




TWENTY-FIVE POEMS ABOUT LIFE IN 

THE MARINE CORPS 





THE UNITED STATES MARINE 

The rnan from the Navy threw up his hands, 
And said, t h a t  it could not be done. 
The man from the Army gave up in despair 
Before he had ever b ~ g u n .  
And still the job was finished on time, 
As neatly a s  ever was seen. 
The man who did it :)gainst all odds 
Was  a UNITED STATES M A R I N E .  

The natives had gathered around their chief- 
.Lnd iavagely held their. own. 
Their town was stronger fortified 
7'llari our Infantry had known. 
A t  sunrise next morning, thr  Stars  and Stripes, 
hIajestically rose o'er the scene. 
The man who r a n  thein u p  on the staff' 
Lf'kts a UNITED S't'Arl'ES hlAIt1NIC. 

The people ot ever) creed atid claw, 
Of @very country and clime 
Have paid their respects to  the Stars  and Stripes 
A t  one or another time. 
A t  times they ral\e trouble among themselves 
A n d  someone must intervene, 
Then the best man to send, so Ihe President says, 
Is a IJNITED STATES MAR[NE. 



SERGEANT CANAVAN'S OWN 
TIME: Almost any time in the present. 
PLAC!E: Marine Corps Recruit Depot. 
CAST: Sergeant Canavan and recruits. 

There is one thing I want you men to know 
And thoroughly understand: 
That this outfit is no Sunday-school, 
No party, no guinea-band. 
This is no place for a box-car-bum, 
And I want t o  mention too, 
That, if you're always faithful to me, 
I'll b~ kind and faithful to  yon. 

.lnd before very long you will proudly proclaim 
']'hat you're one of the men who are known 
All thru the service, from coast to coast 
As Sergeant Canavan's Own. 

I 'm hy no means partial to  any man, 
No matter what his calling has been 
Bef0r.e he found he needrd three squares 
r\ud then became a Marine. 
The Hay-shaker has the very same chance 
That the  Pen-pusher has with me, 
A n d  a fellow who minds his own b u s i ~ e s s  here 
Will always satisfied be. 

And before I ery long he will proudly proclaim 
That hp's one of the men who are known 
All thru the service, from coast t o  coast. 
As Sergeant Canavan's Own. 

Thiq place is  a home for  the man who comes clean, 
-4nd a happy home as well, 
Hut if )ou don't rome clean, you may understand, 
The Marine ('orps tor you will he HELL. 
Now, ~f there is one man who does not agree 
With any remark 1 have made, 
1'11 meet him out in the woods to-night, 
Right af ter  the Sunset-Parade 

And before very long he will proudly proclaim. 
That he's one of the me? who a r e  known, 
All thru the service, from coast to coast 
A \  Sergeant ('anavan's Owrl. 



I 

THOUGHTS OF A RECRUIT 

Left ,  - --I,eft,- --
I had a good honle when I left. 

When drilling from morning t i l l  1at.t. at ~niglrt, 
I t ' s  seems to be the sergeant's delight,. 
To imprrss o n  my home-sick tired inintl. 
The comforts and pleasurrs I left 1)c.hintl. 

Left.- -Left. -- --
I had a good home when I left. 

Hep, - - Hep,- -
Why dont you get into step? 

A t  first this expression seemed quite qucw-, 
Hut now [ guess it's all I can hear. 
The momelrt I move m y  straggling feet 
I hear the sergeant repeat and repeat: 

Hep, -- H e p , - - 2  
SYhj clont you  get  into step? 

Hean\,------ Beans, --
r\t.e nouri5hment f o r  the Marine, 

At fiwt the chow seemed discouraging. 
Hut when they told me that bean5 are  nt)nr.ishing, 

sat, mt! down and tried to look wisc., 
And swallowed my beans with tears in irrp eyes. 

Beans,--- Beans'-----
Are rrourishn~ent for the Marines. 



CHRISTMAS IN THE CAMP 

Now light u p  our Christmas tree 
And set the bells a-ringing, 
And wind up our phonograph, 
Let's hear Caruso singing. 

There"s Holly green and Mistletoe 
All set up for the kissing, 
' h e  only thing we must regret 
Is that  the girls a re  missing. 

Light up your smokes and settle down, 
And then cut out your humming, 
For Sergeant Rome will now announce 
The prize-fights that  a r e  coming. 

Our Commissary showed himself 
To-day in all his glory. 
The eats were surely good, we say, 
And thus  proceeds the story. 

For we Marines are  fighting boys, 
And nothing can subdue us, 
Except a meal, that's better than 
The kind of chow that 's due us. 

No wonder that we're grateful, boys, 
For surely: "There's a reason." 
So let  us give our officers 
The wishes of the season. 

Much peace and happiness t o  them, 
That's what we wrote this piece for, 
A Merry Christmas to them all 
And to the whole Marine Corps. 



THE EXPEDITIONARY PACK 


This soldier life is quite a game. 
From Washington an order came 

For five hundred Marines. 
But twenty minutes' time, oh my!, 
To pack and polish and stand by 

To part for southern scenes. 

Ten minutes now you have, to stack 
An expeditionary pack, 

And in your knapsack place it. 
Then shine your buttons, spic and span, 
For the 0. D's inspection, mail, 

And unafraid then face it. 

Your two pajama suits you fold 
Twelve inches over all to huld. 

Then pack three suits of underwear. 
You stack this on your locker-box. 
Then come Tour nice and clean-washed socks 

On top of that, three pair. 

Two 0. D. shirts you next  slip in, 
A pair of shoes goes in  between. 

Five minutes. You're still in the race). 
You tie your shoes up with a string. 
Your shoe brush is the very thing 

To hold them there in place. 

Two khaki t,rousers, nice and clean, 
A khaki blouse you next put in, 

And one pair of leggings go on top. 
This whole stack now place in your sack, 
The white goods boy, go to the back, 

Next take your soap and razor-strop, 

Your razor, towel, tooth-brush too, 
Tobacco also, smoke and chew, 

Oh, yes there's plenty time. 
There is a pocket large enough 
To hold all this and other stuff, 

To comfort you in any clime. 

Now shine your buttons, spic and span, 
As quickly a s  you only can, 

And stand by f o r  inspection. 
Two minutes later off you go 
To give the spics in Mexico 

A Springfield lead injection. 



JOE WATSON'S FAMOUS 

BROOM BRIGADE 

When reveille is sounded 
We're already on the job, 
\Vith pick-axe, broom, and shovel. 
TVith bucket, lye, and swab. 
We are  detectives, every one, 
And famous for detection, 
Of dirt in every shape and form. 
Oh, pity the old section. 

As soon a s  us  the bugle calls, 
We,re on the job in overalls 
We handle pick ax, broom, aud spade, 
Joe \Vatson's famous broom hrigade. 

The Gold-Dust Twins have never had 
A thing on our gang, 
They never were so quick a t  work 
When their old tin-can rang. 
We a r e  the hardest workilly rnen 
You ever put your eyes on. 
\Vhere-ever there's a speck of dirt  
We'll mighty quick get  wise on. 

As soon a s  us the bugle calls 
We're on the job in overalls. 
We handle pick-axe, broom, and spade, 
Joe Watson's famous broom bragade. 

Oh, we can use Sapolio 
With ginger, snap, and pep. 
And while we sweep the streeth in carny 
J o e  Watson hollers "REP" 
The cleaning pear makes up  our arrns, 
We handle i t  with snap. 
lgor hayonet exercises, boys, 
We do not care a rap. 

As soon as  us the bugle calls 
We're on the job in overalls. 
We handle pick-axe, broom, and spade, 
.Tor \Vatson's famons hroom brigatle. 



Our duties are  quite manifold, 
As you shall promptly see, 
We groom the horses. grease the car ts ,  
And water every tree. 
We also drain the swamp a t  times 
And clean out all the ditches, 
And when the camp is flooded, we  
Act a s  the water witches. 

As soon as us  the bugle calls 
We're on the job in overalls. 
We handle pick-axe, broom, and ~ p a d e ,  
J o e  Watson's famous broom brigade. 

1 4  there's some painting to be done, 
You gamble we will do i t ,  
You ask for  some uncommon job, 
We'll sag there's nothing to it. . We fix up every pipe in camp, 
We dust the arc-lights often, 
The dreadful work we have to do 
The hardest heart  would soften. 

A s  soon as  us the  bugle calls 
We're on the job in overalls. 
We  hsndle pick-axe, broom, and spade, 
Joe Watson's famous broom brigade. 

We are  the boys behind the show, 
We also dig the ~renches,  
W e  handle hammer, chisel, saw, 
And also monkey wrenches. 
And should you have a hurry-job, 
Be stil we're never slow, 
F o r  should we  sleep, behind the switcb, 
We'd catch it from old Joe. 

As soon a s  us the bugle calls 
We're on the job in  overalls. 
We hsndle pick-axe, broom, and spade. 
J o e  Watson's famous broom brigad?. 

W e  are the back-bone of the camp: 
The sanitary bunch, 
We disinfect, and scrub, and spray, 
When we but get the hunch. 
Take i t  from us, old Snickelfritz, 
There's nothing can get by Us. 
And i f  you doubt our statements, why. 
Try us, TRYUS, TRY US. 

As soon as us the bugle calls 
We're on t h e  job iaoveralls. 
W e  handle pick-axe, broom, and sprsde. 
Joe Watson's famous broom brigade. 



THE SUN-SET PARADE 

When you hear the noncoms shout, 
When the huglr calls you out, 
Then your preps should all he made 
Vor the evening parade. 

Be it grief. be it  joy, 
Re you b u ~ t e d  or made, 
You will hear it, my boy, 
At  t,he sunset parade. 

When you were out on a toot, 
\\'hen you were up for  s shoot. 
When at reveille you're 1mt 
i\nd a r r  dragged up before ~ n a s t .  

Re i t  grief, be it joy, 
Ue  SOU busted or made:, 
You will hear  it, my boy, 
~t the sunset parade. 

Everybody cuts his  capers. 
Small tolks have their yellow p p e r s ,  
B l y  folks have their mags~ines ,  
R u t  what happens to Marine\. 

Be i t  grief, be it joy. 
Be you huste.d o r  matie, 

. You will hear  i t ,  my boy, 
A t  the sunset parade 

When you're out on liberty, 
And return D. D. and D., 
Or when you are  0. L. A., 
Thursday is the fateful day. 

Re it grief, be it joy, 
Be YOU busted or rnatie, 
You will h r a r  it, m j  boy,
At the sunset par;tdr. 

When yogi have served with ckvotiou, 
When you are  up for proniotion, 
When your papers did arrive, 
Out you fall  a t  seven five. 

Re it grief, be i t  joy, 
Be you busted or n ~ a d r .  
You will hear  it, my boy, 
At the sunset parade. 



WHEN JOHNNY COMES HOME 

Johnny has left his old home, Grorpe, 
And joined the U. S. Marine, 
He was tired of mother's cooking, 
And now he  is feeding on beans. 

But when .Johnny comes home on a. furlough. 
There will be a hot time a t  home, 
When Johnny with blups and with medals. 
Thru the streets of his home town will roam. 

The girls will be down a t  the tlepot 
To greet their dear soldier boy, 
And father will kill his best rooster, 
While mother is weeping with joy. 

The fire b ~ i g a d e  will give him 
A dance in the town hall, by heck, 
And the "Daily News" reporter 
For an interview will break his neck 

And people who never knew Johnny 
Will call a t  his home and extend 
An invitation for dinner. 
And ask him to meet their best friend. 

And even the corner grocer 
Will forget  dear Jobnny's old tricaks, 
And ask him to tell him some storles 
.About Filipinos and Spics. 

And dreamx-eyed Sue, his old sweethPartj. 
\Trill send him a basket of fruit ,  
And smile and wink a t  Johnny, 
When he passes by--oh, so cute. 

And johnny'^ chest will be swelling 
With pride, 'neath medals so rare ,  
And ever;one will assure you. 
Tha t  Johnny, our  soldier, is "there." 

And every night until midnight 
Thru the streets of his home town he'll roalrl, 
And pay his respects to  the ladies, 
When Johnny, our soldier. comes home. 



ADAM AND HIS TROUBLES 

Whatever troubles Adarn had, 
I fancy, ' h a s  no fun, 
He never had t o  bother with 
The nomenclature of a gun. 

Whatever troubles Adam had,  
And he had some I s'pose, 
He never dug a kneeling trench, 
Or stood by to wash clothes. 

Whatever troubles Adam had,  
And he had some you bet, 
He never had to bum the h u l l  
To roll a c i iaret te .  

Whatever troubles Adarn had, 
And he had some, by gad, 
He never was a member of 
The famous bonehead squad. 

Whatever troubles Adam had, 
A few but  missed detection, 
He never had to build a pack 
For A. & I. inspection. 

Whatever troubles Adam had, 
You've never heard them all, 

. He never had to run, by heck. 
To answer fire call .  

Whatever troubles Adam had, 
.4nd he had his, poor bum, 
He never had at  any time 
To live on M C. slum. 

Whatever  troubles Adam had, 
They sure did hi t  him fast, 
There never was EL man to d rag  
Hirn up for C. O . ' s  mast. 

Whatever troubles Adam had, 
He had them by  all means, 
One thing he missed, he never ate. 
Our famous ,M.C. be t~ns .  

Whatever troubles Adam had, 
And he  some to dig, 
He never rolled a cigarette 
In  our S. C: brig. 



OH! CAPTIAN HAVE A HEART 

I didn't sleep a wink all night, 
Because I 'm in a n  awful plight. 
I know the Captain judges fair,  
I hope he'll llsten to my prayer: 

Oh, Captain, have a heart. 

The sergeant of the day caught me 
When I returned D. D. & D. 
I lost my blouse and lost my hat, 
Five hours 0. L. A .  a t  that. 

Oh, Captain. have a heart. 

The old excuses will not go, 
I must find something new to show, 
A lie a t  once he'd surely note 
If I would say I missed my boat. 

Oh, Captain, have a heart. 

Or if I'd say I had to hike, 
For  all the carmen were uri strike, 
He*d simply sit and laugh a t  me. 
The papers didn't say so, see? 

Oh, Captain, have a heart. 

They shut the world cff from my sight, 
And put me in the brig last night. 
To-day a t  noon, I think, a t  last 
They'll drag me up for Captain's mast. 

Oh, Captain have a heart. 

I don't think that  I ought to squint, 
There is no man who never sinned. 
The cause of all this is  my pay, 
For my excuse 1'11 simply say: 

Oh, Captain, have a heart. 



THE FIRST SERGEANT MAJOR 

STORY 

Whvn yo11took the oath and kissed t h e  hook, 
To c c ~ uthe  isaptair l  nould  s d j  : 
''Slro~~ltl\ o u  go broke at :LII> curie, 
"( dl oi l  mc. tor 1)art of J our  pay." 

I l o v t ~ i l l ( ~never went m t i l  X a. 111. 

Ir'il'tj whittx aprons  were worn 
I3y the fxil. little m;~ idswho served bw&kf i~s t  t o  you 
In  your t w t  every Srrndsty nrorn. 



Tt1er.e once was a boot who wits rk~vi~rg 
And rwfusrd to  eat lmtns I'or his chow. 
'l'trej brought him ;L gt.ea,t bit?.~)ortt.~.-hou.;t.<tc.:~k, 
And the C O ~ I ) O I Y L Ikissed his brow. 

\ recrult while tloirrg tile 1l1~11rua1oi arrus, 
Once threw his rifle anay. 
'I'hey brought lrim a drink aricl coot1 cigav. 
Oh, that wa\ a I ~ a p p jda).  

\Vhen they handed out a surnma1.y c o u ~ t ,  
(A  thing thrp regrrtted to do), 
They'd always make qr1l.r. r ~ g h t  a t  tlrr s tar t .  
To apologizts to j on. 

I h t  the men who reall! hat1 thr c.w:rrrr 
\\'ere the rrreu of the old .;ection. 
The> mew entitled to free drinks and srr~olw> 
. \nd rlecer fell out for in.iprc.tion. 



THE SECOND SERGEANT MAJOR 

STORY 

'I'he sergeant major had a story to tell, 
And quickly assembled each company, 
For the stories the  sergeant major told 

Were based on absolute facts, you see. 

'There once was a sergeant in our corps, 
Andrew B. Jones was his name, 

The many heroic acts he performed 
Rapid1 y brought him to fame. 

Now, Jones was not a social man, 

With ladies he was rather timid, 
He never drank a glass of beer, 

.4nd grape-juice was his limit. 

He'd powder his nose and paint his lips, 
With peroxide he'd bleach his hair. 

And whenever there was a mouse in the place 
He'd shriek and jump on a chair. 

He never smoked o r  chewed a plug, 

That  might spoil his rosy complexion. 

And once h e  really attempted to 
Reform our dear old section. 

In China this was. They were scaling the wall. 
Old Jones didn't know what t o  do. 
So when his turn came, he  went and tore down 
Part of the wall and walked thrn. 



I n  shooting lie was the bc?st crack eve]. liriow~i. 
'I'hat w :~sone t h i n g  hr could do ri::.ht,. 
A t  Lwo thouhand yards  h e  could hit. a d i n ~ e  
Anti nso only his b o ~ t l esight. 

When in 5Texico he went, scout:^ onit ticry, 
.\I1aiorltl lot h e  thought that u a s  fuil, 

tir car&nwd five t t~ousar idrebels t h w e  
. \nd  a great  big sixteen inch gull. 



THE THIRD SERGEANT MAJOR 
STORY 

Now ttrrre OUCH was a captain in our C h r p  
By I I ~ I I I ~of Johnny 0. Hayes. 
He'd never punish a marl on report 
Rut reward h im in other rva) s. 

Once ;I nian was 0.L A., 
Aud returued after several weeks. 
The captain gave him a dollar in cash 
And kii*etl him on both of his cheek.;. 

A wrrtry oncr fell a ~ l e e p  while ou po&t, 
Yo t h e  sergeant major said. 
The wptain sent out a blanket to him 
Anti a pillow to rbesthis poor liract. 

Thtbj once brought a man beforo cnytai~r 1i;cyrs 
Who, one balmy night in Julie 
Had gone to town and gotten c l ~u r ~ k  
And wits fou~rtl as  he sang to the 111oot1. 

S o w  the. ('aptain thought t h t  wds veal nlcr, 
Tlirre wai; some roruance iu that.  
S o  he d u g  u p  tour bi ts  to  t r . )  i t  tliluwlf, 
Sauv leggings, sans coil.? and ban- hat,  

A corporal ran up a marl one time 
Who Iratl quite some rust, o n  his rille. 
The capt,ain got rnul with t,he corporal 
For hothei.ing about such ;t trifle. 



?'here once were a few recruitr who wcrc~ v a ~ i ~ t ~ t  
Having dirt^ socks for in\i~ectiott. 
'I'hey were gr-atluated that  ver) hame d u ~  
And sent to duty with the old section 

There was a man who ran short I~eforr  0it?<9;1\ . 
And sold his ban shoes to a gob. 
'J'he capt~tin got next and gave him a hrcbli 
And an extra  duty job. 

A mati once got into a fight 
With a couple of sailors in town. 
Tliey licked him. When he got up  hefore mast 
The captain started to frown. 

His hands were cu t  and his eyes were shilt, 
'I'here wasn't a white spot on his face. 
Rut the capain told him, to our  CorpR 
A fellow like that meant disgrace. 

So he i5sued orders to have him loclied irp 
On thirty days water and bread. 
T h e  fellow never got licked again, 
So the sergeant major said. 

The flatfeet got so  as  to  know hi111 qnite n r l l ,  
And whenever he was ashore 
The sailors went home and stayed orlt o f  wight 
Por he wonld lick them by the score. 

W o w  that's the story of the skipper's mast 
In those happy days of old 
And there ne'er was a man who doubted a talr 
That our sergeant major told. 



THE FOURTH SERGEANT MAJOR 

STORY 

Tl~at.was situated on a beautiful islc 
l i igi l t  of7 the Pacific Chst .  

7'1iey'd go  h u n t i n g  and  fishing at  :my time. 
Or pl :~yball  t o  their  heart 's  content.  
r >Ihry'd  save their  pay f rom nronth to nronth 
For t h e y  couldn't  spend a cent. 

Thc doctor down there  had p~.ovidrd 
F'ov each marl to sleep a f t e r  each rn r ;~ l ,  
A t  least for ty  winks o r  an  hour or so 
And ttlrj did it with very much / r ;~l  

The cooks they hrtd down there  \vt>tp t11v I,r\t 
Tl l i~ tfar  money o r  love you coitlti get. 
They came fr .01~1every ],art cF t l ~ e\\ o r i t l  
Ancl were  quire etticicnt, you tw t .  

The  French cook was ted  aunre vt~ic-kwisuach (lay. 
Or  for dinn'r g e t  up  some n ~ c e  pie. 

The German would feed them or1 w u l  hlatrt 
And fine hrollad pork-saus:~ge, oti my. 

One man hati b w n  in C'hir~a 
And w a s  cook to t h e  ern[)c,rvr th1.11. 
B e  wonld put  up  the uicest chop-strep- 
Nach Sunday n igh t  f o r  his mPu. 



Thcx lrlerl of the post didn't Itnow what it vim 
To lrandle a huckct and iwah, 
A I I ~i f  they wanted 11ulire work t l o i ~ ~ ,  
l'hew w;rs never a marl for the lob. 

'I'll(+ sta\)lrs were empty arid the wagons were, h t ~ ~ l t c  
r13 hey h ; ~ dno horws to groom. ..I he streets were swept by t,he wiixls alone 
k'or the rrlcn wnl~ld not push ;t hroonl. 

They ht~d haiil~nocks in all  shady a;pols 
Anti rocking chair.; under each tree. 
'The post was at )  actual pwwlise, 
Of course, drinks and cigars were free. 

7'0 t,his little post came the corr11nand;rnt 
Once or1 a tour of inspecting. 
He said: "i'rn really grie\.ed to firltl 
" T h a t  Four duties you're thusly neglecti~rg" 

"Your the lazieit hunch of  anirri,tl~ 
"That in  m y  cirrrer I have seen. 
"[t'h a d i h g r i ~ c ~to our Corps 
"'1'0 c d l  one of 1011 a blarit~e.'' 

" S o  pach up your trunks in a. jiffy 
"For a t  lasi i t  is  up wi th  t h r  ~ l q . "  

So 5aid the ( 'on~mandant niadlj 
A n d  put them all in the brig. 

Now that'.; the story of the e a s ~ e s ti~oat 
In the famous Mariue Corps of old. 
And there w ' e r  was a man who doilbtrd ;I bale 
'J'lrat our  sergeant major told. 



THE FIFTH SERGEANT MAJOR 

STORY 

'I'ire s e ~ y p n l  ~tiajor had a stov! lo  1 6  l l  
About the $peediest boat 
That ever rode an anchor chain, 
Or rve1' it spwd record s r n o t ~ .  

T11~1.eonce wcAre font. sergemcs in onr r o ~ y . s  
W h o  thought life i n  (*amp was slow. 
So thw got i~ boat that could go per ~ I O I I I .  

About ninety m l e s  or so. 

S11p was the speediest li t t le lroat 
That ever rode the wavrh 
-4nd she was surely just the thing 
That rcer) speed-bug craves. 

A tive thousand horse power rirgirw 
Gently relwsed in her  stem. 
(This statrnlent caused com~nolion 
And the boys all uhisprred: "Ahrm".) 

They never could enter a motor-ln)ai I 2c.t.. 

For no one would let them r o m l w t e .  
'J'his I ~ t t l ehoat, El I)iablo, 
Nrvrr. its equal did mert. 

The) left old Norfolk a t  six 1). m. ,  
For a little cruise one day, 
And with the rays o f  the rising suti 
They anchored in Dublin Hay. 

A twelve inch gun once was yet ofl 
By a lunatic who ran amuck. 
They followed the shell in this speedy boab 
.\nd (:aught i t  hefore it  had s t r w k .  



Whenever they entered the hat.bOt' 
I t  would m i r ~  about tcm niiles 21 way, 
B u t  the people soon f o u u d  it  was r ~ o t h i ~ ~ g  
Hut this rnotor-boat's powerful \;)ray. 

01rc.e thej  neared the ('arribeati Sea 
With sprrd t t ~ a t  wan somethirg terrific', 
'I'hey hi t  a rock anti ~ e n t  up in the air  
And shot r~g l t t  acrohs to the t'wific.. 

Aud often upor, ii Sunday 
When thtzy actled for 8, change of scerws, 
'I'hey'd h;tve di ntwr in Norfolk a t  one p. In., 
Xtld srlpprr in New Orleans. 

o n t l  (la) they rrzrt with an accidiwt, 
While the water% were rather rough, 
4 shark itolc u p  betiilld them 
And c11ewc.d their. propeller off. 

H l ~ ttile apfwl they had '?re the pn)l)rller Mas golre 
Wa* sufficient, so all did contend. 
'1'0 take tt1er11 ashore. about five hundred mile*. 
Where they started their trouble to mend 

Hut otlce ;ti thry rode with ttrr current, 
The merbnisids came up for a peep, 
Fell irl love with the boat and the herpan t*  
And draxgetl them down in the deep. 

NOWtlti~t'st h ( 8  tale of the speediest boat 
Ownrtl hy four sergeants ot old 
And there r~e'er. was a marl who doubted ,L tala 
That our sergtbatrt major told. 



THE STORY OF ABE LEVINE 


Tie walk t~ l  the streets from niurli till 111gh1 
bus111t.ss to bait .  

His nose its vather crookcd 
And hib heels were never* st1 iiight. 

No\\ Abr was quite a bubirres~ trit~il, 
lir never f o u g h ~  the rum 
Hut  tvmp'rance is of no zvuil 
Wlirn buiirlcss is  bum. 

A:id $he would miss some rntaal5 each d a y ,  
The world dlcl treat him roug1i. 
A n d  no one in the  gol-darn towu 
\i'ould buy poor Abe's stuft. 

Once as he went a!ong the strecxt 
.in 'Lil" sign he had seen: 
<'tJlrase tell me. Mr. Sergeant, 
. .('sr~J 0 1 1  make me a hlni ine? 

" l i ~ ~ ti t '  you think thnt you m i l  11iL-c 
".All day alrd c d l  it fun. 
"1'11 Lake you un right o n  tile > l ) r ~ t  
".\ 1111 y iw yon g w r  and gdn. 



So Abie signed the dotted line, 
Gave New York one last look, 
And came to our depot, 
Swore in and kissed the book. 

And Abe did pay attention 
And learned his lessons quick. 
He'd drill from morning nntil night 
And never raise a kick. 

He thought he was quite lucky 
To get  a place to aleep, 
And gratitude for three square meals 
Would often make him weep. 

But once upon a Sunday, Abe 
Threw up the sponge and said: 
' Right here is where I'm going to quit,, 
"Altho I lose my bed." 

"I nrver did complain to one 
"And always scoffed my beans, 
"I always tried to do the things 
"Expected of Marines." 

"There's not one man in this here camp 
"(:an say I am not white. 
"But when you feed a jew on pork 
L ' Y o ~sure don't t reat  him right." 

"I won't ea t  pork. That  settles it, 
"This is  where Abe surrenders, 
"I'm going back to New York town 
"And peddle more surrenders." 



JOHN AND JIM 

Now, Jotrn and Jini were jolly chams, 
The) 'd gone to sc11c)ol together, 
Yt)~i'd always find them side h) 4 d r  
I rr t ; ~ l r  and storniy weathchr. 

'I'hey'd stntlied from the same old books, 
Tuej p l a ~ e d  the same old tricks. 
Their parrrlts whipped their &rrliug I)o\ 3 
With the same old hazel-sticks. 

And when the two had tiniilietl 
The118 dear old schooling days 
They tound a job togrther 
In t l r ~4ame old trading place. 

H u t  then arrived a fateful day, 
' h a t  set their  heads a-whirl, 
They fell in love, one balmy s p r i n ~  
With the same old darling girl. 

And f3ess explained to Johnny 
That she couldn't marry him, 
For \he could choose but one of them, 
And that  one, well, was J im.  

Then ,Tohnny got disgusted 
With his dear old home-town scenes; 
He packed his bundle, and he joined 
l ' he  United States Marines. 

P'or t w o  long cruises Jollnny did 
All over rove and roam, 
And then he took a furlough 
To visit his old home. 

Hr went to look up J i m ,  his chum, 
Out I U  his little place, 
I3ut  J im had changed an awful lot, 
t lr  had 11 rinkles in his face. 

.Iun had to work both day and n ~ p h t ,  
So he'd make both ends meet, 
h i d  give his wife a n d  children 
Sutficienrly t o  eat. 

.\nd when he thought he'd save a f e ~  
'I'o rneet a rainy day, 
Then came the many cwditork 
And took i t  all away. 

Then Johnny raised his hands and s'aid 
"'1'h;~nk God, that I'm a rover, 
"L'm going where I came from, Jim. 
"l'm going t o  ship over." 



PAY-DAY 

It's the day of clays fo r  us,, 
hlost everything i t  means, 
We greet it with a friendlg sn~ilts, 
l'ag day for the  Marines. 

And jog swells up the breast  of  all 
The boys in our Corps, 
lieginning with the boot who ne'er 
Heard pay call sound before. 

Why, even the old-Pashiorlet2 groucl~: 
The biggest in the land, 
With twenty -nine years service will 
On yay day s h ; ~ k e  your hand. 

F o r  thirty days thej  zcofl'ed their (.how 
And never made a kick, 
But  when old pay day cornei around. 
Tney'll r a i d  a holler quick. 

Then the j  r a t  straks and pork chol~s too. 
And chicks and ducks and pie. 
The barkeep couldn't mix a drink 
That 0111' boys won't try. 

And through the town on l i1~~1. t  3 
The joyful crowd will sway. 
Forgotten are  all their. cornp1:~lnts 
That, they had yesterday. 

They laugh 2nd bing and carry OII  

And evsr jonr  is  gay, 
Not till the very last  is spent 
Ther'l l  wend their homew:~rd N a j .  

'I'hej smoke clgars, two bits a pieve, 
They eat and drink the best, 
[Jntil t,he last clime fades a!! 2ty 
Behind some bar  to rest. 

And in the gray and c a r l j  (la!! n 
They will return to camp, 
Another thirty days to drill 
And o'er the drill-ground tralup. 



THE RECRUIT'S LETTER TO 

HIS SWEETHEART 

Dear Hess: 
A few lines only 

To  let you know I 'm feeling fine. 
Hut oh, how 1 am missing 
You and your sniilrs divine. 

When first 1 came to this place here 
My head was all  a-whirl. 
I'd never seen so many men 
Without a single girl. 

Of course, there a re  some girls in town, 
,4nd some are pretty too, 
But none of them has golden curls 
And soft boiled eyes like you. 

The life in camp is tolerable; 
We work to kill the time, 
But should we whistle while we work 
They'd think i t  was a crime. 

The first thing that  they teach us here 
Is how to keep in step. 
The non-cornmissioned officers 
Shout: "One - two-three - four -hrp." 

Then they teach us how to shoot 
And handle our gun. 
'J'he bayonet exercises, dear, 
Are quite a lot of fun. 

We also learn to handle brooms, 
And holy-stones and swobs. 
On board the ships that  kind of work 
I s  mostly done by gobs. 



And then we learn to pitch our  tent.; 
And dig all klndr of trenches. 
We handle every go]-darn tool, 
Including ~nonkey wrenches 

Before I went away froni hornp 
And joined tlleie here h la r ine~ ,  
I never dreamed that t l m c  could be  
So many k ~ n d s  of beans 

They're white one.j, red ones, grecn one>, 
Done up in every style, 
'['he way they're baked in Boston 
Or on the ISmerald Isle. 

IZoast beef we get four times a wrek, 
Sometimes its on the burn, 
And  when we have no beef or beans, 
We generally have slum. 

The only time I fast a t  noon 
And for a sirloin wish 
I s  on a Vriday, when we get 
A skinny, bony fish. 

I soon will be a corporal, 
And then a sergeant, too. 
And when they make me generitl 
1'11 come and marry you. 

Our clothing must he changed eaoh day, 
We're always clean and trim. 
With all  my love arid kisses, 
Your dear old sweetheart, 

JIM. 



ANSWER TO THE RECRUIT'S LETTER 

Dearest J im: 

Received your letter 
And am glad you like your job. 
One word, tho,  I didn't get,  dear, 
Whats the meaning of a GOB'? 

Mother says i t  is machinery 
That they use to scrub and clean. 
Father thinks i t  is  a monkey, 
Tell me, it's not a Marine? 

You say that  girls a re  scarce there 
And no nice ones to be had'? 
There might be a chance for  Ethel, 
For she wants a beau so bad. 

1think your boss i s  mean, dear, 
That you can't whistle now. 
I always liked t o  listen 
When you whistled a t  the plow. 

The evenings here a re  awful slow, 
Since you have gone away, 
There's no one here to tease and kiss, 
I miss you more each day. 

And even Romeo, the pup, 
14'or you, dear, must be pining 
I hear him often in the night 
Barking, howling, whining. 



Pa thinks it 's  real good for you 
That  you learn t,o handle tools. 
That 's more than he expects of 
Some of these other  fools. 

Please be careful with the guns dear.. 
They might be loaded, don't you know. 
And you surely will remember 
Fido's death did happen so. 

P a  was very much suprised 
To hear  that the Marines 
Had so many different styles 
And different kinds of beans. 

Now, if you'll send us some t o  plant. 
Down here, say just one peck, 
We'll have Marine Corps Chow for you 
When you come back, by heck. 

I hope they'll make you general 
Now very, very soon. 
It 's San Francisco where I want 
To spend my honeymoon. 

I hope you get  enough to eat 
In what you call your mess. 
And, wishing you the best of luck 
Your dear old sweetheart 

BESS 



A FEW SHORT STORIES 

K ~ c ~ - i ~ t t i n gSrrgeant,  
Frtendly Smile, 

Appl~cant  
Paris Isle. 

Boot out drilling, 
Dancing Jig, 

Office hours. 
Ttwu the brig. 

Pork or beef 
None to eat,  

Same old slunl, 
Minus meat. 

ICnd of month, 
Living high, 

Pay all gone, 
N o  more pie. 

Hot  dishes 
Fllled with hash, 

Messman stumbles, 
.Awful c r ~ s l r  

b e a k f a s t .  t i~nner ,  
Supper I.>c.ans. 

Next day ditto, 
Poor ~21Iarinc.s. 

Itevolution, 
Afarines land. 

S ~ ~ L ~ ; L ~ ~ ( I K I  
Well i n  lr t~nd.  



TO THANKSGIVING 

Another year has given 

New laurels to our  Corps, 

And all the honors we have won, 

We may be thankful for. 

Again we've proven to the world 

Tha t  we a re  quick on hand. 

When there is  trouble brewing 

111 our neighbors land. 

And true t o  our motto, 

And true to our Corps, 

We've won our  country's battlcs, 

Jus t  rts we've done before. 

We've carried our  banners 

To blazing southern scenes, 

And showed them t h a t  we're on the job, 

The UNlTED STATES MARINES.  



JOHN SNICKELFRITZ, PLOW DESERTER 

John Snickelfritz got tired, 

To  trod behind the plow, 

He threw the reins to his old man, 

And said; "I'm thru right now." 

"I'm thru with this here farming, 

"I'm going to the city, 

"To where they have some real jobs, 

"And where the girls a re  pretty." 

"I want to wear some real  clothes, 

"And eat some dinners rare, 

"And get acquainted with a chick, 

['With ribbons in her hair." 

The old man laughed a wise old smile, 

And gave his boy some dough, 

And then some fatherly advice, 

And said: "All right, John, go.'' 

So Johnny packed h i s  bundle 

And shook the old man's hand, 

And then he hiked with happy heart, 

Off to the promised land. 

Now Johnny couldn't find a job 

To fil'l his hearts desire. 

He wrote for money to his pa, 

But  father  didn't wire, 



And then the girls were awful 'cold, 

And sassy, stuck-up things, 

And all the things they talked about 

Were candy, shows, and rings. 

SOJohnny got disgusted, 

And wore: a gloomy look. 

But then he heard about our Corps 

And quickly kissed the book. 

At first he didn't like this life, 

And kicked about the drills. 

But when they got acquainted, why 

He found life filled with thrills. 

And then one balmy summer's night, 

He wrote his folks a letter; 

And said: "1 surely like this life,. 

"And would want nothing better." 

"I get  my fourteen eighty per, 

"And two horse blankets too, 

"I have my three meals every day, 

"And not too much to do.'' 

"Along the whole Atlantic coast, 

"I am the best known sport, 

"I lead the life of Riley now 

"With a girl in every port." 



A SUNDAY SERMON TO 

THE RECRUIT 

I've entertained you all this week 
And treated you quite nice,- 
To-nig ht now, I shall give j oa  
A littir sound advice. 

You've drilled perhaps some time. Gt~o~.:'r. 
kJ(\rhitys you've made a kick 
And ttiougirt this life too hard,  dear, 
t'erlmps you, too, played sick. 

Perhaps you wrote to father 
Or to your uncle Dan, 
Aid asked then f o r  your yurch t~w pricc.. 
Come on George be a man. 

Suap out of i t ,  get next my lad, 
And show what you can do. 
What other  bogs have done before 
Can sure be done by you. 

I)onlt ever say 1 can ' t  d o  this. 
('ome! show a little pluck, 
And bite your teeth together, George, 
And try again, for luck. 

And when you wake a t  reveille. 
J u s t  chase that  grouch awhile, 
And .start the day that 's dawning 
With it friendly winning smile. 

A friendly arnLle, a laughing eye, 
A happy, careless heart 
I s  all you need in our Corps, 
To win a running start. 

When Army men, o r  Navy men. 
Give up in rank despair, 
That's when i ts  up to u s  Marines 
To show thtte we a r e  "there." 

So put jour  shoulder to the wheel 
And don't  give up the ship. 
Jus t  sap " T  WILL," and grit  y o u r  teeth, 
Your feet will never slip. 

And faithful t o  our* motto, 
And to our gallent ( 'orps, 
You'll help win our battles 
As we have done before. 



SEMPER FIDELIS 

'Twas the cry of Czsar 's  legions: 
Semper Fidelis. 

It's our motto in all regions. 
Semper Fidelis. 

We have fougnt in every l i~nd,  
There's no foe that  can withstand 
Our Small but well picked bahd. 

Semper Fide!is. 

It sounds above the roar of battle: 
Semper Fidelis. 

It sounds above the bayonets' rattle: 
Semper Fidelis. 

There's no foe  that  we would fear. 
There's no niotto sounds so dear 
Thru the battle in our ear. 

Semper Fidelis. 

W e  are the FIGHTING BOYS I N  BLUE: 
Semper Fidelis. 

Uncle Sam knows, we are  true; 
Semper Fidelis. 

The first in Montezuma's Hell, 
The first across the Chinese Wall, 
And those we've fought, we've licked them all. 

Semper Fidelis. 












