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The Jolly Barber

To

Ginuccio

I met my love in a barber-shop.
Sing hey! Sing ho!
He kissed me until I was ready to drop.
Sing hey! the ship’s in the harbour.
He kissed me straight, and he kissed me oblique;
He kissed me until I got so weak
That I couldn’t stand and I couldn’t speak —
Sing ho! for the jolly barber!

He couldn’t shave and he couldn’t shampoo.
Sing hey! Sing ho!
But what he could do he could do.
Sing hey! the ship’s in the harbour.
He kissed me hot, and he kissed me strong;
And my mother said I should never go wrong
If T always put things where they belong.
Sing ho! for the jolly barber!

He kissed me all day, and he kissed me all night.
Sing hey! Sing ho!

Oh yes! he certainly kissed me right.
Sing hey! the ship’s in the harbour.

But love isn’t al] the poet sings:

He took my watch and he took my rings;

And he left me — a lot of other things.
Sing ho! for the jolly barber!

Naples

By Aleister Crowley, from «Olla»,
published by the 0.T.0. London.
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