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The Soldier’s Job

Words and Mugic by
LEE WELLING SQUIER
S

I I've got a job, a great big job, & job that pleas-es me; Im off to France to
2. Ive Job a clean-cut job, I'm go-ing o'er the sea; DIl pull my gun on the
3 Dve got a job, a bul-lygood job, It puts the pep in me; I stand for Right with
4. I've got a job, I like “my job, Dot take it a-way from me; DIl smash the Hun and

make Fritz dance to the tune of Lib-er - ty;

A tune he mev - er learned to sing, hut
dir - ty Hun and help to makemen frec; The Hun has got some debts to pay, and
all  my might, for  old Hu-man-i - ty;... The Pots-dam Ganghas got to go, the

e him ran  all o - ver Ger-ma - For peace he'll for peace he'll shout, for

does not sing it soon, he’ll
does pay  them quick, we'll
here ’s  hot e - nough, we'll
peace can’t get a - we'll

them
it well,
him  yell,
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L08)

Copyright, 1918, by Lee Welling Squier. Al rights reserved



goose - step  down

send  him  straight
fire  them  all
blow i back
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