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Chorus:

"E Al S E ReB A T=U

A Topical Sea Song Jesse G« Ms Glick
by end
Hobert Starkey

{ Oh there ie a navy lad

Who saile the briney sea.

"I have the Kaiser-eat-us, mate,”

One day he said to me.

"It's a fuony thing to have, you know,
I really can't be etill

1'i1l have the Xaiser-eat-us

1 $411 we get old Kailser Bill."

We're going to the Hoxth Sea, to get the Kaiser's flieet,
gend it down so far below, 'twill suffer from the heat,

Little impe will guide it there, as soon as we &are through,
| The devil he will welcome it, way down in hella-ba-lool

| The doctor called the Captain,
|The Ceptain called the orew,
| And found that every sailor there,
| Hed Yalger-eat-us, too.
| So he eried: "Pull up the anchor,
| And to clear the deck as well,
{The cure for Kalper-eat-us is
| A dose of shot and shell",
| Cannons will be roaring,
Just ag if they liked the fun.
| A Yankee gunner there will be
Behind each Yankee guu.
And when the smoke has cleared away
| And our'e the vie-to-ry,
{We'll rally 'round the Stars and Stripes,
| And cheer Le-moc-ra~-cy!
i EXTERERA VERBES
| Oh, there will be & jolly time,
| "Way down in hella=b&=100.
The Raiser will be roasted, till
His shins are black and blue,
It's the only plsece where he'll not be
0f everything the boes,
For the devil he will neil him to
A German iron cross!

| And when the battlieships sail up
| The famous Kiver Rhine,

'7ie then the sun of freedom for
014 Germeny will shine.
| And every dittle maiden from

| The Danube River biue,
| will be sewing on the buttone
For a Yankee-doodle~dool

|We'll take the Biemarck herrings and
| Just call them “"trout” insteadg
Limburger cheese we'll bury till
|We're sure that it is doad;

|wetll take the juicy "weenie"” and

| Ite sister sauer-kreut,

| And open up the "weenie” let

|The Germen Dagchund out!}

We'll teach the children English,
| And to "parle vouz Francals”

| Italien tongue we'll sandwich ia,
{ Good measure by the way.

}And all the songe will joyous be,
| (Just put thie on your siate)

| Every song will be of love-

| And not & song of hatel

|How everyone in Beriin town,
|Will giedly tip their hats,
en the Zaiger's palace is
de into Harlem fliats.
{Wwe'll teke hie pleturs from the wall,
| #né hang up there instead
{one of Woodrow Wilson
|¥ith a halo 'round his headl
1

|
|
|

|
|




