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MY FATHERS A LAVATORY CLEANER
My father’s a lavatory cleaner
He worked all day in the pit
And when he comes home in the evening
He smells of that terrible...... 
(chorus)
Shine your buttons with Brassol
Only three pound thirty a tin
But it or nick it from Woolworths or Tescos
But make sure you’ve got plenty in 
Some say he died of a fever
Some say he died of a fit
But i know just what he died of 
He died of that terrible .....
(chorus) 
Some say he’s buried in a grave yard
Some say he’s buried in a pit
But i know just where he is buried
He’s buried under six foot of .... 
(chorus)
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