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Extra Verses

THE BOLSHEVIK.

I'm going to kill the farmer that lives across the way.

He sold me half a dozen hens, but none of them would lay.

And when I called the Vet in to examine ev’ry hen,

He said ‘‘They’ll never stoop to lay. They’re perfect gentlemen!’’

I’'m going to kill our doctor, for each year of the war

He’s brought some small addition to our little fam’ly corps.

Last night he brought another two. 1 said, ‘“Well, I’ll be blest!
Here, take that couple back, and then demobilize the rest!”’

I’'m going to slaughter Simpson, the undertaker’s man.

All day he’s making coffins, and he buries all he can.

I'm feeling very queer, and if the worst came to the worst,
He’d bury me if I died, so I'm going to kill him first.

I'm going to kill our baker. I’'m going to kill him dead,

For last night with the housemaid’s knee I hear he went to bed.

1’1l teach him to be decent, and kneeling on his chest

I’'ll say ‘“You had the housemaid’s knee, but where was all the rest?”’

I’'m going to kill our milkman. His skull I mean to crack,
For in his milk this morn I found a tiny stickleback.

That fish eame from his moo-cow, I’ve not the slightest doubt.
Why doesn’t he milk elephants and let me have a trout?

'EXTRA CHORUSES—By Hugh Steyne.

And then there’s Mr. Thurston, he’ll get what he deserves.
The girls all call him ‘‘Unele,”’ and it’s getting on my nerves.
If he butts in with Suzette he’ll meet his death from me,

1’1l stab him in his H.C.L., then he’ll need ‘‘Sympathy.”’

I’'ve got a bomb all ready, the largest I can find,

I’'m going to Straff the Naval Board for being so unkind.
They’ve put off sixteen hundred men, and this ’twixt me and you
I think it’s time that someone ‘‘Clipped their wings’’ at Cockatoo.

And then there’s Mr. Dooley, he’s made me quite annoyed,

He says he’s got no work to give Sydney’s unemployed;

I’m going to blow him up and put his nose quite out of joint,
Unless he makes them build a bridge across to Milson’s Point,

ENCORE CHORUS.

1’11 murder all the people who always shout ‘‘Encore,”’

They’ve made me come out here again though goodness knows what for,
The play has got to finish, or we’ll all be on the shelf,

Yo if anyone wants more of it he can sing the dam thing himself.
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