Here’s to Hares...  

(Traditional)

Here’s to hares, they’re true blue!

They are hashers through and through!

They are pisspots, so they say.

They tried to go to heaven,

But they went the other way!

(Drink it down, down, down...)

New Boots

(Traditional, mit der “Oom-pah-pah” feel)

Here’s to new boots, 

to new boots, to new boots.

Here’s to new boots,

They’re with us tonight.

They eat it, they beat it,

They really mistreat it.

Here’s to new boots,

They’re with us tonight.

(So down chug-a-lug, down chug-a-lug...)

Why Were They Born So Beautiful

(Traditional)

Why were they born so beautiful?

Why were they born at all?

They’re no fucking use to anyone –

They’re no fucking use at all.

They may be a joy to their mothers,

But they’re a pain in the asshole to me.

(Drink it down, down, down, down, down...)

The Pittstones

(ala The Flintstones, by Diamond Jim & Whiff)

Hashers, meet the Hashers,

They’re the biggest drunks in history.

From the town of [Pittsburgh!]

They’re the leaders in debauchery.

Halfminds trailing shiggy through the years,

Watch them as they down a lot of beers.

Down, down, down, down, down, down, 

Down, down, down, down, down, down, down, down, 

Down, down, down, down, down,

Down, down, down, down, down, down!

They’re The Meanest  

(Traditional)

They’re the meanest,

They suck the horse’s penis!

They’re the meanest,

They’re the horse’s ass!

Ever since they found it,

All they do is pound it.

They’re the meanest,

They’re the horse’s ass!

(Drink it down, down, down...)

They Ought To Be Publicly Pissed On

(Traditional)

They ought to be publicly pissed on,

They ought to be publicly shot! (Bang! Bang!)

They ought to be tied to a urinal

To lie there and fester and rot!

(Drink it down, down, down...)

His Foreskin

(Traditional, to My Bonny Lies Over The Ocean)

His one-skin hangs down to his two-skin.

His two-skin hangs down to his three.

His three-skin hangs down to his foreskin.

His foreskin hangs down to his knee.

Roll back, roll back,

Please roll back his foreskin for me, for me.

Roll back, roll back,

Please roll back his foreskin for me.

(Drink it down, down, down...)

New Shoe Down Down

(to Nancy Sinatra’s These Boots... by Whiff)

These boots are made for hashing

And that’s just what you’ll do.

But tonight you’ll do a down down

Outta that shiggy-suckin’ shoe.

(Down down down down down .......)

The Autohash Down-down

(to the Beatles’ Drive My Car by Whiff)

Baby, you can drive my car,

We’re not going very far–

Only to the next bar.

So baby, it’s down down.

Down–down, down–down, yeah!

Down–down, down–down, yeah!

The Autohash Down-down, (alt.)

(to Janis Joplin’s Mercedes Benz  by Whiff)

Oh, Lord, won’t you give me a ride to the beer?

I’m mighty thirsty and I’m stuck ‘way out here.

I’d climb in a U-Haul, and sit in the rear,

Oh, Lord, if you gave me a ride to the beer.

Fat Boyz

(to Bad Boyz, the COPS theme

Fat Boyz, Fat Boyz,

Whatcha gonna do?

Whatcha gonna do when they cum on you?

Fat Boyz, Fat Boyz,

Whatcha gonna do?

Whatcha gonna do when they cum on you?

Down down down down down .......

The Age of the Hairy Ass

(to Age of Aquarius - Pgh H3)

This is the dawning of

The Age of the Hairy Ass,

A big, scary, hairy ass.

The Hairy Ass!

The Hairy Ass!

Down down down down down .......

De Caribbean Down Down Song

(ala Harry Belefonte’s Day-O, by Whiff)

Dooowwwwn down!

Dow-ow-own down!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Drink 16, 17, 18 ounce!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Make ya kidneys an’ ya bladder bounce!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Hey, Mr. Hasherman– time to do ya down down.

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Hey, Mr. Hasherman– t’row dat Honey Brown down.

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Down!

Do-do-do-do-do-do-do-do-do-do-do-do-

do-do-do-do-down!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

(Down down down down down down...)

(Alternate verse: for hats in the circle) 

Drink I.C., Genesee, Molsen Ice!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

Wear ya hat an’ ya drink it twice!

R.A. come, an’ ya gotta drink beer.

The Hash House Harriers

(to The Addams Family theme, by Whiff)

Their drinking is compulsive,

Their running is convulsive,

They’re morally repulsive-

  The Hash House Harriers!

Their flatulance is rude an’

Their genitals protrude when

They’re running in the nude in

  The Hash House Harriers!

They’re always shiggy-tracking 

From constantly bushwhacking.

Intelligence they’re lacking.

  The Hash House Harriers!

Duh-duh-duh-duh-down-down!

Duh-duh-duh-duh-down-down!

Duh-duh-duh-duh

Duh-duh-duh-duh

Duh-duh-duh-duh-down-down!

The Hare Is A Whore

(to Your Mother Should Know, by Bitchy Cuntingham)

Let’s all get up and drink to a hare

That was a shit before we ran everywhere.

Though they could lay a long, long trail before,

The hare is a whore, (the hare is)

The hare is a whore

Drink it again..

Minnie the Hasher

(with lots of Cab Calloway, by Whiff)

Let me tell you all about _______ the hasher,

She is a lowdown tittie flasher.

In the hot tub, at the apres and o-on the trail

Her naked bosoms make those hashers wail.

Hi-de-hi-de-hi-de-hi

  (Hi-de-hi-de-hi-de-hi)

Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho

  (Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho)

She took a roadtrip down to Camp Hedon–

Got so hungover her eyeballs were bleedin’.

After she drank all the beer they could give her,

She called the doctor to transplant her liver.

Hee-de-hee-de-hee-de-hee

  (Hee-de-hee-de-hee-de-hee)

Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho

  (Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho)

She had a dream she was hashing in Cleveland.

They wouldn’t tell her when 

   the Greyhound was leavin’.

She took a hash crash, 

   went home with Fleet Strider,

But when she woke, it was Lorena inside her.

Hi-de-hi-de-hi-de-hi

  (Hi-de-hi-de-hi-de-hi)

Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho

  (Ho-day-ho-day-ho-day-ho)

Down-de-down-de-down-de-down

  (Down-de-down-de-down-de-down)

Down-de-down-down-down-down

  (Down-de-down-down-down-down)....

...and so on improvising till the beer’s gone.

The Halfminds Go Chugging Along

(to The Caisson’s Song, by Whiff)

Over booze, over beer,

We’ll be hashing through the year.

As the halfminds go chugging along!

Field and stream, shiggy, mud,

We’ll keep thinning out our blood.

As the halfminds go chugging along!

For it’s “Are you on?”

As the brain cells say, “So long!”

You can hear them calling for more beer. 

(More beer!)

As they call for more, 

they pass out on the floor.

As the half minds go chugging along!

(Down, down, down...)

Down Down

(think of Petula Clark, by Whiff and Moon)

When you don’t care 

If there’s beer in your hair,

You know that you’ve done —

a Down Down!

So much fun that

You keep on wearing your hat,

And do another one —

Down Down!

It may be Miller Lite, 

Honey Brown or Yuengling Porter.

Just don’t take all night

‘Cause our attention span gets shorter...

After a few.

So wait till we give you the sign,

‘Cause you can’t raise your glass

Till we finish our rhyme.

And then —

Down Down!

Here in the circle where –

Down Down!

You can’t come up for air.

Down Down!

If you do, you must wear your

Down down...down down...down down..........

I’ve Only Half a Brain

(from The Wizard of Oz, by Whiff)

I could while away the hours

Searchin’ hills for flour

Across a wide terrain.

I’d be chipper, I’d be cheerful

If my stomach had a beerful

‘Cause I’ve only half a brain.

With my arms and legs akimbo

I’ll be chasing after bimbos

Through mud and thorns and rain.

I’ll be making lots of passes

As I fondle all their asses

‘Cause I’ve only half a brain.

I’ll do down downs till the keg begins to spit.

Then I’ll fire one up and take a little hit.

I’ll impress the women with my charming wit

As I shout out, “Show us your tits!”

Then my beer I will be sharing

With them as their breasts they’re baring,

Our urges unrestrained.

Oh, our language will be lewd as

We exchange bod-i-ly fluids

‘Cause we’ve only half a brain!

Swilligan’s Island

(from the hit TV show, by Whiff)

Just sip yer brew and you’ll hear a tale,

A tale of a drunken hash,

That started with a keg of beer

And everyone got trashed.

  (And everyone got trashed.)

The first hare was a brainless chooch,

His co-hare half as smart.

Two hundred-some odd halfminds

Took off in a cloud of farts.

  (Took off in a cloud of farts.)

The hills got steep, the shiggy deep,

The back checks had them fooled.

Then someone found the beerstop

And everybody drooled.

  (And everybody drooled.)

The mud had sucked their sneakers off

Their legs were ripped a lot.

But once they had their nectar,

The trail they soon forgot.

  (The trail they soon forgot.)

The moral is no matter how 

Much shiggy’s on your trail,

A hashing twit don’t give a shit

While he’s swilling his ale!

  (While he’s swilling his ale!)

Are Yinz From Pittsburgh?

(to the tune of Are You From Dixie, by Anonymous)

Are yinz from Pittsburgh, 

I said, from Pittsburgh,

Where the emphyzema rate is so high?

The streets are narrow

Like Mia Farrow,

An’ flocks of pigeons shit in your eye.

Are yinz from Baldwin or Monroeville

Or from Aspinwall?

Or are ya from the SahSide

With your bowling ball?

Are yinz from Pittsburgh, 

I said, from Pittsburgh?

‘Cause we’re from Pittsburgh, too!

We know ahr city,

 it ain’t so pretty.

But so what if we’re nothing unique?

There’s still Apollo

An’ Panther Hollow,

An’ floods each year along Chartiers Crick.

And when ya die they put 

Your name up on the voting list.

An’ hashing is just great

If you’re a masochist!

Are yinz from Pittsburgh, 

I said, from Pittsburgh?

‘Cause we’re from Pittsburgh, too!

Skippy the Squirrel

(by Bwana & Satan, to Frosty the Snowman)

Skippy the Squirrel was a jolly, happy soul

With his smashed-out brains 

  and his broken nose

And some gravel up his hole.

Skippy the Squirrel is a hasher’s tale they say.

He was just too slow

   and the hashers know

He was squished to death one day.

There must have been some magic

In that old dead squirrel they found,

For when they tied him to the bus

He began to fly around.

Oh, Skippy the Squirrel is as dead as he can be,

But the hashers say 

  he can hash and play

Just the same as you and me.

Optional Humming Interlude (4 bars)

Skippy the Squirrel saw the sun was hot that day,

So he said, “Let’s run 

  and we’ll have some fun

Now before I rot away.”

Down to the apres, with a rope tied to his tail,

Flying here and there, 

  losing chunks of hair,

Saying, “You’ll go straight to hell!”

He led them down the trail that day

Right to a parking lot,

Where Monsterbator licked a girl,

Whose father called the cops!

AND!

Monster and Skippy had to hurry out of here.

But they waved goodbye, 

  saying, “Don’t you cry –

We’ll be back again next year!”

Thumpity-thump-thump, 

Thumpity-thump-thump,

Hear those squirrelies die...

Thumpity-thump-thump, 

Thumpity-thump-thump,

Look at Skippy fly!

Streaking In The Sun

(to Seasons In The Sun)

We had joy,

We had fun.

We went streaking in the sun.

But the cops

All had guns,

And they shot us in the buns.

Won’t Get Fucked Again

(to Won’t Get Fooled Again, by Bitchy Cuntingham)

We’ll be hashing in the streets,

With the flour at our feet’

And the trail that we follow will be long.

And the hares who spurred us on

Sit on ice for all their wrongs,

They do down-downs 

   and the hash sings the songs.

I’ll tip my cup to the hare’s constitution,

Take a chug for the hills and pollution.

Smile and grin at the checks all around.

Pick up the true trail they laid

On a cold, cold ass day.

Then I’ll get on my knees and pray –

We won’t get fucked again!

The beer stops had to come,

We knew it all along.

We were drinking in the cold, what a bad call.

And the hills look just the same

And the wankers check-hang in shame,

‘Cause Folker’s horn is blowin’ in the next block.

I’ll tip my cup to the hare’s constitution,

Take a chug for the hills and pollution.

Smile and grin at the checks all around.

Pick up the true trail they laid

On a cold, cold ass day.

Then I’ll get on my knees and pray –

We won’t get fucked again!

(Bridge)

I’ll move myself fast just to get inside,

If we happen to be left half-alive.

Curtis said, “The trail’s only a mile on the fly.”

Though I know that the hares never lie.

Do ya?

There’s flour on the trees

And the shiggy, rocks and streams.

And Brownie brought the bimbos, bye-the-bye.

And the partying on the left

Is now partying on the right,

And Moon’s lateness has grown longer overnight.

I’ll tip my cup to the hare’s constitution,

Take a chug for the hills and pollution.

Smile and grin at the checks all around.

Pick up the true trail they laid

On a cold, cold ass day.

Then I’ll get on my knees and pray –

We won’t get fucked again!

Don’t get fucked again!

On on!

Yeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

Meet the new boots –

Same as the old boots...

The InterAmericas Hash Welcome Song

(like the Beauty and the Beast show-stopper,  

by Whiff and Moon, for Alias)

Be our guests, you’ll be blessed

With all the beer you can ingest.

While you’re chugging, we’ll keep lugging

Extra kegs for you to test.

On the runs when those buns

Clad in spandex make you cum,

The confection your erection

Spurts will make the bimbos hum.

Suck a teat or some meat,

Find your G-spot – ooo, how sweet!

Shoot some jism. Hedonism

Is the Motto-of-the-Week.

Let your juices splash

This year at Interhash!

And be our guests!

Be our guests!

Be our guests!

Be our guests – bare your breasts!

Everybody get undressed!

When you’re naked, you can’t fake it –

You leave nothing to be guessed.

Grab a beer. Have no fear

If you take it up the rear.

‘Cause your rectums, we’ll inspect ‘em,

Making sure the way is clear.

Grab your crotch, be debauched.

We don’t care – we like to watch.

Your libido is our credo.

Let us crank it up a notch!

Let your juices splash!

Welcome to Interhash

And be our guests!

Be our guests!

Be our guests!

Debauchery Tonight

(to the tune of Comedy Tonight, by Whiff)

Something for lunkheads,

Something for drunk heads, 

Something for everyone –

Debauchery tonight!

Something that’s kinky,

Something that’s stinky,

Something for everyone –

Debauchery tonight!

Nothing for pimps, 

Nothing for prudes.

Bring on the lushes, 

Flashers and nudes!

Inebriation

And fornication,

This time we’ll maybe get it right...

Sobriety tomorrow, 

Debauchery tonight!

Plenty of hooters

And naval shooters.

Something for everyone –

Debauchery tonight!

Pussies and peckers

In triple deckers,

Something for everyone

Debauchery tonight!

Oceans of beer

Nothing too light.

This bacchanalia’s

Rocking all night!

Some masturbation

And copulation,

An “-ation” for everybody’s taste...

Chooches and wankers,

Nymphos with chancres,

Sex kits and goodies,

Fat boys with woodies!

Philanderers!

Manhandlers!,

Inebriants

And deviants!

Mistakes, fakes,

Mugs, chugs,

Nuzzlers,

Muzzlers,

Puzzlers,

Guzzlers!

Outrageous sex,

Beer by the quarts.

And there’s a midnight

Nude run, of course!

What is the moral?

Something immoral –

Skippy the squirrel

Rules the night!

Sobriety tomorrow, 

Debauchery,

Debauchery,

Debauchery,

Debauchery,

Debauchery...

Tonight!!!

Santa Claus Is Cumming On You

(by Whiff)

Oh, you better beware –

It could be your turn.

You better prepare 

To be showered with sperm.

  Santa Claus is cumming — on you!

He’s got a trenchcoat,

‘Cause he’s wearing no pants.

He’ll bugger you good

If you give him a chance.

  Santa Claus is cumming — on you!

He’ll sieze you when you’re sleeping,

He’ll fuck you wide awake.

He’ll leave you wet and dripping,

So lock your door, for goodness sakes!

He’s got a big fist

And jerking it twice.

He’ll pop a big load —

That’s his favorite vice.

  Santa Claus is cumming — on you!

Those Were The Days

(like All in the Family, by you-know-who)

Boy, the way those hashers played–

Beef met Flicker, then got laid.

She had Sparky, then got spayed.

Those were the days!

And you did your down downs then

When the R.A. told you when.

Mister, we could use a tyrant 

To run the circle again!

Hot tub bimbos didn’t squirm

When the fat boys shot their sperm.

G.M.s served a full-year’s term.

Those were the days!

Bone-anza (the Chauvenistic version)

(by Whiff and Floppy)

(Chorus)   

Got it up, got it in, got it out

Now here’s some cab fare.

It was great, but gee, it’s late

Time for you to go.

Had my fun, but now I’ve cum.

Hope it was good for you

(Chorus)

Shot my load, hit the road,

Don’t call me, I’ll call you

(Chorus)

Moon Songs

(by Bwana, Satan, Bit O’ Honey, Flicker and Whiff)

• Bad Moon Rising

I see a bad Moon arising.

I see his fat ass on the trail.

His butt is blocking the horizon.

Hey babe, you ain’t no Chippendale!

Well, hurry past that twit

Before he takes a shit.

There’s a bad Moon on the rise.

• Moon’s Shadow

I’m gettin’ horny in Moon’s shadow,

Moon’s shadow, Moon’s shadow.

A’gropin’ and a’strokin’ in Moon’s shadow,

Moon’s shadow, Moon’s shadow.

And if I ever use my hands 

Up and down on your glands,

And if I ever cum with you -

oo-oooo-ooo, oo-ooo-ooo -

I won’t have to beg no more.

• Blue Moon

Blue Moon, 

You saw me standing alone

Without a hand on my bone, 

With just a glassful of foam.

Blue Moon, 

You knew just what I would beg for,

Someone to scramble my eggs for,

Someone I could spread my legs for.

• Moon’s Liver

Moon’s liver

Clogging up with bile

From drinking beer in style,

All day.

Old Grand Master,

You fart blaster,

Wherever you’re going, 

It’s blowing my way.

• Moon’s Queer

(same as More Beer...)

Moon’s queer, Moon’s queer, 

Moon’s queer, Moon’s queer, 

Moon’s queer, Moon’s queer, 

Moon’s queer....

The Dick-a-Day Song

(borrowed from the Three Stooges)

Dick-a-Day, dick-a-dee

Dick-a-dicky-di, dick-do-do,

Dick-a-day-do-doo-dee-doo

Dick-a-day-do-doo!

I’m Just a Jigger Low

(ala David Lee Roth,  by Whiff)

I’m just a hashin’ fool.

The bimbo’s make me drool

When they wear their lycra spandex.

They know that Mr. Stiffy

Will be ready in a jiffy,

If and when they might demand sex.

I’m hot for every lass,

For all those tits and ass,

The brazen and the prude.

But they leave me all alone

In the hot tub with my bone,

Wankin’ off in the nude.

I’m just a hashin’ guy,

The marks are flashin’ by.

The pack is still way behind me.

I changed a couple checks

To falses. What the heck?

The wankers will never find me.

An FRB with balls,

I overran a false;

I thought I’d smoke this run.

Now the woods are getting dark

And I can’t see no marks.

What the fuck have I done?

‘Cause I can’t see no flour,

No F’s – no X’s – no B’s.

And I’ve been lost for hours.

Hey, dudes – save the last beer for me.

(These next 3 songs were a 60s medley by Whiff)

• (I Can’t Get No) Shiggy Traction

(think of the Rolling Stones)

I can’t get no – shiggy traction

I can’t get no – Nike action

‘Cause I tried,

But I slide.

I just slide, 

So I cried –

I can’t get no – Shiggy traction!

I was hashing just last week

When the On-on! came from over the hill.

But I kept splashing in some creek

‘Cause the bank was churned into muddy swill.

I was slippin’ on the stones,

‘Cause there was slimy algae growing everywhere.

I was lost and hashing alone

Which is nothing new, but – I was the hare!

I can’t get no – 

I can’t get no – 

“Are you?” reaction...

No Nike action

No shiggy traction...

• Hashin’

(to the Grateful Dead’s Truckin’)

Hashin’ – along the Conamaugh

Scratched up – till my legs are raw

Was that – a beer I just saw?

And is there any more . . . for me?

What in the world ever became of Big Beef?

You know, he hasn’t hashed in a year and a half.

I heard some Eerie germ’s 

   been giving him big grief.

I guess that’s why they named him 

  “Chief of Staph”.

Hashin’ – over field and street,

Bimbos – suck their toes and feet

Fat boys – like to beat their meat

And everybody’s beggin’ for . . . more beer.

• The Ballad of Whiff and Dutchess

(to the Beatles’ The Ballad of John and Yoko)

Hashing on the Eerie 100th,

Up in Cleveland Saturday night.

I come back to a check,

Looked round, What the heck?!

There’s not a single halfmind in sight!

Christ! You know you’re in Cleveland!

The trail is so hard to see.

Those fuckers were long gone –

That left the Greyhound for me.

Hashing ‘95 up in Hogtown,

Pounding down the Molsen’s too much.

It got me so trashed,

I missed Sunday’s hash.

But that’s O.K., I hung out with Dutch-ess.

Christ! You know I got lucky!

This never happens to me.

And now who’d have thunk it?

This bimbo’s married to me!

Headin’ down to Trinidad to make a bid

For Interhash in Ninety-nine;

D.K. and Moon

Passed out before noon.

But they said Dick Traci pitched it just fine.

Hey!

Hashing up in Nittany Valley,

Where those Roving Assholes belong,

Where Chumley and Slo,

And Floppy, you know,

And Beaver Balls, they taught me this song.

(Everybody!)

La la la la la la la,

La la la la la la la

La la la la la la

La la la la la la la!

Oh You Wankers

(by Bwana, to the tune of Oh Suzannah)

Well, we bushwhacked up from Pittsburgh, 

‘Cause we heard there’s halfminds here.

And we won’t get on the Interstate 

Until we’ve kicked the beer.

We drank all night the day we left, 

The brewskies made us high.

Now we’re hashin’ here in _______,

And we’re gonna drink you dry.

Oh, you wankers! Go fetch another beer,

‘Cause we’re hashers out of Pittsburgh 

And we gotta have more beer.

(Men’s Chorus)

I had a dream the other night — 

The room began to spin.

I dreamed a horny bimbo came 

And sat upon my chin.

Her buckwheat cake was in my face, 

Her juice was in my eye.

I said, “I won’t cum in your mouth.” 

I always fuckin’ lie.

Oh, you wankers! Go fetch another beer,

‘Cause we’re hashers out of Pittsburgh 

And we gotta have more beer.

(Women’s Chorus)

I had a dream the other night — 

My ben-wah balls got rung.

I found a horny hashin’ man 

Who did me with his tongue.

He thrust his johnson to the hilt, 

His jewels disappeared.

And when I screamed he spewed his milk 

And rubbed it on my rear.

Oh, you wankers! Go fetch another beer,

‘Cause we’re hashers out of Pittsburgh 

And we gotta have more beer.

(Everyone)

Now there are lessons to this song, 

But damned if they’ll be found.

Beer is good and what it does 

Is make your head spin ‘round.

A hoppy brew gets you to do 

Most anything you please —

Like hashing through the shiggy 

With your pants around your knees.

Oh, you wankers! Go fetch another beer,

‘Cause we’re hashers out of Pittsburgh 

And we gotta have more beer.

The ThunderChicken Song

(ala the old Superchicken theme, by Whiff)

When you’re hashin’ through the shiggy,

And you’re gruntin’ like a piggy,

‘Cause your pussy’s beggin’ for a lickin’ —

There is something you should know,

When there is no one else to ho’ you,

Calllll for ThunderChicken.

And if you think that 

You can do it better,

He’ll tell you go ahead and 

Write the next newsletter.

He will drink another beer

Until he cums upon your rear.

And he will leave your buttocks wet and stickin’.

There is one thing you should learn,

When there is no one else to sperm you,

Calllll for ThunderChicken!  (Cluckcluckcluckcluck)

Just calllll for ThunderChicken!

Danny Boy (T.C. Song #2)

(by Snore)

Oh Danny boy, the pipe, the pipe is passing

From mouth to mouth, until the vision’s blurred.

But now ‘tis spring, and all the plants are budding.

Oh Danny boy, please go and score some herb.

But come you back with empty arms 

   devoid of dope,

And leave us halfminds sad and without hope,

Just plant some seeds in sunshine 

   and in potting soil.

Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, 

   please grow your own.

Moondance

(yes, that Moondance, by Bwana, Satan, Flicker, 

Bit O’ Honey and Whiff)

Well, it’s a marvelous for a mooning

With the beer flowing out of your glass.

A  fantabulous night for a moon, yeah,

Interhash sure is crawling with ass.

Where all the beavers on the bimbos are calling

To the hundreds of boners that grow.

‘Cause all the beavers and the boners like balling,

And the buns on the runs really show.

And the ni-i-ight’s magic

Seems to quiver your bush,

And all the so-o-oft moonlight

Really shines (dah-dah-dah!) 

On your tush! (dah-dah-dah!)

Can I just see your moon tonight,

Your sweet, precious butt?

Can I just have one more moon shot

From you, you slut?!

Don’t Go Cutting A Fart

(to Don’t Go Breaking My Heart, by Bitchy Cuntingham)

Don’t go cutting a fart,

I couldn’t shit - I tried.

Ah, Honey, if I get the runs

When I smelled it, I cried.

Don’t go cutting a fart

You knock the wind out of me.

Ah, Honey, when you fart on my face,

Ooh, I pass wind and pee.

Phee-you, and somebody blows it.

When I bent down,

I heard your sound.

Phee-you, and somebody blows it.

Right from the start

I gave you my fart.

Ooh-hoo, I gave you my fart.

So don’t go cutting a fart.

I won’t go cutting a fart.

Don’t go cutting a fart.

And nobody heard us,

Silent, deadly nerve gas.

And now it’s rising above us, Babe.

Whooh, I don’t think we can take it.

So don’t you really smell it?

Beans and beer, I can tell it.

Oh, if you bend down to the flame,

I’ll light my fart on fire.

Phee-you, and somebody blows it.

What smells like ass

I just passed gas.

Phee-you, and somebody blows it.

When my legs part

I let loose a fart.

Ooh-hoo, I let loose a fart.

Don’t go cutting a fart.

I won’t go cutting a fart.

Don’t go cutting a fart.

Phee-you, and somebody blows it.

When I bend down,

I make that sound.

My butt cheeks part

I blow you a fart.

Ooh-hoo, I blow you a  fart.

Don’t go cutting a fart.

I won’t go cutting a fart.

(Don’t go breaking wind,

Don’t go breaking wind)

Don’t go cutting a fart.

S & M Man verses

(by Whiff)

(Chorus)

S & M strikes everyone he likes

With a blend of love and malice.

So don’t you ever call him callous

As he hammers on your phallus.

Who can take some dentures,

Sharpened with a file,

And bite your genitalia with a sabertooth smile?

The S & M Man...

(Chorus)

S & M squirts you every time he hurts you

With a half a quart of jism.

Overflowing with sadism, 

He just needs your masochism.

Who can take a plunger,

Pack it full of shit

And clamp it on your mouth 

until he makes you vomit?

The S & M Man...

The Kelly’s Island Song

(like I used to work in Chicago, by Whiff)

I hashed on Kelly’s Island

By Lake Erie’s shore.

I hashed on Kelly’s Island,

I don’t hash there anymore.

A guy came up for the beer,

(The beer by the shore...)

Bud Light he wanted –

Life Flight he got!

I don’t hash there any more! Oh!

I hashed on Kelly’s Island

By Lake Erie’s shore.

I hashed on Kelly’s Island,

I don’t hash there anymore.

A wanker ordered a pitcher,

(A pitcher by the shore...)

Schlitz they gave him –

A shit he returned!

I don’t hash there any more! Oh!

I hashed on Kelly’s Island

By Lake Erie’s shore.

I hashed on Kelly’s Island,

I don’t hash there anymore.

A cop pulled up in a squad car,

(A minion of the law...)

My name he wanted –

Fleet’s name I gave him!

I don’t hash there any more!

De Pittsburgh Hash

(to West Side Story’s America, by Whiff)

I want to be in de Pittsburgh hash,

Great nudity in de Pittsburgh hash,

Hooters to see  in de Pittsburgh hash,

Nuttin’ for free in de Pittsburgh hash.

I want to run wit’ de Pittsburgh hash,

See all de buns in de Pittsburgh hash,

Fun by de ton in de Pittsburgh hash,

Everyone cums in de Pittsburgh hash.

I want to truck wit’ de Pittsburgh hash,

Try out my luck wit’ de Pittsburgh hash,

Run through some muck wit’ de Pittsburgh hash,

Maybe get fucked wit’ de Pittsburgh hash.

I want to bunk wit’ de Pittsburgh hash,

Really get drunk in de Pittsburgh hash,

(Drunk as a skunk in de Pittsburgh hash!)

Shoot off my spunk in de Pittsburgh hash.
