, gor blimey.



IRIAN JAYA

(Melody:  “Mull of Kintyre”)



Far have I traveled and much have I seen,

Had blow jobs from Bancis and fucked things obscene,

Been crippled by herpes and things far more dire,

But if you want a blow job go to Irian Jaya.



Chorus: Irian Jaya,

To be gobbled by natives is what I desire,

They practice on blowpipes in Irian Jaya.



Been rogered in Rio and poked in Peru,

Been massaged in Manila and then had a screw,

Been fucked in Llanelli by a Welsh male boys' choir,

But for the height of perversion go to Irian Jaya.



Met a girl in the jungle with a bone through her nose,

Cunt like a mantrap and strong I suppose,

Bush like a yardbroom that's made out of wire,

So be careful of pussy in Irian Jaya.



Oh the skirt she was wearing was made out of grass,

It only just covered her sweet little ass,

I felt an erection getting higher and higher,

As I followed that lady from Irian Jaya.



She put down her basket, took hold of my tool,

Pulled back the foreskin and started to drool,

Curled her lips round it, and sir I'm no liar,

They still have headhunters in Irian Jaya.



THE LADY OF THE MANOR

(Melody:  “Ghostriders in the Sky”)



The lady of the manor was dressing for the ball

When she saw the village tinker pissing up against a wall

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



The lady wrote a letter and in it she did say

“I’d rather be fucked by you, sir, than his lordship any day!”

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



The tinker got the letter, and when it he did read

His balls began to fester and his prick began to bleed

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



He mounted up his pony and rode up to the strand

With his foreskin ‘cross his shoulder and his penis in his hand

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



He rode up to the manor, he rode up to the hall

“God save us,” cried the butler, “he’s come to fuck us all!”

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



First he fucked the upstairs maid, he caught her on the stairs.

He fucked her ‘til the friction caught alight her pubic hairs.

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



Next he went to the kitchen, for the cook was now his goal.

He soon unrolled his mighty rod and thrust it in her hole.

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



And then he found the downstairs maid, he fucked her in the hall,

But when he fucked the butler, ‘twas the cruelest fuck of all.

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



And then he fucked the lady, in ten minutes she was dead

With a yard-and-a-half of foreskin wrapped around her head

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



The tinker he is dead now, he’s buried in St. Paul’s.

It took four-and-twenty choirboys to carry in his balls.

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



The tinker he is dead now, and sure he’s gone to hell

And there he fucks the devil, and I’m sure he fucks him well

With his great big kidney wiper and his balls the size of three

And a yard-and-a-half of foreskin hanging down below his knees.



Yippee-Eye-Ay, Yippee-Eye-Oh, Ghostriders in the sky



GANDHU’S BATANG

(Melody:  “Ghostriders in the Sky”)

(Lyrics by Dick “Dirty Hacker” Roark)



In Kampong Lada Hitam, Ramasamy has a hut

Where he goes when he’s not hashing or out fucking with some slut

And then one day, his bini at the river washing clothes

Spied a naked, bathing Gandhu, with his batang to his toes.



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang besar!



So, Ramasamy’s bini, she lifted up her dress

And showed it all to Gandhu, which put him in distress

With a great shake and a shudder, he pulled up his old sarong

With his great big kidney wiper hanging down so dark and long



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang jadi keras!



The bini, she was frightened and she ran away for home

Gandhu thundered up the bank, his mouth was full of foam

While women screamed and fainted, and the men all looked in awe

At Gandhu’s mighty batang, which was now up to his jaw



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang berdiri!



The bini, she ran like the wind, she ran up to the hut

But Gandhu bounded in great leaps, thanks to his mighty strut

And Ramasamy’s bini never even reached the door

Before she found herself impaled on Gandhu’s mighty bore



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang banyak siok!



Gandhu burst right through the door with Ramasamy’s mate

Whose arms and legs were flailing ‘round like Ramasamy’s gate

Then Gandhu spied the neighbor girl, in her sari oh so new

And I am sure that you can guess the next thing he would do



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang bahaya!



The neighbor girl, she kicked and screamed, and clawed and bit and spit

And grabbed and pounded furiously, but still it wouldn’t fit

She tried to turn and run away, but Gandhu grabbed her hair

He shoved his batang up her bum and raised her in the air



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang kuat!



And then the maid from Sri Lanka, she burst upon the scene

She grabbed him by his mighty tool, which now was turning green

And then she stuffed it up her cunt, she stuffed it to the seam

And Gandhu, with a mighty roar, let fly his load of cream



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang sudah datang!



So then the maid from Sri Lanka withdrew his sagging spike

And she took away his wallet, keys and then his motorbike

And left him lying spent and dead on Ramasamy’s floor

She laughed and spat upon his face and quietly closed the door



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang jadi lembek!



Now the moral of this story, to all is very clear

Gandhu thought himself a Tiger, feared both far and near

But a Sri Lankan hooker took his measure in her stride

And now he’s just a dead pussy who was taken for a ride



Ai yi yi yoooo!  Ai yi yi yaaaaaay!  Gandhu punya batang da jahanam!



Gandhu da mati!



LAST NIGHT I LAID IN BED

(Melody:  “Funiculi, Funicula”)



Last night I laid in bed and masturbated,

It felt so good, I knew it would.

Last night I laid in bed and masturbated,

It felt so nice, I did it twice.

First I gave it the short strokes,

Just tickled the crown, just tickled the crown,

Then I gave it the long strokes,

Straight up and down, straight up and down.

Smashed it, bashed it, crashed it on the floor.

Rammed it, crammed it, slammed it in the door,

Some people say that sexual intercourse is absolutely grand,

But, speaking for myself, I’d rather use my hand!



THE LOBSTER SONG



"Hello, mister fisherman, how are you,

Have you a lobster you will sell to me?"



Chorus:

Singing ai-tiddly-ai, shit or bust,

Never let your bollocks dangle in the dust.



"Yes sir, yes sir, I have two,

And the biggest of the bastards I will sell to you."



So I took the lobster home, and I put it in a dish,

I put it in a dish where the missus has a piss.



In the middle of the night, as you well know,

The missus got up to let her water flow.



At first I heard a groan, and then I heard a grunt,

And then I saw the fucking lobster hanging from her cunt.



The missus grabbed the brush, and I grabbed the broom,

And we chased the fucking lobster round and round the room.



We hit it on the head, we hit it on the side,

We hit that fucking lobster till the bastard died.



Oh, the story has a moral, and this is it,

Always have a shafty before you have a piss.



That's the end of my story, there isn't any more,

There's an apple up my asshole, and you can have the core.

Down in Nagasaki the monkey fucked the cat,

And all the cat did was fuck the monkey back.



Now that the story is over, as you all know,

Kindly bend over and let me have a go.



OU EST LE PAPIER?

(Melody:  “Marseillaise”)



A Frenchman went to the lavat'ry,

For to have a jolly good shit,

He took his coat and his trousers off,

So that he could revel in it.

But when he reached out for the paper,

He found that someone had been there before,

"Ou est le papier?

Ou est le papier?

Monsieur, monsieur, j'ai fait manure.

Ou est le papier?"



Ouvrez les pantalons.

Display le grand baton.

Frappez, frappez, toujours frappez.

Et bien -- c’est l’amour.



PISSONYOU

(Muffdiver’s favorite from the Seoul HHH)



Pissonyou, pissonyou,

Pissonyou, pissonyou,

In Russian it means “I love you.”

If I had my way I'd pissonyou all day,

Pissonyou, pissonyou, pissonyou.



Shitonyou, shitonyou,

Shitonyou, shitonyou,

In Russian it means “I love you.”

If I had my way I'd shitonyou all day,

Shitonyou, shitonyou, shitonyou.



Cumonyou, cumonyou,

Cumonyou, cumonyou,

In Russian it means “I love you.”

If I had my way I'd cumonyou all day,

Cumonyou, cumonyou, cumonyou.



Pissonyou, shitonyou,

Cumonyou, pissonyou,

In Russian it means “I love you.”

If I had my way I'd pissonyou all day,

Pissonyou, shitonyou, cumonyou.



SINGING IN THE RAIN

(Melody:  “Singing in the Rain”)



Chorus:

I’m singing in the rain,

Just singing in the rain,

What a glorious feeling,

I’m hap-hap-happy again.



Hold it!  Thumbs up!

Hunka-zakka, hunka-zakka, hunka-zakka



Repeat chorus adding new line and action each time:



Fists together!

Elbows together!

Chest up!

Stomach in!

Bums out!

Knees together!

Ankles together!

Toes out!

Tongues out!

T-shirt off!

Shorts off!



�DOWN TO HER KNEES

(Also known as “The Mayor of Bayswater’s Daughter”)

(Melody:  “The Ash Grove”)



One black one, one white one,

And one with a bit of shite on,

And the hairs on her dicky-di-doe,

Hang down to her knees.



Chorus:

Leader: And the hairs,

Pack: And the hairs,

Leader: And the hairs,

Pack: And the hairs,

Leader: And the hairs,

Pack: On her dicky-di-doe,

Hang down to her knees.

One black one, one white one,

*And one with a bit of shite on,*

And the hairs on her dicky-di-doe,

Hang down to her knees.



*Variations* contributed by Flying Booger and ZiPpy, Pike's Peak H4:



and one forty pound strength one

and one I caught a trout on

and one I found on a bar of soap

and one that blocked the storm drain

and one she used as dental floss

and one she uses for macramQ

and one dripping in olive oil

and one she towed my car with

and one that smelt of clitty litter

and one to start the mower with

and one they use in gunsights

and one with a drop of piss on

and one covered in algae

and one I start my outboard with

and one I broke a tooth on

and one I found in my mug of beer

and one the crabs are stuck on

and one she winched her Jeep with

and one she marked the trail with

and one she tied her Nikes with

and one she tied her whistle on

and one she roped the calves with

and one she pulled her trailer with

and one they hanged a horse thief with

and one she climbed a cliff with

and one she whipped the orphans with

etc . . .



Verses:

I've smelt it, I've felt it,

It's just like a bit of velvet.



I could not believe my eyes,

When I peered down between her thighs.



I she were my daughter,

I'd have her cut them shorter.



I've seen it, I've seen it,

I've lain right in between it.



I stroked 'em and poked 'em,

I rolled 'em and smoked 'em.



You'd need a coal miner,

To find her vagina.



She lives on the mountain,

and pees like a bloody fountain.



She stayed on a cattle ranch,

And came like a bloody avalanche.



She says she is not a whore,

But she bangs like a shithouse door.



She lives on malted milkshake,

And roots like a bloody rattlesnake.



She married an Italian,

With balls like a fucking stallion.



She divorced the Italian,

And married the stallion.



She married a Spaniard,

With a prick like a bloody lanyard.



She divorced the Spaniard,

And ran off with the bloody lanyard.



The split of her beaver,

Looks just like June Cleaver's.



She slept with a demon,

Who drowned her with semen.



Her cat's name is Boris,

And it plays with her clitoris.



The aroma it lingers,

It smells like fish fingers.



She sat on the waterfront,

With the waves lapping up and down her cunt.



I've licked it and kissed it,

It tastes like a chocolate biscuit.



You can drive a Morris Minor,

Right up her vagina.



It was always hit-or-miss,

Whether I could find her clitoris.



She went to Arabia,

And got camel drool on her labia.



She stayed in Seattle,

And went down on cattle.



The light is so glitorous,

When it shines off her clitoris.



Her vagina was squishy,

And smelled a bit fishy.



She went with a Hash House Harrier,

Who fucked her but wouldn't marry her.



Hash verses by Flying Booger:



She slept with a  Hash House Harriette,

Who played melodies upon her clit.



She wooed the Grand Master,

But he couldn't satisfy her.



Grand Mattress gave her a go,

She used an electric dildo.



Three Joint Masters did sport in concert,

But they couldn't reach her G-spot.



She went out with the RA,

But he proved to be a lousy lay.



She seduced the Song Master,

But he couldn't outlast her.



Hare Raiser did sleep with her,

But got all tangled in her fur.



The hares swived her with great intent,

But they soon were limp and spent.



She depantsed the OnSec,

And scoffed at his tiny dick.



She rogered the Hash Scribe,

And begat an entire tribe.



She stripped for the Biermeister,

He shot off all over her.



Hash Shyster did groan, oh,

As he serviced her pro bono.



She gave head to the Hash Cash,

And he ejaculated in a flash.



The Chipmeister she tried to lay,

But he came during foreplay.



She mooned the Haberdasher,

Who fainted at the sight of her.



An SCB dove in her muff,

But found he hadn't tongue enough.



She said to the FRB,

"Do it doggie style with me."



The walkers were red and sore,

She shagged them right across the floor.



She had it off with a Ranger,

But he went DOT inside of her.



To a Whiner she took a shiner,

But he cried, "Any one but her."



She took on the entire pack,

She was hot but they were slack.



She was brisk with young ZiPpy,

But he came much too quickly.



So she tried Flying Booger,

But he couldn't get it up for her.



She had group sex with the Circle,

Next day our parts turned purple.



ROEDEAN SCHOOL



We are from Roedean, good girls are we,

We take great pride in our virginity,

We take precautions and avoid abortions,

For we are from the Roedean School.



Chorus:

Up school, up school, up school,

Right up school!

Laah-lah, laah-lah, lah, lah, lah, lah, lah,

Laah-lah, laah-lah, lah, lah, lah, lah, lah.



Our school porter, he is a fool,

He's only got a teeny weeny tool,

All right for keyholes and little girlies' peeholes,

But not for girls from Roedean School.



When we go out to the vicar's for tea,

He likes to bounce us up and down on his knee,

He feed him brandy, which makes him feel randy,

For we are from Roedean School.



When we go down to the beach for a swim,

The people remark on the size of our quim,

You can bet your bottom dollar, it's big as a horse's collar,

For we are from Roedean School.



Our head prefect, her name is Jane,

She only likes it now and again,

AND AGAIN, AND AGAIN, AND AGAIN, AND AGAIN,

For she is from Roedean School.



Our house mistress, she can't be beat,

She lets us go walking in the street,

We sell our titties for three-penny bitties,

Right outside of Roedean School.



Our sports mistress, she is the best,

She teaches us how to develop our chest,

We wear tight sweaters and carry French letters,

For we are from Roedean School.



Each week at Roedean we have a dance,

We don't wear bras and we don't wear pants,

We like to give all the fellows a chance,

For we are from Roedean School.



Our head gardener, he makes us drool,

He's got a great big dirty whoppin' tool,

All right for tunnels and Queen Mary's funnels,

And great for the girls at Roedean School.



We have a new girl, her name is Flo,

Nobody thought that she would have a go,

But she surprised the vicar by raising him quicker,

Than any other girl at Roedean School.



We are from Roedean, lesbos are we,

Caused by living in an all-girls dormit'ry,

It's light out at seven, candles out at eleven,

For we are from Roedean School.



We go to Roedean, don't we have fun,

We know exactly how it is done,

When we lie down we hole it in one,

For we are from Roedean School.



Those girls from Cheltenham, they are just sissies,

They get worked up over one or two kisses,

It takes wax candles and long broom handles,

To rouse the girls at Roedean School.



We go to Roedean, we can be had,

Don't take our word, boy, ask your old dad,

He brings his friends for breath-taking trends,

For we are from Roedean School.



In our winter we wear our J.D.'s,

Long combinations well below our knees,

It's all right for dragging, but no good for shagging,

For we are from Roedean School.



THE BALL OF KERRYMUIR



Four and twenty virgins

Came down from Inverness,

And when the ball was over

There were four and twenty less.



Chorus: Singing, balls to your partners,

Arseholes against the walls,

If you never got laid on a Saturday night,

You'll never get laid at all.



Four and twenty prostitutes

Came up from Glockamore,

And when the ball was over

They were all of them double bore.



The village cripple he was there,

He wasn't up to much,

He lined 'em up against the wall,

And diddled 'em with his crutch.



The Queen was in the parlor,

Eating bread and honey,

The King was in the chambermaid,

And she was in the money.



First lady forward,

Second lady back,

Third lady's finger

Up the fourth lady's crack.



The village policeman he was there,

The pride of all the force,

They found him in the stable,

Wanking off his horse.



The village plumber he was there,

He felt an awful fool,

He'd come eleven leagues or more

And forgot to bring his tool.



There was humping in the hallways

And humping in the ricks,

You couldn't hear the music

For the swishing of the dicks.



'Twas ballocks in the kitchen,

And ballocks in the halls,

You couldn't hear the music

For the clanging of the balls.



'Twas fellatio in the anteroom,

Cunnilingus on the stairs,

You couldn't see the carpet

For the cunts and curly hairs.



Sandy McPherson he came along,

It was a bloody shame,

He fucked a lassie forty times,

And wouldna take her haim.



The parson's daughter she was there,

The cunning little runt,

With poison ivy up her bum,

And thistle up her cunt.



The vicar's wife, well she was there,

A-sitting by the fire,

Knitting rubber johnnies

Out of India rubber tire.



The village idiot he was there,

Sitting on a pole,

He pulled his foreskin over his head

And whistled through the hole.



Mrs. O'Malley she was there,

She had the crowd in fits,

A-jumping off the mantelpiece

And bouncing on her tits.



The bride was in the kitchen

Explaining to the groom,

That the vagina, not the rectum,

Is the entrance to the womb.



The village magician he was there,

Up to his favorite trick,

Pulling his arsehole over his head,

And standing on his prick.



The village smithy he was there,

Sitting by the fire,

Doing abortions by the score

With a piece of red hot wire.



The blacksmith's brother he was there,

A mighty man was he,

He lined them up against the wall

And buggered them three by three.



Now farmer Giles he was there,

His sickle in his hand,

And every time he swung around

He circumcised the band.



The vicar's wife she was still there,

Back against the wall,

"Put your money on the table, boys,

I'm fit to do ye all."



The vicar and his goodly wife

Were having lots of fun,

The parson had his finger

Up another lady's bum.



The village doctor he was there,

He had his bag of tricks,

And in between the dances

He was sterilizing dicks.



Father O'Flanagan he was there,

And in the corner he sat,

Amusing himself by abusing himself,

And catching it in his hat.



The vicar's wife was yet still there,

Dressed in a long white shroud,

Swinging on the chandelier

And pissing on the crowd.



They was shagging in the couches,

They was shagging in the cots,

And lying up against the wall

Were rows of grinning sots.



Farmer Brown he was there,

A-jumping on his hat,

For half an acre of his corn

Was fairly now fucked flat.



Giles he played a dirty trick,

We canna let it pass,

He showed a lass his mighty prick,

Then shoved it up her arse.



Bayard Stockton he was there,

Drunk beyond a doubt,

He tried to stuff the parson's wife,

But couldna get the root.



Jockie Stewart did his business

Right upon the moor,

It was, he thought, much better

Than pissing on the floor.



A couple of Hashers they were there,

A-looking for a fuck,

But every cunt was occupied

And they were out of luck.



Mike McMurdock when he got there,

His stand was long and high,

But when he'd shagged her forty times,

His balls were squeezed and dry.



McTavish, oh yes, he was there,

His piston long and broad,

And when he'd stroked the furrier's wife

She had to be rebored.



McCardew-Roberts he was there,

His flagpole all alert,

But when half the night was done,

It was dragging in the dirt.



The chimney sweep he was there,

They had to throw him out,

For every time he passed his wind,

The room was filled with soot.



The doctor's daughter she was there,

She went to gather sticks,

She couldna find a blade of grass,

For cunts and standing pricks.



The village builder he was there,

He brought his bag of tricks,

He poured cement in all the holes,

And blunted all the pricks.



Little Jimmy he was there,

The leader of the choir,

He hit the balls of all the boys,

To make their voices higher.



Now little Tommy he was there,

But he was only eight,

He couldna root the women,

So he had to masturbate.



The village postman he was there,

The poor man had the pox,

He couldna shag the ladies,

So he fucked the letterbox.



The village idiot he was there,

A-leaning on the gate,

He couldna find a partner

So he had to flatulate.



The blacksmith's father he was there,

A-roaring like a lion,

He'd cut his rod off in the forge,

So he used a red-hot iron.



A pregnant woman she was there,

Her belly was well hung,

And when I tried to eat her,

A tiny hand grabbed my tongue.



And so the ball was over,

They all went home to rest,

And the music had been exquisite,

But the fucking was the best.



Additional verses from a song entitled  "The Ball Of Kerrymuir", which was passed on to Flying Booger by Ed Cray, who got it from Abby Sale, who offers the following comments:  "This collation is done by Joe Bethancourt, a  professional singer in Arizona and member of Society for Creative Anachronisn (SCA).  A large number of the verses are 'filk,' created for the SCA meeting and never were sung again elsewhere.  Make of that what you will.”



Oh the Ball, the Ball of Ballyknure

Where your wife, and my wife, were doin' it on the floor!



Chorus:  Wha' do ya, lassie?

And wha' do y'noo?

I'm the man what did y'last, lass,

I canna do y'noo!



The Queen was in the parlour, eating bread and honey

The King was in the chambermaid, and she was in the money!



The village idiot he was there, a-sittin' by the fire

Attempting masturbation with an india-rubber tyre!



Oh, the village postman he was there, but he had the Pox

He couldna' do the ladies so he did the letter-box!



The Queen of England she was there, backed against the wall

"Put yer money on the table, boys, I'm going ta do you all!"



The Count and Countess, they were there, a-doin' on the stair

The bannister broke, and down they fell, they finished in mid-air!



There was music in the garden, there was music in the sticks

You couldna' hear the music for the swishin' o' the pricks!



They were doin' it on the landing, they were doin' it on the stairs

You couldna' see the carpet for the wealth of pubic hairs!



The Kingdom Herald, he was there, whattya think o'that?

Blazoning positions wi' a Duchess and a cat!



The fubba-wubbas they were there, sittin' all alone

Complainin of the doin's with loud and piercing moans!



Mr. Jameison he was there, the one that fought the Boers

He jumped up on the table and he shouted for the hoors!



The Board of Directors they were there, and they were shocked to see

Four-and-twenty maidenheads a-hangin' from a tree!



John the Blacksmith he was there, he wouldna play the game

He did a lassie seven times, but wouldna see her hame!



The village Constable he was there, now whattya think o'that?

Amusin' himself by abusin' himself, and catchin' it in his hat . . .



It started out so simple-like: each lad and lassie mated

But pretty soon the doin's got so bloody complicated!



Four and twenty virgins came down from Cuinimore

Only two got back again, and they were double-bore!



Clan MacChluarain, they were there, sleepin in the shade

For no one could decide if they were Man, or Sheep, or Maid!



The village pervert he was there, scratchin' at his crotch

But no one minded him at all, he was only there to watch!



The Kingdom Seneshal was there, linin' 'em up in rows

He didna use his pecker, lads, he did 'em with his toes!



The village cripple he was there, but he didna shag too much

His old John Thomas had fallen off, so he did 'em with his crutch!



The old schoolteacher he was there, he diddled by rule-of-thumb

Workin' logarithmicly the times that he would come!



The village chimney-sweep was there, a really filthy brute

For every time he farted, he covered 'em all with soot!



The local Cavaliers were there, in elegance they sat

A-doin' Things Unusual with the feathers in their hat!



The Rapier-fighters they were there, doin' what they could

A-thrustin' and a-parryin' with Real Steel, not with wood!



The local Hordesmen they were there, busier than bees

The ladies wouldna have 'em, so they diddled dogs and trees!



The village carpenter he was there, with his prick of wood

He made it when he lost his own, and it worked just as good!



The shenai-fighters they were there, all wrapped up in smiles

A-doin' everyone they could in Oriental style!



The College of Heralds they were there, in the other room

Arguin' about who would do what, with which, to whom!



The rattan-jocks were out in force and they were such a sight

They didna do the ladies 'cause they'd heard there was a fight!



The old fishmonger he was there, a dirty stinkin sod

He never got a rise that night, so he diddled 'em with a cod!



The Kingdom Laurels they were there, and quite a sight to see

A-doin' everyone they could, and most artisticly!



The Kingdom Pelicans were there, doin' it with a sob

They diddled out of duty; it was just another job!



Four and twenty virgins went down to Inverness

And when the Ball was over, there were four and twenty less!



There was doin's on the porches, and doin's on the stones

You couldna' hear the music for the loud and joyful moans!



(insert name) he was there, covered up with smiles

Doin' thirty-two at once, and in amazing style!



All the Kingdom spodes were there, but they just sat and sulked

For this was the occasion that no one told them "Get fulked!"



Clan MacChluarain they were there, chasin' round the Keep

And every single man of them buggerin' a sheep!



(insert name) had a gerbil, he diddled it very well

He didn't wrap it in duct tape: he blew it all to hell!



(insert name) he was there, with his favourite toys:

A dozen beautiful women, and a dozen beautiful boys!



(insert name) he was there; he wasn't very nice

He didna do the ladies, he did gerbils, rats and mice!



(insert name) she was there, covered all in sweat,

Takin' on all comers, and she hasn't finished yet!



(insert name) she was there, covered all in sweat,

The Dark Horde carried her away, and we ain't found her yet!



The Locksley Monsters they were there, lookin' for some nookie

But they got distracted by a chocolate chippie cookie!



(insert name) he was there, a crafty friend of Ghengis,

He speaks a lot of languages; he is a cunning linguist!



The village Masochist, he was there, beggin' for some blows

The Sadist merely looked at him, and softly answered "No!"



Yang the Nauseating was sittin' out in back

The ladies did na' want him for he smelled too much of yak!



The village druggist he was there, grinnin' like a fox

He'd sold out of condoms, so he sold 'em dirty socks!



Buell the Kind was also there, that beggar meek and mild,

He didna' do the ladies, he had brought his favourite child!



(insert name) he was there at the revel feast

He doesn't like the girls, and the boys call him "The Beast!"



And in the morning, early, the Farmer nearly shat

For four and twenty acres was nearly fuckit flat!



It was a grand old party, lads, and sure a Locksley Plot

And every lad and lassie there was glad of what they got!



And when the Ball was over, everyone confessed

The music it was wonderful, but the "doin's" were the best!



Following are extra verses, and XXX-rated verses, to "The Ball of Ballyknure":



Alternate chorus:  Singin' balls to your partner

Arse agin' th' wall!

If y'canna' get laid on Saturday nicht

You canna' get laid at all!



The Minister's wife, she was there, buckled tae th' front

Wi' a wreath of roses round her arse, and thistles round her cunt!



The Minister's dochter, she was there, an' she gat roarin' fu'

Sae they doubled her ower the midden wa' and did her like a coo!



The undertaker he was there, in a long black shroud

Swinging from the chandelier, and pissing on the crowd!



(insert name) was there, as well, she kept us all in fits

Jumping off the mantlepiece, and bouncing on her tits!



The village cooper he was there; he had a mighty tool!

He pulled his foreskin over his head, and yodeled thru the hole!



The local vicar, he was there, his collar back to front

He said, "My girls, thy sins are blessed!" and shoved it up their cunts!



The local surgeon, he was there, with his knife in hand,

And every time he turned around, he circumsized a man!



The village idiot he was there, up to his favorite trick:

Bouncin' on his testicles and whistlin' thru his prick!



The village fireman was there, quenchin' lassie's fires

He diddled 'em in the firetruck, right beside the tires!



(insert name) was also there, standing back-to-front,

With thirteen inches of candlestick inserted in her cunt!



The village nympho, she was there, wi' a happy grin

Every hole was stuffit fu', and she was fu' o' quim!



The village glazier he was there, with his prick of glass

He diddled 'em in their cunnys, and also in the ass!



One female musician was some sight to watch

With "Dowland" from her lute, and "Palestrina" from her crotch!



There was doin's in the bedrooms, there was doin's in the tub

'Till every single pecker there was worn down to a nub!



The bride was in the bedroom, explainin' to the groom:

The vagina, not the rectum, is the entrance to the womb!



The King was in the counting house, counting out his wealth;

The Queen was in the parlor, playin' with herself!



(insert name) he was there, his balls was made of brass

And when he blew a fart, m'lads, sparks flew out his ass!



The tailor was a busy man; his work went to his head

Sewing up the stretched-out cunts with miles and miles of thread!



The Elder Statesmen all were there; they were too old to firk,

So they sat around the table and they had a circle-jerk!



(insert name) was excited and racin' round the hall

A-pullin' on his pecker and showin' off his balls!



The Parson's wife, she was there; she was the worst of all:

She pulled her skirts above her head and shouted: "Fuck it all!"



(insert name) he was there; he played a wily game:

He did his lassie fourteen times before he finally came!



(name) and (name) they were there, and they were quite a pair,

Each did a lassie seven times, and never touched the hair!



(insert name) he was there, up to his old trick:

Dancin' naked 'round the room, pirouettin' on his prick!



(insert name) he was there, but he wouldna' dance,

Just sat there with his ten-inch rise, a-waitin' for his chance!



(insert name) he was there; he was the perfect fool:

He sat beneath the old oak tree, and whittled off his tool!



(insert name) he was there, up from Dungaree

With a yard-and-a-half of Glory, that hung below his knee!



The Queen, she had a chicken, the King he had a duck,

So they put them on the table to see if they would fight!



The cows were wearin' bridles, the horses wearin' bits

The Queen she wore two harness-rings thru the nipples of her tits!



(insert name) he was there, grinnin' at the Queen

He'd built himself a dildo, and powered it by steam!



(insert name) he was there, that rowdy rantin' bloke

Masturbatin' all by himself with a backhand double stroke!



The Royal Fool was also there, sittin' in the hall,

Tryin' to do a mongoose with an india-rubber ball!



(insert name) he was there, that egocentric elf,

The ladies were na' guid enough, so he went and fucked himself!



(insert name) she was there, and she was very strange:

You stick a dollar in her cunt, she'd spit back 10 cents change!



(insert name) he was there, but he was fast asleep

The ladies wouldna have him, and we'd run clean out of sheep!



Alternate chorus:  Singin' who hae ye, lassie?

Who hae ye noo?

The ane that had ye last time

He canna hae ye noo!



(insert name) he was there, big and strong and mean,

Out behind the bushes, boys, picking his next Queen!



They tried it on the garden path, and once around the park,

And when the candles snotted out, they diddled in the dark!



First they did it simple, then they tried it he's and she's,

But before the ball was over, they went at it fives and threes!



The groom was in the corner, oiling up his tool,

The bride was in the icebox, her private parts to cool!



(insert name) (s)he was there, backed against the wall,

(s)he didn't want the doin's, just a lot of alcohol!



First lady over, second lady front,

Third lady's finger up the fourth lady's cunt!



Fifth lady worn and dry, sixth lady passed,

Seventh lady's finger up the eighth lady's ass!



Ninth lady forward, tenth lady back,

Eleventh lady's finger in the twelfth lady's crack!



(insert name) he was there, givin' happy sighs!

His rise had used up so much skin he couldna close his eyes!



A strapping Scotsman he was there, known to all as "Ronald"

His rise it weighed a quarter-pound...he must be a MacDonald!



Bunny Foo-foo he was there, hoppin' thru the wood,

Doin' the Good Fairy like a horny rabbit should!



Big Goon Foo-Foo, he was there, stomping thru the weeds

Buggering the Good Fairy (his attitudes have NEEDS!)



Monty Python, they were there, with their ferocious MOOSE,

"The bloody parrot's bloomin' DEAD; 'e canna reproduce!"



(insert name), that randy wench, she was also there,

And thirty men were suckit dry before she stopped for air!



(name) and (name) they were there, havin' themselves a ball,

She hiccuped as he took her, and she swallowed him, shoes and all!



The Kingdom Marshal, he was there, full of botheration,

For nobody signed a waiver for the evening's fornication!



(insert name) she was there, and she was lookin' pert,

With six or seven Cavaliers underneath her skirt!



(insert name) was also there, with his feather-bed,

And on the bedposts he had marked his score of maidenheads!



Santa Claus was also there, and very drunk, I fear,

You'd be drunk there with him if you came just once a year!



(insert name) he was there, and he was smooth and slick,

Tallyin' up his score that night by notches on his prick!



The village dwarf was also there, that randy little runt,

He'd dive upon a lassie, headfirst in her cunt!



(insert name) she was there, the fattest of the lot,

So they rolled her up in flour, and looked for the wettest spot!



(insert name) (s)he was there, hid behind a mask,

God knows what (s)he was doin', lads, we didna stop to ask!



(insert name) was also there, (s)he was a sight to see,

They bent him (her) o'er the table, and the rest was Greek to me!



James the First and Sixth was there, a sight you should have seen,

He was the King of England but preferred to be the Queen!



(insert name) he was there, but he was runnin' late,

Askin' round from man to man just how to copulate!



(insert name) was also there, but he was fast asleep,

Cuddled up, with a happy grin, beside his rubber sheep!



The (insert name) all were there, that's what I presume,

They buggered themselves into a chain, and danced around the room!



(insert name) she was there, and she was wondrous wise,

With "USDA Grade A Choice", tattooed on her thighs!



(insert name) he was there, sittin' on a stump,

Masturbation was his choice; he didn't know how to hump!



(insert name) was also there, doin' his famous stunt:

Braidin' all the pubic hair on every single cunt!



Anne Bolyn was also there, even tho she's dead,

She's terrific on her back, me boys, but better giving head!



Cyrano de Bergerac, dressed in fancy clothes,

He wouldna use his pecker, lads, he did 'em with his nose!



Pinocchio was also there, and quite a sight to see,

The ladies sat upon his face and shouted "Lie to me!"



Cyrano de Bergerac diddled, with a poem,

And ended his refrain with the words: "Thrust home!"



(insert name) was also there, and he was lookin' cute,

He didna use his pecker, lads, he did 'em with his lute!



Alternate chorus:  Singin' balls to your partner,

Arse against the wall!

If you can't get laid at Pennsic (Estrella)

Then you can't get laid at all!



Good King (insert name) he was there, looking very regal;

He wrapped his pecker in duct-tape to make it combat-legal!



(insert name) she was there, lookin' woebegone,

'Cause when you spread her legs, me boys, a little light comes on!



(insert name) (s)he was there, havin' quite a ball!

Shoutin' out "When I am (King/Queen), I'm gonna screw you all!"



All the (insert name) they were there, scratchin' at their jocks,

Doin' things like parakeets, and unsuspecting rocks!



(insert name) was sitting there, filled up with remorse,

He'd got a little drunk that night, and did his lady's horse!



(insert name) was also there, with his brand-new bride,

But when he opened up her legs, his pet canary died!



(insert name) he was there, he canna see at all,

So he satisfied his urgin's at a knothole in the wall!



(insert name) he was there, his brain is in his cock,

He dragged his lady off by the heels, and filled her up with rocks!



(insert name) he was there, feelin' full of oats:

He diddled his lady from Land's End all the way to John O'Groats!



Elanor of Aquitane was dancin' round the room,

She didn't like the Lily, so she took up with the Broom!



Elanor of Aquitane was very, very nice . . .

She didn't like French Culture, so she tried the English Vice!



Everybody heard about the Ball of Ballyknure,

With four-and-twenty Countesses, a-fuckin' on the floor!



The King of (insert name), worked up a head of steam,

And all the Duchesses in sight yelled out "God save the Queen!"



Good old (insert name) he was there, takin' up the slack,

Separatin' the men from boys with a chromium bumper jack!



(insert name) was also there, and he is Very Pure;

We think he has a pecker, lads, though no one's very sure!



(insert name) was also there, and she was very shocked,

When she heard a shepherd boy yell "Lady, go get flocked!"



All the lads and lasses there were mated, ones-and-twos,

Except for good old (insert name) who came inside his shoes!



There was doin's in the hallway, doin's on the stairs,

It was the biggest doin' there had been for years and years!



There was doin's in the roses, in the grass and in the rocks,

When (insert name) caught his sporran in some giant hollyhocks!



It looked sae funny hangin' there, that everybody jeered,

They'd never seen a hollyhock that ever wore a beard......!



Guid old Jock McNorris took his partner by the arm,

And grinned, and said "Another 'do' won't do us any harm!"



They were doin' it in the garden, they were doin' it all around,

There were folks a-doin' on every inch of ground!



(insert name) he was there, sittin' on his tush,

He never made it to the point, just "beat around the bush...!"



William of the Shire was there, he wasna' in the race,

He wouldna' use his pecker, so he did 'em with his mace!



There were lassies with the syphllis, and lassies wi' the piles,

And lassies wi' their hinder parts all wreathed up in smiles!



The village magician he was there, doin' his vanishin' trick:

He pulled his foreskin over his head, and vanished in his prick!



There were doin's in the gravel, there were doin's in the stones

You couldna' hear the music for the wheezin' and the groans!



There was doin's on the sofa, there was doin's in the chair,

And when they found the trampoline, there was doin's in the air!



Soon all the Duchesses began to sing this song

And it was twice as dirty, and fourteen times as long!



The Sheriff of the Shire in the corner he did stand,

Giving his Staff of Office a polishin' with his hand.



The village blacksmith he was there, but he was not for hire:

He was making giant rubbers out of a tractor tire!



The village baker he was there, and looking pretty mean;

A-shouting that the girls were tarts, and pumping them full of cream!



The village blacksmith he was there, his balls were made of brass,

And every time he laid a girl the sparks flew out his ass!



The village hooker she was there, a-lying on the floor,

And every time she ope'd her legs, the suction closed the door!



Little Johnny he was there, but he was only eight;

He couldn't go join in the fun, he had to masturbate!



The blacksmith's wife she was there, a-sitting by the fire,

Performin' abortions by the hour with a piece of red hot wire!



(insert name), she was there, that wicked little slut!

Performin' things unspeakable wi' a North Sea halibut!



(insert name) was also there, a-playin' fast and loose;

Rompin' 'round the barley fields with Marvin de la Moose!



(insert name), she was there, a lady quite perverse;

She'd worn out all the peckers so she went from bed to wurst!



(insert name), she was there, and she is past eighteen;

She is a rapier fighter, so she diddled Florentine!



(insert name) he was there, all filled up with lust,

He'd had so many lassies that his pecker just shot dust!



The Musketeers were also there, and they were fast and quick,

You should have seen their doin's with their muzzle-loading prick!



(insert name), he was there, but he had run amuck

He diddled geese and chickens and a passing Mallard duck!



(insert name) he was there, with his sharp Chibouk,

While nobody was watchin' him, he diddled him a Duke!



(insert name) he was there, and he is most discreet

Underneath the bedsheets wi' his favorite parakeet!



A Corsair captain he was there, he shouted out "Ahoy!"

We'd run clean out of lassies so he did his cabin-boy!



Stick your hand beneath my kilt; I'm a gruesome troubador!

And if you stick it there again, you'll see it grew some more!



All the Peers were also there, and they refused to work,

So they sat around in Circles, and they had a Circle-jerk!



"What the hell's a 'sporran'?" the lassie loudly begged;

She was answered: "It's the hairy thing between a Scotsman's legs!"



(insert Irish name) he was there, doin' dogs and such,

You can always tell an Irishman, but y'canna tell him much!



(insert name) was also there, he is an awful churl

He poked a hole into the ground, and diddled the whole world!



(insert name) was at the Ball, he's really quite bizarre,

We locked him in the closet while he diddled his guitar!



The village policeman he was there, the pride of all the force

They found him in the stable, whacking off his horse!



There were doin's in the parlor, there was doin's in the grass

And all that you could see were waves of undulating ass!



(insert name) he was there, and he was long and high,

But when he did her forty times, he was doin' mighty dry!



(insert name) he was there, his prick was long and broad

But when he did the Duchess, well, she had to be re-bored!



(insert name) had an even stroke, his skill was much admired

He diddled one cunt at a time until his skill expired....!



The village builder he was there, he brought his bag of tricks

He poured cement in all the cunts and blunted all the pricks!



(insert name) he was there, the leader of the choir,

He hit the balls of all the boys to make their voices higher



Another idiot, he was there, leanin' on the gate

He couldn'a find a cunny, so he had to flatulate!



The village doctor he was there, he had his bag of tricks

And in between the dances he was sterilizing pricks!



(insert name) he was there, a-lookin' for a fuck

But all the cunts were occupied, and he was out of luck!



The Vicar and his lovely wife were havin' lots of fun:

The Vicar had his finger up another lady's bum!



There was fuckin' on the couches, and doin's in the punts

And linin' up against the wall were rows of grinnin' cunts!



(insert name) he played a dirty trick, we canna let it pass

He showed his lass his mighty prick, and shoved it up her ass!



The village plumber he was there, he felt an awful fool;

He'd come eleven leagues or more and forgot to bring his tool!



The smithy's brother he was there, a mighty man is he;

He lined them up against the wall, and shagged 'em three by three!



There was doin's on the highway, there was doin's in the lanes,

You couldn'a here the music for the rattlin' of the stanes!



There was doin's on the couches, there was doin's on the cots,

And linin' up against the wall were rows of drooling twats!



(insert name) he was there, drunk beyond a doot,

He tried to stuff the Parson's wife, but couldna' get the root!



(insert name) he was there and he was in despair,

He couldna' get his pecker thru the tangled pubic hair!



(insert name) did his doin's right upon the moor,

It was, he thought, much better than doin' on the floor!



(insert name) he was there, his prick was all alert

But when only half the night was done, t'was danglin' in the dirt!



The doctor's daughter, she was there, she went to gather sticks

She couldna' find a blade of grass for cunts and standing pricks!



Alternate chorus:  Singin' who did ye last, lass,

Who's doin' ye noo,

The one tha' did ye last, lassie

Canna do ye noo.



The village blacksmith he was there, roarin' like a lion,

He'd cut his prick off at the forge, so he used a red-hot iron!



The Mayor of the village, was doin' by the rule;

Partin' all the pubic hairs and wadin' thru the drool!



Jack Sprat could eat no fat, his wife could eat no lean,

So she did the Fubba-Wubbas, while he diddled a Marine.



Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow?

With pussy fair, and pubic hair, and peckers in a row!



There was doin's in the kitchen, there was doin's in the halls

You couldna hear the music for the clangin' of the balls!



The Parson's daughter, she was there, the cunning little runt,

With poison ivy up her ass, and thistles up her cunt!



(insert name) was also there, this I must confess:

Buggerin' at the Parson's cat; it's "pussy" none the less!



(insert name) he was there, a pervert all his life;

He didna do the lassies . . . he only did his wife!



I have a little pussy, her coat it is so warm,

And if she douches regular, she won't do me no harm!



Jack and Jill went up the hill, to fetch a pail of water;

They spent the day a-diddlin', doin' things they shouldn't oughter!



Ivan the Terrible he was there, that filthy Russian cad,

The Boyars called him "Terrible," the ladies said "Not bad!"



(insert Arabic name) he was there, in his white burnoose,

He sat down at the table and he called for "Cunt au jus!"



I'm a pain-in-the-ass, me boys, for singin' this awful song,

But if I'm a pain-in-the-ass, me lass, I'm doin' you all wrong!



The village economist, he was there, his slide rule in his hand,

Figuring out exactly when supply would meet demand.



Henry the Fifth, he was there, and this is what he said:

"Once more out of your breeks, my friends, and give me English head!"



The KaKhan of the Horde was there, and he is very smelly;

"First you rape, and then you burn; that's how to be rake-helly!"



Ghengis Khan he was there, and he was such a fright!

"First you burn, and THEN you rape; 'tis best by firelight!"



(insert name) he was there, and he is big and hairy;

He spent the evening with a will, pluckin' virgin cherries!



The Parson's wife was there that night, sittin' by the fire,

Knittin' prophalactics with a rubber wire.



(insert name) was at the Ball, lookin' pretty grumpy;

His pecker isn't very long...the ladies call him "Stumpy!"



(insert name) was at the Ball, for this he is renowned:

His pecker is so very long, it drags along the ground!



(insert name) (s)he was there, and lookin' pretty foul,

Doin' seven horses, two chinchillas, and an owl!



The King is the biggest prick you've ever seen;

We may cry "God save the King," but, Lords, God save the Queen!



My Lady went to London, my Lady went to France,

My Lady goes to Fredrick's to buy her underpants!



My Lady's very beautiful, and this is what she wears:

Jewelry, and fancy gowns, but NEVER underwear!



(insert name) she was there, lyin' in the grass,

With "Property of (insert household name)" tatooed on her ass!



(insert name) he was there; we did a double-take,

When we saw him gettin' sexual with a shovel and a rake!



The yurt was getting noisy, the yurt was getting loud;

It was a Mongolian Cluster Fuck, and drawing quite a crowd!



The Old Professor, he was there, sittin' on a shelf,

Demonstratin' to all concerned how Man Makes Himself!



Dracula was also there, dressed up in his cape,

Explainin' to Van Helsing that "It vasn't really rape!"



The Computer Nerd he was there, his life was mighty rough,

Complainin' that the wet-ware wasn't wet enough!



THE LIMERICK SONG



Chorus:

Aye, aye, aye, aye,

In Seletar we do it for Anchor.

So sing us another one that's just like the other one,

And waltz me around by my willie.



The limerick is furtive and mean;

You must keep her in close quarantine,

Or she sneaks to the slums

And promptly becomes

Disorderly, drunk, and obscene.



When a woman in strapless attire,

Found her breasts working higher and higher,

A guest, with great feeling,

Exclaimed, "How appealing!

Do you mind if I piss in the fire?"



A hasher observed on his bum,

A boil as big as his thumb,

The doc said "Let's lance it,"

The hasher said, "Eat shit,

Medice, cura te ipsum."

(physician, heal thyself)



There was a young man from Australia,

Who went on a wild bacchanalia,

He buggered a frog,

Two mice, and a dog,

And a bishop in fullest regalia.



There was a young lady named Anna,

Who stuffed her friend's cunt with banana,

Which she sucked bit by bit,

From her partner's warm slit,

In the most approved lesbian manner.



A hasher, disgustingly vile,

Was swallowed by a crocodile,

Who digested his skin,

And most things within,

But choked on his membrum virile.



In the Garden of Eden sat Adam,

Just stroking the butt of his madam,

He was quaking with mirth,

For on all of the earth,

There were only two balls, and he had 'em.



There was a young lady named Alice,

Who pissed in the Archbishop's chalice,

It was not for the need,

She committed the deed,

But simple sectarian malice.



A front-running bastard named Moffat,

At seduction was one very cool cat,

He'd spread open their thighs,

With sweetly-voiced lies,

While whispering "Exitus acta probat."

(the end justifies the means)



A young married couple from Aberystwyth,

Knew another young couple they played whist with,

They all managed when able,

To reach under the table,

And play with what the other ones pissed with.



A mathematician named Fine,

Always showed her classes a good time,

Instead of multiplication,

She taught fornication,

And never got past sixty-nine.



There was a young dino named Barney,

Whose treatment of kids was quite smarmy,

He'd probe every hole,

Then swallow 'em whole,

Till his shit looked like children con carne.



There was a young lady from Munich,

Who was ravished one night by a eunuch,

At the height of her passion,

He slipped her a ration,

From a squirt gun concealed in his tunic.



There once was a woman from Phlox,

Who set dynamite off in her box,

To describe the sensation,

She cried with elation,

"It's better than elephant cocks!"



A woman from South Carolina,

Placed fiddle strings 'cross her vagina,

With proper sized cocks,

What was sex, became Bach's

Toccata and Fugue in D Minor.



An unfortunate fellow named Chase,

Had an ass that was badly misplaced,

He showed indignation,

When an investigation,

Proved that few persons shit through their face.



A horny old hasher from Brest,

Showed up at Down-Downs undressed,

When the harriettes all ran away,

He said, "There'll be another day,

Dum vita est, spes est."

(while there's life, there's hope)



A certain young maiden from Babylon,

Decided to lure all the rabble-on,

By dropping her shirt,

And raising her skirt,

Exposing a market to dabble-on.



There's a charming young lady named Julie,

Who's often been screwed by yours truly,

But now . . . it's appallin',

My balls always fall in!

I fear that I've fucked her unduly.



There once was a rabbi from Keith,

Who circumcised men with his teeth.

It was not for the treasure,

Nor sexual pleasure,

But to get at the cheese underneath.



While Titian was mixing rose madder,

He espied a nude girl on a ladder.

Her position to Titian,

Suggested coition,

So he climed up the ladder and had 'er.



There once was a novice at Chichester,

Whose form made the saints in their niches stir.

One morning at matins,

Her bosom 'neath stains,

Made the Bishop of Chichester's britches stir.



A Roman who hailed from Gadondom,

Used a fried hedgehog's hide for a condom.

His mistress did shout,

As he pulled the thing out,

"De gustibus non disputandum!"

(there is no disputing taste)



There was a young man from Aberystwyth,

Who said to the girl he just kissed with,

"That hole in your crotch,

Is for fucking and such,

And not just a gadget to piss with."



There was a young lady called Annie,

Who had fleas, lice, and crabs up her fanny,

To get up her flue,

Was like touring the zoo,

There were wild beasts in each nook and cranny.



The OnSec from old Tallahassee

Found his dick turning into a cacti,

When his friends said "Who did it,"

He said,  "I don't know yet,

But undoubtedly, Dux femina facti."

(a woman is the perpetrator of the deed)



There was an old whore from the Azores,

Whose cunt was all covered in sores

,Even dogs in the street,

Wouldn't touch the green meat,

That hung in festoons from her drawers.



There was a young girl from Assizes,

Whose breasts were of two different sizes,

The left one was small,

Sweet nothing at all,

The right one was large and won prizes.



There was a young lady in Brent,

Whose old man's pecker was bent,

She said with a sigh,

"Oh why must it die?

Let's fill it with Portland Cement."



There was a young man of Koblenz,

The size of whose balls was immense,

One day playing soccer,

He sprung his left knocker,

And kicked it right over the fence.



There was a young lady named Alice,

Who used dynamite for a phallus,

They found her vagina,

In North Carolina,

Her arsehole in Buckingham Palace.



There once was a lady from Arden,

Who sucked a man off in a garden,

He said, "My dear Flo,

Where does all that stuff go?"

And she said (swallow hard) "I beg pardon?"



There was a young lawyer named Rex,

With diminutive organs of sex,

When hauled in for exposure,

He replied with composure,

"De minimis non curat lex."

(the law does not concern itself with trivial things)



She wasn't what one would call pretty,

And other girls offered her pity.

So nobody guessed,

That her Wasserman test,

Involved half of Oklahoma City.



There was a young lady named Alice,

Who thought of her cunt as a chalice,

One night sleeping nude,

She woke, feeling lewd,

And found in her chalice a phallus.



There once was a Filipino hombre,

Who ate rice, pescado y legumbre.

His trousers were wide,

And his shirt hung outside,

And this, I may say, was costumbre.



There was a young man from Australia,

Who painted his arse like a dahlia,

The drawing was fine,

The color divine,

But the scent--Ah, that was a failure.



There was a young fellow named Babitt,

Who could screw nine times like a rabbit,

But a girl from Lahore,

Could do it twice more,

Which was just enough extra to crab it.



A lady astrologist in Vancouver,

Once captured a man by maneuver.

Influenced by Venus,

She jumped on his penis,

And nothing on Earth could remove her.



There was a young lady of Dexter,

Whose husband exceedingly vexed her,

For whenever they'd start,

He'd unfailingly fart,

With a blast that damn nearly unsexed her.



When Hillary said there would be no,

White males on the cabinet or she'd go,

An ex-lover named Flowers,

Said, "Bill, use your powers,

Te hominum esse memento."

(remember you are a man)--F.B.



There was a young lady from France,

Who decided to take just one chance.

For an hour or so,

She just let herself go,

And now all her sisters are aunts.



There was a young lady from Maine,

Who enjoyed copulating on a train.

Not once, I maintain,

But again and again,

And again and again and again.



An Eskimo on his vacation,

Took a night off to succumb to temptation.

'Ere the night was half through,

The Eskimo was, too,

For their nights are of six months' duration.



There once was a Duchess of Bruges,

Whose cunt was incredibly huge,

Said the King to his Dame,

As he thunderously came,

"Mon Dieu!  Apres moi, le deluge!"



Sir Reginald Basington Bart,

Went to a masked ball as a fart,

He had painted his face,

Like a more private place,

And his voice made the dowagers start.



There was a young fellow named Brewster,

Who said to his wife as he goosed her,

"It used to be grand,

But just look at my hand,

You ain't wiping as clean as you used 'ter."



There was a young man of Bengal,

Who went to a fancy dress ball,

Just for a stunt,

He dressed up as a cunt,

And was fucked by a dog in the hall.



There was a young trucker named Briard,

Who had a young whore that he hired,

To fuck when not trucking,

But trucking plus fucking,

Got him so fucking tired he got fired.



There was a young sailor named Bates,

Who did the fandango on skates,

He fell on his cutlass,

Which rendered him nutless,

And practically useless on dates.



A woman from on the Equator,

Once went out to sea on a freighter,

She was screwed by the master,

An utter disaster,

But the crew all made up for it later.



I once knew a girl named Maureen,

Her cunt was a mass of gangrene,

But health nuts, she found,

Would still eat her mound,

'Cause maggots are high in protein.



There once was a whore on the dock,

From dusk unti dawn she sucked cock,

Till one day, 'tis said,

She gave so much head,

She exploded and whitewashed the dock.



There was a young man of Belgrave,

Who kept a dead whore in a cave,

He said, "I admit,

I'm a bit of a shit,

But think of the money I save."



An Argentine gaucho named Bruno,

Said, "Fucking is one thing I do know,

A woman is fine,

And sheep are divine,

But a llama is numero uno."



There was a young man from Bengal,

Who had a rectangular ball,

The square of its weight,

Plus his penis times eight,

Was two-fifths of five-eights of fuck all.



There once was a poet named Dude,

Whose wife was a bit of a prude,

But after a beer,

She'd start feeling queer,

And ask the whole room if they screwed.



There once was a fellow from Beverly,

Went in for fucking quite heavily,

He fucked night and day,

Till his ballocks gave way,

But the doctors replaced them quite cleverly.



There once was a Bishop of Buckingham,

Who wrote "Assholes and Twelve Ways of Rooting 'em,"

He then went berserk,

When outdone by a Turk,

Who wrote "Goats and Twelve Ways of Fucking 'em."



When her daughter got married in Bicester,

Her mother remarked as she kissed her,

"That fellow you've won,

Is sure to be fun,

Since tea he's fucked me and your sister."



Then there was the Bishop of Birmingham,

Who screwed all the girls while confirming 'em,

To the roars of applause,

He'd pull down their drawers,

And inject his Episcopal sperm in 'em.



There was a young man of Bombay,

Who fashioned a cunt out of clay,

But the heat of his prick,

Turned the clay into brick,

And it rubbed his foreskin away.



There was a young man of Trieste,

Who loved his young wife with such zest,

That despite all her howls,

He sucked out her bowels,

And puked up the mess on her chest.



There was a bloke in Calcutta,

Who did a shit in the gutter,

Sun was so hot,

Melted his balls on the spot,

And off they flowed like butter.



There once was a young man from Boston,

Who tried to get laid in a Nissan,

There was room for his ass,

And three gallons of gas,

But his balls hung outside and he lost 'em.



There was a young sailor from Brighton,

Who said to his girl, "You're a tight 'un."

She replied, "'Pon my soul,

You're in the wrong hole,

There's plenty of room in the right 'un."



There was a young damsel named Baker,

Who was poked in a pew by a Quaker,

He yelled, "My God!

What do you call thata twat?

Why the entrance is more than an acre!"



There was a young lady named Brent,

With a cunt of enormous extent,

And so deep and wide,

The acoustics inside,

Were so good you could hear when you spent.



There once was a Queen of Bulgaria,

Whose bush had grown hairier and hairier,

Till a Prince from Peru,

Who came for a screw,

Had to hunt for her cunt with a terrier.



There was a young girl who begat,

Three brats, by name Nat, Pat, and Tat,

It was fun in the breeding,

But hell in the feeding,

When she found she had no tit for Tat.



There was a young fellow named Bliss,

Whose sex life was strangely amiss,

For even with Venus,

His recalcitrant penis,

Would never do better than this.



A poofter from old Khartoum,

Lured two lesbians up to his room,

They argued all night,

Over who had the right,

To do what, and with which, and to whom.



A nasty old bugger of Cheltenham,

Once shit in his bags as he knelt in 'em,

He sold them at Ware,

To a gentleman there,

Who didn't much like what he smelt in 'em.



There once was a man of Cape Nod,

Who attempted to bugger a cod,

When up came some scallops,

That nibbled his ballocks,

And now he's a eunuch, by God.



There was a young woman of Chester,

Who said to the man who undressed her,

"I think you will find,

That it's better behind,

As the front is beginning to fester."



There was a young woman of Croft,

Who played with herself in the loft,

Having reasoned that candles,

Could never cause scandals,

Besides which they did not go soft.



There was a poor wretch from Cape Horn,

Who wished he'd never been born,

He wouldn't have been,

If his father had seen,

That the end of his rubber was torn.



A policeman from near Clapham Junction,

Had a penis which just wouldn't function,

For the rest of his life,

He misled his poor wife,

With a snot on the end of his truncheon.



Barney, purple master of tedium,

Drives sane adults to delirium,

Spouting multicultural drivel,

He makes our brains shrivel,

With messages of oneness ad nauseam.



There was a young lady of Cheam,

Who crept into the vestry unseen,

She pulled down her knickers,

And likewise, the vicar's,

And said, "How about it, old bean?"



A pretty young thing from Cape Cod,

Said, "Good things come only from God,"

But 'twas not the Almighty,

Who lifted her nightie,

But Roger, the lodger, the sod.



There was a young man from Killeen,

Who invented a fucking machine,

He pulled out the choke,

And the bloody thing broke,

And mixed both his balls into cream.



A lady while dining at Crewe,

Found an elephant's dong in her stew,

Said the waiter, "Don't shout,

Or wave it about,

Or the others will all want one, too."



King Louis, the exemplar of class,

One time was romancing a lass,

When she used the word, "Damn,"

He rebuked her, "Please ma'am,

Keep a more civil tongue up my ass."



There was an old man of Duluth,

Whose cock was shot off in his youth,

He fucked with his nose,

And with fingers and toes,

And he came through a hole in his tooth.



There was a young lady of Kew,

Who said as the Bishop withdrew,

"The Vicar is slicker,

And quicker and thicker,

And two inches longer than you."



The selfsame young lady of Kew,

Said as the Vicar withdrew,

"The Verger's emerger,

Is longer and larger,

And he gets his ballocks in too."



A habit both vile and unsavory,

Kept the Bishop of London in slavery,

With lecherous howls,

He deflowered little owls,

That he kept in an underground aviary.



There was a young lady called Phoebe,

Who kept a small tame amoebae,

The wee piece of jelly,

Would crawl on her belly,

And tenderly murmur "Ich liebe."



John Wayne Bobbitt, unfortunate bum,

Is back in his hospital room,

He took physical therapy,

Just a little too seriously,

Now he's got Carpal Tunnel Syndrome.



A shiftless young man from Kent,

Made his wife fuck the landlord for rent,

But as she got older,

The landlord got colder,

And now they live in a tent.



There was a young couple named Kelly,

Who were found stuck belly to belly,

Because in their haste,

They used library paste,

Instead of petroleum jelly.



There was a young lady of Trail,

Who offered her body for sale,

She was kind to the blind,

For on her behind,

Her prices were written in Braille.



A clever young harlot from Kew,

Filled up her vagina with glue,

She said, with a grin,

"If they'll pay to get in,

They can pay to get out of it too."



There was a young fellow from Kent,

Whose tool was most horribly bent,

To save himself trouble,

He put it in double,

And instead of coming, he went.



There was a young man of Nantucket,

Whose prick was so long he could suck it,

He said, with a grin,

As he wiped off his chin,

"If my ear were I cunt, I'd fuck it."



Classical hasher, the Flying

Booger, had all the girls sighing,

By praising their twats in,

Both Greek and in Latin,

Then fucking them till they were dying.



A towering boor named Infernal,

Sported organs of sex internal,

When an insensitive lass,

Did take him to task,

He replied, "Contraria contrariis curantur-al."

(Things are cured by their opposite-als)



A man on a farm in Moritz,

Once planted two acres of titz,

They came up in the fall,

Pink nipples and all,

Then he leisurely chewed them to bitz.



The brilliant young physicist Fisque,

Was determined a security risque,

For acts of perversion,

Were his main diversion,

At which one can only say, "Tisque."



A frustrated virgin named Pugh,

Once dreamed she was having a scrugh.

Repenting her sin,

he awoke with chagrin,

At finding it perfectly trugh.



To his bride said the one-eyed detective,

"Can it be that my eyesight's defective?

Has your east tit the least bit,

The best of your west tit,

Or is it a trick of perspective?"



A guru from eastern Tibet,

Now this is the strangest one yet,

Had a member so long,

So pointed and strong,

He could skewer six yaks en brochette.



A hillbilly farmer named Hollis,

With possums and snakes sought his solace.

His children had scales,

And prehensile tails,

And voted for Governor Wallace.



There once was a man from Newcastle,

Who had a collapsible asshole.

It was handy, you see,

When he farted at sea,

He could bend down and make up a parcel.



There once was a fellow from Redding,

Who was constantly wetting the bedding.

Till it made his wife say,

"I don't mind the spray,

It's the stench in the morning I'm dreading."



There was a young man from Devizes,

Whose ballocks were two different sizes.

One weighed a full pound,

And dragged on the ground,

The other was large as a fly's is.



An insatiable nymph from Penzance,

Traveled by bus to South Hants.

Five others fucked her,

Besides the conductor,

And the driver came twice in his pants.



There once was a man from Belgravia,

Found guilty of obscene behavior.

When he met little girls,

He'd rub spunk in their curls,

When cautioned he said, "Spunk makes 'em wavier."



A lady who lived in South Mimms,

Had the most overwhelming of quims.

The priest of the diocese,

Has elephantiasis,

So it wasn't all singing and hymns.



There was a young fellow from Nottingham,

Who saved up tin cans and put snot in 'em.

He threw in some shit,

To spice it a bit,

And sold 'em to boys, who shot off in 'em.



O.J., a hero of yore,

Took to kicking in his ex's door,

Then he went a bit whacko,

Hopped in his white Bronco,

And took L.A.P.D. on a tour.



There was a young girl from Bahia,

Who liked sticking flutes up her rea-ha.

After eating escargots,

She could fart Handel's "Largo,"

Her encore was "Ave Maria."



Ermyntrude of ample proportions,

Always took contraceptive precautions.

But one day little Ermyntrude,

Let a little sperm intrude,

"Does anyone here do abortions?"



There was a young fellow from Stroud,

Who could fart unbelievably loud.

When he let go a big 'un,

Dogs were deafened in Wigan,

And the windowpanes shattered in Oudh.



There once was a sheik from Algiers,

Who said to his harem, "My dears,

You may think it odd of me,

But I've given up sodomy,

And taken up fucking."  Big cheers!



Then up spoke his friend the mahout,

"Fucking's all very well, I've no doubt,

But I just had a bunk,

Up an elephant's trunk."

Cries of "Shame!"  "Dirty sod!"  "Chuck 'im out!"



A randy young buck of Lahore,

Was asked when he rogered his whore.

"At eleven,

At three, five, and seven,

And eight, and a quarter past four."



There was an old monk from Siberia,

Who seemed to get wearier and wearier.

No wonderùthis monk,

Was sharing his bunk,

With his girlfriend, the Mother Superior.



There was a young lady named Hilda,

Who went for a walk with a builder.

He knew that he could,

And he should, and he would,

And he did, and he goddamn near killed her.



A chap down in old Oklahoma,

Had a cock that could sing "La Paloma."

But the sweetness of pitch,

Couldn't put off the hitch,

Of impotence, size, and aroma.



Barney, that creature with no dick,

Is so offensive he makes my old dog sick,

With weird vacant eyes,

And felt-covered thighs,

He's hardly what I'd call Jurassic.



A disgusting young man named McGill,

Made his neighbors exceedingly ill,

When they learned of his habits,

Involving white rabbits,

And a bird with a flexible bill.



There was a young girl named McCall,

Whose cunt was exceedingly small.

But the size of her anus,

Was something quite heinous,

It could hold seven pricks and one ball.



A broken down harlot named Tupps,

Was heard to confess in her cups,

"The height of my folly,

Was fucking a collie,

But I got a nice price for the pups."



There was a young plumber of Lea,

Who was plumbing a girl by the sea.

She said, "Stop your plumbing,

There's somebody coming!"

Said the plumber, still plumbing, "It's me."



There was a young parson named Bings,

Who talked about women and things.

But his secret desire,

Was a boy in the choir,

With a bottom like jelly on springs.



An elderly pervert in Nice,

Was long past wanting a piece.

He jacked off his hogs,

His cow, and his dogs,

Till his parrot called in the police.



Lady apes all ran from King Kong,

Whose dong was unspeakably long.

But a friendly giraffe,

Chewed the length of his staff,

And ecstatically burst into song.



A maiden who lived in Virginny,

Had a cunt that could bark, neigh, and whinny.

The hunting set chased her,

Fucked, buggered, then dropped her,

For the pitch of her organ went tinny.



There was a young girl of Devon,

Who was raped in the garden by seven,

High Anglican priests,

The lascivious beasts,

Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.



There was a young lady of Trent,

Who said that she knew what it meant,

When he asked her to dine,

Private room, lots of wine,

Oh she knew, yes she knew, but she went.



An organist playing in York,

Had a prick that could hold a small fork.

And between obbligatos,

It'd much at tomatos,

And keep up his strength while at work.



The last time I dined with the King,

He did a curious thing.

He stood on a stool,

And took out his tool,

And said, "If I play, will you sing?"



Sam was a right-wing New Yawkah,

A great fan of Mister Rush Limbaugh,

When Oprah's guest, a pervert,

Pulled down Donahue's skirt,

Sam, filled with glee, chuckled Haugh-Haugh.



There once was a girl from Hoboken,

Who claimed that her cherry was broken,

From riding her bike,

On a cobblestone pike,

But it really was broken from pokin'.



There was a young lady from Natchez,

Who happened to be born with two snatches.

She said, with some wit,

I'd give either tit,

For a man with equipment that matches.



There once was a girl named Ann Heiser,

Who claimed no man could suprise her.

But Pabst to a chance,

Found a Schlitz in her pants,

And now he is sadder, Budweiser.



There once was a lady from Wheeling,

Who claimed she lacked sexual feeling.

Till a cynic named Boris,

Touched her clitoris,

And they scraped her off of the ceiling.



There once was a man named McSweeney,

Who spilled some gin on his weenie.

Now, just to be couth, 

He added vermouth,

And slipped his girl a martini.



There was a young fellow named Rick,

Who was cursed with a spiraling dick.

He started to hunt,

For a twisted-up cunt,

To match his curlicue prick.



He found one and took it to bed,

And then in dismay he dropped dead.

For that spiraling snatch,

Although nearly a match,

Had come with a left-handed thread.



A pretty young boy known as Kevin,

Was raped in a pasture by seven

Lascivious beasts,

(Oh, those Anglican priests!)

And such is the kingdom of heaven.



It's easy enough to be happy,

When your tits are 44-D.

But the gal worthwhile,

Can smile and beguile,

With a bosom the size of a pea.



So well stacked was a freshman named Brenda,

That the studs yearned to part her pudenda.

So they all were irate,

When her first campus date,

Wasn't Tom, Dick, or Harry--but Glenda!



There was a young lady from Worchester,

Who complained that too many men goosed her.

So she traded her scanties,

For sandpaper panties,

Now they goose her much less than they used 'ter.



There was a young maiden named Hoople,

Whose bosom was triple, not duple.

She had one tit removed,

But it grew back improved:

At present Miss Hoople's quadruple.



Adam and Eve were standing by a tree.

Says Eve to Adam, "Will you eat with me?"

Says Adam to Eve, when he'd had a taste,

"Cover it with a fig leaf, or we'll

Dry out the paste!"



We recall with the fondest of ease

The front aperture of Louise.

Tho' shaped like a funnel,

'Twas large as a tunnel

With a space for a flying trapeze.



We know an old gal from Decatur,

With an ass like a ripe red tomater.

She'll roll in the weeds,

While you get off your seeds,

And that's why us fellers all date her.



There's an oversexed lady named Whyte,

Who insists on a dozen a night.

A fellow named Cheddar,

Had the brashness to wed herù

His chance of survival is slight.



There was a young man from Bengal,

Who claimed he had only one ball.

But two little bitches,

Pulled down this man's breeches,

And proved he had nothing at all.



What with female Marines, Sergeant Trilling,

Finds his life in the Corps more fulfilling.

In the daytime, his skill,

Is close-order drill,

While at night, it's in close-ardor drilling!



Cried exuberant Sheik Fahzee Dik,

"The E Vitamin has a great kick!

My harem brood,

Are frequently screwed,

For it pricks up the shtick in my mick!"



A physical fellow named Fisk,

Could screw at a rate very brisk.

So fast was his action,

The Fitzgerald contraction,

Would shrink up his rod to a disk.



There was a young lady at sea,

Who complained that it hurt her to pee.

Said the brawny old mate,

"That accounts for the state,

Of the cook and the captain and me."



An inventor of genius named Moore,

Made himself a mechanical whore.

But he failed when he wooed her,

She unscrewed as he screwed her,

And her clit clattered down to the floor.



A self-centered sugar named Perkins,

Would work off her urges with gherkins.

Until, with a skid,

Inside her one slid,

And pickled her internal workin's.



A silly young man from Hong Kong,

Had hands that were skinny and long.

He ate rice with his fingers--

The taste of it lingers,

But now all his fingers are gone.



One evening a guru had coitus,

With an actress, a whore and a poetess.

When asked what position,

He used for coition,

He answered serenely, "The loetus."



Your rich coffee cake,  Sara Lee,

Has made me a waist sixty-three.

My stomach, alas,

Is such a big mass,

I can't even see ME when I pee.



A lady from Kalamazoo,

Once found she had nothing to do.

So she sat on the stairs

And she counted her hairs:

Forty-three thousand and two.



Cried an overhung fellow named Bowen,

"My pecker keeps growin' and growin'.

It's got so tremendulous,

So long and so pendulous,

It's no good for pecking . . . just showin'!"



There once was a fellow named Potts,

Who was prone to having the trots.

But his humble abode,

Was without a commode,

So his carpet was covered with spots.



A pretty young lady named Vogel,

Once sat herself down on a molehill.

A curious mole,

Nosed into her hole--

Ms. Vogel's okay, but the mole's ill.



There was a young girl from East Lynn,

Whose mother (to save her from Sin),

Had filled up her crack,

With hard-setting shellac,

But the boys picked it out with a pin.



A pathetic old maid of Bordeaux,

Fell in love with a dashing young beau.

To ensure his regard,

She would squat in his yard,

And longingly pee in the sneaux.



There was a young lady from Rheims,

Who amazingly pissed in four streams.

A friend poked around,

And a fly-button found,

Lodged tight in her hole, so it seems.



A hot blooded damsel, Miss Pickett,

Had a hickey flare up in her thickett.

The young doctor said,

"Now lady, get spread,

It's obvious I'll have to prickett!"



A limerick packs laughs anatomical,

Into space that is quite economical.

But the good ones I've seen,

So seldom are clean,

And the clean ones so seldom are comical.



There was a young man named Crockett,

Whose balls got caught in a socket.

His wife was a bitch,

And she threw the switch,

As Crockett went off like a rocket.



On a cannibal isle near Malaysia,

Lives a lady they call Anastasia.

Not Russian elite--

She's eager to eat

Whatever or whoever lays her.



There was a young girl from Hong Kong

Whose cervical cap was a gong.

She said with a yell,

As a shot rang her bell,

"I'll give you a ding for a dong!"



There once was a man named Howells,

Who sucked shit from other mens' bowels.

He also did this,

With prostitutes' piss,

And the drippings from sanitary towels!



A nervous old codger named Royce

Couldn't control his sphincter by choice.

So he speedily strode

To his favorite commode,

Blew his nose, blew his ass, and rejoiced.



There once was a man from Los Leaver

Who had an affair with a beaver.

The results of that fuck

Were a canvas-backed duck,

Two canoes, and a golden retriever.



A languid young man from Racine

Wasn't weaned until nearly sixteen.

He said, "I'll admit

There's no milk in the tit,

But think of the fun it has been."



The nipples of young Miss Hong Kong

When excited are twelve inches long.

This embarrassed her lover

Who was pained to discover

She expected no less of his dong.



A prudish young woman from Ealing,

Professed to lack sexual feeling.

But a cynic called Boris

Just touched her clitoris,

And she had to be scraped off the ceiling.



The Farter from Sparta (a rare long-form limerick):



There was a young fellow from Sparta,

A really magnificent farter,

On the strength of one bean

He'd fart God Save the Queen,

And Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata.



He could vary, with proper persuasion,

His fart to suit any occasion.

He could fart like a flute

Like a lark, like a lute,

This highly fartistic Caucasian.



He'd fart a gavotte for a starter,

And fizzle a fine serenata.

He could play on his anus

The Coriolanus:

Oof, boom, er-tum, tootle, hum tah-dah!



He was great in the Christmas Cantata,

He could double-stop fart The Toccata,

He'd boom from his ass

Bach's B-Minor Mass,

And in counterpoint, La Traviata.



Spurred on by a very high wager

With an envious Lieutenant Major,

He proceeded to fart

The complete oboe part

Of the Hayden Octet in B-Major.



It went off in capital style,

And he farted it through with a smile;

Then, feeling quite jolly,

He tried the finale

Blowing double-stopped farts all the while.



The selection was tough, I admit,

But it did not dismay him one bit,

'Til with ass thrown aloft

He suddenly coughed --

And collapsed in a shower of shit!

�AAHLAWETTA

(Melody:  “Alouette”)



Chorus:

Aahlawetta, Shoneton Aahlawetta,

Aahlawetta, Shoneton Aahlaw-way.



Leader: Does she have ze stringy hair?

All: Oui, she has ze stringy hair.

Leader: Stringy hair,

All: Stringy hair,

Leader: Aahlawette!  Aah, aah, aah . . .



Leader: Does she have ze furrowed brow?

All: Oui, she has ze furrowed brow,

Leader: Furrowed brow,

All: Furrowed brow,

Leader: Stringy hair,

All: Stringy hair,

Leader: Aahlawette!  Aah, aah, aah . . .



Wooden eye (Yes I would!) . . .

Broken nose . . .

Blow job lips . . .

Two buck teeth . . .

Double chin . . .

Swinging tits . . .

Beer belly . . .

Bulbous butt . . .

Furry thing . . .



Leader: Now isn't she a nice-a girl?

All: Oui, she is a nice-a girl,

Leader: Nice-a girl,

All: Nice-a girl,

Leader: Aahlawette!  Aah, aah, aah . . .



Chorus



Leader/all: How I love her (repeat all)



THE ALPHABET SONG



Leader:	A is for arseholes all covered with hair.

Chorus:	“Heigh ho,” said Rolly.

Leader:	B is the bugger that wished he was there.

Chorus:	With a roly poly, up ‘em and stuff ‘em, “Heigh ho,” said Anthony Rolly.



C is for cunt all dripping with piss.

D is the drunkard who gave it a kiss.



E is for eunuch with only one ball.

F is the fucker with no balls at all.



G is for gonorrhea, goitre and gout.

H is the harlot that spread it about.



I is injection for clap, pox and itch

J is for jerk of a dog on a bitch



K is the king who thought fucking’s a bore.

L is the lesbian who came back for more.



M is for maidenhead, tattered and torn.

N is the noble who died with a horn.



O is for orifice gently revealed.

P is for pricks that are pranged and peeled.



Q is the Quaker who fucks in his hat.

R is the Roger who rogered the cat.



S is the shit pot all full to the brim.

T is the turds that are floating within.



U is the usher that taught us at school.

V is the virgin who played with his tool.



W is the whore who thought fucking’s a farce.

X Y Z you can stuff up your arse.



MUSIC MAN



Leader: I am the music man and I come from down your way, and I can play . . .

Pack: What can you play?

Leader: I can play the viola.



Chorus (singing & motions):

Oh, the vio-vio-vio-la, vio-la, vio-la, vio-vio-vio-la, vio-vio-la.



Leader: I am the music man and I come from down your way, and I can play . . .

Pack: What can you play?

Leader: I can play the piano.



Second Chorus:

Oh, the pia-pia-pia-no, pia-no, pia-no, pia-pia-pia-no, pia-pia-no,

Vio-vio-vio-la, vio-la, vio-la, vio-vio-vio-la, vio-vio-la.



Other instruments:

Trom-bone, French Horn, Cym-balls, Pica-low, Sexa-phone, Big Bass Drum, Boss' Knob, Shit House Door, Natalie Wood, Michael Jackson, Grace Kelly, Pope John Paul, etc . . .



NO BALLS AT ALL



Come all you young drunkards give ear to my tale,

I'll tell you a story that will make you turn pale,

It's about a young lady so pretty and small,

Who married a man who had no balls at all.

Chorus: No balls at all, no balls at all,

She felt for his balls, he had no balls at all.



"Oh mother, oh mother, oh pity my luck,

I've married a man who's unable to fuck,

His toolbag is empty, his screwdriver's small,

The impotent wretch has got no balls at all."



Chorus: No balls at all, no balls at all,

The impotent wretch has got no balls at all.



"My daughter, my daughter, don't be so sad,

I had the same problem with your dear old dad,

But there's many a man who'll give ear to the call,

Of the wife of a man who has no balls at all."



Chorus: No balls at all, no balls at all,

To the wife of a man who has no balls at all.



The pretty young girl took her mother's advice,

And she thought the whole thing was exceedingly nice,

An eighteen pound baby was born in the fall,

But the poor little bastard had no balls at all.



Chorus: No balls at all, no balls at all,

The poor little bastard had no balls at all.



OLD KING COLE



Old King Cole was a merry old soul,

And a merry old soul was he.

He called for his wife in the middle of the night,

And he called for his fiddlers three.

Now every fiddler had a very fine fiddle,

And a very fine fiddle had he.

Fiddle-diddle-dee, diddle-dee, said the fiddlers,

Merry, merry men are we,

There's none so fair that can compare,

With the boys of the HHH.



Leader: How's your father?

Pack: ALL RIGHT!

Leader: How's your mother?

Pack: SHE'S TIGHT!

Leader: How's your sister?

Pack: SHE MIGHT!

Leader: When was the last time?

Pack: LAST NIGHT!

Leader: When is the next time?

Pack: TONIGHT!

Leader: How's your arsehole?

Pack: FULL OF SHITE!



Old King Cole, etc . . .

And he called for his tailors three,

Now every tailor had a very fine needle,

And a very fine needle had he.

Stick it in and out, in and out, said the tailors,

Fiddle-diddle-dee, diddle-dee, said the fiddlers,

Merry, merry men are we, etc . . .



Jugglers three--two very fine balls.

Throw your balls in the air, said the jugglers.



Butchers three--a very fine chopper.

Put it on the block, chop it off, said the butchers.



Barmaids three--a very fine candle.

Pull it out, pull it out, said the barmaids.



Cyclists three--two very fine pedals.

Round and round, round and round, said the cyclists.



Flutists three--a very fine flute.

Root diddly-oot, diddly-oot, said the flutists.



Painters three--a very fine brush.

Wop it up and down, up and down, said the painters.



Horsemen three--a very fine saddle.

Ride it up and down, up and down, said the horsemen.



Carpenters three--a very fine hammer.

Bang away, bang away, bang away, said the carpenters.



Surgeons three--a very fine scalpel.

Cut it round the knob, make it throb, said thesurgeons.



Fishermen three--a very fine rod.

Mine is two feet long, two feet long, said the fishermen.



Huntsmen three--a very fine horn.

Wake up in the morn with a horn, said the huntsmen.



Coalmen three--a very fine sack.

Want it in the front or the back, said the coalmen.



Durmmers three--a very fine drum.

Thump it right up to the stump, said the drummers.



Axemen three--a very fine axe.

Chop it right back to the stump, said the axemen.



Parsons three--a very fine book.

Goodness, gracious me, said the parsons.



Ladies three--a very fine cat.

Come and pet my pussy, said the ladies.



Hashmen three--a very fine backcheck.

Run it back and forth, said the Hashmen.



THE WILD WEST SHOW



Chorus: We're off to see the Wild West Show,

The elephant and the kangaroo-o-oo,

Never mind the weather, as long as we're together,

We're off to see the Wild West Show.



(Take turns leading verses)

Leader: Now here, ladies and gentlemen, in the first cage we have the laughing hyena.

Pack: The laughing hyena?  Fantastic!  Incredible! What the fuck is a laughing hyena?  Tell us about the son-of-a-bitch!!

Leader: This animal lives up in the mountains and once every year he comes down to eat.  Once every two years he comes down to drink, and once every three years he comes down for sexual intercourse.  What the hell he has to laugh about I don't know.



The Giraffe--This creature is the most popular animal in the animal kingdom.  Why?  Every time he goes into a bar he says, "Gentlemen, the high-balls are on me."



The Famous Tattooed Lady--On the inside of her left thigh she has tattooed MERRY CHRISTMAS, and on the inside of her right thigh she has tattooed HAPPY NEW YEAR, and she'd like to invite you to come up between the holidays!



The Orangutan--This animal lives in the deepest jungle, and his scrotal sac is so pliant and flexible that as he swings from branch to branch his balls go ORANG-U-TANG, ORANG-U-TANG.



The Oster-reich--This animal, at the first sign of danger, buries its head in the sand and whistles through the 'hole of the afternoon.



The Rhino-sauras--This animal, ladies and gentlemen, is reputed to be the richest in the world.  Its name is derived from the Latin "rhino" meaning money, and "sore ass" meaning piles; hence, piles of money.



The Keerie Bird--This bird lives only in the Antarctic, and every time it lands on the ice it says, "Keerie, Keerie, Keeriest, it's cold!"



Prince, the Rock 'n' Roll Star--Yes, ladies and gentlemen, living proof that Little Richard and Liberace were once man and wife!



The Leo-pard--Yes, folks, the leopard has one spot on its coat for every day of the year.  What about leap year? George, lift up the leopard's tail and show the lady the 29th of February.



The Winky Wanky Bird--Folks, by some mystery of nature, the nerves of this bird's eyelids are connected to its scrotum.  Every time it winks, it wanks, andevery time it wanks, it winks.  Hey you, boy, stop throwing sand in the bird's eye!



The Ele-phant--The elephant has an enormous appetite. In one day it eats two tons of hay, one dozen bunches of bananas, and twenty buckets of rice.  Madam, please don't stand too near the elephant.  Madam? Madam?  Oh, dear God!  George, get the shovel!



The Mathematical Impossibility--Yes, ladies and gentlemen, the girl you see before you in this cage was ate before she was seven!



The Oozle Woozle Bird--These birds fly in a line ahead formation, and at the first sign of danger, the last bird flies up the asshole of the bird in front, and so on up the line.  The remaining bird then flies around in ever-decreasing circles, finally disappearing up its own fundamental orifice, from which it proceeds to shower shit and derision in all directions.



The Tri-angular--Folks, this animal has a triangular orifice.  Hence the pyramids and the YWCA.



The Second Tattooed Lady--On one leg she has tattooed FIRE, and on the other leg she had tattooed BRIMSTONE, and in between it looks like HELL!



The Gay-zelle--This pretty little four-footed animal you see on your right, ladies and gentlemen, wot has the peculiarity that every time it leaps from rock to rock it farts, and the scientists are still trying to determine whether it farts because it leaps or whether it leaps because it farts.



The Well-Known Oolie-Goolie Bird--This bird, wot as you will observe if you look carefully at it, has no legs, and is called what it is, ladies and gentlemen, because when the male of the species comes in to land you can hear him cry, "Ooh, me goolies!  Ooh, me goolies!"



The French Pervertable--This fine automobile is the last of it's kind, no longer for sale anywhere in the world.  Notice the convertible top, the five-speed manual transmission, the automatic cruise control, and the dual halogen headlights.  It seats two in the front and comfortably accomodates 69 in the back.



TheTattooed Cowgirl--The tattooed cowgirl has a tattoo of Roy Clark on her left thigh and a tattoo of Hank Williams on her right thigh . . . and who's that in the middle, Willy Nelson?



The Antique Sales Lady--The Antique Sales Lady sells only period furniture . . . everything has stains on it.



The Plumb Line Bird--This bird spends most of its time high above the world's oceans, circling in the jet stream until it spies what it is after.  Immediately it folds its wings, dives toward the sea, and gathers an ever-increasing momentum until it reaches terminal velocity. At that precise moment it hits the surface of the sea but continues diving straight down, now with decreasing momentum, until, if it has got the timing precisely right, it comes to a stop behind a sardine which has just farted, whereupon it seizes the bubble in its beak for use in spirit levels.



The Circus Acrobat--If you will but observe the Circus Acrobat's ass you will observe a tattooed M on one cheek and a corresponding M on the other.  When he bends over he spells MOM.  When he stands on his head he spells WOW.  When he turns cartwheels, he spells WOW MOM WOW.



The Female Mathematician--This lady, folks, believes that this (hold fingers three inches apart) is twelve inches.



The Famous Oooh-Aaah Bird--The male of this species, ladies and gentlemen, resides at the North Pole while the female resides at the South Pole.  At the appointed season the male Oooh-Aaah flies south from the North Pole and the female Oooh-Aaah flies north from the South Pole until they meet at the Equator, whereupon one can here them call, "Ooooooooooh-Aaaaaaaaaah!"



The Tri-Angular Iceberg--A most uncommon iceberg, ladies and gentlemen, where on the first side you will see an Indonesian keeping a private school, and on the second side an American keeping a private school, while on the third side you will observe a polar bear sliding up and down, keeping his privates cool.



The Homosexual Sparrow--This bird is so called, ladies and gentlemen, because sometimes he flies backwards for a lark.



The Infamous Fuccari Tribe--This tribe, as you will see, dear friends, is composed of small-statured people wot live in the middle of Africa, where the grass grows to an incredible height of 18 feet or more, and all day long the members of this tribe wander, calling, "Where the Fuccari?  Where the Fuccari?"



The Fight Between the Snake and the Ostrich--(Please note that this one is limited only by the teller's imagination and the audience's patience.  So far the Guinness Book of Records has refused to list the longest known version, but a respectable average would be around 15 minutes.  What follows is a bare outline; embellish it as you will) In the left-hand corner, ladies and gentlemen, stands the ostrich (to be followed by a life history of the contestant, fight record, size of jock strap, etc.), while in the right-hand corner stands the snake (ditto).  And there, ladies and gentlemen, goes the bell for round one (followed by a description of the fight--this round, and all subsequent rounds, should take at least three minutes of fast talking, and should all end in the same waywith the snake diving into the ostrich's mouth, wriggling swiftly through the ostrich's digestive apparatus, and emerging from it's asshole. Because of this clever maneuver, each round goes to the snake, until the FINAL round, wherein the snake finally dives into the ostrich's mouth, swiftly wriggles through the ostrich's digestive apparatus, and is ABOUT to emerge from its asshole when the ostrich shoves its beak up its own asshole and says, "Now loop-the-loop, you bastard!").



�AS I WAS WALKING



As I was walking through the wood,

I shat myself, I knew I would.

I cried for HELP, but no help came,

So I shat myself again.



As I was walking through Saint Paul's,

The vicar grabbed me by the balls.

I cried for HELP, but no help came,

And so he grabbed my balls again.



As I lay sleeping in the grass,

Some bastard rammed it up my ass.

I cried for HELP, but no help came,

And so he rammed it up again.



There were two crows up in a tree,

As black as black as crows could be,

Said one black crow unto the other,

"You are one black enamel fucker."



BESTIALITY'S BEST

(Melody:  “Tie Me Kangaroo Down, Boys”)

The first version of this song requires a pretty good memory, or at minimum enough wit to think of rhymes on the spot.  Which explains why hashers almost always sing the second version . . .



(Take turns leading verses)

Chorus: Bestiality's best, boys,

Bestiality's best--FUCK A WALLABY!

Bestiality's best, boys,

Bestiality's best.



Alternate Chorus: Bestiality's best, boys,

Bestiality's best--FUCK YOUR WALLABY!

Give hetero sex a rest, boys,

Bestiality's best



Tie me wallaby down, boys,

Tie me wallaby down,

You can't fuck him when he's jumping around, boys,

So tie me wallaby down.



Change your luck with a duck, Chuck,

Change your luck with a duck,

A duck's a marvellous fuck, Chuck,

So change your luck with a duck.



A drake's the best all around, mate,

A drake's the best all around,

Its entry's surrounded by down, mate,

A drake's the best all around.



A camel's a hell of a lay, Kay,

A camel's a hell of a lay,

Humping the hump, as they say, Kay,

A camel's a hell of a lay.



A moose is no bloody use, Bruce,

A moose is no bloody use,

She's big, she's mean, and she's loose, Bruce,

A moose is no bloody use.



You can shoot your load in a toad, dude,

You can shoot your load in a toad,

If there's nothing else to be rode, dude,

You can shoot your load in a toad.



Me wife was raped by an ape, Nate,

Me wife was raped by an ape,

She's in marvellous sexual shape, Nate,

Ever since she was raped by an ape.



A rhino's a hell of a treat, Pete,

A rhino's a hell of a treat,

The horniest thing on four feet, Pete,

A rhino's a hell of a treat.



A mongoose is no piece of cake, Jake,

A mongoose is no piece of cake,

He'll attack your one-eyed snake, Jake,

A mongoose is no piece of cake.



You can come again in a hen, men,

You can come again in a hen,

When you've had everything else in the pen, men,

You can come again in a hen.



I tried to roger a badger, boys,

I tried to roger a badger,

A badger's a hell of a dodger, boys,

You just can't roger a badger.



You can go the course on a horse, Morris,

You can go the course on a horse,

There's lots of animals worse, Morris,

You can go the course on a horse.



You can try your log in a frog, boys,

You can try your log in a frog,

If it's the only thing in the bog, boys,

You can try your log in a frog.



You can stick your pole in a mole, Cole,

You can stick your pole in a mole,

If your pole's incredibly small, Cole,

You can stick your pole in a mole.



Alternate verse: You can stick your pole in a mole, boys,

You can stick your pole in a mole,

If you can't find a big enough mole, boys,

Then use the bloody mole hole.



You can try to screw a red 'roo, Lou,

You can try to screw a red 'roo,

Be careful it doesn't screw you, Lou,

When you try to screw a red 'roo.



An ostrich can give you a ride, Clyde,

An ostrich can give you a ride,

When you get your weapon inside, Clyde,

An ostrich's a real wild ride.



You can try getting bare with a bear, Clare,

You can try getting bare with a bear,

But he's attached to his hair, Clare,

So don't try to make him get bare.



Screwing a turtle's a lark, Mark,

Screwing a turtle's a lark,

If you've got foreskin like bark, Mark,

Then screwing a turtle's a lark.



A gator is tricky to boff, Toff,

A gator is tricky to boff,

Wrong end and you'll get it bit off, Toff,

A gator is tricky to boff.



Any old beast for a fuck, Chuck,

Any old beast for a fuck,

Even an Irishman's luck, Chuck,

When you need a beast for a fuck.



You can get it on with an iguana, Donna,

You can get it on with an iguana,

But only if you really wanna, Donna,

You can get it on with an iguana.



Put your log up a dog, Claude,

Put your log up a dog,

Don't you fancy a dog, Claude,

Put your log up a dog, 'cause . . .



More verses:

Stick your lug in a slug, Doug (Aren't you hot for a slug, Doug?)

Slip your slew to a ewe, Lou (Don't you dream of a ewe, Lou?)

Get turned on by a duck, Chuck (Doesn't that make you go quack, Chuck?)

Tickle the clit of a gnat, Matt (Isn't that just where it's at, Matt?)

Rough love with a horse, Boris (You gotta use force with a horse, Boris)



Version two is far less challenging . . . you simply repeat the same line all through the verse, as in:



Make a llama a mama, boys,

Make a llama a mama--BESTIALITY!

Make a llama a mama, boys,

Make a llama a mama, 'cause . . .



More verses, courtesy of ZiPpy, Pike's Peak H4:



Stick your dork in a stork

Make an eel squeel

Rub your beaver on a retriever

Rub your box on a fox

Rub your clitoris on a hippopotamus

Rub your clitty on a kitty

Rub your cunt on an elephunt

Rub your twat on an ocelot

Grind your mound on a hound

Drip your juice on a moose

Give your milk to an elk

Drip your yeast on a wildebeest

Cunnilingo with a dingo

Fool with the tool of a mule

A dirty weekend in Wirral with a squirrel

Any which way with a jay

Anyway you can with a pelican

Be a queer with a deer

Be a rotter with an otter

Be very pleasant to a pheasant

Bring a flea to her knees

Chuck your sperm in a worm

Come from behind with a hind

Do an illegal with an eagle

Do it funky with a monkey

Down the throat of a goat

Drink the pee of a bee

Drop some goo in a shrew

Ejaculate in a snake

Get a suck from a duck

Get in deep with a sheep

Get it out for a trout

Get the pox off a fox

Get under the tail of a snail

Sow oats with some stoats

Get your release in a fleece

Give a half to a giraffe

Give a lickin' to a chicken

Give some cock to a croc

Give your gerbil some verbal

Give your milk to an elk

Go a rounder with a flounder

Go and defile a crocodile

Go the whole way with a moray



Yet more verses for Bestiality's Best, contributed by ZiPpy, Pikes Peak H4



Be a pimp for a chimp

Have a cracker with a quacker

Have a deer from the rear

Have a filler with a gorilla

Have a frig with a pig

Have a fuck with a duck

Have a goose with a moose

Have a hug with a bug

Have a lark with an aardvark

Have a rape with an ape

Have a screw with a shrew

Have a shag with a stag

Have a shaggin' with a dragon

Have a squirm with a worm

Have a toss with a hoss

Help old Watson with a dachshund

In a heap with a sheep

In the Bahamas with some llamas

In the dark with a shark

In the ear of a deer

In the esophagus of an octapus

In the lake with a drake

In the lug of a slug

In the sack with yak.

Have intercourse with a horse

Lick the clit of a nit

Make it coarse with a horse

Make it limp in a chimp

Make it twirl in a squirrel

Make it wonky with a donkey

Make love with a dove

Make some porn with a unicorn

Mate a 'gator then fellate her

In a bag with a stag

In the bog with a dog

On a honeymoon with a raccoon

On a train with a crane

On the lawn with a prawn

On top of the easel with a weasel

Part the hare of a mare

Put it in the mid of a squid

Put it in the mouth of a sloth

Put it through a gnu

Put your cock in a peacock

Put your noodle to a poodle

Put your thang in an orangutan

Rub the thigh of a fly

Shoot your load in a toad

Shove your log in a dog

Shove your willy up a filly

Sixty-nine with a swine

Skull fuck a duck

Stick you rod up a cod

Stick your dork in a stork

Stick your needle in a beetle

The best course is a horse

Up the ass of a bass

Up the back of a yak

Up the box of a fox

Up the fanny of a nanny

Up the flue of a shrew

Up the hole of a mole

Up the rear of a deer

Up the spout of a trout

Up the tail of a whale



CHICAGO



Chorus:

I used to work in Chicago,

In a department store,

I used to work in Chicago,

I don't work there any more.



Version I:



A lady came into the hatshop,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Felt," she said,

Felt her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a water-bottle,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Rubber," she said,

Rub her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a sweater,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Jumper," she said,

Jump her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a ticket,

I asked, "Where would you like to go?"

"Bangor," she said,

Bang her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some coffee,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Ground," she said,

Grind her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some gin,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

"Beefeater," she said,

Eat her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a cake,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Layer," she said,

Lay her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for some service,

I asked, "How fast do you want it?"

"Quick," she said,

Prick her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some carpet,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Pile," she said,

Shagged her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a diskette,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

"Floppy," she said,

Hard drive her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for a bath mat,

I asked "What size would you like?"

"Shower," she said,

Show her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a down quilt,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

"Goose," she said,

Goose her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some lamp oil,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

"Whale," she said,

Sperm her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for a power drill,

I asked, "What brand would you like?"

"Black & Decker," she said,

Deck her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a drink,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Liquor," she said,

Lick her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some Air Wick,

I asked, "What scent would you like?"

"Mountain," she said,

Mount her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a sleeper,

I asked, "What berth would you like?"

"Upper," she said,

Up her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some china,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Bone," she said,

Bone her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some dish soap,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Johnson & Johnson," she said,

My Johnson she got,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for some wood shoes,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"Clog," she said,

Flog her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a curtain,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

"Drape," she said,

Rape her I did,

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for a new coat,

I asked "What kind would you like?"

He said, "Something nice."

He went home with lice.

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for a rental,

I asked, "What kind would you like?"

"A U-Haul," he said,

Haul his ashes I did,

I don't work there any more.



Version II:



A lady came in for some stockings,

Some stockings from the store,

Stockings she wanted,

A hosing she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some carpet,

Some carpet from the store,

Carpet she wanted,

Laid she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some nails,

Some nails from the store,

Nails she wanted,

Screwed she got,

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for a balloon,

A balloon from the store,

Balloon he wanted,

Blown he got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for some wool,

Some wool from the store,

Wool she wanted,

Felt she got,

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for some carpet,

Some carpet from the store,

Shag he wanted,

Piles he got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for metaphysical conversation,

Metaphysical conversation from the store,

Metaphysical conversation she wanted,

Fucked she got,

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for a lollipop,

A lollipop from the store,

A sucker he wanted,

Sucked he got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for drain cleaner,

Drain cleaner from the store,

Drano she wanted,

Clean pipes she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a pony,

A pony from the store,

Horse she wanted,

Ridden she got,

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for some wheels,

Some wheels from the store,

Wheels he wanted,

Rimmed he got,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for a doughnut,

A doughnut from the store,

Glazed she wanted,

Creme-filled she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a throw rug,

A throw rug from the store,

Rug she wanted,

Rug-burned she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a watchspring,

A watchspring from the store,

Watchspring she wanted,

Boinged she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a T-bone,

A T-bone from the store,

T-bone she wanted,

Boneless round she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for toy sailors,

Toy sailors from the store,

Toy sailors she wanted,

Semen she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a canned ham,

Canned ham from the store,

Armour she wanted,

Porked she got,

I don't work there any more.



A woman came in for gift wrapping,

Gift wrapping from the store,

Wrapping she wanted,

A stuffing she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a beefsteak,

Beefsteak from the store,

Chuck she wanted,

Fucked she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a novel,

A novel from the store,

Dickens she wanted,

Dick she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for cigarettes,

Cigarettes from the store,

Camels she wanted,

Humped she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for an iron,

An iron from the store,

Steam she wanted,

Reamed she got,

I don't work there any more.



A widow came in for some sympathy,

Sympathy from the store,

Sympathy she wanted,

Syphilis she got,

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for assistance,

Assistance from the store,

Help she wanted,

AIDS she got,

I don't work there any more.



-bonus exhibitionist verses for harriers and harriettes-



A lady/man came in for some aspirin,

Some aspirin from the store,

Aspirin she/he wanted,

Crack she/he got,

(shoot moon)

I don't work there any more.



A lady/man came in for some film,

Some film from the store,

Color she wanted,

Exposed she got,

(expose dick/tits)

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a computer,

A computer from the store,

Apple she wanted,

My Wang she got,

(expose dick)

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for a pet,

A pet from the store,

A puppy he wanted,

My pussy he got,

(expose same)

I don't work there any more.



A man came in for some deodorant,

Some deodorant from the store,

Right Guard he wanted,

My right tit he got,

(expose same)

I don't work there any more.



A lady (or man) came in for some Wrigley's,

Some Wrigley's from the store,

Gum she (he) wanted,

My bum she got,

(shoot moon)

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for molasses,

Molasses from the store,

Sorghum she wanted,

My scrotum she got,

(expose same)

I don't work there any more.



A man came into Lost & Found,

Lost & Found at the store,

"My package, I left it."

I showed him my left tit,

(expose same)

I don't work there any more.



A lady came in for a video,

A video from the store,

Free Willy she wanted,

Free Willy I did,

(do same)

I don't work there any more.



(I WANT A) GANG BANG



Chorus: I want a gang bang if I could,

Because a gang bang feels so good.

When I was younger and in my prime,

I used to gang bang all the time.

Now that I’m older and getting gray,

I only gang bang once a day.



Leader: Knock, knock.

Pack: Who's there?

Leader: Ida.

Pack: Ida who?

Leader: Ida want another gang bang if I could,

Because a gang bang feels so good, etc.



Other verses:

Mister Bush/Mister Bush and came on her stomach

Ben/Ben dover and have another

Turner/Turner over and have another

Sam and Janet/Sam and Janet evening I'd have a

Bob/Bob down and let's have another

Orange/Orange you glad I didn't say Bob down and let's have another

Ranger/A ranger her for best entry at the

Oliver/Oliver clothes were off at the

Peter Meter/My peter'll meet her at the

Dolly Parton/Dolly's partin' her thighs at the

Tijuana/Tijuana bring your mama to the

Kissinger/Kissinger's great but fuckin' her's better at the

Betty/Betty'll have a sore dick at the

Europa/Europa to the bed post for the

Extinct/Extinct like fish at the

Eileen/Eileen her over the sofa at the

Sharon/Sharon share alike at the

Hedda/Hedda lotta sex at the

Mason Dixon/Mason's Dixon's a girl at the

Ima/Ima glad we had this

Eisenhower/Eisenhower late for the

Witchy/Witchy one your gonna fuck at the

Kenya/Kenya gimme directions to the

M.R./M.R. some nice-a tits at the

Charlie Pride/Charlie pried her legs apart at the

Banana/Banana na na na na na . . .(and so on)



GIVE ME THAT GOOD OLD VINO



I like my gin--it helps me get in,

But give me that good old vino.

I like my vino,

It gives me a stand supremo.



Chorus: Aye, yi-yi-yi,

Si, si, senora,

My seester Belinda she pissed out the winder,

And filled my brand new sombrero.



I like my Shiner--nothing could be finer,

But give me my . . .



Other verses:

I like my brandy--it makes me feel randy

I like my Anker--it helps me wank-a

I like my stout--it helps me get out

I like my martini--it's good for the weenie

I like my rum--it helps me come

I like my coke-a--it helps me poke-a

I like my beer--it helps gonorrhea

I like my wine--it stiffens the vine

I like my port--it helps me disport

I like my claret--it stiffens the carrot

I like my liquor--it makes me come quicker

I like my schnapps--it helps cure the clap

I like my Foster--it helps me accost her

I like my Sam Adams--it gives me orgasms

I don't like my Schlitz--it gives me the shits

I don't like my Bud--it softens the pud

I don't like my Zima--it gives me eczema

I don't like my Coors--it tastes like old sewers

I like my cider--it helps me fit inside her

I like my lager--it helps me feel larger

I like my whisky--it makes me feel frisky

I don't like light beer--it makes me queer

I like my champers--it helps fill my pampers

I like my Jack Daniels--it helps me fuck spaniels

I like my Mateus--it makes women loose



THE LUMBERJACK SONG



I'm a lumberjack and I'm okay,

I sleep all night and I work all day.



Chorus: He's a lumberjack and he's okay,

He sleeps all night and he works all day.



I cut down trees, I eat my lunch,

I go to the lavatory,

On Wednesdays I go shopping,

And have buttered scones for tea.



Chorus: He cuts down trees, he eats his lunch,

He goes to the lavatory,

On Wednesdays he goes shopping,

Has buttered scones for tea.

He's a lumberjack and he's okay,

He sleeps all night and he works all day.



I cut down trees, I skip and jump,

I like to press wild flowers,

I put on womens' clothing,

And hang around in bars.



Chorus: He cuts down trees, he skips and jumps,

He likes to press wild flowers,

He puts on womens' clothing,

And hangs around in bars?

He's a lumberjack and he's okay,

He sleeps all night and he works all day.



I cut down trees, I wear high heels,

Suspendies and a bra,

I wish I'd been a girlie,

Just like my dear Pappa.



Chorus: He cuts down trees, he wears high heels?

Suspendies . . . and a bra?



 . . . He's a lumberjack and he's okay,

He sleeps all night and he works all day.



 . . . He's a lumberjack and he's okay,

He sleeps all night and he works all day.



NELLIE 'AWKINS



I first met Nellie 'awkins down the old Kent Road,

Her drawers were hanging down,

She'd just been with Charlie Brown.

I shoved a filthy tanner in her filthy rotten hand,

'Cause she was a dirty old whore,

Oh she wore no blouses,

And I wore no trousers,

And we both wore no underwear.



When she caressed me,

She damn near undressed me,

What a pleasure, no man knows.

I went to the doctor--he said,

"Where did you knock her?"

I said, "Down where the green grass grows."

He said, "In less than a twinkle,

That pimple on your winkle,

Will be bigger than a big red rose."



Chorus:

Won't somebody make my rhubarb rise,

Dada dada da da,

Oh my rhubarb refuses to rise

To its natural size,

Market gardenin' size,

Oh my rhubarb refuses to rise

'Cause my baby don't love me,

My baby don't love me,

Oh my baby don't love me no more.



A poke with a bloke may be quite incidental,

Durex is a girl's best friend.

You may get the works,

But you won't be parental

As he slides it in,

You trust that good old latex skin,

As he lets fly, none gets by,

Cause it's all gathered up in the end.

This little precaution

Avoids an abortion,

Durex is a girl's best friend.



I caught a dose of pox a year ago,

I thought it was the clap and it would go.

But the more I waited, the worse it grew,

Now I've got galloping knob rot.

What can I do?

The other day I lost my starboard ball,

And now the other one's begun to fall,

I'm wasting away, I'll be sorry someday,

'Cause then I'll have no balls at all.



PUT YOUR LEFT LEG OVER MY SHOULDER

(Melody:  “Side by Side”)



Put your left leg over my shoulder,

Put your right leg over my shoulder,

(wag tongue)

La la la la la, la la la la, la la la.



Put your left tit over my shoulder,

Put your right tit over my shoulder,

(shake head)

Bla bla bla bla bla, bla bla bla bla, bla bla bla.



THE SEXUAL LIFE OF THE CAMEL



The sexual life of the camel,

Is stranger than anyone thinks,

At the height of the mating season

He tries to bugger the Sphinx.

But the Sphinx's posterior sphincter

Is clogged by the sands of the Nile,

Which accounts for the hump on the camel,

And the Sphinx's inscrutable smile.



Chorus: Singing, bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty, titty-bum,

Bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty, ay.

Singing, bum-titty-titty, bum-titty-titty, titty-bum,

The arsehole is here to stay.



The sexual life of the ostrich,

Is hard to understand.

At the height of the mating season,

It buries its head in the sand,

And if another ostrich finds it,

Standing there with its ass in the air,

Does it have the urge to grind it,

Or doesn't it bloody well care?



In the process of civilization,

From the anthropoid ape down to man,

It is generally held that the Navy

Has buggered whatever it can,

Yet recent extensive researches

By Darwin and Huxley and Hall,

Conclusively prove that the hedgehog

Has never been buggered at all.



We therefore believe our conclusion

Is incontrovertibly shown,

That comparative safety on shipboard

Is enjoyed by the hedgehog alone.

Why haven't they done it at Spithead,

As they've done it at Harvard and Yale,

And also at Oxford and Cambridge,

By shaving the spines off its tail?



So come all you hashers,

And to the occasion arise,

Grab yourselves a hedgehog,

And enjoy a real suprise.

The following instructions,

Will ensure you do not fail,

Simply ream out its ass with a hosepipe,

And shave the spines off its tail.



WE’RE ALL QUEERS TOGETHER

(same melody as “The Sexual Life Of The Camel”)



My name is Cecil,

I come from Leicester Square,

I wear open-toed sandals,

And a rosebud in my hair.

For we're all queers together,

Excuse us while we go upstairs,

For we're all queers together,

That's why we all go out in pairs.



My name is Basil,

My friend's name is Bond,

When we go out together,

They call us Basilden Bond.

For we're all queers together,

Excuse us while we go upstairs,

For we're all queers together,

That's why we go out in pairs.



I went for a ride on a "Puff Puff,"

I found I had to stand,

A little boy offered me his seat,

So I went for it with my hand.

For we're all queers together,

Excuse us while we go upstairs,

For we're all queer together,

That's why we go out in pairs.



Other verses to an unknown song with the same melody:



It was Christmas Eve in the harem,

The eunuchs all standing there,

A hundred dusky maidens,

Combing their pubic hair.

When along came Father Christmas,

Striding down the marble halls,

When he asked what they wanted for Christmas,

The eunuchs all answered, "Our balls!"



Oh, the old men were having a birthday,

Standing at the bar,

Thinking about the old times,

Thinking back so far.

When along came a youthful maiden,

By Christ she was so fair,

When she asked what they'd like for their birthday,

The old men all shouted, "Hair!"



THESE FOOLISH THINGS



A pair of boobies in a loose brassiere,

A cunt that twitches like a moose's ear,

A dirty rubber in my glass of beer,

These foolish things remind me of you.



Chorus: Da-doo, da-doo, da-doo-da-doo-da-doo-doo-doo-doo, etc . . .



A naked photograph of Liberace,

The smile you show when I say, "Such a hotche,"

Syphilitic scars that make your face so blotchy,

These foolish things remind me of you.



A running sore beside an open hole,

A Kotex floating in the toilet bowl,

A pubic hair on my breakfast roll,

These foolish things remind me of you.



Lipstick traces on an old French letter,

A dose of "you-know-what" that won't get better,

And when I piss it stings,

These foolish things remind me of you.



The dirty panties in the cracked washbasin,

The broken jerry that I washed my face in,

The bed with the creaking springs,

These foolish things remind me of you.



An old dead fetus on a marble slab,

A toothless blowjob in a taxi cab,

A great big hard on with a syphilitic scab,

These foolish things remind me of you.



When I awoke upon the morning after,

I saw your tits and pissed myself with laughter,

Oh, how the left one swings!

These foolish things remind me of you.



The birth control book with its well-worn pages,

The contraceptive which comes off in stages,

Oh, how my foreskin stings!

These foolish things remind me of you.



WHEN THE END OF THE MONTH ROLLS AROUND



You can tell by the stain that she's in a lot of pain

When the end of the month rolls around.

You can tell by her stance she's got cotton in her pants

When the end of the month rolls around.



Chorus: For it's hi, hi, hee, in the Kotex industry,

Shout out your sizes loud and strong:

Junior, Regular, Super-Duper, Bale of Hay!

For where e're we go you will always know

When the end of the month rolls around.



You can tell by her walk that you'll sit around and talk

When the end of the month rolls around.

You can tell by the blotch that she's got a leaky crotch

When the end of the month rolls around.



You can tell by her eyes there is blood between her thighs

When the end of the month rolls around.

You can tell by her pout that her eggs are falling out

When the end of the month rolls around.



THE GOOD SHIP VENUS

Flying Booger is convinced that "Colombo" and "The Good Ship Venus" were originally one song.  They share many verses and tell virtually identical tales.  Therefore, he has combined them into one song.



An ancient song concerning the voyage of Christopher Columbus, sung in six parts.



Part the First

In which it is explained how this voyage came about and how the Queen of Spain tearfully bade goodbye; Columbo's parting words to the Queen



In Fourteen Hundred and Ninety-Two,

A schoolboy from I-taly,

Walked the streets of ancient Rome,

And jacked off in the alley.



Chorus: He knew the world was round, oh,

He knew it could be found, oh,

That mathematical, geographical,

Son of a bitch, Columbo.



Colombo went to the Queen of Spain,

And asked for ships and cargo,

He said he'd kiss the royal ass,

If he didn't bring back Chicago.



Now three slick ships set out to sea,

Each one a double-decker,

The queen she waved her handkerchief,

Colombo waved his pecker.



Part the Second

In which we learn more about the brave explorer



The sailors on Columbo's ship,

Had each his private knothole,

But Columbo was a superman,

And used a padded porthole.



Colombo came upon the deck,

His cock was like a flagpole,

He grabbed the bo'sun by the neck,

And shoved it up his asshole.



Columbo had a one-eyed cat,

He kept it in the cabin,

He rubbed its ass with axle grease,

And started in a-jabbin'.



His cabin boy was Kipper,

A dirty little nipper,

They stuffed his ass with broken glass,

And circumcised the skipper.



Columbo had a first mate,

He loved him like a brother,

Every night in the pale moonlight

They buggered one another.



Part the Third

In which we are introduced to the Venus and its crew; and learn of some singular accomplishments



Aboard the good ship Venus,

By God, you should have seen us,

The figurehead, a whore in bed,

The mast, a throbbing penis.



Chorus: There was friggin' in the riggin',

Wankin' on the plankin',

Masturbatin' on the gratin',

There was fuck all else to do.



The first mate's name was Paul,

He only had one ball,

But with that cracker he rolled terbaccer

Around the cabin wall.



The second mate's name was Andy,

His dick was long and bandy,

They filled his ass with molten brass

For pissing in the brandy.



The third mate's name was Morgan,

He was a grisly Gorgon,

Three times a day he strummed away

Upon his sexual organ.



The cox'n's name was Slugger,

He was a dirty bugger,

He wasn't fit to shovel shit

On any bugger's lugger.



A cook whose name was Freeman,

He was a dirty demon,

He fed the crew on menstrual stew

And hymens fried in semen.



Another cook was O'Malley,

He didn't dilly-dally,

He shot his bolt with such a jolt

He whitewashed half the galley.



The bosun's name was Lester,

He was a hymen tester,

Through hymens thick he shoved his dick

And left it there to fester.



The engineer was McTavish,

And young girls he did ravish,

His missing prick's in Istanbul,

He was a little lavish.



The engineer's mate was Carter,

By God, he was a farter,

When the wind wouldn't blow and the ship wouldn't go,

We'd get Carter the farter to start 'er.



A homo was the purser,

He couldn't have been worser,

With all the crew he had a screw,

Until they yelled, "Oh no, sir!"



Another one was Cropper,

Oh Christ, he had a whopper,

Twice round the deck, once round his neck,

And up his bum for a stopper.



The ship's dog's name was Rover,

The whole crew did him over,

They ground and ground the wretched hound

From Singapore to Dover.



Part the Fourth

Concerning what the sailors did for recreation and how it came that Columbo's daughters were lost at sea and what became of them



Twas on the broad Atlantic,

Where the water's almost static,

The rise and fall of cock and balls

Was almost automatic.



The captain's wife was Mabel,

And whenever she was able,

She gave the crew its daily screw

Upon the galley table.



The skipper's daughter Mabel,

They fucked when they were able.

They tacked those tits, the dirty shits,

Right to the galley table.



The skipper's other daughter,

They tossed into the water.

Delighted squeals came as the eels

Entered her sexual quarter.



Part the Fifth

In which the New World is at last discovered, and how the sailors expressed their joy at finding civilization



For forty days and forty nights,

They sailed the broad Atlantic.

Columbo and his scurvy crew,

For want of a piece were frantic.



They spied a whore upon the shore,

And off came shirts and collars,

In twenty minutes by the clock,

She'd made ten thousand dollars.



With a joyful shout they ran about,

And practiced fornication,

When they sailed they left behind,

Ten times the population.



The ladies of the nation,

Arose in indignation,

They stuffed their bums with chewing gum,

A smart retaliation.



And when his men pulled out again,

To take their homeward trip up,

They'd caught the pox from every box,

And syphilized all Europe.



Part the Sixth

In which Columbo at last returns to Spain, delivers a gift unto to the Queen, and is rewarded thereupon



Columbo went in haste to the Queen,

Because it was his duty,

He gave to her a dose of clap,

He had no other booty.



So she threw him in a stinking jail,

And left him there to grumble,

A ball and chain tied to his balls,

So ended poor Columbo.



So now we end this serial,

Through sheer lack of material,

I wish you luck and freedom from

Diseases venereal.



HITLER, HE ONLY HAD ONE BALL



Hitler, he only had one ball,

Goering, had two but very small,

Himmler, had something similar,

But poor old Goebbels had no balls at all.



(Whistle melody for chorus)



Frankfurt, has only one beer hall,

Stuttgart, die madchen all on call,

Munich, ve lift our tunich,

To show ve Chermens have no balls at all.



(Hasher's name), is very short, not tall,

And blotto, for drinking Singha and Skol,

A Cherman, unlike (hasher's name),

Because (hasher's name) has no balls at all.



THREE GERMAN OFFICERS

(Melody:  “Mademoiselle from Armentieres”)



Three German officers crossed the Rhine,

Parlez-vous.

Three German officers crossed the Rhine,

Parlez-vous.

Three German officers crossed the Rhine,

They fucked the women and drank the wine,

Inky dinky, parlez-vous.



They came upon a wayside inn, etc . . .

Shat on the mat and walked right in,

Inky dinky, parlez vouz.



Oh landlord have you a daughter fair,

With lily-white tits and golden hair?



Oh yes I do but she's too young,

To sleep with a stinking German hun.



At last they got her on a bed,

Shagged her till her cheeks were red.



And then they took her to a shed,

Shagged her till she was nearly dead.



They took her down a shady lane,

Shagged her back to life again.



They shagged her up, they shagged her down,

They shagged her right around the town.



They shagged her in, they shagged her out,

They shagged her up her waterspout.



Seven months and all was well,

Eight months went and she began to swell.



Nine months went, she gave a grunt,

And a little Kraut bastard popped out of her cunt.



The little Kraut bugger he grew and grew,

He shagged his mother and sister too.



The little Kraut bugger he went to hell,

He shagged the Devil and his wife as well.



LIFE PRESENTS A DISMAL PICTURE

Version # 1 Melody--Hark, the Herald Angels Sing

Version # 2 Melody--Oh, My Darlin' Clementine

The first version of this fine old standard is included in many hash songbooks.  The second version, titled "Hymn," comes from Dennis "Mu-Sick" Gill, Ft Walton Beach H3, Florida



Life presents a dismal picture,

Dark and dreary as the tomb,

Father's got urethral stricture,

Mother's got a prolapsed womb.

Uncle James has been deported

For a homosexual crime,

Nell, our maid, has just aborted

For the forty-second time.



Ours is not a happy household--

No one laughs or ever smiles,

Mine's a dismal occupation,

Crushing ice for Grandpa's piles.

Jane the under-housemaid vomits

Every morning just at eight,

To the horror of the butler,

Who's the author of her fate.



Auntie Kate has diarrhea,

Shits ten times more than she ought;

Stands all day beside the rear,

Lest she should be taken short.

Grandpa, lurking in the woodshed,

Found a fetus in a case;

Father Pryke says it's murder--

Of sister Annie there's no trace.



Uncle Charlie has a chancre,

Caught from Uncle Henry's wife;

May's in bed with menstruation,

Auntie's at the change of life.

Mabel's husband's now in prison,

For a childish prank of mine;

Pinching things that wasn't his'n--

Women's scanties off a line.



Dad's a man who likes the bestial,

Incest is my mother's fun,

So the whole four sleep together--

Father, mother, horse, and son.

Anal-oral trends disgust me,

Though pronounced in Tiny Tim,

For I much prefer fellatio--

He sucks me and I suck him.



Little Jim keeps masturbating,

Though we tell him it is sin;

Uncle Dave's the Kingsgrove Slasher,

Uncle Henry dobbed him in.

Still, we must not be down-hearted,

We must not be put about,

Cousin Susie has just farted--

Turned her arsehole inside out!

________



Guide me oh my great Jehovah,

Pilgrim in this barren land,

We are meek, but thou art mighty,

Guide us with thy powerful hand.

Bread of heaven, bread of heaven,

Feed us till we want no more,

Bread of heaven, bread of heaven,

Feed us till we want no more.



Always eat when you are hungry,

Always drink when you are dry,

Always sleep when you are tired,

Don't stop breathing or you'll die.

Bread's from commissary, milk Magnolia,

Cold beer from San Miguel,

Bread's from commissary, milk Magnolia,

Cold beer from San Miguel.



Life presents a dismal picture,

From the cradle to the tomb,

Father's got an anal stricture,

Mother's got a fallen womb.

Fallen womb, fallen womb,

Mother's got a fallen womb,

Fallen womb, fallen womb,

Mother's got a fallen womb.



Sister Sue has been aborted,

For the forty-second time,

Brother Bill has been reported,

For a homosexual crime.

For a homo, for a homo,

For a homosexual crime,

For a homo, for a homo,

For a homosexual crime.



Grandpa hardly ever laughs now,

Fact, he never even smiles,

For his only occupation's,

Crushing ice for Grandpa's piles.

Crushing ice, crushing ice,

Crushing ice for Grandpa's piles,

Crushing ice, crushing ice,

Crushing ice for Grandpa's piles.



In a small brown paper parcel,

Wrapped in a mysterious way,

Is an imitation rectum,

Grandpa uses twice each day.

Uses twice, uses twice,

Uses twice each day,

Uses twice, uses twice,

Uses twice each day.



Never ever be down-hearted,

Never be fucked all about,

Brother Tom has only farted,

Turned his asshole inside out.

Turned his asshole, turned his asshole,

Turned his asshole inside out, 

Turned his asshole, turned his asshole,

Turned his asshole inside out.



Even now the baby's started,

Having epileptic fits,

Every time it coughs it spews,

Every time it spews it shits.

Every time, every time.

Every time it spews it shits,

Every time, every time.

Every time it spews it shits.
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