
THE FOREIGN LEGION 
by Billy Bennett 

 
I've served in the French Foreign Legion 
It's Hell! The life couldn't be harder, 
For it's war to the knife as you run for your life 
On the plains of Cascara Sagrada. 
 
Mixed with the sewer rats of Europe, 
Hobos and tramps of all kinds; 
Several outcasts trying to wipe out their pasts 
And some Bums with no future behind. 
 
Scum of the earth they all called us! 
That made my blood boil in a trice. 
I said: "There's no doubt that we're all down and out. 
But scum, oh s'come, s'come, that's not nice!" 
 
But at best we were just human wreckage 
Cast up on Life's shore, like a toy. 
Ships of misfortune, just Flotsam and Jetsam 
And Flanagan and Allen... Oy! Oy! 
 
Persians and Medes, Parsnips and Swedes, 
But I'm British, I'm not like the rest, 
Mv birthplace was Bow, I'm bowlegged also, 
And that's why they call me Beau-geste. 
 
Think of the life of the poor Legionnaire, 
Risking his life, limb and blood, 
'Mid the shot and the shells and the sand and the smells 
That remind you of Southend-on-Mud. 
 
I've had the rheumatics from basement to attics, 
Had a sneeze and a wheeze and a whinny, 
Neuritis, gastritis and Eddystone lighthouse, 
And a pain in the crease of my pinny. 
 
The pet of the ranks was Sergeant Vin Blancs, 
With nice teeth, and hair curled so fancy. 
He said: "Quest'ce que vous dit" (KESS KER VOO DEE). 
I said: "Kiss you?... not me, my name is Willie, not Nancy!" 
 
Out there on the sands of Morocco 
One day with a foreign Field Marshal 
An entrenchment I'd made, with my bucket and spade, 
When two Riffs came and kicked down my castle. 
 
I went for those Riffs in their little short shifts, 
And I gave them two biffs with my boot. 
If you bift a Riff he'll run back to his wiff 
In a jiff with a rift in his lute. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I speak fluid French when I've had a few drinks- 
You can ask the French girls if you doubt it- 
I say 'Hors de combat' and 'Pate' de Joie gras' 
That's French for "Now then, what about it?" 
 
On the slopes of Girvana I met Wheezy Anna, 
Half Hindoo and half Hottentot. 
She was half-cast, it's true, but which half no one knew, 
Till one night she cast off all the lot. 
 
She was blistered with heat from her head to her feet 
And her skin was beginning to crack, 
So the poor little thing jumped out of her skin 
And it took half-an-hour to get back. 
 
Alas and alack, when we got the skin back 
She looked big round the Avoirdupois-so, 
We looked and we found she'd the skin wrong way round, 
Now she has to sit down on her torso! 
 
Oh, it's not very grand when you sleep on the sand 
With a bunch of stiffs lying together. 
As you grunt and you snore on your back there's a corps 
Of mosquitos who sing "Stormy Weather"! 
 
And the hot summer days with the sun's burning rays, 
When you feel like a well-toasted muffin. 
One day the heat scorched all the clothes off my back 
And I sat on the sands in my 'nuffin." 
As I sat there sizzling, frying and frizzling, 
An ice-cream cart came my direction, 
So like a soft geezer I jumped in the freezer 
And sat there to cool my affection! 
 
Then old Sergeant Stringer said, "Come on, lead swinger, 
Get out of that, do as you're told." 
I shouted, "No fear, I'm not shifting from here 
'Till the sands of the desert grow cold!" 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
THE BLUE FOREIGN LEGION 

By Ernie Whalley 
 
You've 'eard of the French Foreign Legion 
Who fought in a far foreign land 
'Gainst a load of uncivilised tuaregs* 
Whilst up to their arses in sand 
 
Now the French, being French, as the French are 
Called all of their legionaires "Beau" 
Except for the leader, Mon General 
Who were usually a right so-and-so 
 
There were Beau Legs, Beau Peep and Beau Derek 
And Beau Jest who were witty and smart 
Beau Nidle, a right lazy bastard 
And an out-of-work actor Beau Gart 
 
There were Beau Superkev and Beau Lucy 
Beau Chop and Beau Sun Jihai 
(His dad were Professor of Astro-Physics 
At t'University of Shanghai) 
 
But the bravest of all were Beau Psycho 
A case-hardened battle-scarred brute; 
Beau Berko, a sneaky attacker 
And Beau Goat, who knew how to shoot. 
 
Our commander, Mon General Kevin 
Led from the front, not the back 
And said "If you want to get out of lee murdy 
Best form of defence is attack'. 
 
Problem was all our Beaux heroes 
Did not parlay-voo the same tongue 
So while one or two read t'battle plan right 
T'others had gorrit all wrong 
 
It led to some early reverses 
Which caused an initial surprise 
When Tuaregs from West Brom and Norwich 
Kicked bloody sand in our eyes. 
 
Then a new legionaire were enlisted 
This one were called Beau Ali 
He were a bazzin' tactician 
And when asked "Could we win?" said "Mezz wee" 
 
"Mezz commerards of ze Blue Legion 
Zeez Tuaregs we must defeat 
If nous legionaires cannot speak with nous gobs 
Nous'll just have to talk with nous feet" 
 
"Sackray Blue!" cried Beau Dunny "Bejasus! 
Your game plan will carry the day" 
Then he ran down the flank like a Sherman tank 
Till t'Tuaregs pissed off in dismay 

 
 
 
 
So t'Blue Legion ran out of the fortress 
Straight into the jaws of hell ( 
Bramhall Lane on a wet Tuesday night, 
An' Millmoor and Millwall as well) 
 
Beau Dazzer he issued a challenge 
To take 'em on, three at a time 
He ran past 'em all and then hit the post 
(A bit like Red Rum in his prime) 
 
Beau Sean and Beau Danny were rampant 
Beau Niclas and all t'other beaus 
Were poppin' 'em in from all angles 
Givin' t' Tuaregs a right bloody nose 
 
Well t'Tuaregs were soundly defeated 
An' properly put in their place 
Mon General came out of the dug-out 
With a big soppy grin on his face 
 
"Mon dew, sacray Blue" said our leader 
"Avant garde, sessy bun, trezz beans 
Voulay voo kooshay sur swar avec mwa 
(Whatever the hell that means)" 
 
But lads o't 'Famous Blue Legion 
Knew what he meant all right 
There were going to be plenty more battles 
And we'll have some real Toe-Rags to fight. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
THE FOREIGN LEGION 

by Arthur Askey  
 
See that gang of ruffians come marching o'er the sand. 
Out of time and out of step - they haven't got a band. 
Fighting with the Arabs and our friends from La Belle France, 
If you dare to lag behind, you get kicked in the pants. 
 
Marching with the Foreign Legion. 
Marching on to who knows where. 
Across the hot Sahara - with sand on your tarara, 
That's the life of every Legionnaire. 
Marching on to death or glory 
Knowing there are none to care: 
Just a real Beau Geste - with whiskers on your chest 
That's the life of the Legionnaire. 
 
It's a hell of a life in the Legion, 
When you're out in the desert I mean. 
This story I'll tell you is clever, 
It's not only clever - it's clean. 
 
When first I was sent down from Oxford, 
To London I came for a job. 
But I stole all my Grandfather's money, 
Amounting to seventeen bob. 
For six months I lived like a prince, sir, 
Wine, women and song all day long. 
Till I found that I'd only got fourpence, 
So I cut out the wine and the song. 
 
The women still hovered around me. 
I thought they were under my spell. 
But I found they were after my fourpence, 
So I gave them a soldier's farewell. 
It was then that I thought of the Legion. 
I joined with the greatest of ease. 
I thought perhaps they wouldn't have me, 
As I suffered from duck's disease. 
 
I chummed up with one they called Stinker, 
The deepest-dyed villain of all. 
He'd had to leave home in a hurry, 
After writing rude words on a wall. 
Our Captain we hated like poison. 
He had a moustache like a bedsock. 
And what the men called him led me to believe 
That he had been born out of wedlock. 
 
He took us a route march and lost us. 
An obsolete map they had sold him. 
He said 'Listen men, I don't know where to go' 
So every one of us told him. 
After six months of hell I absconded, 
If captured I well know my fate. 
So I just put myself in my diary 
And palmed myself off as a date. 

 
 
 
 
I landed in England last Tuesday, 
It wasn't so hard to detect it. 
For I'd sand in my whiskers and sand in my hair 
And sand where you'd never expect it. 
Now here I am back entertaining, 
Singing songs ancient and new, 
Striving and straining to get a good laugh 
Out of boss-eyed palookas like you. 
 
I THANK YOU ALL! 


