Big Jane

Every morning at the office you could see her arrive,

She came in at nine and she left at five, 

kind of long in the leg and shapely at the hip,

and every one knew you didn't give no lip

to Little Jane.

No one knew where Jane came from

but you learned pretty quick to leave her alone,

you didn't harrass her in a sexual way,

and if you spoke at all you said 'have a nice day'

to Little Jane.

Somebody said she's a feminist,

and she didn't let anyone take the piss,

she didn't take shit or tolerate fools,

and if you tried it on you got a kick in the balls

from Little Jane.

Then came the day in the typing pool

when a guy came in, all handsome and cool,

Typists looked up and their hearts bear fast,

and every head turned as he walked past

to Little Jane.

He stopped by her desk said "Hello sweetheart"

while the others looked on with fear in their heart.

Her forhead creased in a menacing frown,

and everyone waited for the great put down

from Little Jane.

She stood up slowly to her five foot two,

said "Hello there, who the hell are you?"

He replied slowly "My name's Big John,

and I like your body, so come along

Little Jane."

All the girls showed their alarm 

as John reached down and took her arm,

He threw her typewriter on the floor,

and said "You won't need that no more

Little Jane."

Nobody knew what on earth to do

as six foot four and five foot two

walked right out of the swing doors

as Jane said quietly "My place or yours

Big John?"

