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A’ House Without Love Is Not A Home -_

For years we both have lived'on pride, dear,
_And weé agree that love 1a gone - - .

¥hy, oh, why do we Keep trying

A house without love 1s not a home,

The love light in your eyes 1s faded,

We paly to gain a worthless 'treasure,
A house. without love 18 not a home,
No matter where our footsteps ‘wander, .

. I know we'll -both be all alone .
With the pride that came. between us,
A house ‘without love is not a home,

. The simple things have gone forever,. :
_We wanted wealth to. call our own, ~ . - -
“And now we've reached the hour of parting
A house without love is not a- home.,-‘

A ‘Man Witlloot A Woman

A man without a WOmAD o

‘Is like a ship without a sail )
Is like a boat without a rudder-'
"Like a kite without. a tail

A mnn without a woman

Is 1like & shipwreck on the sand : e
But if there's one thing Worse in the universe
"It s a woman, I said a woman - '
1 mean a woman without a man

For you can roll a silver dollar o
Croass the bar room floor : :
. And it will roll, because it's round o :
And a woman never knows what a good man she's got'
- Until she turns ‘him down - . :

So honey lieten, ‘now honey- lieten to‘me
I want you to understand - - S RS
That,a silver dollar goel from hand to hand
While a womAn goes trom mnn to man

A.hinn Without A Woma n

A man without a. woman. is like‘n ship
without a mail,
Just like & boat without a. rudder
& kite without a tail.
A man without a woman ims like a wreck
cast on-the sand,
"But 1f there's one thing Iorse
-in the universe, .
It'a a woman, I said a woman,
it's a woman without a man,

And I'm contented Just to ream, - B -



#ow you canr roll a silver dullar

teross the bharroom floor,

And i¢'1l rell because it's round

A woman nver knows what a good man
she's got-.

Until she turns him down.

Now, listen, my honey, won't you listen
to me.

" 1 want you to understand

Just as a silver dollar goes

from hand to hand, :

A woman goes from man to man - In old
Pawtucket

A woman goes from man to man.

~ Abdul Abulbul Amir

~ The sons of the prophet are brave and bold and qﬁite :
Unaccustom'd to fear, But the bravest of n11 in the ranks of
the Shnh was Abdul Abulbul Amir.

If you wanted a man to encourage the van or harass- the foe from
The rear, Storm fort or redoubt, you had only to- shout for
Abdul ‘Abulbul Amir.

Now the heroes were plenty and well known to fame
in the troops hat were led by the Czar and the )
“bravest of these was man by the name of Ivan
Skavinsky Skavar

He rould imitate Irving, paly poker and pool, and.
Strum on the Spanish guitar, In fact guite the. .
Crcam of the Muscovite team was Ivan Skavinsky- Skavar.
One day this bold Russian had shouldered. his gun,:

and donned his most truculent sneer, Downitown he .

dii go, ‘where he trod on the, toe of Abdul.Abulbul Amir

"Young man'' Quoth Abdul "Hal life grown .80 du11
-That you wish to end your career? Vile infidel, :
-Know, you have trod on the toe of Abdul Abulbul Amir "o
Sald Ivan, "My friend Your remarks-in the end . -
Will avall you but little 1 .fear; For you ne'r : ‘_
Wili warvive to repeat ther - live, Mr. Abdul Abulbul Amir "
""So take your last look at sunsh1ne and- brook, ‘

" And send your regrets to the Czar, For by *his

1 simply, you are going Lo die, Count Ivan Shavinsky Skavar“‘

Then this bold Mameluke dreéw his Lrusty skibouk,

With a cry of "Allah Akbar',

! And with murderous intent he ferociously went for Ivan Skavinsky
skavar .




‘Oh the world is full of:gu

‘You can seé them nig)

" Some of them wiite to-the old folks, for coin;

They parried and’ thrust“;they,ezdeetepped nnd cussed

0f blood they. spilled a g % part; The: philolgist B TR
Blokes, who seldom cracked Jokes, eay that haeh was firet E
Made on that spot e ) . : .

\They fought all ‘that mght, "neath’ the. pale Feilow lisht' o

‘The din, it was heard from afar;: and huge: muIti;udee came,-'
‘8o great was the fame, of Abdul and Ivan Bkavar RIS

Al Abdul’e long knife Was extracting the life, rn-iact
He wag shouting "Huzzah," He felt himablf: struoke that
wily Calmuck, Count Ivan Skavinsky Skavar R
The Sultan drove by in his red-breasted fly
the victor to cheer, But he only drew: nigh to hear the
last sigh of - Abdul Abulbul Amir Cot . ’

CZAR Partovich took in hia: enectacles blue,_ro ﬁi:_
up in his new ¢rested car, He arrived just 1n ti e L.
To exchange a’'last line with.Ivan Skavinsky kevar. ;,ﬁ‘

And 'graved there in characters clear, are”‘._
When passing, oh pray for the aoul Of“Abdul

‘Tt wis made
K, Qf_Ivan Skav;nsky Skavar..
VI 'neath ‘_ “

Caused ripples to spreﬁd
By a sack fitting cloee

A.ce In, The Hole

they’re mighty wise.
Just because they Teny

up and down bromdway .° ‘
Telling of :the things. that they ‘can do. ;
Oh there are wise men &nd there are boozers

"Con men and. crap. ahootere, they a11 hang

around the Metropole

Wearing :anqy tlés and collars where dq i - el
they get’ those dollans : fﬁ; - R
They wll have ‘that ace down 1n ‘the" hole f“ T

that's their: old ace in the ‘hole’ i SR o
Otheérs have girls oni'the old tender-loin ; : P

‘That‘e their aceE n,the hole

- Rt iy
_If they 10It that old nce 1n the hole

- 3 ,“.



‘Hear t

"My ‘prop -hag over-run

‘Air !orce 801, this is Ita:uke tower .
I cannot ‘tall the crash crew, ‘'cause- this 18 coffee. hour? "

After The Mlislon’s Over

After the. mission & ovet
After we all get back

- We gt interrosnted

Where did you see the rlak? :
How were the Jerry fighterd?
¥Yhat time was tally ko? =
‘Have: you any bitChes?"

If hot you" hhy o,

Wo like the P=-47.- -

We ‘think they handle swell

- We-like to fly formation

We'ys all-as nuts us Hell .- S
¥e;3ike the fighter peal-off = . -
¥ill kill us all some day,

fand in 13 . meconds

‘Or the Colonel will have to. say:

(Anynnme}. you straggled all. day >
uwsed. poor techniques T R
you had yoir head up
-' “II E ave.a short critique- yaﬁ\
Tlisstd 'the land fall-in - :
you will yeport
‘a ‘anly. one wing orf
Yau\ n to lbqrt. ) )

--_..._

Listen tO»tbc rumbls, Oh hesrwold !erlin roar'ﬁ‘

I'm flying over ‘Moji, like I never -flew hp:ors
f ‘mighty. rush of ths slipstrenm ;

Ang hexr old Merlin roar "~ . .-

TH1L wait a. bit and say a prnysr,

'Itnzuke tawer, this ism Adr’ Force ﬁOL
1'm turning on the do'n-wind lsg

My collant's. overheatsd, the gsuge says‘oneAﬁwo~one S

'You d bettor call the crnsh crey, - lpd gst*them\on the rut.

You're not cleardd in.the- pnttern, now that is" plnin to see, .
So take it on uround again, we: hnve some VTP'

'Itnzuke tower, this is Air Porce 801_'

I'm turning on .the . downwind leg, I see your biscuit gun,
My. engine's running rough, and the coolant's gonna blow’

I'm gonna-buy a Hustnng, 80 look out down below! .



a

ltazguke tower, this is Air Force 801

I'm turning on the fipal; and runnin on one lung

I'm gonna land this Hustang, ‘no matter what you say

I gottn get my charts fixed up before that Judgenont day!

Air Force 801, this is Judgenent ‘day .

_You're in Pilot's Hedven, and-you are here to stay!
You just bought & Mustang, and you bought it well
The famous Air. Force 801 was gent straight to Hell!

Alr Force Lament:
(Tune¢ Battle Hymn of the Republic)

¥ine eyes have seen the’ duys of men who ruled the Iightins sky
¥ith hearts that laughed at death and lived. for nothing but to fly
But now these hearts are grounded nnd those days are long gone by,
The Air Force has gone to HELL B ]

CHORUS

'GIory---—arlying Regulationl have them read at avery station
Crucify the man who breaks them ,
The Air Force has. gone to HELL

My bones have felt their pounding thump a_hundred thousand strang, :
A mighty airborne legion sent to right the deadly wrong, :
But now it's only memory, It only liwves in song. - )
The Alr Force las gone to hell

‘1 hive seen them in their T—Boltu -when thelr eyes were dancing flame; -
I've seen their screaming power dives that blasted Goering's name,
But now they fly like sismies and hang their heads in shame,’

Their spirit's shot to HELL ) -

Theéy flew their rugged Thunder jets through '] living hell of Flak,!
And bloody dying Pilots gave their lives to bring them bhack,’ .
But now they all play Ping Pong in the Operntinns shack '

Their technique's gone to HELL

Yes, the lordly Boeing Fortress ‘and the Liberators, too,

Once wrote the doom of Germany with contrails in the blue ‘
But now the skies are.empty and our plnnes axp wet wiLh dew,,
‘And we can't fly thdm for HELL _

’ You heard your pounding 50's ‘blage from wings of polished steel
The purring of your Merlin was & BOng you. heart could feel, -
But now we're closely supervised for fear we may do wrong,.

The Air Force has gone to HELL

¥We were cocky, bold and happy whbn we pluysd the angel's gpme,
¥e split the blue with buzzing and we rolled sur way to fame,
But now that's mll VERBOTEN and we re all so gosh-damn tame,. .
Our spirit's shot to HELL

B

——



E One day I bumged an airfield with gnother reckless chap,

] ¥e flew s hot formation with his wingtip. in my lap, .

i But there's & new directive and we'll have no -more of thnt,
- Or you .will burn in ‘HELL -

~MAdr Poree Song

- 0ff we go, into the wild blue yonder
: Climbing high, into the sun
| - .Here they come zooming .to meet our thunder
At ‘em boys, give her the gun’
‘Down we dive, spouting our flnme from under,
0ff with one hell of a roar,
'We live in fame, or go down in flame,

CHORUS

_nsre 8 & toast to the host of those vho boast
the vastness of .the sky :
‘To & friend we send a message of
Els brother men who fly, '
e‘drink to those who gave their &1l of old
down we roar to score the rainbow’s pot of gold.
lore’s a tonst to the host of those who boast
e U 8, Alr Force;

Hinds of men fashioned a crate ot thunder,
<Bet it high into the bluef -

Hands of men blasted the world asunder,

How they lived God-only knew, :
(God only knew. thenj) : L
~.8ouls of men dreaming of lkies ‘to conquer

Gave us wings, ever to moar :

- With fighters before and bombera galore.
. _Nothing'll stop the U8, Air Force

0ff we g0 into tiie wild blue yonder, .
‘Keep' the wings level and true; .
. .12 you'd live to bé a grey<haired 'onder
:Keep your nose out of the blue
(Cut of the blue, boy). .
YFlying men, guarding the nntlon'u border,u
‘Wo'll be there, followed by more
'iIn ‘echelon we CRrTy on, -
jNothing’ll -top the V.S, Air Forde




Bell Bottom Trousers

Once I was & chamber maid
Down in Drury Lane -

My mimtress she was. kind to 19
My master was the same .
'Till along came a sailor
Happy . as could be

He was the cause of all ay ltlury_ﬂn

CHORUB' .

Bell Bottom trousers
Coats of Navy Blue™

He'll climb the riggin'
Like his daddy used to do.

He askéd me for a Kerchief

‘To tie about his head

He asked me for a candle

To light his way to bed.

And I a gilly maiden

Thinking it no harm

Jumped right in the sailor's bed
To keep the sailor warm,

CHORUS ;
Early in the morning .
About the break of day
A five pound note hée gave to mn
And this to me did say ;
You may have a daughter or
You may have a son
, Take this note my dear
For the damage I have: done.

CHORUS;

I1f you . have.a daughter
Bounce her on your knee
And if you have a Bon

Send the bastard out to sea.
" Singing: cnonus '

.Now the moral bf this atory
As you cvan plainly &ee 15
Never trust a sailor

- An inch above the knee.




/Be Nobody’s Darlin’ But Mine

‘Come ‘sit by my side little darlin’
- ‘Come lay your cool hand on my brown,
. ‘And promise me that you will never :
[Be- anybody's darling but mine.. : : .
'CHORUS .
Be nobody's darlin' but mine,.dear,
Be honest, be faithful, be kind,
- - 'And promise me that you will never
. Be nobody's darlin' but mine, ’

Now mother has gone up in heaven,

. And father has gone down below,
8ister has gone. to maet mother,
And I'm left in this sad world along
s 4a e e dd P CCHORUS

You're sweet as the flower in springtime, -
You're fresh as the dew on the rose,
1'd rather be somebody’s darlin’

- Than a poor bhoy. who nobody knows
.-..-.......CHORUS_ R

-Blue Eyes

"'’1 am thinking tonight of my biue eyes
“'Who 1s sailing far over the sea, . -
.0, I'm thinking tonight of my blue eyes

“Apnd -I wonder if he ever thinks of me -

- yéu ‘told mé once dear that You'd love me,
And you said that we never would-part, = .
But & link in that chain has been broken,.. .
Leaving me with & sad and aching heart.’

.Wﬁbnﬁthéﬁléold; cold, cold;grﬁve has enclosed me, ‘
'Will -you come dear and shed just one tear,. . .-
And say. to the ‘strangers wbout me, .-

V.A'poqr.hea:txquihave brokern 1lies. here.

_ :_B'??iﬂé A Korean Waterfall

" Beside-a Korean waterfall, oné bright and sunmny day;
. Beside his shattered Sabre, the young Pursuiter lay. )
. Hie parachute hung-from a nearby tree, he was not yet quite dead.
" Now listem to the very last words, the young. pursuiter said.

L :'Iim ﬁdin@ to g'ﬁétter land.’_Where‘evefytﬁing 1s bright.
: ::ﬁ.:'Wherefwhiskey=ilows from telegraph poles; and there's bukea

-\‘gVery~nighﬁ;‘_

' rhere's méver anything to do, but sit around and sink. _
.’ “§heré all the crews are women .-~ 0, Deathe where is thy sting.

- ‘_"_. s -




G, daath where is they !ting-‘”
thy stlng,

The bells of. hell may rlng;"*
'Buonlﬂudﬂel

A fighter pllnt lny dying
The medics had left him’ Yor*ﬂé
Around hm women Wwere: crying
And “these kre the T at\h

‘Why did 1 Join. AT R
Mother, déar ﬂothe.‘kyewqﬁqs .
B wretkage, .
“An "80" all bvnr'my chest. -
Take the dive brakes put of. my kidneyu,
Take the buckets- out of my ‘brain, - - :
- Take the throttle out. of my shinbone,', .
And assemble that Alli-on again. R

CHORUS /

.. We are the boys who fly high An thé sky,‘ .
"Bosiom buddies while boozing. e o

We -are the lads that they -ent ‘out to die‘“ :

Boscm buddies while boozing. R

.- -There in the hangar ‘they- sins and they Shout
" They talk about things they know - nothing nbout
¥e are the boys who fly in the sky, ". )
Bosom buddies while boozing B

Bring !hat Base Leg l
(Tune: - Pistol Packing Hama)

Flying ‘round the pnttern

And was I havipg fun

Until one day I undersghot -

And now my flying's done,

CHORUS = ’

HFing that base~leg in,- boys

Bring that base-leg in,

Space yourself on the forty-five

And bring thnt bage~-leg 1in,

Oh the pleces flies and the pleces fell o
As I slid into the ground, _ '
And all the while the tower yelled,

"Pu11 up and go around." ‘

ng-anllns"p, dqath_vhcre llff"”

®



Bm-y Me Out On The Prairie

;Now, I've got no ume “for the women,

;A true one may seldom he found,

- They use a man for his money,; .

When it's gone they'll turn him down.

- They're all alike at‘the bottom, -
Selfish ‘and grasping' for s&ll,

‘They'll stay by & man while he & winnin® -
And ' laugh in his face at his fall,

. Now my pal was an honest young puncher,
Honest ‘and upright and “true,

But he turned to a hard shooting gunmnn
‘On account -of ‘a’'gal named lou, 4
He fell in with.evil companions,

The kind that areé better off dead,
When & gambler insulted her plcture = .=
He filled him full of lead. ‘ Lo

A11 thru thé long night they tralled him,
thru mesquite and thick’ chapparel,

And I couldn't help think of the women,

jAl I savw him pitch and fall, ]
If she'd been the pal that ehe ‘should, have
‘They might have heen raisin® a son
-Instead of out there on the paririe

To die by the ranger 8 gun.

o0, bury me out on the prairie, ) oo

. ‘Where the coyotes may howl o'er my grave,

"~ Bury me:out on the prairie,

But from -them my bones please save,

Wrap me up in my blanket, and bury me deep in the ground.
0f granite .cold and round R

”80 .we buried him out on the prlirie, )
‘Where. the coyotes may howl o'er his. grave,
-'And his soul 1s now a-restin‘
. From the unkind cut she gave,
And miny another young puncher,.
”As he rides past that pile of stones,
- . Remembers some similar woman
i ‘And thinks of his mouldering bones,

oy

_x The ﬂ or The Silvery Moon

hy the light of the silvery moon,

I love to spoon.

Mo my honey 1'll croon love's tune;.
:‘Honileymoon,  Keep on shinin? in June,

“four. sllvery beams . will bring love's
reanms; :

: ‘ll‘be cuddlin' soon,
”‘];!g the light of ‘the moon.

- 1U .




Caney Jomes

- Come- 411 you rounders. if you want to hear

The story about a brave_engineer.
Casey Jones was the rounder's name .
On | six=eight wheeler, boys he won his fame.-

Now the caller called Cagey at ) half past four,

He kissed his wife atthe etation door, -

He ‘mourited to the cabin with his'orders.in his hands,
And' he "took hie farewell: lourney to the promiaed land.:

CHORUS: Casey Jonhes, mounted to. the cabin .
"~ Casey Jones, orders in his hand, - : ) .
Casey Jones, mounted to the cabin, -
And he took his farewell Journey to the premised land

Shovel in your wnter and. shovel in your coal

Head out the window watch them drivers roll,

He turned to the fireman and he esaid,

"We're going to reach "Frisco but we'11 n11 be dead A

He looked at his wntch and his watch was slow -

He .looked at the water and the water was low,

He¢ turned to the fireman and he said, "Boy, you better Jump,
tCause there s two locomotives thnt are going to bump "o

CHORUS° Casey Jones, Two locomotives.
" Casey Jones, that are going to bump,

Casey Jones, Two locomotives,

Yea, there's two locomotives that are going to bump.
Cnsey pulled up that Reno Hill, \
The sound of that whistle was awful shiill,
The switchmen knew by the engine's moan,
That the man nt ‘the throttle RS Cnsey Jones,

Caaey said Just before.he died

' There's two more lines he'd like to ride,

The firemen said, "What oan thoy be?"
The Southern. Pacific and the Hanta Fe.

Hrs. Jones lat on the bed n—aingin‘

_Just received the message that’ Casey was dy:lng

Sald "Go to bed, children, and hush your crying,

“tCause you got’ another poppa on the Salt Lake Line a

CHORUS: Mrs, Casey -Jones, got -another’ Poppa, PR
:  Mre. Cagey Jones, on.the :8alt Lake hine,
"Mrs, Casey Jones, .got another poppa
Yes, you got. another pdppe.on the Salt unke Line.

e



¥ the. Sabre-with Fourth Fighter Group
g ty he'll give you the poop -

: the- ‘cockpit and push on a rudder
0. wé're in trouble, - - N

_ -one. agudder; '

‘The MIG iu s blight on the whole human race . ‘ :
When you!re north of ‘Cbinapo, there’re found every place
Theyﬁvq;kgtygpes;for‘pilots_and they're hard to tame :
-Itjyuﬂ're'nqtgq{hot rock, they'll shoot you down in flames,

Cigorettes And Whigkey I
-1 had somé;cﬁiCkeﬁs;ﬂﬁdfegkﬁ-would they lay, .-

217 had some ‘chickens, no eggs would they lay, -

My wife said, "Hanay,;It-is'striking me funny;
There're losing usumphay? na eggs will'theywlnyi"‘-

Oné" iy’a;rooatérpflew'1ntdﬂthe yard - e
- And. caught. those chickens, right off their guard.
r're laying ©EES’ now, just 1ike they used to do,
.8ince that rooster flew into our yard, - e

Sttes, Whiskey And Wild, Wild Women
 41”w§h'hippy‘and:hi§‘i,géoﬂ.'ifQ?.L
had ‘enough woney. to last me for life, .
‘HeY & gal and we went on R .8preé;. .- ...
. taught' me to smoke and to driqkAwh{Skgy¢ _

¢ats ‘and. whiskey and wild, wild women, .

1L drive y@u‘graay,'tpey?'l &riv_fypuh;nunnegw~.

Ciga btaaiﬁdgwhiikey_ind;wild, wild women, - .

They") drive you crazy, they'l}l drive'you inmane,: ..
fCiﬁnreetﬁfia i_blot-on.thp'whole.humhn:rnce;p‘f
"A-man 18 a monky with one in- his face, . .
‘Here's my definition, believe he, dear brother: -

v ‘ .MA five op one end, a fool on the other.": R

“CHORDS; -

“Bfother repent or they'll write on your: grave;:

-"To women knd whiskey here liesa poor slavg,™ .
‘Take warning .dear stranger, take warning Uear friend;
They'1) write. in big letters:these words at your end.
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" 1 Clismas Song

Chestnuts roasting on a Thailand fire,
Bull frogs singing in the choir, ‘
Sa.mla.rs singing Ho, Ho, Ho,

It's Melly 011smas yau know.

Geicoa clawling acloss the:cold bare floor,
Flied lice cooking on the stove,

Teé Lucks kissing neath.the: mistle toe,‘
It's Melly Clilmns you know.

Sweet lips waitins for my tender kiss,
Garlic breath gets in my way, .

VC's roasting. in an napalm fire.
Melly Clismas Uncle Ho.

Cripples limping down.a small gide street
Napalm rising at their feet, .
1 dropped it low, but they- went too slow,‘_
Melly ‘Clismag dear Ho.

---VC making love near rice paddy,
Tee Lucks eyes are all aglow, .
Twenty mike-mikes up his ‘488,
.Tee Luck screaming BO, EO, gO.

¥olf Pack mends greetings from old Robin olds,
Chapple joined. him hver there,

Wa'll carry on, the stars will be bright

Over Ubon Rijachtani tonight......

: Cool Wﬂter

-All day I've faced the barren waste, C
. Without the taste of water, cool, clear water,- .
¥ 0ld Dan and I, our throats so dry, - '
It's souls’ that cry for water, cool, clear wnter.‘

CHORUS ; C

Ke p & movin® Dan, don't you listen to him Dan,‘ e

He's a devil not & man, e

And he spreads the burning sands with wnter,

Dan, can you see that big green tree,-

Where the water's flowing free, e .4;,,

And 1t's waltipg there for you and me.-"f-~ :
e T

The nights are cool, and I'm & tool i IR

Each atar's .a pool of water, cool clear water,. o

But with the dawn I'1) wake and ynwn,-u- IR

And carry on to .water; cool clelr water. N,

CHORUS e

‘1 -




The. ‘shadows - sway and seem to say,’ .

Tonight we pray for water, cool, clear water,

And way up there he'll hear our prayer, :
- And show us where there'l water, cool, clenr water._

 CHORVS

Dll'l feet are sore, he [ yearning for-

' Just -one thing more than water, cool, clear. water.
Like me I guess-he'd like to rest

¥here there's.no quest for water cool clear water."

CHORUS

wahong@' i

Now Jack was a cowboy, o
. Tith -heart 50 kin# and true,

de learneq to love a maiden,
Fith eyes of heavenly blue,

They learned.to love each other,
And set their wedding day; )
But a quarrel came betwben them,
And Jnck he rode away,-

He. joined a hand of cowboys,

JAnd trled to.forget her name,

But out of the lonely prairie,
She waits for him the same, °
One day when work %as over,.

Just at the close. of the dewy;

The hoye said, "Sing a ‘song, Jack,
And d;ive your cares away" .

'And %8 ‘he sang thise song, boys,
His thoughts then drifted back, ‘
To the~girl on the lonely prairie,.
_Who waits for hér: cowboy, Jack.
~Jack left the camp next morning,
. Breathing his sweetheart's name.
“"I'11 go and ask: forgiveness,
»For I Enow that.r’m the blnme."

iBut when he: renchﬁd the prnirie.
- Be’ found a new-made mound;’ .
And his friends- .they sadly’i 1d him .

'fgﬂoy‘d laid his loved oné down,

ey sailY ns she was dying;

- ‘She- breathed her-sweetheart's name,

"And asked them with her last breath
To tell him when he came. i

L Yhur nweetheart nwaits for you, Jack
“Your gweethear walts for you

- 0ut. on the lonely prairie,

‘ _Whera th? lkies are always blue.

i4 -



Come And Jolp The Alr Force

Come in and join the Air Force, it's a grand place ‘so" they say,
You never have to work at all, just fly around -all. day, - .
While others work and study hard, and soon grow old and blind -
We'll take the air without a care, ‘and you'll never mind, - -

CHORUS: On, never mind, no, ﬂOVBr ﬁinh;f
-0, cone on and join the Air Force, -
- And you'll never mind. . e

*Come on and get promoted as big as you desire), . Co
You're riding on a gravy train whén you're an Air Force flier,:
But just when you're about to.be a general you'll find - S
The engine coughs, the wings fall off, and you'll never mind.

CHORUS

You're flying o'er the ocedn, you hear your engine apit > . < . -
You see your prop come to.a stop, the Gm- d-~~ engine*s quit: -
The ship won't float, you cannot swim, the shore is miles behind.
Oh, what a dish for the crabs and fish, but you'll. never mind;

CHORUS

Oh, when you loop and spin hér, and with an-awful tear, :
You'll see your stubby wings fall off, but you will never care.
For in about two minutes, Mac, another pair you'll find; o
You'll fly with Pete and the angels. sweet, and you'll never mind.

CHORUS

Oh, then you meet a Fokker, he slioots you down in - flames, =

Don't waste your time belly acain' and callin' - the beggar ames.
Just push you stick into the ground, and pretty soon you'll find
There .ain't no hell and all is well, and you'll never mind; .

CHORUS * - - _ _ _

dh, we're just a bunch of Air‘Force'lhdﬁ; and we_doh?t give a du-=
About the groundings® point of -view and all that ‘sort of ham. . -
We want a hundred thousand ships of each apd every kind, - = .
And now we've got our own Air_Eorﬁe, 86 we'll never mind,

CHORUS ) _

While flying over the jungle, in hy P-38° e e b S
There's Just one thing that I would like for you to. keep:in mind,
1 only bave one ehgine jack, and if that bastard quite.. .o
¥t will be.up there all by itself, for Twill ‘shit-and get

CHORUS
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 Dashing Throagh The Siy
- TMane: . Dashing dnroush the Snow\

Dashing through the sky, .
In & foxtrot one-oh tive,
Through the flack we fly’
Trying to stay alive,
' K ‘The SAMs. destroy our calm, :
The MIGs come up to play o
What fun it 1s to strafe and bomb
The T.R.V, today.

CHORUS :

CBUs, Mark 823, 7508 tog,
‘Daddy Vulean atrikaa agaln
Our Christmas gift to you

Trylng to siay.alive

The SAMs destroy our calm,

The MIGS come up to play

¥Hat fun it ia to strafe and honb
- The T,R.V. todny’

(CHORUS CBUS, Mark 82s, 750 s too,
Daddy Vulcan strikes again,
Our Christmas gift to you.

Heads up Ho-Chi-Min
_The "Fives are on their way"
Your luck it has give 1in,
There's gonna be hell to pay,
Today it is our turn
To make you gawk and stare :
What fun-it id to watch thingl burn
And blow up everywhere!!!
" (CHORUS) .

. Downtown

| ‘When:you got a belly full o' bravo's
~.an¢. shyspots you can always gO --

o Downtown,. - i
.. When you:.been drinkin' and "cancel"
_ your're thinkin', you are sure to go -~ Downtown,

Listen to the music of the Fan Songs»
eoftly singing
 ..'Look.and see the contrails of the'
“MIGs g0 swiftly winging
" - . Sweut out. the hoome,
~ ' The {lak is much. blacker thexe .
%t shakes up the pllouts
g _mhakes up the bears
- Th: go downtown.
Tried £1lying fast and slow Downtown
Tried r1y$ng high and low Downtown
Everything's shooting at youu.
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Look and see the & rfields with”their
:wnys go inviting 7. v
‘ in ‘Mpto: join the fighting ‘

he 1nterceptors
ut of here . -
SAH‘B are much thicker thuro
Come up in singles
Come up in pairs - Downtown T e
Everything 8 waiting for you.‘“ R

e

- Just when it seems 100 oome quickly,
_¥you.can always go -- Downtonw - - ‘
Somehow the feeling in your stomach gets

gickly when you have- to go ~«~Downtown .
Crew chiefs launch thelr aircraft with g
pride and care amazing - °

Prondly watch the Thunderchiefs; their
‘afterburners blazing 3

They're going again . :

Our buddies are juiled up there‘ W
We atill remember and we. still n11 care .
‘S0 we . go - Downtown . .

Til it is o'er and done - Downtown : S
Til ‘it 1s through and won - Downtown . -
_Everything s waiting for you. : -

Dixle

Y wish I was in de 1nnd of ootton,K.ﬂ‘ :
0ld times dar am not forgotten,

Look away, look away, look away, Dixieland
‘In Dixleland where I was born in

Early on.m frosty morning' -

Look away, look away, look away, Dixiellnd.

CHORUS ‘

Oh, I wish I was in Dixie,.ﬂurrih, Hurrnh,
In Dixie land I'll teake my stand -

To ‘live and die in Dixie,

Awny, away, away’ down south in Dixle,

- Dar's buckwheat cakes and Injun bntter

Makes you fat or a little fatter, S
Look l"ly--.-.‘...,...-.-a..-.-....--i----'- . o
Den hoe it down and scratch .your grabble .~ ’
To Dixzleland I'm bound to trabble, o

Look away............................;. .
CHORUS : Lo s

-]!7_'



Early Abort

Oh, my name is Rupert Leader, I'm the leader of the group,
"Just step into my briefing room; I'11l give you all the poop.
I'11l tell you where the Lufwaffe 1s and how to dodge the flak.
‘I1'1l be the last one takes off, the first one to get back. :
CHORUS S o :

Early abort, avoid the rugh;’

Early abort, now don't delay.

~ Now we?ll all line up and take off and set our course at 10:00
And-when we reach the channel we will all -turn back again.
We'll call the tower and get a steer; we don't know where we've bee
Drop your tanks and canoples, peel off and belly in. -
CHORUS . : :
, Oh, we fly those red-tailled jugs at a hundred bloody feet.
We can fly them in the rain and fog and in the bloody sleet. .

. We think we're flying bldody south, instead we're bloody north,
And we make cur bloody land fall at the fourth of bloody forth,
CHORUS o :

On, we £1ly. those red-tailed jugs at a hundred bloody feet.
We fly them in the rain and fog and in the bloody sleet.-
And when we're flying bloody high, we're flying bloody low
And we hit the barker beacon such an awful bloody blow.
CHORUS . _ . : .

“Early abort, avoid the rush,

Early. abort, now don't delay, .

Oh, ny name. is Rupert Leader, :

I'm the. leader of the group with all the poop

Falstes lia'négg"'lera '

-There's nothing canbe better than a-girl that wears a sweater
B Thpjghé;mnylnot be as big as she appears : ' :
oo They*ve got ‘an awful lot of falsies in brassieres,

’-

. Her pullmonary muscles may resemble Jarie Russell's’
. And' she'll say she got that way from drinking beer. -
o ‘They've guot an awful lot of falsies on brasslieres.

S0 round-~so firm-- and so fully packed
You'll find it's just an act. - :

Give a gifl a Bally Bra and she'wilngrOWu-grown--grown

Now 1 have made a careful study with the help of my best buddies
And %.hund:@d thousand women volunteers e :
Theyfve gbt:.an awful lot of Falsies in Brassieres.

L “Sb.fellow fore you wed her, please investigate her sweater
" Or.you'll find: your honeymonh will end in tears
‘They've got lan awful lot of Falsies in Brassieres.‘
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Far above Cayuga's waters,

With its waves of blue,

Stands our noble Alma Mater,
‘Glorious to view.

CRORUS - . . . . -
LT he chorus, spend 1t onward,
Loud her praises tell.,

H&ll to thee, our Alma Mater,
Hail,. all Hail, Cornell, .

Flak Showers . ‘
~ (Tune; April Bhowers)

Although flak showers may come your way-
They*ll. bring the panic, that makes
you say N
"My fuel is Josephine, I'm going home
‘80 1f you want to etay and fight, '
you may _

Stay and fight alope! _ :

Ive adied throttle, I'm on ny way
I'1l Yive to come buck .gomé other day.,
S0 keap on strafing that position = .
And kneck it out for me .
Iﬁm'Juit'a-dloce'sqpporter,,cunlt you
-17 38 )

‘flkﬁwr‘ﬁhoﬁhhﬂF' Far . Aws

Round ‘her neck she wore s yellow ribbon,
She wore 1t in December and in the
manth-ot‘uny-wuby‘uew,'\ ]
But ‘when they weked her why the hell
‘SBhe wore it, - . -
She sadd 'twaw for her lover who was

For

far, Tur awy,
CHORUS

Far away, fir away, oh, she wore it
for her lover who was far, far .away
Far away, far away, oh, she wore it -
for her lover who was far, fap away,

Behind the door, her father pliced -
‘shotgun, . T o
It stood ‘there in December and in the .
- menth of May--~Hey, Hey -
But when they asked her why the hell
-4t atood there, : ‘ .
She =maid 'twas for her loveér who was Par, .
far away,
LR 0-“.0-’ «s-s9 ¢« « CHORUS

1"



‘i!rnnk e‘and Johnie were: lovers 0.y gawd how. they
-dxd love, they awore to be true to each other,: just as
‘gtrue (1] the stnrs ap above, He was her man, but hé- done her wrons

!rnnkie 8he was & good woman, Just Tike everyone knows,
Bhé'd give a man & hundred dollars Just to buy himself a suit,
"0 my- gawd", anid rrankie, "But don't my Johnie look cute? He was

‘her man, etc.

frrankie went down to Memphis, she went on the morning train,
,Sh. paid a hundred dollnrs, for Johnie a watch and chain, He
“waa her mnn, ete, ,

Frnnkie lived down in a crib-house, crib house with only two doors,
u avé all her money -to Johnie, he spent it on thoee parlor whores,
‘¢ was her man, ata, . ‘

Krfhnkie went down. to the cqrner, just-for.a bucket of beer,
B‘hﬁ #aid,"Oh, ¥r. .Bar-tender, has my loving' Johnié. been here,
my man, and he wouldn't do me wrong“.'-

L"I dpn't want to cause you no trouble, I don‘t want to tell you no‘
11¢ But’ I 'eaw your lover halt an hour ago, With a girl nnmed Nel®
Lﬂe is your man, But he's. "doing you wrong., e

nkie wont down to the pawn shop, She bought hereelf a 11tt1e
" forty-{four,. She aimod it at the celling and shot a big hole in
“the floor, Whexe 1s my nan? - He's doing ‘me Wrong

rrnnkie wont do!n to the Hotel She rnng that Hotel pell, Stand
“blck, ‘k1) of you.chippies, or I'll blow ‘you all to he11, 1 want

n; nan, Be'e dotns' me: ‘wrong,”

'rrlnkie looked over the fransom, ‘Atd ‘there to ‘her grent lurprise,_ .
‘Yus there on the bed sat Johnie, mnkins love to Nellie Bly, He =
-:ne her man, ‘etog., R

Frnnkie threw bnck hef kimnnn, she took out the litth-forty—four,_
Root<a~toot=-toot, tliree times ‘she’ shot, _Right through that hard-.'_
-wood door, She’ shot ‘her, _mAn, Because he. done her wrong. o T

j"1011 me over oasy, qul me over slow noll me over eney, BOYI,-.“
. Ciuse. my wounds they hurt'me so, - o o
~X was ler man, and I done her wrung." .

‘":ming out your rubber-tired cnrriage, Brins out your rubber tired
hack, I'm going to take my man to the cemetary, and I ain't. n-goin*
'to bring him back, He was my maa, 'Cause he done mne wrong LA




Frankie And Johunie Con't

Oh, bring 'round a thousand policemen, Bring ‘em-around to-dly
To lock me in that dungeon, -and throw the key away, I shot ny mana

‘ “Cauee he done me wrong,

Yes, put me in that dungeon, Oh, put me:in that.cell, .
Put me where the northeast wind blows from the southenst corner
of Hell I shot my man, etc.

‘ Frankie went to his- cofiin, She looked down on his fnce,

She =said "0 Lord, have mercy on me; I wleh T could take his
plece. He was her mnn, etc.- :

Johnie he WRS A& gambler, He gambled for the galn, the very
Last words he éver sald were, "High, 1ow Jack, and the game."
He was heér man, etc. .

Frankie she eaid to the warden, "Whnt are they goin' ‘to do?" -
The warden he waid to Frenkie, "It's the electric chair for you.
You shot your man, though he done you wrong.“ ‘ .

The judge sald to the jury, "It's as plain as p1a1n can ba._
This woman shot her lover. It's murder in- the second degree,

He was her man, etc..

;Now it was not murder in the second degree, and was not murder in
The third, This woman simply dropped her man like R hunter drops

his bird. He Was her man, etec.

Frnnkie she glts in the parlor, Underneath the electric fan,
Telling her little grandchildren to beware of the gawdam, man, -

‘He'll do you wrong, Just as lure a8 you're bhorn."

This story aln't got no moral, This story ain't got no exd, . .
This story only goes ti show that there. ain't no good 1n men, '
He was her man, nnd he Hone her wrong

Ffor Me And My 'Gal :

The bells are ringing BT

.Aor me and ny. gal,.

The. birds are singins

For me and my gal, _ _ o
Everypody's been knowin’ . e
To a wedding they're going.

And for weeks they've been sewing

. Every Busie and Sal
_ They're congregating

For me and my gal

The Parson’s walting -
For me and my gnl : : e
And someday, we're going to build ’ .

A little home for two, or thres' or tour

or more

‘A loveland, for me’ and my gal.

)



Give Me Operations. )

——-—n——QE—r-_?_

Don’t give me an old Phanton II

“That sports not one-pilot but two - )
The éuy in the back could just stay in the sack
Don't give He.an old phnntom¢11{ : )

CHORUS: = Just give me .operations ‘
- " Way out on some lénely atoll"
"For’1'm too young to die
I, Just want .to grow old,

Don't frag me for 0ld Tiger Hound :
Bad weather, high mountains abound :
They don't give you credit, so.screw 1t forget it
Don't frag me for 0ld Tiger Hound, . B

CHORPS® .
And don't frag me for Old Package. Six
I'1]l be 1n one hell of aifix’. =

Thé’ MIGS all come .on, when my. radar ia. gone
Don’'t frag me foraoldquckage Six o
CRORUS ‘
hnﬂ:ﬁnh{f trag me for Silver Dawn West _
Your ‘butt doesn't get any rest ’ o
You think it won't last, your poor acling ass
Dﬁhft'fnag me for Sllver Dawn West,

CHORUS

And don't. frag me for Silver Dawn Esst
I hear its one hell of & beast

‘Both crew members reek, and yoir can't take a leak

/Don't frag me for Silver Dawn East, :
'CHORUS

Well 1'11 take back that Old Phantom II-
That sports not one pilot but two . . )
'The 'guy - in the front seat; might just sit on hia rump
- . I'1T take back an 0ld Phantom IT. _ ‘

Give My Regardi To Broadway

- Glve oy regards to Broadway,

" Remember me to Herald Square. - :
-Tell wll the boys :on Forty-second Straet
That I will scon be there. . )
Tell them of how I'm yearning
Te niingle with the old-time throung
“Give my regards to old Broddway -

And. say that I'11 be there 'ere long.
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Good Nite, Ipene

“irene, good nite,

rene, good nite, - L

ood night, irene, Good nite, Irene:
I'1]l see you in my dreams,

.LnsffSafurday-nite'I gd%bzzrr{ed;‘
,

Me aid my wife settled d

- Now me and my wife ure parted, -/

Gonna take a little stroll down town,
il . . .
CHORUS

Scmetimes'l live in the country -

. Bometimes .T live in the town

Some times I take a great notion
To jump in the river and drown, -

CHORUS

Stop your rambling,

Stop your gambling, .

Stop staying out late at ‘nite
Go. home to your wife and family
And stay by the fireside bright.



%*Good Old ‘Mountain Dew"™

‘They call it that good old mountain dew-~dew~dew

© iAnd them that refuse it are few - )
"~ @'11 hush up my mug, if you'll f111 up my jug,
dtb some of that good ole mountain dew, _

here's an old hollow tree

Down the road here from me

Where you lay down & dollar or two
i Then you go round the bend

And when you come back again

‘Your jug 1s tull of good ole mountain dew,

Now my cousin Nort

He is sawed off short

He only measures bout four foot two
But he thinks he's a glant

¥hen you give .him & pint

Of that good ole mountain dew,

My brother, Bill, has a still on the hill-
. Where he runs off & gallon or two . :
The buzzards in the sky
Get so drunk they can't fly.
Just from Smelling tkat good ole mountain dew.

My ole Aunt June .
Bought some brand new perfume
And it had such 3 Sweet smelling phew
But to her surprise o
. When she had it anmalyzed 3
"It was nothing but good ole mountain dew, -

"The preacher passed by

With his wife who had ‘been down -with the fly
So I thought that 1 ort - . L
To give him a snort

Of that good ole mountain dew.

That old 86 really got his kicks

As around that Canuk be flew

Instead of gasoline

In that flying machine ‘

He had a tank of goad ole mountain dew, :

The flak gets so .thick .

That 1t makes you feel sick =

¥hen youfve been on g rail cut or two
But' you'll never abort o

If they'll give ¥You a snort

Of that good ole mountainw dew.
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Green Beret

(Myke. Mather) , .

‘There he goem' the PIO:

- Last to know, first to go :
100 times he flys the Huey's ~ . .

Flown by publicity seeking Luey's - -

Out: to battle he must go @~~~ . 0 v
" Bent by those in. the know ' s
He may tike a snipers round s

And he.left upon the ground,

Fighting men may Pasgs him by =~ = . o

And when they ask, Who was that guy? TR oy
I dunno, 1it's hard to say. . S D
¥hat the hell, Just let him lay.

And when he gets to the golden gate - - .
3t. Peter saya, You've goofed up mate! : N
80 go to Hell in all your glory, ... . 1" . of
‘When you get back, you can do your story, '~ . v . - SR

Guirea Wateifall .
‘Beside. a Guinea waterfall, one bright and’ Qﬁhh;'dﬂi,..

Beside his shattered Mustang a young pursuiter lgy. . ' " o - -
Ris parachute hung from a nearby tree; he-waninoty§etﬁhﬁite’d ]
ﬁo'listen-to-tha very last words that young pursuiter said, 3
W; meFo:fgkto ;ibett:r land where everything ig:/bright, - -

ere whiskey flows from telegraph poles there's poker
evary night, C o8 p.:? o &nd typrg s b?ke?_ o
There's not & single thing to do but sit around a d sing, .-
Where all qur crew chiefs are womenpnnnnnnapnn; f’g"gieﬁfﬂ“ 
Oh, death where is they sting, : R ’
Oh, death where is thy sting, ting-a=ling. tingwa—1is
Oh, death where is thy Btins: SRamAT ey _1n¢;§.%}?
The bells. ¢f hell will ring ting-a~ling; -
For you, but not for me. A

ke
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Have 1 Told You Lnte;x That I Love You

‘Have I told yYou lately. that ‘I love you?

Could I tell you once agailn somehow? ) R
‘Have I told jou with all my heart and soul hew I adore you?'
‘Well, darling, I'm telling you now. R '

'Thim ‘heart would bresk in two Lf you'd refuge me,
‘I'm no good without you anyhow, '

- Dear, have I told you lately that I love you?

© Well, darling, I'm telling you now, :

- Have I told you lately that I miss you? . .

‘When the stars are shinning in the sky, . o

"Have I told you why the nighés are long ‘wheiy you’re not with me?:
Well, darling, I'nm telling you- now, . : .

Have I told you lately when I'm sleveping

Every dream I dream is you somehow .. L o
Have I told you who I'd like to share my love forever?
‘Well, darling, I'm telling you now; i :

Have Yoad Ever Been ‘Loneiﬂ

;. Have you ever been lonely

" Have you ever been blue -

Have you ever loved someone

‘Just as I love you?. - .

Can’t you. see that -I'm sorry

For .each nistake I've made? ..
Can/t you pee I’ve paid,

Be a little forgiving,

Take me back in your heart

- How can I go on living

Now. that we're apart., . S
‘If you knew what I've been through, .
‘Then you know why I ask you

Have you ever been lonely®

Have you ever becn blue?



Hello Cam Ranh Tower . TTune: - ltazuke Tower)

"Hello Cam Ranh Tower, Thie is Hammer Forty-One,

My BLC lights glowing: I've just losi BC=1. _

The engine's running roughly, the EGT is high o
Can you clear me for a straight- in, this birds nbout to die'" ~

"Hammer forty-one this is Cam Ranh Tower here, -

We! ﬂ like to let you in righ¢ now, but a Senator- 1g near, :
He's here to please constituents, his plane is. close at hand
So please divert to Tuy Hoa, We can't clear Ybu to. land "-

"Rello Cam Ranh Tower, thie is Hammer forty-one,

I'm turning onto Iinal hydraulic pressures gone,

The generator's off the 1ine, the RPM just fell, :
Please send the Senator around, and tell him "Wnr is .Hell",

Hammer forty-one this 1is Cam Ranh waer again,.

You'll have to keep on, circling, regardless of your blan._
: 1'm sorry bout your problem, but you will ‘have to yvield, -
¥e must gilve the prlority, to Benator uansfield. }

""Now LISTEN Cam Ranh Tower I*'11 lay 1t on- the line, .
The ‘situations F ‘ 4n terse, we're running out of time;
' My fuel low level ILIight is on, the birds about té quit,
; 80 tell that goddam - Senator he . doean’t count for shit"

.\F..

' "Hammer forty-one QSY to channel four, e
' You'll have to clear with "Air Patch™, I can’t do any more W e
“Roger Cam Ranh Tower, I'm switching channels now: . o
" I'm Bure Air Patch will clear me, to land this- bird samihow.

C"Alr Patcn, Air Patch, Air Patchj; this is Hnmmer forty-one.
The tower made me check with you, to see what could. he done,
I kEnow you'll understand my plight, I ve-confidence in you,;
86 clear me onto finnl send the Senator on through'" 3

"Sorry bout thst = forty—one, your story breaks our heart. FEARaT

" Had thim happened only ‘yesterday, we could have dono-our pnrt;i--,'
You will divert to Tuy Hoa; consider thias a must, PR

. For ‘Spmator Hike Mansfield would not 11ke all this fussa"

"Roger ~ Roger Alr Patch, I g ‘your message clenr,
Situation - understood, the YIP's too near,.

We'll nurse this bird to Tuy Hon, on this you can depend,
We'll keep this airplane flying, until the very end."” - . |

"Mayday Mayday! Crown, this: is ﬂammer rorty-one

Our fate is up to you boya now, the home drome let us down.

We can't-make it to Tuy Hoa, we'll have to punch out here. ~ |
So please’ alert the Jolly Greens, we hope that help is ‘near!"" .

BEEP
. BEEP
-'BEEP

BEEP
. BEEP

.= g7 - BEEP



He Grasped Me ‘Bz-‘ y_’! Slender Neck
‘Betrayed by the Regular Army,
Cast off by the Signal Corps |
Signed up for nine months 2lying
And stayed on for three years more.

CHORUS :

‘S0 stand by your glasses steady,

This world is a world of lies, Co
Hore's a.to;-t to the dead already,
‘And ‘hurrah for the next man ‘to die, ' 3

Mo looped in the purple sunset, . Con
¥e agut in the silvery dawn, N
With a trail of black emoke behind ‘us"
how where our buddies have gone,

shodng through the low hung rafters,
‘Resounding from the walls so bare,

“¥Qu can hek¥ the tears and laughter
Of the dead, for they really are there.

- W grasped me by my slender neck
Y. aould not yell or scream .

. ‘took me to his dingy room
MYers he could not he seen.
#Hp. tore . off all my ¥linsy wrape
And gazed upon my form R

1 wis so very c¢old and damp

Ard be so hot and wamm ‘ ’
¢ .pressed me to his eager lips
¥ ooild not make him stop’ o
-fis drained me of my very life -

‘¢ my very last drop

“He made me¢ What I am today

‘That’s why you see me here
“A ‘broken- bottle thrown away-

+Tomt once was full of beer,

‘Eog Driver, mushing thru the sky
‘Oh what & dashing guy am I . -
Xhan my fighter &ll the lighter

_Hog Driver, while she hqwls and moang
.1 _often wish upon a star

That someday there’ll be an F-4C, just waiti

-And then I%11 never be & hog driver again,

‘Yherever she's going, she's going there slow.

ng for me



Home on The Ra _gg

Oh, give me a home where bufialo roam,
Where the deer and thé antelope play,’
Where . seldom ig heard & discouraging. word
And the skies sre not cloudy ali dny. ,
CHORUS . n
Idtie, home o the range,-'ﬂ'

* Where the deer and the’ antelope play,

¥here seldom is heard a discouraging word .
And the skies ‘&re. not cloudy all day.

How often at night when the heavens Are Bright
With the liglit of the filtering stars,'

Have I stood there amazed, o

And asked as 1 gazed,

If their glory excoeds that of ours

CHORUS

I Heard A Craah On The Highw x

¥ho did you sny it was, Brother?

Who was it fell by the way?

When whiskey and blood mixed together,
pid you hear anyone prny?

CHORUS: T didn't. hear nobody pray,. denr Brother,.

’ I didn't hear nobody pray.
I heard & crash on the highway
But-I didn't hear nobody pray..

When I heard = crash on.the highwny

I knew what it was from the start.

I went to the scene of destruction,

And the picturo was stamped on my heart

There was whiskey and blood mixed togethe
Mixed with glmnss where they lay AR
Death played her hand in destruction

But I didn‘t hear nobody pray.

I wish I could change this sad story
That I am now telling ‘you, ‘ PRRE
But there's no way I can change it,--

For aomebody's 1life’ is now ‘through..:

-The roll has been called hy the Haster
They died in & crash on the wAaY . '
T hemrd the groans of the dyihg

But 3 didn't hear nobody pray.

o~ 29~



'lrﬂrﬁggﬁy'

‘cﬁbnum:_ Did you go BOOM today? - .

Did you .go. BOOM today? B
Two'mbreiblew up yesterday
G.E. ain't here to - atay, -

If you fly an Eighty-nine = ‘

‘You must be deaf, .dumb and blind

Por your life ain't worth a . dime,”

‘What'a’your scheduled blow up time? .

12 you f1y a ninety-four -

" You will never ‘holler no more,
. For yqui Yot we do nhot pine ...

It's better than an Eighty-nige. =
cnbnﬁas“*; T , B

ifﬂjou-fi;'anﬁEidhty-sik*::{ z
Yoﬁ'will,rgglly.getquur kicks - -

' Bounching' those sibigonic boys . .

p1uy&ng;witn;tha;piradar%foys. :

1t you £1y a 101

Tell yourself its' really fun

-One day it will piteh up with you

- -And you will wish ybn]nqver'fleh

CHORUS :
If you 1y a 102 S
Don't go .up unlesgs 1ts blue. .-

For if you feél one drop of rain

You'll be-inlpieces'th & plane, -

CHORUS: - -

I you fly a 104 " L L
-.The whole world:flocks to: your. door

Range 18 short, the wingg don't laat .

-7But_3011y-1t-sure_dpes'f;y fagt

CHGEU§: 

If you f1y & Thunderchief -
~You will soon shake like a.leaf

Flying 1t may make you aick -

It bandles like w great big brick

-3 -



Want ToPl Plan

I want to play pinno 1n 1 whorehouse

" That is my" -one desire: - | : ; - :
Sorme may be: bankeys, or ranehers out in’ Butte,ﬂ‘*'

- T just want to play in d-house of 111 repute’
- I¥You may laugh-at this my. humble advocntion
‘But. carnal. copulation s-here to’ stny

I don’t want fames or riches. -

I Just want to play for thoame: old bitchas
T want to play piano An & whorehouse,.a,-_

fu You mz
cnoavs-

If you fly 8- Phantom Two - o
You're flying days will soon be through
It flies at twice the speed of sound
"If you van get 1t of f the ground .

~ CHORUS: -

If You Ely

I1f you fly in Eighty-nine

-You must be deaf, dumb and blind
For your life ain't worth & dime,
what's your scheduled blow—up time?
CHORUS -

Did you go BOOM today?

Did you go BOOM today?
- Two more blew up yesterday
~Allison ain't here to stay

If you fly a ninety-four

You will mever holler more,
For your lot we do not pine
It's better than an Eighty-nine‘-'
.CHORUS

If you fly an Eighty—six

“You will really get your kicka
Bouncing those subm~sonic bqys
~Playing with thair radar toys
CHORUS

. If you fly a 1-2-4

You will find it. quite g} bore,
It flies like an old barn door
And it makes your fanny sore

CHORUS N

Did you’ go OUCH todny?

Did you go QUCH today?

- Fourteen hours yesterdny‘-
What a way to earn, your pny

S8
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ll' Yoq ve Got The Mon(.y, Iw Got The Tnne )

If you've got the money, I've got the time
We'll gO honky-tonking and we'll have R time'

We‘ll make all ‘the. night spots e

we'lll do them up fine, e o
If you've ‘got the money, . honey, R
“I've got the time.- S

There ain't no use to tarry,

8o let*s stari out tonlght,

‘We'l)l spread joy, oh boy, oh boy,

And we'll apread it right,

¥We;1ll have more fun baby,

All the way down the. line,

If you've got. the money, honey, R T
1! ve got. the time, C e

If you ve got the money,

I've got the time

We'll go honky-tonkin'

and well have a time .

Bring alcng your Cadillac

" Leave my ole wreck behind.

“If you've got the money, honey
~I'Ve got the time,

" Yes, we'll go honkymtonkih'

- Make every club in town,

We'll go to the park where 1t's dark
We.won't fool around.

pit if you run short of money,

I'11 run short of time; .° :

1Cause you with. nd money, honey : S
. I've no-more time, - e e

In The Evening By The Mognlnght

In the evening by the moonlight

You can hear those darkies linging,
In the evening by the moonlight,

You can hear those banJos ringing,. -
How the old folks would enjoy it, .
They would ~'t all night‘and'liaten
When they se.g in the evening,

By the moou;lght




Immlﬂ . ndubgn" N

‘™ e Strawberry Roan

Oh come righter pilote, both young and old }

And I'll  tell you a story, - ‘that*11 make you tupn e
A story of tankeys, and a flight. out -to sea
'And I hate to teil yOu what they did to .me R

Oh we fook Off. for Brown, oh ‘80 early one morn
The weather was balmy, but not. really warm -
%o soon left the coast line, and headed to sen ; -
And for the last time land did see”

Oh we 1lew on‘tor hours, it eeemed like more

We flew and we flew, t111 my butt 1t:got. sore

And we finally got to that far from land. .

Where there were eupposed to be tankers. at hend.,

But yes, you have guesmed it, no one‘wae there:_
Nothing around, but ocean and air,

We called and we called, but it was in vain
There was nobody out there to re:t’uel ny. plane.

Oh we circled and circled and hellered gor gae,
The pain was beginning to.leave my .ags,. -
T'was beginning to pucker, and .turn: a(du111$ue
When tinally a tanker came 1nto view,

¥ell bygones were bygones, and we . didn't bitch

¥e just latched onto, thut scon of a bitch

wha ho, called the scanner, "kt's under your wing,
If you don't hook up, you likely will ding!"

S0 1. tried it real slow boys, but that didn't work,‘.ﬁ
1 tried again fast, what a hell of & Jerk, . . e
The funnel it hit me, one hell ¢f a blow,

As ] looked at the cold water down there below.'

1 lookéd at that water, so cold and so chilled

And ‘I though to myself, I'Il soon be killed .
So I'd better hook up, and take on.some fuel: -
Cau-e that water below looks uncomtortably cool

So I finally did it, I hit that damn hose :
I hit that old funnel, right square. on the nonq
The. engineer said, "Sir you're taking on- tuel“
But the’ bastard was lying, the“dirty old tool.g

I called that daxn scanner, - said -M"Turn on the ga-,
I can't wait much longer, or 1'11 bugt my ase.".

He locked up from his paper, and said with a grinm,’ . :
"You know there are days, sir, when you just can't’ 'lnﬂr'

- -8



ZThat's the end of my. stor) I'm sorr
R ¥y to s
Thet old F-105 lies out 1n,the bay, . v
But I'll have my vengence, you ¢an. bet you life,
Calse there ® one tanker pilot that I'm going to knife.

I'ln Just- Brlﬂwood On The River

I'm just driftwood on the river floating down the tide,
‘T'don't care where this old river carries me, i

I keep drifting just because my heart is broken. 1nside,
And I'm tired of wishing for what cannot be,

1 y meet some bit of driftwood lust the same as I,
Stmre a handshake and & tender tesar:or two;
"But it's always, "Good luck, pnl"

"Ye've got to say goodbye " i

I'must wander am to keep ' my rendezvous

‘"Though I drift through town and city
1 can never sjay.

place to call my home, -weet home.

I don't ask Aor help or pity,

1 Just go my way, '

All I'm pgﬁying for 1is peace to. dream along.

I'm just driftwood on the river and I'm drifting on
Till this weary river meets the deep blue sea

‘Where the deep blue sea 'may help me to forget someone
Yes, the careless one who has forgotten me,

In my heart I don't feel bitter oyer what has been -

I feel sorry for the one I must torget.
1And instead of beilng someone with a world to win,

I m Just driftwood on the river of regret.. .

Itazake Ort
(Tune- ¥hen You»Wore ) Tulip)

When you flew a Muetnng, and T flew a

- Mustang,

In the Itazuke ORT

Other pllots went to briefing

We stayed in the sack afsleeping,
Hotter stones you'll never see,

We were hotter than tabasco when Group
pulled each fiasco

We excelled in proficlency. .
¥hen you flew a Mustang, and I flew &
Hustang,

In the Itazuke ORT!:

-84 -



] I’ire Got Fortuties In Memories .

It's Hard For Me To\Be A Bad Girl

It's hard tor me to be . bad girl, -
As it 1s for some to be good, '

-It's hard for me to be a bad- girl

I reklly would if I.could,

Now I'd like some body to- Lake me,
In:the park for a hug and a kiss
(Give me a little kims.) . -
But,how can I ever. be a bad girl
Fith a Goddamn. face like thig?

CHORUS ) ] L ST ‘
T ve got fortunes in memories of your Walk your talk, your smile.
I've got treasures of heartaches and: some old dreams out of styley ..
I've got bundles of broken vows collected through the years;

I've got fortunes in memories, and théy all were bought with tearpr

All my life I've been in love with you,‘and now your gone‘
All 1 own is memories of you that linger on.

In some ways you left me nothing but. the loger's ehan:.

In some ways I gues- I am & sort of millionaire.

CHORUS

Take the pretty little liee .you told me, one by one°:

Take the careless cruel -things, the sweet -things ‘you have done.
Count them a&ll as lost, and they are more than I c¢an bear; .
Count them all .am memories, and I am @ millionaire. :

Pve Got SIx—Peme,

I've. got gix~-pence, jolly Jolly gix pence
1've got six-pence, to lawt me all my life
I've got tuppence’ to spend, and tuppence to lend

.And tuppence to sehd home to my wife, poor wife,

No cares have‘I go grieve me

. No pretty girls ‘to decelve me

I'm happy a8 & lark believe me
As we go rolling home.

Rolling home, Rolling home

By the light' of .the silvery ‘moon

Happy 1s the day, when the Air Force gets it pay
As we go- rolling rolling home,




Jet Pllots In The Skies
.-(GHOST RIDERS IN THE SKY) - ’ )

AW Elghty8ix got airborne one dnrk and windy day :

-And. as' he raised his landing gear you could hear the pilot pray
.Keep all those buckets in the wheel and 1711 be safe -and¥soumd
,Don't let that fire go out dear Lord, *Till I am en the ground

Yippl XK Ya Yippi I Y0-00-00
Jet pilots in the sky.

fTheSe Flying Friends are here to sty they say they are very mean
And you all know we're famous since 1917

Though we may work on holidays and week-ends just the same

'Thase Pukin' Pups make history,. oh bless that famous name

Yippi I Ya Yippn I Yo-oo~oo
~Jet Pilots in the sky.

-And as our Eighty-Sixes leave ‘the ground, their tails aie spouting fla
The pilots all may go through hell, but they flyiln'em just the same
. The crew chief'll work forever, to keep them flyin’ high

. And watch with satilfaction as their planel gC screaming by

Yippi I Ya Yippi I Yo=00~00
Jet Pilotl in the sky.

FDay and night our.pllots fly, to live up to their name
“ Other pilots come and go, but ours fly on the same ST
- They .are going to fly forever in that range up there on high
They cuss and cry, live or die - Jet pilots in the skies.

Yippi I Ya Yippi I Yo-oo-oo
Jet Pilots in the sky,

Jhdx mué

Oh, Just because you think you're so .

" pretty, e
Oh, just because you think you re HO hot
Juat becayse you think you've got
something

What nobody else ain't got.

¥ell, just becuuse you spend all my
loney ‘

And, Honey, you call me "Ole Santa Claus"”
Baby, I'm telling you .

.Honey, I'm through with you

Because, Just’ becnuse.

.



“*John Blank. The R.ed—ane Golone >
. (Tune- "nudolph the ned—Nolﬂd Reindeer)

He's John Black the Red Faced 0010nal,.‘ e
He -has a supersonic nose, L
He got him a Super-Saber . . - e

And tried to see how fast 1t goes,‘*

" All of the Junior pilots,

Looked af him in open awe.“

Then that speedy super sabre i

Started a field-grade AW, : ‘
You should have .Been him g he did: the famoua dumbell
He's the only Colonel you will find, )
With the funsite branded on_ his hip. I

You should have: seen the tGCh reps,
Drawing slide’ rulés on the’ run. -
Calling up Kiﬁdleberger, C

. "He did- it ~ (Byt-it.can't be done)‘.
. Then came a bloody . gighal -
"~ From "Axperts" up in TAC on high

‘"Sorryy; Colonel’ Supersonic,-”

The F—lDO Just- cnn't £y

-And when they gnve sad word out, ) SR
That weatherd cheek Wwus damp, [ e

" That s8lick Mach Buster Moustachs

. Looked as& though 1t swepﬁ'the ramp. . -

. A11 the other Wing Commanders
‘Used to laugh and call him names. '

" They never let our Colonel = :

Join in -any flying games,

Then one sunny lpringtime ‘noon . Y
Uncle did say; - - Lo .."4f__ '
" Colonel -with your ramp 80 clean,. R
- .Com¢ and get your machine. -
Now the other Wing Comfianders
Brief their pilota with a sign. TR
“When you look for Colonel John Blatw;l
Look at Six 0'Clock - and high”

' Ty

g7 -
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Just A Good Old Rebel -

I'm just a good old rebel, ... ..
That's exactly what [ am. ST
For this fair land of treedom
I do not give a damn.

I helped to fight against 'em
I only wish we'd won,

But I donft want no pardon,
For nothin®' that I done.

I followed 01°' Marse Robert
For four years high about, '
Got wounded in two places .
And starved at Polnt Lookout
I catched the rheumatism, -

A trooping 1n the'snow,

But I killed a chnncin‘ Yankqo ':]
And I wish I'd killed BOMG mora‘d

Three hundred thousund Ynnkees

" Lie asleep in southern. dust; .

We killed three hundred thousand

- Before they conquered. us, .

They dled of scuthern !evot.} i o
The. southern. she*11 and ‘snock’ L
Oh, I. wish we'd killed three nilliox

.Instead of what we got

I can't take up my musket

And fight ’em ne more - :
But I ant a'golin' love ‘em and
‘That 1ls someéthing sure, > .-

- And I don't want no pnrdon"" -
© For what 1 was or am, . o Wl

I won'f. be reconstructed, .
And I don t give & dumn._d_

I hates the constitution,
This great Republic, Too; -
I.hates ‘the Freedman's Bureau,
The uniform of “the. blue, - ‘
.1 hates the dirty’ englo
¥ith all his.brag and fuss,_‘n.m'
But the lying'. thievin Yankeds, .
1 hates th% wuss and wuss, = -

I



'J'uaf -Give M'é' _Qpéra’tio‘lis: "

. CHORUS. . e e e
Just give ne. Operations AN B T

_ Way out on some lonely atgll Srae L

Far I am too ydung té die .
I wust want to- go home»

Do 31 give me a P-3B with props that countar: t e
Th g‘ll loop roll and spin, but - they'll aaon Uge
‘Don’t give ne a Pn38 : E

Don't give me a. 9-39 with -an’ engine’ that 5 mounted“
It will ‘timble and roll and. dig Y deep hole,-
Don t give me a P-—397 .

'Don’t glve me a" Curtiss Warhawk ‘about it the’ pilots all,aqunwﬂ{
It flew like a sparrow but its gear wag too narrow,
Don t give me a: curtiss warhawi? . ) )

\\J)

Don't ‘glve me an old Thunderbolt, 1t gave many.
It looks like a jug and it flies. Iiké a t
Don't give me ah old Thunderbolt* )

Don't give he an. F~Shoot1ng Star :
It'11 runble and gpout but
Don't give me an. F'

Don't give me an F—B4  their p110ts direntt her
They bombed in the - crate, but they u11 pull 'd
Don't give me an F—84' ;

Don t give me an F-86; with wings like broHen mat h
.mhey‘ll zoom and they Il hover,’
Don't give me’ an F—SG'

Don't. give me an Fu 89 though "Pime" says they
They re ull in the. states all boxed up 1n créat
Don't give me an F—BB'

Don''t give me an F-94 1t's fevdr oqtabliéhed“’”*
‘It may fly in weather but won Py hold Loge ey
Dou‘t give me an F—94" " L

'_Just give me.an.old
It's tried and 1t's
‘Juqt glve me an old

: .FINAL CI[ORUS"‘ Just give nie my nld fiity
‘For: defending demoeraey s
For I am: ﬁﬂ@kyouﬁg e di%




“Ienfuckz Babe

Skeeters am a-humming on the honey~

.-SUckle vines, .8leep kentucky babe
" Sandman am a~calling to this 1little

coon ‘o mine, sleep Kentucky Babe,
Silvery moon am shinning in the heavens up above

{  Bobolink am calling to his 1ittle lady love,
- You is mighty lucky,'Babe -of ol,

Keytuck~-Close your eyes and s]eep.

. CHORUS

FIy dway, (baes) fly awaye- \
‘Fly away Kentucky Babe - :
Fly away to rest :

'ﬁ*Fly away, " {bass) fly AWAY =~ . -
“‘Reat your weary, curly. head

On. your: mammy's ‘breast (hum 8 counta)

“‘-Close your eyes in sléep

S KonicRt And Antaog -Ff?, e
: (Tune- Cigarettes and Whiskey)

Once 1 was happy and had a good deal

_ Flow Fox 86's at old Vieterville = 7.
. They. agked for a’ ‘volunteer, said "I"11. tnke you“

Then the next thing T knew I Was stuck in Taegu' :

CHORUS' :
Rini-ri .and Antung,'and Wild Wild Pyong-yang -
‘They'¥l drive you crazy, they'll drive you 1nsane
tuad fifties and forties’ and one hundred sorties

They‘ll drive you- crazy, they’ll erVE you insane‘-:'

We go down to briefing while 1t ia qtill night
We 1ift off the runway before 1t ir tight

We form in the gloom and: wo're off on our way .
We re over. the target before it is day. -

We're up to the Ualu There 8. cong’ overhead . :
We think of the’ sheels who are snug. in their beds‘
‘We drop our bilg tips and we bréak. to the. right

:"Josie" we’ cry with: all of our might'_-

' Ve ltee ‘on ?80 wa're’ up - in %he :oup

We uwear that the leader is doing a loop f'
Break out in the clear and set down 6n K- 2
Be careful or Willy will write about you'

'.If I fly a: hundred and they aak for more

T'11 tell them to jam it = my -=- 18 too sore" .
They.can ram -1t and jam it for all that T cire
Just give me a. wing jgb + a desk and a. chair"




Kegp"'l’he Home Fires Bnmln_g_ '

Keep the home filres burning,
While dear hearts are yearning,’
Though the lads are far away, L
They dream of home, ~

Theye's d silver lining, -

Thru the dark elouds shining.
Turn, the dark clouds inside out,
T111; the boys come home.

leenf uf The Reservilt
(Tune: Cigarettes and Whiskey)

I was a civilian and flew one weekend ‘
No sweat about clanks and no gign of’ the bends
But I .am a. retread and older I grow: . - = 1
Bow I fly a Hustang, At s old and it'l slow._

CHORUS" sl L ,
BTnulju and Anak, Sinanju and Sinmak R "
They*1ll drive you crazy, they'll drive you ingane
Quad - fiftles and forties, and ohe’ hundred sorties
They'll drive you crazy. ;
TPey‘ll drive you 1nsane,

Oh, once I was happy and I “flew'a Jet

At 35,000 how fat can you get? -

They sent me to Nellis for six weeks to train
They.gave me a Mustang, it's-no aero-plane

We strafed and we bombed and we shot air to air
"Then off to Korea, we're fouled up for falr
We came to K—Four¢81x to fly with this Group

My hair's tuthing gray -and my wings have a droop.-J‘

I flew my first mislion and. 1t was a snap .
‘Just follow the. leader, don't-lpok.at a map &
But now I've got elghty and. lead a wad flight

Go out’ ‘on armed recce and Can’t sleep at night'

Went up to MIG Alley, g-2 said no sweat

If 1 had not looked around, 1I'd be up there yet
Six MIGS jumped ocyr —-- and the leader yelled brea
Sixty-one and 3000, how my knees did shake!

If I live through a hundred and they agk for more
I1'11 tell them to shove 1it, my =-- 18 too sore -
They can ram it and jam 1t for all that I care
Just give me a Wing job, a desk and a chair

—ar-



- Landlord, Fill The Flowing Bowl -

“Three jolly coachmen sat in an English tavern
zhree jolly coachmen mat in an Engligh ‘tayern

here they decided that; there: they' decided that; .
There they decided that they'd have another flagoh.

CHORUS: . Oh, landlord £111 the flowing bowl AN
. '-Until it doth run over, . . R
- 0Oh, landlord ‘£1911 the tlow!hg bowl
_Until it doth run-.oven,
For tonight we'll merry,-mer.ry ‘be;
For tonight we'll merry, merry be;
For tonight we'll merry, mérry be;
Tomorrow we'll be sober.

Naw the man who drinks light ale ahd goes to bed quite sober;
Now, the man who:drinks;light ale and goés to bed quite scber;
Fades as the 11illy fades, fades as the 1itly fades;

Fades as the 111ly fades, fades as the 1111y fades, he'll die
before October' . o

CHORUS

But the man who drinks stout .ale, ‘and goes to bed quite mellow,
But the man who drinks stout ale, and goes to bed quite mellow;
Lives - as he cught to liver, l1ives as he ought to live;

Lives as he ought to liver; he'll die a Jolly fellow'

CHDRUS

Naw, ‘the maid who steals a kils and runs to tell her mother;
‘Now, the maid who steals a kiss and runs to tell her mother;
"Dogs a very foolish thing; does a very foolish’ thing;

Does a very foolilh thing; she'll nevar get another'

CHORUS L

But: the maid who! steals a kiss and stay- to get angther; ’
But the maid who steals a. kiss ‘and &tays to get another;
116 a boon to all mankind; 18 ‘a boon to all mankind;
“Is a boon to all mankind; she’ll be & fruitful mother'

CHORUS

-az-




Let The Rest Of The Wg_l_g' Go By .

With someone like you.
A pal s0 good and true,
I'd like to leave it all behind,
. And go and find.
Yome place thatfs known to.God alone,
Just a spot to call our ‘own.

‘_We'd £ind perfect peace,

"Wheére joys never cease,

Qut there beneath those kindly skies.
We'll build a sweet little nest,
Somewhere in the west, .

And let the rest of the world go bv.

. Let The World Go By

fWith someone like you
. /A pal so good and true '
1'd like to leave it all behind
And go and find N :
‘Some place that's known to God alonq
Just a. spot to cnll our own.

We'd find’ perfect peace,

Where joys never cease.

Out thare beneath those kindly skies
¥We'll build a-aweet ' little nest,
-Somewhere in the west,. .
:And 1let the rest o! the world go by.

L{dhllﬂnhun

CHORUS: =
~ Obh we sing, We sing, We sing

Of Lydia Pinkam, Pinkam, Pinkam,
~And her lover for. tlie human.race

A wonderful compound, a dollar’a bottle ¥

_'And every label bears her face,

Now Hrs, Hurphy hud kidney ‘trouble
For in the miorning she -could not pee. -
But after taking & ‘bottle . of oompound
 They liad to pipe ‘her to the sea. -
‘CHOURS - :
"~ ‘Now Nrs, Hurphy had husband trouble,‘
"“And her’ hueband she could not see,':
‘But after taking a bottle of oompound -
- They had to tie her to a-tree;

- Now' lr. Hprphy h&d baby trouble, _
'She ocould not have a baby dear,
- But after taking a bottle of compound
" 'She had a baby twice & year, -
: ,FINAL CHORUB. -
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.. Lete Have A Party

Parties make the world go round.
Parties make the world go round
Parties make. the world go round t
SO'let's_ha«e\a'party.- : K.

We're-gonha:tear down the bar in our town. -

"And then build a new bar

- It's only gonna be one foot. wide o
But 1t'11 be a MILE long. - -
There'll be no bartenders in our bar
We're gonna have barmaids. ..

© Our barmaids will wear long skirts |

. 'And no BLOUSES . . .

. You can't take our’ barmaids -home _
They'll take YOU home s .

You can't sleet with our barmaids

.They WON'T let you sleep, .
Beer's gonna be 508 'a "glasa.

' WHISKEY free - .

Only one to a customer . .

Served in'BUCKETS ' .

We're gonna throw all the'béex%;nfphe,rnVen_"

Then we'll all go SWIMMING
" No girls allowed above

With their CLOTHES. ON.

There’ll be no oningaon'qhe.dnhcé flbqf‘g?':
Andjthere’ll'be_no-DAnCING,Qqﬁmumgnnvﬁﬂqm.

Parties make the world go. round .
‘Parties make the world go round
S0.LET®S HAVE A PARTY! f:p v

Parties make the world go round: ... roge .

the firet flocr

RAY.
BOO
- RAY

- RAY.
:')

RAY

..BOO .

RAY.
BOO

" RAY.
BOO ..
RAY ,

BOO-

-RAY

:BOO

‘RAY

BOO

_RAY.
oo BOQ.
. RAY.C




Let's Say Goodbye Like We Said. Hello

Let's say goodbye 1like we said hello
In a friendly kind of way. ‘
There's something wrong,

Your love 1s gone

I've no reason now to sta.yo

¥e live and love,

We' meet” and part,

And broken hearts must pay
Let's say goodbye

Likg we. said hello,

In a frilendly kind of way.

Your love, sweetheart

I don't forget, -

You're always on-my mind -
You're all the happiness.I knew,’
80 thoughtful, sweet and kind,
Tor old time's sake

. I'm agsking you

Te think of me someday.

Let's say goodbye

Like we said hello,

.In a friendly kind of” way.

I wish you happiness, sweetheart,

In everything you do,

.May -good luck always come your way
And every dream come true.

I'11 remember you. and’ the love we knew
The love of yesterday

Let's say goodbye - 'lF
Like we . said hello,

/4'.

In a fr:l.end]_.y . kiﬂd Of wav- oy .;""‘ ;-,.-_-‘--, N

‘1f I should meet some other,; dear
And learn to.love them too,

I hope and pray.scniehow, sweetheart
They'll make me think of you. ' :
A tender smile, an old love song, -

A heart so light and. gay,- ‘

Let's say gaodbye,-; .
Like we sald hello T
In a friendly kind ‘of way. . :

N



Liny nm Plecadilly

Oh, I took s trip to London to look around the town,
When I got to Piecadilly, the sun was going down,
_I've never seen suck darkness; the night was hlack as
pitch, . T ' '
When, suddenly, in front of me, I thought I saw a witch,

CHORDB: : : _

. Oh, 1t was Lilly, from Plecadilly .

".."You know the one I'mean, the on¢ I mean,
I'11 spend .each payday, that's may hey, hey, day
¥ith L1lly, my blackout queen, da, da, da, da, da, da, da,

" [

: Oh, -T ‘oouldn’t see hér figure; I couldn't see her face, .
But 1f I sver meet her, I'1l know her any place.
I couldn’t tell if ghe were blonde, or a dark brunnette,
But, gosh, O gee, did she give me a thrili I won't forget.

c_nbnus .

- Bhe -s'.nidlt;:'-‘__n'e, Oh Yankele, 'bof,_ are ya lonesocme, are ya
 blue?’ 7 S o L
Just step around the corner, I'1l show you what to do,
¥e weont up. some dark alley; I said, "I' love . you Kid." -
She said "Ckay, but first you pay," ‘@0 I give her twenty
quid, LT o S ST
CHORUS . . o
'We went to her spartment, and when we were in bed . _
She was so very pleasant, I said somé day we'd wed, .
.Bhe ¢ven gave me breakfast, she was 8o very nice, - ..
Wiy, what she did for twenty quid was cheap at half the -
e opriee, it T 2 EE

It wam a_few days Iater, I began to feel so queer. —_—
And when I went on sick eall,; the Doc said "It's quite ... -
© o lelear . o . ST R
You've had some love Commando Style. - Comg¢, son, now
v don't be shy. L ’ PR
You're not to blame, tell.me her name,  "So I answered.

" with a sigh,’
:CMUBI C . L .
And when my sons ask me "Plemse tell ®é, Daddy, Dear-

¥hat did-you do to win the war?" I’11 anawer with A 8meer, .
"Your Daddy was a. hero;, his best he always fought
~With bravery he gave to commandos _h:l.q'suppgrt.": .



* LAfi Marlene

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate, :
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait,u
_Bhe walts for the boy who marched away :
And though he's gone she hears him say -
‘Oh, promise you'll be true

rare thee well, Lili Marlene

Ti11 I return to you

Fare thee well, L111 Hnrlene.\

‘Underneath the lamp post by the. barracks gate -
Btanding all alone, every night you'll see her 'nit
For this is the place a vow was made . .

And breezes sing her merenadse. :

Oh, promime you'll be. true

Fare théee well, Lili Marlene

Till I return to you

Fare thee well, Lili Harlene.

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gste o -
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her. wait]
And there in the lamp light it ls said ;
A halo shines above her head
Oh, promise.you'll be true
Fare thee well, Lili Harlene
Till I return to you

Fare. thee well, Lili- Harlene

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate i
8tanding alY nlone, -every night. you'll see her waiti‘
And as they go marching to: the Ifray
The soldiers all salute and say-
wWe'll - tell bim you've beén true*
Fare thee well, Lili Marlene.

Till I return to you

Fare thee we11 Lili Harlene.=

Long Long Trall

There's a long, long trail a 'wuuding,
Into the land of my dreams,

Where the nightengale is singing

And the white moon beans,

There'’s a long, long night of wait*ng
Until my dreams all come true,

Till the day when I°11 be golng

Down that long, long trnil with you

-



(Tﬁné: I Tfought I Taw a Putty cﬁt)
I t'ought I taw & MIG 16 -
A'tweeping up on me . .

1 did, 1 did, Y taw him
is big as he could be{

I'gm that great big MIG. 15

Ivan 1s my. name
~ And 1if I catch that "84

1'11 shoot him ddwn-in-flame!

Minnie The Mermaid

Many's the nignt I spent with Minnie
the Mermald. :

" Down at the bottom of the wea,

She lost her morals, duwn_amoung the
coranls,

Gee, .but she was nice toO me;

‘Many's the night with the pale moon
shining,. down in her bungalow,

Ashes to ashes,  dust to dust, ‘
"Twé - twin beds and only one of them mussed,

* Oh, you can emsily see, she's not. my sister

'Cauue I never show my sister such

a helluva good time, .

Oh, you cun easlly see she d not my
sweetie,

‘Cnuse my sweetie's too ref:ned

She’s just a wongerful kid

Who never knew what she did

Bhe's fust a personal friend of mine.=



Movnshine
(Tune: . You are"my Sunshine)

You are my moonshine, my- only moonshine,

. You guide my fighters _ e
When skles are grey ’ ER

I phase your hogles from here to Moji ST
Jugt to find they have -gone the’ other way. ]

The  other day boys, aa I was flying, .

I heard Moonshine Controller ‘84y:

"I've got a- bogie down by Kuruma, )
: Won’t you head your “jet that—a-way?"' G

 He said he had me in radar contact '
And I believed him like a dope, - .
1 flew to #ojl - and ®till no. bogie
He had chased a- fly across the scope!

e

fYou are my Moonshine, ‘my only Moonshine

' How could you let me down this .way? . f;-l.,;:...
My chute was swingin' - they heard e . .
singin' = - § .

‘WOn't you take that Hoonlhine away?

'Mwmgmr‘ o N
Oh, listen to the patter of their tennis -hod 'eet
‘It’a the 9th RQK Divilion in full retreat L

. CHORUS ' s ‘fu:i‘é

ey'Te a mqvin"on, they'll ‘soon be gone
Ten thousand wan for  Maxma San
They*re a‘m0v1n' on. :

A thousand Gookl movin’ thru the pass.- i o
Playin' the Burp gun Boogie on the Captaib's as SR
CHORUS . IR

le ole Gook with a Southern drawl RIS
Said "Come on boys, itiwa you all"
CHORUS '
The ole hound dog was feeling fine = . }
Till he - Jumped in a barrell ef turpentine
CHORUS .
He™s movin' on. he 11 soon be gone
He crashed the gate like-a P-38
And-he's a movin®’ on.
The old Head Cat was feeling mean S
Then he caught his tail in a aewing machine

-.CHORUS v
He mIssed & stitch when he hit the ditch\'p
But he s movin®' on, -
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Gal Sal .

\Tbey called her rrivolous Sal,

A peculiar sort of a gal,

¥With a heart that was meuow '

And all round good fekkiwm. was my old pal;
. Your gorrows, troubles, and cares,

~She was always willing to share,. - ’

A wild sort of devil, . :

But dead on the level, was my Gal Sal -

My God Hnw'lte hnmmw'lnnhln

.{My Bonny Ties Over the the Ocean) .

. My Father makes rum in the bathtub
i Ky Mother makes two kinds of gin
i My Sister makes love for a living
! .- My God how the monay.rolls‘in;

: . 'CHORUS '
o TRoIls in, rolls 1n, My God how the money rolls 1n, rolls in.
v o Rolls 4in, rolla An, My God how the money rolls in.

- My brothar's a poor mislionary

]T. He saves little girlies from sin ° '
I He'll save you a blonde for five dollara
Lo My God how the money roIls 1n

.REPEAT CHORUS :

' Ey Father died in his bathtub
My Mother she dled for her gin.
My sister married my brother
e My God, what a megs I am in.
a REPEAT CHORUS , ‘ J

My Witd Irish Rose..

b "My wild Irish Rose :
I : ~ The sweetest flower that grows
‘ You may search everywhere.
i But none can compare
. ¥ith my wild Irish Rose.
[v - My wild Irish Rose, . ‘
h . The sweetest flower that grows,
Li * And some day for my sake
v + Bhe may let me take
i . The bloom from my w11d Irish Boae.




Napalm
(Tone: -‘The Good Ship Titanic)

It was up by gSopcrl where the Yalu meets the =ef

1 was cut on. a recce to gee what I could see,

¥hen I spled a farmer man with his pitchfork in his hand
It was gad when my napalm went dowr:.,

5

CHORUS ’

1T Vas sad, oh, it was sad, .
It was gad when my napalm went down ‘(hit the farmer)
There wWere husbande and wives

(Itty bitty children logt their lives)

It was sad when my napalm went down'

-1t was up by Kuniri where 1 won my DFC -

T was out-on a recce to see what I could see, )
When I epled & church below and I let my rockets g
It was sad when those rockets went down, . ' .

CHORUS ’ .

It was sad, oh, it was sad. : C

It was sad when those rockets went down (hit the gteeple)
All the people ran like hell, . -

‘When those rockets hit the bell,

1t was sad when those rockets went down.

It weas up by Sinanju when 1 knew that 1 was .through

The 50°'s and 40's had shot my turbine through.

1t was when I hit the silk - oh, my God, 1 strajned my milk!
It was sad when that pilot went down. o

CHORUS
- TE vwas sad, oOh, it was sad, . :
1t was. sad when - that pilot went down (hit the bottom)
There were husbands and wives ’ : S
(Itty bitty children.logt,their 1ives)

1t was sad when that pilot want down.



Oh, La La

Oh, come hear my story -
1711 tell it to you
"My heart is all broksen
i I'm sad and I'm blue. -
%1 just lost my darling,
' Her name was La La,
\As pretty as a picture,
“And, oh, twice as fair,

CHORUS

Hi. La La, Oh, La La,
My true La La,
Hi, La La, Gh; La la.
My true La La,

A grave on the hillside

All covered with snow.

A heart broken lover
With head bending low.
¥ith tears in his eyes

He placed a réd rose.

On the grave of his derling
U'p there in the snow.

CHORUS

Oh, God up in Heaven
Please tell her for me

My hopes are all shattered
Oh, say can't you see .
© . Jugt tell her I'm waiting
To meet her up there

I'11 look at her picture
And send her a prayer,

CHORUS

Oh Little Town Of Ho—Chi-Min

Oh 1little town of He~Chi-Min

How safe you think you lie

Beneath your ring of SA-2s

You think the‘"FiveB"'ﬁOn‘t fly
Yet through the cloud deck raineth
A deandly trail oif hbombs,

_Too-late for fear, the end 1s near.
How- about  that TBC???
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Ol1d Smekey

Flying over old Carl Ranh

Enroute tu the North,

My hands got so shakey

“From; the thoughts that came forth.

The $un was bright shining’
The aky it was clear,

But my heart it did falter
1 was frogen with fear.

As we crossed the border
T thought I would die;
. But.my fearless commander
. Oh how well he did fly.

with this inspiration,
What more could I do?

1 screwed up my courage
And preased on anew.

R

‘ We started our bomb run

' The sights 1 did set.

o We rippled our bombs off,
Then wiped off the sweat.

We turned toward the tonkin.
With the engines full bore,
She really was smokin'

Like a two dollar whore.

‘When once past the ‘comatline,
¥With a sigh of relief,’

We'd gotten the Job done
Just as it had been briefed.

This mission accomplished
‘So important to me

- They're sure to award us
3 cur first DFC,

I'm an outstanding airman
This story is true,.

For 1'm a co-pilot

On a. B=32!

On_Moonlight Bay

5 ¥e were salling along on moonlight bay
You could here the darkies sipging,
‘They seemed to BAY, . o -
You have stolen my heart,
Now don't go away, ‘
As they wang love's sweet song,
< On Moonlight Bay.. ’




On_Top Of Oid Fuit.
(Tune: On pr of_oid Smokey )

on top of old Fuji, all covered with .snow
I lost my Jet pilot from flying so low
E He put on ah air show, he did it for me
: At altitude Zero he clobbered a tree
! With throttle wide open he.made his last pass
iOn top of old Fujl he busted his --—-w--
't .

On Tog Of The Pog Up _
+ Tune: - On Top of Old. Smokey

On top of the pop.up
And- . flat on my back,

I lost my poor wingman
In a big hail of flak

Guard channel was silent
The sites were all dead
Until we rolled in
"And looked up ahead

The sky filled #ith fireballs,
The missiles flashed by
Sweet Mother of Jesus, .
- We're all going to die, : e

Number two called "I'm hit-
I'm going to bust'" :

Not. one Goddemned Elint

A poer jJock can trust.

. 80 come ye young pilots
-‘And* listen to Dad, .
Forget about Jinking
And your ass has been had.’

: They'll hit you and burn you,
Their flak reaches for, |
It's a long walk to Takhli,
And a beer at the bar,



On Top Of Old Pyongyang

(Tune: On Top of 0ld Smoﬁey)

On top of old Pyongyang
All, covered with flak

I 1bst my poor wing ‘man -
He'll never get bnck.

Y 7

For flying is a pleasure
' And dying a grief, ' - :
Ahd a quick-triggered Commie
‘Is worse than ¥ thiet.-.”

‘ Fer a thief. w111 Jult rob you
“ And take all’ you save

But. a quick~triggered Commie '
Will send you to the. grave.

The grave w111 decay you
- And turn you to dust .
" Not a Commie in a thousand
Can an old Hustang trust
" Now when the bad‘weather;
Keeps the ships down -
All day we can hear this
This horriblo sound:

"Atte"“'ﬁon all pilots

Now 1listen to this.. -
There'll be a short maettug
That you dare not miss,'

They'1ll give us some lectu:gs',
Then glive us some more,

But we have all heard them
Twenty-five times or more.

Now 1isten you trainoel o
-You can't fight the Group'“
Whatever they. tell you

Is superfluous poop

Now the moral of this story
- Is easy to see. - '
Don't go to Sinarju
. Or old Kunipi -



4
¥ .
E A-courtin's e pleasure

On_Top Of Old Smokey

On top of old Smokey,
All covered witm snow,.

I lost my true lover,
Come a'courtin’ too slow

{ 4n' flirtin's a grief,
4A false-hearted lover,
Is worse than n thief,

- For a thief he will rob you,

And take what you have, :
But a false-hearted lover,
Will send you to the grave

She'll hug you and kiss you
And tell you more lies; .
- Than cross ties.on the railroad

Or stars on the sky.

' On top 'of old Smokey,

All covered with snow,

-1 lost my true lover,

Come a~-courtin' ....., too slow,

" ~Once They Wére Hoppy

(Tune: Man on the Flying Trapeze) -

"~ Once they Wére‘happﬁ, cdmpletely'at‘éhae, .
They flew their F-80's like L.swingin’ trapeze
They looped ""em, they rolled ‘em, they bounced.DC-3's

But, alas, boys, their wings have been clipped!

“One day they approached Itazuke -

Jet leader called echelon right
Mustangs -at nine o'clock level, )
Let's see if Bth Fighter will fight! -

The F-80's broke left and the Mustangs broke right
I think they gee’ us, says Jet Four in fright = -
They!re all pullin' streamersg, says Jet Number Three .

Let's go home, this is no place to he’ :

But the Mustangs has sighted the Bogies,
They pulled through the top of & loop,
"They dove on the trembling F-80'g
- My God, they have scrambled the Goooooop !

. The Jets headed home at 2 hundred percent,

In fact, Number Foyr had theé throttle stop. bend

.“Baﬁk to Misawa, to Misawa they.went

~Never to bounce .any more!

. ~
O
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' One Hundred Mls!ions ‘
Tune' When Johnhy Cbmes Marching Home

One- hundred missions we. have’ flown, Aha, Aha

Ohe hundred nissions we have flow, Aha, Aha,

Onp ‘hundred missions .we have flown,_

Oné hundred bridges we hdve blown, : ) S
% you can't return till Lyndon gives the. wordh-.

Froh one to one hundred we did ‘count, Aha Aha
From one to _oné hundred we did count, Aha, Aha
From one to one hundred -we did ouht, DU
But now one half or more don't ceunt, - °
But you can' 't return till: Lyndon gives the word

They said they'd give us Lombat pay, Aha, .Aha @ -
" They said they'd give us combat piy, Aha, ‘Aha .
They said they'd give us combat pay, - i ‘ '
And then the bastards took 1t away, "
But you can't return till- Lyndon gives the word,

WE re IrontHands from old Takhli, Aha _Aha
Welre Iron Hands from old Takhli, Aha, Aha
We're -Iron Hands from old Takhli, ‘

Our hearts beat fagt, we think we'll pee, :
But you can't return till Lyndon gives the. word.

The Weasels fly around alone, Ahs, Aha

The Weasels fly around alone,  Aha, Aha

The Weasels f£1ly around alone,

With half a flight 'they head for home, ‘

But you can't return till Lyndon gives Lhe word.

The. force rolls in amidst the flak, Aha, Aha
The force rolls in amidst the flak, Aha, Aha
The force rolls in amidst the ‘flak, Sl
One half or more won't make it back

But you can't return till,Lyndon givee the word

Not many will return alive, Aha, Aha )
Not many will return Alive, Aha, ‘Aha. . i
Not many will return aliver, C
¥Who flew the bloody 105, : o
But you can't return t111 Lyndon gives the word"

._:lef



’ O'rilex's Bar

qug;g;cpld\winterweyenlng; the .guests. were all leaving,
O'Biley:was closing the bar; © - ) ' : : :
When he turned gand he said to.the'lady in req.
M'Get ‘out, you-can't stay where you are", -

‘Now she. shed a: big tear in the bucket of beer

1 As she “though of . the cold night nhead; .

5 When a gentleman dapper stepped out of the phone Ebéth'

N And these are the words that he said: ‘
- Z'Her mother never told her :
The things a young girl should know,. .
.. About the ways of Alr Force men ' = - g -
- And how they come and go, : e
Life - -has taken her: beauty,
‘Afd sin has left its sad 'scar.— . . T
'S0 remembér your mothers,and'diaters, boys,,
And: let her sleep under ‘the bar, ' .

Qur Leadgrs

(Tune: Manana)

At Phillips Range in Kansag
. The: jocks all had.the knask -
| But -amw that we re-in comba t

, We got Colonels on our back
i And every time we say "Shit Hot"
‘ or whistle in the bar B
We have to answer to somebody -
"Looking for a star, Lo

(CHORUS) S

Our leaders, Oir leaders, ‘ R
Our leaders is what they alwags say,
But it's bullshit, 1t's bullshit,
_It's.bulshit they feed us every day.

‘Today we had a hot one ) ' B

- And the jocks were scared as Hell,
‘They ran to meét us with a beer

. . and tell us we were swell,

But Recce took the B.D.A,,

- And said we missed a hair, ~ .

. Now we'll catch all kinds of hell
From the Wheels at Second. Air, -
(CHORUS). .
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" "They send us out in bunches

To bomb a bridge and die .

These tactics are for bombers

That our leaders used to. fly.

The baastards don't trust our Colonel up
; Ain Wing, and so I guess,

We have to leave the thinking to

The Vheels in J, c. S

(qaonus)

The‘J.C.S.'gre gencrals

. And they'ré not always right.

- Somtimes they have to think it over
- Well into the night. :

¥When they have a- questiOn

Or gomething they can't hack,

They have to leave the Judgment to
.That money saving Mac!

(CHORUS)

Now Mac's job is in danger
For he's on salary too.

To be the finaml gay 80

Is something he can't do
‘Before we fly theé mission

And everything 0.X.

He hag to get permission form
Flight Leader L.B.J!!

Over There

Over there, over there,, . S

Send the word, sent the- word over there, )
That the Yanks are coming,- ‘the. Yanks ure coming,
The drums rum-drumming everywhere : :

‘So prepare, say a lprayer,

Send the word, send the word, to beware,‘

We'll be over, we're coming over

And we won't be back 't111 1t s over,

Over there. .

Pack Up Your Troubles

Eack up your truubles in your old kit
ag,

And smile, smileu smile,

Whils you've a lucifer to- light

your fag,

Smile, boys, that’s the Btyle,

What the use of worrying,

It never was worth ﬂhile,

So----pack up. your troubles in your old

kit bag, -

..And smile, hmile, amlla,



f.,vﬂ'_ﬁ' A

B Partie,‘s, Banquets And Balis

(Tune: Take m: out to the Ball Game) .

- Parties, banquets, ‘and balls, boys o L
Parties, banq&eta-and,balla - - ' .
As President Hoover Once said before,

The only way we can stay out of war

Is to have more parties and bangquets

'Partieg; banguets and balle ‘ ' ‘ : TSR
For it's parties and banquets ang Banquets and e
- BALLS, BALLS; BALLS. S A an pa_rtie.s and.

Philadelphla Lawyer - . o

Way out in Reno, Nevada

"Where romance blooms and tades,

‘A great Philadelphia lavyer :
"Was 4in love with a Hollywood maid:

" Come love and. we will wander

Outwhere the lights are bright

I'l11 win you a divorce from you husband
-And we can get married tonight,

Now Bill was a gun-toting cowboy
Ten notches were carved on his gun
And all ‘the boys around Reno- :
Left Wild Bill's maiden alone.

'One night when he.was rdturning
From riding, the range in the cold, _

" He dreamed of his"-Hollywood Sweetheart-
Her iove was lasting as gold.. D

T T T

-
i

~As he drew near her window

" A shadow he saw on the.shsde’

'Twas the great Philadelphia lgwyer
Making love to his Hollywood. maid.

The night was as still as the degert

i”Thé moon was bright overhead,
. 'Bill listened awhile to the lawyer-
© He could hear‘every_wbrd\that he said. -

"Your hands are.so pretty and lovely, '
"Your form so rare and divine, S
Come go with me to. the city,

And leave this wild cowboy behind,

Now back in old Pennsylvania
Among the beautiful pines, o ; I S
There's one less Philadelphia lagyer . C . 0o
"In old Philadelphia tonight. = -~ w0 ’ K
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.,'PadﬂzhﬁgghY- -
The night that Paddy Mirphy g1 _
I never shall forget _ o Cn
The whole bloomed -town B0t stinking drunk = -
‘And some arp't sober yet, h )

The only thing they did that night
_ at,filled-my‘heart with fear -
They took the'ice-right off the corpse

-Ari{d Put it on the' bheer.

Thait ' g how they showed hig their sorrow ang their pride
That'sg how‘they_ahowed their respect for Paddy Murphy
Respect for .Paddy Murphy on the night-thqt Paddy died,

Ellot’s Plea . .
(Tune: Take ‘me Out to the Ballganme}
Leap me up to the hassle, N
Blas%‘me-off.with the crowg, .
Give me some petrol, a century. trye; -
‘011, and dxygen,-parachute, too, :
And pieage remember ~he name, gsir.
Early flight: It will do, -
If it'g 2, 4, or element .lead, .
T'm the man for .you, e

Pop Goes T!':e‘_Weagg '

Around and around the § M. )
" The missile;phased the Weasel,
‘The Weasel gotnpigsed,.yha‘
Pop goes the wéasel._-,}.-.

¥illey p ter showed uavhere

to roll gn to displease'en;
One more pags wit@-ﬂEI;‘-‘
‘Pop goes the Weasel, - -

Did more than just tehug{gh‘

- The Ruseian Techs got all
" Pop: goes the'w;ngelax_d

i Li,dir,.':ingéré d1d their “Job;

we.lookgarbﬁh&'tor SAM ﬁiteﬁ,¢ :
~We grab their billg and squesaq__q,,
They show their asg, we;shqqt 1- OF;

' Pop goes the Wenmel. -




o5

Prisonet_'a Seng,

"

Oh I wish I _had someone to lové:me,

'Someone to call me their own; :
.Oh; I wish I"had someone to live with
"Cause I'm tired of living along..

. So please meet me tonight in’ the

moonlight, .
Oh, please meet me tonight all alone, S
For I have a sad story té tell ¥You, = -

L It's & story that § never. been known

11'11 be carried to that new jail to-.
. MOTTOW, - .
- Leaving my poor darling alone,

P

* With the cold prison walls all around

me,

*‘Aud mj head on a piilow of stone.

" Oh, if 1 ‘had ‘the  wings of an angel,

Over these: prison walls I would fly,
And 1'd 11y to the arms of. my povr
darling,

~And there I'd be willing to: die.

'-Rﬂﬂ!ed Bntlugh

I juat called up to tell you, that I'm ragged but right;
I'm.a thief and a gambling woman, . drunk every night,
I eat a porterhouse gteak three times a day for my board,

“That's. more. than: &ny selt—rasnecting girl: can afford;

I've got'a big handsome man to Play around et my teet

“A big elactric fan to keep me cool. “in: ‘the “heat; -

.For  I'm a rambling woman, a. gamhling’ womnn, and Lord, am I tight .
13

I just called up. to tell you that

th we' may be hrown skinned 1aasie
_We‘ve got those-wéllnbuilt?chatéih

: Like to mnke it 10nger but I've got ﬁ
-Our motto’ 8. "Gone with: the wind”

assqd but right




Rail Cutter
o0 Luiter
“(Tune: Cold,_Cold'Hehrt)

I tried mo hard, wild Bill, to cut .
That streak of’ railroad track

But I'm afraid that all I di4d

Was dodge that flying flak

I know that one 1a all it takes

To ‘blow ny —=- apart .
WhyScan't I get Just one rail cut
‘And melt your cold, cold heart?

Raccy To Herlin

It's a long,_nard road on a reccy to Berlin,
And. the flak was. bursting high, ;

And the P-47's. and, the P-51's, -

.They were guarding us high in the sky

We were half way between Lake Dummer and Hamburg

" When all hell broke loose ‘in the blue, .

"Cauge the Jerry's had epotted us from five o clock under
And they came up to see what’ they couid ‘do., -

Now the firet pags’ was made on the 462nd

Colonel, Showers was in the lead.

Oh, het mopped and he mopped :and he mopped and he mOpped
’Cauee he* thought he would never get home. ‘

: So theo Colonel ~he called to hig brave Navigator,
‘Said, "Give me a heading home', . -
- But tho navigator with his hand on the ripcord
‘said, "Hey, bay,: you re boing pome alone“,

80 the Colonel he called to his brave Bombardier,
. Sald, "Give me a heading home'", "

But the Bombardier had alrendy parted,
. “Thare was silence on the ship 8§ interphone._

So at twanty-two thousand he chewed on his candy, -
And he- mopped, . mopped, mopped, mopped; mopped.. .

.- Oh, he -mopped and mopped and he mopped -and he . mopped'
‘Cnuse he thought he, would never get home,

8o, with four enginel feathered he glided into safety
At the runway of his home basge,. .

And it's with great pride thft he tells 'this story
with a mop—eatin1 grin ‘on hie face.,...mop, mop!




Red Nﬁle m'..g: - _
(Tﬁne: Bﬁrimp.Bbafsj

Oh, the Red Nose Migs are comin'
Not & Sabre in sight

Oh), the Red: Nose Migs are comin’
And they want to fight. ’

Let's hurry, hurry home

Oh,, won't you hurry, hurry home?_ -
Oh, “the Red Nose Migs are comin'
Not d Sabre in sight! o

A
Red River Valley ,

. prom this valley they say you are going,-
¥e will miss your bright eyes and bright
smile, - S . - '
For they say you are taking the sunshine,

That has brightened my li:ekfor a while.

CHORUS: . _ .
Come and sit by my gide, little darling,
‘ Do not hasten to bid me adieu, - :
1 But remember ‘the Red River Valley,
And the cowboy who loved you .80 true.
! Do you think of this valley you're leaving,
J_ ~ 0f you're parents SO kind and mo true, '
! " Do you think of the kind Hearts you are
breaking, . _ R
-And’ thie oo¥boy -who loved you o true.
Coe voeve T a CHORUS s




"Ml:lb"ﬂ'l Ultl/n H__!
Tume-; Wahash Cannonball

S Lidten to the jingle the gruntin' and the- wheeze,

 As she rblls along the rinway by the BAC-9 and the trees.
-Hear the mighty roarin' engines as you leap off in the fop
You re leing through the Jungle in Republic's Ultra Hog.

We c;mb up from old Korat one steamy summer day,
: A- w pitched up on_ the target you could hear all the

: gunnere say, - i

'"She &8 big and. fat and ugly, she! -} really quite a dog,
She e known around the. country as Republic 8 Ultra Hog "

-.Here 8 to MacNamara, ‘his- name wi11 always emell ;
He'll always be remembered down in Fighter Pilots Hell
He frags all the targets and ‘sends us out to die,

... Be sends us into combat in Republic 8 105 .

-Listen to the Jingle the gruntin' and the’ wheeae,

"As she ‘rolls along. the runway by the BAC-9 and the trees,.
“Hear the' mighty roasin' engine as you leap off in the fog,
You re flying through the jungle in Republic 8 Ultra Rog'!!

]Bogu-Yoong

Oh they ve got’ no uae for glory in
-the ‘Infantry,

Nor no use or’ time for pralses loudly
‘sung. )
But'in every eoldier ‘8 heart in the
‘Infantry, o

Shines the name, ehinee the name of
-Roger Young. s S o o

CHORUB

Sinee the name, Roger Young,

'Fought and died with the men he
Smarched among,.; : Lo
To the everlasting glory of “the -
Infantry, " ‘
Lives: the story of Private Roger Young,

on the island of’ New Georgia in the
Solomons, !
Lies. a eimple wooden crose where he
. fell, - - :
Underneath the island of corals in
“the Solomons, )
. Sleepe a man, eleepe a man remembered
-.well ’ : .

,"cnoaus' -

=85 -




Roll Your Leg Over

If all little girls were like fish in the ocean
And 1f 1 were a whale I'd teaoh them the motion -
CHORUS : :
*, " FolIT your. leg over - oh roll your leg ovor
¢ . Roll your leg over’ the man in the moon,

t1f all little girls were like Gypsy Rose Lee o
‘-,\\ ‘And I were her G--String ‘oh boy what I'd see (cnon‘us)
If all little. girls were like 1ittle white flowers :
And I were a bee I'd buzz 'em for ‘hours - (CHORUS)

If a11 little girls were like shoop in the pasture
And I were a ram, I'd make 'em' run faster (CHORUS)

If all. 1ittle girls were liko mirses’ who wouid . 0
And. I' were a doc¢tor, I would if I coulq (CHORUS) SR

CIf all little girls were fust 1ittle vixins o
CAnd I were a fox, oh boy would I fix Tem ‘(CHORUS) -

. If all little girls were liko 1ittle ‘white chickens .
i And 1 were a rooster, I'd buzz. 'em’ a11 over, (CHORUB)
If allilittle girls were T1ikoe belll 1n ‘a tower '-‘kh o
And I were a clapper, 1'd bang 'em for hours. - (CHORUS.

' nomng Down The Run'waz

o Rolling down the runway at ninety-eight percent
I The Colonel, cut his throttle,
: My God, 1 was Hell bent.
I pulled off to the left,
And bounced into the boon docks, -
Glory, Glory Halleluja, what a bunch of "Rocks"

CHORUS - ‘ S R . '
Of, Halleluja, Oh, Halleluja. : ' o
1 Throw a nickel on the grass, save a fighter pilot's life

1. Oh; Halleli ja, Oh, ‘Halleluja, .

b - Throw .a nickol -on the’ grass .and you 11 be saved,

[ - I threw my throttle forward- o L ..
H Up to a hundred and one, - '

I bounced off the runway, it shore as hell wern t fun,
I pulled back on the Btick and ricocheted . sone more
Glory, Glory, what & "goat'" even at ftll bore,

I then . pulled up my gen:
. The cockplt filled with Emoke ,
S My wingman passed me by,
My God, 3t was no joke,
He .then looked me ali over,

G e




And saw a great long tear, : '
Glory, Glory Halleluja, how did that get there

I thenr came in for landing .

Just after it started to rain, - ' .
‘Andithere sat Flying Safety with a gosh-da&n ba11 and chain,
They sent me before the. board, a
Andrgavb me the works, . -

Glor?. Glory Halleluja, what a hunch of Jerks.

Safe Hand Mail .

(Tune: Wrech of the 0ld '97)

They .gave him his ordérs at old Itazuke - -
Saying: "Bill, you're way behind time; .

Take this safe hand -mail in your war-weary aighty
And put 'er in Nagoya on time,"

Bill turned and - he sald to his black grealy crew chief
"Is my spam can ready to rollve.
Just head 'er down the runway and Open up‘
And I'1l call Camel Control

e throte «"-‘?:':.

And his eighty did three snap rolls.:ﬂff

. He came roarin’ down the- bottam dqin' a mlllio
When the tip tanks came off with a gacream, ;.
They found hii in the wreck with his hand on t
Still flying the Tokyo béam"'-‘ e

Fare thee well, ou, fare thee well "
0ld Bill.broke his gighty all to. hell. i
‘There'll be no more. suki-yaki ‘at good ‘old: tpzu
Fare thee well, _oh fare thee well' : .

Sage Of Tho Old Mth

They gave him his ordErs at Group Operations
‘- Saying, "Casey you're. way -behind time,"
"It's now Kuneri but it's -old- Namsidong ;
'You must cut - them or.bust your ass trying, A
They climbed in their 80'a at quartar past eleven .
With the crew. ¢hief on the wing

The pilot said ""plug in. the power,

And listen to this B0 pilot sing".

They wers rollinhg down the runhway at 90 milel nn hour
And the nose.wheels broke the zround
They were. in the air-and .Yoaring o'er tha mountains
Headed up to that. flak infested town. : 3
~They pamsed over Jaedurand ‘skirted town,
- They passed over Hasju and’ gk:l.rted Ch:l.nanpb
And then headed up t




~lhen Denti-h Charlie looked 1nto his' radar.
And he turned Just a8 white as a ghost .
For the screen was blurred as the "trains" lert the atation'
And they climbed to angels 290 : ) :
We =aw their contraile headed. for us
And I wettad that flight suit of mine _ .
He started on his bomb run at 200 miles an hour
And he saw his wingman shoot paat L .
.- He flew thru his bomb blast at: altitude zero
L And he died with 8 rail tie up his ass., -

Save E!ghter hlot’ L.ite (l}

Oh, I lined up with the runway and headed for the ditch
I iooked down at mwy prop, my God, it's -im high pitch

I pulled back on the- stick and rose ‘into the air.

Glory, Glory, Halleluja ‘how did I get there?

\

R CHORUS: -~ Oh Halleluja, Oh Hallelujs -
| S - Throw a nickel on the grass
Save a fighter pilot's life.
Oh Halleluja, Oh Halleluja .
Throw @& nickel on the grals .
and you'll. be saved'

I started 1n to buzz I thought that I was- clear :
And when I clipped the flagpole, .I knew the end was near
I met the flying board, and .they gave meé- the works - -
Glory, Glory Hnlleluja whnt a bunch of Jarks.

W ... CHORUI

! . 0Oh, I fle' the traffic pattern, to me it 1ooked a11 right,

' wind ‘When I made Wy last turn; my God, I racked it tight -

d’ then the ship did: shudder, .the engine coughed and wheezed,
_yday, Hayday6 gglonel ., Spin instructions please..
. R] RN :

fo). -’m in the guttek with pretzalu in -my beer,

ith’ prétzels in my. whiskers, I ‘Knew the end. was near.
“THen came this gloridus Alr Force t0o save me from the worst .
vaerybody bust . butt and sing .the 'second. verse'"




Save A Fighter Pliot’s Llfe {15)

It was midnight In Koren, a11 the pilots were in bed :

¥When up stepped Colonel .y &nd this 1s what he said:

I hate this pTace’

Mustangs, genf!e piIoEs, Mustang- one and all :

Mustangs, gentle pilota - -and the pilots shouted Bw-s!.

.Then-up stepped a young Lieutenant with a voice as harsﬁ as bhrass
You can take thog G~- D-- Hustangs Jack and shove Yem up‘your Aem

CHORUS: Oh, Hallelujn,- Oh halleluja
" Throw a nickel on theé grass
- Save a fighter pilot's life
"Oh, Halleluja, oh halleluja
Throw a nickel on_ the grass
And you'll all be saved.

Cruiling -down the Yalu doing threevtwenty per

.1 called to my Flight Leader, "Oh won"t you save me sir"-
Got two big holes in-my wing, my tanks ain't got no ges ’
Mayday' - Mayday - Hayday - got six MIG's .on my A-=!

! flew my traffic patter, to me it looked all right

My air speed read 130, My God, I racked it tight -

1 turned onto the final my engine gave a wheeze.

Mayday - Hnyday - Mayday Leader' Spin 1nstructions please"“

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing hit the ground
Came & call from tower: "Pull up and go around";

Racked that’ ‘Mustang in the air a dozen feet or more

I'm on my bnck it's worse . than flak why did I use full bore?

Split S onto my bamb run I got .too G-- D-- low

1 prussed the ... = button, let both my bables go

1 sucked -the sTIck back in my gut - I-hit a. high-speed stall
Now I won‘t see¢ my mother when the 'ork's all done this fall’

They sent my up to Pyongyang, the brlef aaid “Skoshe ack. ack"
But_ by the time I 'got there my wings were holed by flak

My aircraft went into a spin, it would no. ‘longer “fl¥. -
Mayday - Hayday - Leader-T 1 am:too young to die.-'i_'-'” i
I bailed out from that Hustnng, my 1and1ng was top- line‘.
With my E and E equirment I made for onur front line.

‘But when I opened up my . rition tin to see what, was 1n Lt

The G-— D-- Ouartermaster hnd rilled ‘the tin with o,

Now in’ this’ Commie prison camp ¥ am obliged tﬁ ait’

For cne cannot go-very: far on'a’ ration tin-of! wm-,.

If 1 mm ever tree again, I will no longer g '
But '1'11 have’ Ouartermaa;sr bollix for brﬁh ast t111 1 diew

Cruisin' down tpe’Yalu, duing 650 psr ; S
Gave & call :
Oh, wo?'t S s e’ _e,

Ry



" .Got two big flak holes in my wings

My tank ain't got no gas .
Mayday, Mayday, Mayday ~ got six MIG's onmy .

'CHORUS: ' Oh Halleluja

et

Oh ‘Halleluja

Throw a nickel on the grass . : -
Save a, fighter pilot'e life '

Oh Halleluja, Oh Hallelujae .

= Throw a nickel on the grass

[ And you'll be saved, . '

Made my pattern, to me it 1ooked all right

My airspeed read 130

‘My God, I racked it tight

The airframe gave a shudder

The engine gave a wheeze

Mayday, Mayday, - Leader = Spin instruction- please'

+ - .CHORUS

Feuled up my crosswind landing, my. ‘left wing touched therground

Got a call from Mobile
Pull up and go around!
I racked that )

" A dozen feet or more

The B snapped
Oh, save me, ‘

in the air

. I‘ﬁ;oh fiy back .
. 1

. . . . . ,CHORUS

Strafin' on the panel
I made my pass to low
Came a call from tower:

I pulled that

She hit a high=speed stall

_"One more and home you go'!.

in the blue

Now I won't' be back this winter .
When the work's all done- thie falll:

Seelng Nellle Home
-—_-I—-_uq-

-;In the eky a. bright etar slittered
.. Oh the bank'a.pale moon ‘shone,. S
 And 'twas from Aunt Dinah'u quilting

arty

was- leeing Nellie home.-

CHORUS

"

I was seeing Nellie home,,g-f.

"1 wam geeing Nellie Home, "= . ..
" Ytwag from Aunt _Dinah'g quilting

party, T Wy ‘seeing Nellie‘homea S

AOn MY arin.a soft hand rested _

:Rest'g ‘Tight as ocean foam, ‘And ° S o
"twas from. Aunt Dinah's quilting. party, T

.wasg seeing Nellie Home. Do LI R

CHORUSB .

LR



own .
(Johnny Long's version)

There 8 a lhanty in. the town

On a little plot of ground,

¥Whore the. gre¢n grass. grows -

All around, all around,

Robf so tern, &0 hadly worn,
It\touchee to the ground.

It's just a tumbled ‘down ehack

‘And it's built way back

About 25 feet from the railroad track
"It lingers on my nind

Most all of‘the_time,

Keeps calling me back

To- my little grass shack. - .
I'd be Just as sassy as Haille Selassie v
"If 1T were .a king,

Wouldn't mean a thing

Roof .s0 tall = ’

Read the writing on the wall

‘But it doean't mean a thing
Hotga'doggone'thing; ) R

For there's a queen waiting' there

In a rockin'’ chair.

Blowing' her top on: 'Gaitor g beer
Looking' all around

And trucking' on down :

-.Yes, I gotta get back to my -hanty town,

She's Mare To' Be Pltlgd

_She a more ‘to be pitied thnn censored.
_Bhe's more to be helped than.despised.: -

-‘She's only a lassie who ventured .
‘Down live's stormy path ill-adviled.

- Do not scorn her with: words fierce and s
bitter, : i

Do .not laugh at her shame and downfall

For a. moment Just stop and consider,

A Flyboyfwns the oause.of_it all:,.

Shlne On I-Ia.tvest Moon

Shine on, ehine on, Harvest Moon
Up 1n. the sky. .

1 ain't had no loving since - :

- JAnuAry, - February, June, or July..

Snow time ain't no time to stay :
Outside ‘and. apoon,’ . I
So shine on, shine on, Harveet Moon o
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I've -ung this song, ‘and. I'11 sing 1t again o
Of the things that I°'ve done ‘and the places I've been.

© . Of wom& of the. ihings that have bothered my mind . S
i And a lot- of good wingmaﬁ that I'vu left behind Lo e

CHORUS

e S

] 80 LONG, ITS BEEN GOOD T0 KNOW Yo"

- 40 LONG, - IT'S BEEN GCOD TO KNOW YOU, S0 LONG IT'S BEEN GOOD T
+ © KNOW YOU '

|~ IT'S BEEN A LONG TIME SINCE;I'VE BEEN HOME

P SO I'VE GOTTA BE DRIFTING ALONG, .

CThis - story begiﬁs when we gathhrﬁd to brief:

| We listened to the words of our red hendgd- chiaf

. Re said, "Listen men and I'1l-tell you the tricks ~ - .
i . - About what is _the way with the. Bﬂ-mu-mnu~~-u~---CHORUS :

‘We. turned ‘on the runway and ltarted to roll v i .Z? L
. I gAve her the throttle and pourad on :the uoal v
The JATO was heavy, my God 1t waa thiek: '
- 80 I went on the gauges and ynnkad on- thd atick«upﬁ_ﬁng¢ﬁ0RUS

' We flew up to Sunan and dodged all- tha (lnk _
g - I called to my leader, "Oh plgase take me:. back" S
o But - 1nstead of turning, be muttered thana wﬁtﬂs»—-———ﬂﬁﬁﬁgqs‘i

We thewn went to Sukchon and. glide- qubed thq ra115

We broke to the right with flak on owp tedls," .

We rendezvoused high with the MIGS in’ the sug S :
And T thought to mysel? we lhohld nger ‘the’ gunhﬂ——s-éHORUB

When we circled to Join up 1t waE & gbﬁat racé" U r . w o
‘The MIGS would soou come up af d Pive g&ia: chape, - -
Number four man's five hundrefds. were till tiﬁhtly hung

If we ¢idn't leave soon we wdpld BurY, :ha auna-u---CRonus

HE T called my leader, ‘"I’m 1ow on fuelyi
" 1f you turn around quick I can get biack. to Seo
Just ‘then he shouted "There'w MIGS on: the lead. . :
So we'll break to the left And get up some speed—»———-CHORUS

" Well 1 broke to the left and felt a great jar -
A whistling golf ball had cut my main dpar, . .,
My. canopy . jammed and my engine flamed out ‘
And over:the RT 1 started to shout--a---#

% BUDDIES SO LONG, IT'S BEEN GOOD TO KNOW YOU ¢ . .

80 LONG, IT'S BEEN GOOD TO KNOW YOU ‘

- B0 LONG IT'S BEEN. GOOD TO KNOW YOU, BUT IT'S NOT MUCH THAT I CAN SAY
FOB IT LOOKS LIXKE I'VE AUGERED TODAY : . .

=72 -



.Show me the Wny to go home, . :

I'm tired and I want .to go’ to beq S

I had a little drink about an hour ago
'And it went. right to my head- )
¥hereever 1 may roam

0ver land or Bed or tvam

ﬂYdu can always hear me. singing this eong
"Show. me - the Wny to go home.

. Song g:l_ae Wolf Pack .
: Tune: Ghost Riders in the Sky t

_Oh pilote of the Wolt Pak

Go to the, briefing Toom

The mission is.a”good one .~
“To -the MIGS 1t 'will mean doom
' We're going up to Hanoi

To Kep and: Phuc Yen tog
. To write . .oip bloody record
In the annale of the blue

‘¥We take oti in our Phantoms
To -play .our deadly cards .

The engines make our‘:thunder

And our eyes are steely hard

. We're on the way to battle
The forcee of the foe i
We're certain to" destroy them
We'll seek them high and low. -

. We’ battle today, and make our kills
_The WOlf Pack 1n the sky T

We cycle thraugh the tanker
. The tension starts to- rise
. 'We go. to:meet our destiny

Awalting. in: the ekiee

. We tune .and arm our milsiles

As we streak acrosg the black
Our boss 'is.-in the forefront .
Leading the Wolf Pnck B

We' re ehowing on their radar
Their heairts ‘are full of-hate
They rise to meet the challenge
‘To meet thelr bloody fate
They're headed for disaster.

As any fool gan tell ‘ '
They dare to. face the WOlf Pack
We 11 shoot them clear to hell -

We battle toaay, and make our kills
The Wolf Pack in the Sky ’
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< . Wolf Padk-leastaysf"Contact“j .
- They're MIGS, & flight of. two'

: I'm'too'closé_fbr:thqjspgrrow
-The'ﬁidewinder'willﬂdo_;  - e
L’llaroll'ipto_ths'qix.o'clpck .

¢+ ;Behind the trailing MIG S
~°jAnd let him-have a missile -

- Just like a fiery GIG. .

- ‘Qh"otner flights engaged-itore. MIGS. -
Hot action filled the air L

© The Wolf Pack'!s lust was mated
- ‘Before heading for their lair :.

"The enemy won't =moon forget
i . The awesome deadly toll ‘ A
= "As the 8th Wing troops-return;to base )
| And make their victory rolls - . @ . :

We battle today and make our kills
- The Wolf Pak in the sky.~ : :
LA N 4. .
Stand To Your Gilasses -
A poor aviator lay a-dying
‘At the end of a bright summers day
And his comrades ‘were gathered around him_l

o T6 carry'his fragments away.
I o

Oh, his bird was piled up on his wishbone,
And his engine was wrapped around hie head
-And he wore a spark plug on each elbow '
'Twag plaih he would shortly he dead. -

Oh, hé spat out a valve and a gasket : o
As he stirred in the sump where ‘he 1ay, ~'
- And to his sorrowing comrades S T
. "~ These brave parting words he dig say: -

I'11 be riding a cioud in the morning
-With no Merlin before me to courge,

‘Bo come along,. and get busy .-
Another lad now wants the hearseg!

Take the manifold oyt of my larynx,
And the cylinders out. of my brain, S
Také the pigton rods out of my kidneys,

.~ And assemble the enginefagain.‘:_ﬁ;-_‘

With pilots as vld as,they seem, -
We'fly these worn out_ Mustangs..
Against :the MIG fiftean., =

‘.With=rusted-fiftiesuand réckéfﬁ,

o gEérgdtten_by the land that bore us, - -
.+ Betrayed by the ones«we held dear, -

e



N The good have all Gone before us"
And only the- du11 -are. st111 here

So, -tand to your glassea steady, SR
- This world is a world full of lies, R
,Here 85 a toast fo. those dead -already,
And here! SLto 'the.: next man to die..‘

%,
3

Straﬂ rg In A Molmtnin Pasa

uStrhfing in a. mountain pass
Couldn't nake the turn .
Twelve -tons of thunderjet
Watch that Bastard ‘Burn.

VWe've fought the MIG's at‘Kunure, we fought at Sinajee

Thqy nailed us down at. Kyomipo, and we lost quite a few.

‘We flew these birds from old K-2, gix thousand feet . they say
Don t ask a 49’er bovs the Bastards are all dead, Co

Sweete‘r Than The Flowers

oh, just a8 long as I can remember,

She"11 remain the rose. of my heart.
- Mom, took s8ick along in December, -

February brought us broken heartl.

The reason we've not called a family reunion,
We knew she wouldn't be there,
But after we thought it all over, Mama,

e knew that your spirit wasg thare._.

.CHORUS )
"Oh, no, I can’t forget: the hour.
‘You're the onliest one .Mom and sweeter. than the flowers.
Oh, no, there's no need to bother, - .
" to speak of you. now would only hurt father.
They all gatnered ‘round, I stared at their faces.
Their: heads were &ll bowed mighty Iow. .-
Thia was one time that we all had to face 1t
But we felt so- bad you know, -

It looked 80 good to see us tqgether,

But I had to look after Dad.

B ‘Oh, Dear Mama, When I passed by your coffin,
- I didn t want to remembar you dead.

ggnus : ) a
3 7o, Mama, we'll never ﬂorget you, .

and someday, we'll meet you up there.

-




. “Twenty-eight colonely;

:'ggugpgeogmgmacm

The girl of my dreams is the -weetest girl
of all the girle I know;
+ Each sweet’ qoed like a rainbow thread,
" Faded in ‘the after-glow.
For the blue of her eyes,

'And the gold of her hair

. ‘Are mn blend of the western skies.
- How the moonlight veans on the girl af
Y wy. dieams, -

.Bhé's the sweetest of Sigma Cht

"ﬁmg Low Bweet Gharmt

1.lodked over Jordon,

And. what did 1 see thare,'
Ceming for to carry ‘me -home?

A band of angels coming after me,
-thing for to carry me home.

Cﬁonvs . L
Swing low, sweet: chariot, L
Coning for to. carry me home, "
Swing low, aweet chariot, -
.Cumins for to carry me home.

‘If you get there before I do -
Coming for to .carry me home, "~ - -
“ell a11" ny friends: I'm coming - too,‘
'Com1ng for- to .CArry me home ,

‘mic: He'adquarte;-s 18 the f'ﬁ '

“Lote of brass-with nﬁtﬁihg to do - -
TAC Heddquarters. i8 the placé for you’
Chicksn. chicken chicken, chicken..l.:'

-

>!e!1 Me \'ihx

l

I:mTell ma why the atarl do snine,

Tell-ie: why the ivy twinel,‘ ‘
-/Tell me why the akies are blue,:
And T will tell you Just why R
i & Iovo you, :

Aﬂlacluue God" made ‘fhe 8tars té shine, ;J
‘iBegause God made tgd Tey-twine: .
oause God made the sk{es Ho blue,-




Jell Me Your Dream,

You had a dream, dear,-
I had Jne too,

Mine ‘was ‘the best dream
Bocause it was of you; -
Come sweethemrt,’ tell me
No¥ is the time, .

You. tell me Yyaur dream
And 111 tell you mine,

I wa.s waltzing with my darling

To the Tennessee Waltz.

¥hen an old friend I happened to meetf
Introduced hifi’to my loved one.

And wile they were waltzing
My friend stole my sweetheart from me.‘

1 remenb r th- night’

.And the Tennesseg Waltz. ' :
Now 1 know Just hom much I have lostr
Yea, I loat my l1ittle darling :
The hight they were playing

The beauttful Tenoessee Waltz

That Odﬂ Of Mige

ot a soul down on the corner
That's a pretiy certain sign, .
Those wedding bells are breaking. up
That old gang of. mine.

: There goes Jack. there goes Jiu,
? Down thru lover's lane,. .-

‘Now and then we . meet a ain,

- But -they don‘t seem th  BAWME.. .

Gee, .1 get a lone-ome feeling, : -

"When I hear those ehurch bDells chime;
'Chuse thgse wodding bells Are hrenking up
That old gang ot mine.‘_r L




The Biue Tail Kly .
. When 1 was young I used to wait.
On master and ‘give him hise plate,

And pass the ‘bottle when he got dry -
Ahd brush away the blue tail fly. =

CBORUS : S o

Jiimie cyack ‘corn and ‘I don‘t care,
Jimmie erack corn and I don't care,
Jimmie crack corn and I don't care,
My master's gone away. =

And when“he'd ride in the afternoonm,
I'd follow after with a hickory broom
The pony being rather shy

“ When bitten by a blue tail'fly...CHORUS

On day he ride around the farm,

The flies so numerous they did swarm,

One chanced te bite him on the thigh,

The devil take the blue’ ,tall fly...CHORUS

The peny run, he hump, he pitch

He threw my master in the ditch,

‘He died and the jury wondered why, . i
The verdict wal the blue tail fly...CHORUS

They buried him under. a simmon tree,--r
"His epitaph is there to €ee....... T
Beneath thié gtone I'm forced to iie
v1ct1m of the' blue tail fly P GHOHUS s

Mﬂﬂm&u

-The Coed and’ ‘the Cadet were courting 1 declare, ‘
Down' by the gate théy didn't know that I was there
Oh the Coed she was zsshful and Cadet he was shy,
He asked her: if he coéuld and this was her reply-

" You can do.it if you wanna
uBut_yqu!d hetter do it right
You'd better not do it
Like yoy:iid the other night
Calﬂe if you do, I'm telling you

~"L*¥11 never let you do it ngain
I rnally mean 1it,

_1’11 nevar let you kisl me again

B 4




The Cowboy's Lamépt ) ' \
As I walked out on ﬁhe,streets of Laredo, ' i
As I walked out 1n Laredo one day, - .

I apled a .cowpuncher all wrapped in white linen,
,All‘wrapppd in white linen us cold as the ¢lay.

Play the dad march as you carry me along,
Thke-?e to the valley, there lay the sod o'er me,
Foe 1'@ A young cowboy anQ'Ikknow I've_done wrong@-

0,_béat the drﬁm_sioﬁly and play'the,fife-lowly,_ 

I @ee by your outfit -that you are a cowboy, -
Thére words he did say as T slowly stepped by,
Come sit down beside ne and hear my sad story, '
I'm shot in the breast and I know I must die, -

It was once in the saddle I used to go dashing,

Once in the gaddle I used to go gay, . ) ‘ .
Then I first tock to drinking and then took to gambling,
Got shot. in the breast and I'm dying todya. . o :

Let sixteen gamblers come carry my coffin,

Let six.pretty_mnidens come ging me a song, :
Take me to the graveyard, there Toll the sod o'er me,
For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done. wrong-

We beat the drum slowly and played. the fife lowly,

And bitterly wept as we hore ‘him along, : )

For we all loved our comrade so brave, young, and handsomé,
We all loveqd our comrade although he'd dons wrong, e

The Fog'gz, F_ogg-z Dew

When I was a bachelor, I loved all alone, "

I worked at the weaver's trade; |

And the only, only thing that I dig

‘that was wrong, . - '

Was to woo a fair young maid,

I-wooed her in the wintertime, -

Part-qf the sumymer, too, S

And the only, nly thing that I did

that was wrong, - . e T ‘
Was to -keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.




The Ho-Chi-Min Trail
Tune: The Navajo Trail -

Everyday along about sunrise ]

-When the sky line is beginning to pale°

& load six seven-fiftles

And -fly the Ho-Chi-Min Trall., i
I hate to see the flak a buratin' 'round me,
I shiver. when I think about 1t's &ting

But over yonder hill the SAMs are rising
They always seem to yank my pucker string.

Well, what do you know, it's Bingo already,
And two hundreds the course that T aail.
Tomorrow I1'11 load more gseven-fiftiea

nnd fly the Ho-Chi-Min Trail

_Th.e Man Behind The Armor Plated Desk

Enrly in the morning when engines start to roar
1 You can see the old goat standing
y Beside his office door,
. He'll be sweating out the take~off

As he's often done before.
‘The man behind ithe armor door -

Four times he's led ue up there
: And he always led us back
1 For he circled o'er the IP:
i As we went in to attack, ‘
He said, "I'm hard yet fair, hoys, but allergic to ack ack™ . -
And when the target's sighted :
Who inspires our attack?
" Who says, "Hundreds may go. 1ln, lads, i
. But a few arn't coming back,"
‘ Who says, "We;ll disregard the minimum
i ¥hen you suppress the flak," :
‘The man behind the armor plated desk

!- _ And wher the ‘mission's Qver
: And debriefing they should be
You can search the whole field over
but not a pilot will you see.
| For they'll be.at &he "0" club
l ¥With a mixed drink in their hand
.Singing MThe Man Behind The Armor Plated Delk"
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The Little Brown Mouse

Oh  the liquor wae spilled on the bar-room floor
The Bar was closed for the night . I
When out of his hole came a little Brown Mouse |
And he sat in the ale moonlight . -
He lapped up the liquor on the bar-room floor

As back on his hauncbes he sat o

And 'all night long you could hear him roat

"Bring on your goddamn cat!" -

:[hg Ecrsian Kitty

The Persian Kitty, perfumed and fair
. Went out to.the kitchén just to get some air
. .When a Tom Cat, 1lithe, lean and long,
Dirty and yellow, came along, ,
Now he zniffed that perfumed Persian Cat
As she walked around with much eclat.
Thinking of a bit of time to pass
He wispered, "Baby, you sho got class™.

And fitting and proper was her .reply

As she arched a whisker right over her eye.
"Daily, I'm fed on certified milk

And nightly I sleep on pillows of siik.

I should be happy with what I've got,

I should be happy, but happy I'm not,

1 should be happy, I should indeed

Just cause I'm highly pedigreed",

"Cheer up", sald the Tom Cat with a smile
"And trust your new found friend for awhile,
You need not escape from your backyard fence -
Baby, all you need is experience®.

Now the joys of 1life he did unfurl = -

As he told her the tales of the outside world
Suggesting at last with a lurid laugh ‘
A trip for the two down the primrose path.

Now the morning after the night before

The Kitty came home about the hour of four.

The innocent look from her eyes had went, and.

The smile on her face was a smile of content. .

-In later years the neighbors came

Just to see the Persian kittens of pedigreed fame,
They weren't Perdian, they were black and tan,

And she told them that their daddy was a traveling man
A traveling man, a ratching, scratching traveling man,
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“" The Red River Valley

To the valley he said he was flying

" and he never saw the pay that he earned.
Many jocka have flown into the valley
And a number have never returned,

So0'1 listened as he briefed on the mission.
Tonight at the bar TEAX flight will sing,
But we're goin' to the Red River anley
and today you re flying my wing.

On the flack is =m0 thick in the valley, :
That the MIGs and the missiles we don't need
S0 fly high and down sun in the valley-

And guard well the aag of TEAK lead.

Now 1f things turn to shit in the valley

{ And the briefing that I gave you don't heed,
+ They'll be walting at the Hanoili Hilton

And it's fish heads and rice for TEAK lead.

" We refuelad on the way to the valley,

In the states it had alwaya been fun,

But with thunder and lightning all around ua,
'TWas the laat A.AR, for TEAK one. :

Oh, he flew. through the flack toward the target
With his bombs and his rockets drew a bhead,

. But he never pulled out of his bomb run,

'Twas fatal for-another TEAK lead.

S0 come and s5it by my 'side at the briefings,
We w111 sit there and tickle the heads, )
For we're going to.the Red River Valley

And my callsign today is TEAK lead!

1Wm'Thud Drhnws'TQQEE
Tune: Whiffenpoof Song

From a hootch in Southeast Amia,
To the place where aces dwell .
To the strip c¢lub down at Zuke
We knew s0 well.

Sing the fighter jocks assembled
#ith their glasses raised on high,
‘-aing they poorly not too clearly,
loud as well -

‘We.will throw our glasses wildly,’

. And throw our .bomhs as well
: _And the\tinks*nt Two-A,D. can go to hell
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We are poor 2ighter Jocks who have lost
our way,

Help-v-Help---Help. ¥e flew to the town
‘of Hanoi today, Help--~Help~~—Help E

Steely eyed pllote up in the blue,

Lead got zappad by an SA-2,

Let's haul ass or they'll zapp us’ too,

A--—---— ————— -B——m-.........._--now 1

e

ﬂa Yellow Kfm Of Hanoi

There 8 8 yellow rose in’ Hanoi
¥ho loves 'a fighter crev.

‘She: Tuns the Hanoi Hilton

And she longs to welcome you,

- Her father's name is Ho Chi Minh
He has a long goateé,

And 1f you greet him nicely,

He will lat you stay for free,

CHORUS : Her eyés are shaped 1ike almonds,

C ~And I'11 give you a hunch,
I don't want to meet her family, o
Cause they're a nasty bunch, ‘
_It's Zigh heads .and rice for breakfast

<7 And fish heads and rice for tea..

But so long asg they don't catch me, .
No fiah henda .and rice for ms,

Oh, you may fly a Phantom,

or. you gay fly .a Thud, '

But 1f you fly to Hanoi, Better
listan to me Bud, :
You may talk of girls’ in Bangkok
Or Los Angeles and éuch,

But the yellow réde of Hanoi

Is just & bit too much.

CHORUS «
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There Are No mgmer Pilots

Oh there are no fighter pilots ‘down in Hell
Oh there are no fighter pilots down in Hell
. The place ig full of queers’
Navigators, Bombardiers
ut there are no fighters pilots down in Hell

Oh there Are no tighter pilots in the states

Oh there are no fighter pilots in the states . -

They are off on foreign shores

Making mothers out of whores o

Oh there are no fighter ‘pilots in the states
Oh. the bomber pilot's life is just a farce
Oh the bomber pilot's life is just a farce
The automatic pilot's on

Reading novels in the john . .
'Oh the bomber pilot's life is just a farce

Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare
Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare
His gyros are ungaged

And his women overaged

Oh the'bomber pilot never takes a dare

Oh there are no fighter pilots in Fifth
Oh there are no fighter pilots up in Firth
The place is full of brass

8itting round on their fat ass,

Oh there are no fighter pilots up in Fifth -

"Oh there are no fighter pilots in anan,

. Oh there are no fighter pilots in Japan
-They are all acroas the bay ™ ‘ .
Being shot at every day - ) !
Oh there are no fighter pilots in Japap'

Oh it's naughty naughty naughty but it's nice
if you-evbr do it once you'll do it twice
It'1l wreck your reputation

But increase the population

-It'e naughty naughty ‘naughty but It's nice

‘When a bomher Jockey . walks' into our club
‘When 1 bomber jockey walks into our ¢lub
He don't-driuk his share of suds

‘ All he -does is flub his dub -

i  Oh there are no fighter pilots down in Rell




Throttle Bender
(Tune: McNamara's Band)

My name is Throttle Bender,

1'm the leader of the gang;

Ii burn up 1lots of engines,

But I don't give a hang,.

T¢ me full bore is normal cruise,
Cduse I don't give a darn; :
My:boys can never catch me

- They've got a lot to learn,

CHORUS: We are the boys from Itazuki,
- We are the boys from itazook,

We. are the boys from Itazukl; .

We fly with the _ Group.

My name is Threttle Bender
I'm the leader of the Group,
I always cavse confusion-
But I don't give a hoot,
I'climb too slow, I dive too fast
I pull excessive G's,
I know my boys are following,
I hear thelr knocking knees.
“ + « +« ~CHORUS

My name is Throttle Bender,.
I'"m the leader of the Wing.

I haven't led a group in years
'S0 I don't know a think

About the wing formation, boys,
That I am going to lead;

- But I'm the Wing Commander .

80 there really is no need.

. . . « JCHORUS

Now 1f you lead m flight, boys,

Or if you lead a Group; 1
Lend an ear and you will hear

The latest kind of poop.

From ToKeeyo to Sazzmago
“You'll hear the boya all say, )
The leader bént the throttle, so -
I had 1t rough today.

¢ « + + » CHORUS



Tip perary

It's a 1ong wny to Tipperary.

It's & leng way to go-

It's a long way to Tipperary,.

"To the . . sweeteat girl I know
Farewell to Piccadily, :
Good—by Leicester Square, :
It's a long, long. way to Tipperary,
But my heart's right there.

Tlptanlm And Tallpeips :

Bless them all, bles- them all,

Bless tiptanks and tailpipel and all :

Bless old man Lockhead-for building this - Jet

But I know a guy who 18 cussing him yet.

“"cause he tried to go over the wall ,

With tiptanks and tallpipes and alT,

The needless. did cross, and the wing- d1d come orr
With Tiptanks and Tailpipes and all

Through the wall, through the wall
Through the bloody invisible wall,
That transonic journey is nothing but rough :
As bad as a rideé on the local base bus,
So I'm staying awiy from it all o
Subsonic for me and that's all

It you! re hot you might make it,’

But you're prbb'ly break it - :
Your butt or your neck, not the wall

o



1Ytanit

Ch, they bullt the ship "Titanie"

And when they had it through

- They thought they had a ship

" i That the water would not come through

‘But the Good Lord raised his hand

‘S8aid that ship would never land

Tt was sad when that. great ship went down.‘
GHORUS.

It was sad, 1t was sad,

It was sad when that great ship wnet down -
Husbands and wives (High aqueaky voice) little bitty
children lost their lives.

It was gad when the great ship went down.--

They were off for England

And Were headed for the shore,

And the rich refused to associate with the poor
So they put them down below

And they were the first to go

It was sad when that great ghip went down.

CHORUB

Oh, they put the life boats out

In-the raging burning mea,

. And the band struck up with "N‘er My god to Thee"
Oh, the Captain tried to wire .

But the wird was on. fire -

It was sad when that great ship went down

CHORUS .

!rggﬂ,Tramm'1¥qgg

In a prison cell I sit, thinking, mother, dear, of you )

~ And our bright and hnppy home- so far away," '
And the tears they fi1ll my eyes, spite of all thnt I can do,
Tho' I try to cheer my comrades and he brnve.

CHORUS: . Tramp, tramp, tramp, the boys are marching
-"Cheer up comrades, they will come, S
And beneath the starry flag,
‘We shall breathe the ailr again,
Of the freedom in our own beloved home._

In the ‘battle front we etood when the fiercest charge they made,
And they swept us off a hundred men Or more,

But- before we reached their- lines, they were beaten back dismayed
And we henrd the cry of victory of er and o'er.

~ CHORUS: .
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A trash hauler flew overhead

One dark and Windy Day.

He passed above our runway,

As he flew -upon his way,

When all at once our tlight ottour
Gave him an awful fright-

We flew within a. hundred feet

And pitched out on-his right.

Yippee Aye Aay
Yipee Aye Ooh ‘ , .

Trash Haulers In the sky,

We called out on the radio

‘He hit a power dive -

And prayed to God and Orville Wright
That he'd remain alive,-

He cut down through our pattern .- -
And pulled about two "G's", Co
When he regained control again

He barely cleared the trees,

Yippee Aye Aay
Yippee Aye Ooh . :
Trash Haulers Tn fEe sEyﬂ

We told him on the radio

‘We sald to him "My Son".

We said "My boy- 1f you want to live :
You'd damn well better run',

80. push those frappir throttles up
And head-across the sky, .

And never venture near again -
thre Phantcm pilotl fly.

Yippes Aye Aay
Yippee Aye Dah
Trash Haulers i iﬁe BE .-




Twelye Days Of Tet
(Tune: T2 Days oI Christmas)

n the First day of "TET"
My D,O. gave to me, L
_&wnmapmmmFAO.

'§ cond - 2 CBUs oo

THird - 3 Rocket Launchers’
“Fourth .- 4 High Drags
Fifth 5 Hand Grenades
Sixth « 6 Side Winders
Seventh ~ 7 7508

Eighth - 8 Charging Sparrows
Ninth -~ 9 Nasty Napes
Tenth - 10 Tons of Bombs
Eleventh - 11 Lady Fingers
Twelvth - 12 Firecrackers

YViolate Me
‘violate me in the violet:time
In the-vilest way that you know,
‘To. the best-things in life
1 am utterly oblivious;
Give me' a life that is lewd .and -
lascivious, - . R
“Violate me.in violet. time -
In the vilést way that you know,
Ravage me,. BAVAZS MO B
Utterly dahage me, .:
On me no: mercy bestow.
Viclate me in the violet time
In the vilest way\that you. know,

~ B9 -~



XYirgin Sturgeon

Caviar comes from a virgin sturgeon
Virgin Sturgeon is a very fine fish’
Virgin sturgeon needs no urgiln'
That's why caviar is my dish.

¥ : ;

:

Shad roe comes from a 'soarlet shad fish -
Shad fish have a very sad fate

Pfqgnant shad fish 1s a sad fish

Got that way without a mate

-.Oyaters they are fishy bevalves
They have youngsters in their shell
How they diddle 1s a riddle
But they do, so what thé hell,

The green sea turtle's mate is happy
With per lover's winning ways

First he grips her with his flipper
Then he flips her and grips for days

Vive L'Amour -

Good fellow-hip brings us together today,
Vive la/compagnie' . =
It lights up our faces and nakes our hearts.
gay, . . - N
Vive la compagnie’ o S

CHORUS: . - : K o -
Vive la, vive 1a, vive l'amour,- :

vive la, vive 1lg; vive -1’amour!

Vive L’amour, vive I*amour,

Vive-1la compagnie' C

Each man to his neighbor his hand now
‘extend, G

Vive 1a compagnie’ .

Completing -2 cirecle of - true 1ov1ng friends;
Vive 1a campagnie..

CHORUS

Come fill up your glalses I'11 give you
a toast o .
Vive la- compagnie. .

Here's health to you friend, our kind .
‘worthy host, .
Vive 1a . compagnie.

CHORUS . S




: Wnbagl- th‘nm all

From the great Atiﬁqtic Ooean,
To .the wide Pacifid.Shore, R
From the sweet 0! lowing. mountains
T6 the south- Iand the. moor. /. =
Bhe's known quite, well by all
For :she's the combination
of the Wabnsh Cannon Bnll

cnonus-

Lieten to the jingle, _ ‘
The rumble and the. roar,-

As she glides:along the woodlands,
Thru the hills and by the shoré;
Hear the mighty rush.of the engine,
Hear .those lonesome hoboes squall
‘While travelin': thru the jungle

On the Wabash Cannon Ball

‘Our rastern statés are dandyfr
%o the people dlways say, -
rom- New York to St. Louis
And Chipago_ by the wayg =
From the- hills of: Minnesota
Where: the rippling waters f
N6 changes ‘cah. "be taken
On the-"abash;Cannon Ball

She came @wn to Birmiugham
One cold; Dec

-9 =



Waltzing Matildn

One a jolly swagman camped by a brill—nlong ) ,

Under the shade of a. coblibah tree, :

And he sang as he sat and walted t111 his C
billy bolled; EE ;
You 11 come a—waltzing Matilda with me. o .

CﬂORUS‘

Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda,
‘Yoy®ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.
And he sang as he -at and whlted till his
‘billy belled,

You'll come a-waltring Matilda with ne.

Down came & jumbuck to drink at the
brill-along; -

Up jumped the Swagman and grabbed him
.with glee, ‘
-And he sang as he stowed that Jumbuck in
his tucker bag:

Youfll come a-wnltzing Matilda’ with me."

‘......CHORUS

.]g rm Summers Moming {0 'R.l!ex's?.'Bgzzr

“Twas 4. warm summers morning, ‘the Migs were all -warming

',And we ‘were toq far on the roam

~When' the flight" leader said, to his flight with tails red

- "Bail -out,- we.can't stay where we .are",

“We shed Jour;tiptanks and turned on our,flanks, ’

Ahd ‘we. headed our asses for home : o

hen up from'the ground came the. fla'

"My..God how I wish I'd stayed home, o
perationg never. told usg, the-thing, ha, @ hould have knownf
B, : : » N - . P

11 around

how. yoﬁrweighty ‘moans -~ and it groama

"Thirty-fiva inore migsions and I'11. be. headed back

Back to Truman s Island where there s no Goddamn flak




Wait Till The Sun SHines Nellie.

Wait 'till the sun’ shines, Nellie,
And the clouds go drifiting by,

We will be so happy, Nellie,'
Don'% you cry.

Down Lover's lane we'll wander,

: Sweethearts, yoa and I.

‘ Wait 'till the &un shines, Nellie
;. Bye and Bye..

Wax Back In The Hiils

.Way back 1n the hills as a boy I ‘once wandered,
Buried deep.in.the ground . )
Lies the girl that I loved; = -
She was ctlled from this enrth
A jewel from'. Heavbn, R

More preclous than diamonds,
More precious than gold..,u.‘

'CHORUS. : :
A jewel here- ‘on earth

A jewel 1in Heaven,

qShe'll brighteu the

éMay‘the angals'have:paac
'God bless heér in Heaven;
: They ve broken my hea
wAnd they‘ve left ne.to

: “courtéd.eaéh ther
"Bhe ‘promiged soméday,

]To bacom Sy sw'et wir

.of diamonda : and 2O d,
But it eantt hol
'Qf  one’ précious: jewal
1She '8 resting in pénce.

EESC



_We'te Here For Fun” . ' .
(Tﬁne:rﬂuld Lang Syne)

We're here. for fun right trom the sturtf
So drop your dignity.

Just laugh and sing with all your heart
And show your loyalty; :

May all your troubles be forgot

Let this night be the best

Join‘in the songs we sing tonight

Be happy with the rest..

When Yon Were Sweet Sixteerl

I love you ag T never lovad before : o
Since first I saw you on the village groen .
Come to me, ere my dream of lové is 0’ :

"1 love you as I loved you - .
¥hen you were sweet sixte¢n, - . -

When You Wore A. ’I\lﬂp

.When you woré a tulip o
A big ‘yellow-tulip, :

‘And I wore a. big red rose,
. When you caressed. me, . )
"Twas then heaven blessed: me," B
You made 1life cheery, ' .

¥hen you called me deary, . -
¥Way down where the blue grass grow"
Your lips were sweeteér than Julip
When you wore a tulip o
And I wore i} big red; r?ﬁe,:ﬁ.v.

““Will‘you 1ove~us" _
; a'll always;-

And .the parties that we Knew. i 2
When ouy leaves have ‘turned to: silver
N ;ck them up your flue' el

el



Tune;

Where Have All The Old Heads Gone .

¥here have all the soldiers

Long. time passing.

Where have all the sbldierl

Long time ago,.

*Where have. all the soldiers

¥here Have A11 The Flowers hone_

gone?
gone?

gone?

:They've all gone to:Vietnam.

‘When will they ever,
~Ch, when will they even learn?

Where have all. the
Long time passing

~kearn;

Vietnamese gone?

Where have a11 the vietnnmese gone?

Long timeago.

Where have all the Vietnamese gone?
They've all become Viet ‘Cong
Oh, when will-we ever learn;
Oh,  when w111 we ever learn?

Where have a11 the VC's gone?
- long time passing.

¥here have all the
Long. time ago.
¥here have all the

To fix -the bridges

Oh, when will they
Oh vhen - w111 they

VC's gone? ..
VC's gone"
that we bomb,-

ever learn;
ever 1earn? :

Where do: a11 the Weasels go? -
" Long time passing
¥here do all the Weasels go?

Long time ago.

Where do all the Weasell go?

Oh, when will they
Ch, whpn will they

Where have all the
Long time passing,
Where have all the
Long time ago. .

Where have all the
They've been down,
Oh, when will they
Oh, when will they

- 0'er the ridge to meet the foe,
‘ever learn;

ever learn?

SAM sites gone?

BAM sites goné?

BAM sites gone?
oh, g0 long.
ever learn'
ever learn?

Where do all the strike flights go?

Long time passing.
Where do all the strike flights

Long time ago.

go?

Where do all the strike flights go?
‘Cross the fence agnin, I know,

.-95'*‘



Oh, When will they

Oh, When will' they

' Where have all the

- Long time passing.

¥here have a11 the
Long time ago.

. Where have all the

Adng the railroad,

.0, when will they

Oh, when will they

Where have all the

Long time passing.

-

_Baa,

Where have dll the

-Lohg time ago,

Where have all the
They've gone home,

ever learn,
every learn?

flak sites gone?

flak’ sites gone?
flak sites gone?
Oh, so long.
ever learn;
evér learn?
old heads gone?

old heads gomne?

old heads gone?

their tour is done. .

You see, they ve finally learned;

: _“ﬂﬂﬂbngmM!Sggg

"To the tablea down

: T "the place. where Louis Dwells" :
. Td the dear old Temple Bar we love so well,
. S4ing the Whiffenpoofs assembled CoL

¥With thelr glasses

" 'Oh yes, they've finally learned.

at Mory ]

ralsed on high

And the magic of their singing’

. 0f the songs we love so well,
Y"Shall L wasting" and "Mavourneen"
.and the rest,

We will serenade our Louis,
.While life and voice shall last,

Then we'll pass and be forgotten with the Fest.
We're poor little lambs who have

lost our way, Baa,

Baa, Baa,

Gentlemen songsters off on a spree
Demned from there to eternity,
God have mercy on such as we,

Baa, Baa,
Ythlhunwa

The

moon was shinning on ‘the ‘barroom floor

The jolnt was closed for the night’
When out of the corner crept a little fat ‘mouse
And sat in the pale moonlight.

He lnpped up the 11quor from the barroom floor-‘
And back on ‘his haunches he sat

Then to that empty

room sald

" BRING WOUR GODDAMN CAT,



 Who Ovima This Clab
Oh, ‘We're the boys from the - Ty
You've heard s0 much‘nbout--'-""'““"
. The mothers keep thelr daughters in
Whenever we g0 out.. : :

"We're always drinking whiskey

. And we're always full of booze

i Ohiwe're the boys from the C
And wo the hell are youse? :

Who owns this olub CO~WAR-WA

Who owns this club co-wa~-wa - _

Who owns this club the people cry-eye-eye
' we- own this ¢lub oo-wa-wa : o
‘We own this club  co-wa-~wa . T
ST Iighter Group wq_reply-eye-eye

'hepqat_L' .

Wild Weasel =

“Tune: Sweet Betsy From Pike

.Wild Weasel, Wild Weasel, they .call me by name,
“I}tly'up'oh Thud Ridge, and play the big game.
_1-11y,o'er the valleys and hide behind hillsj
T dodge all the missiles, them g» in for kills
“1'm g lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot, {fine hear,
“Come Weak guns, some weak guns; they're all off at one.
-'Bqt:ﬂon‘t.worry-fellows;'for-threata;'there are none, -
- There's & big one just looking at two o'tlock now.
“ There's flak all around us, They've shooting, and how,
i'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit«hot, %ine bear. '
Keep moving, they're shooting. The target's at eight.
Go burner, now roll in, don‘'t pull it off stralght. -
A nissile'! A missile! Let's take it on down. - .
Oh God, ‘where's that bastard? My f1light suits turned brown.
~I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot, fine bear. '
Now pull it up, pull up, and head for the BkKy.:
The missile's at two, boys; now watch 1t sall hy.
There's smoke from the 4AM site out there ln the grass.
Set "em up hot, boys, and we'll nail his ass. ST
I'm lonely .-Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear.
wild Veasel, Wild weagel, They've called me by name,
1 flew o'er the fence, and I've won the bilg game.
\Oneﬁhundred;'One_hundred, 1'm heading for home.
And oyver those damn hills, -I'11l never mors roam.
I'ma lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot,fine bear




~ Will The Migs Come Out To Play
Tuneo My Indiana Home}

When the SAMs start rising from old Haiphong

- .Harbor,

-And;the 83's start puffing at Kap Hay, .

You will know your target’s just

. ‘around that mountain .
And'you wonder 1f the MIGs will come to plny

Oh; you reach your pull up point and

© .. -start your pop up,

.And the- tracers seem to urge you on your way,
You see the bridge and as you, start

.. . your rollin,

-You wonder 1f the MIGs will come to play,

jOh, You? ve ‘dropped your bombs and now
.. you're off and running,

"Jinking hard you're on your merry way,
‘And as you reach the Jagged limestome

- ridges, ’

-~ You wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

.. "Oh, you've reached the coast and all
:.the ‘sea. is .friendly :
"Yuur ‘fuel iz low, but not too low you say,
. I can make it back to Korat nice.and ealy,
'LIf only the MIGS don't come to play -

aoh--you start your climb And now you )
LOE T reatdgt eany;

: TAdrink aof water helps you on your way,

) ‘But A glint ‘of light, A speck up high,_
v and you Know, :
MIGS have'fin-al 1y come out to play.

Gh, your burnar 8 lit, you re. diving -
'fdown, ‘you're running,

- But his  overtake 1s must to great today, .
4,In your dlnghy bobbing on the Gulf of Tonkin,

3Y0u wigh: the MIG- Just hadn't ‘eone to play*"

- 98 -




‘Wreck Of Old Ninoty-Soven -

“There were 97 airerft parked'out on the apron.
And theére wasn't room for more . . e
How the first 96 were.of modern consitruction .
-_l\qd, the last was & I\)H-l!. ) o

. The firet 47 were reserved for the majors

And the c¢aptains had the next 49 -

Théere was one ship left on the end of the apron ..’
It}mas'theslaat'ship in the 1line.

1t was old "97" .and her fuselage was rusty

-And her wings were warped.and bent. - ‘ T
‘And she sagged ih the middle. like a-cow in the pasture
Like a cow that was .quite content. : '

Then a 2d Lt wandered into operations
And he asked for a ship or two ’ : e
But they said, ''Young man we are mighty short of alrcraft,
But we'll see what we can do". ) : IR

It was old "97" and she had a fine record

‘But she hadn't been flown that year ' _
And she growled and she groaned whén he warmed up her engine
tCausie she knew that her end was near. ’

Bo ‘they flew over Birmingham and South, Alabana
1711 the clouds began to fall R T,
741l they settled down on the tops of the mountaina. .
And you could't see a thing at all, - T .

‘ _ I

‘80 he turned to the left and he flew -into a snowstorm
So he turned back to the right: T T
/¥Pil ‘he found a railroad going in .hie direction and he sald
By God, we'll get there tonight".. R .

‘Then he pointed her nose in a southerly direction

And he kept those tracks in sight .

1Til they disappeared in the side of a mountain:-
-And. he' ended his last long flight. '

1t was 01d."97" with her nose in the mountain

-And her wheels upon the track .

‘Now her throttles were bent 1n the. forward direction
.Bqt her engine was pointed back. B i '

All you Air Force ladies please take fair warning
‘No matter where you roam S K :
Never say harsh words to your aviator boy friend
He may leave you and never come home.



l'ellow Rme 0! Texas ‘

There's a yellow rose in. Texas, I'm going there to see, :
No other fellow knows her, nobody only me, L
. She cried so when T. left her, It like' to broke her heart,
nd 1f we ever meet again, we never more ghall part,
CHORUS
She's the sweetest rose of color, a fellow ever knew,
Her eyes are. bright as diamonds, they sparkle like the dew,
- You may talk about your dearest maid, and sing of Rosy Lee,
But the yellow rose of Texas, beats the gal- of Tennessee.

.Oh, F'm going back to find her, my. heart is full of woe,
We'll sing. the¢ songs together, we sang so long ago,

I'1l pick the banjo gally, and &ing the msongs of yore,
And the yellow rose of: Texal, shall be mine forever more.
CHORUS

You Gnn Tell A Fighter Pilot
(Tune- Mine Eyes Have Seen the Glory)

By the ring nround his eyeball,

You cantell a bombardier :

You can tell a bomber pilot- by the

. spread _around his rear

You can tell a navigator by his
sextante maps and such

You c¢an tell a fighter pilot but
you cannct tell him much} '

You'd Bottor Get Yourself A Guy

fJYou‘@ better get yourself a guy :

- Who stays right here upon the ground
“And-‘doesn't wear those shiny, silver winga
And when the evening shadows fall"

There'll be no long distance call .-
..;To 'say he's RONing in Palm Springs! = -

' "'He'Al be krown 1n every bar across the cgﬁntry

“From blondes, brunettes, and redheads he will flee.“'
You better get yourself & "mister“ 1n a grey ‘tweed ‘suilt
:And not a pilot in the ADC'

- !00"



- Zoot-soits And Paraghntes _
_,(Tﬁne:'_Beil Bottom IFousers) |

. There once lived @& Fraulein down near Furaty way, ’
Sh loved the Jetsboys;'specially'their pay,’ -
Along, came 2 "Buzgz~boy" as. happy as could be,
"He'was the cause of all her migery. o
'CHORUS -~ . o
‘Zoot-sults and parachutes
Wings of gilver too, . - L
‘He'll fly a fighter like his daddy used to do.

He ask her for a ¢andle to.light his way to bed,
. He ask her -for a:pillow to rest his weary head,
' 8he like: a foolish maid, thinking it no harm, . _ S
- Jumped right in beside him to keep the "Buzz-boy" warm.
,gp.gn.;mmwsy o Vo o

‘garly in the morning before the break of day - -
ﬂe_handedrherstmg Doutche Marks .and this he had to say:
“Take=this@hy;ﬂ$r11ng for damage I have done, B :
By me you'll - heve'a aughter,;or by me you'll have 2 son"
--oon-.o.i . -CHORUS | : o . . . .

Now 1f you have a_daughter,bounCe her way up high
And 1f you have. & gon send the Tascal out to fly
The moral-of this story as you can plainly see,

Is never trust a "Buzzaboy"-an-inch_apqva your knee.

lelf.




Twelve Days m Runeh Hand (Tune- Twelve De.ya of Ghriatmas]

. On my first d.ay in Ra.nqh Ha.n.d., my. forema.n ga.ve tome, i

soir third d.a.y. . Three Godda.mn.
. a.fourth d.a.y. . .Four runs th C

ve .sil.x'l'.h day. . .Bix slo;pes a. sleeping

.se80venth day.is Sevan ?urple Hear-bs. ve -

.o .eighth da.y. « .Eight ahip forma'hion. P,

e .nin'hh d.a.y. . .Nine nozzles lea.king‘ v o

. .tenth day. «Pen olicks of rubber. Jen
.1 joleventh day...Eleven hita by .50'5.1..,.»""

...twelfth d.ay..-Twelve days to 300.,- e
. .““_

. '.W'nere have all the flowera gone'l
,sPrayed by Ra.noh Ea.nds every ono. : :
When will they &vér learn? When will they evar leatn?

Whero have all the Ranch Ea.nds gone,. lcng tﬂ.ma :pasaing?

‘Whete have all the Ranch Hends gone, long time -aga® -
' Whers have all the Ranch’ Ha.n.d.a gone? -

Bprayad. by .50'5 overy one.

.,When ‘will théy ever learn?. When wj.ll they eve:r lea.rn?
_'W‘iere have all the .50's ‘gone, long tima passing?

Where ‘have ell the .50's #ona, 1ong time ago?

Where: have all the’ .50'8 gone?.
. _'_Bprayed by (Figh‘her's Gall Sign) every one. L
: _‘When. will they ever Learn? When will they ever 1ea.rn? R

. Where have a.ll the (Fightar's 0311 sign) goﬂe. 1ong time pa.ssing?--'-

Whera have all the (
Where ha.ve a.11 'hhe {

) gene, 1ong time ago? -
) gone?

o Drunk wlth Ra.nuh Ha.nda avery 600, ‘ .
W "n wi.ll they ever 1aarn? ’When will they ‘aver learn? L




.

'lnd {'J.'une- Blow!.ng £I.n the Wind)

PN
How many heotaras can a. Ranch Ha.nd am./ay, before 1% a.11 blows a,way?"
,Anﬂ how muoh rub‘bar ca:n a. Ra.noh Eand ki.ll ‘befora Uncla Sa.m hag to pay?

GEOBUS' “The a.nawé_ m:.r frianﬂ.a 18 vlowing. in 4ne. wfl.nd., o

£

‘i - the anamar 1a ulowing 1n "the: wi.ng.

" How qnany smokes ua.'.n. & Ranch Eand. th.row, afore the fighters can atrike?
And Tiow many hi‘oa ea.n 8 Ra.nch Ea.nd. ‘bake pre‘bend.ing it'e somathi.ng he. likea?

CHORUS: Tha a.nswer my friend.s ia blowiug in the wind,
: - %he anawer 18 blowi.ng in the w!l.nd.. s

- How muoh ‘Matous ‘BER B Ra:noh Ha.nd d.r!l.nk. a.t the Da.na:a.s Dini.ng-ln?
‘And how many olubs can a Renoh 'dand wraak, ot on.ly B bottle of g!.n?

GHORUB, The a.nawer mx friends’ 18 "plowing !I.n the wind
‘ohe answer is blowing ‘in the wind. .

390th TEW Song (Fane: B3 mgs:r, zlggy) e

‘BE, Ziggy, Ziggy, fab 11btle piggy, Blue’ anr, S
_The F-4 18.8. ‘fat whore wlthout & bomb door. S

Two onglinés $o go, to 869 ‘Tacle Ho, _ R
"ind & tenkeT +0 faed ner when dry. ~Suck, ‘Buck, sud’k.”

Hey MIGEZY, MIGgy I'm s 1ittle. piggy, Blde Boar, o T
With your ‘bally up, you 're 2 sitting duck, oh shit" I miesed.. !
1t'e back‘thrOugh the flak, with yoy on ‘my ‘ba.ck, _

And & ae'a.t‘ that 18 asoveresd with ora.p. crap, crap, 'cra.p. )

Sea thé. missles come, you're & lquay ‘bu.m, SAM site, T
Hope the burners 115111;, wo d.on't want to fi.ght ‘Knock, Kno'tilk.k'.?a_t-"é.hi.t! L
fiet1l drop all the bombB, . on North Vietna.m, SR EERE

We ro going home enrpt-y tonig‘nt, Dump, pumpl




BtrafeiSpray the Town (Tune Haxe:”

lie !Eown a.nd Tell the ]?aople]

'ilstra.fe the town a.nd k111 'the paople, ‘
' Drop your Napalm in the Square, o

Ta.ke off early Bunda.v moming, G e
' Get “them while' the:,r re alligt: pra.yar. Ry

' 'Drop some’ oa.ndy to the orphans, S

_Watch them as they ha.f.her 'round,
" Use your twenty m:l.ll-‘l-metter, &
Mow the 1lttls bastarda down. B

Spra.y the town and 1:111 ‘hha peqpl
. .Ge% them with your poison ga.s, -
-Watoh: them throwing up 'bheir hreakfa.sts,
A8 -you ma.ke .vour seoond pa.ss.
. Hes them queue u:p m the ma.rket.
' ';CWaiting for thelr pound of rige,

'Hungry, akinny, Btarving people, a
'j, Ian'ﬁ killing harvests nice?

d of Berme Fisher (!Euna: Waba.sh Ga.nnonba.ll} S

COLX ’ben $o the’ sma.ll arma; hear the twenty nu:e-mxe roar.
The A-lE'a arg bounoing of:l'.’ the A Bhau Valley flgor.
} 3 Hear: the mighty) roar. of engl.nas, hea.r the lonesome Hobo oa.ll ‘
ML got you home ‘%o Hother whan ‘the. work'a 81l done néxt fall."_

| - Tdsten A Sha.u mower, this 15 Hobo Fifty-one,

g I 'went to use’ your runwa.y, although 1t's overru.n. .

5 A friend. of. mine 18 down there, av hidi‘ns in & diteh, -

‘ ?C-I wa.nt to maXxe & paase’nger stop. and. save the son-of-a-bitch!!

I..isten to the amall a.rms, hear the twenty Hike—ﬂike TO&r,

' fhe A-1E's are borncing off the'A Sha.u Vé.lley floor.

' Hea.r the mighty roar of engines, hear the lonesome Hobo ca.].l
"I'11 get you home to Mother when the work'a 9.11 done naxt Fa-ll!"
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Put Your Beeper .on thé Alr Air (Tunes Sa.lvation Army]

LIk was “midnight in Tietmam, ALL 'ohe pilete Wers :.n bed.,
When up. etepped Weetmorela.nd and - ‘ohie ig wha.t ‘he’ aa.id.
pilots, gentle pilots, how I .love thém gne BL el‘.!.. Eeecue ,‘
'gen‘ﬁle regoue,” when & pilot ghoutod,. ippllel! B
-;Then up stepped a youmg pllet, and with 8 volce &8’ Bold a8 bra.ee, .
_Saidr. "You cen take theee Reeeue a.ircra.ft snd aho them u;p your a.se. .

uonue- c ‘ -
Oh, Ha.llelujeh, ha.lleluja.h, put your bee:per on the air, I
There's &. rescue sireraft theres. .- ’
‘Ballelujeh, hallelﬂjah, :put your. beeper on ‘ohe a.ir and you'll be eaved.

'cruie!.ng 'round oy orbit, doing One a.nd thlrby. ;pe-r,

. When & call came from & pha:ntorh "0h,’ won' 't you B840 r:{e eir, ] -

frve got £lak holes in my wingblpe, gnd my - bapks ain"b got 1o ga.e, _
Maydey, Maydeys Ma.yda.yt 1ive. got Blx ‘MIG'e on m¥ e.ee. )

QHORUS. -

1 shot my ‘ore.ffic :pa.t'bern gnd 'bo me it 1oo1:ed. a.ll righ‘o,

‘The e.irepeed rea.d hwo-thir‘oy, I rea.lly racked her 'bight.

' ‘Wnen bthe: airfram ge.ve & shudder, the engines gave 8’ wheeze,
Mayday, Hayd.ay, Me.ydayl Some Pedroe for ‘me pleass. - -

CHORUS: )
1t was aplit "e“ ‘o1’ my 'bomb run when 1 got 400 Goddaum 1ow,
But I punched Ahat dloody putton, snd I let. ‘these mothers g0y
Put the pHick back in my lap, when 1 nit e higk epeed stall,
Come ge‘b me Jolly Gia.n-b I'm tee yo-ung %0 die, o

CHORTS:. - _
Pyey sent me up to Ee.i Phong, _‘ohe fra.g ee‘:l.d no a.ck—a-ck,

Fub by the blme. i got there, OY ‘wings were mos b1y £lak, - ' N
S0 1 :punohed out from. my Yooboo, 14 waB t00. out WD to fly. S
Come ge‘b e urown Alpha, I'm too young 0 die. L

N

1 punched from oy Ga:n‘nerre., a.'nd 1 la.nded a.'.Ll a.lone, B
‘With my B & % equipment, I made for & gafe EOmO,
1 4rled to usé Ny beeDar, 'but tho darm thlog wouldn't ;o,
.. The aqua.dron nad 'em tested, butb guees who didh't ehow.

GEORUS.

_That wlly f!.ghter Pilot, ne's & ekillful man. you mow, -
He can take bhoJe and rockete, a.nd. make thet ta.rget blow,
But when ‘he gots’ shot up, snd oan ‘make 1t to the. eea,_
1'11 make a. wa.ter 1a.nding, a:nd take h!.m with me.

cnonus- 8
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. everyday '4$111 quarter-:pa.st two.. .

‘Here's to old Bie’n Hoa (Tune: Swoet Botay Fr'dm' Plke) . .

" Here's to old Bien Hoa, & Wonderful Pplage,.

- The organization's an awful dlsgrace,

With Majors and Oaptaing e.nd Lisutenants too, .
‘With their thumbs up their assholes a.nd nothing to. do. .

It'e up’ in the morning they goream and they shout;
. drf plénty of thinge Fhey lmow nothing-about,

'For the job that theytre dolng they say's number one,
'.'L'hey 81t on thelr asges Just having their fun.

1t7e out on the flight lineg, do tha.t and do this,

: ind-beforg very long, you rea.lly are plssed. B
‘For the job that they're doing. they might as. well be,
‘Shoveling shit on the Iale of ce.pri. : : S :

..When this year s over, and’ time to &0 ‘home,
It's bask %o our round eyes, to¢ mevermore roam,
Wo'll think of old Blen Hos, and our midery,
-We'll think of. old Bien Hoa, the land of ¥.D.

'The MTA Song (Poor Gha.rlie) (Tune. ¥reolk. of the Old 9'7)" '

,Let me tell you a story of e,man namad Charlis, On.a tre.gio end fateful day,
He put ten eenta :Ln hia pooket, kissed hils wife and family, weal to ride
-on the MTA,
GHORUB. ‘Will he evar return‘i" Mo, he'll return,
.and his fate.ls still unlearnad, - : S ‘
.He may vlde forever 'neath the’ atreete of Boston. L
‘He's the man who never returned. - : '

Charlle ha.nded 1in his dime at the Sooully Bq'u.are Station,
~and he changed for J‘ama.ica Plain, -

When he got there the oondustor told him one more nickle.
_ Charlie oouldn't gof off of. tra.in. ;- ; .
CHORUS: ‘

Now all da.y long Charile r:l,d.as t.hrough the station,
‘orying, "what will become of me?"
‘"How cah I-afford to see my sister in Ohelsea, or my - 00uain in Roxhury?" K

' CHORUS:
‘Charlie’s wife g068 down a.t the Scoully Equare Station, o

-And through the open window, she’ throwe Gharlie the finger,.
-_‘,_a.s the. tre.in oomes rumblin' through,
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'Gitizenl ot Poston, don't: you' think it's & scanda.l,
how the people have. to pay and pay?

- Fight the fare 1norease, Yote for George O'Erian,
get :poor Gharlie off the ll'llA!!

- cnoaus-

.-'_Spray on, Sparay on Harvest Rice (Tune. Shine on, Bnlne on Ea.t'vest lloon)

Spray. on, BPray. on harvest rice, go gob that orop!
‘Pbople la.y thet tbis is aaoalation, a.'.n.d. 11;‘3 really got %o stop.

Bertrand - Bussell eays that’ this ip Just a sin,
So- apra.y on, apray on ha.rveat rioe, for Weaty and Nguyan.

The Rancho thuero (Tune. '.l'he Ga.y Ga.ballerol

I Oh. ‘I' & gay Renoho Va.quero,
Flaw up.to Dana.ng in my aero.
1 carry withme, my bump-bump-s—deo,
And both of my- bump-'bump—a-deros. e

111 net a Vletnameae sanorita.

- A bewootiful sweet semorits. - .
‘She wanted to bed. ny bump—bﬁmp—a-d.ee, .. :
And both of my ‘bump—bump—a-deroa. o

111 That son—a-ﬂa—beech aenorita. -
- @ave me & beeg: dosge of elap-ita.. S )
“ 411 over the tip, of my bump-‘num;p-a.-dee. :
And both of m_v ‘bum:b—‘bump-a.-déron. ‘

IV I went to. see & fedico,
in’ exoeedingly finy Medioo, - L
He put off the tip, of my bump—bump-a-dae, R
- Andtboth of my bump-bump-a—deroa.,

'V Nowl'ma 8ad Rancho Vaquaro, '
Betuxrn.ing to Pien Hoa 1n m.v aero
I,m minee the tip, of my bump=buf -
And’ ‘noth of my 'bump-bump—a-der _ll!
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