There once was a ship called HMS 'Ulster’, HMS Ulster ‘jingle’

And her crew like all good sailors, 
Were none of them failures 
At getting the girls in a fluster.

How when this ship dropped anchor, 
At Bangor in the county of Down, 
All the girls would naturally hanker, 
To show their brave sailors the town
.
Well the Captain he knew what to do
When his crew were out on the spree,
So not wishing to see,
What was What and Who was Who
He closed - not one eye, but two.'

Now the Captain his name was Jas, 
Met a cute little Irish lass, 
He saw her one day it was foggy, 
And alas, he became quite soggy?

And his Number One, John, 
Was incredibly fond 
Of topping up girls glasses, 
Then making improper passes.

There was a Lieutenant called Mike, 
Whom the girls couldn't help but like, 
For when he twinkled his eye 
It made them all pant and sigh!


Then there was a Midshipman Nick,
Whom some seemed to think quite a bit
But they gave him too much to sip,
And poor Florence was late leaving ship!

There was a young Midshipman Chris, 
Who with the Navy will not be a miss, 
As 'Father' was highly impressed 
By Chris looking after his interests.

Then there was David the Diver,
Who really was quite a live-wire,
For even while under the sea,
He could produce with a flourish his key!

Then there was fruity young Robbie, 
Whose knees I suspect are quite knobly, 
But to prove this is very tricky, 
As I really don't like to ask Nikki!

Then there was Taff, 
Who raised quite a laugh 
Commenting on what he saw
Above deck the night before!

And finally the Yeoman,
Who, though he should not know them
Was able to read the signal
With which we'll end this jingle.

[bookmark: _GoBack]For the day the 'Ulster' left was ominous, 
As until then everyone had been so bonhomous,
When the ship finally departulated, 
Everyone felt most discombobulated 
And we want to say to ship and crew-'-
WE LOVE YOU – too

