Ii‘HE GANG THE FISH- SEE FROM THE SEA

Again Tl try to make words rhyme, you fellows to amuse,
And find T must some criticise, and some I must abuse.

For two weeks Elmer didn’t Wor_k,-Einwachter"é ‘his last name; _
He fished and'sang the livelong day, at fiight hearts was his game,
Each fish he caught he vocalized, and fairly danced with glee;

Then, when ’twas time to gamble-ize, there E]meryou would see.

" September 7th.of last year, Doc Colehower, you bet,
Attended a jolly party, and there smoked a cigarette—
He strutted ’bout, and puffed and puffed—proud of his daring feat—
But I don’t believe he liked it; for he never did repeat.

[ . - .
Jack Stehley brought a tuna fish, ’hout twenty pounds it weighed,
And Jack was happy as a lark when in the club he strayed—
But when the truth came leaking cut, and noised about, *twas said:
That when Jack found the tuna fish, the gol-darned thing was dead:
- Now Raffel had a great big strike, off the point he got it;
The:tale that Walter told the boys—he wouldn’t lie about it—
He said the fish was six feet long, and just one tug it gave—
And Walter said it had a mouth as big as any cave.

To the World’s Fair Frank Jacobs went, and spent there many a day,
And now there’s one thing Frankie wants—a miniature railway. :

He did the job-up in great shape—it. went off with a bang.
Judge Lindell had the job as boss, and -kept things on the go,
Till Kandel tried to make a speech and near broke up the show,
Then Ed Lindeil, who wrote our song, struck up “Sweet Adaline”—
The boys all tried their best to sing, but had a hell of a time— .
"The noise was great, the voices bad, but each one did his share
. To raise the roof of the building with that refreshrment air.

When Gravenstine played the genial host to Margate's fishing gang,

"T'was on the second day of June when Henry Asam dragged

A. balloon fish from the ocean’s depths, his fever never lagged;

He tore the fish from off the hook, then made another cast,

In hopes that something big would make his great wish come at last.
He leaned his rod against the rail, then quietly took a walk .

Back to the clubhouse for a chanee with some friends to talk,

Soon he came back, the boys all yelled he’d eaught another fish,

And Henry reeled his Tine in quick to see if he'd got his wish.

At last the hooks eame into view—one held a balloon grubber,
While on the other one was hooked a well-known hit of rubber.

The fellows laughed, and Henry, too. Say, why are you so dumb?
For the rubber thing on Henry’s hook rhymes with the word “humdrum.”

The females wear no_clothes at all to get the males’ low-dow;

" But in our gang we have two males. whose antics bring renown:
Instead of taking off their elothes, they don both ties and shirts
Of vivid hues that put, te shame those females without skirts—
The Taylor clan, both pop and son, in purple or in brown,

Are the two -best fellows that I krow that come from Quaker town.

_On July 4th the Angler’s Club gave a sort of rafile, - ]
But who to pick to boss the job had the boys all baffed;

At lagt they found the very guy—yes, 'twas Walter Raffel—
So Raffel ran the raffle in a manner that was daffed.

The noonday Iunch was cooked and stewed, Wachter Jwas quite hungry,
And when he smelied the goodly eats, he tried to get it free— . :

Then he sat down and ate his fill—two plates of chowder first,

With buttered bread and coffee black for hunger and for thirst.

A salad next was served the guest, and then a slab of pie,

And melon red to top it off—our Elmer heaved a sigh; .

But when they charged him fifty cents, after he was chocked full,’

He dug into his jeans and paid, for there he} had no pull.

Whene’er we think of Gardner, we think of florets rare;

Yes, Harry is 2 daisy, #t's a fact I now declare. )
Where there is work he is there, tos, with a hundred bosses,
But Harry works as if alone, and takes no chatice at losses.
He's modest-as a violet, and bhlushes like a rose, .
And words come fast from his tulips if one treads on hig toes.

When our Bill Beyers won thitd prize in the “World’s” first contest;
He fished away from the Angler’s pier, a faet I must confess;

So when he went to get his gift, his friends all yelled with glee—
For William now can from our pier get one day’s fishing free.

Joe Roberts, the club’s president, tried to make a bid

For the thing unusual in saying he caught a squid;.

Frank Jacobs told the fairy tale about how Joe outdid

All the other fishermen, but the truth cannot be hid—

For Frankie grins whene’er *tis broached—twas just someone’s Caper-—
But anyway it got Joe’s name in the daily paper. )

That noise you hear is not a fight, it’s just a game of eards, )
Between some fellows that you know—they think that they are pards,
There’s Bernie raking in the dough, Elmer’s having a fit; S
‘While Motrie is softly whistling: *I wonder if I am it.”
With, Joe or Jim within the game, it's a circug for to see

. The way these buddies try to get the other pal’s ‘money.

. Thede: anhais that T've put in rhyihe are true as truth’ can be;
They tell about some oddities, also some funny tricke— .
Better look out, you laughing ginks, there’ll come a time, maybe,

- You'll-do something that I'll write up in nineteen thirty-six,

HENRY T. BOSSERT.




