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*SANITATION ENGINEERS*

Once upon a time in seventy-two:

In a foreign port…I swear it’s true,

We were afloat…

Aboard a boat…

With a Costa Rican view.

A quaint town hugged the shore,

Under balmy skies galore.

Our Captain & wife…

Livin’ the good life…

Took a train inland to see more.

Ol’ Jim and I stayed aboard,

And buzzards over us soared.

Those ugly birds…

Dropped huge turds…

They aimed, I tell You Lord!

One big bad mother-foe…

Was bald-headed doncha’ know

He was a mean son…

On a strafing run…

He Bulls eyed on anyone slow.

We reeled and staggered about.

We had to surrender no doubt.

Our boat was white…

From the one way fight…

They’d won and we were in rout!

We hauled our colors on down,

A poor flag streaked white and brown,

But we got no slack…

From the turd attack…

Our “poop-deck” was poop a-drown.

Jim headed for the ‘ship to shore’,

To send SOSes galore…

A splat hit me…

So I couldn’t see…

But I felt for the Captain’s door.

Within was a rifle on a rack, 

Then I opened the door a crack,

With that .22 poppin…

I started dropping…

Those birds who had dared attack.

In response to our SOS call,

Came a boat with Admirals all.

“Banana Dictators”…

Or dressed up waiters…

These dudes were dressed for a ball.

Scrambled eggs on brim of the hat,

Except Ramon who didn’t have that,

He looked like Ringo…

And translated lingo…

To tell us where it was at.

Off their pier they threw funky stuff.

I guess there weren’t cans enough.

So those birds had a mission…

And it wasn’t fishin…

But to dine on stuff in the rough.

Costa Ricans held buzzards dear,

And allowed them to anything smear.

For those flying turds…

Weren’t just birds…

But Costa Rican Sanitation Engineers!
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