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From GM6rgan675@aol.com Tue Jul 25 12:12:56 1995Return-
Path: GMofgan675@aol.comReceived: from mailO2.mail.aol.com
(mailO2.mail.aol.com [152.163.172.66]) by mizar.usc.edu
(8.6.12/8.6.4) with ESMTP id MAA14945 for
<cray@mizar.usc.edu>; Tue, 25 Jul 1995 12:12:55 -0700From:
GMofgan675@aol.comReceived: by mailO2.mail.aol.com
(1.37.109.16/16.2) id AA196929541; Tue, 25 Jul 1995 15:12:21 -
0400Date: Tue, 25 Jul 1995 15:12:21 -0400Message-Id:.
<950725151219 40476437@aol.com>To: cray@mizar.usc.eduSubject:
Re: Your Grandfather’s CollectionStatus: ROX-Status: AEd-Let
me first say that I‘am indebted to you for your response, as I
havegreatly enjoyed"The Erotic Muse." I believe it to be one
the finer books that I have read onthe subject.My grandfather,
Hubert Canfield, collected most of this material in the
mid1920’s bysoliciting contributions in nationwide
publications. While the materialitself is of interest,of
almost greater interest is the correspondance that is extant.
(There areseveral lettersfrom Gordon.)I have taken the
precaution of xeroxing the material, as the acid paper onwhich
much of it is written is degenerating. I have it out of harm’s
way. I would be happy to send you the complete xerox
collection on the conditionthat it be returnéd at some future
time so that the originals do not have toundergo further
stress.Jeff MorganBox 79Point Pleasant, PA 18950215 297-
0769From mollyh@voicenet.com Thu Jan 11 06:51:04 1996Return-
Path: mollyh@voicenet.comReceived: from voicenet.com

(mail.voicenet.com [192.204.28.35]) = by mizar.usc.edu



(8.7.2/8.7.2/usc) with SMTP id GAA22921 for
<cray@bcf.usc.edu>; Thu, 11 Jan 1996 06:51:01 -0800
(PST)Received: from ivyland46.voicenet.com by voicenet.com
(4.1/SMI-4.1) id AA25380; Thu, 11 Jan 96 09:50:58 ESTDate:
Thu, 11 Jan 96 09:50:57 ESTMessage-Id:
<9601111450.AA25380@voicenet.com>X~-Sender:
mollyh@mail.voicenet.comMime-Version: 1.0Content-Type:
text/plain; charset="us-ascii"To: Ed Cray
<cray@bcf.usc.edu>From: mollyh@voicenet.com (Jeff

Morgan) Subject: Canfield papersX-Mailer: <PC Eudora Version
1.4>Status: ROX-Status: AEd, I was curious if you’ve had a
chance to look over these yet. As you can see, my email
address has changed. Hubert Canfield’s daughter is Mary Grace
Canfield, my aunt, and she would be willing to share whatever
thoughts and recollections she has on Hubert and the papers
with you. Her address is RR 1, Box 1400, Sedgewick ME 04676
Phone # 207 359-8565.She told me in some conversations that we
had, that the papers were often brought outafterdinner when
there was company, at which time Hubert used to say "Time to

send the brats off to bed."Jeff Morgan



July 29, 1995

Dear Ed,

Here they are, and I hope they are up to your expectations.I
had to print dark on some of them because the originals in some
cases had faded, and in some spots red ink was used.

When I received these in 1993, they were in no apparent order,
actually they were very much in disorder, my suspicion being that
the entire volume was produced at parties for entertainment
purposes and this resulted in pieces being misplaced and probably
some were lost as well.

I believe Hubert Canfield was quite serious about the
publication of this material, but I don't know what stopped him.
Perhaps it was financial, as one of the pages has some mathematical
figures on it. Much of the material is extant elsewhere, though
possibly not in these variations. Some of it is obscure.

The copies that you will find stapled together, I am almost
100% sure were meant to be together either as submissions, or as
rough drafts. I based these groupings on types of paper submitted,
handwritting, or subject matter, but I am by no means an authorlty,
and I have left as single sheets anything I wasn't sure of. o

Some of the pages had notes on the back of them, and these I
have copied onto the backs of the copies in case there is any
relevance there.

In any case, 1f you have any questions about the originals, I
will be more than happy to double check for you.

The final disposition of the papers is a decision that I'm
going to have to get some family input on, but most likely they
will end up in the appropiate archive. I will also contact my aunt,
Mary Grace Canfield Bischof, and will arrange for you to speak with
her as her input on all of this will be invaluable. My father may
also be able to shed further light, and I will ask him as well.

Hope this letter finds vyou well,

I remain,

ci::;%}% PJ\GN4w%—ouﬁ~
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HARLOW PEASE

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW
BUTTE. MONTANA

Pebruary 4, 1926.
Dear Mr. Canfield:

I have put in another shift looking for
- whatever archives of mine contain the Arkansas protest of
Cassius Johnson, and still no luck; but I have not abandoned
the quest; meanwhile I owe & reply to your letter of the 3lst.
Regarding my suggestion concerning an additionsal
ield of 'Americana', I cannot now recall whether I limited
iiﬁs to legal curios or something further. I will be most
glad to have you refresh my mind on this, and to furnish
what I can for the symposium.---It was the Montana supreme
court which rendered that judgment of Solomon I mentioned in
my last. The pure and mealy-mouthed opinion of the court is
found in State v. Griffith, 184 Pacific 219. The next time
you are in a lew library, read both that and State v. McGlynn,
one of my cases, 199 Pac. 708.

, Your mentioned interest in the Red farmers of
Sheridan county is provocative. To whet your interest, § will
not go further than to state that, save fer a holdover county
commi ssioner, every elective official including a district
judge went in on the Farmer-Labor ticket. The sheriff, one
member of the legislature and one county commissioner were
active members formerly of the I.W.W.---The 'Nation' is a
bit weak on its western news service, I think---depends mostly
on volunteer stuff; about all Mr. Villard knows about Montana
is some warmed-over misinformation about two fakirs named
Walsh and Wheeler, who now constitute the left wing of the
Anaconda company.

I see you have me pegged as a lonesome accident
in an industrisl despotism. You have the environment right,
but not so much the lonesomeness. Belligerent resistance is.
always smoldering here, and the company never knows when
another bunch of trouble may break out either in Butte or
among the farmers. The local atmosphere (except in times of
extraordinary remedies, like the 1920 Massacre of Anaconda
Road) is one of cynicism on both sides, with mutual civility
and considerable respect. E.g., although I have represented
the I.W.W. both here and in Idaho since five or six years past,
and still do, I am on ordinary terms with the i.C.lM. legal
staff. We are free, at least, from the domination of the
Babbittry, for whom there is a healthy scorn in most circles.
There are some 0dd contradictions: Many bootleggers are
radicals. The A.C.M. controls both Knights of Columbus and
Masons, ‘but never contributes to the Y.l.C.A. The largest
denominational group in the "Y" is Catholic. 4And so on.---0f
course, this is Butte. Rural Montana, in particular the hick
towns, tends to Ku Klux, but almost enywhere you may meet a
retired rebel or modern philosopher. We get by, and enjoy

the show. W
| | e AR
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S o COLING HOME FROL THE W

If you ge the wake, I'll tell you to beware

~If you go to the weke, young Roger will be fhere, %
"4nd he'll take you \In his arms to shield Jou from all harms,
In the mpwning you'll be sorry coming from the wake.

The wake being oVver, ¥
Roger took Nellie thrd g of comn,

Said Roger Xo Nellie, \et's sit dg#n and have a ohat,

iAnd I'1l show you the gg hey call, Shoot the Cat.

g on,

They sat down on g rock &s you/may suppose :
And pretty soon Roger begen tg' pull up Nellie's clothes;
Said Nellie to Roger, Now\whgt are you at?

- Said Roger to Nellie, Why Xfw I'm going to shoot your cat.

Six months passed by, and/thyree more a-coming on,

Nellie brought forth a oharming son,

fle will name it, we wi)l name\it, we will name it fro his sake,
We will name it Shoot<£the-Kitten-Coming-Home-from-the-Wake.

And when this young bastard had\grown to b a men,

-He went down town/with his coock {n his hand, o

And every lady We met he'd give i} & little shake,

And then he'd #hoot their kitten cpming home from the wake.

| TdX SAILOR LAD

"It won't be in the hal
But it will be in the
It won't be by 'the tin
But it will by the sail

ok yard up against the wall,
, it won't be by the clown,
lad who sails the world around.

And now my pretty maid take a little advice (from me,
And never truet a saildr Mad one inch above your knee,
For he will run your dress§s up and run your colors down,
And then you'll have something underneath your erron.

, FRAGMENT OF A.E.F. SONG S
Capitan rg¥ cénquanie francs, cinquante franes, chnquante francs,
Capitan pay\sinqugxte franos,

Couchez avec

Corporal pay oXnq franes, cing francs, cinqg francs,
Corporal pay/ciyg francs,

With intermedi&te ranks and currencies.

' IRISH FAVORITE DITTY
For Ireland was Ireland when England was & pup, :
4And Ireland will be Ireland when England's gobbled up, '
So get down upon your bloody knees upon the bloomin's grass,

" . And stick your dirty English face right up my Irish ass,

Sincer§1y~youfs,éép/ Z
Orville A. Wégéh
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| ‘ Crewlfordsville, Iﬁd
e rch 4ta ’6.

Dear Mr,Canfield---

: _ Perhaps I raised your hones too high as to uy
! knowleGge of the origin of The Bastard King--~-1I dida't wnow

-~

the author personally,or have any documentary evidence that

he was the author,but his story sounds a gond decl more logilcél

than tie one to the effect that Xipling wrote 1t and vwas dlacik-

balled for the job of »noct lzureatdfor that reason---or,for

that matter,thén any one of the other theories as 1o it's
arentage,

A colleue friend of mine who used to life-guard on
one of the New Jersey berches by way of summer vacztions be-
came acquainted with a semi-literary gentleman in the course
of nis duties three years ago.The literary sentleman wWos at thae

time continuing the good work ol who cver sterted the Frenk

‘crriwcll or Tom Swift or possibly Elsie Dinsmore series--~it
wesn't The Rover Boys,at least.He had been in & Middle Testern

officer's Treining Camn during the early nart of tiae war and
hed been called upon to give some sort of enterteinment at a
faereviell for a departing beten of Second KXXNEXRANLEX Lieutenants.
According to his story he fille: up on- cood treining-camp mule
~gnd nroduced The Bastard Xing &fter a counle of nours of &agonny.
The Shavetails departed to other camns ead carried coples with
them, | ‘

Anyway it's & good story.The thing must hrve been
originated recently and clrculeted Dy comneratively intelligent
ncanle &3 all the versions I've heard---Irom widely seoar ated
origins---have been almost identical,My friend is allve and re-
motely connected with the City News Byreau in New York---I shall
write to him soon and get the name of the narty'who made the

. claim and he can be cornered and a confession wrung from him, If

) 1

he's really reshonsdble he should be doing something more than



As several of the thingz you went &ére Lo be found in the

enclozed nemohlet I'm sending it instead of copying them---
there méy be something e¢lse in it that will interest you more
then those I recoamended,

Blind Bone, the p&mphlet's publigher,nlayed the violin and
his nartner,VWorth Youneblood played the gultar;both of them seng
after a fashion.They used to ma%e county fairs,plcnics etc. thru
this nart of the country snd nlayed most of the ballads nopuléar
in the district.Bone added to hic income by selling these Dooilets
---he seems to have had little regsrd for copyrights as several
2f the selections are still nrotected.

Neither of thewm could wWrite and the obvious errors in nmeter
and thne misused words are -robably due to misunderstindings vhen
they learned the songs &nd when they dictated them for nublication.

Pearl Bryan &énd Lazy Msn ere nrobably oroducts of this dis-
trict.Pearl Bryn was a native of Greencastle,Indiana,&nd there 1is
at least one other commemor:tive noem to her,

Roving Gambler,The Widow's Daughter,and Jeckie Frazer are of Eng-
lish origin end Lady Gay 1s reminiscent of the Twelth Century
Scotch bellad.I heve marked the songs which I am sure have been
publisned and I believe most of the otaers are authentic.iany of

them are of foreign origin but localized by the singers,

I sunpose you héve most of the old bar-room favorites but if

any of this 1list appeals o you I can send them---

Lydia Pinkhamn

When I Was A Youngster In Texas

The Bastard King of bngland

Christonher Colohbo

Down in the Lehigh Valley

Our Liz

---however I imagine that even the ex-

press company would object if you published any of them.



furthering the at#rocitics of literature I mentioned.How
sober he was Waen he told my friend the story I can't say
but a ma&n vwho could produce Bhe Bastard Xing should be able
to hold his licker indefinitely,

I'm enjoying your communicetions very mucnh and
certainly want to =zet a look at the finished »nroduct.If you
decide to use any of the stuff I've sent and want any nistorical

eteé on it let me know,

DJ
sV

Very truly yours,

2 bt

Sometime,when you re thru with them,I'd like to sce

»

all the verses of Frankie and Johnny---I haven't that mény myself,
I think I remeuber about twenty-five and have eight or ten more
stuclk around somewhere,That ballad was my first love---at one

time I intended to publish(nrivately,of course,and a very small
edition)the whole thing with as much of its history as I could
zather,I'd even gone so far as to sketch two or three nen-aznd-
ink 1llustrations for it---I ran across the stetches the other
day &nd &s nrinting ARABSEEEEXERE 1S chean in these parts I may
do it yet,altho I doﬁ.t knovw what ['1l do with it when I get it
nrinted, .
By the way,is your book to be illustrated?



The Allen A Company‘
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ALLEN B. BROWN
Bracken, Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.
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The little black bull came down from the mountain o
Amm'hﬂeamu : o | =

#is prick was long and his balls hung low,
Hooston, Vomny, Hooston. -
His prick was long and his balls hung low. -
Long time ago. .

Chorus as befo: ‘e, but in each ca

substituing the M—&m'}in‘ ‘M

of the verse in question, in place. of o
"The 1little black bull ceme down from the mouﬂiain"
as given ahove,

They turned his loose in a field of nelfers
Looston, Yorny,Hooston. o ‘ : . SR
They turned him 14d%e in a field of heifers IR e o~
Long Time ago. - '

Chorus

He whet h1s tool on an ashen sapllng.
Hooston Yonny Hooston
He whet his tool on an Lsnen sapling
Long Time ago.

“Chorus.,

Nine bull calves were born that season
Hoos ton,Yonny,Hooston
Nine bull a1v03'we*e born that season
Long Time ago.

Chorus.

The Little black bull went: bac to the mountain

Hooston,Yonny, Hooston. '

The 1little black bull went back to the mountain

Long time ago. . . :
Chorus.

qlS prick was bent aud nis back was broken
Hooston, Yonny, Hooston.

His prick was bent and his bvack vas hroken

Long time ago. '

I have never heard the air to the, .above anywhere else, it is
quite good., .




" .And he' saw there a.pretty signora

".”And the woris of his tweedle-dum-dee!

Sy A
L
§ f

There once was a 8 naiéﬁﬁ%b@(xc’lick dudﬂ clicd Eiick)
who lived in a reﬁt big castilio(click elick clihk -click)
' He was proud of hisg' trol—lol lol- 11110. ‘

And the works of his tweddlé-dum deel(C1itk" click$

(Castanets and Chnnusd S ndaonst
one day he went to the theatrio . e "
S0 he showed her hig tra-la-la-1ilio! '

(Castan@els ‘and chorus)

That niaht he took: ‘her to castilio
. And he laid her upqn a “big pilly-o
And he thrust up ajs tra- la-la-1ilio
In thw works of hen tweedle-dum dee,
(Castdnets and Chorus)
;Next week he went {0 the doctorio , -
Ays the Doctor -"y&u have rthe’syphilio"™ - a1 .
nd he showed’ himhis tre-la-laelilio . '
In the works of youyr tweedle-dum=-dee, . 3
(Castanets and Chorus)
Now he sits all alane in Castilio . S
With a big wad of aotton bactilio . ‘
And he swabs off his tra=la-la-lillo
‘And. the works of nis tweedle-dum dee.

" The air to the above is quite catchy, and opanishy...good song.
There may be oth«r verses, T don't know...:never heard them.,

of course you have iLnat master of Spanish songs..Christopher Columbo.
I do not know it, but can get it, advise if you do. I only recall
one verse, or fragment of wverse.... v

In fourteen hundred and ninety two
Columbus crogssed the Atlantic

ghd when he found there was no tail
It almost drove him frantic.

I heard several wore verges here in Kansas (ity only last week,
however, and can lay my hands on themn, if you so advise,

It relates the whole story of what Christopher and his sailors
really did on the cruise.

Up in.Wisconsin I heard a good eonasome years ago, =nd it ran ,
like this, music on request, as I have said vefore, '

The Little Blacx Bull

The little black bull came down from the mountaing’ \//////

Hooston, Yonny, Hooston!

The little hlack bull came down from the mountain

Long time ago,
Chorus, as follows,

Long time ago! -

Long time ago.

cone-CB8bANEES AYd. CROPUSM e
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28 jesuinzton Sguare,
Neu vork, liarch ZC.

$%-r§r.vAlan ste.ne, ajkﬁkvzh’b V1
. Rochester,Il.Y.

Dear lir. Steyne: :
‘ I = in symrath; with your decire to compdle the bar-

1 ballads beforc it is too late; snd want, of course, to ma¥e cure
f ettlno & cop; o the compilation. Jerhape come of these fragments,
from Aemor"}W111 help you a bit:

t O »-g

UNIDDLYIFIED CHORUS

'"'is a long-haired '1ut for a wolf hound,
'"is a spotted cow for a boar

''ie a red-headed i l for a son of & biteh,
'7ie a blue-cyed hHoy for s .hore.

alen.,

“*th“;lc LILTY
2or.>od made man
‘nd man made money
And God made bees
And bees made honey
And Zod made a rablit
sind sent it throutge! the grass ‘
Aind God mede & 4o
FR For to lick the ra’~1t's ass.

JEorriioust CHANT
Chancres, blue-ball:, r~rabs ng lice
T've had 'em &1l ar’ some of 'em tn1ce
But the c--k s--Ker who cuts s whore's price,

Is a son of a biteh, by Jesus ‘hrist!

iRV OF COLILIBO uOLw
He ¥new the worldé w=s round-o,
“is balls hung to *71e eround-o,
This 70d damned stinking son of a bitch
Jas Christopher Colombo.

PUARONE OF UHE DYING WHORE GQ'FJ\.LQ
; Por 'twas first to the alehous A

And then to the danceljouse:
And then to the whorchbuse
And then to my zrave.
Ca0RUL
Ch, rlay the fife : Lowly and Pvﬂ+ the drum lowly
And play the whore's march as ithey carry me on,
ind let six jolly srortsmen carry a bunch of reld roses
50 they will not s:iell me as 1heJ carry mem on.

TARODY CHCRUS

/ Ch, I stuc™ my nose up a nannjyroat's ass

- The stink was enou~i to bland nea, S
ind I left my prich for a welling stick bk
“ith the vlrl T lel” behind me.




i

WABASH 7828

The Argus Book ﬁﬁnp

NEW, OLD AND RARE BOOKS
INTELLIGENT SERVICE
434 So, WABASH AVE.
CHICAGO

February 2, 1926

Mr, Hubert Canfield
Pittsford, New York

Deer Sir:

I have your letter of Januery 28 in which you
acknowledge our order for 26 copiés of THE GUTTER
SONGS OF AMERICA,.

You may be interested to know that Mr. John Mo
Ciure of New Orleans once began to collect mate-
riel of a similar nature for precisely the same
kind of & volume. The proposed title was to have
been THE SUBMERGED FOLK BALLADS OF AMERICA,

Mr, McClure retained the meterial that we had, and
with his own, & good deal would probebly be obteine-
eble from him,

If you have not élready a copy of THE BALLAD OF
SPEARMINT GUM, I suggest that you write to Mr, Jake
Zeitlin who will furnish you with & COpYe.

Let me know also whether you have all of the follow-
ings

THE OLD MAN HE CAME ROLLING
THE CHISHOLM TRAIL

If there is any.other metter in which I cen help .
you, I shall be heppy to do so.

Yours very truly,
BA:MT / %\

. MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED



‘ NEW YORK ATHLETIC CLUB




..my own side of the work. For' example, old sailors who m‘vht be able to'

A Free Queltion and Answer bervlce Bureau of lnfor- i 0 dniit

mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and .| R

ponththﬂousConnnodhthnqukedTﬁmnhx(knvn:‘ : ' i

ducted for. Adventnte Mazaz!ne by a Staff of Experu 1 Swnunf“MuydoukulSM O
| et At

Jun’o"’_;‘i, 1926,

= . Sy %Thank you much for Jour promise - of uhﬂ collcctunea n
;after you are. tnrough with it. It will be of decided interest and value.
I Would like the nemes of Buch ‘people as in your opinion might edd to

. give me chantiea, etc.,atc. - Many who write you will, I imagine, be

of the underworld,-"'these too interest me, for many of the songs I'm

v most anxious to get full information .on - Frankie and Johnny - Brady -

. Stakerlee - Railrocad Bill - Cocalve Sug - belong to or have & connection o
R with this class.

‘ ‘ Your remarks on "Chrlstonna Columbc" surprlse me.
-1 had no 1dea that any version of the famous and notorious song that
- swept the country about 1898-1906 went back so far. = The criginal
_words as I know the ‘(entirely decent till: the parody appeared) Were
’ copyright in 1894.. he chorus went 4in” part° A ,

“,Heﬁ4ailed tho world around 0
He knew land could be found ¢
Thls,ndgigatqr, hard and hoary
veesvassererses gyratory

: Christopho Qomumbo! '

i i 7" One word escapes my. memory. e
Thls furnished the ase‘fﬁr the parodj. What wes the form that appoared I
- during the ﬂiv11 War’ ' ;

: “On the othor hand "The Maid of Amsterdam" is old,
no one knows qu1te how old, Masefield in his "A Sailor'e Gerlend” and
his articles in Temple Bar béills a bad honer, however, when he says it
“turns. up in Hejwood 8 "Rape o?‘Luerace Y It does not, though there ic a
snmewhat simllar ”‘thore.jr : * *

ni have you manygversions of tho "“oft~ hedled Grab"jffff
. ‘ r e ‘Orab" -  "The Golden Crab" - "The Fisherman" etc.? . .
: Thls goes back into tho sixtoonth century and is still a favorite.

T;;;m 4,Afﬁfky-vw‘,/ could wrltg & book on +he subject were there time,
Id”hé nighty glad ou'd keep in touch, and grateful for any aid you
~can give in my work. I've made over five hundred and sixty phonographic

records 80 far, many of songs that have escaped all other collectors.
Also hava ‘a8 mass. of: manuscrlpt collectanea. Think I gold you that I
got togethor in the’ last two years nearly 2000 versions of the old deep
“sea chanty. I ahan't fear compotltlon there for some: time. :

£ % : o gW1th all good w1shea, end in the h0pe that I may
_ soon hear from you again, I &m,

v Sincerely,
“Mr. Hubert L. Canflold : 'A' *, G : {?E%xlc

- Care :of- J. P. Smit
‘Rochester. New York:




Darien Georgia.
November 11, 1026,

Dear Cunfield:
Thanks for the informaticn about "Sycamors Jail" - Zor the vere=
Yions of my special pet, ""ranie and Johany" for the promise of aid in the
watter of Cocain BSue" = in fuct, for everything! nnd why the deuce dida'4
you tell me you wers a perfectly good -xdnian? { Yes, you guesssd it - Gordon
af "“4\ .= But they Meve my aldress wrong in the new dlrector‘{-) Ry

<

, it's a small world alter all. Your reference 1o wandlmrg
reninds me of es sant evening when he sat perched on & dezk in wy oflice
at Cerkeley, Cal nig = I was then un Assistent Professor of English - and
sang it to me, t'”etner with "Sen Hall" and other songs of blessed memory
Jonder if he ruaembers? Ilve been oud »f touch witi him since.

«
pen
[2a]
[]
(<l
P
o
[

anve tucked salfely away in the “urvard Library the original phouno_raphic
cyllade~s I recorded,=- the first time he had ever hecurd hbds own voice!

. u, g 18 Carl helping you with the book? I heard indirectly, in fact
through #.0.7 of Los Angeles, whose word I don't put much fuith in, that candbarg
was aboul Lo bring out a book of cholce songs uimself. I wondered al the tine
if in copgetition or colaboration with you. And what'e hisAuddraas? i
thing for me 4o as, dut T haven't any "s Wno" thoer I

N o A T
5 Wwilo W Ltuet L ocan vct a0 uers,

I|vTI

The particulariversion ol "M & J." that he praises is & composile,
no ne. stanzas, but wmore thun are to be found in any uf the usual versions.
sume one has coll Gctud and then sb;unU together. It's nearsst competitor in
srint was in the "Yhiz-Bang Annual" of some four yesrs ago. Bub thut was
edited to aveid the mors Franlk sxpressions.

T 3 T
to all out of neper - ! is apelugy. I've oot a grouch -
ﬂ)td. {Your leblor almost sulled me oub wal ast udite.)

. . . . . ol 4 N R
“here gid you po efter ixeter? Just plain curiosity, that's all.

A

AL ever,

vt;%% ¢ /}
oA 7mplm /06

tr., ubert Canfield [izmhi
Fittsford

LR R
NeV LorkKe

S oy apaee ) b e ottt e

(o — welf .9047 u L ﬁ?“ﬁw‘CI‘ - CLW" , &
(J\»ov.\ g “Y ha  Une yread tne - o gj:ﬁt‘é«w “tia
buwxi} vuw4ftAL7



PHONE 1938

HARLOW PEASE

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW
BUTTE. MONTANA

January 11, 1926.

Mr, Hubert L. Canfield,
Pittsford, H.Y.

Dear Mr. Canfield:

Your letter of the 7th interests me
so much that I am going to excavate to the best of my
opportunities in these parts. I learn from a friend that
there were 81 stanzas of 'Fpankie and Johnnie' current
at the University of llontana some six years ago, and T
hope they can be salvaged.

I have the speech of Cassius I, Johnson myself,
written down about 18 years since; it is written in sh orthand
which I have half-heartedly tried to decipher once or twice
since; I will try again. I got this among the law students
at Jisconsin, then a rich field. It occurs to me that you
probably can acquire much material by getting in touch with
the present editor of the "Sphinx" student pubiication at
Madison. In particular, you should be able to obtain the
eminent sea chantey "Christopher Colombo" from that source.
That song, and "There was a Friar in Our Town" both depdnd
so much on the music that my own scanty recollection will
have to be embroidered with some notes of the air Lo make it
timem useful. Sydney E. Mudd, a classmate of mine at
Georgetown and since then a congresman from Maryland,
was an artist in the vocal rendition of the "PFriar" and
other selections, but I am out of touch with him.

ly authority for attributing 'A.D. 1601' in part
to Mark Twain is one Bob Rose, who was once Seventh Assistant
Secretary of State under Bryan, or some such title. He was
a shorthand contractor at Helena, Mont., when I got the
"conversations" from him; his elder brother, Dave Rose, was
a celebrated mayor of lMilwaukee in times psst. I don't know
where he could be located at this tims.

If I can work out anything of substance I will
inclose it herewith; if not, you will hear from me further.
How large an edition is contemplated?

Sincerely,










This one is nameless 0 far as I know but 1¢ has an exguigite i
Anglo~Saxon vigor and directness about it. It is, a® Charleg Larxb
remarked of John Websters land Dirge, "of the earth, earthy,’ .

The mountaineers have ragged ears, )
They slap their leather britchess

They knock their cocks against the roclks
And laugh like sons of ditches,

They wipe their ass on broken glass,

¢ They do not care for trifles.

! They hang their balls upon the walls
. 4nd shoot at them with rifles,

Cf course the above poem is dncomplete, I doudbt if It ever was com-
plete, but its frivolity saves it. Below is one of the loveliest of
cld folk songs,

\

It was Christmas on the Island.
The convicts all were there,
Cathered arcund the table
To eat their Chrigtmas fare,

Up spoke the dear o0ld warden,

4nd his voice rang through the halls,
"ilerry Christmas, all ye corvicts}”

ind the convicts answered, "Ballsxl”

Then again up spoke the warder,
And his voice was choked with scbs,-

“For that you'll get no dirner,
You god dam dirty slobs}

And then spoke an ancient convict,
liig face hard, and bdold as “rass,

"Then take your Qod dam dimner,
And shove it &p your ses}”

The perfect little verse or iugene 7ield's, called "hen "illie Vet tre
Bed, I can get here in lev York, I am on vhe trail of a rumber ¢f
’superb'pieces that will make history in the publishing world. Irom
New York I will send you a printed copy of Ziley's, The rassing of the
0ld Backiouse,:. XNo greater oxhibition of sentiment was ever seen than
his feeling towards the family latrine., You Imow 1t, doubdtless,

The beautiful, long poem, called, The ¥Wind 1% Blew, follows. Thore arc
- doubtless other stanzas, The first stanza i« complete. In the cthers,
the refrain is the same, It is better--indeed it is Peautiful-surg to
the tune of Vhen Johuny comes marchiing home apain, |
- The wind dlew up the railroad track, }

It blew, it blew. :

The wind blew up the railroad track,

It dlew, it bdlew,

The wind blew up the railroad track,

It blew vay up and half way back,

And the wind it blew, _

Holy Jesus, how it dlew,




ESTABLISHED 1870

WO R b sx 1 N .
1 It I‘{ O ’«L“'., it |/ RS ; T.\ \
¢ b W EEER - @

DRY GOODS & LADIES APPAREL
ALGONA , lOowA

l'arch,25,1926.

1lan . 3teyne,
Rochester, I, Y..,

Dear 5ir;

‘ “Je note your letter in the liarch,
24th issue of the MATION and while we cannot supply you with
information vou desire, we hope you will advise us

when you get o:t your book of poems: Back in the old

college days, "Down the Lehipgh Valley'"used to be very
popular with the "boys" hut I have forrotten the

words and had all but Corgotten the title. You are

foine a ~reat work in preserving these old folk-song

for the ‘uture ceneration, Success to rou and do

not fail to let me mow whenever wvour little

booklet comes to lirht.

nNespectfully,

TI0. He SHRLZCHILLRES

Algona, Iowa, '

per

!

/-

€7
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WABASH 7828

The Avgus Book Shop

NEW, OLD AND RARE BOOKS
INTELLIGENT SERVICE
434 So, WABASH AVE.

' CHICAGO

February 27, 1926

Mr, Hubert L, Canfield
Pittsford, New Yorlk

Dear Sir:

Blease forgive my delay in answering your
letter of the 8th, but I have been avwey
from the city and have just returned.

The sdderss of John McClure is 509 Royel
Street, New Orleans, Louisiana, and the
address of Mr, Jake Zeitlin is 6534
Fountain Avenue, Hollywood, Caelifornia..

Apparently THE OLD MAW HE CAME ROLLING
HOME is the same poem as ROLLICKING
JOHN.

If I run across any material, I ghall be
happy to send it forward to you.

Please do not forget my order for 25
copies of the book when published,

Yours very truly,

THE ARGUS BOOK SHOP

Yoo
.

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED




Pebruary 19, 1986,

Dear Mr. Canfield;~ A

Your letter received and I am forwarding a few more
items. I can gppreciate your difficulty in getting your
material, but nothimg of any importance can be drought
out without considerable pains. 4 rlatitude, perhaps,
but quite truthful. _

I am interested in the man Gordon of Harvard. Please
qdvise him, by all means, to look me up if he comes this way.
Also invite your friemd Messenden to look me wp. I shall
hunt up Brown and have a talk with him, _

Several things I had hoped to have in before this
have not materialized. Soupper-lip Smatch, Sooratic
Love, Hinky Dinky Parles Vous gnd thé cowboy stuff. There
mast be a world of material smong the boys at the stook-
yards, but I haven't got hold of the right individuals
yot, seemingly,

The Arkausaw speech and the King Darius thing haven't
reachdd me yot, either, :

A friend told me he had heard some mew stanszas to
Christofo Colombo, but he couldn't remember them and promi sed
to bring them in later. :

Dr, Lyons is giving me loyal support md'has dug up
a lot of the stuff I have sent yofi.

Sincerely,

I pp




- | A ¥ree Quostion aad Answer Service Buress of Infor.
‘nunﬁgzﬁn(hnﬂoorLHeamdAcdvnunihnwyuduwoanJ
Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con-
ducted for Adventure Magazine by a Staff of Experts

 Pebruary 6, 1926.

Dear Canfield:
i = I'p late with letters while this trip lasts. It will
take me through every state east of the Mieeissippi and wiill not be
over till I strike New Poundland some time next fall. Harvard Uni-
versity has sent me out to try to capture as much as possible of the
genuine American folk-song in all its branches. Adventure magazine,

. too, is.interested. s

- As a result all my collectanea is in storage till my
return, and my memory ien't dependable. TI'd like, however, to know
when the book appears and to grab a copy before it's properly suppressed
and the price thereupon jumps beyond reason. Carl Sandburg is a
wonder. Had a memorable evening with him on the Pacific coast a couple
of years ago. ‘

.. And please save all the versiocns no matter how slightly
they differ one from another, together with as definite information as
Possible as to age, source, authorship, etc. I realize that you will
vprinyﬁbqt~oanVQrsipn,ﬂandfthatgin;manyvcaqes this one will be made
‘up from several seraps. - What I'm after is the certainty that all the
scraps ln untouched form will be saved if not printed. I'd be very
- glad myqalfsto»bé'ent?usted with them for permanent preservation at
the Harvard Library where all my own materials will eventually be
placed. I have no right of course to speak for 4the Library, but I'm
~8sure that they would be glad to take chorge of them, Naturally they
~ would be placed in the "inferno" as it's called and not expused to

public view.

Wonder if you'd be willing to do tais? At least I'd
be glad if you'd keep in touch, and I hope that We may be able to get
together some time to talk things over. You can always reach me
by letters addressed - Care of Adventure Magazine, Spring & Macdougal
Streets, New York City. .

‘With all good wlahéé, I am,
' Sincerely,

r. Hubert L. Canfleld . ffh/?m,(,,, ~

The DuBois Press = -
Rochester i SR
New York.
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WABASH 78528

@he Argus Book ﬁﬁnp

NEW, OLD AND RARE BOOKS
INTELLIGENT SERVICE

434 So, WABASH AVE.
CHICAGO

February 2, 1926

Mr, Hubert Canfield
Pittsford, New York

Deer Sir:

I have your letter of Januery 28 in which you
ecknowledge our order for 25 copies of THE GUTTER
SONGS OF AMERICA,

You mey be interested to know thaet Mr. John V¢
Ciure of New Orleans once began to collect mate-
riel of a similar nature for precisely the seme
kind of e volume. The proposed title wes to have
been THE SUBMERGED FOLK BALLADS OF A#LRICA,

Mr, McClure retained the meteriel that we had, and
with his own, a good deal would probebly be obtaine
eble from him,

If you have not already a copy of THE BALLAD OF
SPEARMINT GUM, I suggest thet you write to Mr, Jake
Zeitlin who will furnish you with e copy.

Let me know also whether you have all of the follow-
ings: - .

THE OLD MAN HE CAME ROLLING
THE CHISHOLM TRAIL

If there is any.other metter in which I cen help .
You, I shall be happy to do so.

Yours very truly,

)

BA: MT

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED
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WABASH 7528

The Argus Book Shop
NEW, OLD AND RARE BOOKS
INTELLIGENT SERVICE

434 So, WABASH AVE.
CHICAGO

Jenuary 13, 1926

. Mr., Hubert L, Canfield
Pittsford, New York

Dear My, Canfield:

_—y
“Will you kindly enter our order
for the 25 copies of the PROJECTED
GUTTER SONGS OF AMERICA; when, as
and if issued,

Yours very truly,
THE ARGUS BOOK S HOP

BA:MT

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED
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WALTER H. NEGBAUR, PRESIDENT
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J. H. BRACKEN
B. J. BROWN
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L. M., EMRICH
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‘YO IMPROVE THE BUSINESS DISTRICT'

THE BusinEss DisTRICT LLEAGUE

OF
KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI
POUNDED 1920 INCORPORATED 1923

ORA E. STARK,
EXECUTIVE SECRETARY

Z. ROBERT WELLS,
ASSISTANT SECRETARY

400 RIDGE BUILDING TELEPHONE

HARRISON 1638

January 134, 1926.
Desar Nr. Camfialds

Thanks for your lettar of thé 10th. I enclose such
memories 0of Larry as 1 ypossess, This, as I recall it, was
declaimed by varlous unregenerates and each announcement
followed by tha cherus I have put dovm. In my previous
latter to you I referred to it as the Animsl PFair, which is
of course VIong.

I also enclose The Rehearsal, filched from a booklet
printed in Japsn, wigich accounts for the numarous typographical
errogs, and the 0ld Sport. I have been promised other efforts,
including Down in the Lehigh vallay.

mhare are also & few verses of Hinky Dinky Parlez Vous,
which sthers can probably add to.

The coyboy song I mentioned as Yip Ay Yaddy Ay AY should
be Ki Yi Yippiy 1ppy Ays I believe. I shall try to get hold
of some one at the stock yards who ikmews thgt. It goes

My foot's in the stirrup, my ass in the saddle
And I'm always around these damnedé old cattle,
Singing Xi Yi Yippy, IPDY A&V AV &
Singing Ki Y% Yippy Ippy AY.
Vith Ly Great Big Doodlewhaciker is also a cowvboy chantey which
1 shall have to seok for among my stock yard friends.

I haven't seon the oration on changing the name of Arkansaw
for many years. Den't know anyons vho has it.

EKay I su.gest that Jou want for your non-musical section
the Tale of a Picture. It is credited to a former aditor of
Outing some twenty-five or thirty years back, whose name I cen't
recall. It goos: .

A gentle mnovice, wko ne'er had strayed

From the convent walls since a tendgr maid

Of three bright swamers they brought her there,
Had grown to womanhood, pure and faire.

She ceuld ply the ncedle with dainty skill,
And to while the heurs that were long and still
she had learned with simple art to paint,

and thae picture of some grand old saint
Adorned the canvas 'neath her hand.

But greatar thazn these one éay she palnned

A picture fairer than all beside,




FRANKLIN PRINTING COMPANY

“The
Sesqui-Centennial

Puitadelphia

= -
150 \;cars

G
American Independence

Founded in 1728 by BENJAMIN FRANKLIN

514-520 LUDLOW STREET » PHILADELPHIA

Jamary 5, 1926,

Dear 0ld Blasphemous Can:
Happy NAW“‘Yearx
What has become of your house organt
I ain't seen it.

To that you will probably retort:
"Whera's your'n?"

Well here are a few of them. ;w

Ced.HeAnderson/g

“Profit is ever twofold: He who gains must profit him who buys.”’ BENJAMIN FRANKLIN



Brexton Apartments

Park Avenue at Chase 8t
Baltimore January 2 1926

My dear Mr., Canfield.

I have yours of the 31st ult, It was mighty nice
of you to go to the trouble of writing out all the verses of
"Lydia Pinkham" and "The French they are a Funny Race",and I
certainly appreciate your kindness;it really did not occur to
me what I was getting you. .in for.

The environment undoubtedly accounts for the dif-
ference between the maudlin mush of the Givil War verse and
the joyous heart throbs of the A, E. F. 4ds you say,much
of the stuff that you have is meaningless without the music
and ,the really importamt thing is the personality in put-
ting the stuff over. :

The only thing I have in mind to send you is a
verse attributed to Bobby Edwards one time bard of Green-
wich Village;and this is flat unless you know the mournful
musical accompaniment. .

" It's a sad world,and a weary world,
When you take to sleeping in the park.

It's a sad world,and a weary world,
When the dogs all follow you and bark,
Waff! Wuff!
What's the use of fooling with the sword
of Damocles,
When you haven't the coin to buy a box

-0of Ramases
It's a sad world,and a weary worid,
Damn,
Damn,
Damn,

I hope you will let me know when your book is
issued. Thanking you most he§rti »1 remain

Cordial ‘yours,
< ) = / ™




. PHONE 1938

HARLOW PEASE

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW
BUTTE. MONTANA

January 1, 1926.

Mr. William Duncan,
Box 407,
Pittsford, wn.Y.

Dear Mr. Duncan:

Your appeal for aid (Query no. 106) in
the January 'Mercury' in the preservation of our unwritten
literature, moves mg to write a few suggestions, although
I am ill-situated to do any real collecting.

I once possessed and unhappily lost a prose
masterpiece, ssid to be composed by Mark Twain, Eugene Field
and Julien Hawthorne in collaboration. It was called
"Conversazione in the Time of ye Tudors”. I got it from
a member of the Chicago Press Club, where it was current.

Another which I hope may be reclaimed I heard
only once, while riding a smoker from Pittsburgh to Altoona
about 20 years ago. Like 'Lydia Pinkham', it was endless.
Its refrain concerned "The Little Red Caboose Behind the
Train."

I presume you have already in mind The Senator
from Arkansas and 'There Vas & Friar in Our Town;' also
'Christopher Colombo'---2ll college classics.

Yours for the renascence,
HP
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MRs. LESLIE J. SWABACKER.
815 AsH STREET
WINNETKA, ILLINOIS

Chicago, I11., Dec 22, 1925.

Mr William Duncan,
Pittsford, N. Y.

Dear Siri- B N U AR

“If you can assure me that I will not
be arrested for sending obscene matter thru
the mails and if you will alsc assure me of
a copy of the collection when made I cen send
you quite & 1ittle of the material you ask
for in The Nercury. '

Yours truly,

LT Swebscon.



FEDERAL ADVERTISING AGENCY - INCORPORATED

SIX EAST THIRTY-NINTH STREET, NEW YORK

TELEPHONE, CALEDONIA 7300

October 6th, 1925.

Mr. Hubert Canfield,
The Dubois Press,
Rochester, N, Y.

Dear Canfield:

At last | gathered together the manuscript
for the various verses, and enclose copies
of the Bastard King of England, Lydia,

Frankie & Johnie, snd Some Moonlight Night.

Thes e copies should be read carefully and com-
pared with any other versions which you may be
able to discover.

1 enclose also a note from Hoyt Catlin, which is
self-explanatory. .

Please excuse my negligence. L really have been
very busy, and have had to let a2 good reny things
go by the boards. Look me up when you get to town.
Best wishes.

Very tru ours,

 ¥EDERAL ADVERTIS ING iNCY, Inc

VRP: GF




The Bryant Eleclric Gompany

BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT

BRANCHES:
NEW YORK
CHICAGO
SAN FRANCISCO

BRID (;EPORT September 21, 1925. -

Foderat Adveetibing bg
edera vertisi ency,
6 Bast 39th St., e y
New York, N.Y.

Dear Pavey;

I think {ou told me that you and another chap
were going to compile a well printed book containing the
words and tunes of the old roudy songs. This is to set

down the following names as subscribers to the book:

A, E, Prost, Bridgeport, Conn.
. S, Tro;eil Bridgeport, Conn.
Hoyt Catlin, Eridgeport, Gonn.

The ?ob you have_set yourself to do is a
worthy one and I wish you all success in getting the
book together. There are many fellows I know who would
be interested in_the gflume, and if you want their names
to solicit, I will sem them along.. .ln the meantime I

am going to mention it to all the good fellows I kmow
and try to getf subscriptions from them. Your enterprise
deserves,.” Please give my kind regards to_your sister
and dont [forget to show up at the next halleluish of the

angels.
Cordiall
sof’rj c THE BRYANT

Hoyk Catlin,
Advertising Manager.
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R.E.Banta,
514 E.Jefferson St.,
Crawfordsville, Ind.

My dear Mr.Canfield:
I had a letter a few weeks ego from Mr.Alan Styne

but as he didn't mention any titles he wanted varticularly and

I didn't know what type of thing you were after I hadn't
sent anything as yet.Your letter clears things up ---it's in
teresting to hear from one who appears to know whereof he
sneaks in the matter of this variety of Americana---I thank youe.
Of course I can't vouch for the authenticity of
this stuff---it may have b&en accumulating for generationse---
and thus be the real thing---or it may have been concocted on
the spur of the moment.I hapoen to know that The Bastard King
of England---which is one of the three best American ballads
to my notion---was synthetically onrepared for a stag dinner
during the war.Possibly Christopher Colombo and Bown in the
Lehigh Valley were also ready made---at & guess I should plzce
The Prodigal Son and The Sons 08 %the Prophet(which two I am
enclosing)in the same class but I have no evidence in their

case.
As I suppose you already have The Bastard King,Our

Liz snd Christopher Colombo and the stuff I'm sending 1s per-
fectly sanitary I'll send it thru the mail.If you haven't the
other three and want them I'll ship them 2long later.

Altho I don't know whether you have any use for such
information I'm including a little biography and some conject”
ture of my own as to origin with some of the numbers you asked
for.Several of them are obviously gafbled Rxmxm as & result of
the tongue-to-tongue existence they have &hjoyed but I'll leave
them for you to untangle as you pleasé.

I shall be vleased to give you any assistance I can

and I should enjoy. any reports of progress you find time to

Ve ry sini;gfly ygurs,

make.

I3
£
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HARLOW PEASE

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW
BUTTE. MONTANA

~February 25, 1926,

‘ Dear lir, Cantield:

Your s mpatietic interest in the
local scene leads me to presume on your attention by
inclosing an article which I vainly sought to get
printed in the ‘ifercury', It ics useless to disguise ny
hope that you may be the means of getting it into print
somewhere, but even if not I believe you will get soume
diversion out of this abbreviated history of the old
'Bulletin', I edited the paper sub rosa while it was
running as a weekly during the great shut-down of 1321-2,
and therefore lack the impersonal touch, along with other
desirable gualities, I will value very highly your
opinion as to whether such material as this is ever
likely to be acceptable in the atmosphere of enlightenmen
which surrounds ouf best minds, aad whether this tale can
be told in proper form to merit publication, In the
particular case I would like to nave z few people read
about a newspaper with so unusual a career; btut &lso,
I feel sure that in the last ten or twelve yeears of luntana
nistory thiere ere greater stories and a higher quality
of drama than ever could ve made out of the old Clark-Taly
ana Heinze-Amalganated Jeucs, which latter gained some
attention in the past,

Since you speak of the stgte of anonczanforuism
S the east: Although I enjoy ¢ <uhie full “~d~k a's
reat emgine of satire, I often feel tlat e aad nis
uroup are uftener fighting windmills than engacing with
a dangerous antagonist, I woula lixe 1O coupel thils
cult to & cne-jyear resideance in a piace like Butte, and
observe the reaction to tiie feare, wuispers, rceseatisguts
and nypocrisies that the economic tyranny breeds, A wor- -
thier subject wouid then ve discovered than pronibitioa or
fundamentalisnm, Radicaliesm in the eust, except for the
Civil Liverties Unzon, seeums 1o me concerned too much with
cultural and artistic notions, end 1ot enougr with the
u‘*ubgle for economic liiverty, But I oon't su - rose that
Lenuken wat ever al ciose guarters with gn Auerican Legion
mek, as I have been, oo atmosphere in {iie Dayton C“Hf*l”Om
was & terrivle thought (o hdm; I wender now .ie would react
L0 & nortierad Jdalio courteoon &1 @ ¢rlmined syndicalien
trial, Eowever, <e gustivus.,,

oy e

I am glad to kear of the progress of your work,

Since_{y:;‘ Yo 7
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Sacramento
California
April 14 1926

Wm. Duncan
Box 407
Pittsford
N Y

Dear Sir-

I am sending copy of a song, "Hard Times in Sycamore Jail."

This song while not familiar to the present generation
was often sung with much feeling many years ago.

I can tell you nothing of its origin but think it was
written on the cell wall of a southern jail by a man sentenced
to be hung.

If you intend publishing a book of songs and poems
please advise me. I am very desirdussof getting the words to
"Frankie and Johnnie" and "John Henry and the Crab." Anything
you might do to help me would be appreciated. '

Yours truly}é7

\"d

C Wakefield
2633 28th St
Sacramento
California










NEW YORK LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

W DARWIN P. KINGSLEY, PRESIDENT

F t”ﬂ NEW ENGLAND BRANCH OFFICE

60 STATE STREET, BOSTON 9, MASS.
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TELEPHONE CENTRAL 4I5]

WILLIAM H.HOLLY
ATTORNEY AT LAW

R 77.' WEST WASHINGTON STREET

. CHICAGO ’

March 22nd,
19 2 6.

Mr. Alan N, Steyne,
164 St. Paul Street,
Rochester, N, Y.

Dear Sir:

Please let me know when your book is published. ‘
I am most anxious to secure & copy, and I have a number of friends
who will be equally interested. =

I shall send you some of the data for which you
ask in a later mail.

Yours sincerely,

WHH:G , '




LLAFAYETTE COLLEGE
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Washington, D. C.,
‘March 4, 1§ae.

© Mr. Willianm Dunoan,
Box 407,
Pittsrord, N. Y.

Dear Sir: ,
: I noted your query in the January number of The

~ Ameriocan Meroury, and regret that I ocannot contribute ‘anything
in the nature of the balladi; you mentioned---however, I am
vory much interested in Amerioan 11tera.ture of this nature,
and would appreo.ta.to it very much 1! you will adv.tse me it
you have anything of the kind that I might purohase.

My address 19 8736 13th St. N. W., Washington D. c.




111 BROADWAY
NEwYOrRK

pother oh father he's on her now..
Eademoiselle went up sk to the ffont..
Up the stairs and into bed...

I hope 1 may have the pleasure of a reply from you. When you
do publish this anthology, I wish that you would include my
name on the list of subscribders. I know several other young men
who would be very glad to have coples also, Incidentally, there
are many scurrilous vallads in cokmon use among college men about
college men of other institutions which might fit in with
your collection under a special title such as Bright College
Beers, or, Never use Cayuga's Waters.

Sincerely,

ya







400 Ridge Building,
Xensas City, Mo.,
Feb, 12, 19269

. Daar Nr. Canfield;- .

‘ S ¢ have found it 1noon'vénioa,t to send-you any stuff for some ,
~tima, but submit a-b"a':tch herewith from which you may glean soma_thing -

: uso’ﬁz’l‘ .

I think Caspar Whitney was once on Outing, but haven't verified
it. You should to able to find out very easily. I don't even imow
- that he is responsible for the Tele of a Picture, but my impression
runs that way, o : ,

There are somsd additional verses to gha Chicé.go Rlues so o
.you may know. They all follow the same trend; prs
‘ I ain't no jooimy, nor a jockeyts son, = V

But 1!1ll do your ‘eaay-riding till the jockey comes.

I ain't no iceman, nor an iceman's son, ;
s - But I'l1l fill your box until the iceman comes.
4nd so on through countless pocupations.

I have learned one thing in connection with this work. It is
6asy to get extravagent promises, hut haré to realize on them. My
fridnds are anxious to help up to the voint of actually getting the
material, when for some reason their enthusiasm ebbs. However, a

1little perseverance brings som$ result. : ‘

: Would be glad to'hxm\yqur,otger Kansas City correspondents, if
you don't fesl that it would be betraying confidences,. Perhaps by
cooperation we could get quicker sotion on same of ghese things. Do
as you think bast about this suggestion.

There is a great deal of latrine doggerel vwhich might be interssting.
Bere is a verse written on the walls of a pay-sg-you-onter toilet in a
down town hotel; '
' '~ Here I sit
All brokmn~hearted--
Jitney out
And only farted,

~ Have a little more materisl in hand now and will send it as soon
a8 I got & chance to transcribe it.

Sincersly,



P_oSo

' The following poem has occurred to me since x
writing the letter, It was a popular one when I was in boarding-
school,-St.Paul's, Concord, N.H.,- and was felt to extoll the prowess
of the St.Pauls boys. I enclose it for anything it may be worth.

Come all ye Concord Chippiles,
And hearken unto me!

Never trust a St.PaulsVBoy
An 1ineh above the knee!l

I trusted one, The Son of a Bitch,
As you can easily see!

And he left me in the hell of a fix,
With a baby on my knee.
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WALTER H. NEGBAUR, PRESIDENT

" Directors
D. 8. ADAMS
J. H. BRACKEN
B. J. BROWN
C. A. BURTON
SAM B, CAMPBELL
ALONZO B. CLARK
M. A. CHRISTOPHER
C. C. DANIEL
J. NEWT. DANIELS
L. M. EMRICH
FRANK ENNIS
MYRON GREEN
P. H. HOPKINS
ALBERT B. HUTCHINGS
J. LOGAN JONES
F. WARNER KARLING
R. . KEMPER
G E A. La RUE
THO L LEVITT
MILTON H. LUCB
EDGAR P. MADORIE
ROBERT M. MAXWELL
JAMES McQUEENY
ACE U. MORSE
BEN O. NAYLOR
WALTER H., NEGBAUR
EDWARD 8. NORTH
G. T. O'MALEY
CORNELIUS ROACH
ESTEL SCOTT
H. D, SEAVEY
L. H. SWISHER
C. M, VINING
C. M. WALBRIDGE
G. B, WOOD

Advisory Board
O. W. ARMOUR
R KIRK ASKEW
H. A, AUERBACH
THORNTON COOKE
HENRY FAXON
$1G. HARZFELD
F. B, HEATH
WALTER M. JACCARD
W. T. KEMPER
JAMES KETNER
IRWIN KIRKWO0OD
CHARLES 0. La RUE
R. A, LONG
JULIUS LYONS
W. 8, McLUCAS
DR. 'W. E&. MINOR
LOUIS OPPENSTEIN
C. O. PETERS
H. T. POINDEXTER
GEORGE B, RICHARDS
AL. ROTHENBERG
LOUIS P. ROTHSCHILD
ROCCO SARLI
W. O, SOARRITT
C. J. SCHMELZER
ALBERT SCHOENBERG
SOLOMON STODDARD
K F. SWINNRY
WILLIAM VOLKER
JOHN H. WILES
8, J. WHEITMORN
FRED WOLFERMAN

ORA E. STARK,

CORNELIUS ROACH, i8T VICE-PRESIDENT C. M. VINING, TREASURER

“vo0 mMrrOVE THE BUSINKSS DISTRICT'®

THE BusiNEss DisTRICT LEAGUE

or
KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI

1920 ORATED 1923

400 RIDGE BUILDING TELEPHONE

EXECUTIVE SECRETARY HARRISON 1635

Z. ROBERT WELLS,

ASSISTANT SECRETARY

January 14, 1926.
Dear Mr. Canfisld;-

Here is some more stuff just as I got it. The Lady
Lil pieca seems garbled beyond reason, but you perhaps
can gat it straightenad out from ‘othar source s.

I remembored after I wrote you yesterday that I
omitted ome stanza from The 0ld Snort. The second stanze
should be inserted =s follows:

"I ain't got no menay, but if I was rich

I'd go deuad broke on that son of a bitch.

‘hen ho gets started he'll make 'em all itch,
He'll win in a walk, by goshi"

I an not attempting to attain any particular standard
in the selections I send you, but tace them as they come.
You will use such as you see €it.

Sincersly,

N
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_ CAMP MESTING SONG.

(Tune; Roll, Jordan, Roll)

The 0ld darktown revival :
They say it h:s no rival A
They pray to beat the devil

Shouting, Roll, Jordan, Roll.

Ch, sister, you've bees called on /ﬁ

For some of the stuff you're settiug on _

There's a brother 1in the corney with g hard on
Saying, Roll, Jordam, Roll. ‘

Now, sister, don't you weaken,

Here oddas the handsome deacon, C

Salvation he's s-seekin' N
Singing, Roll, Jordan, Roll.

Hey, brother, park your 'fannie®
isy right down there with Armnie
Give her the old banenny

4nd it's Roll, Jordan, Roll.

o {2l




Now, sister, pull him to you,
That deacom sure will sorew you,
Singing Glory Hallelujah,

4nd it's Roll, Jordan, Roll,

Now, brother, talks your prodpole
ind shove it &y her touchole,
Push Salvation out of her asshels,
Moanin', Roll, Jordan, Rell.
Now, sister, you've done set it,
If Heaven coms, jJust let it; .
Just let it lay, he'll get it,
Gruntin', Roll, Jordan, Roil.

Now, btrother, there's a blister
A-oanin' where you kissed her,
You sure have warmed that sister,

WJMe/Z%C

Sumnituk Breathin’, Roll, Jordan, Rolle.

How, sister, hold him steady,

Jusit holler whem you're ready,

He's Apt to wt yowr teddy,
Yellin', Roll, Jordam, Roll.

Now, brother, take your panky
4dnd wipe it on yowr hanky,
Just tell the sister thamky

4nd we'll Roll, Jordan, Roll,

Tomorrow night the parsom

Will teach the girls in persom,

80 dom't oome out with drawers om,
'Cause it's Roll, Jordan, Roll.
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- During the latter part of the Civil War, the Confederacy

was short of salt petre, one of the most necessary ingredients
of ‘gunpowder. ' The following advertisement in the Salem,
Alabama "Sentinel" shows an original method of obtaining a

supplys

‘ !me ladies of Salem are respectfully requested
- to preserve their chamber lye, as it is very
rieedful in the cause. of the Bonfederacy in the
manufacture of nitre, a necessary ingredient of
gunpowder. Wagons with barrels will be sent to
residences daily to ocllect and remove the same.'

- (signed) John Harrolson,

Agt .Ordnance & Mining Bureau.
c. S‘ A.

. The scheme Was s0 novel that a loocal wit perpetrated the

following:

‘

Jobhn Harrolson, John Harrolson, you &re & funny oreature,
You've given to this oruel war, a new and curious feature;
You'd have us think, while every men is bound to be & fighter,
The women, blcss the pretty dears, should save their pee
’ for nitre.

John Harrolson, John Harrolson, where did you get the notion,
To send the barrels around the town to gather up the lotion?

We thought the womén's @uty done in keeping house and diddling,
But now you'd set the pretty dears to patriotic piddling.

John Harrolson, Jolm Harrolsom, do, pray, invent a neater

And somewhat less immodest way of making your saltpetre.

The thing's so very queer, you know, gunpowder-like and oranky, .
That when & lady Jerks her brine she shoots & bloody Yankee.

A copy of this ‘found its way throush the lines and & Vermont

' oorporal wrote the following, which was sent back to the Rebel

camps

John Hakrrolson, John Har_roison, we read in song and story,

. How women's tears in all these years have sprinkled fields of glory,
But ne'er before did women help their brave in deeds of slasughter,
'Pill Southern beauties dried their tears and went to making water.

(continued)



o~

No wonder, John, your boys are brave, who wouldn't be a fighter,
-If every times he shot his gun, he used his sweethearB's nitreg
And, vioca versa, what could make a Yankee soldier sadder,

. Than Qodgiﬁg bullets fired from a pretty woman's bladder?

And as the smoke grew thick and the din.of battle louder,
Ihat there was found in this compound a serious objection:
The soldiers could not sniff 1t without causing an erection.

We've heard it sald & subtle smell still lingered in this powder,; =

"21s clear now wb& desertion is so common from your ranks:
4n Arctic nature’s needed to withstand Deame Venus' pranks -

A Southerner ocan't stand the press - when once he's had & smell,

i
7/

He's got to have a piece or bust - the Cause can go to hell,

~

¥
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LYDIA PINKHAM - +,

Oh, we sing, we sing, we sing of Lydia Pinkham
And her love for the human race!

She invented a wonderful compound,
And now the papers publish her face!

Oh, Mrs, Jones had bladder trouble,
And she couldn't take a p--; -

So she drank, she drank, she drank, xhxgg bottle: of compound,
And now they pipe her to the sea!l

Oh, we sing, we sing, we sing of Lydia Pinkham, etc.

Oh, Mrs Smith - she had no breast-works
Which made her husband raise a row;

So she drank, she drank, she drank, two bottles of compuund.
And now they milk her like a cow!

Oh, we sing, we sing, etc.

Oh, Mrs, Brown had woman's weakness -
And she had no children dear;

So she drank, she drank, she drank, three bottles of compound,
And now she has them twice a year!

Oh, we sing, we sing, etc.

LT
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LYDIA PINKHAM,.

lrs. 3rown was constipeted,

It was hard for her tpo pas
She took five bottles of Mompound

And wears 8 faucet in her ass.

Mrs. Rlue had rmonthly trcubles, -

" 1t was hard for wr o ‘Eei‘fq ‘
She -took six bottles ¢ 2y 8 Cormpound,

ohe comes siek now twice & weel.
GI{ORUS:.t..-a.

krse Srmith had diarrhes,

Couldu't slsep t‘os Lglurpe's carl,
Took two bottles of Mompowzd,
Now she sleeps right tarcug: it all.
CHORUS:‘ * s s v e & »
Mrs. Jackson had lumbago,
Felt as though h3}~ bacle was bro:e,
2ouf four bottles of wydieds Compouad,
Low she gives-an eight-inch stroke.

GHORUS€oooooc..

Nellie Johnson lest her cherry,

She was ruincd, withoulr 2 doubt,
Tock two bottles of Mompomul,

Now she's glad thatv it is out.
CHORUSQ.--o‘a..

Sarah Jones was nsarly thirty,

And had never been sedupged;
Toolthree bottles of E Compound,

Now she practices self-abuse.

CHORUS! o o v . ¢« o o @
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Sing, oh sing of ILydia Pinkham
and her love for the human race, |\
How she makes her Vegetalle Compowuds
‘And the papers publish her face.
!

ng’ 1% sells for & dollar & bottle
and 1t oures all manner of ills
And 1s more highly recommended
Than Releevo iLadies' rills.

Sister Susie had no breastworks
She had nothing 'reath her blouse
Ti1l she took one bottle of compound
Now they milk her with the cows..

Widcw Brown had femaele weakness

Bearing down pains like needles and pins;
- Soaked her feet in Vegstable Compound

Aad became the mother of twins.

Mrs. Jones had urinitis
Indeed, she couldn't pse at all,
But sue drank one bottle uf compouud
and behold! —a waterfull,

Have you heard of Henry Ward 3eecher
Ard his love\pOr Lydia Pink,

Hew they spent fhe night together
and he playkd wiXh Zydia's dink,

Tommy Srown he wert to Harvard
wWhere he met with an awful mishap;
Took ten bettles of Lydis's Compound
But 1t would not cure the clap.
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the son of a gambliar.”

Sorem v\—\-k'h 7*)“)““"& .0
* 1o prosae

. A 1ad namad Shamus

el2e

o

A song to the tuno of- "I'm a roving wrack of poveriy, and

O0*'Riley
Onco lived in Biren's Iele.
A bu?.ly" boy for.fucking,
Aud ho did it up in style.
He fuckad all the girls in Ireland
From the Channel to the kain,
Then skipped it off to Turkey

To look for hottar gums.

He got into the Harsm

Yhors the Sultam kept hi- tail,
The girls nrs'warjoyed t§ 200

A huskay big whangad nale,
They hid him in the shif._-houaa

0f the sultan's Ivory towaers,

And those that wanted fucking

Had to stand in 1line tot; hours. .

He took them in succossion,

Harﬁly stopping off for meals,
And the haren .soon was ringing

¥ith delighted girlish squecls.
For big cunt s o‘r little cunts |

He filled them ons and alle
Upon tho. floor or shit-houge soat,

Or up against the deess. walh ¢



1 j 13-
Things went hot and hoavy
’ Yor j_lllt: about a ysar,
Then a sudden flood of babies
. St ruck the Sultan rather quaer.
Nimtxy‘vims had‘Buﬁrh ;.
Bach with flaming orangs hair,
And the Sultaz;:;;out‘ to find
¢ R The why und when and whwrs,

7

He sought the Tower shitehouass

To meditate and crap.
/A~ Thers he found our Shamus
Lieing in Fatima's lap.
¥ith his thusb stuck up her arse-hole
- And his peter up her twat.
——s The Sultan grabbed him by the balls,
And beaned him with a pot.

/

He yollod for guards and soldia;-s.

Apd roarad "Bring on awy knives,
For I've got the bloody baetaad
- Wno's bean fueking up my wivss!"
« *I'1ll cut his bloody nuts off
| A | And nake hin sat them raw.
I'1l1l tear his bloody cock out

And cram i% ‘down his craw!"




wlde

But his axigr-y heart was sofiened
When hé saw how Shamus waept,

He only tossed hinm down a dungeon
Whers 4 lioness was kapt.

+ The lioness was then in heat,

/L'\ Clnrwt Ly

% ORtYey lopt upon her back,
And sent his n:ihhty. joy-pmngv
A=yhizzing up her erack.
. 'ﬂk*\'"\mci‘i«,i-é"""i“‘%‘.‘-&fsi;?;v:“ﬂtfx.;‘ll
.Shmus‘ cried "Tis hotter tail
Than I've had in all ay 1lifs."
But the Sultan corept bshind hiam,
And disballed hia with a knifs.
 The B@rm girls want on a strike,
‘?or they cmvaﬁ that penis back,

o

erkuay disd of a broken hoart,

And his lioness died of elapp.
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PARODY ON CASEY JOI W

Come all ye tail-hounds if you\want to hear
Tre story of & brave engineer.
Casey Jones was his name,

In a four-poster bed he won his fame.

His wife woke Casey at half past four,
And told her spouse she wantsd some more.
He mounted to har belly, his tromboue ir his hand

Aud shoved™y twelve inches into the promised land.

Late in the evening, looking rather pale,
He went to ths eat-house to get his usual tail.

He said to the madam, "Bring on all that you've got,

For I'm feeling mighty horny and I'll fuck the goddam lot."

He felt of his balls and his balils they hung low
He looked at the whores all lying in a row,

He looked at the madam, and he said,

nI'll fuck the w:cle kaboddle btut I'>1l svon be dead.”

He got 2 hsavy hard on and started down the line,
And fuoked themr quick and pretty till he got to 29.
As he slipped in His pecker, a tear stood in his eye,

He said "I'm going to fuck you last thing before I die."




CASEY JONES  (2)

Hg".wo:ked rqf':orty minutes, and he cama for twenty-five.
R When he'd shot his wad out, he was cnly half alive.
. They laid him on the sofa, and stood around in tears,

‘ “"m,d said "He' 1s the grandest man we've screwed in many years.®

‘Sald Casey to the dootor just before he died,
"There are two morg. girls I wish that I could ride."
The doctor asked “Who can they beg"

"Bow-legged Susan and Hot-cunt Marie.”



The Shit House Rag.

Dan! Dan!

The lavatocy man,

Has full charge
0f the crapping can. . \/
Ho picks up the papers and he hande out the towels
And he listens to the rumble of the fat men's howels. ! f }(O}
Feeee FeL10
A fart is heard
Followed by the sound
Of a splashing terd.
He finds his joy and greatest bliss
In the crackls of the papar and trickls of the piss,
Rah! R ah! 8is boom ah! |
Oh, you Shit House Rag!

i

Turkey In The Straw.

I dreapt last night and the night befors

That the devil was aeknocking on the ghit=house door.

e
iz

I want down stuirs to let him in,

Ard hs cracked my ass with hks.rolling pin
222 Usnrs

I ran upstairs to crawl into bed,

Aund fell in the piss=pot over ay head.

I couldn't swin and I couldn't float,
A great big terd slid down my throat.
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199

Mademo#selle from Armatieres, parlez-vous?
Mademosielle from Armatiereg, parlez-vous?

Mademoiselle from Armatieres | |
She hadn't been fucked for forty yesrs;

Inky-dinky parlex-vous?

Mademoiselle from Armatieres, parlez-vous?
Mgdemolselle fwom Armatieres, parlez-vous?
Mademoiselle from Armatieres

The soldier's cock brought her to tears;

- Inky-dinky parlez-vous?

The fireman he was shovelling ccal, patliez-vous?
The fireman he was shovelling coal; yarlez-vous?
The fireman he was shovelling coal
He shoved it up the»enginéer'a hole;
Inky-dinky parlez-vous?

The conductor was punching tickets for France, parlez-vous?

The conductor was punching tickets for France, parlez-vous?
The conductor was punching tickets for France

He saw a lady without any pants;
Inky-dinky parlez-vous?
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HI DINKY, PARLEZ=-VOU b

The French thoy sre a peculiar race, J‘U\W
Parlez-vous,

The French they are a’peculiar race,
Parlez-vous,

The Freach they are a peculiar race,

They fight with their feet, and fucr. wita their face,
Hinkys dinky, parlez=vous.

Mademoiselle of Armentieres,
Parlez-vous,
iiademoiselle of armentieres, -
Parlez-vous,
Up ze stairs and in ze bed;
And there she lost her 'naiden-head
Hinky, dinyy, parlez-vous.

First three months and all is well,
Parlez-vous, "

'First three months and all is well,

Parlez-vous,

First three months and all ic well,

The next three months she beging to swell,
Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous.

Nine months gone, she gave a grunt,
Parlez-vous, /\/
Nine months gone, she gave & grunt,
Parliez-vous, -
Nine months gone, she gave a grunt,
And a little marine jumped out of her cunt, /

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

/ o s
The little marine he grew and grew M .

. Parlez-vous, 3{, i ((J\tv-"‘g,}u
The little marine he grew and grew, o A
Parlez-vous, M

The little maerine he grew and grew,
Ard now he's scragging the women too,.-
Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous.

L
DTN
Mademoiselle of gay Dedeoang,

Parlez~ vous, /
Mademoisell of gay bedong, I3 l>l\J

Parlez~-vous,
Mademoisell of gay Dedeng, D1ToN '\/\,\QJU Ut
She gave me clap with a safety on,

Hinkys dinky, parlez-vous.



ol
'

HINKY, DINKY, PARLEZ-VOUS, _  (ocontinued)

Mademoiselle of Kemel hill, /
Parlez~-vous,

Mademoiselle of Kemel Hill,
Parlez=-vous,
| Mademoiselle of Kemel-Hill,
| ' She won't jig=jig, but her mother will,
Hinky, dinky, parles~vous.

/ Landlord, have you some ruby wine,
( Parlez-vous,
. Jdandlord, have you soms 'ruby wine, .

Parlez-vous,
) landlord, have you some ruby wine,
{;} That's fit for an officer of the line,
\ Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous.

landlord, have you & dasughter fine, |
Parlez-vous, /
Landlord, have you & deughter fine, .
Parlez-vous,
Landlord, have you a daugnhter fine,

Wt an officer ¢f the line,
4}' Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous.




Nademoisells from Bar le Dug,

Parlesz vous.
Mademoisells from Ber le Duc, -
Parles vous. 7

Eademoisslle from Bar le Duoc,

She came to Parce to gobble the goo, o

Hinkey dinky parles vous.

Mademoiselle have you any ount

Parley vois ' -
Mademoiselle have you uny cunt

Parley vous /
Mademoisell have you any cunt, _
Send it up to the American front,

Hunky, dinky, parley vous. -

Mademoiselle from Armentieres,
_Parley vous e
Mademoiselle from Armentieres, : /
Parley wous,.
Mademoiselle from Armentieres,
Hadn't been Jazzmed in forty years.,
Hinky, dinky parley vous. ' )

L awd| 0O

Medam, have you a daughter fair,

Parley vous ,
m’bhﬂe you & daughter fair, * P\ /
w‘& Parley wous,

Fadem have you a daughter fair,

With 1lily white tits and raven hair, , : (r‘\/ |
et e o e

The little marine he sailsd away, .
- Parley vous -
+ The little marine he sailed away, i/b \“ﬂ,u4
Parley vous, ch‘j’ -
The little marine he sailed away, s :
And left his girl in the family way., 9,1
Hinky, dinky, parley vous. /V

Many and meny a mgrried man, : ,
Parley wvous, :
Many and many a married men, W\W
Parley wvous, m
Many and many & morried men,
Wants to go baclk to Fremce again,
Hinky, dinky, parley vous.
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HINKX DINKY PARLEZ VOUS’
Dear lady, have you a girl so fine,
Parlez vous,

Dear lady, have you a girl so fine,
Parlez vousg
Dear lady have you a girl so fine :

Fit for a soldier from the line?
Hinkey, dinkey, parlegz vouss

Oh, yes, I have a daughter 8o fine,
Parlez vous,
Oh, yes, I have a daughter 8o fine,
Parlez vous, L”////
Oh, yes, I ve, 8 daughter so fine
Fit Tor d\é%gﬁg%g from the line.

Hinkey, dinkey, parlez VOusk.

They went upstairs \o /go to bed,

Repeat, etc. -
And then he took herwaidenhead, »/////f

Hinkey, dinkey, parles-vous.

Three monthe passed and all (was well, L’,,/’fﬁ
And then her belly began td\/swell.

Three monthe more and sh& gave & grunt, v///'
And out rolled a recruit"from her “01d red o--t.

+ This young recruit he grew grew, ’
And now he's f--king the ladiles too. [

A mademoiselle from Armentiexes,
She hadn't been f--ked in forty years.

Skm A mademoiselle f gay Paree, /
She f--ked a boy from Pompeny B.'

The M.P.'s behind the lines, /qo»ﬁub VP st

F--king the women and arlnking the wines.

the, %y C.A. \&thﬁ top, M
the sold

ggepizﬁiiléx}‘yxo&\i:\\ \3\5 did dropa
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Many a son 0f Abraham 0

Parley wous, 3
Many a son of Abraham, 0’
Parley vous, '

Many & son of Abraham,
He ate his ham for Unole. Sam,
- Hinky, dinky, parles vous.

fhe ceptain kie's a-carryin' a paok,

* Parley vous

The capsain he's a-oarryin' & paek,
Parley wous

The captain he's a-carryin' a pack,

Hope to Christ it breaks his back,
Hinkys dinky, parley vous.






[MS on back of preceeding typescript page]


211l West 1llth Street, NYC.
March 16th, 19c6

e e

Alan N. Steyne:

Dear Sir: )
I read your jovous note in this meek's "Nation", and has-

ten to cooperate where 1 can. I noticed & similar appeal in the

j ‘ - MERCURY a fev months ago, and imagine tnat is your pristine inspir-
“ation., '
However, if 1 cannoct contribute much to tnis priceless anth-
ology, I hope to be able to get a copy vhen it is in fiaul snape; so
remember the name and addaress for future circularizing ourposes.
I suppose you have already millions of verses for the

famous "Parley-voo". Do they perchance include:

"The general ot the Broix de uuerre... @/’//

N 5 ~
The son of a bitch vas never there."

and
"lMademoiselle from gay Paree, L/////

Had the chancre and gave it to me."
and

"The little Marine he grew and he grew, L//(//

Anc nov. he's shaggin' the vomen too."

“The little Marine went over the top

To let the Kaiser suck his ----" (not suca a ¢ood rhyme)
vhich are all the verses 1 ever heard sung in our detail.
And there is another gem vwhich I have heard, but never learnec:

It begins: "Twas in my motuner's hallway, Lﬁ(///KTZ:me/V]
That I vas led astray" (tune: Cnristmas i tne Harem)

i

On other pages, I attach other son:s and fragments viicih may help

a bi;.

Best luck to you, and be careful about the mails.

| " \ .
% ) . Sincerely,

i . . —— o A ’
i . . - -
i . ) - . ) .
i L . .
| i ) .
L . . . .
i . . . . "‘.
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. Stray verses of Hinky Pinky Parlez-vous$u

The A, B, ¥, is coming back, ,
But the mamerselles have got their jack,

Hinkay pinﬁoy parlez-vous.

The Y. ke C. A, has gone over the tep

V‘)d J e

BNV s
s’\b‘) '

To pick up the pennies the Doughboys drop,

Hirky pinky parlez=vous.

kamorselle f_rom gay Pares,

) e

I asks "Do you fuck?!" and she says "OUi,oui!"

Hinkey pinkey parlezewous!

I screwed her in an old latrt.nef.
Cost two frarcs ard was tres bein.

Hirky pinky parlez-vous.

Toerfirst Youf monthe all was well.
Then, by God/, she begar to swell,

Hinky pinky parlezevous.

When nine monthd came she gave a grunt,

A little karine hpygped out of her cunmt,

Hinky pinky parleze-vous.

The little Maripe went.over the top,
Ard nade the K¥iser suck hie cock,

Hinky pinky parlez=wous!

e




SLAPOOKN.

(Sung by the Archangsl Expeditionary Foros - Russia - 1816-1919)

There was an 0ld soldier who crosaod ‘Bu Rhine
Slapoon

There was &n old soldier who orossed the Rhine

poon

There m Ih old soldiar who orossed the Rhine

And he atopped in & tavern to buy him some wine
Slapoon, Slapoodle
Die Heimen go Fadle S'I»,mv‘

Said he; "Dear Mutter, your dsughter is :1no,

Slapoon

8aid hei"Dear Mitter, your daughter is fine

Slapoon :
Said he: "“Dear Mutter your dau@ter is fine
She ought to be fucked with a prick like mine,
Slapoon, Slapoodle
Die Hoimen go Fadle.

Oh, nol You see ry daughter'ﬂ too young,
Slapoon

Ok, notl You see my daughter's-too yomg,
lapoon :

Oh, no! you see my daughter's too young,

For you and she would surely get hung,
Slepoon, Slapoodle,
Die Heimen go Fadle.

Oh, no, Dear Mutter, I'm not tod young,
Slapoon -

Oh, no, Dear Mutter, I'm not too young,
Slapoon,

Oh, no, Dear Mutter, I'm not too young,

For I've been fucked by many a one,
3lapoon, Slapoodle,
Die Heimen go Fadle.

on, thcn, dear daughter, if you're not too yowmg
Slapoon

Oh, then, dear daughter, if yuu're mot too yowng,
Slapoon,

Oh, then, dear dasughter, if you're nof goo young,

Just pull up yowr dress and let him gps% on,
Slapoon, Slapoodle, -
Die Heimen go Fadle.




. BLAPOOE  (2)

kOh, see, Dear Mutter, he's into me now,

Slapoon
Oh, see, Dear Mutter, he's into me now,
Slapoon,

Oh, see, Dear Mitter, he's into me now,
I.ih Solomon's bull had it into the ‘ow,
- Slapoon, Slapoodle, s
Die Heimen go Fadle. oA

8ix mcnthn come - nine months did pass
Slapoon
S8ix Months come - nine months did pass

Slapoon
8ix months come - Pine months did pass.

A young Yankee soldier jumped out of her ass

Slapoon, llapoodle,
Die Heimen go Fadle.
Slapoon.






[This MS is on the back of the preceeding typescript page]


Snapoodsr, Snapesder.

A soldier came over from Rhins, T ,uc!
Snapoo ! |
Hg stopped at a tavern to 'buy him some wine.
Cho.=
Snapoodsr, snapeeder; folange fssger,
Chu@I ll'ld saltpetre; asshole, fartlicss hutér-

Snapoo!!

e Oh, Tavern Keopsr, Your duughter looks fine,

Snapoo !

Bhe ought to be fucked by a soldier from Rhine.”

"Oh no, FineSSaddser,sahé’s miich;toocyeung,
| Snapoo ! |

Tou'd puncture her belly and ruin her bung."

-~

"Oh, no, Father, I'm not too young,

Snapoo!

I've stood it thres fingers clear up to the thumb.

"Oh, Father, hes on me now,

8napoo!

He fucks just 1like the bull on the cow.”

""Oh, Father, He% biting my teats, f

Snapoo !

! | It feols so good it gives me the shits."




Snapooder Snapeeder,?

Oh, Father, I'm all of a quivar!
Snapoo!

He's knockesd my shitebag clear over ay liver."

Six monthe of the yeur went by,
Snapoo !

And her apron strings they would not tie.

Wnen nine months of the ysar had passed,
Snapoo! |

A little Dutch soldisr hopped put of har aes.
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Another collegiste song from the U, of California, to the tune of " I'm a

«28e

roving wreck of poverty."

Oh, Harvard's run by Princeton,

Ard Princeton‘s run by Yale,

A~ Yale is run by Vasesar, -
Ard Vassar's run by tail.

bb, Stamford‘'s run by -t\d-horﬁ piss,
They make it there by hande

Oh! the masturbating, fornicating

Cardinals be damned!

ChOO .
@3 be dmno%

The Caddinals be damndd!
The Cardinals be damned, boys,
The cardinals be damned!
To hell with dirty Stamford,
God damn her stinking soul!
ph, She can come. right wp to Berkeloy,

And k:ln the bear'l sres=hole.

If I had a girl. lads,
I'd dress her up ir red,
And send her down to Stamford
To loss her maidenhead,
But if I had a boy, lads,.
I'd send him to the U, |
And ho'd shout "To hell with Stamford!"
Like his daddy used to do.
Chos ' /

.“/



CHRISTOPHER COLUMBO

In Fourteen hundrsd and ninety two
A ginny from 213;3
Strode up the strsuts of old Genoa
Yelling "Hot tamala!"
Cho.=-
He sﬁors tne World was round-o;
His balls hung to ths ground=o;
That masturbating sonovabitch ‘
With the syph and the clapp and the saven ysar itch,

Christopher Coluubo!

He took his plans to Ferdinand,
That Monarch fat and lazy,
Says Fsriinand, "To hell with him,

The Goddam Wwbp is crazy!"

So hs went forthwith to 883 the qussn,

Saying "Give ns ships and cargs,
And I'1l be a blighted sonovabitch

If I don't bring back Chicago!”

Says Isabel,™I sea a chance

To gratify ths passdon,

That I've concaived for this blooming Wop

In truly Spanish fasghiog."




Christopher Caluwbo,?

They mst st eight at the garder gats,
Columbo scarcely knew her,
But he laid her flat upon her back

And threw a fuck inzo‘her.

The Queen put all ner jewsels in hock
To get Coiumbo startsd.
She shed salt tears upon the dock,

Columbo wersiy fartsd.

A wsek ormors from the Spanish shore
They heard a frightful wailing,
They found Columbo on the bridge

With his testh sunk in tho railing.

" Columbo was a sonovabitch,
And ho canms froam old Gsnoae.
He caught’the clapp from Isabal

Ths famous Spanish whore.

Now doctors on this Goddam ship
Were faw and far frou many.
There was only one old quack on board

And he went by nans of Bennis.



Christophsr Columbo.3

Old Bennis knew a thing or two‘
His suils was calm and placid,
He filled Columdo's penis up

With hot sulphuric acid.

For ninety days and ninety nights
They sailad t’he broud Atlantie,
Untill at last for a pisce of ass

The sailors ware quits frantic.

Whenh a san got ver' ver’ bad
The tiad him tc the maste-pole,
And Bolumbo bared his good right arm

And shoved it up his ass=hola.

Columbo had a cabin boy
Who loved hip like a brother,
And every night at half past twelve
| They would leap on one 'another.
For ninety days and ninety nights
They sailad in aea}ch of booty,
Till upon a shors they spisd a whors=-

by Gawd! she was a baauty!




Christopher Columbo 4

The sailors leapad into ths surf,
Shedding shirts and collsre,
In fifteon minutes by the clock

She mada ten thousand dollars.

Columbo chased a rnut brown amaid
Who rese:ht‘ad his advances,
Till he ran hsr up a cocoa palnm,

And fucked her in ths branchas.

For seven hours they kept it up, ,
And nads a wild commotion.
The cocoanuts wers shakem loos3

And 1811 into the ocoan.

This Island waid was vary swest,
But har revenga was swustar,
Culusbo got a dose of syph,

With shancres on his peter.

Soon he journsysd back to Spain
Whers he vas needed sorsly,
For the Queen with a lengilii of beaa

Was nasturbating hourly.




U

Christopher Columbo. 5

He laid the New Wotld at har feet,

But gave her greatar rapture

When he 1laid her down upon the rug,

And set about to scratch her.

It took a whole night's labor
-To aatisfy her passion,
. And he filled her up with syphilis

In thorogoing fashion.

So he got his knockers taken off,

And they dyed his pecker yéllow
For béing a dirty sonovabitch

And dosing Isabella.




 CRISTORO COLUMBO,

-In fourteen hundred and ninety-two, a Dago from Italee,
Was walking on the streets of Spain, selling hot tamalee.
He went up to the Queen of Spain; said "Give me ships and cargo
4nd I'11 be & cock-eyed sone of a biteh if I don't bring
. o “ypeou back, Chicago."

For he knew the world was round-o
4nd land it could be fouméd=o0-
v This masturbating, fornicating
Cristofo Columbo.

Now in the town of Madrid, the clapsters were not many,
And the very best clapster in the town was a God-damned Jew
~ Swwle tprd named Bemny.
Columbo he did go to him, with oountena#ce calm and placid,
And Benny filled his peter up - with muriatic acid.

For he knew the world was round=-o
And land it oould be found-o ~
This navigating, virgin-hating Christofo Culumbo.

Fourteey, d : mbo he got rooty,
He 43 h {8 o3 -Ir¥li¥e and said "Ain't that a beauty,"
The first mate thumbed his nosec at him and hid behind the mast pole,
Columbo Brabbed the cabin-boy arnd jammed it up his ass-hole.

For he knew the world was round-o

And land it oould be found-o

This masturbating, forniecating ;
Cristofo Columbo.

Columbo had & one-eyod mate, he loved him like a brother,
They used to go dowp in the hold and lay on one another}
The sailors were a whorry crew, they buggersd anybody - :

Columbo said that was the way that they all kept so ruddy.

For he knew the world was round-o

And land it could be found-o

That navigating, sailor-baiting,
Son-of-a-bitch Columbo.

- And when they howe in sight of land, all were intent on booty

( Al __— & whore stood upon the sand, Great Christishe was a beauty.
. /g,ﬁ"' L The plunged into the deep, sheading coats and collars,
@}1 7 o ) In 8 minutds, by the clock, she made nine hundred 4ollars.
i - g i~ : :
M ,;5“ 3 For he knew the world was round-o

And land it could be found-~o
That masturbating, fomicating,
Ol\‘\stofo Columbo,

-t

'
/ q
- 4



Columbo he 4id get last whaok, his cock was red aud fiery,
He started back into his ship, to write it in his diary,

4 mighty shout arose on board "All hands, come weigh the anchor"
Columbo couldn't mdve & step - his balls were full of chancre.

Oh, his ball: were large and round-o

Hi! cock hung to the

This masturbating, torn‘lut‘ing
Son of a bitch, Columbo.

Tt I S N e
/#‘4 ‘/\/OA:’(,}‘ \j
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CHRISZ0#0 COLULIBO.,

'Twas in fourteen hw.dred &nd ninety-two,
Columbe, he departed,

Isabelle wept & peck of tears,
Columbo merely farted.

+ —> :

The ship was ninety dsys at ses,
Cclumbo, he felt rooty,

His cock stood at attention, for
It heard the call toc duty.

He took the good old whanger out
and laid it ou the declk,

The first mate stivabled over it
and damnsd anear broke his necke

As he lay there on the quarter-deock,
Close to the forward mastholie,
Columbo gave hic ccekx & twitch,
and shoved it up his eszi-hole.

“Qh, spure me,sirel" tie first made cried,
"and I will give my deughber.”

"Briang on the biteh" bold Chris replied,
"Or I will give no guarter."

The maideu fled across the deck,
The villian he pursusd her,
Some white of egg: ran down her leg,
The son of a biteh had ccrewed her.

% Columbeo satled + salled along
Arross +he rouc‘h Bklawts
AV\‘L wkw »\e 'Foup\i “ﬂ/uwe wald M+Q4.l

.I'l” alweost dvove i ﬂo«j«.'c,‘

\"\\- //Iw £ouv’+w ‘/\.wwob’d and, Ma;d - j:\:\rg
~ (e qooh jr*‘”“'t[}6°Lth"
T\ She hawhad hov jewelsomd rold ke evewn

Ts keJP hev Giimea t;qu,,
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s.mo dio of drinkiag whiskoy.';"

}

o FSom di. o! drinking beer.

o S Bome dio of tho diabctla, o . .u

e

As the drip drip drip,
' ’ And the drop drop dmp
0f the God dauned gonorrhoa.

. . . Put onm S'our olé rubber bonnet, R CTE
With some vaseline upon if.,
For jou. c#nnqt have it any other way.
- For';@t_ wouidﬁ't do a lady
. ' . To have a 1little baﬁy |
. A wask Jb‘ofo-l.'n ker .w.odd.inq day‘.
We are from Troop I. from Tmop‘I are wo..

. '0 rido togethor, bare arssod and free
" God Daan It1 ‘
" IR | ‘ o lly'rg from Laks Erie, 'l(g should bs Jveary- ,
i o Troop I from Buffalof o
" There vas & young man from Australia. ~

'\Iho.painted hia Irao liko a dahlia.

Thoy viwed th brigxt ,flovor ;

i

In dolie,ht by tho hour,

/

But thoy say that tha nccnt was & failuro.




7 O% Mr. Galiazas

A bopudip

, O Mr. Galiaghar I soc vour 1ittls Nell is fond of pats.

S5 has a rabhat and a dog 1602 ~
% turtls and a frog, &0 Gael,
And tw70 cockatoos that kmow their alprahets. 2L %

Z\awédgp
Oh kr,Seean, Ok kr. Saaem, Her choicest pst I tkink yours nsver sasm. o Fia
She k:aps it oyt of sight,
But lets me play with it at night=
=A Psraian kittem, kr. Gallaghar!?

=Just plaiia pussey, kr. Skhaeon.

Oa kr. G&llag‘-er., ow kr. Gallageer, I love to fiab‘ths bhrooks for parchx
and trout. |
Teis sylvar solituds
Doss ay po et’s ”;g;r:ogood
I }ael iaclinad to dange arourd axd siout.
Ok kre 5'.,'_91, o‘s.lr. Skaan, Ksep quist, for a funny thing I'vs saen.
A nan sitting in the sand,,
A long pols in eis wande
- Bait castirp, hr._ Gallaghor?

=hagturbatigg, kr. Sheox.

- O br. Gallasgeer, Oh l."r,&;logg’onr.ﬁunrﬂ:ﬂee‘tiﬂcdl‘od last right vpor

The phons.
Said ske fslt inélinsd to play,
But }-;er husband was away,
Ard shko was very lonassoms all 4lorna.

>

0: kr. Siazan, ob kr Siser ,I hurrisd off 40 chasr ay darlire quaosn.
T had & lot of powsr, -

And cams in half an hour-




In your spesdstsr, kr Gallegher? |

- On her sofa.,f”kc. Skeon.

Ok kr. Gallagmar, o% kr. Gallsgher, Tne couatry surely is a lovely plzcse
"I'}'ao air so fresh and purg,;‘f :
Tne maidsns all douurs,
And everyons pressats 4 &?\ﬁ;ling fa’fce.
\
O« l;r. Si.sen, Oz kr. Se‘zsre, Ipp‘gnt a Suwser once wears fislds ware graenr.
Tae Farascs nsae was \W&t 3T,
Awd e kad a caaraing dﬁ»\gghter-
D any faruiag, Mr Galisgaer? "'\\\/

-_;Ou,_a piowing, kr. Saesz.

H"EH




‘ i - - o B o100
An Adqp}éon of Carolira in th%m&ng.
Oncs I met & folls,
And his iolticlu were yella,
In the morning.
I says most omphitic
”You?ro lookirg too gysmatic,
In the morning.
It is toc late for screwirg,
You masturbate, I see.
'&t you have been doing,

Doesr:*t appeal to me.”

He Says, " Jhereare thirgs firver

, . Than & juicy tight vagira,
‘ In the morming,.
For the cunt that softly squeezes
Brirgs dgsastor and diseases,
In the morning.

But the greatest pleasure

That a fellow can get,

|  Is to wake up ard find poov A

TmtAW o«
In the evering I was dreaing,

And ny bed wae full of semen,,

In thw B
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MY LITTLE GRAY HED.

(Parody on "My Little Gray Home in the Vest.) /

In my little gray bed at the Rits,

Why, I thfo® all the men into fits.

Ve have cocktails at four
- And at six we have more,

And then they see things that they ne'er saw before.
nIf you likd, come to seven-o~four,

Don't kmock, Just push open the door.

Ch, the men may come strong

But they mever last long =

In my little gray bed at the Ritz.

----- O ey w=

PARODY. ﬁ‘( 25/}

("When You Wore a Tulip, and I Wore a Rose")

If you'll wear a condom,

4 big rubber condom,
I'1ll tais off my Bo\{’v. D.'s,
You can caress me,

You can undress me,

You canm go as far as you please.
Play with it, dearie,
And make i1t feel ocheery,

It's down where the short hair grows.
You cau come round on Sunday
And stay until Monday,

If you'll wear that big rubber hose.

e v wn - EDE -

PARODY.
(Cavalier Song in the “Merry Widow)"

Dainty little horse manure,
Nimety-nine per cent it's pure;
Dainty little turdies,
Pood for all the birdies,
Dainty little horse manure.

--Dartmouth Song.



Turksy in the Straw,?
I went down town to buy a penny drua,

Knogked on the door and nobody come.

So I picked up a brick and broke the glass,
Out come the Devil a=sliding on his ass.
| ‘{J\y,_,_& Ueowoo |
The Dsvil shit a monkey ‘and the monkey shit a flea,

The flea shit a sailor and they all went to sea.

The sea began to roar, the piss began to pour,

The sailor got a hard on, and couldn't get ashors.
r—&m Uerro .

Onh, hsre's to Sally, who's a Goddam whors,

She wipas her ass on the knob of the door.

The moon shona bright on the end of her tu‘c,

And che brushod her tasth with blue-jay shit.
6@?& Ueo

Oh, she rolled ovor‘anca. and she rollsd over twice,

And she rolled over thi'og times, Jesus Christ.!
T TR
The hairs on her coozie were strawbarry colog,
And the fleag up her aes were f_uckizig one another.
‘ﬁ’ <A UA&-J .
9 /w ;

Here's to the Kaiser, the son of a bitch, no - . ]

kay he die of the pox and the sgever ysar's itch,

Car il
—



AR TN .

Turkey in the Straw,2.

We'll batter his balls with a sevsn pound hammer

Till his assehole whistlss the Star Spangled Bannet.
| qj’ﬁﬁ Uewr ,

The 0ld man sat on the barbed wirs fence-

Screwing up his nuts with a monksy wrench,

POTI e e e

JuLOEY L Ll el

The grass grew up and tickeled his balls
And his gun went off in his over-alls.

?'Ui Wrer - 30—-—- (4..‘_‘_, s O A T cnee.
Fill up the bowl, Boys. fill up the bowl,

And drink to the dean. God daan his spul!

We‘ll all be there when he calls the roll,

For we're all going to Heaven up the Dean's assehole.



Lat. .t college gama.

"Button! Sutton! Here comes the chjarercne!”
Lat::t song.

"She -ita on his lap, aad bawls,"

Naticpal flower of diabetig.

‘Swoetpaa.
The neight of disappoirtment.,

A cow whc backs up to a Bull Durham sign, thinkirng it ie i‘!illing station.

OB!-the.cis e dﬂsiﬁﬁw

Andﬁtnh'o* .panﬂotntzcncupd lady bdack,

Oh! the ¢.t coukdr’t kitter, &nd the dog couldn't 'pup, '“(

And the c.d mar couldr't get his prorositicn up. : ltle\"“ ?ifl
Oh! the f'.rst lady foreward ard the second lady tack, LGy

Ard the tnied lady's finger up the fourth lagy's crack.
Swir; yer partrer! Greaze yer pole!

Go t. Hell, God damn yer soul!

Oh thse fi- st lady forewird and the second lady back,
i And the tnind lady's finger up the fourth lady's crack.
\ #44

Part of & negro rhyme.

é Coffus ir the pote Sugar ir the bowl.

B Pappy‘'e mad at mammy. She won't jelly-roll.

Biscuits :n the oven, getting nice and brown.
Pappy's i the orchar&, chasing mammy roun',
i
h Diffcrercs betwoen mar with 9 childrer ard the Chicago Limited.

Are. The Chicago Limited pulls cut on time.

o




L TrACY~PARRY GOMPANY ‘ { , Co
= . Advertising ‘
34‘1‘ Fifth Avenue, New York




| 0% %ns stood rignt thers, in the moonlight bare,

Waile I undid her ni.gh_ty.

~ The ninlight 1t on the ond of her tis,

By Jesus Christ Alaighty.

- Oh, sho junmped into bed, pulled the covers o‘er he
And 'swore I couldn’t find her.

.1 know damned well she.1ied 1ike hell, E

8o I jumped right in behind her.

\

[ R Y S ST S

r head,




‘And "‘swore I colld not £1rd her;

Bv.’}f'!I knew damn well,




##
Oh, she riddled and she diddled, and she shat on the:floor,
. : ¥
And sho wiped her urse on the,mob of the door,

¢

And the moon shown down on the end of her tit,
dnd she brushed her teeth with blue-bird shit,

| ' H
: , wi¥ield
A sonfg *emtitled~ - N .

"It may have been hard for his first four wives,

.but its awfully soft for me. "




| THE SWDJEES. o

There was an 0ld man at Béi.-gbtos 1a?t year,
Whose hobby was swimming &round the Pler,
Ye dove and he swam way out to the rocks,
And amused all the ladlies by shaking his
Fist at the copper who stood on the shore,
The very same coooer who pulled him before.

They pursued in/small boats, but were unsble to pass

For the vhr(tey 0ld rascal would then show his
Wondrous menoeuvres in swimming so fine,

His wonderful muscles before end behind.

This men had &8 sister &t Brighton last year,
Whose hobby was swimming around the same pier.
4 She dove like a ‘d¢og and swam like & duck
! And showed by her motions she knew how to
| Frolic in water quite up to her chin,
| And not be drowned as so meny have been.

-

Her suit of blue serge was the finest of fits,
And showed to advantage the swell of her

Tidy contour from her head to her feet,
'Twas just the right thing and exceedingly neat.

When tired of swimming, for shells she would hunt,
And go through the motions of washing her

Clothes in the ocean s0 deep and sc blue,
Thinking thereby she would mske them 100k newe.

Whern tired of swimming, for shore she would start,
And enjoy the strange pleasure of letting a
Fresh swell roll over her dainty toes
And wash the sard from off her hose.
, a—— ,
There was an 0ld famer who sat on & rock, | ey
Watching the little boy play with his
Martles snd cronies in the springtime of yore, M,Vl;,\,
Wren his little companion was & great big fat ———
Decent young lady, who sat on the grass
And when she rolled over, showed the shape of her [Z;‘T
'~ Shoes and her stockings,wvhich fitted her like a.duck
She said she was learning a new way tc
» Bring up her children and teach them tc knit
| ‘ While the boy in the pasture was taking &
k : Pretty little girlie down to the orick
There he said her would show her the length of his
Rowboat, which was anchored down by the falls,
On the way down he slipped and he injured his
Finger and he ocursed like a Jew,
He wished he had a gun with which he could hunt
x and started out on the trail of a
| Rabbit, which bounded away over the sod,
! You imay think this is bull-shit, but it isn't, by God.
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THE GAY CAVAILERIO.

. There ornce lived & gay young Lothario,

Who dwelt in a far-off castillio;
Who was stuck on his tra-~la-la-lillio
And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee.

One night he went -tc the theatrio,

And met there & charming senorio,
He showed her his tra-la-la-liilio
. And the works of his tweedle-dum-dgqe.

"Disgusting" oried out the senorio,
"For I am the Virgin Clarissio,

1've no use for your tra-la-la-lillio
Or the works .of your tweedle-dum-dee,"

He took her to his ocastillio,
4nd laid her upon a soft pillio,

And he showed her his tra-la-la-lillio
Ard the works of his tweedle~dum-dea,

"Delightful" oried out the senorio,
"Though I am the virgin Clarissio,
I am stuck on your tra-la-la~lillio

And the works of your tweedle-dum-dee,"

Then he went to see the dootorio,
Who said "You've got the siffilio,

In your handsome tra-la-la-lillio

And the works of your tweedle-dum-dee."

Now he sits in his far-off castillio,
. With a handful of cotton battilio,
Swabbing off his tra-la-la-1lillio

And the works of his teedle-dum-dee.
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Fire in the mountain, sn&ke‘—m—the-grass
I'm mighty rooty for a plece of semd»f .
.0, te IWW long r=wed=i waitg

can I #8% Fou now, or must I hesitate?

Whiskey by the bottle, coffse by the pound,

Can't lay up a nickel for whoriearound. -
0% tell me, how long must I wait?
Can I ou now or must I hesitatep

Ashes to aahes, and dust to dust,

If women don't get you, liquor must.
0, Zel] me,how long must I waitf
Gan I ou now or must I hesitate?

Honey for breakfast, and honey for tea,

But honey in bed is what appeals to me.
o, tel/], me, how long must I wait?
Can I gii"“’*ruu 1ow or must I hesitatey

Belly to belly, and skin to skin,

Iwo things a-rubbin' and one goin' in.
C, tell me, how long must I wait?
can I é‘ir’}ou Now or rmst I hesitate?

Ridin' in the saddle, givin' her the gourd,
Diggin' in the short rows, Ah, Mp.lord.
0, tell me, how long must I wait?
can I get you now or must I hesitate?

e SO TJ%“:L ooy wmss.
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Nigger Blues. 2

Aghes to ashss,

And dust to dust,

If it wasn't for our ass-holes
Our bellies would bust.

Belly to belly,

With my ass=hole to the sun,
Gotta swing a mean prick

To make my baby come.

I pushed\hsf back
Against theg wall,

Ard har coqgis flew open
Like a red|paprasol.

Takes a barrel of water
To maks an engine run,
Takes a baby elephant

To nake my swesty come.

A nickle's worth of cold cream,
A dimes worth of lard,
Vaseline your coozie

Till ny cock gets hard.

Was belly to belly

When I jusped and I farted
And that's how the treubls
All got staried.

Right up to
First ws had tPiplets
And now we moti twins,

If I had a woman

And she wouldn't fuck,

I'd knock out herfteeth
And make her suck. ‘

Down in the barnyard

Saw a cow eating hay.

Saw, the cow's sweet daddy
An &nnt away.

You got the jelly

An* } oot the roll,

Lets put 'em together

And naks sweet jelly-roll.



ot St

Nigger Bluss,3

There's two kinds of people
I can't understand,

Thats the cocke-suckin woman
And the cunt-lapping man.

If my body's a church

And my pecker's the steepls,
I*11 hang by my balls

To accomodate the people.

Oh, I aint the lisutenant,
Nor the lisutenant’s eon, ;
But I'll handle your privates
Till the lieutenant comes.
c‘ ~“0
oh, S net s {coman,
cenans sop,

Nor ¥%e I
Bur. TXhn £i11%p your box
Till the iceman conss.

Oh, I annt the admiral,
Nor the adniralf son,
But I can give yo'u semen
Till the admiral -omes.

Oh, I aint a korman,
Nor 4 korman’s spn,
But wheb it cones to booty,
I'm a second Brigham Young.

kamma runs & whors nouss,
Papa tends the door, '
Little brother Willie :
Licks the giza off the floor.

Mother's on the poor fam, "«
Father's in the jail,

Brother runs a cat house;

Ard Sister peddlas tail.

- kother takes in washing,

Papn drives a hack,
Brother sells bootleg,
And Baby pulls his jack.

kother's in the hospital,

Father's in the jail,
Sistar's in iy wlnal

Whers she has it -Male.

There's snakes on tho mountain,

. &J_;x 3els in the sea,
8 & red headad wonan

hades a wrack out of me.




r
Nigger Blues. ad infiwitua O'L

Ashus to ashes
And dust to dust,
If I don’t get some booty
ky pecker will rust.
Cho.
Oh, Honey, HOW long
Have I gotta wait?

6 Sbf“ﬂw&-get it now,
Or nust I hesgitate!?

Belly to belly

And chin to chin,
Open up your lags

And let your daddy in.

konsy is money,

I love it somwhow.
Booty is booty

If it's hung on a cow.

A fist full of teat§

And a mouth full of tongus,
Takes a long peckersd daddy -
To maks his baby come.

Belly to belly

And skin to skin,

0ld nmaids try fuckin',
But nothin goes in.

Baby, stop yo bawlin,
Horey, hush yo cryin,
Daddy's got a peter .
ksusures three by nins..

01d fashioned fuckin

‘s a thing of th*® past.

If ya wanna kesp yor swesty,
Y*' gotta kiss ‘er ass.

A bowl full of suger,

A spoonful of salt,

If I don't get my booty
It*s ny own damn fauls.

If all the booty

Was across th' sea,

It's a damn fine swimner
I'd surely be,

If the ocoan was whiskey,
And I was a duck,

I'd dive to the botton
And never come up.




I went dovm home about four o'clock,

I imocked on the door ard the door was\ locked;

I weat to the window but when I peeked \in

4 big buok nigger was a-eesing it in
To my baby, To my bab
Into my baby, and

Baby, baby, have you forgot

The night I humped you in the vacant lot?

I backed your ass up against the fence

And you've been taking it ever since.
That's no lie, baby, that's no lie, babe,
You've been taking it, that's no lie.




idaci ;J i

Apples in the cupboard,
Peaches on the shelf,
! I'm damned tired

? 0f sleeping by myself. ., PR
W Birds on the mountain »
i Fishes in the sea,

Tekes a big-legged woman,
7¢ make a £00l of me-

, Possums in the high wood,
| Rabbits on the flat,
! My cock's a-stickin' out
For & place to heng my hat.

In héll is the Devil, '
and in Heaven, God,

Jesus Christ knows I need
Some tallow on my rod.

—Goode in the cornfield,
On the ridge is deer,
Cld woman came by,
Hadn't fucked in forty year.
v’”"‘*? -

Yaller birds is yaller,
Black birds is black,
Little girl came by,
Warn't old snough to corack.
Laufrel on the mountain,
On the bottom is grass,
| I'1l catch me & tom-cat
‘ Run my pecker up his ass.
















|

SHE BLEW}

The engineer was at the throttle,
She blew, she blew,
The engineer was at the throttle, ’
She blew, she blew.
The gngineer was at th.e throttle, :
Jerking off in a whiskey bottle,
And sway she blew, the som of a bitoh she blew,

The fireman he was shoveling odal,
She blew, she blew.
The fireman he was shoveling coal,
She blew, she blew. :
The fireman he was shoveling coal,
4 red-hot oinder flew up his ass-hole, )
And away she blow, the son of a bitech, she blew.

The brakeman was a-clssning the lamps,
She blew, she blew,
The brakeman was a-clesning the lamps,
She blew, she blew,
The brakeman was a=-olesning the lamps,
And 81l of a sudden he shit in his pents,
And awey she blew, the son of a bitch, she blew.

s

The switchman forgot to turn the switch,
She blew, she blew,
The switohman forgot to turn the switch,
She blew, she blew.
The switohman forgot to turn the switah,
And the train ran over the tomn of 2 bitch,
And away she blew, the son of @& bitch, she blew.

“fme porter was making up a berth,
She blew, she blew,
The porter was making up & berth,
- She blew, she blew.
The porter was making up a berth,
Fucking a whore for all he was worth,
And away she blew, the son of & bitch, she blew.

The mail man was corting out the mail,
She blew, she blew,
The mail man was sorting out the mail,
She blew, she blew,
The meil mar was sorting out the muil
And tearing off a piece of tail,
dnd away she blew, the son of & bitch,she blew.



The hobo he fell off the struts,
She blew, she blew,
The hobo he fell off the struts,
She blew, she blew,
The hobo he fell off the struts,
And 49 ocars ran over his nuts,.
And sway she blew, the son of & bitch, she blew.

The baggageman sitting on a truck,
She blew, she blew,
The baggageman siiting on & truck,
She blew, the blew,
The baggageman sitting on & truck,
He and his girl, playing stick-finger-up,
4nd away she blew, the son of & bitch, she blew.

The conductor was sitting in the can,
ghe blew, she blsw,
The oconductor was sitting in the can,
She blew, she blew,
The conductor was sitting in the cen,
4nd when he ocame out he was less of a man,
And away she blew, the son of a bitch, she blew.

The agert was a lazy mick,
She blew, she blew,
The agent was a lapy mick,
She blew, she blew,
The agent was a lasy mick,
Stamped the checks with the end of his ‘priok,
And away she blew, ths son of & bitch, she blew.

The president sat in hic private car,
She blew, she blew,
The president sat in his private car,
She blew, she blew,
The president sat in his private oar,
Squirting semen wide aud fer,
And away she blew, the son of a bitch, she blew.

The secretary was a dirty cur,
8he blew, she blew,
The secpetary was a &irty our,
She blew, she blev,
The secsatary was a dirty our,
He fucked the fair stenographer,
And away she blew, the san of a bitch, she blew.

The dining oar crew were all in a heap,
She blew, she blew, '
The dining car orew were all 1n @ heap,
She blew, she blew,
The dining oar orew were all in & heap,
For tail was dear but ass was chesap,
And ‘away she blew,the son of a bitch, she blew.



~

The Newlyweds, in  lower nine,
She blew, she blew,
The Newlywsds, in lower nine,
She blew, she blew,
The Newlyweds, in lower nine, :
Were up to their necks in steaming brine,
4dnd awy she blow, the son of a bitch, she blew.

The old lady sat in ths Pullman car,
She blew, she blew,
- The old lady sat in the Pullman oar,
She blew, she blew,
The 0ld lady sat in the Pullman car,
A-fucking herself with a coupling bar,
And gway she blew, the son of & bitch, she blew.

The drummer lay in the upper berth,
She blew, she blew,
The drummer lay in the upper berth,
. She blew, she blew,
The drummer lay in the upper beeth, .
A-flogging his dummy for all he worth,
Aud away she blew, the mon of a bitch, she blew.

The engineer expected a wreck,
8he blew, she blew,
The engineer expected 2 wreck,
She blew, she blew,
The engineer expscted a wreok,
And he shit his pants clear up to the neck,
4nd away she blew, the son of & bitsh, she blew.
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RIS M‘J.

. DOWN_IN THI LEHIGH VALLEY,

o

'Bwas a stormy winter's evening,

And the boys were gathered round,

The glowing stove in Murrhy's place

Thet was celled the 'Hole !n the Ground'.

When in there drifted a hobo,
A ragged and unkempt chap,
With the marks of dissipation,
Written all over his map.

“"Don't stare &t me,bartender,

I didn't shit ou your seat,

I've just come down from the mounteins,
With my balls all covered with gleet."

" 'Twas down in the Lehigh Vulley,

¥y &nd ry old pal, Iu,
Ve were pimps there for a whorshouse, (o

And wews god damn good ones too0,"

"I had & girl named Nellie,
She wasn't so awfully tcough,
But_I had & disease of the kidneys,

Andacou’dn 't give her enough,." L 4;;&;€’

"When along cama a(clcy fell;r ' 2
One of those oily-assed fiends

The kind who'd stick his plu nher,

In a dish of porm and beans."

"Bartender, he Frenched my iellle -
He kissed it &ud stole her away -
That's what drove me to drink, boys,
4nd that's why I'm here today."

"S0, glve me a drink, bartender,
d I'11l be on my way,

Bor-1'1]l catch the runt

What stole cunt,

If it takesﬂ~111 Judgment Day."



(c MJJ |
Judgeman}‘.:‘ Daye

Give me a drink, Bartendse, (
Two stones I ‘ave in my pants.
Jasus Corist Almi. ty!

Can't you gi-. a bum a chanca!!

For I was once young and handsome,
bonsy to bur: and good clothes,
Till I took to lay .ing cunts,

And got chancrie @ my nosa.

Twas down in the L:high Vallsy,
ke and ny pal Lou. #11
There we piuped fo- & whors house, -

And a God dauwnad good oni. toc,

Twas thers I met uy Nellia, m

She had just “urmed “wanty six,

And thom‘ wasn't a broad in the Vallev Caan (o"g/u/('

. A
Who could beat. her suckimg pricks. A r~ Y‘N% f('é‘ ¥

But along cams a brasseband ac‘.or,

&W Neit myj % Y oo (i
But\l%get—tht‘punt m%“;o ay cunt L

o [
B—it—-t&h”_till-dudgamont Day! ‘Jr”_ 4 Rn (_\- W€ ke

W&M*’Fm""u

WwJ/LQV &~ —
UU\M@ F"‘QM
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: , (,1 y 2t
It's just a yedr gone by ' g i~
ST |
Sincoe my N 1 got takenm wrong., o ((/u U’&w’
He shoved it up per bung-hole, (et ¥ ' JonL

" A place whers it don't belong. W (F\(

8xoie to her mother's arms she flow,
Back to her mother'e teats, -
Thers she cauns down with the diart'bea,

Ard died of the raving shits.

Srit?! You should bé.vo s2en it!

So give me a drink, Batrtender,
Ard I'11 'o; on my waj,

And I'11 get the runt who stols my cunt
If it tekes till Judgement Day! '

i

Y

Just a little nmursery rh}m\o;
| Oh, t’.‘ni eun%, is a mndorf'ulb creature,
IT;\';I covered all over with hair.
It suells like & rotten tonato .
And looks li\kg the' arge q\ft“g) bear,
o N A

Y
N

N



et me sit down end rest strsnger.

My balls srs ell covered with gleet,
Don't offer me sponge cake aend ilce cream,
I didn't shit on that sest.

It was down in the Lehigh velley,
Me end my brother Lew,

e were pimping for a flesh factory
And we were damn good ones too.

I got stuck on a bladder called Fenny,
And she whgr clesn out of sight,

She could fuck like a mink in the daytlme
And suck to 8 finish at night,

. ' (o~ /'She waf ths pride of &
Iths the same old story stiranger, &pe velley
There came a ¢clty chep, Pr ¥ é"ﬂandy flyer

One of those 0ily assed fiends, ut X, I hed brights
#ho'd been rolling his bludgeon in Boston, disesse in my kid-
Where they feed them pn pork and besns, g neys
: Yt {And couldn't satisy
( He war the guy for my ! N 0 her,
[ . Young, snd hed lotg of tin,
\Zl < #%hy his balls were as big as your hat, strsungsr
‘And he'd a prick liks = coupling pin.
(s got stuck on his game gid my Fewmy,
he played his cards so neat '
,.<1 Thet in six months she was back in the valley
Crawling agein at my feet,

She told me as hew he had left her,
Left her with s bottle of Zip

And she took & dose from the bastsrd,
The guy with the syphlis 1lip

She told me as how he hed sold her, -
Sold her for whet she had brung, : '
\ ) And when she got worse she got sheankers
¢ A1l over her mouth and her tongue.

well I must be going stranger,

I've nothing more to say,

But I'il find the runt, that stols my cunt
If it tekes me till judgment day.
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, ' Cow=boy Song. Lo
b, T jumped on my horse , and I rode around the herd,

’," Ai;ii I ate my dinner 6!( an old cow terd,

S N . SRR . ‘ | ' o
.~ 1 went torthe boss to geg my pay rold,

And I‘gallope‘d‘ doin, town to get some tuilov on my pole.
Which seens to be all of that, .
Amtharo.

‘. Ok, I fucked her standing y ‘ /

o R : \
And I fucked her lieing, ‘ ‘
., ]
" Apd if I'g had wings | | ‘ \ -

SRS S
 I'd have fucked her flying. . 5{ \ ?)

~

SRR o Oh. 4 t.‘ool‘('iher by the hand, ﬁ
o S m{ ;pun hex":all around, . g
o e .- And T fucked her sevon times - ]
. E | 7, ; "Beforg,:lho hit the ground. | :3
Oh:. I took& ﬁer, by tl_xe ‘hand, . g\
e And I{lid her in the gml\, N
And T ranmed ton taches & %
L s her c;ﬂhned old ass. o

A N
- \

SN

" Ok, I wouldr't fuck & nigger.

) S ’ . o 1-11}b6'dann°3 if I would. .
. © . Their bairs all kinky,
o v -

RN




MNG"DANG"DOO .

.. “Imetagirl the other night
« - She surely was a lovely sight,
s . % 1 gave her hugs and kisse¢s too,

B = ‘ ‘And/ tried to feel her Ring-dang—doo.

OHORUS: :

Oh, Ring-dang-d060, oh, what is that?
o S : ~ 'Soft and round likd-a pussy oat,
- - ~ Soft and round amd split in twog
: S Wh&lﬁ that, she said, is my 19g-dang-doo.

. ° .. ' ghe took me ‘down into heyr ce lap, ‘ B
o ' -4nd -said I was @ damned fine feller. : :
She gave me wine and whiskey too,
Amd let me play with her Ring-Dang-Doo.

CHORUSS e o o o o o o o .

She ‘laid her down upon her bed,
~And put-a pillow 'neath her head, ,
' She took my cock-a-doodle-doo , - ] o
. L And slipped. 1t in her Ring-dang-doo.

CHORUB ¢ o.o o o s o o s o

: st like & flootl,

The bedclotheg Ahey were soaked with blood. ‘ .
‘ ' - I sorewed her Awice and she came,too, - - : S
’ &nd washed the blood from her Ring-dang-doo. '

CH.ORUSv..........

We triedit l,ving on the floor -

- 4ndjstanding up behind the doory ,f)
And tried it up-side.down-side,too; '
-1 couldn't quit diddling her Ring-dang-doo.

CHOBIJSSfoo'cooo-o.

' Her mother daid: *You god-damned fool,

- Be broke your hymen-with his tool,
So pack your kit and then skidoo, .
And go to hell with your Ring-dang-doo.

| OHOHJ'S: 04‘0"0\‘. ¢« o o o o 0 o

S0 now she is a dirty whore

. With a paintgd sign above the door;
Two dollars , @and two bits too,
To take a crack at her Ring-deng-dooe.

‘GHORUS:\...........'



,/

' To rake s orack at Ring-Dang=Doo.
. . o B )

- The years went by and 'Ringj-Dang-‘.Doo_,v

Tatght ‘pipe young fellows how to screw,

One dollsr cash, six bits will do,

4
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Two stray verses of Lydia Pinkham.

Little Willie had diabetis,
And he couldn't pies at all,
So he drank a bottle of Compounde
Now he's a human waterfall.
Cho.
8ing,0 sing of Lydia Pinkham,
Savior of ths Human Race!
For sha invented her Vegstabls Compound

Now the papers all publish her face.

kary Whiffle had no children,
Oh, she had ro child at all,
Till nﬁe drank ten bottles of Bompound,
Now she has one éveryvlhll.
~ Cho.
HE AEH

Stray verses of Lulu.

My Lulu's tall and slender,
My LUlu's long and thin.
On, I found her down behind the barm

Jacking off with 4 rollingepin.

Ny Lulu® long and slender,
by Lulu's tall and thin.
But when she spraads her legs apart

You could drive fqur horses in.




Arother stray verse of Lulu.

I wish I was the niypple,
Upgn my Lulu's teat,
Ard evdry time the baby sucked,

I'd fill him full of shit.

Another.
ky Lulu rode a motor=bike,
And hit a telographlpolo.
Ard ran it seven !eat.ot nore

Right up her dam ass=hole.

A e,

,jlb?;iff P
S£ill u0re.
Lulu saw a football game.
The fullback kicked a punt.
They lost the ball for half an hour,

Then found it up her cunt.

A traup stood on the doodstep
With a cock like a piéce of ho:e/
He asked my Lu to suck it off,

And blow it thru her nosa.

Enough of that.
I
There as an old woman from Spain,
Who had a tarribile pain.\
So shs climbed up the mast

And uncoversd her ass

And bvlew up the battle ship kaine.
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I bad & girl named Lulu,
She was a fairy queen,

With deep blue eyes and a Roman nose
4And an asshole painted green.

Chorus;s
Ch, bang awey at Lulul
Bang away good and strongt
For who's going to do your banging
¥hen Lulu's dead and gome,

I wish I was a pisspot, bemeath my Lulu'a bed,
very time she took a pese, 1'd see her maidenhead.

N e 4

B Ve . 08 RIS D8O [JOW YR I g 8 1 - B
The rich girls u sedine,\the poo gﬁgs} they use lard,
Bat Lulu\uges axle\gre. '&Ju t a o

narapers, the poor gir drawgrs are plain,
jy A tha org| jugt /the &hnme., .

i Bl i 1

hé oo 1[ tqh/14/viass,

{/8he kBEps ggod time with Her ass. -

Lulu went cut walking, came back to where she started,
She tried to sit to take a shit but all ahd did was farted.

Lulu went out w a){:edgsemv&:d& .
He said; "Now a#% ovariess" H&o (] ;( » mws your asa?"

I took my Lulu to the engine houss, the engine run by steam,
4 red-hot coal flew up her Lole and burned her magazine,

I took my Lulu to the circus, the animals for to see,
she wouldn't come home with me.
Bt deor b ey egt A bardm, ’ :

I took ky Lulu to pl Lﬁ goﬁt. r 1y had fun,
We lost the ball, but §n\the\r e '@ hole in one.

Lulu got atrested, ten dollars was the fine,
But Lulu said to the dammed old Judge: "Take it out of this ass of mine.*

@ ~mie gy y
Lulu had a baby, w—o@am
shAng opfeel % i e—oxg' t;lqand- Ulzbed-—i- s-little-coglk.-

ulu went to church ¢ dfp the stesple,
She pulled her 1ittl \ , _nast on the people,

¥

M _
of allm rgomp the fpbds, I'd rather be a boar,
At eve pig, and sometimes three or four,
I took my Lulu for & walk, I said we'd Pick some flowers,
Her little brother came along and so we picked somq flowers.
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ULU Vi im T

There was a girl named ILulu,
Who lived in a country towm,
She tried to keep her reputation up
But she couldn't keep her dresses down.

Chorus;

S0 bang away for Iulu,
Bang away good and strong,
Whetcha' goin' t* do for bangin'
When Lulu's dead and gonel

Rich girls wear the fancy drawers,
And poor girls wear the plain,
But my Zulu has no drawers at all,

And gets there just the same,

Choms L] L] L[] L I} . LI

Rich girls they use cold cream,
and poor girls they use lard,

But my Iulu uses axle-grease,
&nd hits them twice as hard.

ChOI'uSo.--oo.o

The rich girl's watch is made of gold,
The poor girl's is made of brass,
My Iulu has no watch at all,
Her movement's in her ass.

Chorus.cooooqoo

Some girls they fuck back and forth,
and some fuck round a&nd round,

My Lulu does the figure eight
And never hits the ground.

ChOXus % o ¢ ¢ o o ¢ o o




LULU. \/UI/’ ™~ |gontinued)

I wish I ¥as a diamond ring,
Upon my Yamlu's hand, 2‘1
and every t\ime she wiped her ’

I'd see the promised land.

Choruss « « y + « « o+ For she was & Iulu, every inch & Iulu
: Ialu, that 1little girl of mine.
I wish I was & thunder-mug,
Beneath my Lulu's cot,
4and every time \she'd take a N
I'd see that lovely twat.

Ohoruso.......

(8t111 another form Q£ LULU.}

inlu had & baby,
She set it on a rook,
She wanted to call it Ma
But it had & little co

Chorus « « « « + s+ « o For she was a Lulu, every inch a Lulu,
Lulu that little girl of méne.

Iualu had a bxby,
It's name was Sunny Jim,
She put him iz the piss pot,
To see if he could swim.

ChOorus « o« o o ¢ o o o

* He swem around the top,
7111 Lulu got excited and
Grabbed him by the cook.

He swam around the bottom, @

mom.oo-ouo.
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i "A~Cree'lpfne] and A—Q“aw/;'ni

One moonlight night while Nellie lay a-sleeping

One moonlight night while Nellie lay a-sleeping

~ Along cem a corporal on his hends and knees a-oreeping
With his finny dong doodle hanging down to his kmees.

I

Three months had passed and Nellie lay a-weeping
Three months had passed and Nellie lay a-weeping
Bemoaning the fact that her lover came a-creeping
With his finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees.

] L % »

Six months had passed, Nellie grew muck bigger

Six months had passed, Nellie grew much bigger

And everone wondered who the hell had frigged her
With his finny @ong doodle hanging down to his mees.

* » [ ] .

Nine months had passed and Nellie burst asunder

. Nine months had passed and Nellie burst asunder

And out stepped a corporal with his regimental number
On his long finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees.



The Wife of tne kan Who Had No Balls At A1l , h

Come all you maidens and listan awhila,
And I'1l ;1ng you & song that will make you all smile,
A song of a maidsﬁ 80 fair and so tall
¥ho married a man who had no balls at alj.
Cho.-
WHAT? No balls at all!?
NO! No balls at all.

Oh, the wifs of the man who had no balis ak all!

The night of tns wedding shea jwnpéd into bed,

Hdr cheais they were rosy, her lips they were red,
She felt for his penis, nis penis was suall,

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

Cho. with vin.

She crdad to her wother,"I wish I wa: dead!

No relisf can iI find for my poor maldsn<hsad,
Oh, I never can havs any pleasurs at all,

For I've marrisd a ;an who hag no ’balla at a.llf

Cho.

~ "Now, daughter, dear daughter, don't feel so damn bad,
Just do with your husband as I did with your dad.

Thers's many u follow will answer the call

Of i{he wife of tne man who hgp‘. no balis at all."

Cho. - . /

/‘\\



s i . ¢ ’
Listen my children, come listen a while

- NO BALLS AT ALL!

1

I'11 tell you & story that will maks you a1l smile,
About @& yowng lady, so graceful and tall,
Who married a man who had no balls at all.

‘What, no balls at all?

Yes, no balls at all}

- She married a man who had no balls at alle. )

The very £irst night whan she hopped into bed
Her lips they were hot and her:cheeks they were red,

She felt for his cock and his cock it was small, :
She felt for his balls and he had no balls at gll.

What, no balls af all?
Yes, no ballsat alll '
She felt for his balls; he had no balls at all.

Mother, Oh! Mother, the poor'lady said,
I have no relief for my poor maidenhead.
My troubls are great, my pleasures are small,
For I've married a msn who has no balls at all,

‘What, no balls st allg

Yes, no balls at alll

For I've married a men who has no balls at all.

Dadghter, dear daughter, pray don't be so sad,
Just do to your husband as I did to your dad,

There is many a man who will coms at first call,
To help out the man who hss no balls at all.
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_HER MAN. _ b lecd o

Frankie and Johnny were lovers,

Oh my God, how they could love,

They swore to be true to each other,
As true as the stars above,-

But he was her man
4nd he done her wrong. e %

e

7
Frankie she lived in a cril;\ house,
& orip house with only two doors,
She gave all her money to Johnny,
Who spert it on parlor house whores,-

And he was her man
What done her wronge.

Frankie she was a good girl,

As all the neighborhood knows,

She gave to Johnny a hundred dollar bill
Just to buy himself some clothes =

And he was her man, .
What done her wrong.

One night when Frankie was lonely,
And nobody came to call,
She put on & dirty kimona

And went down to the nickel drewl -

She was lookin®' for her man
Who was doin' her wronge.

Oh, Frankie went down to the corner
Just to buy herself a beer,

She said to the big bartender,

"Has my lover nemed Johnny been here®

I'm lookin® for the man,
What's doin' me wrong."

(Bartender speaks) “"Well, I.ain't gomna tell you no stories,
- And I ain't gonng tell you no lies,
But Johnny was here 'bout an hour &go
With that high yeller Nelly Bly."

“God damn his soul,
He's g~dealin' it cold."



—_EER MAN, (continued)

Oh, Frankie went down to the hop-Jjoint,
This time it wasn't for fun,
Underneath her dirty kimona,

She had a big forty-four gun.

To shoot the man
Who was doin' her wrong,

and when she reached the hop-Jjoint,
And she looked in the window so high,
There she saw Johnny g-sitting
Finger-fuckin' Nelly Bly.

The son of a bitch,
He was cheatin' the game.

Frankie she knocksd et the hop-joint,
And she rang the hop-joint bell,

She yelled "Clear out,all you whores and pimps,

I'm goin' to blow my lover to hell,

God burn his balls,
He's a-doin® me wrongi"

Johnny heard Frankie a-comin'

4And yelled "Oh, my, don't shoot}"

But Frenkie she pulled her forty-four gun -
Five time - Root,-toot~tooty-toot-toot}

Right into the man
Who had done her wrongs WW
é’ M

(Johnny speaks in agony)

"Oh, roll me over gently,

Boll me over slow,

Roll me over on my right side,

S0 the bullets won't hurt me so =

For I was your men
Though I done you wrong."

.



—HER MAN, (continued)

“"Oh, roll up your rubber-tired hearses,
Hearses all lined in black,

Take me out to the cemetary,

And you'll never, never, never bring me back -

Oh, I was your man

and I done you wroné;." w m,,ul /) V%

A
/< ~ (A,L/-Leﬂ;?/ Y 2rA
(Frankie laments.)

"Oh, lock me up in the dungeon,

And throw the fuckin' key away,

I've gone and killed my lover Johnny,
And I don't want to live enother day -

Oh, I've killed my man
Who done me wrong."

But the Sheriff said "Frankie, don't worry,
I guess it was all for the best,

He was always pimping and whoring around,
My God, he was an awful pest =

And he was your man
And he done you wrong."

And the Jjudge he said "Looka here, Frankie,
This case is plain us can be,

You went &nd shod your lover Johnny

So 1t's murder in the first degres -

You killed your man
Who'd been doin' you wrong."

Frankie said "Judge, I'm sorry

For all that's coms to pass,

But I never shot him in the first degree -
I shot him in the big fat ass -

For he was my man
And he done me wrong."



_HEERMAN, (continued)

Prankie now sits in the parlor,
Underneath the ‘lectiric fan,
Warning her 1little grand-dsughters
"Beware of the God-dsmned man =

Yes, he'll do yoxi wrong °
Just as sure as you're born."

s
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THE SONG OF SHIME.

'Ave you 'eard of 35ally Pecker,
Viotim of & rich man's whim?
First 'e 'ad 'er, then 'e left 'er,
goin' to 'ave a child by 'ig.

See 'im sittin' hon 'is 'crse there,
Gettin' ready for the 'unt,

While the vietim of 'is passion
Scratches crabts from hoff 'er cunt.

See 'Im sittin' in the hepera,
In the front row of the pkt,

-While the little girl ‘e ruiaed

Irudges 'ome through piles of shit.

In 'er 'umble little ccttage,
There's a byby must be fed,

nd when gent's is 'unting pleasurs,
Then she takes hit in the 'ead.

It's the cime the whole world hover,
It's the poor wot tikes the blime,
It's the rich wot takes it's pleasurs,
Ain't hit all a bleedin' shime$



THRU THE KEY~-HOLE IN THE DOOR.

I left her in the parlor,

 '?was shortly after nine, -

And by some stroke of fortune,
Her roam was next to mineg.
Resplved, liks o0ld Columbus,
New regions to explore,

/1 took & snug positionm, -

By the keyhole in the door.

And down upon the oarpet,

I knelt upon one knee,

And waited there so patiently
To see what I could ses.
She first took off her-collar
It fell upon the floor,

I saw her stoop to get it,
Thru the keyhole in the door.

And down upon the carpet,

Oh, what a sight to see,

She raised her silken garments
Above each dimpled kneeg.

A pretty bright blue garter
On each plump leg she wore,
Oh, what a glerious vision -
Thrp the keyhole in the door.
Fair Doris then proceeded ;
To doff her pretty dress

And then her undergarments
Some fifty, more or less.

To tell the truth sincerely,
There may have been a socore,
Of course I couldn't count them
Thru the keyhole in the door.

She then went to the fireside,
Hor dainty feet to wamm,

With nothing but her shimmy-shirt
to hide her glorious form.

Oh, please take off that shimmy,
4And I'll ask for nothing more,

Yo Gods! I waw her do it.- -

- Thru the keyhole in the door.

Then with my kmuckles gently,

I rapped upop the door,

And after much imploring

I orossed the threshold floor.
Fearing lest someone should see,
As I had seen before,

I hung her little s

O'er the keyhole in the door.
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Thru The Keyhole In The Door.

That night I swam in glory,
And something else besides,
‘And on her snowy bosom

I had a Joyous ride.’
“4nd in the morning early

My tummy was so sore
- A8 if I had been going

~ For the Keyhole in the door.
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Nore song. ‘ FM’/JJ

. Around her neck sho wore a yellow ribben.

She wore it ia Decomber, mnd im the month of kay,.
And vhon they asked her vhy the hell she wore it,
~ She said ‘'twas for her lovor wno was far, far uway.
| Cho.
F;r away! h;'“i;ny! h;' 4\my' !’a; nwﬁy !.

sh. said twas for her lover who »as far, far away.

Around the block she pushed a baby carviags,

She pusbed it in December, and im the month of May,
And when they asked her why the hell she pushed it,

She said ‘twas for her iover who was fai-. far away,

Cho.

LA
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"Oh, mo sir,” said she,
"You're a strenger to me,
And I fear you might do -o somé harm,

But for & ten dollar bill

_We'll go over that hill,
| And wéfll wind up that little ball 91 yarn."
’
Now I/m sitting in -the pit
With my shirt tail full of shit,
And the bed-tugs playing billiards with my balls.
Yor the cinches are so thick
From my ass~ho;e to my dick,

That you cantot tell my butiocks from my balls.

Some old staff,
You‘tall'om.Soft Collar, I have a hard oun.
You tell'sm, Amorica, ysmmdds you mads the French safs,
You tgll'n, Dewey, you maée the Spanish fly.
You tell ‘em Syphilis, and I'll clap.
You tell'em Pool Table, wou've got the balls.
You tell’em, Flivvar, you've got the nuts.

And so forth, and so forth.

iid



SQUTHERN MOULNTAIN SONG,

In the merry month of Nay,
When the dogs begin to play,
and the roosters chase the hens around the barn,

Says the jenny to the Jjack,

"Climb onto my bdeock,
And we'll wind up that little ball of yarn."

Oh, I went down into towm, .
And started lookin' round,
And I seen & gal that mede my balls to yearn,
So 1 sgys “Come with me,
aAnd we'll lie 'nesath yonder tree,
And we'll wind up that little ball of yarn."

O~

W \



A SAILOR-BOY.

A sailor boy went out one night,

To get a hodile of rum;

And ne knocked, and he knocked, and he Knocked , and ne knocked
But never. a soul would coune.

He beat upon the tavern door,

As if to wake tne dead;

Yhen sudden ne heard a RAT-A-TAT-TAT, The RAT-A-TAT-TAT

In the chaimber overhead. ‘ , is pouaded out
o ‘ 1 with glasses on %

“Come up, come up,"the maiden said, - the table.

“and you and 1'll agree,

That I've the finest RAT-A-TAT-TAT

That ever you did see!"

(and I forget the rest until tie ending...

They found aim nursing nis RAT-A-TAT-TAT
In the chamber overhnead!

Q NB: This is an old favorite of 1I-Z0 years &g o at tne
] . Columbia Crev Cuarters at P'ksie. Maybe someone else
can fill tne elisions.

| And another Irapment: Tune: The Tie uhat Binas.

“I'm tired of pulling an oar,

I dont vwant to rovwv any more;

I'm tired of drilling

Yhnen 1 mipht be swilling . :
And lying dead-drunk on the floor.

| ) ' I'm tired of pulling an oar, -
| I dont vant to row any more;
I'm tirec of crewing

When I might be screwing

And lying in bed vith & whore!

i . L i o
| 4and maybe someone will send in the Navy favorite, wilch escapes me
| from var-days in the USN :

i ‘ “I'm goin' to build &« cottage up in lievport,

I'm goin' to huild a cottage by the sea; .

I'm goin' to show the boys that 1'm &« true sport,

: Oh, qklnny-ma-rlnkV-d1nky-d1nky -dee!l

|

I Cho: Oh sklnny-ma-rlnky dinky-D00- (die-day)

| Oh skinny-ma-rinky- dlnkv—alnky-dee....

‘ I'm gonna show the boys tﬁag I'm a true sport

li : | On skinny- ma-rlnky-olnkV- inky-dee!




| WHISKEY JOHNNY.

Whiskey is the life of man,

Whickey, Johnnyl
1'11 drink whiskey while I can,
‘Whiskey for my Johnny?t

0, whisksy straight and whiskey strong,

Whiskey, Johnuy!
Give me some whiskey and I'll sing you & song,

Vhiskey for my Johmnyl

’ 0, whiskey makas me wesr old clothes,

Vhiskey, Johnny! -
Whiskey gave me a broken nase,
Whiskey for ny Johnny$

Vhiskey killed my poor old dady
- Whiskey, Johnny!

Whiskey druv my mother mad,
Vhiskey for my Johnny!

1f whiskey comes to0 near my nose,
Whiskey, Johnny!

I tip it up and down she goes,
Whiskey for my Johngy}

1 had a girl, her name was Lize,
Whiskey, Johnny}

She puts whiskey in her ples,
Whiskey for my Johnny!

My wife and I cannot agree;
Whiskey, Johnny!

She puts whiskey in her tea,
Whiskey for my Johmm;

Here comes the cook with th.e whiskay can,
Whiskey, Johnny}

A glass of grog for every man,
Whidkey for my Johnnyl

4 glass of grog for every man,
Whiskey, Johnnyl

And a bottlefull for the ohanteyman,
Whiskey for my Johnnyl



Blow The Man Down

. )
. S,
s I was a-walking down Paridise Street, v
To Me Way-fye,Plow the man down
A pretty young damsel I chanced for to meet

Give me some time to blow tne man down

She was round in the counter and bluff in the bow,

Ao I took in allsail and cried"Way enough now"

I hailed her in English ,she answered me clear,

"I'm from tne Black Arrow bound to the Shakespeare".

So I tailed her my flipper and took her in tow,

And yard-arm to yard-arm away we did go,

But as we were going she said unto me,

There's a spanking full-rigger Jjust ready for sea,"

That spanking full-rigger to New York wrs bound;

She was very well mannen and very well found.

But soon as that packet'wap clear of the bar,

% e mate knocked me down with the end of a spar,

And as soon as that packet was out on the sea,

'Twas devilish hard treatment of every degree,

So I give you fal r warning before we belayl

Don't never take heed of what pretty girls say,
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EPHRIM BROWN, THE SAILOR. /

"Who's that kmocking at the doorg"
Asked the fair ladee.

"Who's that kmooking at the doorg"
“"It's Ephrim Brown, the sailor."

"I'm undressed and in my bed."
Said the fair ladee.

"I'm undressed and in my bed."
Said the fair ladee,

"Two can sleep as well as one."
Sald Ephrim Brown, the sailor,
"Then 1lift the latch and come right in"
Sald the fair lades.

"What's that hairy thing I seep"
Asked Ephrim Brown, the sailor.
"That's my falry pincushion."”
Seid the fair ladee.

"1 have a pin that will just fit in.»
Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor.
"I have g pin thet will jJust f£it in.»
Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor.

"Oh, what if I should have a childe"
Asked the fair ladee.

"I1'd wring the son of a bitch's neok"
Said Zphrim Brova, the sailor.

"What if there should an inguest beg"
4sked the fair ladee.

"Twould be & damn bad thing for youln
Said Ephrim Brown the sailor.

"Now stow your gab and spread your leg."
Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor,

"While I slip in my Long Juhn peg."
Said Ephrim Brovn, the sailor.




[MS on otherside of preceeding typescript]



[MS on otherside of preceeding typescript]


It was at a ball I met him,
He asked me for a dance,
I knew he was a sailor,
By the buttons on his pants.

It was in mymother's hallway,
That I was led astray,

It was in my mother's bedroom,
That I was forced to lay..

He laid me down so0 gently,
He raised my dress so high,
He said "My darling Nellie,
We'll do it now or die.,":

Now all you gay young maidens,
Just take a tip from me,

And never let a sailor,

Get an inch above your knee.

He'll kiss you and carecs you,
He'll swear he lovés you true,
But when he's got your cherry,
He'll say “To hell with you."

e




. When I was Young And Handsome.2

ALl you girls take warning,

And hecd this tip from me,=-

You nust never let a sailor

Get an inch above your knee.

For he'll hug you and caress you,
And he'll swars to E'sr ve trus,
But when he's copped your cherry,

He'1ll say "To hell with you."

And if you do belisve him,
He'll leave you just like me,
With a bouncing 1ittle bastard

Alsetting on your knee.




)

(LO—Q QT ‘J.AMM]
—ZHE SERVANT MAID'S LAMENT.

When I was but & serving girl,
way dowy in New Orleans,
I had a mysterious happening,
That brought me to my shame.

I met up with & sailor, Frawm e
Who'd Just came back from .
A&Mh&t—ms,t?s—-begiﬁnﬁg. N Jerew wa, & p{i‘:b"/w

He asked me for & candle,
To light his way to bed,
He e&sked me for a handkerchief,
Lo tie around his head.

And like & foolish maiden,
Not thinking it no harm,
I jumped into that sailor's bed,
20 keepr him nice and warm.

He put his arms around me,
And kissed me there in bed,
Then, with his nine-inch Johnson bar,
He browe my maiderhsad.

and early in the morning,

When that sailor boy awoke,
He reached into his pocket and

He handed me & note.

"You take this, my darling,
For the wrong that I have done,
For in nine months you're going to have,
A dagughter or & son."

“dnd if 1t is a little girl,

Just rock her on your knese,
But if it is a little boy,

Vhy, send him out to ses."

"With his bell-bottomed trousers,

&and his jumper made of blue,
Let him climb up the masthead,

Like his daddy used to do.'"

Now all ye pretty maidens,

A warning take from me,
Oh, never let a sailor put,

His hand sbove you knee,

I let & sailor do it once, -

And you can plainly see,
He went away and left me with

4 baby on my knee.
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T WOBTIE.

potatoes they gro
In Mobile, .
potatoes they grow small,
In Mobile,
potatoes they grow small,
they dig them in the Fall,
they eat them skin and all,
In Mobile.

AR ERRKRE

‘they chew tcbacco thin,
In Mobile,
they chsw tobacco thin,
In Mobile, :
they chew tobacco thin,
it leaks out or their chin,
they lick it in again,
In Mobile.

2R RS XX

the eagles they fly high, W7
- In Mobile, {
the eagles they fly high, . W >
In Mobile, /)/K}J
the eagles they fly high,
they skhit down in your eye,
I'm glad the corws&pn't fly,
In Mobile. ,

oK oK K K %k ok

the only cow is dead,
In Mobile,

the only cow is dead,
In lobile,

the only cow is desd,

90 they milk the bull instead,

For

" Oh,

-Oh.

the children must be fed,
In liobile.

"ok bk kR K

they never wash the dishes,
In Mobile, _
thev never wash the dishes.



IN MOBI g, {continued)

Oh, there are not many whores,

In Mobile, +
Oh, there are not many whores,

In iotvile,
Oh, there are not many vhores,
They fuck kmotholes in the flcors,
and the keyholss in the doqors,

In iiobile.

AT SRS ES S )

But the women-folks are prime,
In Mobile,

But the women-fclks are prime,
In lMobdbile,

But the women-folks are prime,

You ocan screw them for & dime,

and they dose you every time,
In Liobile.

(A2 R TR




SAMUEL HALL,

Oh my name is Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall, Samuel hall
My name is Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall
My name is Samuel Hall, and I hate you one and all
You're a bunch of muckers all,

Damn your eyes, blast—your—souls——bloody—bumes

For I killed a man 'tis said, so 'tis said, so 'tis said
I killed a man , "tis said, so 'tis said, so 'tis said
I killed a man ,'tis said, and I left him there for dead
With a bullet through his hedd.

Jg.\ Damn his eyes, biest his soul, hleody—bumy—

Oh the Padre he did come, he did come, he did come,

The Padre he did come, he did come, he did come,

The Padre he did come, and he looked so dog-goned glum,
,) When he talked of Kingdom come

Damn his swwl, biest—his-soul;—diriy bum,—
EyEs

The Sherriff he came too, he came too, he came too,

The Sherriff he came too, he came too, he came too,

The Sherriff he came too, and he brought his boys in blue
g\Oh they were a dirty orew.

WDamn their eyes, blest~their—seuls;—dirty-bums,

So they put me here in quod, hsre in quod, here in quod,
They put me here in quod, here in quod, here in quod,
They put me here in quod, with a chain and iron rod

And I cant get out by God,

Damn their eyes, blmn—swwh

So it's up the rope I go, up I go, up I go,

It's up the rope I go, up I go,up I go,

It's up the rope I go, and my friends all down below,
q ASaying, "Sam I told you so."

Damn their seyéds, “blest—4th8ir-souts;—diriy bunew

I saw Nelly s, in the crowd,
I saw Nelly in the ocrowd,
I saw Nelly in she \looked so dog=-goned proud
That I hollered 4 .
"Damn your eyes blgst your souY, dirty buup.

So let this be my knell, parting knell, parting knell,
let this be my knell, parting knell, parting knell,
let this be my knell, and I'll see you all in Hell,
Mnd I hope you sizzle well,

‘)anamn your eyes, bluvt~yeur souls, dirty bums..
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Tnere vwas a friar,
Screved a girl in o

feat renoun, (% Limes;
ovn... (% times, Tast

iory hall ( as above)
galls and all.

He took her to, his
And put it to her,

He laid her on, hij ned...
Ana screwed her tler i\l she was dead.

s, had tol
ack to Life

Ano when the be
e screwed her

ed “amen",
cain?

ONE NIGHT, LATE IN AUGUST. ) AL

<.
One night, late in August, — }
Mary lay a-sleeping (repeat couplet)
When along came a corp'ral on his hands and krees acreeping,
With his long funny-doodle dangling
Way dovn to his knees. :

Yhen three months were over,

Mary fell aweeping (repeat)

She wept for tne corp'ral on his hands and knees a creeping
%ith his long dunny-doodle dangling

Vay down to his knees.

%hen six months were over

liary grew fatter (repeat) A
And everyone wondered vhothehell had been at her
With his long etc. etc.

%hen nine months were over

Mary burst asunder (repeat)

And out jumped a kid with a regimental number
And his long funny-doodle etc. etc.

il L sl e L ]



‘ | | There was a friar of great renown, ‘ /

There was g friar of great renown,
4nd - he - «

Married a girl in our town,
Married a girl in our town,
Married a girl in our town,

v He took her to the marriage hall,

He took her to the marriage hall,
And = he -

Fuoked her up against the wall,
Fucked her up against the wall,
Fucked her up &gainst the wall,
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh, .

Re took her to the marriage bed
He took her to the marriage bed
aAnd - he -

Fucked her untdl she was dead
Fucked her until she was dead
Fucked her undtl she was dead
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh,

They took her to the burial ground,
They took her to the burial ground,
And - he -

Swore he'd have another round,

Swore he'd have enother round,

Swore he'd have:another round,

Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh, -

The friars brayed from eight to ten
The friars prayed from eight to ten
- And -~ hg - :
Fucksd her back to 1ife again
Fucked her back to 1ife agein
Fucked her baok to life again
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh, ' . ~




" The Goat of Darbytown, o

There was a goat of Darbytown,
Re had two horns of brass,
And bhe grew out of the top of his head,
And the other grew out of his . . . . .

(Chorus) = Maybe you don't believe me,
Maybe you think I lie, ‘
But if you go down to Darbytown,
They'll tell you the same as I,

Now upon this goat of Darbytown,
The hairs they grew so thick,
That it took all the girls in Darbytown,
To find the end of his . . . « . . . .

Maybe you don't believe me, etc. etc,. -
Now the man who owned this goat,
He wasnt't so very rich,
But the man who sold it to him,
Was a regular sonof & + . « ¢ « o

Maybe you dont believe me, etc, otc.

Fond Wife, dear Wife. «/////

A man came stumbling home one night as drﬁnk as he could be,

He saw a hat upon the rack where his hat ought to be, .
"Fond Wife, dear Wife, you son of a bitch"says he,

"Whose hat is that hat where my hat ought to be?"

"You darn fool, you damn fool, you son of a bitch"says she,
"It's nothing but a piss pot, as you can plainly see",
"Fond Wife, dear Wife, I've traveled o'er and o'er",

"But I've never seen a piss pét with lining in before."

One Summer's Day.

One summers day,
In bed they lay,
All decked in red and yellow.
Two rosy lips,
Two snow white hips,
And, Oh the lucky fellow.

(OVER)
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Two weeks' rolled by,
He heaved a sigh,
A sigh of shame and sorrow,
Two pimples pink,
'Peared on his dink,
There may be more tomorrow,

(_ | C“)/vé«j




1 [Typescript continued from front]

Some die of Drinking Whiskey.

Some die of drinking whiskey,
And some die of drinking beer,
Some die of diabetes,
And others diarrhoea,
But of all the damn diseesecs,
The one that I most fear,
Is the drip, drip, drip,
And the drop, drop, drop,
0Of the God damn gonorrhoea.

Every Race gets a Jag On.

The Irishman gets drunk on Whiskey,
The Englishman gets drunk on Ale,
Hot Scotch makes the Scotchman frisky,
The Germans drink beer by the pail,
Opium makes the Chinee dopey,
Turkeys the hootchie kookchie do,
Tha Yank@@zet drunk on any kind of booze,
Every race gets a jag on but the Jews.



[Typescript continued from front]
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ROILLICKING JOHN

Rollicking John came home one night,
As drunk as he could be,

& saw & hat upon the rack
Where his hat ought to be.

"Oh, my desr wife, my darling wife,
My faithful wife", said he,

"Whose het is that upon the rack
Where my hat ought to be."

"Oh, you old fool, you demn fool,
You son of a bitch," said she,

"That's only a fancy thunder-mug
My mother gave to me," '

"In all ny travels 'round the world,
Then thousand miles or more,

4 ribbon on a thunder-mug
1 never saw beforé,."

EEEEEEE FE TR ST

Rollicking John came home one night,
As drunk as he could be,

4And saw a8 head upon the bed-
Where his head ought to be,

"Oh, my dear wife, my Earling wife,
Xy faithful wife,” said hs,

"Whoce head is that upon the bed
Where my head ought to be."

"Oh, you old fool, you damn fool,.
You son of & bitck," said she,
- "Ihat's only a fancy pumpkin,
My mother sent to me."

“In all iy travels 'round the world,
Ten thousand miles or more,
Red whiskers on a pumpkin
I never saw before."

(s
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’ BOLLICKING JOHN.,  (continued)

Rollicking John came home one night,
As drunk as he could be,

. And saw & thing within a thing

Where his thing ought to be.

“Oh, my dear wife, my darlirg wife,
My faithful wife," said he,

"What is that thing withini a thing
¥here my thing ought to bee"

"Oh, you old fool, you dsmn fool,
You son of a bitch,"” said she

"That's nothing but a rolling pin
My mother sent to me."

"In all my travels 'round the world,
Ten thousand miles or more,
Ballicks on a rolling pin
I never saw before,"




Vf IHE WHOREY CREW,
—~—=2 avant UntWe

There were five whores from New Orleans,
Sipping their beer and wine,

And the only conversation was
"Your woof's no bigger than mine,"

L2 X2 T

"Listen to me" said the first whore,
"My woof's of the largest class,
A ship sailed up one evening
4nd never touched a mast,"

Chorus - $So tickle my tits, you bastards,
And smell of my slimey slue,

4nd kiss my arse, you dirty fucks,
I'm one of the Whorey Crew.

¥Rk ko

"You're a liar" said the second whore,
"My woof's as big as the moon,

A ship sailed up in November, and
Never came down till June,"

% Kk ¥k

"You're & liar" said the third whore,
M"For mine's the largest of all,

4 fleet of steamers floated up, and
Never came dowm at all.n

L2 XT3

"You're a liar" said the fourth whore,
"For mine's the biggest of all,
The splashing of my monthlies
Is like Niagara Falls»

Chorus;= - - - -

LR T 3

(continued)
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DO WHOREY CREW, (oontinued)

"fou're liars" said the fifth whore,
- "My woof's as big &s the air,
The sun and moon revolve about,
And never singe & hair."

Chorus; So tickle my tits, you bostards,
: And mmell of my slimey slue,
And kiss my arse, you dirty fuoks
1'm Captain of the Crew,

Yo\l ER}






[MS to back of preceeding typescript page]


Come along jolly fishermen,
We love you very well =

Holy gee, but ain't it cold?
Come along Jjolly fishermen,
/e love you very well

Have you any more soft shell crabs
Singing onuntii—i—dier

e &g, s L czx

for tc sell%

1 grabtbed that creb by the very backbone,

Holy gee, but ain't it cold?
1 grabbed that crab by the very backbore,
&nd T lugged and I lugged until I got the

StnptmpomrmrtiI-dtee—— Clnn-

When I got home Mary Jane was asleep.
Holy gee but ain't it colde

When I got home lary Jane was asleep,

So I put it in the piss pot for the night

Singing on until I die.:

In .tlie middle of the night Jane got up to
Holy gee, but ain't it cold%
In, the middle of the night Jane got up to

bestard home,

to

do

do

And tLe God-darn sea crab grabbed her by the

Singing on until I die.

Said she/"John Henryl Just as sure as you're

Holy gee, but ain't it coldt

Said she "John Henryl Juct &s sure as you'we
There's & devil in the pisspct got me by his

Singing on until I die. .

Said the old lady "FPut on jour overalls"-
Holy gee, but «in't it ccld?
Said the 0ld lady "Put on your overslls!-

Xeep;

her due,

her due,
flue -

bom,

born,

horn -

«nd the demned sea cril grabbed me Ly the balls.

Singing on until I dle.

said she 'Joun Henry, can't you dc @ little bit"e

Holy gee, but ain't it celde

Said she "John Henry can't you u¢k little bity

And she socked me in the eye with & stocking fu.l of

Singing on until I die.

shit.



Now my story's ended and I can't say no more,
Holy gee, but ain't it colde
Now my story's ended and 1 can't say no more,

There's an apply up my asshole and you can have the core,
Singing on until I die.




I found a little crad 1n'under a stone
And I tugged and tugged till I got him home,
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die.

When I got home Mary Ann was asleep
S0 I put him in the piss pot for to keep,
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die.

Mary Ann got up & Jjob for to do,
And the oab he grabbed a-hold of her flug,
Singing one-eye, two-eye, dle.

I sais "Mary Ann won't you let & little fart
To blow his face and your ass apart?"
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die.

Mary Ann she tried end she tried a little bit
And she filled that orab's face full of shit,
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die.




fq‘ ey |
%%«MWM% W;f/
/ /E ‘C«/em)\/;
M vp/w s—Adr v //W
er'L(MM‘ ¢/wu22,é";"‘1-/"
o—d. THE.







Oh, they're very fond of tail,
Down at Yale, down at Yale.
Oh, they're very fond of tail,
\‘ - g

Dovn at Yale, down at Yale.

So they practice fornication,

'Sodomy and masturbetion,

For they're very fond of tail down at Yalel




Researches conducted ut Harvard,
By savants in Claverly Hall,
Have conclusively proved that the hedgelog,

Can hardly be buggered at all.

And further exhaustive researches,
Have ingontrovertibly shown,

That comparctive safety at Harvard
Is enjoyed by the hedgehog alone.

ol ol s ol hedgelog
Bt oalas! L :(3 _uii

\Whew
C\Ez. vesowreed of walbur=. —w\».,d 1Q“~(
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She Wes Jggt‘A Sailor's Bweethgggzg

She was just a sallor's sweetheart

And she loved her sailor lad

But he left her broken hearted

He was all she ever had
But she still believes in sailors

And she's true to the red, white and blue
And though she is barred A

From the Navy Yard

She loves her sailor boy poaolutely.

(@Wu,éw




S _BAST, EN .

Oh, the minstrels sing of an English king,
Who lived long years ago, ;
Though he ruled the lund with &n iron hand
His mind was wegk and low.

He loved to hunt the bouunding stag,
That roamed the royal wood,

But better still he loved the thrill
0f pulling the royal pud.

His single regal garment was
A woolen undershirt
Which merely served to hide the hide
It could not hide the dirt.
'Pwas wild and wooly and full of fleas,
And his terrible tool hung dcwn to his knees
God save the bastard king of Ingland.

The Qusen of Spain was an amorous dame
4 spritely Jene was she,

She loved to fool with the royal tool
Of His Majesty over the sea.

S0 she sent an invitation
By a specicl messenger

Inviting kim to spend & week
and copulate with hers

Philip of France found this message by chance
And swore to all his court

"She loves me hated rival bsst
Because me tool is short."

S0 he sent to the Pope for syphilis sap
To give the Queen a dose of oclap.

Which wouldn't do a thing to Merrie England.

VWhen news of this atrocious plot
Reached England's royal halls,
The King he swore by the shirt he wore
He'd eat the Frenchman's balls.
He offered half his kingdom,
and a slice of Queen Hortense,
To eny man in England who
Would nut the King of France.



BAUTARD KING OF KNGIAND. _  (continued)

The gellant Duke of Suffolk,
He took himself to france,
Told the King he was a fruiter
\é}& .77 80 theXIng took down his pants,
He tied a thong to the Royal prong
4nd mounted his steed and galloped along
4nd dragged him to the Bastard King of England.

The iiltng threw up his breakfast
And fell fainting on the floor,
For in the ride the Frenchman's pride
Had stretched a rod or more.
The ladies came .to Iondon Town
And stormed the castle walls
4nd oried "To hell with the British Crown,
We'll hang him by his balls,."

P,

So Philip of France ruled England then
For three score years and ten
Beloved by all the ladies
and admired by &ll the men.
And as he sat upon the throne,
Els sceptre was his Koyal Bone _
With which he browned the Bastard Kirg of England,




THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND,

Oh, the bards they sing of an English King
 Who -nivd,\long years ago,
He ruled the 1land with an iron hand,

But his mind was weak and low.

His ons and only garment
Was a leathern undershirt,
Altho it servsd to hids his hide,

It could not hide his dirt.

Hs dearly loved to hunt the stag,
¥ withinTtneirévai.mood,
And as he rede he dearly loved

To pull the royal pood.

He was wild and woolly and fdll of fleas;

His terrible too’i hung down to his kneass,
ox

o -Bngland!

T

"

God sase thetQuesn

Now the Quesn of Spain was an amorous dame,
And an amorous dase was she,
She loved to fool with his kajesty's tool

From far across the sea.

So she ssnt a special message
By a special messenger,
And asked the King of Bngland

To spend a wesk w'th her.



The Bastard King of Ergland,2

When Philip of France he heard ef this,
He cried to all his Court,
"Oh, she much prefsrs my rival,

Because my prong is short!"

So he sent the Duke of Sipp=and-Sapp
To give the Quesn a doss of clapp,

God save the King of England!

- .
When tha #dws of this foul deed
Hal come to England's Halls,
The King he swore by the shirt he wore

He'd have tho Fronchnan's balls.

He offered half his Kingdon
And a crack at the fair Hortenss
To any loyag son of a bitch

Who'd nut the King of France.

n

oL Dol ow Duke c ,,.‘.;"hi/‘l"q,
So the moble Duks of Essex

‘Wont to the Court of Frarcs,
Where he said he was a fruiter,

So the King took down his pants.

He slipped a thong round the Foyal dong
Ard merrily merrily gulloped along

To the Casgtle pates of England!
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The Bastard King of England,3

Now the King he shit, ard the King he swre,
And he shot his lunch all over the floor,
For during the ride ths Frenchman'’s pride

Was stretched a ya.rd Or more.

Then all the ladise of the lard,
They came to London town,
And shouted round the Castle walls,

"To Hell with the British Crowm!"

So Philip of France usurpsd the Throne,
His scepter was hie Royal Bone,

And he bugpered the King of England!

e - \
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She p;om1sed to meet me

When the clock strikes seventeen, ‘_ . .

In,the stocLyards, a mile mnd a half from town~,
Whefe he ngkx pigs' feet and hogs' rnees, and tough old Téxas steer

S 1ls for sir&oin steak at ninety oents a pound

0-c-0-ohl

Shels my floozey, ny da;sy;

She's knook-kneed and she's crazy -
. She hpen't got & bit of bmiﬁ;

-

‘They soy her teeth ave fal

rQ

e:

*

Fron eating Epsom salts, -

She is - -~

My 8, 0. L., consumptive Serah’ Janes

" 8o———11€ Jane!

(Ezfzxznnxuxeﬁzxaxznzxaxmgzmakzﬁzﬁn“z rghpl dnziz uxuxznupzxkxanvaa§hgatat

(Rc;%aln, used in the Aray only) »
- And she don't use nd prophylactic ‘ﬂ «Lﬂq =4 tﬂd
. ,
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THE YOUNG OBSSRVER.

Beside & Belgian waterfall

One sunny Summer's day

Beneath his shipwrecked battle-plane
A young observer lay,

His pilot on a telegraph pole -

Was not completely dead,

And as he breathed his very last words
The young observer said,

™We're going to a better land

Where everything is bright,

Where the whisky grows on bushes,
Play poker every night.

You never have to work at all,

Just sit around and sing,

ind there are 'beaucoup' wild women,
Oh Death, Where is thy sting? "

e
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The Skinback Fuski leers

¥Eyes right! Assholes tight !
Foreékine to the rear}®

We're the boys

Who make no noise,

We've all got gonorrhea;

refrain
Oh, we're heroes of the night,
For we'd rather fuck than fight,
We're the heroes of the Skinback Fusileers,






—ARY SONGS.

It's home, boys, home,

It's home we ought to be,

Home, boys, home,

In God's country, ’)
We'll nail 01d Glory to the top of the pole

And we'll a1l re-snlist - in 8 pig's ass hole,

FEE R RS REFE S

A sol -
4 sol -
A soldier I would Vve.

F'ou -
F'ou -
F' ocuriosity,

Two pis -

Two pis -
Two pistols &t my side.

;:>ﬁx\?r;90.

Two pls -
Two pis -
Two pistols on my knee,

To £ight for my cunt,-
To fight for my cunt,-
To fight for my :gountry.
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NG _DANG _DOO

"Oh, Ring Dang Doo, pray what is that,
 Soft and round like a pussy~cat,
4 hole in the middle, with a hair or two} "
She sald, "That i1s my Ring Dang Doo."

One day there came a nice young feller,
She took him down into her cellar, ~

She gave him wine and whiskey ,tco
And let him play with ﬁf‘o"‘ﬁng Dang DoOe

"You God damn fool," her mother said,
“*You've gone and bust your maiden-head,
So pack your trunk and suit-case too,
And go to hell wich'ﬁfng Dang Doo."

She went down town and became & whore,
and hung this sign above the door,
"Iwo dollars down, no less will do,
And I'11 let you play with:‘ning Dang Doo.,"

They come by ohes,\ theX comg by twos,
Just to pl th Ring s Doo.
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RING-DANG-DOO. V pvaon V

Y

As I wgs strolling through the woods,

I came across some damaged goods,

She had the clep and the syphilis teco, |
And she played a tune on her Ring-Dang-Do

/

"My pretty maid, pray what is that,
S0 nice and round, like a pUssy cat,
Split up the middle, with & hair or twog"

“Why, sir," she said, "that's my Ring-Dang-Doo.”

She took me dovm into her cellar,

She said I was one damn fine feller,

She gave me wine, and whiskey too,

And she let me play with her Ring-Dang-Do0e.

She took me up into heribed,
She put a pillow beneath my head,

She topk 2 |[into her hand,
And Mm in the pramised land.

"You god-damn fool" her Mother sa &
"You've gone and lost your maidenhead,

So pack your trunk abd your suitcase too,
And go to hell with your Ring-Dang-Doo."

I

“Oh, Mother dear, I'm not to blame,
When you were young you done the same = °
~ From sweet sixteen to seventystwo,
My old man played with your Ring-Dang-Doo."

She went downtown and became a whore,
She hung her sign before her dcor,
"Come all you soldiers and sailors too,
Come take & orack at my Ring-Dang-Dooe"

One day thire cam ity\slicker,
He liked hiy tail with\lotg of liguor,
He had the olap and\the\ syphilis too,
- And he stayed all night \with\ Jing~Dang-Doo.

JZAQW/YM VEZ VSRS J& Vaoie
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 The mountaineers have hairy ears

They wear long leather britches,
They flop their cocks against the rocks,
They*re such hardy sons of bitches.

Great glee they reap from diddling sheep
In orannies, nooks and ditches,

Whet care they a damn be it dam or ram,
They're such hardy sons of bitches.

The mountaineers they have no fears
They do not stop at trifles, )
They hang their balls upon the walls,

And shoot at them with rifles.






THE DEVIL HE LIVES IN A HELL OF A PLACE

' Words and music by Henr] w. Hetzel
Alleyro moderatoA
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: ‘ie bad an“y‘j‘ snow.
~:The: chambers qre stuffy f‘andu ver"thmg there * '
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When I was Young and Handsomse.

When I wes young and handsome,

it was gy great delight
To attend the balls and dances,

Ard stay out late at night.

0, I met him in tne ball room.
I m3¢ him thers by chancs.
I knew no was a sailor

By looking at his pants.

_Hit shoes were brightly polished,
His hair was neatly combed.

We danced around the ball roon,
And then he asked me home.

To wes T arts mallesss

It was in my father's hall-way .
That I was lsad astray.

It was in my mother's bederoom

That I was forced to lay.

He lay me down so gently,
He puiled my dress so high,
Ard then he said, "Now, Nellie,

You must do it, dear, or die."

f G




BREACH OF PROMISE CASE.

Laura Johnson ' Supreme Court,
va. - N «J o
Rev.George A.Burton. ' In Trespass.

James Matlaek Seovel, ,
: for Plantilf,

Henry S.Seovel, _
for Defendant.

This case was trled before Judge Parker, a Justice of the Supreme
Court of New Jersey and a Presbyterian Elder in the very odor of sance
tity. James Matlaek Seovel was opposed by Henry S.8eovel,his son, the o
colored defendant's eouncel. . S A

The plantiff -s eouncel sald among other things: T

GENTLEMEN OF--THE JURY,- The defendant, Breer Burton, says thlﬁyidow
of elght years' standing, and that he had heard that a widow ln that
state of "earnal eoncupisence"was just &8 GOOD AS NEW.

"Now, gentlemen of the jury",to my mind this expression from this
so-ealled man of God only shows a bad case of MALA MENS, or evil mind
fatally bent on mischief and copulation. What right has this black
pounder and expounder of the everlasting Gospel to know how long one of
his flock has been without a mouthful of "eats?" :

"Breer Burton says,this oleaginous 'eoon} this lecherous terrapin,
this stallion shod with fire! in feeble exeuse of his alas! too frequent
vieits to my elient, the fair and buscksum woman(N.B.-she was indeed of a
yellow eolor and falr to look upon) who wears the livery of the burnishd
sun - Burton said, he only 'went down to fix de whdow's hen eoop'.

"Now,gentlemenof the jury, you know how it 1s yourself - for most ®»
of you, I fear, in the days of your youth have 'trod the primrose path
of dalliance',8EMI-occasionally, Was it indeed for this so-called man ®
of God to go and see this beautiful blaek sheep, morning, noon, and night
for the evidence diseloses the damning faet that Breer Burton lingered
in sweet and amorous dallianee with Laura Johnson, till like Romeo, he
outwatehed the very nightingale. I san truthfully say that this 80=6al~-
led minister of the Gospel, who, like the ancient Iago, was only 'fit to
lead apes in hell and ehronicle small besr,'that in his visits tothis
loving member of his congregation, he played Petrarech to her LAURA,first
he billéd and then he eooed, then he osculated, and then he copulated -
like the amorous he goat that he is- and as the ancient fornleator, Rabe-
lals, beautifully remarks, he played two 'downs' to her one 'up' and anti
clpated her on third. '

"Possibly being one of Shakespeare's scholard, this black Abelard,
as he mounted in hot haste his dusky Heloise, quoted from the divine
William Shakespeare, who sits pensive and alone akove the hundred handed
play of his own imagination - as he sald: _

"Spread thy elose curtains love performing night, that Romeo Burton
may leap to Laura Johnson's armes untglked of and unseen,"

(Here Judge Parke checked the rising applause of the audlence with

‘with his gavel and sald with apparent relish:"Go riﬁ?t on Colonel Jim;

this ease 18 not laeking in interest to thie Gourt.
Conneel protesting against levity, proceeded and asld;

Ly
e — o — ¢
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" "I see before me the three dusky daughters of this unhappy, kindless
reacherous and lecherous defendant at ghe bar - thelr own father, who
admlits he got on his knees and invoked the Bivine blessling before he mou-
nted the willing Laura, to whom he promised marriage. I see the three Burton
girls - trained perjurers, to savs the old man from the conssquences of his
lechery. Gaze on these three'Cleopatras of the 00ze'- they toll not, neither
do they spin, but Solomon in all his glory was nobt arrayed like these Burton
girls in their red shawls!"

(Here the Burton girls made mouths at the councel who retorted: "You
_ dusky bitches, don't you dare make mouths at me!")

Judge Parker cried: "Order, order - but let the case proceed. It grows
in interest.B

"It was the duty,"sald the plaintiff's eouncel, "of the Rev.George Bur-
ton to Allure to brighter worlds and lLead the way. He did no such thing.

He seduced the plaintiff under a promise of marriage. He 1s a miserable and
breachy eoon who merits condign punishment at your hahds.

"And the irate Laura when Burton went off and married another yellow
girl, pursued the fugitive Burton with a horse pistol wedl nigh three feet
long; and Breer Burton can thank God that eouncel pacifled the avenging fury
of Laura Johnson else this MUD-TURTLE of the Zion Chtirch would not now be
cunberin .and encumbering the earth, not even on praying ground and plead-
ing term®. : ‘

"When this fornieating man of God ought to have been leading Laura by
the still pastures and gweet waters of the Gospel, he spent hls time, the
hoary-headed old sinner, in exploring her quivering thighs, and the demcsnes
which there adjacent lle; 2s he kissed her he sald: 'Hang there sweet soul
like ripe fruit till the tree dies.' He plunged in medias res, recklessly,
vhen he ought to have married the woman he seduced, according to law. ‘

"Shall this black stallion, shod with fire, be longer allowed to pursue
his lewd and lecherous cause amont the mettled@ fillies of the Macedonian A%
Afro-American Chureh ? Shall this wild ass of the mountain contlnue to ma
cavort on the hillside of his 1llicit Zion with his dusky harem ? Cavort -
in the name and in the 1livery of the Savior of mankind ? Never! God forbid!
Let this wild arab of forniecation from the dusky purlieus of South Camden
be forthwith lassoed with the law; this continental, celossal and unmiti-
gated he-whore.," ,

Judge Parker charged in favor of the falr Laura.
The verdict was for 3150. much to the disgust of the jJjunlor Scovel..

CAMDEN, N.J.,HMarch 1, 1890,
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"That remains to be soen," said the mx slaphant, as he shat in the middle of =

the road. - - ' .
- ‘ L
Hot Tamales | . AP

John and kolly by the .u -
‘Indulged in youthful follies.

The sun shone strong on Johnnies arss, o .

The sand was hot Tamalas. -

et



3

MEMBERS of an older zeneration will remember how it

began:. { ‘ ; ‘
"Twas a8 balmy summer evening, and & goodly crowd .was Y?M_Q n,\ﬁ &BIM)‘LH’J

there
That well-nigh filled Joe's ban‘oom on the corner of the
Square,
And as songs and witty stories came through the open
door :
‘A vagabond crept slowly in and posed upon the floor.
The derision that greeted his poor appearance left our hero
nly a little sadder:
. Come, boys, I know there’s kmdly hearts lmnng so good
acrowd;.
To be in such good compnny would make a deacon
proud. . . ..
Say, give me another whukey and I'll tell yon what I'll do—
I'll tell: you a funny story, and a fact, I promise too;
That I was ever a decent man, not one of you would think,
But I was, some four or five year back, say, give us an-
other drink.

Dt fortxﬂed he proceeded with hls unhappy story. “I was
._.nter. . . . I saw the star of fame before my eyes.”

And then, I met a woman—now comes the funny part—
With eyes that petrified my brain, and sunk into°my
heart. -
The Drifter’s readers know the rest only too well.. Young
love returned and then betrayed: “The jewel I had treas-
ured so had tarnished and was dead.” And then the de-
nouement: .
That’s why I took to drink, boys. Why, I never saw you
smile,
I thought you'd be amused and laughing all the while. . . .
Say, boys, if you'll give me another whiskey, I'll be glad,
And I'll draw right here the picture of the face that
drove:me mad; . . . .
Another drink, and with chalk in hand,* the vagabond
began
To sketch a faea that well might buy the soul of any
man,
Then as he placed mmther lock:- upon the shapely head,
With a fearful shriek he leaped and fell across the pic-
ture—dead.

* » » »* *
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Crmvemveve va uny LeMUL USPALULENL WQqnu BUPPULY LU LuguLTS
which you give, the truth is that while the number actually
coming in to the country was below the quota figure, yet the
number of visas issued equaled the full:quota and persons hold-
ing unused ones are eligible for admission after June 30 in
addition to the quota of the present year. e
Philadelphia, October 9 : J. M, SHAW,
fiat ToLos Editor, Service Talks,
Philadelphia-Rapid Transit Company

Drink and Modern Industry

To THE EDITOR OF THE NATION: - . :

Sm: It occurs to me that the revolt against prohibition is
also & revolt against our present industrial order. Drinking,
even in moderation, implies carefreeness, and there- is no place
for that in the order -of things under industrialism. Workers
have to be sober, rigid, and staid in their habits. Speed and
efficiency give no quarter to anyone who wants to take the*time
to sip a glass of wine. They don’t even permit a leisurely
manner of eating.

New York, October 9 MORGAN MaAvo

Contributors to This Issue

RoBERT DELL is The Nation’s correspondent in Paris.

ANNE Harp will send The Nation another report from
‘the coal district. . ‘

ERNEST SUTHERLAND BATES was formerly on the faculty
of the University of Oregon. ‘ i .

RoBERT C. FRANCIS was an official delegate at the Stock-
holm conference which he describes in his-article.

EpcAr LEE MASTERS wrote “A Spoon River Anthology,”
“Domesday Book,” and other poems and novels,

H. L. MENCKEN is editor of the American Mercury and
author of “The American Language.”

ZoNA GALE is the author of “Miss Lulu Bett” and “Birth.”

HENRY RAYMOND MuSSeY, formerly managing editor of The
Nation, is professor of economics at Wellesley College.

LorA RiDGE is the:author of “Ghetto” and “Sun-Up.”

DOROTHY GRAFFE is on the editorial staff of The Nétion.

JAMES MURPHY was. a British correspondent in Rome un-
til last summer. * The Fascist censorship made his work
so difficult that he went to Paris, where, he writes, “we
know much more about Italy than they do in Rome.”
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There was & God damm spider
- Lived up a water spout
*Long ocame & hell of a thunderstom

And washed the bastard out.

But when the fucking sunshine
Dried up the farting rain
That raring, tearing son of a bitch

Went up the spout again.



;
A

by Xurray Godwin— /' . . . O

Another and somev!at librral rendition of Villon's Ballade and Orisgon

Good Noe, first planter of the vine,
And lLot, who on the cavern cup

Got soused; and smozzled, cocked with wine,
Knocked both thy homnzy'daughtars up

(I mean no pepper in thy tup),

Architriclinus, who in the bowl
Found Wiedom, gare with a kind hiccup
3 On Cotard's worthy, well-primed soul.

s He was a rumhound, thorousrhbred,
Strong for the three-star stuff, and yet,
If that were laoking, he'a guzzle Instead
At red dnk or white mule; anything wet
And loaded to kill was with him well net;

Though leaking schnapps fron every hole,

He'd oling to the bottle -- blessings get
On Cotard's worthy, well-prined soul.

i . I used to watch him making for port,

| | Heaving his cargo, wrenching hils rump;

And oncem I recall, he was brought up short

' By a butcher's stall, vith a hellish buabe--

Sp piokled he was that he flouted the thumpe--
Tanked to the eyelids, blinddas a mole---

Shine the soft lights of your heavenly dunp
On Cotard's worthy, well-primed soul.

I | L' ENVOI
w Vhenever he farted he burned his nants,



Godwine--2

His turd was like a smoking coale-
‘Good Kaatéra,.dou't. pray, look askance
On Cotard's worthy, well-primed soul,

This rendition, says Frere Godwin, "however faulty, has
the merit of being less rocky and more in the spirit of the original,
vhich I have not rﬁad. than the translabions of the Rev. Payne, the
Rev. Lepper, and others of the same sad breed.”
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:Tho Prlce of a Good Tinc, by Peter Burrs.

*.Th. Second Co-ing, by Twica Knight.

T-e Happy Schoolgirl, by Ivy Candle.

Tue Desai= Vergin, By Rector Box.

‘ Down on«fﬁe Anazon, by Col. Liugus.

Iun-Dyteca, by Hhodl Hollandor.

"The Nubiln Princofs, by Ern:-us B. Bllck.,

Tha Torn KinOno by Seymors Hare,
The Crying Naed bv Una Paagad. .

The Cry in txe nght by Bitu Titzoff.

l .
Tae Cr.a- of tie Jest, By Screweder Im» Paun.
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Tkg Pgr!act'ftrriuge,’by Gerald Fitzmauds awd aude Fitzgerald.

Solitary Bliss, by 'I.- Jerkoff.

v, _ ‘ .

. Tke Yellow Flood, by I.P. Frasly.

. PussiOn Frnit by Usa Bgnanu.
‘Tho,Powor pf Thot, by E; Rection.

The Barrgd“Dooi; by Shesa laidonhoad.
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The Easiest Yay, by Eilene Backe. 5 N
How to R.od\;aevq‘ Y}dur.'iu.. by‘lnidcr\'_ligggard,t v | _ - \ \ .
Tb;oAB‘mvn'S;\:ota' oﬁ the nqor, by Crawlirg Child. ‘ o
R inﬁﬁod s Bot ama, by Shess Prick Skimner. o o .
| o w0
"It's a hellcfia life," said the poor Queen of .Spain. .) by
- N ;'!';lvo pinutes of pi;ésun, and nine months of pain,® .
nyﬁ? minute_-“o!_ﬁlaagﬁn, nine months of pain, ' o L

Two weoks of rest, and at it again."




,’60 t.o 'Io, God lmowa whon.
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Extmcts tma tha di&ry of & y:nmg Wouan's firat 894 trip.

- Tuaaday- It's vonderful out on tho bonndlosa doap. Such mn,and vind

(R

Saturduy- 'rhe chior onginaer is re&ny quito duporato. He cornarod
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BUGLE CALLS

ASSEMBELY,

: ‘ _.z,//"f
Tkere's & soldisr in the grass, with a bullet up his ass,
Take it out, take it out, take it out, take it out.

MESS OI;AL L e

Come @nd get your porky without any lean,
Come &and get your soupy without a single bean.

fav}’*’Q’QW -

M



Oh, the wavalry, the artillery, and the dirty enginsers,

They couldn't lick the doughboys in a hundred thousand years.



We're the rugszed bucaneers,
Ve have hair bdhind ‘8ars,
And we wear leather fpreetches,
inst the rocks =
ns of bitches.

A S b i

We wipe our ass ¢n\broken glass,

We do not care fpr\trifles,

We hang our bal)Ys upor the walls,
and shoot]at %?em with rifles.

H
| /
i
!
|
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I'r, Preside
a-bitch® For th
gain recognition
shrink and cring

R Compayeh th
nonderous bolloc
seintillations o

glazhing effulgence of

nt---ir. President---You low-down son-of-
e last half housh I have peen attempting to
, and eve'y time ] catch youah eye you

o like a gog with & fl

ea up his ass.

e puny penis of a Peruvian prince with the

ks of o Roman 3enator;
£ the lightning-bug's

the noonday sun:

compayah the faint
oss-hole with the

- ,‘—*
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::Variation on Frankie and Johnny
5 or |
Carl Sandburg forgets himself
before the Perth Amboy Women's
Browning Socilety
And yet, I loved Lim with & love
As pure as are the heavens above
Vhen with that yellow Nellie BElye
I caught him ---
'ﬁésn't he my wen?
Hadn't T danced and croonmed and sung for him,
And waiked thé gtreets when my feet ached
Anl talked to god damned white men
"ho eaw in me
} Phantasmagoria in ebony,
Muscles iike knots &n trees
Rlack on’white sheets
And shades between---
Chiaroscuro?.
‘Rut pe was my man,
God damn his soul.
For him I saved inriCdcies of technique,
His onlzﬁfere the niceties, the delights
which to/ancient Greek | S
Aton=d for philicsophic nights
Spent quibbling on‘the merité of milk and honrney, j
Respecti#ely |

.. If you please. | g




. % J. Variation----3

So, when that yellow Nellie came along, high toned,
Hich stepper, straight from Albany
Where no poor whites knew her, »ut Senators
-=-=7 1let him zo.
"hat else was left?
B c:ﬂ. when my curicsity
Nirected me t0 veeT
Thrducrh the winiow 30 high
And there T wa%tched mv lovin' man Johbny
with that gal named Wellie Rlye---
Too well I loved him
To stanl for A& such poor rorkmanship==<
‘I pulled that sun,
T 2aid I'1 shoot,
rut when that forty-four
Went root-a-tat-toot

——=My 0od, T lovsd that man!

- — - . e e W S

Reported, from stenograrhic notes
taken under the inspiration of
Tvittoria, a waitress whom Dowson.
mizht have loved, by non2 other
than Saul Pierre Carson.



CABLE ADDRESS
“RALEIGH, WASHINGTON

TarE RALEIGH

EUROPEAN PLAN.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF.

Was HING’.I‘ON,D.C..

L.G. SIZER, MANAGER

T Dl Foalnanen

NV Rene ran o QPR e

(’

ar(rv\. \'QA-(, (é-i W{r"«»@ C’% \,,wa
ﬁc‘ ‘(xa& Ca. ‘ {MI
: "ﬂ "‘5’ creeliom -
Q }"C«.(, \Omté'v..

Cbe" WLa, &2&4_ DL Un, C,T[(C:vz_
YW‘) M M,Ak(' WL% Q&G/;L(




[MS continues on back of other MS page]

CoR o
| Cond ppredd U snth uTTyM |
When T g lane L J"’ &0 |
M u.r;-é( LAy " Z/Cvé(»‘,fd»w[( &t
W M (argh &’W {&‘ Z[‘(i T
He jp‘« a’f?' % /Qu@ L&z Mafegwé@a “(f? '
Conlef ¥ LAfe et beill Leoins,

i e T e gt e

PO



[MS continues on back of other MS page]


THE OLD SPORT.

The 0Old Spert sat in his grand stand chair,
With dung on his pants and 1lice in his hair,
And his voice rang out on the evdning air;
v "He'll win in a vtalk, by goshi”
N ——

"His recerd's straight, he can't go sbow-~

Re's out of Black Bess and Hungry Joa-~

And of all that field he'll make a shoW;
He'll win in a wabk, by goshi"

"Just wait t1ll you see them turn him loose,
He'll go through that field like shit through a goose ;

Just like an: ace a-beating a deuce.
He'll win in a walk, by gosh}"

They came down the stretch and that bastard was third,
He worked up to second, them slipped on a turd

And fell in the ditch. . + And that son of & bitch
Never finished at all, by gosht

‘*— T ozl :6;{5‘“ ln~£‘~é rm vielo
'LAVMM& et o of @ bl
When he 4k shadticl ke 00 sadee “wm aca el
| | o o £ i S o wrelle by Tomns!




Office Hours:
2 to 4 p-m. 7 to 8 p.m.
Wed. by appointment

FOR
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HOUGHTON'S
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J; 5. PHILLIPSON

880
PHONE: GEN. 172

T.T. zoozm<‘ M. D. Phone: Genesee 47
Federal No. 2055

774 Main Street West
ROCHESTER, NEW YORK

DATE—

AGE ADDRESS:
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SOCRATIC LOVE

Tha story goss that Socrate:~
That wise Athenian codger,

Carried concsaled bensath his clothes
A rara avis dodger

Wherswith ne used, whenas imxiiwxsd he felt
Particularly nippy,

To ransack holss that did not

%;1+ Appertainito hisiXamtippe.

Young Alcibiades, they say,
Wse such a pink of fashion,

As to excite old Socrates
Into a flams of passion.

Wrich spurred nim not Xantippe-wards
To coddle and tc hug ‘sr,

But filled him with a violent

And lewd desire to bugger.

Now wit ye walwthat in thess parts
It was no% considered nasty
For sage philosopners to turn
Their tools to pedsrasty.
The sapient Plato, whom they called
In those old times, the kaster,
Did krow, a tergo, as they say,
.A protty boy, hight Aster;
And old Diogenes, who throve

By raising of the dickens,



Socratic Love, 2

Was wont to occupy all bums,

From pupils down to chickens.
Wrilst that reverad and ausiere man,
The greut and pious Solon,

Did pemetrate a Thracian youth
Unto his transverse colon.

In $gort 4t was ths usua. thing
For horny Greeks to diddle

This guamy vent, insteud of that

o VO
'ith,‘the ladiss piddls.

Now Alcibiades was tall
And struight as any arrow;
His buttocks thrilled old Socratus
Unt;u his very marrowe.
No hairs had yet profared tha vale
That cleft those glcbes asundare
Ne nairs to stay the feted breath
. 8¢ vorbogmel tbunder=
Ne hair to interrupt the course
Of his dium;il ordure,
And gatner from Lhat axcrement
A rank dillberric bordure.
Hie sphincter was as fair a band,
So Socrates protsested,
As ovor kept one's viivals in,

Or passed them all digested.



Socratic Lowvs, 3

No hemcrriioids had ever marred
Its soft and sensuous beuuty,
Ard on iils viregin folds no prick
Had spent its tlaasing duty.
Like some swsot bud it nestled thers,
While the winds blew gently thru ite
Scenting the breezs old Sccrates
kore madly longed to do it.
But Alcibizdes was wont
To make absurd objection
Whgn Socrutes proposad the schema
Of fcrmirg a connection.
cH IpISH
The youth conceived theAyhhn
That buggery was nasty,
Ani so he kept his virgin bum
Unstained by pedsrasty.
So he graw froﬁ day to day,
And his arse waxed hourly fatter

Tiil Socratss was nearly dead

To get at that fscal matter.

It so vbefell that or a day
In swaaty Summer weather,
They walkad to the Acropolis
Quits casually togsther.
And as they walksd the youth bent down

To tie his sandle lacese



Socratic Love,4

They always come unloosad, you know,
At the neanest times and placesw-
And as ho stooped he liftsd high
And 1eft without protsction
The cntirs teact of his lowsr gut,A
Frow the pod to the sigucid floxion.
For wecks and woths old Socrates
Had had a Priapism,
And his ponderous odds~ a signt for gods,
Yors Loth surchargsd with giza.
Sesing that bum, and this rare chanca,
He straightway set to spot *om,
So ha hit 'im a lick witn nis attic prick,
Aad occupisd Aley's botton.
In vain the poor Atheniadpagged,
Ballowad, pissad and fartad,
Full Twenty kinutss ‘lavsed bafors
His friend and hs wsrs pariad.
And while c1d Socratss sxplorsd
' 4
nr oy apd A8 > )
The tdntalizing glories

A .
Al

Of " rigae 55415?3pi§6aé “:*f'
And of quivv.ring lavatoriss,
The victem of nis lust cried out,
"ghue, that X in vain I
Should to this hour havs xept intact
by rosey sphincter ani!
Fool tnat I was Lo keap it swoat

And clean for this old dodger,



Socratic Love, 5

With his tkree cornsred prong
And his greusy balls, 1o roger!

Why did I not yeald up my cnacis

To Xsnophons Bubracus,
As I've had ths chanca 0 do

At divers times and placos?

Why not givseup av wealth
Of callipygous treusurss

To handscws Cimcn'’s burning lust,
Or Pious Plato's pleasurss!?

Ho v would thess men have gloried
In wy coy and virgin rectua!

With no tho't of vagrant dung,
O;lcundroms to protect *sm!

But now?! Ys Gods! this lescherous goat,
With sardonic skuldugrery,

Doth rive wy arse in twain with his
Incarnsta god of buggsry.

And when he pulls that pintle out
With which now he shuts in

Ths sigh my liver longs to vent,

Tri. Hew. shalleI keep my guts inl?"

Thus railed ths youth againsy uls fats,

Which threatensd to undo him,



Socratic Lovs, 6

But Soc, all hsadless of his cziss
Rignt briskly socked it to hin,

Ho pucked his spsra sc firmly in
That colon soft and callow,

That when ¥hersaftsr Alcy poopad,

The poop was mostly tallow.

Accrsditsd wo Bugsne Fisld.
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Here's to the breeazes
That blow thrp the treeses
And waft girle' chimeses

Above their pretty kneeses.

Nice things one seeses
And does what one pleases
And gets stranse diseases

By Jeeses, by Jeeses.
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When memory Reeps m& aompsny, and moves
A weather-beaten ob jJect looms thru the mis
3ehind the house and bam it stood, s helf & wmiis op
And hurrying feet s path had meda, atraight o iie
Its architecture was a typs of simple oma axrs
But in the tragedy of life, i% played & gie varty
And  oft a paseing traveller drove slow, a haa%a & wigh,
To see the modest hired girl slip out uﬁt Elsnces %

We had our posey gurden that the women loved so wall:
T loved 't too, dut betler 2till; I loved the atrongammll
mhat f£illed the evening breesss gc foll of homaw ehear

4nd told the night ¢rertaken tfamp that humsn 1ile was neaar.
or lazy August afteracons it =zade & 1itsle bower
"Deligntful, where my grandsire sst, and while'd awey &a Bony,
for thers the sumner wmornings its very cares ontwined

ind berry bushes reddeded in the streaming seoll H&aind,

And fat day spiders spund ékzelr webs to cafch ti. bunzimg #iles
2hat d1litted to and from the house where 4a was bmking ‘ples.
And onze & swarm of hornets bqld, had built a pslnce there

And stung my unsuspecting sasd, ¥ must not tell you wWhere:

~hen father took a f£laming pole - that was a bappy dag=

He nearly burned the building up, but the hornetiz htt to wiay.
¥hen eummer bloosm began to fsle snd wimiasr ta caroasg

¥e banked the 1ittle building with a hesp of hexlook bodeka.

Zut when the srust was on thae wuow, and the sullsn skiew ssre gray,

In sooth the bullding was no place where one would wish to stay.

ve ¢1d our duties promptly, thers one purpofe swuayed tm eind;:

We tarried not, mor lingered long on ®What one left hahind

The torture of that icy seat wonld mske & Rerten ow

' #or needs must scrape the goose Liesh with .k :
That from & frost-encrasted nail was auapoﬁa& frmﬁ:i 35 ph

'Ky faether was a frugsl soul, snd wasted not & thing.

When grandpa had to go-®out dask™ and make hip sovalag o
%e'd bundle up the dear old rep with a muifler o1l K QLW
. T knew the hole on which he sat, twae taddsed =17 :Iow

And once I tried to sit there 4 'twas a&‘* too w1

Bnt 8t1ll T marvel at the craft that eut these ‘o
The baby hole, and $£he elender hole thst f£itted x!ste
7hat dear old comtry 1apd mark; T havy 'trmzmd L R
And in the lap of luxury, wy Jot has bsen %o &t
Put ere I &ie, T'11 eat the fruit of trees I rokoud of yors .
Then geak the ﬁhm‘t ‘where my page le carbed upam the dcox.
I Woen tho o34 familiar smell will mooRh. tin sand,
S I'm now a map, but none the legs I*11 ¢ A w%'h“lﬁ*ﬁ
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Paul, the playful cabin boy,
Mischievous 1ittle nipper,
Filled his arse-hole full of glass

And circumcised the skipper.
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THE Palal OF & VAN-CHILD. @7\_

4 _entle nun, who had never strayed

rroa the convent walls since, a tcddling maid
Cr three bright swmmers,they brought her there,
dad grown to womanhood, pure and fair;

Sie could use her nsedle with dainty skill,

&34 to charm tiic hours that were long and utill
Sie had learned with patient care tc paint,

Ax:d the pictured face of some good old saint,
Gleamed oft from the canvas 'neath her hand.

but, weary of these, one day she planned
4 picture fairer than all beside,

Trat should be her mazsterplece and pride -
Sue would paint the Virgin Mother mild,

In her ams uplearing the Holy Child.

so for many & Jdoy she toiled snd wrought,

Inspired by swe:zt and holy thought,

Until the picture was all complete,

Fr\m the haloed head to the ssndaled feet.
:en the patient artist said, "I wi:l go,

Qm the Mother sibess that she mey bestow,

Some word of praise and her blescing sweet,

Cu my picture fair that is all complete,

from the halced head tc the sandaled feet."

ohe did not Xmocw that tne wee sweet face
Held close in i'e mother's fond embrace,
o charm of baby or childhood wore -
'rvas & little woman and nothing more.

But the lother albess, seeing, smiled,
and sald in the yentlest voice, "ify child,
Tiz noly Date was & Man-child boru,

Ruidy and fresh =s a waking morn."

"but could they guess when so young and fair,

2iat a sometime man was nestling thereg"

"aye, daughter, the first faint breath before,

And the mark still lingers when life is o'er. n

"But tell we, mother, that I may imew,

Wiret spot or dlmple oF rosy glow,

Wrot cuwe of muscle or sweep c¢f liub

Wien given to ilg man-child, marketh himon

“hay, child, ru, ieaven though mayest never wnow,

wimt spot or dimple or rosy glow,

Or wondrous shage ere he draws a breath,
arxeth the man-caild for life or deatn.“

(continued)




THE AR OF 4 LAN-CHILD. [continued.)

The abbess went in her holy way,

ané the novice knelt down in her niche to pray;
But ever one thought disturbed her prayer -~
The mark of the men-child was not there,.

As she walked aloue in some cloistered ground,
Her heart all at unce gave & sudden bound,
for there was tls gardener, strong and young,
and as light of heurt as brisk of tongue.

She would ask if on brow or breast or limbd

The wark of the mun~-child showed on him,

"Core u to my reom,” she said, "come quick"
Ard, tossing aside his shovel &and pilck,
Tovurd her virgin shrine his feet he set,
Vihere the picture leancd on the easel yet.

"l: it fair," she asked and he answersd low,

ntils a purty picture, &s well ye know,

But 'tis not the 7irgin ¥other's Jjoy,

Fer bless your sweet face, her babe was & boy."
"Hoy wow your" Why every spalpeen kmows thet ¢
Wity a puzzled 1l.ck said the laughing Pat.

"en tell ne 2l chow me," she sald, "or I'll say
The* to my rcom ,Juu have forced your way,

An? I'11 make you lecse your place tcday.t

'Ivixt fright or frelio, or fear and pain,
Wit an Irichman's blood afire in his vein,
and o pretty girl asking a thing lile that -
koo vhat 1s & fellow to do?" sald Pat.

ne moment ‘he paused, then aside he threw

i¢ leathern belt and his blouse of blue,
an? the mark of the man-child vas brought to view.
She opened wide »er brown,bright eyes,
Aund zazed with winder und sweet surprise,
On the mystical, mugical, long-sougnt prize,
The round soft rcll, as it lay 2t rest,
Cn two pink lobes, clcse together pressed,
Lize & baby's face 'tween its mdther's breasts.
ant, as with her vhite hand guivering,
She tcuched the rugieal, myctical thing,
Shie felt It betveon her fingers stir,
It clemed tc rize up sud n2od «t her.

With a thrill thet crept from her heart to her lips,
and orimsoned her brow wnd finger tips,

Thet quickened her pulses and throtbed in her heart,
ard set all her senses astray and astart.

uhe closed her syes and she knew no more,

She had seen the rurv thut the men-child WOre.e
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Loy years went uy, the novice strayed

From her clolistered nook in thw convent shede,
a1 the fair-hz'red davghters and bruve-bLrowsd sons,
“cld how well "zr work in the werld was done.
But the abbess found {n the dim old room,

4 pleture shrouded in dust acd gloom;

Si.e drew 1t out o tie light of day -

n.v well she reumlercd its cclors gsy,

Tr sweet-faced Virgin, tne baby faoir -

Butl the mark ¢f ‘he man-child was added tihere.
C..o leok of horrir the abbess gave,

na @ laugh riorled over her face 1ive a wav R
4., ralzing vil rands shove her tead,

Moo vieund IL's sairick'syM wus &1l she sald.
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FANILIAR 3AYINGS.

"This is a good one on me"' said the choir leadsr, as the
minister mounted her.

"This is & pretty hard proposition" s&id the flgpper, sitting
on her sheik.

"Something funny is going on here" said the vwhore, as the man
put on & green french tickler.

"Here is where the fun comes in" said the bride, indicating
her vagina. .

"Fare enough" said the conductor, crawling'out of the whore's
berth after the third piece of tail.

"The game is worth the candle" said the old maid, and bought
a dozen.

"There 1s buggery aboard" said the cebin-boy, as he tasted
shit on the first mate's prick.

"This is running into money" said the monkey, as he pissed in
" the cash register.

"There goes another piece of tail" said the monkey, & he got
too near the buzz-sawe.

"Thet was no idle dream', said the chamber-meid, as she stood
the pejamas in the corner.

"There's some-thing in that" said the hurgler, s he stuck his
hand in the piss-pot under the bed,

"There's something ih that" said the king,as he tapped the belly
of his pregnant daughter. -

"A 1li*tle goes & long way" said the hummingbird, as he shit
from the limb of the tree overhanging the precipice.

"That remains to be scen," said the monkey &s he shit in the
sugarbowl and slyly covered it up.




_Bamiliar Sayings {eontinued)

"That can be looked &t from both sides", said the fly as
he shit on the window-pane.

"They're offi" said the monkey as he backed into the lawn-
mowere.

"Come as often as you can" said the chorus-girl to her
bald-headed boy Lriend.

*It's all right as far as it goes," said the wife to her
short-peckered husband.

"All that glitters is not gold" said the elephant as he
pissed in the moounlight.

“Notting stirring there”" ssid the prcfessor «s he stuck a
finger wp the mummy's asse.

"I put my foot in it that time"™ said the burglar as he
steried in the plss pot under the bed.

"We'.1l have to take the matter up" said the Board of Health
as they followad the elephaunt up the street.

“"That's a great drawback said the elephant, as he skinned
his pricik.

“"You can't shit me, big boy" said Jonsh, hanging on the
whale's entrails,

"Business is picking up" said the street cleanar
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