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    Many poets have helped me collect this book. I would like to thank in particular Madame Desiree Noblock of London and Mr. Gregory Kont of Bayswater. And I have by no means forgotten A.C., G.A.P., M.S., P.J., L.B., P.B., S.B., & J.C. of Paris and Zagreb.


    Elated, no longer a child, dawn found me a literary man; I vowed Puffer would not have died in vain.


    My parents were surprised at my docility when, after the funeral, they proposed I begin schooling in England. They little knew my plan of scholarship: Puffer had compiled but three volumes; I was persuaded greater wealth would be the reward of a more diligent scholar.


    And how right I was. Hadn’t he overlooked:


    ‘Don’t look at me that way, barman I ain’t gonna shit on the floor’?


    He had indeed, and many others. He was not a man to track down those who “know them all by heart” or even those who have “bits of songs”. No, he was a dilettante, I came to see that. But even with greatest effort the scholar is always encountering the person who knows but two lines (often glorious) and just a snatch of the melody. He will usually direct you to someone else who knows perhaps the same two lines or just one more... Ah, it is not easy. And while great songs exist which I have not compiled here, it is simply that I have been unable to track down the complete version — of, to take an example. ‘The Ballad of Piss-Pot-Pete’. And then there was that girl from Miss Brice’s School — all golden she was and with a voice like a morning lark’s — but for the life of me I can remember no more of her song than its lilting refrain:


    ‘Oh how did Edith ever


    Get so shitty round the titty?’


    You either write them down then and there or they are gone. It is quite like the limerick except that you may be left with no more than a bit of a tune.


    Luckily, I was found physically fit for my country’s wars (and it was with some apprehension I limped into enlistment headquarters, looking askance to conceal my missing eye) for without those enriching experiences my collection would be paltry indeed. Oh, it is in war the bawdy ballad thrives: up to the waist in urine or blood or even rain, men begin to sing, and richly. I must say I have never well understood why it is those who order and control such fine wars are so prudish about the cultural harvest that are reaped from a really sopping trench or freezing billet. But no matter. I have prudently, I believe, never allowed such reflections to distract me from my scholarly dedication. I felt I owed that to Puffer.


    Thanks to a courageous and cultivated publisher, the same who saw the Limerick for the treasure it is, I can here present the cream of my years of research. I have included some music and have simply named familiar tunes appropriate to other ballads. For the rest, many tunes exist, but the common 4/4 ballad rhythm will usually do. And besides, I have come to feel that the dirty song tune is almost instinctive. Even the song itself: rarely is a ballad sung the same way twice, nor, I strongly feel, should it be. If a person has something to add, let him. And if someone tells you your version of ‘Don’t Piss on the Fire Grandma, Father is Warming his Ball’s’ is incorrect, be sure it is the same pedant who will suggest your joke would be funnier if it ended another way. Kick him, I say.


    Vicarion. 1956. Alma Atta.


    


    



    

  


  
    I. THE WHEEL


    To the tune of the hymn, “Oh Master, Let me Walk With Thee”


    A sailor told me ‘ere he died,


    And I do not think the bastard lied,


    That his wife’s cunt was made so wide,


    She never could be satisfied.


    So he built a prick of steel,


    Fastened it to a bloody great wheel,


    Nine feet long and stuffed with cream,


    And the whole fucking issue was driven by steam.


    Round and round went the fucking great wheel,


    In and out went the prick of steel;


    Till at last the lady cried— “Enough!


    Enough! I’m satisfied!”


    But this was a case of the biter bit,


    There was no way of stopping it;


    She was split from arse to tit,


    And the whole fucking issue was covered in—


    Sweet violets,


    Sweeter than all the roses.


    Covered all over from arse to tit,


    Covered all over with—


    Sweet violets...


    


    



    

  


  
    II. THE GREAT PLENIPOTENTIARY


    The Bey of Algiers when afraid for his ears,


    A messenger sent to our court,


    Sir; As he knew in our State that the women have weight,


    He chose one well hung for good sport, Sir;


    He searched the Divan till he found out a man,


    Whose bollocks were heavy and hairy,


    And he lately came o’er from the Barbary Shore,


    As the Great Plenipotentiary.


    When to England he came with his prick all aflame,


    And showed to his hostess on landing,


    Whence spread its renown to all parts of the town,


    As a pintle past all understanding.


    So much there was said of its snout and its head,


    They called it the great Janissary,


    Not a Lady could sleep till she got a shy peep


    At the Great Plenipotentiary.


    As he rode in his coach how the whores did approach,


    And they stared as if stretched on a tenter;


    He drew every eye of the dames that passed by,


    Like the wonderful sun to its centre.


    As he passed through the town not a window was down,


    And the maids hurried out just to see;


    And the children cried, “Look—at the man with the cock,


    That’s the Great Plenipotentiary.”


    When he came to the Court, O what giggle and sport!


    Such squinting and squeezing to view him!


    What envy and spleen in the women were seen,


    Of the happy and pleased that got to him.


    They vowed in their hearts, if men of such parts


    Were found in the coast of Barbary


    ‘Twas a shame not to bring a whole guard for ‘the King,


    Like the Great Plenipotentiary.


    The dames of intrigue formed their cunts in a league,


    To take him in turn like good folk, Sirs;


    The young Misses’ plan was to catch as catch can,


    And all were resolved on a stroke, Sirs!


    The cards to invite flew by thousands each night,


    With bribes to his old Secretary,


    And the famous Eclipse was not let for more leaps,


    Than the Great Plenipotentiary.


    When his name was announced how the women all bounced,


    And the blood hurried up to their faces;


    He made them all itch from the nave to the breech,


    And their bubbies burst out of their laces.


    There was such damned work to be fucked by the Turk,


    That nothing their passion could vary;


    The whole Nation fell sick for the Tripoli prick


    Of the Great Plenipotentiary.


    The Duchess who’s Duke made her ready to puke


    With fumbling and friggin’ all night, Sir,


    Being first with the prize was so pleased by its size,


    That she begged to examine its plight, Sir!


    “Good God,”, cried Her Grace, “its head’s like a mace!


    ‘Tis as big as a Corsican Fairy!


    I’ll make up—please the pigs—for dry-bobs and frigs,


    With the Great Plenipotentiary.”


    And now to be bored by this Ottoman Lord,


    Came a virgin far gone in the wane, Sir;


    She resolved for to try, though her cunt was so dry,


    That she knew it must split like a cane, Sir!


    True it was as she spoke—it gave way at each stroke,


    But O what a terrible quandary,


    With one mighty thrust her old piss-bladder bust


    On the Great Plenipotentiary.


    The next to be tried was an Alderman’s bride,


    With a cunt that would swallow a turtle,


    Who had horned the dull brows of her worshipful spouse,


    Till they sprouted like Venus’s myrtle.


    Through thick and through thin, bowel deep he dashed in,


    Till her quim frothed like cream in a dairy,


    And expressed by loud farts she was strained in all parts


    By the Great Plenipotentiary.


    The next to be kissed by the Plenipo’s lift


    Was a delicate maiden of honour,


    She screamed at the sight of his prick in a fright,


    Though she had the whole place upon her:


    “Cunt Jesus,” she said, “what a prick for a maid,


    Do pray come and look at it Mary.”


    Then she cried with a grunt, “O he’s ruined my cunt


    With his Great Plenipotentiary!”


    Two sisters next came—Peg and Mary by name,


    Two ladies of very high breeding,


    Resolved one should try whilst the other stood by


    To assist in the bloody proceeding:


    Peg swore by her God that the Musselman’s nob,


    Was thick as the buttocks of Mary,


    “But I’ll have one drive if I’m ripped up alive


    By the Great Plenipotentiary.”


    All twats were bewitched and just longed to be stitched,


    Even fairies would languish and linger,


    And the boarding school Miss as she sat down to piss


    Drew a Turk on the floor with her finger.


    By fancy so struck they clubbed round for a fuck,


    And bought a huge candle and hairy,


    And the teachers from France they fuck’d a distance,


    With the Great Plenipotentiary.


    Each sluice cunted bawd who was knocked all abroad,


    Till her premises gaped like a grave, Sir,


    Hoped her luck was on, so she’d feel the Turk’s dong,


    As all others were lost in her cave, Sir.


    The nymphs of the stage his fine parts did engage,


    Made him free of the grand feminary,


    And gentle Signors opened all their black doors


    To the Great Plenipotentiary.


    Of love’s sweet reward measured out by the yard,


    The Turk was most blest of mankind, Sir,


    For his powerful dart went home to the heart.


    Whether stuck in before or behind, Sir.


    But no pencil can draw this long donged Pawshaw,


    Than each cunt loving contemporary.


    But as pricks of the game let’s drink health to the name


    Of the Great Plenipotentiary!


    


    


    


  


  
    III. THE WHOLE WORLD OVER


    


    She was poor but she was honest


    Victim of a rich man’s whim,


    First he fucked her then he left her


    And she had a child by him.


    It’s the same the whole world over,


    It’s the poor wot gets the blame,


    It’s the rich wot gets the pleasure,


    ‘Ain’t it all a bleedin’ shame?


    Standing on the bridge at midnight,


    Throwing snowballs at the moon,


    She said, “George I’ve never ‘ad it.”


    But she spoke too fuckin’ soon.


    It’s &c


    Then she came to London city,


    To recover her fair name,


    But another bastard fucked her,


    Now she’s on the streets again.


    It’s &c


    Standing on the bridge at midnight,


    Cracking walnuts with her crutch,


    She said, “Jack I’ve never ‘ad it.”


    He said, “No? Not fuckin’ much!”


    It’s &c


    See the little country cottage,


    Where her simple parents live,


    Though they drink the fizz she sends ‘em,


    On her achin’ quim they live.


    It’s &c


    Now she stands in Piccadilly,


    Pickin’ blackheads from her quim,


    She is now completely ruined,


    And it’s all because of him.


    It’s &c


    She got pox and ‘orrid chankers,


    From the wolves that plumbed her gut,


    So she went down to the river,


    For to give her whorin’ up.


    It’s &c


    As they pulled her from the water,


    Water from her clothes they rung,


    And they thought that she had had it,


    But the corpse got up and sung.


    It’s &c


    See him seated in his Bentley,


    Coming homeward from the hunt,


    He got riches from his marriage,


    She got corns upon her cunt.


    It’s &c


    See him in the House of Commons,


    Passing laws for all mankind,


    While she walks the streets of London,


    Selling chunks of her behind.


    It’s &c


    


    


    


  


  
    IV. THE PORTIONS OF THE FEMALE


    The portions of a woman that appeal to man’s depravity,


    Are fashioned with considerable care,


    And what at first appears to be a simple little cavity,


    Is really an elaborate affair.


    Now surgeons who have studied these feminine phenomena,


    By numerous experiments on Dames


    Have taken all the items of the gentle sex’s abdomina,


    And given them delightful Latin names.


    There’s the Vulva, the Vagina and the good old Peronina,


    And the Hymen that is sometimes found in brides,


    There’s a lot of little things—you’d love ‘em could you see


    The Clitoris and God knows what besides.


    [’em


    What a pity it is then, when we common people chatter


    Of those mysteries to which I have referred,


    We use for such a delicate and complicated matter,


    Such a very short and unattractive little word.


    The erudite authorities who study the geography


    Of that obscure but entertaining land,


    Are able to indulge a taste for intricate topography,


    And view the tasty details close at hand.


    But ordinary people though aware of their existence,


    And complexities beneath the public know


    Are normally contented to view them at a distance,


    And treat them roughly speaking as a show.


    And therefore when we laymen probe the secrets of virginity,


    We exercise a simple sense of touch,


    We don’t cloud the issue with meticulous Latinity,


    But call the whole concern a simple CUNT.


    For men have made this useful and intelligent commodity,


    The topic of innumerable jibes,


    And though the name they call it by, is something of an oddity,


    It seems to fit the subject they describe.


    


    

  


V. THE HOLE IN THE ELEPHANT’S
BOTTOM

My ambition’s to go on the stage;

From this you can see that I’ve got ‘em.

In pantomime I’m all the rage,

I’m the hole in the elephant’s bottom.

Oh! The girls all think that I’m it,

As they sit in the stalls I can spot ‘em,

And I wink at the girls in the pit

Through the hole in the elephant’s bottom.

One night we performed in a farce

And they stuffed up the bottom with cotton,

But it split and I showed m [...]




