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Introduction

Eskimo Nell and Other Bawdy Verse in Times
Past and Present

 


In his introduction to the Oxford Book of
Comic Verse, John Gross says that bawdy verse is part of our
heritage. He adds that no form of comic verse enjoys such genuine
popularity as the bawdy lyric—the full-fledged four-letter variety
(like Eskimo Nell). It belongs with the English comedian
Spike Milligan’s idea of Paradise, which he defined as having a
girlfriend who’s a nymphomaniac and lives above a pub.

 


Eskimo imagery has promoted ice cream and
freezers, cars, beer and bras. Eskimo art is known worldwide and it
finds its place in the most prestigious homes and art galleries. So
should we exalt this bawdy ballad? Eskimo Nell was always
over the top, but that was the attraction. There might be a case
for rebranding her but, as the comedian and Harvard mathematics
professor Tom Lehrer might have put it, she’s my girl and I love
her. With the ballad’s male protagonist Mexican Pete, Eskimo
Nell is an immortal part of our heritage. Even the prestigious
British publishers Faber & Faber included a version of
Eskimo Nell in their anthology of blue verse.

 


Contrary to a widespread belief, Ives Goddard of the
Smithsonian Institution has demonstrated conclusively why the word
Eskimo cannot derive from an Algonquin word, or mean eaters of raw
meat. Despite some controversy, Eskimo is the only generic word for
related people from Russia to Greenland. Alaskan Eskimos, like
Sarah Palin’s half-Eskimo husband, proudly remain Eskimos. However,
some Eskimos prefer another identification, much as some Scots
prefer their regional identity rather than being called British,
let alone English, which they are not.

 


Mexican Pete hails from the gold country in
the subarctic of Canada’s Yukon. On the Klondike River, Dawson City
trades on nostalgia for past wickedness, when girls without
underwear danced the high-kicking can-can in riotous music halls.
Nearby is the real Bonanza Creek, where tourists still pan for
gold. This land inspired Jack London’s novels, the verse of Robert
Service, and Charlie Chaplin’s Gold Rush film.

 


Nell is so well known that she has her place
in Wikipedia. In 1975 Martin Campbell, who directed two James Bond
films, made an Eskimo Nell film. Predictably, it’s mostly just a
film about trying to make a film.

 


This longer version of Eskimo Nell
tidies it up, and makes the story line flow. Nell may have
been around since the 1920s, but its authorship remains a mystery.
One theory has Noel Coward as the author. There may be a useful
clue in Kingsley Amis’s autobiography, in which he said that Robert
Conquest wrote something called Mexican Pete.

 


In contrast to the apparent glamour of vice
in the saloons and whorehouses of a rugged northern frontier,
Canada’s Arctic Tragedy reflects the reality of Eskimo life today.
With the fur trade extinct, delusions of a pre-industrial
Eden-in-the-Arctic trump the right of Eskimo children to grow up as
equally healthy and athletic, educated and skilled citizens of the
modern world. Hence, the world’s highest youth suicide rate, in
towns having no economic justification to exist.

 


The difference between funny and gross or
merely silly lies mostly in improbable comparisons that have an
element of cleverness and skill, as Shakespeare shows constantly.
Eskimo Nell has a real story line, the verse rhymes and scans, and
there are many clever contrasts, like the lines, It may be rare in
Berkeley Square/But not on the Rio Grande!

 


This book carries forward a tradition from
ancient times of sexual curiosity and literary bawdiness—like the
historian Herodotus’s prurient description of ritual prostitution
around 500 BC in the temples of Babylon. There is much bawdy humor
in the literature of classical antiquity, like Ovid and Catullus,
and also in the work of Chaucer, Donne, Shakespeare, the Earl of
Rochester, Robert Burns and many others. It’s remarkable how much
great bawdy and erotic verse was written in times past, and how
little clever stuff like Paul Groves’s Housewife Hooker has
been written more recently. Most people should find it rewarding to
spend time on the old ones here. The earliest of these written
originally in English is the comical extract from Chaucer’s
Miller’s Tale.

 


The philosopher and academician Roger Scruton
says the finest description in English of sexual intercourse is
Dryden’s translation of the passage here from Lucretius’s On the
Nature of Things. It was written almost four centuries ago.

 


Many people have little idea of just how
obscene much of Shakespeare’s work is because many of his allusions
have fallen into disuse. However, audiences of his time understood
them immediately. The youthful Shakespeare’s Venus and
Adonis serves up sexual allusions one after another as the main
course. Thomas Bowdler, from whom we have the word bowdlerize as a
result his purifying Shakespeare, wrote that the bard’s plays are
“stained with words and expressions of so indecent a nature that no
parent would choose to submit them in uncorrected form to the eye
or ear of a daughter.”

 


This book brings together verse that I find
clever in words or in rhythm, or funny on some level. Many pieces
are old chestnuts, some of them after much-needed editing. The
boundaries between erotic and bawdy, and on to merely gross, are
inevitably fuzzy. The challenge is that humor is personal, and
there is immense variation in what different people think is funny,
or what level of obscenity they feel comfortable with. For some
people, nothing is too gross. At the other end of the spectrum,
many a staid lady has thought herself adventurous by reciting just
the first two lines of Lady Jane. Silence might have
prevailed had they known more! The song Foggy Dew, once
recorded by The Spinners, is fun for most people, but
perhaps not all. My version tidies up the verse and resolves
problems with the story line.

 


In this book, significant new work includes
the mildly erotic ballad The Lady Who Lassoed Me, and The
Ballad of the Lady Charlene, the latter being something of a
sequel to Eskimo Nell. Several other pieces have not been
published before, or have had only limited circulation.

 


Burns often wrote two versions of his poems,
one for general consumption and a bawdy one for friends. I included
several pieces from his bawdy and posthumously published Merry
Muses of Caledonia, and also a modern parody of his famous poem
My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose. It’s worth working through
the footnotes to translate the wimble-bores!

 


Nearly everyone loves a good dirty limerick,
although the number of really great ones is actually quite small.
This book includes about seventy, winnowed from thousands.

 


I have disregarded most rugby songs but, with
such a great tune, Balls to Mr. Banglestein earned its
place. So did The Ball of Kerriemuir, which Ian McKellen
once sang, just as well perhaps in Scottish almost unintelligible
to outsiders. The Harlot of Jerusalem has its remarkable
rhythm—essentially nonsense verse after the style of Lewis
Carroll.

 


Some pieces here are barely risqué, but they
have their own charm. The translation of Heine’s delightful
Lorelei is about a siren’s seductiveness, and it deserves to
be well known. John Betjeman’s A Subaltern’s Love Song is a
well-known gem, only mildly erotic. Following it, and despite the
fact that it’s really an exercise in reverse-romanticism, I have
included Golf Widowhood. It captures some of the same kind
of ambience when, as it often does later, love goes awry.

 


I included Arses to Allah on the
principle that attack can be the best defense. Satire, like this
verse and the Danish cartoons, is necessary in a free society.
Further, there’s a civic duty to stand up to political idiocy,
sanctimonious hypocrisy and the politically correct, Orwellian
forces undermining the values on which Western civilization
depends.

 


Why are we waiting? justified inclusion
because the words are incongruous and funny. It’s useful for
fighting abusive delays. Similarly, Wider with Rosie, Axa’s
Be-Life- Confident song, lampoons this worldwide insurance
company’s systemic bad-faith corporate culture. On the watch of CEO
Henri (our Hen) de Castries (rhymes with pastries), American and UK
regulators imposed record penalties, in separate cases, for
malfeasance. No one went to jail, as I think they should have, but
the crooks had to disgorge the millions they stole. Look on the
Internet for Dan de Lyon’s spoof interview with Axa’s chairman
Anthony Hamilton (aka our Tone or our Semi-Tone).

 


The Owl and the Pussycat, as edited
and expanded here, is not the original work of Edward Lear.
However, his original verse suggests a secret sense of prurient
humor.

 


I have arranged the pieces randomly so as to
vary the pace. Readers may appreciate a reminder that all verse
should be read out loud—or in pretend-out-loud, as actor Charles
Laughton (Captain Bligh in the movie Mutiny on the Bounty)
put it—and slowly enough to savor the rhymes and rhythms.
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The Ballad of Eskimo Nell

 


When a man grows old and his balls grow
cold

And the end of his knob turns blue,

And he’s too damned frail for the Yukon
trail,

He can tell you a tale or two.

 


It’s time I think to buy me a drink,

And to you a tale I’ll tell

Of Dead-Eye Dick and Mexican Pete,

And the Eskimo girl named Nell.



When Dead-Eye Dick and Mexican Pete

Set out in search of fun,

It's Dead-Eye Dick who slings the prick,

And Mexican Pete, the gun.

 


When Dead-Eye Dick and Mexican Pete

Were deep depressed and sad,

’Twas always a cunt that bore the brunt

And the shooting weren’t so bad.

 


Now Dead-Eye Dick and Mexican Pete

Were panning Bonanza Creek,

And they'd had no luck in the way of a
fuck

For nigh on half a week.

 


Just a moose or two and a caribou,

And a bison cow or so,

And for Dead-Eye Dick with his kingly
prick

The fucking was mighty slow.

 


’Twas the time of year to pack up gear,

When the Klondike River froze,

And to head for the land of the Rio
Grande

And to flee the arctic snows.

 


After nearly a week in that fucking creek

Without any fucking cunt,

They took to the trail in search of tail

And wholesome whores to punt.

 


Do or dare, this horny pair

Set off for the Rio Grande,

Dead-Eye Dick with his mighty prick,

And Pete with his gun in hand.

 


When they blazed away on their randy way,

No man their fire withstood,

And many a bride, her husband's pride,

Knew a pregnant widowhood.

 


They reached the strand on the Rio Grande

At the height of a blazing noon,

And to slake their thirst and do their
worst

They found Black Mike's Saloon.

 


They stood before the swinging door,

And a single shot was fired.

‘Twas all too soon in the dark saloon

They saw what they desired.

 


Said Dead-Eye Dick with his kingly prick,

As prick and gun flashed free,

“According to sex, you bleeding wrecks,

You drinks or fucks with me! ”

 


The hombres knew a thing or two,

Of what they had in mind:

For shootout duels, discretion rules

The cowhand’s cautious kind.

 


They’d heard it said that men were dead

From Nome to Panama,

So with nothing worse than a muttered
curse

The cowhands lined the bar.

 


When Dick came in to a house of sin,

The dames all cursed their luck.

Not a single tart could even fart

When he said, “I want to fuck!”

 


There’s no retreat when Mexican Pete

Is teasing the trigger grip!

In frantic haste—no time to waste—

Those whores began to strip.

 


An awesome screw is what they do

Down on the Rio Grande,

So forty whores pulled down their drawers

At Dead-Eye Dick’s command.

 


Dead-Eye Dick was breathing quick

With lecherous snorts and grunts,

As the forty tarts all used their smarts

To bare their forty cunts.

 


Now forty cunts you know at once,

If you can use your wits,

And if you are slick at arithmetic,

It means there’s eighty tits.

 


And eighty tits will thrill to bits

A man with a raging stand.

It may be rare in Berkeley Square

But not on the Rio Grande.

 


Now Dead-Eye Dick worked out his prick

On a spree the previous night.

This he’d done to have some fun

And to whet his appetite.

 


His phallic limb was in fighting trim,

As he backed and took a run.

He made a dart at the nearest tart

And scored a hole in one.

 


He knocked this whore to the sandy floor

And there he fucked her fine.

And though she grinned, it put up the
wind

Of the other thirty-nine.

 


When Dead-Eye Dick let loose his prick

There was never a place to hide.

He advanced to the front for the second
cunt

When the swing-doors opened wide.

 


As he made his start on the trembling
tart,

And now as I will tell,

In strode a maid who was unafraid,

The Eskimo girl named Nell.

 


Our Eskimo Nell, she knew full well

That the miners left her land

When the rivers froze, and the trade all
goes

To fuck on the Rio Grande.

 


Dead-Eye Dick had got his prick

Well into Number Two

When Eskimo Nell let out a yell

And shouted, “Hey there, you!”

 


Our hefty lout now turned about

And his face and his prick grew red.

With a nonchalant flick of his muscular
prick

The tart flew over his head.



With a lusty leer he said, “Look ’ere!

Get yourself in the queue!

I've got to mate with thirty-eight

Before I’m taking you.”

 


Our Eskimo Nell, she took it well

And looked him straight in the eyes.

With utmost scorn she viewed the horn

That rose between his thighs.

 


She gave him a poke and blew out smoke

Over his steaming knob,

And Mexican Pete was so utterly beat,

He failed to do his job.

 


It was Eskimo Nell who broke the spell.

Her voice was calm and cool,

“You cunt-struck shrimp of a Yankee pimp,

D’you take me for a fool?

 


“If this ‘ere town can’t take that down,”

She sneered at the cowering whores,

“There's one little cunt can do that
stunt,

And it's Eskimo Nell’s, not yours.”

 


She stripped to the buff with flourish
enough

For a Barnum’s circus ride.

And where she stood in her womanhood,

They saw the Great Divide.

 


It's fair to state it was tempting fate—

The engineering laws,

And the power of squeeze she’d bring with
ease

To crush with vice-grip jaws.

 


She leaned herself against the shelf

Where someone left a glass.

With a flick of her tits, it shattered to
bits

Between the cheeks of her arse.

 


She flexed her knees with a supple ease,

And spread her legs apart.

With a final nod to the randy sod

She gave him the cue to start.

 


So Dead-Eye Dick with his kingly prick

Prepared to take his time.

For a fuck like this was fucking bliss,

So he staged a pantomime.

 


To set up the shag, he stroked his bag

And made his nuts inflate

To the size of the balls on a mansion’s
walls

Or on top of a palace gate.

 


He rubbed his shaft from fore to aft,

And his knob increased in size.

His mighty prick grew twice as thick

And it almost reached his eyes.

 


With a rum-soaked sock he polished his
cock

To make it steaming hot,

And to finish the job he sprinkled his
knob

With a cayenne pepper pot.

 


He didn’t speed to do the deed,

Nor take a flying leap.

To take this class in a piece of arse,

He advanced with a steady creep.

 


He took a sight, as a marksman might,

Along his mighty tool,

And aimed the glide to thrust inside

With calculated cool.

 


If you’ve ever listened to the giant
pistons

On the mighty CPR,*

With the driving force of a thousand
horse,

Well, you know what pistons are.

 


Or you think you do, if you’ve yet to
view

The power that drove that prick,

Or the work that’s done on a non-stop run

By a man like Dead-Eye Dick.

 


None but a fool would challenge that
tool,

And no thinking whore would doubt

The staying power in his finest hour

For driving in and out.

 


It aroused her lust to take that thrust

Like the flush of a water closet,

So she grasped his cock like a Diebold
lock

On a Fort Knox gold deposit.

 


But Dead-Eye Dick did not come quick—

He meant to conserve his powers.

He had in mind to grind and grind

For a couple of fucking hours.

 


Eskimo Nell was an infidel,

As good as a whole harem.

As a matter of course, like all good
whores,

Nothing was too extreme.

 


The voracious Nell, as we can tell,

Was of really tough construction,

With the strength of ten in her abdomen

And paralyzing suction.

 


She lay for a while with a subtle smile,

And the grip of her cunt grew keener,

And she squeezed her thigh and sucked him
dry

With the ease of a vacuum cleaner.

 


She performed this feat in a way so neat

As to set in complete defiance

The basic cause and the primary laws

That govern the sexual science.

 


She calmly rode through the phallic code

That for years had stood the test,

And accepted rules of the classic schools

In a second or two went West.

 


And so my friend, she came to the end

With a post-coital seizure.

The effect on Dick was sudden and quick

And akin to an anesthesia.

 


He fell to the floor, and knew no more,

His passion extinct and dead.

Nor did he shout when his screw fell out,

Stripped all clean of its thread.

 


Mexican Pete now jumped to his feet

To avenge his friend’s affront.

With a fearful jolt he drew his Colt

And rammed it up her cunt.

 


He rammed it hard to the trigger guard

And fired three times three.

But to his surprise she rolled her eyes

And smiled in ecstasy.

 


Said Eskimo Nell, “You’ve rung my bell.

Once more and I’ll explode!

Oh Pete, my sweet, can you repeat?”

Said he, “I’ve shot my load.”

 


As Pete then feared, she rose and
sneered,

And “Bully”, she said, “for you!

I might have guessed that was the best

You Yankee wimps could do!

 


“When next, my friend, that you intend

To sally forth for fun,

Buy Dead-Eye Dick a billy stick

And yourself an elephant gun.

 


“I thought you jerks could give the
works,”

She said with icy cool.

“I guess I’ll go to the land of the snow

To find some real tool.

 


”I’m going forth to the frozen North,

Where the pricks are hard and strong,

Back to the land of the all-night stand

Where the nights are three months long.

 


“There’s always cocks as hard as rocks

In the land where men don’t flag,

Where the sun’s not seen from Halloween,

And men know how to shag.

 


“I was out of my mind to leave behind

The men who stay year-round,

Where the blizzard blows on the arctic
snows,

And men, not boys, abound.

 


“Back to the land where they understand

What it means to fornicate,

Where even the dead sleep two in a bed

And infants masturbate.

 


“In the valley of death and baited
breath,

That’s where they do it too,

Where the skeletons rattle in sexual
battle,

And frozen corpses screw.

 


“Back to the land of the grinding gland,

Where the walrus wanks his prong,

And the polar bears all fuck their mares

As long as the nights are long.

 


“There’s real good tail on the arctic
trail

At forty five below.

It’s so damned cold but I know of old

It’s snug in a house of snow.

 


”I’m off again to the land where men

Are true and strong and free,

And there I’ll spend my fucking end,

For the North is calling me.”

 


Dead-Eye Dick and Mexican Pete

Slunk out of the Rio Grande,

Dead-Eye Dick with his useless prick

And Pete, no gun in hand,

 


With the sheer disgrace of losing face

And all equipment too,

And with much remorse for the unfucked
whores

They now would never screw,

 


They left the strand on the Rio Grande

By the light of the setting sun.

At such great cost they knew they’d lost,

And Eskimo Nell had won.



When a man grows old and his balls grow
cold,

And the end of his prick turns blue,

And the hole in the middle won’t let you
piddle,

The fucking’s all gone for you.

 


For the time shall pass when a piece of
arse

Is more than you can stand,

And all you can do is dream of a screw

With a girl on the Rio Grande.

 


So now I think it’s time for a drink—

Back once more to the well!

Let’s raise our glass to the untamed
arse,

The Eskimo girl named Nell!

 


There’s scores and scores of famous
whores

As history books can tell,

But never a name to go down in fame

Compared with that of Nell.

 


Endnote

CPR—Canadian Pacific Railway

 


 


Wider with Rosie—

Axa’s Be-Life-Confident Song *

(Sing to Why are we waiting/Oh come, all ye
faithful)

 


We are the wide boys. We are the wide
boys.

We are the wide boys of Broad Street.

Broads of Broad Street make us ever
wider.

 


Oh come, let us get wider, Oh come, let us
get wider,

Oh come, let us get wider—So Axa wide.

 


Wider with Rosie, wide and ever wider,

We love to ride our Rosie, ride, ride,
ride.

We all at Axa open ever wider.

 


We are the wide girls, girls with swirls and
curls.

We use our smarts and all our private
parts.

We broads of Broad Street open ever
wider.

 


We are the wide girls, girls with swirls and
curls.

We are the fronts for Axa’s widest stunts.
*

We broads of Broad Street open ever
wider.

 


We ride our Rosie. Rosie is so cozy.

We ride our Rosie, and we ride, ride,
ride.

We ride our Rosie till we get inside ‘er.

 


Oh come, let us get Rosie, Oh come, let us
get Rosie,

Oh come, let us get Rosie—the Axa way!

 


Endnotes

A wide boy is a wheeler-dealer who lives by
sharp practice, and Wider with Rosie is a take on Laurie Lee’s
Cider with Rosie. From Axa’s motto Be Life Confident, it’s
also known as The Lie-Con Song (short for lying and
confidence tricks) and, aptly, Axa’s London office is at 5 Old
Broad Street. Look on the Internet for Dan de Lyon’s spoof
interview with Axa’s chairman Anthony Hamilton (aka our Tone or our
Semi-Tone).

 


For this book, the editor censored this line
as originally written, as well as the choruses. Doubtless, most Axa
girls are adorable. On the evidence and perhaps by definition,
however, an Axa broad may be wide in the ethical latitude
department.

 


Arseholes Are Cheap Today

(Sing to La donna é mobile)

 


Arseholes are cheap today,

Cheaper than yesterday,

Little ones are half a crown,*

Standing up or bending down.

 


Large ones at three and eight,

Cause us to palpitate.

We have a big supply,

Guaranteed to satisfy.

 


Arseholes are cheap!

Arseholes are cheap!

Aaaaaaaarrrrrrssssseeee holes are cheap.

 


When Lady Jane Became a Tart

 


It nearly broke the family’s heart,

When Lady Jane became a tart,

But blood is blood and race is race,

And so to save the family face,

They bought a most expensive beat

On the sunny side of Jermyn Street.

 


It was not long ere Lady Jane,

Brought her patrician charms to fame.

A clientele of sahibs pukka, *

All regularly came to fuck 'er.

Said it was but without malice,

She had a client from the Palace.

 


No one else enjoyed her charms,

Unless he bore ancestral arms,

No one to her could gain an entry,

Unless he were of landed gentry.

Thus working on this noble set,

She made her way all through Debrett.*

 


When Lady Anne became a whore,

It grieved the family even more.

To save their honor once again,

As they had done for Lady Jane,

They bought another second beat

On the sunny side of Jermyn Street.

 


When Lord St. Clancy became a Nancy,

It did not please the family fancy,

And so in order to protect him,

They had inscribed upon his rectum,

“All common people now go steerage—

This fucking hole reserved for peerage.”

 


Endnotes

Pukka sahib—Anglo-Indian, for a true
gentleman.

The directory, Debrett's Peerage and
Baronetage

 


Miss Buss and Miss Beale *

 


Miss Buss and Miss Beale

Cupid’s darts do not feel.

How different from us

Are Miss Beale and Miss Buss.

 


Endnote

The seemingly sexless nineteenth-century
educators Frances Buss, founder of England’s Camden School for
Girls, and Dorothea Beale founder of the institution that became
St. Hilda’s College, Oxford.

 


 


The Lady Who Lassoed Me

 


The lovely lady Laura-Lee

looks longingly at me

In all the sagas I recall

from when I went to sea.

She still stands out without a doubt

in my maudlin memory,

For I’ll not forget the day I met

the lady who lassoed me.

 


I came ashore to find a whore

with whom to celebrate:

A pint of ale and a piece of tail

to soothe my single state.

Merrily I strolled along,

surveying all the sights

And all the lovely ladies

parading their delights.

 


I went along to window-shop

the ladies on the street,

When I beheld as lovely a one

as I had dreamed to meet.

There she stood and caught my eye

and awakened my desire.

She made me flow adrenaline

and set my heart afire.

 


At once I saw that all she wore

was a see-through summer frock ...

And I just stood there solid,

an amorphous lump of rock.

Of course she knew you’d see right
through

to the body underneath,

For she smiled at me lasciviously,

with a gleaming set of teeth.

 


So fresh and clean, caressingly

she stroked her golden hair,

And it pleased her well to tease

lest I forbear to stare.

Her dress she lifted up a bit

and let it drop again

Oh, I adore the kind of whore

who tries to tease her men!

 


And then she lifted up a bit

a little bit and more,

So I could see for certain now,

the dress was all she wore.

Her tanned and naked body

was bathed in summer sun,

And I began to tremble.

She had me on the run.

 


She beckoned me come closer,

and whispered me her name,

Then asked of me if I would be

so brave and do the same.

’Twas the lovely lady Laura-Lee

who captivated me,

And I begrudged the waste of time

that I had spent at sea.

 


Her dress she lifted to the chin

and let it drop again.

When standing there completely bare,

she was driving me insane.

She reached her arms around my neck

and gave me a smacking kiss,

And I was swept in a torrent of lust

right over the precipice.

 


 


I fell for her without demur.

I was head-over-heels in love.

She led the way without delay

to the tenements above.

Up she climbed, with me behind,

to her house upon the hill.

I know it was sin, but I had to go in ...

And I wish that I were there still!

 


I looked at her admiringly,

enraptured by her eyes,

Mesmerized, and knowing well

how surely she was wise

To all the joys of ecstasy

and sensual delight,

And all the ways of making love

that last throughout the night.

 


Then she lifted up a bit,

a little bit and more,

Then she let it drop again,

her dress upon the floor.

Her tanned and naked body

stood there for me to view,

And I was the kid in the candy store

with every dream come true.

 


A great success, I must confess:

she invited me there to stay.

So I stayed and stayed with this marvelous
maid

for many a night and day.

She said it was fun to sit in the sun,

with a love-life so complete,

And I was wild with the amorous child

anointing my hardened feet.

 


We loved to learn how love could burn

at the craziest time of day.

We lived together till the change in
weather,

and I was on my way ...

But I still reminisce o’er the conjugal
bliss

with the lady who lassoed me.

And I cry and scream whenever I dream

of the lady called Laura-Lee.

 


She’s a Most Immoral Lady

(Sing to John Brown’s Body)

 


She wears her silk pajamas in the summer when
it’s hot,

She wears her woolen nightie in the winter
when it’s not,

But later in the springtime, and early in the
fall,

She bares her buff and all.



She’s a most immoral lady, she’s a most
immoral lady,

She’s a most immoral lady,

When she lies between the sheets with nothing
on.

 


Pious Celinda

By William Congreve (1670 - 1729)

 


Pious Celinda goes to prayers

If I but ask the favor,

And yet the tender fool’s in tears

When she believes I’ll leave her.

Would I were free from this restraint,

Or else had hopes to win her;

Would she could make of me a saint,

Or I of her a sinner!

 


 




Sonnet of Debauchery

By John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester (1647 –
1680)

 


I rise at eleven, I dine about two,

I get drunk about seven, and the next thing I
do,

I send for my whore, when for fear of the
clap,

I spend in her hand, and I spew in her
lap;

Then we quarrel and scold, till I fall fast
asleep,

When the bitch growing bold, to my pocket
does creep.

Then slyly she leaves me, and to revenge the
affront,

At once she bereaves me of money and
cunt.

If by chance then I wake, hot-headed and
drunk,

What a coil do I make for the loss of my
punk!

 


I storm, and I roar, and I fall in a
rage,

And missing my whore, I bugger my page.

Then crop-sick all morning I rail at my
men,

And in bed I lie yawning till eleven
again.

 


The Ballad of the Lady Charlene

 


So you’re looking around for the trophy I
found,

And yes, I can say, she’s a fabulous lay—

The girl who’s a prize-winning fuck.

And especially you’ll love her to suck.

 


If you want to be sure of a really good
whore,

Go for the Lady Charlene.

She knows all the tricks for the sucking of
dicks

And her fucking is fucking obscene.

 


So great in the bed, she could waken the
dead

With skills for which you could die.

Her beauty is raving and you’ll never stop
craving

For the ultimate orgasmic high.

 


She dresses with flair and the locks of her
hair

Are a blend of auburn and golden.

She also brings smarts to the sum of her
parts,

And will all of your ardor embolden.

 


This Number One Tart is a model for art,

In a class that’s truly patrician,

A Venus Urbino—or is it Obsceno?

A painting by Goya or Titian.

 


Her body is lissome and her eyes have a
glisten,

And her breasts are steady and firm.

Slender and tall, she’ll hold you in
thrall—

With delight you cannot but squirm.

 


Her regular job is not sucking a knob

But cracking the Kommissar’s whip.

So she comes with a passion that is more than
in fashion

And she gives you a helluva trip.

 


Her professional life is wielding a knife

For the cause of minority rights,

And to fight the good fight with all of her
might

On perceiving the slightest of slights.

 


But her other obsession is the oldest
profession—

An insatiable woman of pleasure.

Her lust is impulsive and almost
convulsive,

And a pleasure beyond any measure.

 


She’s no inhibitions and the only
conditions

Are hardly to mention or note.

They say she did vomit when she went with
Mahomet

And he made her suck off his goat.

 


Then came Elmasy, the one that is crazy,

With his ludicrous paranoid yells:

“My arse is to Allah! I’m off to Valhalla
*

In the rocket my farting propels!’

 


When he tried to depart, the thrust of his
fart

Was damp as the proverbial squib.

He collapsed for his trouble in confusion and
rubble,

Like a baby out of its crib.

 


And we also recall that day in the fall

When Syed was fucking the dog,

And Charlene was saved from the
idiot-depraved

When Syed got drunk on his grog.

 


Like any sex-worker, she’ll come in a
burqa

Or dressed as hospital nurse,

Or in something that’s flimsy, exciting your
whimsy,

And driving a dogteam or hearse.

 


If you want to do more in the way of a
whore,

She’ll set up a threesome with Laurie.

She’s ugly and fat but don’t worry at
that,

For she fucks like a helluva Fury.

 


The thing about threes, it’s like honey and
bees,

With each going after the nectar.

And making connections between the
erections,

With inspector inspecting inspector.

 


And then there’s the story of the lady called
Laurie—

She’s an expert in sex and divorce.

With the slightest of slights she’ll scream
for her rights

And flog you with all of her force.

 


For anyone stupid and looking for Cupid,

There’s always the humorless Heather—

An illiterate twit, it might make a fit

If your passion’s for lashings and
leather.

 


There’s more in the stable of girls that are
able—

You could always go spinning with Jenny.

A cute little dolly, you’d think it were
folly

To pass when her talents are many.

 


When you go to get screwed, her talents
include

A trip to Australia and back,

And on leaving the south, you can come in her
mouth,

And she’ll swallow the load that you
pack.

 


And then there’s the squirter, the raunchy
Alberta,

Whose orgies are not to dismiss,

With her penchant for spanking and clitoral
wanking,

And her specialist sporting with piss.

 


Or else she can send for her fuckulent
friend,

The insatiable Eskimo Nell.

She shatters a glass with the cheeks of her
arse,

While she eats you for breakfast as well.

 


But I think you will find that you’re out of
your mind

To take on more than Charlene.

She’ll suck you so dry, you’d wish you could
die,

And she’ll clean you cleaner than clean.

 


I know it sounds corny, she’ll make you so
horny,

She’ll love to make love with you.

You’ll work like magicians at changing
positions

That give you the ultimate screw.



You’ll be at your ease with an amorous
squeeze

When she starts with a peck on your
cheek.

You don’t have to worry—there’s really no
hurry

To reach the goal that you seek.

 


But in case of a hunch that she’s greedy for
lunch,

You must give her something to eat,

And her oral fixation will get its
sedation

When she sucks on a morsel of meat.

 


Then fill up her glass and gaze at her
arse

And you’ll dream of the pleasures to
come.

Oh boy, what a sight! A joyous delight!

You’ll love the shape of her bum!

 


You’ll go down on your knees with the
greatest of ease

To relish the joys of that!

This is your chance for a song and a
dance,

For you know she knows where it’s at.

 


She’ll take a few sips and pucker her
lips

When it’s time to get on with the game,

And your heart is afire with a frantic
desire

And you know that she feels the same.



You’ll gently land your ravenous hand

On her gorgeous and heaving breast,

And relish the ripples, the tips of her
nipples,

And the sumptuous cleft of her chest!

 


How dearly you’ll lust for the curves of her
bust,

As you loosen the straps of her bra.

You’ll want to begin by kissing the skin

Of the whore who allures from afar.

 


She’ll show that she cares for all that she
shares

And help you off with your shirt.

And while she is kneeling, your manhood
revealing,

You fondle you under the skirt.

 


You can take off her panty, all sexy and
scanty—

With your tongue her tits you caress.

And your trousers you shed as you move to the
bed

And you drop off the rest of her dress.

 


Now you will linger, as her thumb and
forefinger,

Your cock she proceeds to massage.

She takes plenty of time, for it’s really a
crime

To go fast when Charlene’s in charge.

 


Then you can turn and see what you learn

As her mouth your body explores.

You can soon get around to her pubical
mound.

And all that you longed for before.

 


Then she will swallow, for her mouth must be
hollow,

Your gob as it throbs with delight.

What a sensation, like hallucination!

It’s a rite that is right through the
night!

 


She will suck on your shaft from the fore to
the aft

And lick on the tip of your tool.

And then when you call, she’ll suck on a
ball,

But keep it all gentle and cool.

 


She’ll be dying to go from above to below

As she fiercely varies the pace,

Fulfilling your dream of peaches and
cream

And putting a smirk on your face.

 


You’ll be burning to roll your tongue in her
hole

And to drink her sensational potion.

That is the swirl you’ll do with this
girl,

As she works in perpetual motion.

 


You can lick on her cunt from the back to the
front,

And especially suck on her cherry.

She’ll be heaving in spasms, almighty
orgasms,

As your tongue in her channel you bury.

 


You’re right on the money to suck on her
cunny

And bring her to Kingdom Come,

And not only once, for this Queen of the
Cunts

Does a multiplication sum.

 


You can love her this way for a year and a
day

And drink of her honeydew juice.

And alternate sucking with sessions of
fucking

Whenever you find an excuse.

 


You will dream that it’s Venus who’s sucking
your penis,

Like a farmer’s milking machine.

She’ll suck in and out till your semen you
spout—

When you come, you will know that you’ve
been.

 


Whatever your size, the grip of her
thighs

Is an iron mechanical vice,

And the effortless squeezing is more that
it’s pleasing,

It’s all but terminal-nice.

 


The fulfillment of dreams and ecstasy’s
screams

Will be all that your body can bear.

And you’ll know it for sure, there was never
a whore

With Charlene you’ll want to compare.

 


After many long hours, with the sweetest of
flowers,

Your lust shall surely be sated,

And you’ll always recall the sensational
thrall

When with Charlene the whore you were
mated.

 


You’ll feel like a dork when you go for a
walk

Nursing your aching crotch.

But you’ll soon recover your power as a
lover

With the aid of a bottle of Scotch.

 


Now Charlene’s ambition is to make it her
mission

To squash all those that obstruct,

And those who debate the power of the
state,

And to see that the fuckers are fucked.

 


When she’s back on the job and not sucking a
gob

But cracking the Kommissar’s whip,

She’s working as hard as the Marquis de
Sade

To reduce them all to a zip.

 


She yearns for their pinching and merciless
lynching

In the name of Orwellian right,

And she joins in the calls to cut off their
balls

To savor as Turkish delight.

 


When at last she retires from the work she
admires,

She’ll manage the Sultan’s harem.

Her favored diversions and sexual
perversions

Will fulfill the life of her dream.

 


The Sultan’s ménage is remarkably large,

With infidels captured in war,

And the ladies of leisure are awaiting his
pleasure

Behind the seraglio* door.

 


She’ll work like a witch for the
son-of-a-bitch

And cater to all of his urgings,

And set up a school for the Sultanic fool

To tutor his pubescent virgins.

 


When Charlene’s on heat she'll thrash and
she’ll beat

Her charges into submission.

For we know that she craves obedient
slaves

To drive on their way to perdition.

 


With her own displays, she’ll show all the
ways

To scale the heights of nirvana:

The tricks of the trade in the ways to get
laid

And learning to eat a banana—

 


How to handle their wine, and do
sixty-nine,

With each licking out one another.

Switching her tunics with effeminate
eunuchs,

She’ll be acting the part of the mother.

 


She’ll say that their beauty is there for a
duty,

To fuck the dirty old man,

And while they are waiting for pornogamous
mating,

She’ll make them learn the Koran.

 


You’ll know that it’s then that her life
among men

Has been traded for eunuchs and ladies.

And the Lady Charlene will have lived like a
queen

When at last she descends into Hades.*

 


The trumpets shall sound and the canyons
resound

With a glorious synthesized mix:

“Arses to Allah! She’s arrived at
Valhalla!”

When Charlene crosses the Styx.*

 


So there’s my advice on the girls that are
nice

And who know all the tricks of the trade,

The ones I can say are a fabulous lay

And not just a maidenly maid.

 


If you want to be sure of a really good
whore,

Best is the Lady Charlene.

She knows all the tricks for the sucking of
dicks

And her fucking is fucking obscene.

 


Endnotes

In Norse mythology, Valhalla is the hall,
located in the Asgardian realm of Gladsheim, where the Bragi
welcome those slain gloriously in battle. Valkyries, the ones in
Richard Wagner’s opera The Ride of the Valkyries, escort the fallen
into the hall. JRR Tolkien based much of The Lord of the Rings on
Norse mythology.

 


Seraglio, or harem, as in Mozart’s opera, The
Abduction from

the Seraglio. Pronounced to rhyme with Sir
Charlie Oh!

 


In Greek mythology Hades is the name both for
the god of the Underworld (Hell), and for the Underworld
itself.

 


The River Styx marked the boundary between
Earth and the Underworld (Hades), and accordingly between life and
death.

 


I Love Paris … But …

 


Around the shrubs of the Bois de Boulogne

there linger the ladies fair.

The ladies are gorgeous. Their allure is
enthralling.

I approach as close as I dare.

 


Like wildfire, adrenaline runs through my
veins,

for I love to make love with Parisians.

Around the streets of the Opéra Square

there linger the ladies by night,

 


And I long for the charms of a girl in my
arms,

As I hanker for Turkish delight.

The adrenaline pounds with irresistible force
...

Yet I don’t want chancres or lesions.

 


 


The Lorelei—Siren of the Sailors

(From the German poem by Heinrich Heine)

 


I wonder why it should be

That I so sorrowful seem:

A story from ancient times

Remains a recurring dream.

 


The Rhine flows gently by

And it’s cool when the day is done;

And the peak of the mountain sparkles

In the light of the evening sun.

 


So wonderful and lovely a maiden

Above on the rock sits there;

And her golden jewelry gleams,

As she combs her golden hair.

 


She combs with a golden comb

And she sings her message along;

It’s a powerful and wondrous tune

That goes with the words of her song.

 


The sailors passing the rock

Are seized with her song of grief;

And they heed not the rocks in the Rhine,

Looking up ’stead of minding the reef.

 


The waves are engulfing the ships

That is the story I dream

The Lorelei lures them asunder

And the song is turned to a scream.

 


 


Green Grow the Rashes, O *

By Robert Burns (1759 – 1796)



In sober hours I am a priest;

A hero when I’m tipsey, O;

But I’m a king and ev’ry thing,

When wi’ a wanton Gipsy, O.

 


Chorus:

Green grow the rashes, O,

Green grow the rashes, O,

The lassies they hae wimble-bores,

The widows they hae gashes, O.

 


O wat ye ought o’ fisher Meg,

And how she trow’d the webster, O,

She loot me see her carrot cunt,

And sell’d it for a labster, O.

 


I dought na speak yet was na fley’d

My heart play’d duntie, duntie, O;

An’ ceremony laid aside,

I fairly fun’ her cuntie, O.

 


Mistress Mary cow’d her thing,

Because she wad be gentle, O,

And span the fleece upon a rock,

To waft a Highland mantle, O.

 


An’ heard ye o’ the coat o’ arms,

The Lyon brought our lady, O,

The crest was, couchant, sable cunt,

The motto, “Ready, ready,” O,



An’ ken ye Leezie Lundie, O,

The godly Leezie Lundie, O,

She mows like reek thro’ a’ the week,

But finger fucks on Sunday, O.

 


Endnotes

Rashes – Rushes; Wat – Know; Trowed –
Trusted; Wabster – Weaver; Labster – Lobster; Wimble-bores –
Screwing holes; Gashes – Long deep trenches; Fleyed – afraid;
Duntie - Pitter-patter; Cowed – Protected; Waft – Weave
cross-thread; Ken – Know; Lyon – The heraldry office for Scotland.
Mows like reek – Goes like smoke.

 


From Venus and Adonis

By William Shakespeare (1564 – 1616)

 


‘Fondling,’ she saith, ‘since I have hemm’d
thee here

Within the circuit of this ivory pale, *

I’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer;
*

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain * or in
dale:

Graze on my lips; * and if those hills be
dry,

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains
lie.

Within this limit is relief enough,

Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful
plain,

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and
rough,

To shelter thee from tempest and from
rain

 


Then be my deer, since I am such a park;

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand
bark.’

 


At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty
dimple:

Love made those hollows, if himself were
slain,

He might be buried in a tomb so simple;

Foreknowing well, if there he came to
lie,

Why, there Love lived and there he could not
die. *

These lovely caves, these round enchanting
pits,

Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking.
*

Being mad before, how doth she now for
wits?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second
striking?

Poor queen of love, in thine own law
forlorn,

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in
scorn!

 


Now which way shall she turn? what shall she
say?

Her words are done, her woes are more
increasing;

The time is spent, her object will away,

And from her twining arms doth urge
releasing.

‘Pity,’ she cries, ‘some favor, some
remorse!’

Away he springs and hasteth to his horse.

 


Endnotes

Ivory pale, the bed.

Deer—Note the double meaning (dear and
deer)

Mountain is Mons Veneris (Mons Pubis)—the
pubic area

Labia majora (literally "larger lips")

Adonis thinks it were to die and go to
Heaven.

Venus’ liking is his penis

 


 


Business Down the Tube

 


Let the chairman stand and lecture

On the way events have turned.

Time has passed for all conjecture.

Let the facts be here discerned!

 


Truth is truth and fact is fact.

Sometimes even they may meet.

Clichés shoveled high are stacked

As facts are laid before our feet.

 


Facts are facts and we must face them,

Face the facts for what they are.

No delusions will erase them,

Now that things have gone so far.

 


Any way you may arrange them,

Facts from us you can’t abduct.

Wishful thinking will not change them,

Now the fuckin’ fucker’s fucked!

 


Comin’ thro’ the Rye

By Robert Burns (1759 – 1796)

 


O gin a body meet a body, *

Comin thro’ the rye.

Gin a body fuck a body,

Need a body cry.

 


Comin’ thro’ the rye, my jo,

An’ comin’ tho’ the rye.

She fand a staun o’ staunin graith

Comin’ thro’ the rye.

 


Gin a body meet a body,

Comin’ thro’ the glen.

Gin a body fuck a body,

Need the world ken.

 


Gin a body meet a body,

Comin’ thro’ the grain.

Gin a body fuck a body,

Cunts a body’s ain.

 


Gin a body meet a body,

By a body’s sel.

What na body fucks a body,

Wad a body tell.

 


Many a body meets a body,

They dare na weel avow.

Many a body fucks a body,

Ye wad na think it true.

 


Endnotes

Gin - If; Body – Person; Jo – Joy,
sweetheart; She fand a staun o’ staunin graith – She found a stand
of standing gear—erect penis; Ken – Know. Ain – Own; Sel –
Self.

 


The Sailor's Dream

 


As I was walking down the beach one dark and
stormy night

I came upon a whorehouse with its red light
shining bright.

I walked up to the welcome mat and knocked
upon the door.

And who should answer me but a lovely Chinese
whore.

 


She wore a pink kimono. It was open at the
front.

I swear I could have counted the hairs upon
her cunt.

She asked me what I wanted. I found my voice
at last;

“All I want from you, my dear, is to fuck
your lovely ass."

 


She took me to the bedroom and I laid her on
the floor.

I swear I must have pumped her a hundred
times or more.

And when I felt it coming, that feeling was
so grand…

But awakened in my sailor’s rack, my pecker’s
in my hand.

 


 


The Ruined Maid

By Thomas Hardy (1840 – 1912)

 


O ‘Melia, my dear, this does everything
crown!

Who could have supposed I should meet you in
Town?

And whence such fair garments, such
prosperi-ty?”

“O didn't you know, I’d been ruined?” said
she.

 


“You left us in tatters, without shoes or
socks,

Tired of digging potatoes, and spudding up
docks;

And now you've gay bracelets and bright
feathers three!”

“Yes: that’s how we dress when we’re ruined,”
said she.

 


“At home in the barton you said ‘thee’ and
‘thou,’

And ‘thik oon’ and ‘theäs oon’ and ‘t’other’
*; but now

Your talking quite fits ‘ee for high
compan-ny!”

“Some polish is gained with one's ruin,” said
she.

 


“Your hands were like paws then, your face
blue and bleak

But now I'm bewitched by your delicate
cheek,

And your little gloves fit as on any
la-dy!”

“We never do work when we’re ruined,” said
she.

 


“You used to call home-life a hag-ridden
dream,

And you’d sigh, and you'd sock; but at
present you seem

To know not of megrims or melancho-ly!”

“True. One’s pretty lively when ruined,” said
she.

 


“I wish I had feathers, a fine sweeping
gown,

And a delicate face, and could strut about
Town.”

“My dear - raw country girl, such as you
be,

Cannot quite expect that. You ain’t ruined,”
said she.

 


Endnote

Dialect used in Dorset in the nineteenth
century, as in Hardy’s The Mayor of Casterbridge (his name
for Dorchester).



To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time

By Robert Herrick (1591 – 1674)



Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,

Old Time is still a-flying:

And this same flower that smiles to-day

To-morrow will be dying.

 


The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,

The higher he ‘s a-getting,

The sooner will his race be run,

And nearer he’s to setting.



That age is best which is the first,

When youth and blood are warmer;

But being spent, the worse, and worst

Times still succeed the former.



Then be not coy, but use your time,

And while ye may, go marry:

For having lost but once your prime,

You may for ever tarry.



Great Limericks

 


There was an old man in Madras

Whose balls were made of brass.

In stormy weather they clanged together,

And sparks flew out of his arse.

 


There was an old hooker in Crewe

Who filled her vagina with glue.

She said with a grin, “If they pay to get
in,

They’ll pay to get out of it too.”

 


There’s a judge who works the Assizes

Who has balls of two different sizes.

The one is so small, it is nothing at
all,

But the other has won many prizes.

 


It was as I feared it would be.

I sat next to Alice at tea.

Her rumblings abdominal were something
phenomenal,

And everyone thought it was me!

 


There was an old lady called Barrett

Who lived all alone in a garret.

It was said she was cute and dated a
fruit,

But the fact is she dated a carrot.

 


There once was a Scottish musician

Who preferred 69 to coition.

Said he, with a grin, as he wiped off his
chin,

”It's part of our oral tradition.”

 


There was a young girl in Baroda

Who built herself a pagoda.

The walls of its halls were hung with the
balls

And the tools of the fools that bestrode
her.

 


There once was a lady from Norway,

Who hung by her heels from the doorway.

She said to her man, “Get off the divan.

I think I’ve discovered one more way.”

 


There was a young fellow named Tupper

Who took out his lady to supper;

At quarter past nine they sat down to
dine.

At quarter past ten it was up ‘er.

 


There was a young gay named Brougham *

Who went to a lesbian’s room.

They argued all night as to who had the
right

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

 


Endnote

Brougham - An English name, also used for a
kind of carriage, pronounced broom.

 


She Was Poor, But She Was Honest

 


She was poor but she was honest,

Victim of a rich man’s game,

For she met the village squire,

And she lost her maiden name.

 


It’s the same the whole world over,

It’s the poor what gets the blame.

I’'s the rich what gets the gravy,

Ain't it all a bloomin’ shame!

 


In that rich man’s arms she fluttered

Like a bird with broken wing;

First he loved her, them he left her,

And the poor girl got no ring.

 


So she ran away to London

For to hide her grief and shame.

There she met a bright young captain,

And again she lost her name.

 


Then she hastened down to Dover,

There to have her child of sin,

And as the baby had no father;

Why, she gently did it in.

 


See him in the House of Commons,

Making laws to put down crime,

While the victim of his passions

Crawls away to hide her shame!

 


See him riding in his carriage,

Past the gutter where she stands,

He has made a stylish marriage,

While she wrings her ringless hands.

 


See him laugh in the the-ayter,

In the front row with the best;

While the girl that he has ruined,

Entertains a sordid guest.

 


In a little country village

Where her aged parents live,

Though they drank champagne she sent
them,

Yet they never could forgive.

 


Now she stands upon a corner,

Selling flowers to a gent;

She's grown fat around her middle

And her golden locks has went.

 


In Praise of Caviar

 


Caviar comes from virgin sturgeon

And virgin sturgeon’s a very rare fish.

The virgin sturgeon needs no urgin’

That’s why caviar’s a very rare dish.



Caviar sourced from virgin sturgeon

I gave my girlfriend, virgin true,

Then no more virgin needed urgin’.

Perhaps your girlfriend needs some too.

 


Girls Love a Candle

 


All the nice girls love a candle.

All the nice girls love a wick,

For there’s the thing about a candle—

It feels so like a prick.

Nice and greasy, slips in easy,

It’s the ladies’ pride and joy.

It’s been up the Queen of Spain

And it’s going up again.

Ship ahoy! Sailor boy!

 


Song to Celia

By Ben Jonson (1572 – 1637)

 


Come, My Celia

Come, my Celia, let us prove

While we may, the sports of love;

Time will not be ours forever;

He at length our good will sever.

Spend not then his gifts in vain.

Suns that set may rise again;

But if once we lose this light,

‘Tis with us perpetual night.

Why should we defer our joys?

Fame and rumor are but toys.

Cannot we delude the eyes

Of a few poor household spies,

Or his easier ears beguile,

So removed by our wile?

‘Tis no sin love’s fruit to steal;

But the sweet theft to reveal.

To be taken, to be seen,

These have crimes accounted been.

 


 


Walking Down Canal Street

 


Walking down Canal Street,

Knocking on every door,

Goddamn sonofabitch,

Couldn't find a whore.

When I finally found a whore,

She was tall and thin,

Goddamn sonofabitch,

Couldn’t get it in.

 


When I finally got it in,

I turned it all about,

Goddamn sonofabitch,

Couldn’t get it out.

When I finally got it out,

It was red and sore,

Goddamn sonofabitch,

You should never fuck a whore.

 


Proffered Love Rejected

By John Suckling (1609 - 1642)

 


It is not four years ago,

I offered forty crowns

To lie with her a night or so—

She answered me with frowns.

 


Not two years since, she meeting me

Did whisper in my ear

That she would at my service be,

If I contented were.

 


I told her I was cold as snow,

And had no great desire,

But should be well content to go

To twenty, but no higher.

 


Some three months since or thereabout

She that so coy had been

Bethought herself and found me out,

And was content to sin.

 


I smiled at that, and told her I

Did think it something late,

And that I’d not repentance buy

At above half the rate.

 


This present morning early she

Forsooth came to my bed,

And gratis there she offered me

Her high-prized maidenhead.

 


I told her that I thought it then

Far dearer than I did,

When I at first the forty crowns

For one night’s lodging bid.

 


Summer Sapphics



Bulging bright swimsuits—at least some are
bulging—

Blossom forth and loudly proclaim the
summer.

What good things has wrought the almighty
plumber!

Are we indulging?



Let us make all haste to the pools and
beaches

There to join the beautiful bodies
tanning,

There to savor sun and the
seascape-scanning

Summer beseeches.

 


Eyes toward fair girls will be turned with
pleasure,

Oft rewarding those who have patient
ardor,

Those who sense which ones we should press
the harder

Searching for treasure.

 


My God, How the Money Rolls In

(Sing to My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean)

 


My father makes book on the corner,

My mother makes synthetic gin.

My sister makes love for a living.

My God, how the money rolls in.

 


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 mother’s a bawdy-house keeper.

There’s a signal each night to begin,

She hangs a red light in the doorway,

My God, how the money rolls in.

 


My brother’s a young missionary,

He saves fallen women from sin.

He’ll sell you a blond for five dollars.

My God how the money rolls in!

 


My aunt runs a girls’ seminary,

To give girls a cultural in.
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