The Song of the Second Dragoons

(Sung to the tune of the traditional Rosin the Beau or Lincoln and Liberty Too)
 (Lyrics By David Michel and Rich Wessell)
To capture the Seminole Nation

The Second was formed, it is true;

and so to the Florida Swamplands,

A way marched the Second Dragoons.

Away marched the Second Dragoons,

brave lads,

away marched the Second Dragoons,

And so to the Florida swamplands,

away marched the Second Dragoons.

When Mexico threatened our boarders

the Army it knew what to do;

And first of those sent to keep order,

the lads of the Second Dragoons.

The lads of the Second Dragoons

were sent,

the lads of the Second Dragoons,

first of those sent to keep order,

the lads of the Second Dragoons.

From the capture of old Matamoros,

to Chapultepec' s terrible doom,

the Mexican Lancers were whipped by

the blades of the Second Dragoons.

The blades of the Second Dragoons,

they feared,

the blades of the Second Dragoons.

The Mexican Lancers were whipped by

the blades of the Second Dragoons.
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When troubled by bands of Apaches,

the Cheyenne, and also the Sioux;

the cry of the pioneer farmer

was "Send us the Second Dragoons!"

Oh, send us the Second Dragoons, they say

oh, send us the Second Dragoons!

The cry of the pioneer farmer

was "Send us the Second Dragoons!"

We put down old John Brown in Kansas,

and saved Border Ruffians' lives;

We quieted Mormons in Utah,

and stole away half of their wives.

We stole away half of their wives,

sweet girls,

We stole away half of their wives.

Those Mormon saints had far too many,

so we stole away half of their wives.

The South in rebellion decided,

the Union, it was no good.

But President Lincoln will foil them;

He called for the Second Dragoons.

He called for the Second Dragoons again;

he called for the Second Dragoons.

And President Lincoln will foil them;

and he called for the Second Dragoons.

When my time on this earth it is over,

and I ride off to Fiddler's Green,

The others will welcome me saying

"He rode with the Second Dragoons."

"He rode with the Second Dragoons,

old boy,

He rode with the Second Dragoons."

The others will welcome me saying

"He rode with the Second Dragoons."
The Regular Army, O

(Traditional)

(Lyrics researched by Rich Wessel)

Thrae years ago, this very day, I wint to old Carlisle

To stand forninst the cannon in true military stoile.

Thirteen American dollars each month we’ll surely git

To carry a gon an’ roide a harse wid a military step.

Chorus:

There’s Sargint John McCafferty  an’ Corp’ral Donohue

who make us march right to the crack in gallant Company Q.

The drums they  roll, upon my sowl, for that’s the way we go,

forty miles a day on beans and hay  in the Regular Army, O !

We had our choice of goin’ To the army or the jail.

Or it’s up the Hudson River wid a cop to take a sail.

So we puckered up our courage and bravely we did go.

An’ we curse the day we marched away wid the Regular Army, O !

Chorus

The captain’s name was Murphy, of daicent French descint.

An’ sure, and he knew all the holy wurds in the Haibrew
     Testament;

An’ whin he said to Hogan “Jist move yer feet a foot.”

Faith, Hogan jumped a half a moile on Sargint Reilly’s boot !

Chorus

The bist of all the officers is Second Leftenant  McDuff.

Of smokin’ cigarettes an’ slape he nivver gets enuff.

Says the Captain “All we want of you is to come to Reveille

An’ we’ll lave it to the first sargint to run the company.”

Chorus

There’s blisters on me arse, me bhoy an’ bunions on me toes;

An’ roidin’ this dun in the red hot sun puts freckles on me
      nose.

And if ye want a furlough to the Captain you do go;

He says “go to bed an’ wait ‘till you’re dead” in the Regular
      Army, O!

Chorus



It was out upon the Yellowstone we had the damndest toime.

Faith, we maid the trip wid Rosebud George; six months
     without a dime.

Some eighteen hundred moiles we wint through hunger, mud
     an’ rain

Wid backs all bare and rations rare, no chance for  grass or
     grain.

Chorus

Wid bunkies starving’ at our sides short rations was the rule;

It was “Ate yer boots an’ saddles, ye brutes!” but feed the 
     packer an’ mule.

But in your many battles, no soldier lad was slow.

An’ it wasn’t the packer that won ye a star in the Regular 
     Army, O!

Chorus

We were sint to Arizona for to foight the Injuns there.

We were nearly caught bald-headed, but we didn’t lose our 
      hair.

We lay among the ditches in the dirty yellow mud,

An’ we nivver saw an onion, a turnip, or a spud.

Chorus

We were captured by Apaches an’ conveyed forninst the 
     Chafe;

Says he “ We’ll have an Oirish stew!” the dirty Indian thafe!

On the telegraphic woire we walked to Mexico.

God bless the day we skipped away from the Regular
     Army, O!  

