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PTGRTING DAXNNY CRAEYNE,
March Song
Words by Elias Sieberman Music by Arthur Wechsler

1.He was horn with a scream and fighting mad,
Yhen one day old, he struck his dad:

% doubled his fists and kicked his feet,

Till he ripped a hole through his cradle sheet.

Chor us:

Oh. Danny Crane, Danny Crane, what are you goed for?
Will you explain?

"T guess I am good for the 7.S.A.,

"hen trouble comes kicking along the way:

I'm bad for the Kaiser and all his sons,

His Turks, Pulgarians and Huns,

I'm good for to give'en the third degree

Ind make'enm cheer for democracy.

.Tann y Crane grew up with_a surly scowl,

A maring voice and hear-like groml:

¥hen he walked the streets he looked so grim,
That the folks were all half afraid of him.

Chorus:




