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There was I-House on Berkeley Hill


called the house of sin.

The beer, the smoke, the laundry room,


was many a youngsters doom.

My mother was a sailor,


my father was one too.

Never could I tell them apart,


thank God for their tattoos.

They shipwrecked in Berkeley on Telegraph Road.


They needed some money for pot.

They sold us here to Leary Joe


and now in the I-house we rot.

I stole some jeans from the laundry room


cuz mine had a hole in the ass.

I ended up on Castro Street


and didn’t move too fast.

Oh mother, tell you children


not to do what I  have done.

Spent a grand for a shitty meal plan,


and with that my health was gone.

We went to the patio to drink some beer


there was this bum in the place

We called him loser without a fear


so he threw a table in our face.

The coffee hour, I love this thing


but I’d rather have some gin.

I’m not even twenty-one


but I live in the house of sin.

Leary still roams the hallways at night


and takes cigarettes from Nick

Run into him in the halls I might


and all his ass will be kicked.

And that’s how the stories of I-House go


so join us here in song.

By now Joe Leary is long gone


and I-House to us belongs.

