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“Special for Mrs. B__”

Brigadier General William E. Brougher, U.S.A. 

For Frances K., an Army Wife, 

Down south in U.S.A., 

We have a message for you, please.

It came by “Milky Way.” 

From prison camp in far Luzon

The Mystic message came, 

Your husband is alive and well 

And loves you just the same. 

He held a post of high command

With record brave and true; 

He was faithful to his duty, as 

He’s ever been to you. 

The soldier has no choice of time 

When country names the day;

The soldier has no choice of goals

When duty points the way. 

Such things are trite and understood

By Army wives like you. 

When soldiers drink the bitter cup

Their wives must drink it too. 

His isolation is complete. 

By land and sea and air. 

His only means of reaching you 

Are thought and wish and prayer. 

But “Trans. Celestine” ways are clear

On starry nights in May. 

The night can turn some magic tricks

That can’t be done by day. 

MA

Ma, hi’e making eyes at me

Ma, he’s awfully nice to me

Ma, he’s down here holding my hand 

I’m beside him – mercy!  Let his conscience guide him

Ma, he wants to marry me 

Be my honey bee
Ma his hands are getting bolder

Ma he’s leaning on my shoulder 

Ma, he’s kissing me. 

The “crescent moon” a wishing ship

That sails the trackless blue

Has brought the news of life and hope

Direct from him to you. 

The charge is just a happy smile, 

So dry your tears away, 

And keep tuned in for later news

The same time every day. 

The message ends the usual way –

Your husband’s words you see

“With love and kisses for you all”—

He signs it 

             Edward B. 

             Prisoner of War 

             Camp Tarlac P.I.  May 21, 1942. 

__________________________________

“Samson on the Treadmill”

by

Wm E. Brougher, Brigadier General, U.S.A. 

This is the tale of a warrior brave, 

Shorn of his strength by a very close shave. 

Betrayed by Delilah’s he doesn’t even know,

Lashed by the whips of a vengeful foe, 

Treading the mill like a stumbling ox, 

Unconscious of calendars, heedless of clocks, 

Bound by the limits of bunk and latrine,

He grinds out the grist of a piddling routine. 

“First Fruits of the Spirit”

by 

Willliam E. Brougher, Brigadier General, U.S.A. 

Some words are more than human tongue can speak, 

Some burdens more than human flesh can bear; 

Some tasks are more than human hands can do. 

Some dangers more than human hearts can date. 

When weary bodies crumple on the road. 

Spirit lifts us up and bids us stand; 

When hearts recoil with fear before the foe, 

Spirit draws the sword and takes command. 

When faltering hands are fumbling at the task, 

Spirit does the job on nerve alone; 

When souls are groaning with unuttered prayer, 

Spirit intercedes before the throne. 

“A Visitor in Prison Camp”

by

William E. Brougher, Brigadier General, U.S.A. 

When  Nature makes atonement for the drabness of the day

By flashing in the western sky a final brief display

Of all the gorgeous beauties of Heaven and earth combined, 

Arrayed in gala garments by clouds and sun designed; 

‘Tis then that I see Betty, and Betty smiles at me. 

With love that conquers prison bars across the boundless sea. 

I always know you, Betty, by the flowers in your hair, 

And life is glad for your old Dad, because he knows you’re there. 

Your costume always differs and there’s mischief in your eyes. 

To see if Dad can penetrate your daily sweet disguise. 

One day you came with swirling skirts, of filmy rose and fawn, 

And flash of dancing slippered feet that flickered and were gone. 

Another day you tiptoed in behind my bamboo chair,

And rested gentle finger tops upon my thinning hair; 

Your party dress was rustling silk, all changing gold and blue, 

And when you went a lingering scent of perfume still was you. 

I love the flowered garden-frock of floating voile you wore

With endless miles of ruffled silk like wavelets on the shore,

The dangling picture-hat you held and roses fresh with dew, 

And I shall always treasure, Dear, the rose you kissed and threw – 

All true and lovely portraits, these, to hand on memry’s wall, 

But there’s another picture that I like the best of all; 

A crowded pier, your face is there, I see you wave your hand – 

You’ve kept you date at the Golden Gate to meet me when I land!


Tarlac Prison Camp  July 3, 1942

Indictment

How glad this lovely world can be – 

When God is god and men are free” 

Where life is sweet and friends are true

And loved ones wait for me and you!

How sad this lovely world can be 

When freedom dies for you and me!

When love is dead and hate survives

And peace is blasted from our lives!

A day of reck’ning there must be

When men enslaved again are free

Who lives by sword, says Holy Word, 

In turn must perish by the Sword

What dread indictment will be hurled

Against the fiends who wrecked the world!

Ten million dies to rise and tell 

And Send their guilty souls to Hell!

Brig Gen W. E. Brougher 

      Tarlac Prison Camp

             Aug 6, 42

Fair moon, I gaze on thee and see

The features of my Dorothy. 

Her eyes are like thy radiant beams

And they ae with me in my dreams

When boarding thought’s space-riding train, 

I go to visit home again. 

There at her work I see my wife

As thou hast seen her in real life

Just hours ago, when from thy height

You had my family in sight. 

My ranging spirit views the house

Where dwell my daughters and my spouse, 

Envisions them, so clear, so plain

Awakening brings only pain – 

Because, returning here I know 

That months down Future’s stream must flow 

Ere we may hope sweet Peace to find 

And, home gain with lives entwined, 

May watch thy brilliant shadows go 

Across our fair New mexico. 

                       Gurdon Sage 

                       Colonel, C.A.C. 

                       Tarlac            July 11, 1942

                       (Deming, N.M.)

Epitaph for Barry 

by

William E. Brougher, Brigadier  General, U.S.A. – 

Angels wept and turned aside 

To hide their tears when Barry died. 

Forlorn event, aye, thrice forlorn

A Man to love and freedom born

Must come to dine in bondage here 

Deprived of all that he held dear

“In line of duty” - write it down. 

No hero wears a brighter crown. 

God comfort those who now must wait 

With anxious hearts to learn his fate. 

Colonel Edwin F. Barry, Ordnance Dept., U.S.A. 

Died at Tarlac Prison Camp, Tarlac, P.I. 

                      July 17, 1942

Buried July 18, 1942 in Tarlac Cemetery 

                       Grave No. 219  

The Long Dark Road

The long dark road leads on from here 

We know not what its course may be – 

We only know that we myst go 

To keep a date with destiny. 

We’ve traveled far the long dark road, 

By dangerous side we made our bed; 

The chilling breath of sudden death 

Lurked right and left and overhead. 

From Mount Mayon to Orion

And back to cursed O’Donnell, 

From far Vigan to bleak Bataan

We passed through days of living Hell. 

The road is lined with unmarked graves

Of fallen comrades, brave and true, 

Beyond the skies their sleepless eyes

Are keeping watch o’er me and you. 

The maps of peace will burn again; 

Some day we’ll drop our weary load – 

Some sweet day, we trust and pray, 

At the end of the long dark road. 

                          Brigadier Gen. W. E. Brougher

                          Tarlac Prison Camp

                                 August 9, 1942

(Four months after date of surrender – and on eve of departure for Japan) 

TWENTY-EIGHT YEARS AGO 

Written by Brig Gen. William E. Brougher on the occasion of his 

Twenty-eighth wedding anniversary – Tarlac Prison Camp – July 29 ’42

I was a knight in armor bright – Twenty-eight years ago. 

A sword and bride were at my side – Twenty-eight years ago. 

We humbly knelt, we bravely stood, 

We looked at life and found it good – 

Our love would last, we knew it would 

Twenty-eight years ago. 

The years have passed all too fast – Since twenty-eight 

                        years ago; 

Body and soul have paid their toll – Since twenty-eight 

                         years ago. 

We’ve had the bitter with the sweet, 

The tares have grown among the wheat

But life and love have been complete

Since twenty-eight years ago – 

Far far away we are today – From twenty-eight 

                         years ago – 

In smiles and tears, in miles and years - From 

                         twenty-eight years ago

But peace will come in Freedom’s Land, 

We’ll humbly kneel, then bravely stand 

And face the future had in hand 

Like twenty-eight years ago!

Beautiful Garden of Roses

Beautiful garden of roses

Kissed by the morning dew

Each pretty flower discloses 

Virtues I find in you

White means your sould so pure dear 

Red means your love so true

You ar my garden of beautiful roses 

My one rose, my own rose, that’s you!

MY DREAM SHIP

                    
Brig Gen Wm E. Brougher

       
                   Karenko, Taiwan, Prison 


Camp     Sept. 19, 1942

A jolly ship has come to port

With room for all on board; 

Her galley’s running day and night, 

Her larder’s fully stored. 

We’ll point her prow to eastward now, 

The Stars and Stripes aflying, 

And steam hell bent upon the scent 

Of eggs and bacon frying.

We’ll leave this poor benighted land 

Of rice and foul benjo (X)

God damn a race that saves its face

To hell with Taiwan and –

This port is not a dream 

Full steam ahead for meat and bread

And good rich Jersey cream!

We’ll eat our way to the U.S.A., 

A drumstick in each hand, 

A course we’ll steer for cheese and beer

In shoc’late sundae land!  

So point her prow to eastward now, 

The Stars and Stripes aflying, 

We’ll steam hell bent upon the scent 

Of steak and onions frying!

(x) benjo – latrine

PRAYER FOR AVIATORS 

Dear God, who cares for the sparrow, 

Kind Father who lives in the sky, 

Lean down to thy children who reach for Thee –

Take care of the men who fly. 

“Let the mighty and great

Roll in splendor and state. 

I envy them not, I declare it. 

I eat my own lamb, 

My own chicken and ham. 

I shear my own sheep and wear it.  

I have lawns, I have bowers

I have fruits, I have flowers.

The lark is my morning charmer; 

So you jolly dogs now, 

Here’s God bless the plow – 

Long life and content to the farmer”

Rhyme on an old pitcher of English pottery –

(Heading Chap VII David Grayson’s “Adventures in Contentment.” 

L’Envoi
[They shall find real saints to draw from -  (…….), Peter and Paul; 

They shall work for an (……)  setting and never be tired at all!]

When earth’s last picture is painful and the tubes are twisted and dried, 

And the oldest colors have faded and the youngest critic has died, 

We shall (res….), forth, we shall need it – lie down for an aeon or two.

Till the Master of All Goof Workman shall put us to work anew.

And those that were good shall be happy; They shall sit in a golden chair; 

They shall splash on a tin-league canvas with brushes of camel’s hair. 

And none but the Master shall praise us, and none but the Master 

                            Shall blame. 

And no one shall work for money, and no one shall work for fame

But each for the joy of the working, and each in his separate star, 

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of the Things as They are! 

_____________________________________________________________

GUNGA DIN

You may talk o’gin and beer when your quarter safe out ‘ere

And your sent to (……) fights in Aldershot it: 

But when it comes to slaughter, you’ll do your work on water, 

And you’ll lick the bloomin’ boots of him that’s got it. 

Now in India’s sunny clime where I used to spend my time

A serving of “er Majesty, the Queen. 

Of all them black faced crow, the finest man I knew

Was our Regimental bhisti, Gunga Din. 

      He was “Din! Din! Din!

      You (…..   …..) a brick-dust, Gunga Din!

             “its Slipping hitheras!”

             “Water, get it!  Panee Lao (1) 

       “You squidgy-nosed old idol, Gunga Din.”

The uniform ‘e wore was nothing much before, 

And rather less than ‘arf o’ that behind. 

For a price   (……….)  a good skin water-bag

Was all the field equipment I could find. 

When the sweatin’ troop-train lay on a  (….) through the day. 

And the ‘eat would make your bloomin’ eyebrows crawl, 

We shouted “Harry By” (2) ‘till our throats were bricky dry

Then we wopped ‘im ‘cause  he could not serve us all. 

It was “Din! Din! Din!  You heathen where the mischief have 

     you been?

      You put some (……) (3) in it or I’ll marrow you this minute

       If you don’t free up my helmet, Gunga Din. 

(1)  bring water swiftly   (3)  be quick

(2)  o brother

(These poems were crossed out in the original diary.)

‘E would dot + carry one till the longest day was done

And ‘e didn’t seem to know the use o’ fear

If we charged or broke or cut, you could bet your bloomin’ nut

“E be waitin’ fifty paces right flank rear. 

With his mussik (*) on his back, ‘e would skip with our attack

An’ watch us till the bugles made retire

An’ for all ‘is dirty hide he was white clear whole, inside

When ‘e went to find the wounded under fire!

It was “Din! Din! Din! With the bullets kickin’ dust spots on the green’

When the cartridge ran out you could hear the front ranks shout

Hi! Ammunition mules and Gunga Din

I shan’t forget the night that I dropped behind the fight

With a bullet where my belt plate should ‘a been

I was chokin’ mad with thirst and the man who spied me first 

Was a good old gunnin’, gruntin’ Gunga Din

‘E lifted up my head and ‘e plugged me where I bled

And he (….)  me ‘arf a point of water green – 

It was crawlin’ and it stunk but of all the drinks I’ve drunk

I’m the gratefullest to one from Gunga Din – 

It was Din Din Din , ‘ere’s a beggar with a bullet through his 

        Spleen. 

        He’s chewin’ up the ground and ‘es kickin’ all around 

        For gawd’s sake git the water Gunga Din

‘E carried me a way to where a dodi lay

An’ a bullet come and drilled the beggar clean 

‘E put me safe inside and just before he died

“I ‘ope you like your drink” sez Gunga Din

So I’ll meet ‘im later on at the place where ‘e is gone 

Where it’s always double drill an’ no canteen. 

‘E’ll be squattin’ in the coals givin’ drink to poor dammed souls

And I’ll get a swig in hell from Gunga Din

Yes – Din, Din Din, you Lazarushian leather Gunga

          Din!

          Though I’ve belted you and flayed you

           By the living Gawd that made you

           You’re a better man than I am GUNGA DIN!

(This was crossed out in the original diary)

______________________________________________________________

PEGGY O’NEILL

If She’s smilin’ so beguiling    That’s Peggy O’Neill

If her eyes are blue as skies        “      “     “     “     “

If she laughs like a sly little rouge

If she talks with a cute little brogue 

Sweet personality 

Full of rascality   - That’s Peggy O’Neill. 

MY MADONNA

               (R W Service)

I hailed me a woman from the street, shameless but oh so fair 

I bade her sit in the model seat and I painted her sitting there. 

I hid all trace of her soul unclean.  I painted a babe at her breast. 

I painted her as she might have been if the worst had been the best. 

She laughed at my picture and went away; then came with a 

                     knowing nod

A connoisseur and I and I heard him say ‘Tis Mary the mother of God.”

So I painted a halo about her hair and sold her and took my fee. 

And now she hangs in Ste Hillaire where you and all may see. 

(This was crossed out of the original diary)

___________________________________________________________

The Harpy

There was a woman and she was wise, woefully wise was she 

She was old, so old, yet her years are told were but a score and three.

And she knew by heart, from finish to start, the book of iniquity

There’s no hope for such as I on earth or get in Heaven. 

A loathed jade I ply my trade unpitied unforgiven. 

I paint my cheeks for they are white and cheeks of chalk men hate

And our head a lamp of red I ste me down and wait

Until they come, the nightly scum with drunken eyes aflame.

Your sweethearts, sons, ye scronful ones, “Tis I who know their shame

The gods you see are brutes to me and so I play my game.

One who in youth sought truest truth and found a (….) lies

A symbol of the sin of man, a human sacrifice

But can I blame on man the shame, could it be otherwise? 

___________________________________________________________

THE LONELY LITTLE NIGGER
To a lonely, little nigger a swimming in the Nile, 

There came up unexpectedly a great big crocodile, 

Who with a calm indifference that made the warm 

                         Blood freeze

Said “I’ll take a little dark meat, with no dressing 

                          if  you please!”.

To the Ladies
               (Kipling)

I’ve taken my fun where I found it.  I’ve rogued and I’ve ranged in my time 

I’ve had my pickin’ o’ sweethearts and four o’ the lot was prime

One was an ‘arfcast widow, one was a woman at Prime

One the the wife of a jemadar Sais and is a girl at home. 

Now I aren’t no ‘and with the ladies, for takin’ ‘em all along 

You never can say ‘till you’ve tried ‘em, and then you are like to be wrong

There’s times when you’ll think that you mightn’t, there’s times when

                             you’ll know that you might 

But the things you learn from the yellow and brown, They’ll keep you a

                              lot with the white. 

I was a young ‘um at ‘Oogli, shy as a girl to begin 

Aggie De Castier she made me and Aggie was clever as sin 

Older than me but my first ‘um, more like a mother she were – 

Showed me the way to promotion and pay, and I learned about 

                          women from her

Then I was ordered to Burma, action in charge of Bazar

And I got me a tiddy live ’eathen through buyin’ supplies off ‘er pa

Funny an’ yellow an faithful -  (…) on a teacup she were – 

But we lived on the square like a true married pair, an’ I learned 

                           about women from her 

Then we was shifted to Neemuch, (or I might ‘a been keepin’ ‘er now)

An’ I took me a shiny (……..) the wife of a nigger at (….)

Taught me the gypsy folks’ (…..),  (……) volcanoe she were

For she knifed me one night ‘cause I wished she was white, an’ I 

                            learned bout women from her. 

Then I came home on a trooper, ‘Long of a kid of sixteen 

Girl from a convent at Meerut, the straightest I ever have seen 

Love at first sight ws her trouble.  She didn’t know what it were

An’ I wouldn’t be such ‘cause I liked her too much, But I learned

                             about women from her. 

I’ve taken my fun where I found it, an’ now I must pay for my fun

The more you have known the others, the less you will settle to one, 

An’ the end of its sitting and thinking and dreaming (….-…) to see

Be warned my lot (which I know you will not) and learn about 

                           Women from me. 

(This was crossed out of the original diary)

Chant for Dark Hours
                                        Dorothy Parker

Some men, some men cannot pass a book shop. 

(Lady make your mind up, and wait your life away.)

Some men, some men, cannot pass a crap game. 

(He said he’d come at moonrise, and here’s another day!)

Some men, some men cannot pass a woman. 

(Heaven, never send me another one of those!)

Some men, some men, cannot pass a golf course. 

(Read a book and sew a seam, and slumber if you can>)

Some men, some men, cannot pass a haberdasher’s. 

(All your life you wait around for some damn man!)

____________________________________________

One Perfect Rose
                           Dorothy Parker

A single flower he sent me since we met 

All tenderly his messenger he chose 

Deep-hearted, pure, with scented dew still wet 

One perfect rose. 

I knew the language of the floweret,

“My fragile leaves” it said “his heart enclose.” 

Love long has taken for his amulet

One perfect rose. 

Why is it no one ever sent me yet 

One perfect limousine do you suppose?

Oh no, it’s always just my luck to get 

One perfect rose. 

_________________________________________________

News Item 

Men seldom make passes   At girls who wear glasses. 

Partial Comfort

Whose love is given over well shall look on Helen’s face in hell, 

Whilst those whose love is thin and wise – May view John Knox 

                                         In Paradise. 

INDIAN SUMMER

                                                           Dorothy Parker

In youth it was a way I had     To do my best to please

And change with every passing lad     To suit his theories. 

But now I know the thing I know,      And do the things I do; 

And if you do not like me so,         To hell, my love, with you. 

______________________________________________________

OBSERVATION 

If I don’t drive around the park   I’m pretty sure to make my mark 

If I’m in bed each night by ten!   I may get back my looks again 

If I abstain from fun and such,    I’ll probably amount to much, 

But I shall stay the way I am       Because I do not give a damn. 

_____________________________________________________
FIGHTING WORDS
Say my love is easy had       Say I’m   (…..) raw with pride – 

Say I am too often sad – Still, behold me at your side. 

                                       _________

Say I’m neither brave nor young,   Say I woo and coddle care, 

Say the devil touched my tongue -  Still you have my heart to wear

                                       _________

But say my verses do not scan    And I get me another man!

_______________________________________________________

INSCRIPTION FOR THE CEILING OF A BEDROOM

Daily dawns another day; 

I must up to make my way. 

Though I dress and drink and eat, 

Move my fingers and my feet, 

Learn a little here and there, 

Weep and laugh and sweat and swear, 

Hear a song or watch a stage

Leave some words upon a page, 

Claim a foe or hail a friend – 

Bed awaits me at the end. 

Though I go in pride and strength, 

I’ll come back to bed at length. 

Thought I walk in blinded woe, 

Back to bed I’m bound to go 

High my heart or bowed my head, 

All my days but lead to bed

Up and out and on and then 

Ever back to bed again. 

Summer, winter, spring and Fall – 

I’m a fool to rise at all!

                    Dorothy Parker

The day is done!  And the darkness falls from the 

                  Wings of night 

Like a feather waffed downward from an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village gleam through the rain and the mist. 

And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me that my soul cannot resist. 

A feeling of sadness and longing that is not akin to pain

But resembles sorrow only as the mist resembles rain. 

Read from some humble poet whose songs gush from his heart 

Like rain from the clouds in summer or tears from the eyelids start. 

                 __________________________

Lives of great men all remind us 

We can make our lives sublime 

And departing leave behind us 

Foot prints on the sands of time. 

Life is real  life is earnest 

And the grave is not its goal 

“Dust thou art, to dust returnest”

was not spoken of the soul 

                     (This was crossed out in the original diary)

The heights by great men reached and kept

Were not attained by sudden flight 

But they while their companions slept 

Were toiling upward in the night

_______________________________Longfellow_______ 

With the kiss of the sun for pardon 

And the song of the birds for mirth 

One is nearer to God in a garden 

Than anywhere else on earth. 

                                           
Gurney

I would be true for there are those who trust me. 

I would be pure for there are those who care. 

I would be brave for there is much to suffer. 

I would be bold for there is much to date. 

I would be friend to all, the foe the friendless. 

I would be giving, and forget the gift, 

I would be humble for I know my weakness

I would look up and love and laugh and lift.  

        

Van Dyke

_______________________________________________

The Young British Soldier 



Kipling

When the young British soldier goes out to the east

He ----   ----- -------  --- and drinks like a beast

And that is the reason he’s often deceased

Ere he’s fit for the name of a soldier

Be sure you beware of the grog sellers huts

The  sell you “fixed baynuts’ that rots out your guts

Aye, drink that would eat the live steal from your butts. 

If you must marry be sure she is old 

A troop sergeant’s widow’s the nicest I’m told 

For beauty don’t count if you vittles is cold 

And love ain’t enough for a soldier. 

I your wife should go wrong with a comrade, be loathe

To shoot when you find ‘em; you’re swing on my oath 

Make him take ‘er and keep ‘er; that’s hell for ‘em both 

And you’re rid o’ the curse of a soldier. 

If ‘alf o’ your bullets go wide in the ditch

Don’t call your martini a cross eyed old bitch 

She’s as human as you are, so treat ‘er as such 

And she’ll shoot for the young British Soldier

If you’re wounded and lie on Afghanistan plains

And the women come out to cut up your remains 

Just roll to your rifle and blow your brain’s

And go to you Gawd like a soldier.  

(This was crossed out in the original diary)

I know not where his islands lift.   (From “The Great Goodness”

Their fronded palms in air                                Whittier)

I only know I cannot drift 

Beyond His love and Care              


____________________________

The stately ships go on to their haven under the hill

But oh for the touch of a vanished hand and the sound of a 




voice that is still. 


___________________


 
The Raven   by  Edgar Allen Poe

Once upon a midnight dreary, As I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore

Suddenly there came a tapping as of someone gently rapping 

As of someone gently tapping, Tapping at my chamber door. 

“Tis some visitor” I muttered.  Seeking entrance at my door, 

Some late visitor entreating Entrance at my chamber door, 

Only this and nothing more.

Ah distinctly I remember, It was in the last December

And each separate dying ember brought its ghost upon the floor

Eagerly I wished the morrow, Vainly I had sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow  Sorrow for the lost Lenore. 

For the rich and radiant maiden Whom the Angels named Lenore 

Nameless here for evermore.

Ab  MEDLEY      (see also p 84)

1)  In the evening by the moonlight you could hear those darkies singing

In the evening by the moonlight you could hear the banjoes ringing

How the old folks would enjoy it – They would sit all night and listen 

As we sang – 

2) Carry me back to Old Virginny, There’s where the cotton and the 

corn and ‘taters grow.  There’s where the birds warble sweet in the spring time

There’s where  - 

3)  The sun shines bright on my old Kentucky home.  “Tis summer, the

darkies are gay.  The corn tops ripe and the meadows in the bloom 

And the birds make music

4) Down by the old mill stream Where I first met you

With your eyes of blue, Dressed in gingham too, 

It was there I knew – 

5)   I want a girl just like the girl that married dear old Dad. 

She was a pearl and the only girl that Daddy every had. 

6)  So let me call you sweetheart, I’m in love with you. 

Let me hear you whisper – 

7)  Honey, honey, bless your heart.  Honey that I love so well. 

For I’ve been true sweetheart to you

8)  Since you wore a tulip, a bright yellow tulip

And I wore a bid red rose.  When you caressed me, ‘twas than heaven blessed me

What a blessing no one knows.  You made life cheery when you called me “Dearie.” 

“Twas down where the blue grass grows.  Your lips were sweeter than juleps 

When you wore a tulip, and I wore a big red rose. 

The Shooting of Dan McGrew

(1)  A bunch of boys were whooping it up in the Malamute saloon

And the kid that handles the music box was hitting a jagtime tune

And back of the bar in a solo game sat Dangerous Dan McGrew.

And watching his luck was his “light o’ love” the lady that 

                 Known as Lou. 

(2)  And out of the night that was fifty below and into the din and the glare

There stumbled a miner, fresh from the creeks, dog dirty and loaded for bear. 

He looked like  man with a foot in the grave and hardly the strength of a louse. 

Yet he tilted a poke of dust on the bar and called for drinks on the house.

3)   No one could place the stranger’s face, though we searched ourselves for a clue

But we drank to his health, and the last to drink was Dangerous Dan McGrew. 

Some men’s faces grip your eyes and hold them hard like a spike. 

And such was he for he looked to me like a man who had lived in hell. 

(5)  His eyes kept rubbering ‘round the room, he seemed in a kind of a daze

Till at last the old piano fell in the way of his wandering gaze

The ragtime kid was taking a drink, and thee was no one on the stool

So the stranger stumbles across the room and flops down there 

              Like a fool. 

6)  In a buckskin shirt that was glazed with dirt, he sat and I saw

             him sway

And he gripped the keys with his talon hands – My God but that man could play

10)  Then on a sudden the music changed, then burst like a pent-up floor

And seemed to say “Repay, repay” and my eyes were blind and blood

(11)  The thought came back of an ancient wrong, That stung like a frozen lash. 

The lust awake to killer to kill – Then music stopped with a crash. 

The stranger turned and his eye they burned, in a most peculiar way 

In his buckskin shirt that was “glazed” with dirt, He sat * I heard him say: 

(12)  “Boys” said he “you don’t know me, and none of your gives a damn

But I’m here to state and my words are straight, and I’ll bet my poke they’re true – 

That one of you is a hound of hell and that one is Dan McGrew. 

(6)  were you ever out in the great along when the moon was awful

           clear

(……….) mountains hemmed you in with a silence you 

                    most could hear - 

(7)  And only the howl of a  timber wolf as you camped and there in the 

                                              cold 

A half dead thing in a stark dead world, clean mad for the 

                                             muck called gold 

While high overhead, green yellow + red, The north lights gleamed in bars?

