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FOR THE SAKE OF YOUR UNCLE SAM

% Words by Frank Macbeth ¥ ¥¢I

P
Music by Lonnie Keene o The
o) i
= lﬁ
Pop he fought in Cuba and the Philip-pippineens, =
Grandpa played the tuba from Bull Run to New Orleans, A
( 7 Now we're going fishing for the lobster submarines, }Wj\
", And we'll eat them in Berlin. i

Chorus:

Hock the outfit of the Kaiser,

A

Knock his bean until he's wiser,

Sock your knuckles where his eyes are,

For ;‘ue sake of your Uncle Sam,

i

I never saw a Bulgar and I seldom carved a Turk,

Ostriches cant ugd their fists and Germans need & dirk,

I'd just as soon go chasing them as stay at home and work,
So we'll run them to Berlin.

Chorus: S

We wont know where we're at in towns like Toolong and Tooloose,

I dont suspect that I can parlez vous - and what's the use?

We know the Germans - raus mit 'em - are dumber than & goose;
But we'll show them in Berlin.

Chorus:

Coppsrregbt lo Aol iv mnin oy LWLk,
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