Lou’s Pool Isle (Tune of Gilligan’s Island)
Just sit right back and you'll hear a tale, 
A tale of a fateful trip 
That started from this Gander Bay port 
Aboard these tiny ships. 

The mates were mighty sailing man, 
The skipper brave and sure. 
8 canoes set sail that day 
For a three day tour, a three day tour. 

The river started getting rough, 
The tiny ships were tossed, 
If not for the courage of the fearless Gilly 
Claude would be lost, Claude would be lost. 

The canoes set a ground on the shore of Lou’s pool isle 
With Timmy G & Double D
Gilly, and the rest 
13 other castaways in a dirty drunken mess, a dirty drunken mess 

So this is the tale of the drunks, 
They're here for a long, long time, 
They'll have to make the best of things, 
With beer instead of wine. 

Gilly and the brudder too, 
Will do their very best, 
To make the others comfortable, 
In the river island nest. 

No phone, no lights no motor cars, 
Not a single luxury, 
When it comes time to shit, 
Find an ol’ dead tree, an ol’ dead tree. 

So join us here each week my friends, 
You're sure to get a smile, 
From sixteen drunken castaways, 
Here on "Lou’s Pool Isle."
Here on "Lou’s Pool Isle."

