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For those of you who took the first class, you’ll know I sprinkle commentary throughout the handout. This is no exception. 

You’ll notice that the Downright Offensive section is the biggest.

You’re Welcome.

My Old Man

Suggested tune: "My Old Man's a Dustman" (Taken direct with minor omissions for space from Justinian’s Online Songbook)

My old man’s a Fighter, what do you think about that?

He wears a fighter’s tabard, he wears a fighter’s hat.

He wears a fighter’s tunic, he wears a fighter’s shoes,

And every day at Pennsic, he reads the daily news,

And some day, if I can.

I’m going to be a fighter, the same as my old man.

My old man’s a Baron, what do you think about that?

He wears a Baron’s tabard, he wears a nice gold hat.

He wears a Baron’s tunic, and he wears leather shoes,

And every day at Pennsic, some one reads him the news

And some day, if I can

I’m going to be a Baron, the same as my old man.

My old man’s the King! What do you think about that?

He wears a kingdom tabard, he wears a point hat

He wears embroidered tunics, and he wears pointy shoes.

And every day at Pennsic, he makes the front page news.

And some day, if I can

I’m going to be the King, the same as my old man.

My old man’s a Pelican, what do you think about that?

He’ll help you make a tabard; he’ll help you make a hat

He’ll help sew you a tunic, he’ll help you cobble shoes

And every day at Pennsic, he helps put out the news

And some day, if I can

I’m going to be a Pelican, and help out my old man.

My old man’s a Laurel, what do you think about that?

He wears a completely authenticated, fully documented tabard,

He wears a completely authenticated, fully documented hat

He wears a completely authenticated, fully documented tunic

He wears a completely authenticated, fully documented shoes

And every day at Pennsic, He refuses to read the Pennsic Independent,

Because his Persona would not have been able to understand English.

And some day, if I can

I’m going to be a Laurel, and criticize my old man.

My old man’s a stick jock, what do you think about that?

He wears faded blue jeans, he wears a baseball cap

He wears a dirty tee shirt, and white Nike shoes,

And every day at Pennsic, he fights.

And some day, if I can

I’m going to be a stick jock, and beat up my old man.
Note from Justinian

I first heard this song as Pennsic XX being sung by some lovely ladies from the Riding of Hawkland Moor It was written by Lord Valentine, from Flaming Gryphon ( or Fenix)

The Jolly Butcher

Traditional, As heard on UP by Great Big Sea

Oh won't you come along with me love
Come along with me!
Come for one night and be my wife
And come along with me

Well it is of the jolly butcher as you might plainly see
As he roved out one morning in search of company
He went into a tavern and a fair girl he did see
Ah come for one night, be my wife, oh come along with me

He called for liquor of the best
And he makes such fortune play
Come have a drink, it will make us think
That it is our wedding day

[Chorus]

Well he called for a candle to light their way to bed
And when he had her in the room these words to her he said,
"A sovereign I will give to you, for to embrace your charms
And all that night, that fair young maid, lied in the butchers' arms

[Chorus]

Oh, Early the next morning be sure it went his way
He looked unto that fair young maid and unto her did say, 
"That sovereign that I gave to you, do not think me strange,
Well that sovereign that I gave to you will you give me back me change!"

[Chorus]

Well about a 12 months later he roved out once more
And he went into the tavern where he'd often been before
He wasn't in there very long when his fair maid he did see
And she brought forth a baby three months old and placed it on his knee

When he saw the baby, he began to curse and swear
And he said unto that fair young maid, "Why did you bring him here?!"
"Well he is your own, kind sir", she said, "Do not think me strange,
Well that sovereign that you gave to me, I gives you back your change!!"

[Chorus 2x]
This was one of the first and few songs I have memorized and performed in the SCA. Oldie but a goodie. And a nice surprise ending to anyone that hasn’t heard it before.

Little Piece of Wang

I’ve found a number of versions, but this is a good one. Anything in parenthesis is an alternate verse
When God made father Adam, sure He laughed and danced and sang
And He sewed up Adam's belly with a little piece of Wang


Now when the job was over, God said, "I've measured wrong"
For when the Wang was knotted, it was just a bit too long

”It’s but eight inches long,” said He, “I guess I'll let it hang"
And He left on Adam's belly, that little piece of Wang


And when it came to Mother Eve, it fairly made Him smart
For when the Wang was knotted, it was just a bit too short

"It leaves an awful crack” said He, “but I don't give a dang,
She can fight it out with Adam for that little piece of Wang"

And ever since that glorious day when human life began
It's been a constant struggle betwixt the woman and the man

For the woman swears to have the piece that on his belly hang,

To fill that awful crack that’s left when the Lord ran out of Wang.


(And if you ask the woman and the man, they will agree
that they won't care if that battle lasts for all eternity)

So let us not be selfish, boys, with what the women lack,

But keep them busy on that Wang to fill the crack

For the good Lord never intended that it should idle hang,

When He placed on Adam’s belly, that little piece of Wang
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Johnny/Jenny Be Fair

For a male singer, replace Johnny with Jenny and so forth. The Jenny below is OOP, but funny as hell.

Well, Johnny be fair and Johnny be fine and wants me for to wed

And I would marry Johnny, but my father up and said

I'm sad to tell you daughter what your mother never knew

But Johnny is a son of mine and so he's kin to you

Well, Jimmy be fair and Jimmy be fine and wants me for to wed

And I would marry Jimmy, but my father up and said

I'm sad to tell you daughter what your mother never knew

But Jimmy, too, is a son of mine and so he's kin to you

Well, Billy be fair and Billy be fine and wants me for to wed

And I would marry Billy, but my father up and said

I'm sad to tell you daughter what your mother never knew

But Billy, too, is a son of mine and so he's kin to you

You never seen a girl so sad and sorry as I was

The boys in town are all my kin and my father is the pa

If this continue I shall die a single miss

So I'll go to mother and complain to her of this

Oh daughter, haven't I taught you to forgive and to forget

Even if this all is true, still you needn't fret

Your father may be father to all the boys in town, still

He's not the one who sired you, so marry who you will

Male Version

Jenny be fair, and Jenny be fine, and wants me for to wed,
And I would marry Jenny, but my father up and said,
"I hate to tell you something, son, you maybe never knew,
But Jenny's voted Democrat since Nineteen-Eighty-Two."

Well, Julie be fair, and Julie be fine, and wants me for to wed,
And I would marry Julie, but my father up and said,
"Now listen, boy, a girl's a toy for cold and lonely nights,
And Julie's worked the last decade for women’s' equal rights."

Well, Mary is fair, and Mary is fine, and wants to marry me,
But Father said, "You're out of your head, she's not the girl for thee,
She works in an abortion clinic, lives with pain and strife,
And might get blown to smithereens one night by Right to Life."

Well, Rachel is cute, and thinks of me as husband-on-the-hoof,
But when my father heard of it, he up and hit the roof:
"How can you think to marry her? My God, the girl's a Jew!"
I didn't mention Stephanie, who's pagan through and through.

Fine! Gail is cute, and Gail is tough, and wants to be my pal.
But Dad said, "Marry her if you must, but don't befriend a gal!"
I tried to tell him Gail does not want to marry me,
But Gail told him better than I -- best two falls out of three.

Well, every time a woman seems to be the one for me,
My father blows it all to Hell with his philosophy,
But I prefer my lady friends, and they have much more class,
So I'll have an affair with whomever I care, and Dad can kiss my ass.

Keyhole in the Door 

Child Ballad No. 27 

I had just come home and I took a room,
I was all settled down to recline,
When I saw a delectable maid go by,
To the room next door to mine
Like the bold Columbus then,
I set out to explore,
And I took up my position by
The keyhole on the door.

Chorus
The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
I took up my position
By the keyhole in the door.

She first took off her slippers,
Her dainty feet to show,
And then she took her knickers off
And revealed her so-and-so,
And when she stretched out on her bed,
I couldn't stand no more,
It was one, two, three, I turned the key
In the keyhole in the door

Chorus
The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
It was one, two, three, I turned the key
In the keyhole in the door

She didn't say a single word.
But she took me in her arms,
And pretty soon I was much engaged,
In charting all her charms
But just in case some other sailor
`D see the sights I saw,
I hung my trousers right above
The keyhole in the door.

Chorus
The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
I hung my trousers right above
The keyhole in the door.


That night I rode in glorious style,
And other things besides,
And on her lily white stomach, Boys,
I had such lovely rides
But when I woke next morning, Boys,
My instrument was sore
As if I had been using it
On the keyhole in the door.

Chorus
The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
As if I had been using it
On the keyhole in the door.

Be warned by this, young sailormen
And listen unto me,
What I caught then, no fishermen
Have ever caught at sea
Beware the pox, the hidden rocks,
That lie in wait ashore,
It's safer far to bend your spar
In the keyhole in the door.

Chorus
The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
It's safer far to bend your spar
In the keyhole in the door.


ONE MORE TIME


The keyhole in the door,
My boys, the keyhole in the door
It's safer far to bend your spar
In the keyhole in the door.

I found this one online and met a wonderful lady named Finn in Lochac. I just found out she was made a Court Baroness…Wassail Finn!!!
Roll Your Leg Over

Ok, here is the deal. I am going to put as many verses that I can find in, and I’m not even going to try to attribute them to people. Some I’ve found, some I’ve heard, some I’ve made up. This is by NO means a definitive list…make up your own and see how long you can get it to go. I’m going to give you two pages of this, in two columns…Guy verses and Girl verses. I’m an equal opportunity offender.

(The Guys Lines) 

If all the young ladies were little white rabbits

I'd be a hare and I'd teach 'em bad habits

If all the young ladies were sweet fruits and berries

I'd handle their melons and nibble their cherries

If all the young girls were like fish in a pool

I'd be a shark with a waterproof tool

If all the young girls were like cows in the pasture

I'd be a bull and fill them with rapture

If all the young girls were like mares in the stable

I'd be a stallion and show them I'm able

If all the young ladies were locks on a gate

I'd be a key and insert and rotate

I wish all the girls were like statues of Venus

I'd be a Greek with a petrified penis.

If all the young ladies were little red foxes

And I were a hunter I'd shoot up their boxes

If all the young girls were like trees in the forest

And I were a woodsman, I'd split their clitoris

If all the young girls were like telephone poles

I'd be a squirrel, stuff my nuts in their holes

(opt. I'd grab my red pecker to stick in their holes)

If all the young ladies were winds of the sea

I'd be a sail and I'd let them blow me

If all the young ladies were fish in the ocean,

I'd be a shark and I'd raise a commotion.

If all the young ladies were sheep in the clover,

I'd be a ram and I'm ram them all over.

If all the young ladies were birds in their nests

I'd be an egg and lie under their breasts

If all the young girls were like coals in the stoker

I'd be a fireman and shove in my poker

If all the young ladies belonged to the Horde

I'd be a yak herd and -never- be bored!

If all the young ladies were doors of stout wood

And I were a knocker I'd bang 'em up good

If all the young ladies were singing this song

It would be twice as bawdy, and six times as long!

If all them young ladies was wheels on a car,

Then I'd be the piston and go twice as far.

If all the young ladies were bats in a steeple

And I were a bat there'd be more bats than people

If all the young ladies were bells in a tower

And I were a sexton, I'd bang every hour

If all the young ladies were built like a shoe,

I'd be a foot and do what I could do.

If all the young girls were linear spaces,

And I were a vector, I'd aim for their bases.

If Lassies were wine glasses, and filled up with rum

A rub round the lips would make them all hum!

If all them young lassies were kittens with fur

I'd give all a good reason to pppuuurrr

If all of them lassies were statues of Venus,

I'd be equipped with a petrified penis.

I wish all the ladies was little white flowers,

And I was a bee, I’d suck them for hours

I wish all the ladies were moles in the grasses

And I were a mole, I’d smell the molasses

I wish all young lasses were like wine in a glass

Then I’d get so drunk, I’d fall on my ass

Ladies Verses

If all the young laddies were fine silks and laces

And I were an iron, I'd sit on their faces

I wish all the laddies were like pipes in the yard,

After I drained them they'd still remain hard.

If all the young laddies were coconuts sweet

I'd suck out their juices and chew on their meat

If all the young laddies were merry go rounds

I'd mount up and we'd go up and down

If all the young laddies were big wooden stairs

They'd go up mine and I'd go down theirs

If all the young laddies were bottles of beer

I'd give good head and they'd be of good cheer

If all the young laddies were cocks in the hay

I'd be a hen and I'd have a good lay

If all them young laddies were papier-mâché -able,

I'd have them, discard them; they’re biodegradable.

If all them young laddies were firemen bold,

I’d visit their station and slide down their pole.

If all of our laddies were skins of fine wine,

I’d go after yours once I’d finished off mine.

(You let me taste yours then I’ll let you taste mine)

If all them young laddies were flowers in the soil,

I’d water their roots; for long stems I would toil.

If laddies were washcloths with soap in my tub,

I’d lather all over and have a good scrub.

If all of them laddies would set down their mugs,

I’d quench all their thirsts with one taste from my jugs.

If all the young laddies were fire that scorches,

I’d be the flame and would heat up their torches.

If all them young laddies were puppies full grown,

I’d let them know where to bury their bone.

If all the young laddies were waves in the sea,

I’d stand on the shoreline and let them pound me.

For all those young laddies attempting to woo,

Your luck will improve if you bathe and shampoo

If all them young laddies were cones of ice cream

The was that I’d lick them just might seem obscene

To all the young laddies here's a word to the wise,

The lasses love tickling but what matters is size.

If all the young laddies were butchers so sweet,

I’d swing on their hooks and I’d pound on their meat

If all the young laddies had needles for dicks,

When they gets to sewin’, you should beware their pricks.

If all the young laddies were planets in space,

And I were a rocket, I’d land on their face

If laddies were sailing in channels quite thin

I’d be the lighthouse and guide them all in

If all the young laddies were singing this song,

It'd be over too quick and be half as long...

If all the young laddies were singing this dity

it'd be twice as long, but just half as witty

If all them young laddies was milk in a cup

And I were a kitten, I’d lick them all up

If all them young laddies were economy cars,

And I were the fuel, with me they’d go far.

If laddies were watches in shiny gold cases,

Then I’d be the hands and sit on their faces

If all them young laddies were sweets and hard candy,

I’d suck on a few when I’s feeling randy

If all them young laddies were airplanes in flight,

I’d be the hanger and hold them all night

If all them young laddies were grapes in the sun,

I’d grab a big bunch; squeeze their juice one by one.

If all them young laddies were bakers of pies,

And I were the bread yeast, I’d make them all rise

If all them young laddies were potters of clay,

I’d sit on their wheels and rotate all day

If laddies were barrels of whiskey rye

I’d turn on their spigots and drink them all dry.

If laddies were clouds all fluffy and gray,

I’d be the wind and I’d blow them all day.

If all them young laddies were whales in the sea,

I’d be a minnow and let them eat me.

If all them young laddies were needles and pins

And I were the cushion, I’d hold their pricks in

If laddies were chocolates in which to indulge

I’d reach for the ones with the largest bulge

If laddies were knights in search of romances

I’d bed the ones with the longest lances

If all them young laddies were ball swinging wreckers,

We’d all be impressed by the strength of their peckers

The Limerick Song

From Roll me Over Songbook, John Valby, and random internet dirty limericks.

This song is another one like Roll Your Leg Over. You can replace both the limericks and the line in the Ay yi yi yi bit. The worse you can get, the better.

Chorus:


Ay, ay, ay ay


In China they do it with chili *

So sing me another verse


That's worse than the other verse


And waltz me again by my Willie

*(alternate lines)

Your mother, she swims after long ships

The long ships rejected your mother

Your grandma licks bat shit off of cave walls

Your sister solicits in kennels

Your cousin gives blow jobs to camels

Your sister does squat thrusts on hydrants

It takes leather balls to play rugby

Your sister runs the blowjob booth at the county fair

Your brother fucks butterball turkeys

Your mother goes down for Egyptians

Your Father can’t get lucky on payday

There was a young harlot from Kew



Who filled in her vagina with glue



She said with a grin,





"If they pay to get in,





Then they'll pay to get out again too!"

There was a young girl named Ann Heiser

Who swore that no man could surprise her

But Pabst took a chance

Found a Schlitz in her pants

And now she is sadder Budweiser

There was a young lady of Ealing



Endowed with such delicate feeling



When she read on the door




'Don't piss on the floor'



She lay down and pissed on the ceiling

d in Braille

 There was a young man from Peru,

who fell asleep in his canoe,

while dreaming of Venus,

he played with his penis

and woke up covered in goo.

The last time I dined with the King

He did a most curious thing.

He sat on a stool,

Took out his tool,

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

There was a young man from Saint Paul

Who went to a masquerade ball.

Just for a stunt

He went dressed as a cunt,

And was fucked by a dog in the hall.

There once was a man named Ray

Who fashioned a cunt out of clay

But the heat of his prick

Turned the clay into brick

And tore all his foreskin away

Here's to the girl named Louise

Who's pubic hair hung to her knees

the crabs came together,

and knitted a sweater

so in Winter her cunt would not freeze!

I know of a horny boy Matt

Who played with a vampire bat

With his dick in his hand

His voice did command

"Try sucking the blood out of that!"

There was an old woman from Leith

Who would circumcise men with her teeth

It wasn’t for fame,

or love of the game

but to get at the cheese underneath.

There once was a girl from Nantucket.

Her boyfriend was about to up-chuck it.

she said with a grin,

wipe that cum from your chin.

I told you it's my job to suck it!

There once was a girl from Nantucket

Who crossed the sea in a bucket,

And when she got there

They asked for a fare

So she pulled up her dress and said "FUCK IT"

There once was a man named Sprockett

Who walked with his hand in his pocket

He was able to hide

What he was doing inside

Till he shot off like a Fourth of July rocket.

There once was a vampire named Mabel,

who's period was notoriously stable

So one night in June

she sat with a spoon

and drank herself under the table

There was a young man from Iraq,

Which had holes down the side of his cock,

His boyfriend Umberto,

could play the concerto,

by Johannes Sebastian Bach.

There was a young man from Marsailles,

Who lived on clap-juice and snails,

When he couldn't afford these,

He lived on the cheese,

He scraped from his cock with his nails.

I'm told of a Bishop of Birmingham,

Who buggered young boys while confirming them,

To roars of applause,

He tore down their drawers,

And pumped the epsicople sperm in 'em.

There once was a lady from Nizus,

Who had breasts of two different sizes,

One was small,

and round like a ball

And the other was big and won prizes

Said a woman with open delight,

My pubic hair's perfectly white.

I admit there's a glare,

But the fellows don't care

They locate it more quickly at night.

A certain young fellow from Ransome

Had a dame seven times in a hansom.

When she shouted for more,

Said he from the floor,

The name, miss, is Simpson, not Samson.

There was a young lady from Kew

Who said, as the bishop withdrew,

Oh, the Vicar is quicker

And thicker and slicker

And four inches longer than you.

There was a young lady in France

Who hopped on a Bus in a Trance

Three passengers fucked her

Besides the conductor

And the Driver shot twice in his pants.

There was an old man of Duluth

Whose cock was shot off in his youth.

He fucked with his nose,

And his fingers and toes,

And he came through a hole in his tooth.

There once was a man from Marcasse

Who had balls fashioned of brass

When jangled together

They played 'Stormy Weather'

And lightning shot out of his ass.

There once was a man named Dave

Who kept a dead whore in a cave.

Oh what the hell,

I'll get used to the smell.

And think of the money I'll save.

There once was a girl who couldn't shit,

Because she kept playing with 'er clit.

The doctor said 'stop!'.

So she pulled off her top,

And started to play with her tit!

A mortician who practiced in Fyfe



Made love to the corpse of his wife



"I couldn't know, judge,




She was cold, didn't budge,




Just the same as she acted in life!"



There was a young lady named Hilda

Who went for a walk with a builder

He knew that he could

And he should and he would

And he did -- and goddamn nearly killed her!

There was a young man from Berlin



Whose tool was the size of a pin



Said his girl with a laugh




As she fondled his shaft




"Well, this won't be much of a sin!"



There was a young fellow from Kent

Whose prick was so long that it bent

To save himself trouble

He put it in double

And instead of coming, he went

This song can go forever. Just keep coming up with insults in the chorus and limericks for the verses.

My God how the Money Rolls In

This song comes from the Roll Me Over songbook. I got a great load from this book. I will now reference this as RMO. I’ll place it in the bibliography.

Oh, and the tune is to My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean.

My Father makes book on the corner,

My Mother makes second hand gin

My sister makes love for a tuppence

My God how the money rolls in!

Chorus:

Rolls in, rolls in,

My God, how the money rolls in, rolls in,

Rolls in, rolls in

My God, how the money rolls in.

My Brother’s a poor missionary

He saves fallen women from sin

He’ll save you a blonde for a shilling

My God, how the money rolls in.

My Uncle’s an artist and painter;

He turns out a beautiful fin

He sells them ten cents on the dollar

My God, how the money rolls in.

My Aunt is a boarding-house keeper,

She takes little working girls in

They put a red light in the window

My God, how the money rolls in.

My Grandma sells cheap prophylactics

She punctures the heads with a pin

For Grandpa gets rich from abortions

My God, how the money rolls in.

Shove It Home
Here’s another quick one. Still from Roll MeOver.

I gave her inches one,

Shove it home, shove it home

I gave her inches one

Shove it home

I gave her inches one

She said “Johnny, ain’t in fun,

Put your belly next to mine 

and shove it home.”

I gave her inches two

She said “Johnny, I love you…

I gave her inches three

She said “Johnny, I got to pee…

I gave her inches four

She said “Johnny, I want more…

I gave her inches five

She said “Johnny, look alive…

I gave her inches six

She said “I’ve seen bigger pricks…

I gave her inches seven

She said “Golly, ain’t it heaven…

I gave her inches eight

She said “Johnny, ain’t this great?…

I gave her inches nine,

She said “Johnny, ain’t it fine?…

I gave her inches ten

She said “Can’t you come again?…

I gave her inches twenty

She said “Johnny, that’s-a-plenty,

Put your pecker in your pants,

And shove off home!”

Abuse

By Felemid MacDougall (Ken Ruh)

©1985, 2001 Ken Ruh all rights reserved

Verse 3 from Pendar the Bard (Pendar Munro) 

Verses 7 and 8 by Owen the Blind (Owen Hutchins)

Tune: Sweet Betsy from Pike

I’ve been tied up with leather and beaten with chains

I’ve bathed in lime Jell-O and suffered great pain!

My dear, I’ll be truthful, I won’t be obtuse

I know it’s our first date, but I want abuse!

CHORUS

Abuse!   Abuse!  I like abuse!

I’ve never had anything quite like abuse

I’ve had lots of lovers who tied me up loose

But I never had anything quite like abuse.

My mother and father think I’m kinda sick

Lighting my pubic hair up with a Bic.

My brothers and sisters think I am obscene

Using sandpaper dildos with no Vaseline

(Chorus)

Now whippings I'd get when e're I would be bad 

And spankings I'd get when I made my folks mad 

So I'd disobey them and break all my toys 

Now punish me "Mommy", I've been a bad boy!  

(Chorus)

I like small furry creatures who claw and who bite

There’s something about that that’s tingly and tight

There is but one drawback to this kinky mode

You’ve got to use duct tape or they will explode

(Chorus)

Necrophilia, really, I think is the best

The don’t laugh at you when you get undressed

They never get angry, they never get miffed

And the best thing about them is they’re always stiff!

(Chorus)

I like meeting new people as I go on my way

I never do suffer for something to say

I walk into biker’s bars, calling them gay

Bike chains and pool cues, they just make my day

(Chorus)

I’ve been tied up with leather and tied up with twine

And even silk stockings, they work out just fine.

But I hit on something that might cause some dread,

Rope is for wimps, I’ll use barbed wire instead

(Chorus)

Bestiality, really, I think is quite neat

Any old mammal, if it is in heat

Now you might be asking how this is abuse

You’d know if you ever tried doing a moose!
(Chorus)

Now those of you gentles who’ve heard this sad song

May say it’s too bawdy, may say it’s too long

May say I’m disgusting, or my morals are loose

But I guess we all get our fair share of abuse

ENDING CHORUS (much slower)

Abuse! Abuse!  I like abuse!

I’ve never had anything quite like abuse

I’ve had lots of lovers who tied me up loose

But I’ve never had anything….

(Spoken) Sticks and Stones may break my bones,

But whips and chains excite me!

…. Quite like abuse!!!

Ok it had to be done. And the more astute of you will realize that this would logically lead into the Moose Song. Well, no. Not going to happen. I do have some standards.

No, not really. Hmm…I guess I could distill down some of the 6 pages of text I have…

But…No…you can’t make me… Dammit…I hate you people.

The Moose Song
Ok, here. I’ll give you one page of verses, with male and female stuff. Oh, and this comes from both Justinian and Pendar.

Guy Verses

When I was a young lad I used to like girls

I'd play with their bodies and fondle their curls

'Till my wife ran away with a salesman named Bruce

You'd never get treated that way by a Moose

Chorus:

And its Moose, Moose, I like a Moose

I've never had anything quite like a Moose

I've had many women, my life has been loose

But I've never had anything quite like a Moose
When I'm in the mood for a very good lay

I go to the closet and get me some hay

I open the window and spread it around

'Cause Moose always 'come' when there's hay on the ground

Now gorilla are fine for a Saturday night

But lions and tigers they put up a fight

And its just not the same when you slam their caboose

Like the feeling you get when you hump on a Moose 

I've done it with all sorts of beasties with hair

I'd do it with snakes if their fangs were not there

I've done it with a walrus, a duck and a goose

But I've never had anything quite like a Moose

Ladies will sometimes go down on their knees

But they aren't really anxious to please

So if you really want to step up a rung

Just hang from a rack and try some Moose tongue

 And now I am old and advanced in my years

As I look o'er my life I will shed me no tears

So I sit in my chair with my glass of Matuse

Playing hide the salami with Marvin the Moose

Woodchucks are all right, except that they bite

And foxes and rabbits won’t last through the night

Cows would be fun, but they’re hard to seduce

But you never need worry should you find a moose 

I’ve found many women attracted to me

A few of them have had me over for tea

Some say they love me, when they’re feeling loose

I’d trade the world’s women for one lovely moose

Step into my study and you will find there

A black stripped tiger and a scruffy maned bear

You’ll know the elephant ‘cause his skin is so loose

But the one that is winking you know is the Moose.

Girl Verses
There’s an infamous song goin ‘round ‘bout a moose

It’s really quite funny and quite full of juice

But all of it’s told from a masculine view

And a lot of us women want to get a piece too

Chorus

Moose, Moose, I want a moose

I’ve never had anything quite like a moose

I’ve had lots of others, my life has been loose

But I’ve never had anything quite like a moose

I figured it all out one day by myself

When my man went off and left me on the shelf

He’d hound him a new love, a nubile moose-ess

Which gave me a bad case of rampant distress

“what’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

Said I as I set out to find me a moose

But I ran into problems that men do not find

For male moose a seasonal creatures,  you’ll find

I hunted in winter, I hunted in spring

I hunted all summer and found not a thing

But I found my moose when leaves started to fall

And…Oh Brother! Did I have a ball.

With my arms ‘round his barrel, my feet by his tail

I hanged and we banged and we really did flail

Bouncing and jouncing I came with a roar

I never had had such a great lay before

But autumn soon passed and so I said goodbye

I’ll be here next year when the leaves start to fly

Yes I will return then the leaves start to fall

And we’ll ball, and we’ll ball, and we’ll ball and we’ll ball.

And so my dear sisters, I have to confess

Being balled by a moose, it is really the best

But you’ll make out with others for most of the year

For male moose are seasonal creatures I fear

A bear in the winter is furry and warm

And if you don’t tickle, he’ll do you no harm

In spring try an eagle, his feathers are light

That is if you are not afraid of great height

In summer, I fear you must make do with men

But, not to worry, soon fall comes again

Then you can return to your own faithful moose

And revel in supremely scrumptious screws.

There…I hope you’re happy. Sickos.

Scotland’s Depraved

(Golias Songbook Version)

Unknown

To the tune of “Scotland the Brave”

Bring out the whiskey mother. I’m so thirsty mother.

Bring out the sheep I’m so lonely tonight.

Bring out the sheets of rubber. Bring out the peanut butter.

England’s forever but Scotland’s depraved.

Bring out the whiskey mother. I’m so thirsty mother.

Bring out the condoms I’m so restless tonight.

Bring out my little brother, I’ll have no other lover.

England’s forever but Scotland’s depraved.

Bring out the whiskey mother. I’m so thirsty mother.

Bring out the grease I’m feeling frisky tonight.

Bring out my little sister. Lord knows I’ve really missed her.

England’s forever but Scotland’s depraved.

Bring out the whiskey mother. I’m so thirsty mother.

Bring out the prize ram I’m so horny tonight.

And when I’m done with humpin’ We’ll all feast on mutton.

England’s forever but Scotland’s depraved.

Out in the fields of heather Bring out the whips of leather.

Whip me most soundly lassie and hear me rave.

Down where the streams a’ winding bring out the ropes for binding.

England’s forever but Scotland’s depraved.

My Grandfather’s Cock

Digital Tradition, Tune of  My Grandfather’s Clock

My grandfather's cock was too long for his pants [jock],

And it dragged several feet on the floor,

It was longer by half than the old man himself,

And it weighed near a hundredweight more.

He'd a horn on the morn of the day he was born,

It was always his pleasure and pride,

But it dropped, shrank, never to rise again,

When the old man died.

Chorus: Ninety years without cracking it,

What a cock!  What a cock!

He spent his life whacking it,

What a cock!  What a cock!

But it drooped, shrank, never to rise again,

When the old man died.

My grandfather's cock was too long for his strides,

So he lent it to the woman next door,

She grabbed it by the point, and pulled it out of joint,

So he swore he'd never lend it anymore.

He'd a horn on the morn of the day he was born,

It was always his pleasure and pride,

But it drooped, shrank, never to rise again,

When the old man died.

Whip It In, Whip It Out

Author unknown

Music based on “When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again”

attributed to Patrick S. Gilmore, 1863

I put my hand upon her leg, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her leg, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her leg

She said “My lord, don’t tease me so

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her thigh, yo ho, yo ho,

I put my hand upon her thigh, yo ho, yo ho,

I put my hand upon her thigh

She said “My lord, you’re making me high

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her hair, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her hair, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her hair

She said “My lord, you’re getting there

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her tit, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her tit, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her tit

She said “My lord, you’ve missed a bit

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

I put my hand upon her twat, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her twat, yo ho, yo ho

I put my hand upon her twat

She said “My lord, you’re getting me hot

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

Now my love’s in an old pine box, yo ho, yo ho

Now my love’s in an old pine box, yo ho, yo ho

Now my love’s in an old pine box

She couldn’t handle a ten inch cock

Whip it in, whip it out, quit fucking about

Yo ho, yo ho, yo ho.

This tune may be a little late, 19th century, but at least everyone knows the tune without having to think and you can get the whole fire rollicking.

The Ancient and Old Irish Condom

Anonymous To the tune of “Rosin the Bow” Recorded by “Celtic Pride: In Strange Form" 

(I got this from Pendar too…)

I was up to me arse in the muck, Sir,

With a peat contract down in the bog

When me shovel it struck something hard, Sir,

That I thought was a rock or a log

T'was a box of the finest old oak, Sir,

T'was a foot long, and four inches wide

And not giving a damn for the Fairies

I just took a quick look inside

Now I opened the lid of this box, Sir,

And I swear that my story is true

T'was an ancient and old Irish condom

A relic of Brian Boru

T'was an ancient and old Irish condom

T'was a foot long, and made of elk hide,

With a little gold tag on it's end, Sir,

With his name, rank, and stud fee inscribed

Now, I cast me mind back thru the ages

To the days of that horny old Celt

With his wife lyin' by on the bed, Sir,

As he stood by the fire in his pelt

And I thought that I heard Brian whisper

As he stood in the fire's rosy light

"Well, you've had yer own way long enough, dear...

'Tis the hairy side outside, tonight."
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Last Night I Stayed at Home

Anonymous  to the tune of Funiculi, Funicula, Words from Pendar and the RMO Songbook

Male Version

Last night, I stayed at home and masturbated,

It felt so good, I knew it would

Last night, I stayed at home and masturbated

It felt so nice, I did it twice

You should have seen me on the short stroke

It felt so grand, I used my hand

You should have seen me on the long stroke

It felt so neat, I used my feet

Smash it, Bash it, Slam it on the floor

Wrap it ‘round the bed post, cram it in the door

Now there are some who say

That sexual intercourse is great

But for maximum satisfaction 

I prefer to masturbate

Female Version

Last night, I stayed awake and masturbated,

With many a groan, I was alone.

Last night, I stayed awake and masturbated,

With a stick of rattan, who needs a man?

You should have seen me on the upstroke,

Rattan is great, it beats a mate.

You should have seen me on the downstroke,

Who needs a lord, I've got a sword!...TWO...THREE...FOUR

Hump it, pump it, do it on the floor,

Do it with the bedpost, do it more and more,

Rattan is grand, rattan is grand,

Rattan is grand, rattan is grand,

Rattan's so very grand it's so much better than a man!  Hey!

Ok…now…without further ado…I present…
The Ball of Ballynoor

Compiled from all of my sources: Pendar, RMO Songbook, the Internet, random Bards throughout the Knowne Worlde. Not the entire list, but a damn lot of them.

Chorus:

Singing Balls to yer Partner

Arse against the wall

If ye cannot get laid on a Saturday Night (at the Pennsic War)

Ye canna get laid at’all

Oh the Ball,

 Of Ballynoor

Where yer wife and my wife 

Were fucking on the floor
It started out so simple like:

 each lad and lassie mated
But pretty soon the doin's 

got so bloody complicated!

Four and twenty virgins 

came down from Cuinimore
Only two got back again, 

and they were double bore!

Four and twenty virgins 

 Came down from Inverness,
And when the ball was over   

There were four and twenty less.

The village pervert he was there,

 scratchin' at his crotch
But no one minded him at all,

 he was only there to watch!

The village carpenter he was there, 

with his prick of wood
He made it when he lost his own, 

and it worked just as good!

Several lusty wenches

 gathered round the door
And tripped the men as they came thru, 

but beat 'em to the floor!

The village druggist he was there,

 grinnin' like a fox
He'd sold out of condoms, 

so he sold 'em dirty socks!

The tailor was a busy man;

 his work went to his head
Sewing up the stretched out cunts 

with miles and miles of thread!



The Queen, she had a chicken, 

the King he had a duck,
So they put them on the table 

to see if they would fight!

The cows were wearin' bridles, 

the horses wearin' bits
The Queen she wore two harness rings

 thru the nipples of her tits!

Bunny Foo foo he was there, 

hoppin' thru the wood,
Boppin' the Good Fairy like

 a horny rabbit should!

(insert name) was also there,

 (s)he was a sight to see,
They bent him (her) o'er the table

and the rest was Greek to me!

Anne Bolyn was also there,

 even tho she's dead,
She's terrific on her back, me boys, 

but better giving head!

The village baker he was there, 

and looking pretty mean;
A shouting that the girls were tarts, 

and pumping them full of cream!


The village blacksmith he was there, 

his balls were made of brass,
And every time he laid a girl 

the sparks flew out his ass!

The village hooker she was there, 

a lying on the floor,
And every time she ope'd her legs,

 the suction closed the door!



(Insert name), she was there,

 a lady quite perverse;
She'd worn out all the peckers 

so she went from bed to wurst!

I saw a Musketeer there, 

a-practicin' his craft
Getting off a round 

every minute and a half!

"What the hell's a 'sporran'?" 

the lassie loudly begged;
She was answered: "It's the hairy thing 

between a Scotsman's legs!"

There was doin' in the kitchen,  

And doin' it on the stones.
Ye couldna' hear the music   

For the wheezin' and the groans.

First they did it simple,  

Then they tried it He's an' She's
But when the Ball was over,    

They were doin' fives and threes

Mrs. John, the Preacher's wife  

Was quite amazed to see
Four and twenty Maidenheads   

A-hangin' on the tree

And of those bonny virgins, 

 Let me tell you one thing more
Nine months later, Inverness  

 had four and twenty more

First lady forward,  

Second lady pass
Third lady's finger's up the    

Fourth lady's ass...



Fifth lady over, 

sixth lady front,
Seventh lady's finger up 

the eighth lady's cunt!

Ninth lady up, now;  

tenth lady back,
Eleventh lady's finger 

in the twelfth lady's crack!

Thirteenth lady in the door, 

fourteenth lady out,
Fifteenth doin' the doorknob, 

with a joyful shout!

Sixteenth fainted dead away, 

seventeenth was drunk,
Eighteenth in the bathtub,

 a'bathin' in the spunk!

The Queen was in the kitchen,  

Eating bread and honey.
The King was in the Chambermaid  

 And she was in the money.

There was doin's on the sofa,  

There was doin's in the chair,
They found the trampoline,   

there was doin's in the air!

They were doin' in the bedrooms,  

An' doin' on the stairs
Ya couldna see the carpet    

for the piles o'pubic hairs

There was lasses wi' the syphylis, 

An' lasses wi' the piles
An' lasses wi' their assholes   

all wreathed up in smiles

The Schoolmaster, now he was there, 

A'goin at it some
Calculating by algebra   

The time that he would come

John the Blacksmith he was there,  

He thought it was a game
He did a lassie seven times,   

But wouldna see her hame!

Oh, the village Postman he was there,  

The poor man had the pox
He couldna' do the ladies  

 So he did the letter box!

The village Merchant, he was there,  

His slide rule in his hand,
Figuring out exactly when   

Supply would meet demand.

The village Magician cavorted around,  

Doin' his vanishing trick
He pulled his foreskin over his head,   

And vanished into his prick!

The Chimney Sweeper he was there,  

Of that there was no doot
Pretty soon he farted  

 And he filled the air with soot.

The village Masochist he was there, 

 A-beggin' for some blows
The Sadist merely looked at him,   

 and softly answered "No!"

The village Butcher, he was there,  

A cleaver in his hand.
And every time he turned around,   

He circumcised the band

The Deacon's Wife, well she was there, 

Her butt against the wall.
"Put cash upon the table, boys,  

 I'm goin' to do ye all."

The Parson's Wife was also there, 

a-sittin' down in front
A wreath of posies in her hair,  

 A carrot up her cunt



Of course the village Elders  

Were far too old to firk,
They sat around the table and   

They had a circle jerk

The village idiot, he was there—

 Can you picture that?
Amusing himself by abusing himself   

And catching it in his hat.

(insert name) she was there, 

singin' a lament
Gettin' help with the higher notes 

from the gentleman in her tent!

Oh the village barber he were there, 

a sittin by the fire,
Performing cheap abortions

 with a red-hot piece o' wire!

The village cobbler walked right in 

with his leather and his awl
Makin' kinky garments 

for the weirdo’s at the ball!

A Lord and Lady Herald 

were bein' circumspect:
The one said it was "rampant" 

the other said "erect!"

The jester was dancin' naked, 

all but his bells and cap
Nobody applauded...

but they all gave him the Clap!

The Best Man, he's a standin', 

Talking to the Groom
"The front, the front, and not the back   

Is the entrance to the womb!"

The Groom was in the corner, 

oiling up his tool,
The Bride was in the icebox  

 Her private parts to cool

And when the ball was over, 

Everyone confessed,
"The music was exquisite,   

But the doin' was the best!"



I think I’ll end it there for now. I hope everyone has learned something and will be going out into the Knowne Worlde and abusing the ears of many a campfire Bardic Circle.

I intend to hold a Bawdic Circle every War I’m in attendance at, so ask or check the Bards by Day/Night books.
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