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Christmas

A Christmas Carol

(To: Silent Night)

Sodomy, masturbate,

Fellatio, copulate,

Round the world and Hershey highway,

Fornicating in the hay,

These are tricks that I lo-ove,

These are tricks that I love.

Condom, prophylactic,

Spermicide does the trick.

IUD's and birth control pills,

Pull it out and let it spill,

These will make it sa-afe,

These will make it safe.

Ancient Hash Song

(To: Tidings of Comfort and Joy)

A hasher is a manly chap,

He's full of vim and vigor,

And maidens gather round in droves,

To see his manly figure.

Of flashing thighs and knobby knees,

He makes a splendid sight,

And all the girls do seek of him,

To spend with them the night,

At this ancient sport he does excel,

None is better in the land,

'Tis only on a Monday night,

He needs a bit of a hand.

But Tuesday sees him big and bold,

If a little red of eye,

He tells himself he's not so old,

And has another try.

As lovers go he is the best,

The girls cannot go wrong.

Where others limp and sweat and pant,

The hasher cries, "On-On!"

Now you may think this splendid brute,

Is more animal than man,

But concealed inside his lofty head,

Is more than an empty beer can.

Of intellect he is most high,

Long words come naturally,

In more than a dozen languages,

He cries, "Jeez, I need a pee!"

On Monday night great minds confer,

To put the world to right.

Engineers and scientists,

Politicians from Left and Right.

It really is a treasure trove,

Of wit and repartee,

Foul language is never heard,

Just the occasional "Cooee."

This lofty band,

This group most high,

Gentlemen, one and all,

If only the world was made of such,

Then life would be a ball.

In this modern world we find,

Such violence and sin,

Isn't it a comfort then,

To find this band of men.

Whose only care is a maiden's prayer,

And to keep them safe from harm.

Oh, fret not, pretty maiden,

A hasher will keep you warm.

Not only warm but fed and clothed,

With oils he'll anoint your body,

And all he wants in return,

Is the occasional bit of nooky!

And when a Hasher's run is o'er,

To the Golden Gate he goes.

St. Peter studies the Hash Cash book,

To see what he might owe.

"Tha's fully paid, oops, no problem there,

And what's this I see here?

The likes of a bit of hot nooky,

After a few cold beers.

Tha's just the sort we need oop 'ere,

So tha can move along,

Vestal Virgins is on the left."

The hasher cried, "On-On!"

Bad King Hashmas

To: Good King Wenceslas

Bad King Hashmas spent the lot,

On some horse called Steven,

Was the bloke out to lunch or what,

The odds weren't nearly even,

Now that all the beer money's spent,

Life will seem quite cruel,

Might as well go home to the wife,

And send the kids to school.

Deck the Halls (Politically Correct Version)

(To: Deck The Halls)

Deck the halls with boughs of,

Non-endangered plant species,

Fa la la la la, la la la la,

'Tis the season to be self-actualizing,

Fa la la la la, la la la la,

Don we now our alternate-lifestyle apparel,

Fa la la la la, la la la la,

Toll the ancient,

Non-denominational-winter-solstice-holiday carol

Fa la la la la, la la la la.

See the blazing log of,

Non-denominational-winter-solstice-,

Holiday-non-endangered wood before us,

Fa la la la la, la la la la,

Play the harp without unnecessary,

Brutality and join the chorus,

Fa la la la la, la la la la,

Sing we emotionally stable,

In a collective group effort,

Fa la la la la la la la la,

Heedless of the weather patterns,

Despite the effects of global warming,

Fa la la la la, la la la la.

Fast away the mature year passes,

Fa la la la la la la la la,

Hail the new year without,

Any implicit ageism, ye persons,

Fa la la la la la la la la,

Dance in a non-hierarchical,

Manner in merry measure,

Fa la la la la la la la la,

While I tell of non-materialistic,

non-denominational-winter-solstice-holiday treasure,

Fa la la la la, la la la la.

Hasher Chorus

(To: Hallelujah Chorus)

Harriers:

Eat my butt out,

Eat my butt out,

Eat my butt out, Eat my butt out,

Eat my-y butt out.

Please lick my sweaty cojones,

Lick my smegma, lick my smegma,

Lick my smegma, lick my smegma!

Please eat my crusty brown asshole,

Dinkleberries, for the fairies,

Dinkleberries, for the fairies!

Harriettes:

Eat my pussy,

Eat my pussy,

Eat my pussy, Eat my pussy,

Eat my-y pussy.

Please lick my lovely clitoris,

It's so juicy, it's so juicy,

It's so juicy, it's so juicy!

Please lick my tight little anus,

It's so mushy, it's so mushy,

It's so mushy, it's so mushy!

All:

Hallelujah,

Hallelujah,

Hallelujah, hallelujah,

Halle-e-lujah.

Let's circle up now and have the Down-Downs,

Where's the be-er,

Where's the be-er,

Where's the be-er,

Where's the be-er?

Hares in the circle for a Down-Down,

Drown the ha-ares,

Drown the ha-ares,

Drown the ha-ares,

Drown the ha-ares!

Hal-le-lu-jah..!

Hashmas Chopsticks

(To: Chopsticks or recite)

'Twas the morning of Hashmas

And in the Hash House,

Not a hasher was stirring

Nor his trouser mouse.

All the beer kegs were drunk,

By the hashers with care,

In hopes that the Biermeister,

Soon would be there.

He's bringing lots of cheer,

Some wine - and beer,

But wait until you see,

Hares throw up on the tree!

So, On! G M, On! R A,

On! Hash Horn and On Sec,

From K L to London to L A to Quebec.

To the top of the hill,

And then over the wall,

Here they come and they're sayin',

"Merry Hashmas to all!"

I Saw Mommy Fucking Santa Claus

(To: I Saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus)

I saw Mommy fucking Santa Claus,

Underneath the Christmas tree at noon.

She didn't see me creep,

Down the stairs to have a peep,

She thought that I was napping,

In my bedroom fast asleep.

Then I saw Mommy fucking Santa Claus,

Underneath his swaying big fat moon.

What a sight that would have been,

If Daddy had only seen,

Mommy fucking Santa Claus at noon!

I'm Dreaming of a Pink Pussy

(To: White Christmas)

I'm dreaming of a pink pussy,

Just like the ones I used to screw,

With a sweet aroma,

Thank really shows ya',

Thank cunnilingus is for you.

I'm dreaming of my love's pussy,

Each time I jack off in the night.

May her thighs be creamy and white,

And may her vagina be tight.

I've A Bone For Christmas

(To: I'll Be Home for Christmas)

I've a bone for Christmas,

You can count on me.

Just a blow and mistletoe,

And condoms on the tree.

Far from home you'll find me,

Wanking till I scream.

I've a bone for Christmas,

If only in my dream.

O Cum, Interhashers

(To: O Come, All Ye Faithful)

O cum, interhashers,

Joyful and triumphant,

O cum ye, O cu-um ye,

Behind the stage,

Cum in the bushes,

Climax in the portolets.

Oh cum and masturbation,

Oh cum and copulation,

Oh cum and fornication at Interhash.

Sing packs of hashers,

Nasty, dirty lyrics,

O sing all ye dirty bastards,

At the hash.

Sing to the virgins,

Sing to all the sin-in-ners.

Oh sing of masturbation,

Oh sing of copulation,

Oh sing of fornication at Interhash.

Beer to the hashers,

Beer this happy season,

Drink, beer until the bastards,

Spew it out.

Drink to the virgins,

Drink to all the sin-in-ners.

Oh beer and masturbation,

Oh beer and copulation,

Oh beer and fornication at Interhash.

Santa Claus is Coming to Town

You better watch out,

You better not cry,

You better not pout,

I'm telling you why,

Santa Claus is dead.

Teddy the Red-Nosed Senator

(To: Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer)

Teddy the red-nosed Senator,

Had a very shiny car,

And if you ever saw it,

You were probably near a bar.

All of the other Senators,

Wondered how he got his dames,

They thought he drank too many,

Too play in any bedroom games.

Then one foggy Christmas eve,

Santa came to say,

Teddy with your nose so red,

Won't you help me guide my sled.

That's how the police found them,

Wrapped around a maple tree,

Teddy the red-nosed Senator,

He's a drunken S.O.B.

He's a drunken S.O.B.

The Legal Night Before Christmas

Whereas, on or about the night prior to Christmas, there did occur at a certain improved piece of real property (hereinafter "the House") a general lack of stirring by all creatures therein, including, but not limited to a mouse.

A variety of foot apparel, e.g. stocking, socks, etc., had been affixed by and around the chimney in said House in the hope and/or belief that St. Nick a/k/a/ St. Nicholas a/k/a/ Santa Claus (hereinafter "Claus") would arrive at sometime thereafter.

The minor residents, i.e. the children, of the aforementioned House, were located in their individual beds and were engaged in nocturnal hallucinations, i.e. dreams, wherein vision of confectionery treats, including, but not limited to, candies, nuts and/or sugar plums, did dance, cavort and otherwise appear in said dreams.

Whereupon the party of the first part (sometimes hereinafter referred to as "I"), being the joint-owner in fee simple of the House with the parts of the second part (hereinafter "Mamma"), and said Mamma had retired for a sustained period of sleep. (At such time, the parties were clad in various forms of headgear, e.g. kerchief and cap.)

Suddenly, and without prior notice or warning, there did occur upon the unimproved real property adjacent and appurtenant to said House, i.e. the lawn, a certain disruption of unknown nature, cause and/or circumstance. The party of the first part did immediately rush to a window in the House to investigate the cause of such disturbance.

At that time, the party of the first part did observe, with some degree of wonder and/or disbelief, a miniature sleigh (hereinafter the "Vehicle") being pulled and/or drawn very rapidly through the air by approximately eight (8) reindeer. 

The driver of the Vehicle appeared to be and in fact was, the previously referenced Claus.

Said Claus was providing specific direction, instruction and guidance to the approximately eight (8) reindeer and specifically identified the animal co-conspirators by name:

Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid,

Donner and Blitzen (hereinafter the "Deer"). 

(Upon information and belief, it is further asserted that an additional co-conspirator named "Rudolph" may have been involved.)

The party of the first part witnessed Claus, the Vehicle and the Deer intentionally and willfully trespass upon the roofs of several residences located adjacent to and in the vicinity of the House, and noted that the Vehicle was heavily laden with packages, toys and other items of unknown origin or nature.

Suddenly, without prior invitation or permission, either express or implied, the Vehicle arrived at the House, and Claus entered said House via the chimney.

Said Claus was clad in a red fur suit, which was partially covered with residue from the chimney, and he carried a large sack containing a portion of the aforementioned packages, toys, and other unknown items. 

He was smoking what appeared to be tobacco in a small pipe in blatant violation of local ordinances and health regulations.

Claus did not speak, but immediately began to fill the stocking of the minor children, which hung adjacent to the chimney, with toys and other small gifts. (Said items did not, however, constitute "gifts" to said minor pursuant to the applicable provisions of the U.S. Tax Code.)

Upon completion of such task, Claus touched the side of his nose and flew, rose and/or ascended up the chimney of the House to the roof where the Vehicle and Deer waited and/or served as "lookouts." Claus immediately departed for an unknown destination.

However, prior to the departure of the Vehicle, Deer and Claus from said House, the party of the first part did hear Claus state and/or exclaim: "Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!" Or words to that effect also in violation of local environmental Noise Control regulations.

Respectfully Submitted,

s./ The Grinch

And So This is Hashmas

(To: And So This is Christmas)

And so this is Hashmas,

And a happy new year,

Get in a drunk punch-up,

And get socked in the ear.

(hold your ear, then)

Aarh-aarh-aarh-aarh

And so this is Hashmas,

With a wink and a leer,

Let's eat too much turkey,

And drink lots of beer.

(hold your belly)

Aarh-aarh-aarh-aarh.

And so this is Hashmas,

No need to look glum,

We'll drink too much whiskey,

And fall on our bum.

(grab your ass)

Aarh-aarh-aarh-aarh

And so this is Hashmas,

What a load of old crap,

Let's put it up your bottom,

And cum on your back.

(gesture accordingly)

Oooh-aarh-oooh-aarh

Chipmunks Roasting on an Open Fire

(To: The Christmas Song by Nat King Cole)

Chipmunks roasting on an open fire,

Jack Frost ripping up your nose,

Yuletide carolers being thrown in the fire,

And folks dressed up like buffaloes.

Everybody knows a turkey slaughtered in the snow,

Helps to make the season right,

Tiny tots with their eyes all gouged out,

Will find it hard to see tonight.

They know that Santa is on his way,

He's loaded lots of guns and bullets on his sleigh,

And every mother's child is sure to spy,

To see if reindeer really scream when they die.

And so I'm offering this simple phrase,

To kids from one to ninety two,

Although it's been said many times, many ways,

Merry Christmas,

Merry Christmas,

Merry Christmas,

Screw you.

Give It a Blow

(To: Let it Snow)

Well the weather outside is frightful,

But my dick is so delightful.

If you really want to see it grow,

Give it a blow, give it a blow, give it a blow.

It doesn't show signs of stopping,

My dick is ready for hopping.

If you want a really good show,

Give it a blow, give it a blow, give it a blow.

When it's time to kiss good-night,

How I'll hate going out in the storm!

Be careful now don't you bite,

With your tongue I will make you warm.

The fire is slowly dying,

And my dear, we're still good-bye-ing,

But as long as you want me so,

Give it a blow, give it a blow, give it a blow.

Here's the Season

(To: Deck the Halls)

Here's the season to be greedy,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Eat until you feel quite seedy,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Lots of beer and food and lollies,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

In the morning you'll be sorry,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la.

We always put up our Christmas stocking,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Santa might give us something to cock in,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Last year he said he wouldn't come round here,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Some bastard stuffed it up his reindeer,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la.

Get the maid under the mistletoe,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

If the wife sees you'll soon know,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Is that what they mean by sticky pudd'n,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la,

Serves you right if you get dripping,

Tra-la-la-la-la, la-la, la-la.

Jingle Balls

Chorus

Jingle balls, jingle balls, jingle all the way,

Oh what fun, it is to run, round naked in this way,

Jingle balls, jingle balls, jingle all the way,

Oh what fun, it is to run, round naked Christmas day.

Dashing round the block, not wearing any dacks,

One hand on your cock, to give your balls more slack,

Bouncing up and down, as we run to and fro,

We'll jingle with our gen-i-tals wherever we may go.

Jungle Smell

(To "Jingle Bells")

Chorus

Jungle smell, jungle smell,

Shig-gy all the way.

Oh, what fun it is to run,

Through a swamp on Sun-un-day, hey!

Jungle smell, jungle smell,

Shig-gy all the way.

Oh, what fun it is to run,

Through a swamp on Sun-un-daay.

Dashing through the jungle,

Following hash all the way.

All those SCB's,

Cursing all the way.

Dashing through the jungle,

Following hash all the way.

All those drunkard SCB's,

Cursing all the way.

(to chorus)

The Little Late Bastard

(To: Away in the Manger)

Away in the shiggy,

The FRB led.

The Little Late Bastard,

Was getting some head.

The hares on the tra-ail,

The hash did they lay.

The little late bastard,

Passed out on the hay.

The cattle were worried,

As hashers ran near,

But Little Late Bastard,

He needed a beer.

While hashers were sweating,

The Late One was spry.

The keg in the pick-up,

Was now half-way dry.

The hashers were near now,

The hares coming in.

The late one was finished,

Passed out with a grin.

The sheep in the manger,

Had nothing to fear.

The pack's all gone home now,

The hash has no beer.

The angels in heaven,

Were shocked when he showed.

The Little Late Bastard,

His cheeks how they glowed.

He wretched on St. Peter,

And pissed on the gate.

"To hell with the bastard,

He's too bloody late!"

The Restroom Door Said Gentlemen

(To: God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen)

The restroom door said 'Gentlemen'

So I just walked inside.

I took two steps and realized,

I'd been taken for a ride.

I heard high voices,

Turned and found the place was occupied,

By three nuns, two old ladies and a nurse.

What could be worse,

Than three nuns, two old ladies and a nurse?

The restroom door said 'Gentlemen'

It must have been a gag.

As soon as I walked in,

I ran into some old hag.

She sprayed me with a can of mace,

And hit me with her bag.

It just wasn't turning out to be my day.

What can I say?

It just wasn't turning out to be my day!

The restroom door said 'Gentlemen',

And I would like to find,

The crummy little creep,

Who had the nerve to switch the sign.

Because I've got two black eyes,

And one high heel up my behind.

Now I'll never sit in comfort or joy.

Boy oh boy!

Now I'll never sit in comfort or joy.

Silent Night

Silent night, foggy night,

Somebody pfffffft!, smells like shit,

Who's the bastard that dropped his guts,

I hope it blew a hole in his nuts,

That will make him sing high-er,

And bring a tear to his eye.

The S&m&m&m Man Is Cumming To Town

(To: Santa Clause is Coming to Town)

He's biting her tits.

He's fucking her twice.

He's cutting her cunt with a great big bowie knife.

The S&M&M&M Man is cumming to town.

He knows who you are fucking.

He knows if your orgasms are fake.

He knows if you've been bad or good,

So you better be bad for your own sake!

He's tying her up,

On the tower of power.

And then he's going to give her a golden shower.

The S&M&M&M Man is cumming to town.

He's fucking her ass,

He's pissing in her eye.

He's doing things to her that would make Mengele cry.

The S&M&M&M Man is cumming to town.

He knows when you've been naughty.

He knows when you've been in pain.

He even knows if you're straight or gay.

You better be straight for your own sake!

You better watch out.

He's makin' her cry!

He shoving a pole up her ass the width of a pizza pie.

The S&M&M&M Man is cumming to town!

Tool of My Father

(To: Faith of Our Fathers)

Tool of my Fa-ther, liv-ing still,

Tiny and use-less, be-quethed to me.

Oh how my heart breaks each time that I peal,

Back shriveled fore-skin, each time I pee.

Tool of my Fa-ther, use-less dick,

No woman wants this di-min-u-tive prick.

'Twas The Night Before Christmas

(To: Chopsticks or recite)

'Twas the night before Christmas,

And God it was neat.

The kids were both gone,

And my wife was in heat.

The doors were all bolted,

And the phone off the hook,

It was time for some pussy,

Fuck reading that book.

(tempo changes for the last four of each verse as with chopsticks)

Mom-ma, in her ted-dy,

And I, in the nude,

I'd just reached the bedroom,

And grabbed a jar of lube.

When out on the lawn,

There arose such a cry,

That I lost my boner,

And momma went dry.

Up to the window,

I sprang like an elf.

And tore back the shade,

While she played with herself.

The moon, on the crest,

Of the snow-man we'd built,

Shoved a broom, up his ass,

Clean up, to the hilt.

When what to my wondering,

Eyes should appear,

But a rusty old sleigh,

And eight mangy reindeer.

With a fat little driver,

Half out of his sled,

A sock in his ear,

And a bra on his head.

Sure as I'm, speaking,

He was high, as a kite,

And he yelled out to his team,

But it didn't sou-und right.

"Whoa Shithead, whoa Asshole,

Hey Dickfore, whoa Putz,

Either slow down this rig,

Or I'll cut off your nuts."

"Look out for the lamp post,

And don't hit the tree,

Quit shaking the sleigh,

'Cause I gotta go pee."

They cleared, the old lamp post,

The tree, got, a rub,

Then Santa leaned right out,

And puked-up on my shrub.

And then from the roof,

We heard something splatter,

As each little reindeer,

Now emptied his bladder.

I put on my jacket,

To cover my ass,

When down through the chimney,

Santa came with a crash.

His suit was all covered with,

Dip spit, ga-lore,

He looked just like a bum,

And smelled just like a whore.

"I'm all fuckin' shit-canned,",

He said with a smile,

"And Rudolf was farting,

For the last half a mile."

He walked to the kitchen,

For himself poured a drink,

Then whipped out his pecker,

And pissed in the sink.

I start-ed to laugh,

As my wife, turned around.

For Santa was hung,

Half-way to the ground.

Back in the den,

Santa reached in his sack,

But his toys were all gone,

And some new things were packed.

The first thing he found,

Was a pair of false tits,

The next was a manual,

On how to pop zits.

A dime - bag of reefer,

Was Santa's. next find,

And six pair, of pan-ties,

The ed-i-ble kind.

A boarding school pisser,

A penis extension,

And many other things,

That I can't even mention.

A cock ring, a G-string,

And all types of oil,

And a bong that was wrapped,

With aluminum foil.

"This stuff's not for kids,

Mrs. Santa will shit,

So I'll leave it all here,

And then I'll just split."

He filled both our stockings,

Looked at my wife's cleave.

And tucked my son's crack pipe,

Up under his sleeve.

He sprang to his sleigh,

But his feet were like lead,

Made it out of the chimney,

And on my roof smacked his head.

(restart same tempo)

In time he was seated,

Took the reigns of his hitch,

Saying, "Take me home Rudolph,

This night's been a bitch!"

The sleigh was near gone,

When we heard Santa shout,

"The best thing about college,

Is that beer won't run out!"

Twelve Bugs of Christmas, The

(To: The Twelve Days of Christmas)

(See "Twelve Days of Christmas")

For the first bug of Christmas,

My manager said to me,

See if they can do it again.

Tell them it's a feature.

Say it's not supported.

Change the documentation.

Blame it on the hardware.

Find a way around it.

Say they need an upgrade.

Reinstall the software.

Ask for a dump.

Run with the debugger.

Ask them how they did it.

Try to reproduce it.

Twelve Days of Christmas, The

(To: song of same name)

On the first day of Christmas,

My true love gave to me,

A nice lager in a brown mug.

On the second day of Christmas,

My true love gave to me,

Two dirty shoes,

And a nice lager in a brown mug.

On the third day of Christmas,

My true love gave to me,

Three french kisses,

Two dirty shoes,

And a nice lager in a brown mug.

etc...

Four call-ing "On!"

Five golden ales.

Six hares a laying.

Seven bastards swimming.

Eight poofters walking.

Nine bitches dancing.

Ten hashers leaping.

Eleven buglers blowing.

Twelve down downs drinking.

(Make up your own verses!)

Twelve Days After Christmas, The

(Another twist to The

Twelve Days of Christmas)

The first day after Christmas,

My true love and I had a fight,

And so I chopped the pear tree down,

And burnt it, just for spite,

Then with a single cartridge,

I shot that blasted partridge,

My true love, my true love,

My true love gave to me.

The second day after Christmas,

I pulled on the old rubber gloves,

And very gently wrung the necks,

Of both the turtle doves.

The third day after Christmas,

My mother caught the croup,

I had to use the three French hens,

To make some chicken soup.

The four calling birds were a big mistake,

For their language was obscene,

The five golden rings were completely fake,

They turned my fingers green.

The sixth day after Christmas,

The six laying geese wouldn't lay,

So I sent the whole darn gaggle to,

The A.S.P.C.A.

The seventh day, what a mess I found,

The seven swans-a-swimming all had drowned,

My true love, my true love,

My true love gave to me.

The eighth day after Christmas,

Before they could suspect,

I bundled up the,

Twelve drummers drumming,

Eleven pipers piping,

Ten lords-a-leaping,

Nine ladies dancing,

Eight maids-a-milking,

(well, actually I kept one of the ladies),

And sent them back collect.

I wrote my true love,

"We are through, love!"

And I said in so many words,

"Furthermore your Christmas gifts were for the

(Soprano) Birds!"

(Soprano) Birds!!!

(Everyone else) Four calling birds,

Three french hens,

Two turtle doves

And a partridge in a pear tree!"

Twelve Days of Interhash, The

(To: Twelve Days of Christmas)

(See "Twelve Days of Christmas")

On the first day of Interhash,

My true love gave to me,

A lube job in her fur tree.

Two shit house doors,

Three French whores,

Four calling girls,

Five pubic hairs!

Six sixty-niners,

Seven sucking sisters,

Eight aching assholes,

Nine gnawed off nipples,

Ten torn testicles,

Eleven leaping lesbians,

Twelve twats a twitching,

Twelve Days of Interhashing, The

(To: Twelve Days of Christmas)

(See "Twelve Days of Christmas")

On the first day I interhashed,

This is what I found,

A trail with a lot of shiggy.

Two D. O. T.'s,

Three hares a-laying,

Four bimbos walking,

Five frosty beers!

Six puffs of flour,

Seven long B. T.'s,

Eight whistles blowing,

Nine S. C. B.'s swimming,

Ten tits a-swinging,

Eleven hashers drinking,

Twelve heinous sins.

Twelve Days of Ramadan, The

(To: The Twelve Days of Christmas)

On the first day of Ramadan King Khalid gave to me,

A book by Salman Rushdie, (Gesture throwing to ground and stamping on it.)

On the second day of Ramadan King Khalid gave to me,

Two Yemenese (Gesture big spit.)

A book by Salman Rushdie (with gesture).

(Continue adding verses)

Three Ayatollahs.

(Sing "Ayatollah, Ayatollah," to tune of

Hallelujah Chorus, while bowing in prayer.)

Four Iraqi mine sweepers.

(Put hands over ears and stamp feet.)

Five Iranian terrorists.

(Jump forward and spray crowd with machine gun fire.)

Six cruise missiles.

(Sing "We're coming to blow you away,

Ha-ha, hee-hee, ho-ho")

Seven U.S. soldiers.

(Shout "One, two, three, four, I love the

Marine Corps," while marching in place.)

Eight blindfolded hostages.

(Sing "Show me the way to go home"

while stumbling about with arms outstretched.)

Nine raving mullahs.

(Shout "Israel must go, Israel must go" while

shaking fists in air.)

Ten Scud missiles.

(Fingers in ears and say, "Nanny-Nanny

boo-boo, you missed me!" )

Eleven open sewers.

(Sing "What a pong, what a pong, etc."

to tune of William Tell Overture.)

Twelve circumcisions.

(Sing "Oooh that hurts, oooh that hurts"

to tune of The Music Man while running

around holding groins.)

Twelve Redneck Days of Christmas, The

(More new lines to farce The

Twelve Days of Christmas)

Some parts to a Mustang GT.

2 Huntin' dogs.

3 Shotgun shells.

4 Mud grip tires.

5 Flannel shirts.

6 Cans of Spam.

7 Packs of Redman.

8 Table Dancers.

9 Years Probation.

Tin of Copenhagen.

11 Rasslin' Tickets.

12-Pack of Bud.

Walkin' 'Round in Womens's Underwear

(To: Winter Wonderland)

Lacy things the wife is missin',

Didn't ask for her persmission,

I'm wearin her clothes - silk panty hose,

Waklin' 'round in womens's underwear.

In the store there's a teddy,

With little sraps like spaghetti,

It holds me so tight like handcuffs at night,

Waklin' 'round in womens's underwear.

In the office there's a guy named Melvin,

He pretends that I am Murphy Brown,

He'll say are you ready, we'll say whoa man,

Let's wait until the wife's out of town.

Later on if you wanna,

We can dress like Madonna,

Put on some eye shade and join the parade,

Walkin' 'round in women's underwear.

Lacy things... missin',

Didn't ask... permission,

Wearin' her clothes - silk panty hose,

Walk-in' 'round in women's underwear,

Walk-in' 'round in women's underwear,

Walk-in' 'round in women's underwear.

We Wish You a Merry Hashmas

(To: We Wish You a Merry Christmas)

We wish you a merry Hashmas,

We wish you a merry Hashmas,

We wish you a merry Hashmas,

And a clappy New Year.

Bad tidings we bring,

About the drip and the sting,

We wish you a Merry Syphilis,

And a Happy Gonorrhea.

We wish you a Merry Syphilis,

We wish you a Merry Syphilis,

We wish you a Merry Syphilis,

And a Happy Gonorrhea.

While the Kiwis Shagged

(To: While Shepherds Watched)

While the Kiwis shagged their flocks by night,

All laying on the ground,

Up jumped the Aussie doctor and said,

"Stop that and I'll buy a round,"

"Stop that and I'll buy a round."

"Fear not," said they, for fear of AIDS

Had seized the doctor's mind,

"Before we Kiwis take a new bride,

We clean out her behind,

We clean out her behind."

So you girls waiting for the question popped,

You won't get very far,

If you want to take a Kiwi mate,

You'll have to answer, "Baaaaaa."

You'll have to answer, "Baaaaaa."

White Hashmas

(To: White Christmas)

I'm dreaming of a white Hashmas,

As I masturbate in bed,

Dreaming of juicy Lucy and Rock,

Hard's floozes,

And a katoey giving me head,

I'm dreaming of a white Hashmas,

With every stroke of my old man,

Oh, I think I'm coming,

I know I'm coming,

Oh, won't Hashmas be so grand.

ZiPpY The Red-Nosed Hasher

(To: Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer)

You know Magic and Mullet and Rambo and Mr. Spock Satan and Stray Dog and Mu-Sick and Shuttle Cock, But do you re-call the most famous Hasher of all,

ZiPpY the red-nosed Hasher,

Had a bit too much to drink,

And if you ever saw him.

You would even say he stinks.

All of the other Hashers,

Used to laugh and call him names,

They never let poor ZiPpY,

Join in any orgy games.

Then one night at the InterHash,

The GM came to say,

ZiPpY with your ass so tight,

Won't you let me ride you tonight?

Then all the Hashers loved him,

And they shouted out with glee,

ZiPpY the red-nosed Hasher

You better get checked for HIV!
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