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A H .... e Wit_Love rs Not A Home 

Fo:r years we -both have 11'ved on pride, dear, 
And we agree that love is gone 
Why, ob, why do we keep trying 
A b"ouse without love is not a home, 
The love Ught in you~ eyeE! is faded. 
An~' I fm c_onten.ted just to ream. 
We pal., to galn a 'worthless 'treasure, 
A house without love is not 'a home •. 
No. matter wher~9: ou".. footsteps -wander, 
I know we'll both be ,,11 alone .. 
Witlt the pride that came. between uS .• 
A house without' love is not ,8 hOme. 
The ,simple things hi\ve 'gop.e 'forever, 
We wanted wealth to. call our own, 
And now wetve .reacbed the, ,hour of parti"ng 
A house without love is not 'a' home .. 

A Man Wlth .. t·A WOJIUIn 

A man without a 'woman 
Is like a ship without a sail 
Is like' a boat- wicthout a rudder 
Like a kite without a tail 

A man without a woman' 
Is li'k~ a shipwreck on the sand 
;But if there's one thing worse 1p. the' universe 
It s a woman, I said a ,woman 
I mean a woma'n without a man 

For you can roll a silver dollar 
Cross the bar room floo_r 
And it' will roll, because it's round 
And a woman never knows what a' good J;l.an ·'s,~.,'$ _,go,t 
Until she turns him down 

So honey listen, now honey' list'en ,t'Q _~e' 
I want you to' understand ': 
That, a "silver dollar goes from ha.ifd to" ,tla'nd 
While a' woman ,goes from'lD:8-n" t,o m_n 

A Man Without A Womap 

A man· Iii thout a\ woman is l1ke-'a ship 
without' a isail; 
Just 11ke a boa.t without a. rudder 
• kite Without.a tail. 
A man without a woman is like a wreck 
caat on the' sand. 
But if tbere '.B one, thing worse 

, in . the' un! verse" . 
Xt-'·. '. WomaD, I aaid a woman, U'. a _nwithout a .... n. 
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i.'~ow you can roll a silver dol.lar 
'cross the barroom floor, 
And i,t'll r'C)'!: because, it's round 
/\ woman liver knows what a good man 
she~s'got 
Until she tUrns him down. 
Now, listen, my honey, won't you listen 
to rne . 
I want you to understand 
Just as a silver dollar goes 
from hand to hand, 
A. WOman goes from man to ma.n - In old 
pawtucket 
A woman goes from man to Ihan. 

Abdul Abulbal Ami. 

The sons of the prophet. are brave'and bold, apd quite 
'Unaccustom'd to fear, But 'the bravest of all in the " ranks of 
the Shah was Abdu,l Abulbul Amir. 

If you ~anted a man to enco~rage .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 Iv.an 
Skavinsky Skavar 

He (.!o,uld 1m! ta,te Irving, paly poker and pool, and 
Strum o,n the Spanish guitar" In iac.t _quite the· 
CrEam of the Muscovite, team was Ivan Skavlnsky·Skavar. 
OnE! day this bold Russian h..,d shouldered, his gun, 
and donned his most truculent sneer, Downtown he, 
di.j go, whel'-e he trod on the, toe of Abdul·Abulbul Amii' 

"Young man", Quoth Abdul, "Has life grown ,so ,:lull 
,.'t:hat you wish to end your career'? Vile inf'1del, 
Know', you have trod on the toe of Abdul Abulbul Amir. If 

Said 'Ivan, "My friend, Your remarks in the end 
Will '.wail YOl,l but little I _fear, For y,ou nei'r 
WiL_ :.,Ilrvive t'() repeat the:-, ',Uve, Mr. Abdul Abulbul'Amir." 
"So take your last look at :::.unshille a.nd- brook, 
And send your regrets to the Czar, l'-'or by t'his 
1 simply, you are going to die, Co'upt Ivan Shavinsky; Skavar',l 
Then this bord Mameluke drew his trusty sktbouk, 
With a cry of "Allah Akbar", , 
And 'with murderous intent he ferociously went, for Ivan, Ska:v,insky 
Ekavar 
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They parried and,tllJ"11"t,~lIeY,IIldestepped an40ussed 
Of blood tlley spilled a gr.lit part; The ph1;Lolg1st 
Blokes, who sel<lom 'cra9kec:l 'jokesjSIiIY that ,hallh was nrst 
Made on that spot ' 

They fought ali that .night, 'neath t~e pa~~,ye)'J.';'li.ghti ' 
:The din,. 1 t VIas heard -,fr,ol1l M!ar j and huge',~ul;t1./'l.\deS came

J

·, 

'So great was -the fame, of A.bdul and Ivan Sk,,,v,ar. 

As Abdul's long knife was ,erlracting the '11fe,. In iact: 
ae was shouting "Huzzah,.n He felt hims_:elf,', st,ruok,_~,by;" that 
wily Calmuck, Count Ivan Skavlnsky Skavar. ::.)),:.,':',. ,,' . 
The Sultan drove by in his red-breasted fly~-.:,expect1Dg.· 
the victor. to cheer, But he only drew' nigh, to- hear' ,the 
last sigh of Abdul Abulbul Amir. 

CZAR Pertovich took' in, his snactac·les blue" r.od'~_',:, "" "'~., 
up in nis new crested 'car. He arrl ved _ jus.t ·in, t.lme. 
To exchange a'last line with Ivan Skavins~y:, '~\lav .. l'. ' 

There's a tomb rises up wherethe,jll."e:l>~nii~r. )o~is, :. , 
And' graved thC!re in characters ,01,,,1:', al'e)I',,' t~i~ra,nger" . 
When passing, oh pray for tbe,sOl1J:of"Abd11l.Al;>ulblll A!II,i~. 

A splash in' the BlaC,k ~~a dl\$~~~IIc;·.;;o~;;ie~~nig~t; , 
Caused, dppllOS to sp"eady!ii/i',I'I14',far,X,twas ~ade , 
By a sack fitting clQs., "tQ' :,t,heb,a~k'; 'Of Ivan l!kav+nsky Skavar;, 
A muscovite maidenllecr',loli":jrllt~l.k~\>ps, 'neatb " , 
The 'Ught of ,the pal$, po);,,"', .. ta ... anlf,the name,'", " 
That she 'murmurs sl~'>_s;(Jf~' ~~,,:, tl;1~ ':~e_~ps:',_ :18' rvan",S)t.vfnsky· $k-av~r:, 

Aee In. The Hote 

Oh the world is full ()f.;~~Y$, ;"bo ,tl1ink 
they're mighty wi,se •• , "', "', ,. '. 
Just because they kl\owli;",tliingor ,two' 
You can see tl1elll nig,l1t.llndda)f",t~oning 
up and down broadway, _, . 
Telling of ,the th1ngs that they cando 
Oh there are, wise men,and th~re are b09~e~s 
Con men and· ¢rap ed1ooters, they all hang 
around. the ,Metropole 
Wearing fanc,y tie" and col1arliil,_ wht3re d9.: ',_ 
they get those dollar" " , '" " ", 
Th~y all h'!ovethat 0,0'" :qOwJ;l.1n the hole 
Some of them writ""tOt,h,,'old fQ~k"" for, oOiil" 
that's thetrold a<lein the hole . ' 
Oth",rs have g1rl$0" the 'old teI14."."10in, 
That 'stheir, aCII,i",:thehol" .'::: ." 
Th!!,. 'llt"ll""0'l~t pliiq$. tha't tli~7! re, 

, g()ingto,se~,,': 'I,',', , ' " ,,' , ,'" 

From Fr,i.,!i~totll"old'Dorth' pol,;;> , 
But'the.l.1i:'!Alle would be lIl11d. Uk ... a, ,ohumP 
playil!glltull " 
If th",. lciattlla t old ace in tbe hol,;, 
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After Tbe MlaIOD'. Over 

Afte'r the-mi.sioD'S over 
After we. all tet back 
!reget interrogated 
Wber" did fOU see tbe flak? 
How wer~ tbe jerry figbte~? 
Wbat tiae was. tallY bo? 
Hav •. you ,any bitcbes.?: 
If bot you IIIllygO •. 
If" like tbs P-47 '. 
W" . tb.iuk they handl. Bwell/.· 

. lIe'Hke to fly fOrlllation . 
lIe·.~ all as nuts as Hell .' 
W .. e.Uke tbe figbter peal-off 
·,.It)~U kill. us all some day. 
<t:.an4 in 15 ",econd" . .' . 
. ~ .tbeColonel ..,111 bave 10:.0 BaY 

(Anyname) , you straggled a'll daX 
used poor tecbniques 

-:.;~:;:~ you bad yOOr lIead up.'" 
"'.'11 6ave~. -a sbort 'cr1',ti'que y<;u", 
·U ••• d·tbe land fall-in . ....;.., __ 
' .. :.' .. you ';ill. report­
W6~),~,iitb 'Q~lJ .one wing t?ff' 
Y~:bad toafl .. r·t. . . 

, '. <'<.~: .. 

;M;F ..... :'!!i.. . 
: <Ti1,.e Jla1lasb Cann(>ri sall) 

L1.ste~ . t~:tbe rumble ,Oh b''''r,olc1 lIerU"roar 
I'il flying, over. lIoj i, 11ke.1 DeVer .·~lew· '~fore : 
_ar theaigllty, rusb Of tbesliPB,tre... .', . 
AntJhe"r Old lIer11" roar ' .. <. .,... .... 
'1"11, wait a, bit a:ndsay a prayer, and. bop .• ' it. gets me' bome •. 

Itazuke tower, tbis .is Air Force '6.01. •. 
I' .. tUrning on tile down-wind I.,. .':. 
If7 prop bas Over-run· '. . . ." :- .... :.. '. '. . .••... 
My col~a..nt·8., o~,rh.at.d; tb.~ "iaiil.'~:i!I.'s_~ one~tw~,,;,oJie :. ,1< 
TOO'd better call the crash crew, a~dget··tb8D\::on,tl!.' run. 
I' " .' ->', '<,-" 'i,iI' :.' 

Air Force .. 80i, this ·is. Itiunlke : tower .. ' . ,'. " . 
I ,c~nn~t :oa1.1 the cra&b ~r~,., ·.cause tbi~ ls,:cotfee hour'! 
fou're not 'cleal'etl in tile pattern, JiD'll that 'ur ,piain to see, 
So t.ue it ~n around .a.ain, we"have some yt.p; 

Itazuke tOWer, .tbis is Air Force 801 
I'm turning' on,.the downwind leg, I- see YOll!' biscuit gUn. 
My eQginets running rough, and the c90lant's gonna blow 
I 'm g~nna~\buy a M\1stang, so look. out -down. below! . 

-·4 ... 



Itazuke tower, this i8 Air Porce BPl 
I'm turning on the flQal, and runn1n on one luna 
I'm gonna land this HustaDg, no-utter 'wha,t you s.y 
I gotta get my, charts fixed up betore that judgement day! 

Air Force B01, this is judgement day 
You're in P:U,ot'. Beaven, and· you -are here to ata,.! 
You just bougl\t a ~ust"ng. and you bought it well 
The. famous Air Force SOl ,was sent straight to Bell: 

Air Foree La_nt 
(TUn" Battle Hymn of the Republic) 

1I1ne eyes have seen the days of men who ruled the fight10g sky 
With hearts that laoghed at death and lived for notl\iog but to fly 
But DOW these hearts. are gr,ounded and, tb~e 'days ar:e long gone by, 
The Air Force has -gone to BELL . 

Regulations have them read at, every a,tatton 
the man who b,reaks them 

The Air FQrce has,gone to HELL 

lIy bones have felt' their pounding thump a hundred thoUSand 
A mighty airborne legion sent to right the deadly wroog, ' 
But now it's only memory, It only limes, in song. 

strOng, '1~ , 

The Air Force bas gone to .... e_l~ 

I have seen them in their ~Bol ts -wben their eyes were dane'ing. fla1ll~ .. 
I've seen their screaming pow.,r dives tb.t blasted Goering's name, 
But now they fly like sia81e8 and haog their heads in sh.me, 
Their spiri~'s Sbot to HELL ' , 

They flew tl\eir rugged Thunder jets through a liying hell of Flak,,' 
And bloody dyiog Pilots gave their Uves to briog them back, 
But now they all play Ping Pong in the Operations shaok ' 
Their technique's lone to HELL 

Y~s; the lordly Roe_inc Portres. and the Liberators, too, 
Once wrote the doaa of oe ..... ny with cont~alls' in the blue 
But n_ow the skies are ".,.pty and our planes a~ we,t; wi'l;h dew, 
And "e can't fly tbem' for HELL ' 

You heard your poundiog &O·.bl .... e trom ,"iIig8 of poli.hed steel, 
The purriog ot your lIerl1n ". •. a .Oog you. heart could feel, 
Bu,t noW we're closely supervised t.or fear we may do wrong" . 
The Air Porce has lone to BELL ' ' 

We "ere cocky,bold and happy W~1l we plaYed the aogel's gl'me, 
We split the blue With buzzilig aDd we rolled ~r"ay to fame. 
But now that's all VERBOTEN aod we're a11 .. so gosh-damn ta~e" 
OUr spirit' s shot to BELL 



ODe day I buZzed an airfield witb another reckless chap, 
,e flew a bot tOl'lll&tlon witb bis w~ngt1p,in PlY lap, " 
But there's a new ,directive and :we:'11 have no more of t·ba,t, 
Or you will burn in 'BELL ' 

AfrPOfte Song 

otf we go, into the wild blue yonder 
Climbing high, into the aUn 
,Here they come zooming ,to meet our thunqer 
At 'em boys, give ber the 'Iun' 
"DoWn we div.e, spouting our flame from under, 
Off, witb one hell of a roar, ' 
We"live in fam., or go down in flame; 

CHORUS' 
-~ 

H.~e·s a toast to the 1).ost of thOse who boast 
the'vastnes_s of ·the sky 
':rC) a friend we send a message of 
Bla.brother men ~ho -fly, 
'.,drink to those who gave their all of old 

~ .. down we roar to score the rainbow,' spot- o,f gOld . 
. __ N'S a tOllst to the host ot, those who boast 'ne U.S. Air Fore.e; . 

)finds of men ·fashioned a Qr-a:te of' thunder" 
, Set it high into the blue! 
Ha~B of men blasted the world asunder; 
How they lived God'only knew; 
(God only knew then;) , 

,Souls of men" dreaming ot '.~les to conquer 
Gave, us ";t.ng~" ever to 80a* 
With fighters before and bombers galore. 
Nothing'll stop the .o:S. Air 'oree 

Off we go into' ,the wild blue, yonder,; . 
K8E!J) , the ,,:I,.ogs- level ~nd t.rue; 
'Jt you'd live to 'be a grey-baired wonder 
'Keep your n08e ant of tile blue 
,(Out of the blue,bOy) .. 
'!!'lJ1ng bien, guarding the nation',. borde,r, 
We'll be there, to~lowed by more" 
:~ echelon", carryon, 
Nothins'll ~top the U.S. A;r !!'o~e 

J' 



BeU_~ 

Once I was a cballlber_id 
Down in Drury ,Lane 
My miUr •• s .ltewas, kind to ~, 
My master was the .... 
'Till. alongcaae a.allor 
HappY,as could be 
He was tbe cause of an '7A'/' '~.ft'f. 

CHORUS: 
Bell, Bottom trousers 
Coats of Navy Blue' 
He'll climb the riggin' 
Like his daddy used to do. 

Re asked_me for a Kerchief 
To tie about his head ' 
He asked me for a caDdIe 
To light his way to bed 
And I a silly maiden 
Thinking it no barm 
Jumped right in the sailor's bed 
To keep the sail~r wa~. 

CHORUS: 
Early in the morning 
About the break of day 
A five "pound note he gave to me 
And this to me did ... y 
You may have a dau'ghter or 
You may have a SOD 

I Take this note m¥ dear 
For the d~age I have done. 

CHORUS .. 
If you.havea daugbter 
Bounce her on your knee 
~nd if -you bave a 8~n 
Send the bas tard out t.o se_ •• 

: Singing: CHORUS 

Now the moral of tbis story 
A~ you can plalnly see is 
Never trust a sailor. 
An inca above the knee. 
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!Ie Nobody'. DaTlln' Bat Mine 

'Come.it by my side ~ittle darlin' 
:Come lay' your cool band on my brown, 
And promise me that you will never 
IBe anybody's darli~ but mine., 
',CHORUS 
'Be nobody's' darlifi' but mine, dear, 
Be bonest, 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 ha,,' gone down below, 
Sister has .. g,one, to ~et mother, 
And I'm left in this sad world' along 
.•.•.•••••.•••• CHORUS 

You're sweet as the flower in springtime, 
You're fresh as the dew on the rose, 
I'd rather be somebody's darIin' 
Than a poor boy-who nobody knows 
•••••••••••• CHORUS 

Blue Eyes 

,I am' thinking' tonight- of my blue eyes 
Who is sailing far over t,he sea, 
0, l'm- thinking tonight of my blue eyes 
'AD~'l wonder if he ever thinks of me 

YOU: "told me once dear that You'd love rq,e', 
''', ,And, }r,ou said that we never- would-, part, 

. J~ut a link in that chain has been broken, 
~eaving me' with a sad and achlng: peart. 

, , 

. '-'.:,"-'< 

. I. -

Wbell '-·that cold,- cold, cold grave has enclosec;J, tile, 
W'111 ,~you come de,ar. and shed jus·t one tear, 
And ,say" to the ,s,trangers 'about me, 
A 'poor heart .Yo,~ have broken lies here. 

Beside A Korean Waterfall 

. Besi",": 'a Korean waterfaLl, one bright and sunny daYj 

Beside his shattered Sabre, the young Pursuiter, lay. 

\ 

His par!lochut,e ,hun'g frOm a nearby tree, he 'was not y'et quite dead'. 

,'Now. listen, to the very last words, the young; pursui ter said. 

I;m going to a better 1I;1nd.' Where everyth'ing is brigl)t. ' 

'Where, 'wbiskey flows from telegraph poles; and thet'e's ''poker 

"very nigh t. . 

1'ti.e:re"~ 'never ;Lnything, to -do, but si,t around and sing. 

'Wbel', all the' crews are women --- 0, Death.e where 1s thy sting. 
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0, death where ls they~tl~,'lil;;'-a-iiDs; 9., de"tl!.Wh,r. ,1ii 
thy stiog. ,,:-, .... '.' ,.,',," 

The bells of hell may, rlog,.;;~'1,"'~~~H,Ds; • toryo~ but oot.for .. ! 

. Bosom Badclles ':'<'" ,,' ',',,;' 
""" ' 

A. fig'hter. pilot lay dYitlg .. ' :,:':<., 
~, .. edlcs had left him':!:cir:lItillt;;": , 
Ardunii 'b" women .werELcty-iill' \'>- ,S·< 1~>_ 
And these are' 'the "tl/or4B 'tliathe. 8.1'd. 

-", .," -', '(: __ ,: -. ,,- ~ """~"\' ·Jir·,:,~: 

WhydldI ~.ciin tli.li:"'i:r~C)rce? .. ' " '" 
Mother. dear Mothet;'kll",,\;II •• t ~/ 
Here I lay ul\~ilr''th4f:wre~k.g ... 
An !'tSO" all ()ver'lItY' 'Ohest\ ' .,,:;,i, ' 

Take the dlve brak,B .out ,of my kidneys/' 
Take, the buckets . .' ,out, _of· my bra.~n~ 
Take t~e throttle out of mY,shinbone, 
And assemble that Allis_on aga:ln., 

CHORUS ' . . ( 
1'Ie are the boys who fly hlgh ln tM sky.' 
Bosom buddles .... hile booZiog. '. . 
We ,are -the ,~ad~ that they sent out to-4ie; 
Bosom -buddies while boozing.' 

There In the haogar 'they dog and they IIh01lt, 
They talk about things they know ,nothing about, 
.We are. the boys .... ho ·f11 in: the sky, .. , 
Bosom buddies wh:pe boozing 

Brlilg !hat Base Lea In 

(Tune: 'Pi~tol ',Packing Mama) 

Flying 'round the pattern 
And was I having fUn 
Until one· day I Undershot 
And noli my flying's done • 
.cHORUS 
Bring that bas~-l$g in,·. boys· 
Bri.ng that base-leg in, 
.space ·yourself on the forty-five 
And briog that base-leg in. 

Oh the pieces flies and .the pieces .fe.ll 
As I slid into the grou·nd, 
Arid all the while the tower yelled·, 
"Pull .uP,and go around. tt 

·9-
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IIarY Me Oat On The Prairie 

,Now, y"' ve got 1).0. use' for tlie_ wome"n, 
.• true on., Q1aY ,seoldom pe fouJ.ld, 

They use a man- for his money, 
Whell itts gone they'll turn· him down. 
"They're all alike at the bottom; 
~elf1sh 'and grasping'i'or all, 
Theytll stay by a man while he's w1nnin' 
And'laugh in his face at his fall. 

o Now my pal was an'_ honest young puncher, 
Honest 'and upright and 'true, 
But he ,turned to a pard shooting gunman 
On account of·a gal named ,IOu,' , 
He fell in wi th ,evil companions, 
The kind that are better off dead, 
!fllen a gambler insulted'her picture 
He filled him full of lead. , , 

All', thru thl> long night they trl\lled l1im, 
thr~ mesquite and' thick chappareI', 
And I couldn't help think of the women, 
'As I sa'; him pitch and fall. 
If she'd, been ,the, pal that ,she should h'ave 
They might have been'raislD' a son 
Instead. of' out t-,ere on the pa,rlrle 

,'To die by th~ ranger's gun. . 

0, . bury me out on the prairie', . 
:Where the coyotes may howl o'~r my grave, 
Bu:ry- ms- out on t;he prairie, 
But from -thf3m my bones please s'ave. 
Wrap Iile. up 1n my blanket:, and bUry me deep in 'the ground. 
;Of grant te cold and round. 

So ,we buried him out on the prairie, 
;~-"Where. the coyotEts may howl o'er hilS, grave, 

And his soul is now a-restin' 
From the, unkind ,cut ,he gay-e', 
And many ,another _ ,young puncher,. 

t:~ As he rides past that pile o,f stones, 
" Remembers some 'similar woman 
~'A~d thinks of his inou~dering bones. 

By The Llllbt Of The Silvery Moon 

~ the l1ghtof ~he silvery moon, 
r lov.e to spoon . 

. TO my honey I'll croon love's tune;· 
:Honeymoon,' .Keep on shini!!". in June, 
·ry~ur.' s1.1very beams will bring love's 
dreamm:, . 
ie,t.ll. b,a puddl~nt soon, 
lIII\'0'tbe light of the mOOD. 

- llJ .. 



Qsiey Jones 

Come, ·all you rounders if you want, ·to hear 
The story about .: brave engineer 
Casey Jones was the rounder's name 
On. a six-eight wheele.r, b9YS he won. his fame. 

No.., the caller called .. Ca$ey i;t a half 'past, four, 
He '·kissed his wife at the station' door, 
He 'mounted to the cabin with h±s' orders in his ,hands, 
And",be 'took his farewell, ~ourney to the'pr,Omised la'nd. 

CHORUS: Casey JOhes~ mounted to the cabiQ 
Casey Jones, orders in his hand, 
Casey Jones, mounted to the cap,in, 
And he took his farewell journey to th~ promised land 

Shovel in your wate'r and. shovel in your co~l, 
Head out the win;dow -watch theJP' drivers roll, 
He turned to ~he'~ireman' and he said, 
"We're going to reach "Frisco but we'll all be dead. 1t 

He .;Looked at 'his watch and his w~~ch was Slow 
He .looked at the water and the water was low. 
He' turned to the fi,re'man and he said, '''8Qy, you bette.r jump,' 
'Cause ~here's two locomotives 'that a.re .going to bump. II 

CHORUS: Casey Jones, Two locomotives, 
Casey Jones, that'a:r'e going to bwnp, 
Casey' Jones, Two 10C,amotive_,' , 
Yes, there's two locomotives ·that are going to bUJDp·. 

Casey pulled up that Reno Hill, 
The sound 'of that whistle WaS awful shrill, 
T~e switchmen knew by the engine's moan, 

} That the man at· the throttle wa:s Casey . Jopes , 

Casey said' just before .he died·, 
There's two more 'lines' he'd like to ride, 
The fiJ;'emen ·sa.id,. "Wbat can they be?" 
The Southern, Pacific and the Santa Fe. 

Mrs.' Jones aat o~ the 'bed a-si·ngin', 
Just received the message t.hat .. Casey"was dying. 
Said "Go to bed, chi-taren, 'and hush your cryiilg, 

'tCause you got another poppa on t,be Salt Lake Line ;". 

CHORUS: Mrs. Casey ,Jones, ,.got ··anotJ;l.er' poppe.·,( 
Mrs. Casey Jone!". on·, the .. $alt ~ke, .111,.0:$.,; 

. Mrs., .casey Jones,' .,got" '·.'·notber poppa , ' 
Yes, you got, ano:t;her. pdppa on th~ Salt Lake Liri'i. 

'-11 -
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~s.pf,; 
'wefl" tll.·S~·bre with FQUrtli Fighter Group ,Aak anZl.;I,t, he'.ll giva you the 'poop 
Wa .lIit-:"'./i· the 'cockpit and push ona rudder But. w~!\n ""r~ in trQUble, . 
.wa ~~.',Onat\1l1dder.. . 
The 'II~G~q'a blight ~n. the whole human r':ce 
Whe~ you're "north of ·Ch,·1napo, there're tQund every'· place TheY've'ot.aipesforpllots and they're hard to tame . It~y01i're not :a· hot rock, they' 11 shoot you down ,in flames. 

Cln .. tte8 And WhI8~ey: 

. I had sOlIe· .chickeds, . nq eggs would they lay, . I had some chi.ckens. no eggs woUld they lay, , lIywife said, "Holiey,U is strik1ng me funny, .Th"re'rc, los~ng us· money, no eggs will. they lay,." 
:<IiI.dIl:Y arooster:tl~w into the yard, ' .. Alld·,caught. those chickens,. right Off. their guard. 'Imlar're laying :eggs now, just lIke they used to do, ;'lIva1' Binee that rooBtel' flew into our yard. '" ,'~<' ';", . -,':.' '," . 

¥lte.. "bluer And Wllc!, Wild Women 
O!i~e~Iwa. happy and had a gO~dWif"; . 

I, F: Ii"d enougb money to b.tinef"r life. '·rllla1t Po gal and we 'ltent 011 • spree; . ,. :;SII!!:: ta~bt· me. to . smoke and,to drink wblakey. :.US( . . 
l "" ,_'" ,'. " ' __ ~: ,,_:' ' , _ i . ,." . 

¢ll'.i.~tl(ail.il wbiskey andwll<\wild""'eil; . . .' ::'l'Jin'11 drive ,ou graz" 'tbl>ytl:l OIri)7'" 'QU.1 .... an.,;' ,C~Ii" .... t8, alld,: whiskey 'and, wild, wild womell., 'l'he;:'ll'drtve ,ou .,c;razy·,tbey'l~ drive.'you1.nsane.· 
'Cigareeta i. a. blot On the whOle bumanrace, it,·_ 'is a iaonky wi tb on. '1n bis' face.. . ." irere'oi,":y·d.Un1t10n, believl> iIle, de!,r brotber: 
.,ttA. tire o~ one ~J?d,- a foo.1' on the" other .. ", 

'ClIOaWI 
fiiFiitber rep"nt 0>' tl)ey'U wrH. on ,,,,* 111' .... ; ,"TO· •• en .• 'il« whisk., her. Ii.fI"'-. poOf slavft·.-" '. 'TaJr;- ,,,.rning :~ear stranger, taJte 'Warning ti'ear f1"iend'; ''!be,'U write.1n bil letters··tbe.se wordS at' your end. 
caO.viI. : .... ',. '," ,,-, , 

.j.<:;:: ~';' 
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'1 Cnlmel Soy 

Chestnuts roasting on a Thailand fire, 
Bull frogs singing i.n the choir , 
Samlars s inglll.g Ho, Ho, Ho; 
It's. Melly Clismas you know. 

Ge':1cps clawling acloss the;cold bare floor" 
Flied 11ce cooking 'on the s.tove t . 

Tee Lucks kissing- neath ·'the mist1.e toe,' 
It' ~ Melly Cltsmas you, 'know .• 

Sweet lips wafting ,for my tender kiss, 
Garlic breath gets in my way, 
ve's roasting. in an napl\.lm f-ire. 
Melly Clismas Uncle Ho. 

Cripples limping down,a small side s~reet, 
Napalm r-ising at their' 'feet, 
I dropped it lOW,' but they-went too slow,' 
.Melly'Clismas dear Ho. 

ve making love near rice paddy, 
Tee Lucks eyes are all aglow, 
Twenty mike-mikes up his 'ass~ 
Tee 'L':!ck ,screaming go, go" gO. 

Wolf Pack sends greetings froln old Robin Olds, 
Chappie JOined.hiln bver there, 
Weill, carryon, the stars will be bright·, 
Over Ubon R.lachtani tonight ..•.. 

Cool Water 

All day I've faced the barren waste, 
Without the taste of water, c,ool, clear wat,r, 
Old Dan and I, our throats SO dry, 
It's souls. that cry for water,· cool, clear wat8ir. 

CIlpRtlS: .. 
Keep a movin' Dan, don t t you listen to ,hi .. 'Da.n--t' 
He's.a devil not a man, 
And he spread£:l the bur~'ing sands wi th water, 
Dan, can you see that big green tree, 
Where ~he wa,ter' s flowing tree, 
And it's' waiting there for 'you and me. 

The nights are cool, and I "m a "fool", 
Ea~h star's.a pool of water, cool, c'-leal"water,. 
But with the dawn I'll wake andyawn, 
And carJ'Y on tO,water, cQOI clear 'water. 

CHORUS 



The· sbadow. sway and seem to say,. 
'ronilfht we pray.' for w,ater, cool, clear water, 
And' way up' there he'll hear our pray~r, . 
And .show us where ther~ts water, cool, clea~ wate.r. 

CHORUS 

Da'l's feet are sore, hets yearning fo~ 
Just:one th:;lng more· than water, cool~' clear.water. 
Like me I guess··he'd· like to rest 
WheJ;"e there's.no. quest for 'Water, cool,. clear water. 

CHORUS 

Cowboy JlI<k 

NOW Jack was .a cowboy, 
7ith heart so kin~ and.true, 
lie' learned to love a .maiden·, 
lVi·th ·eye$ "of heavenly blue, 
They ·learne.d to love each other, 
And set their wedding day, 
But a. 'quarrel came bet_en them', 
And, Jack, ~e' ·rode away, 

He joine.d a band of cowboys·, 
:And tried to· fOJ;"ge't her name" 
But ~t Of the lonely prairie, 
She waits for him the same, 
one . day when work flas over" 
Just at the close of the d»y, 
The boys sa,id,,' "sing 'a' 'song, Jack, 
An~ drive,. your cares away" . 

And as 'he sang this, song) ,boys', 
His thoughts then drifted back, 
To th",girlon the lonely prairie, 
Who "aits· for be~'::cowboy, JaCk. 
Jaok left the camp 'next morntng, 
Breathing his sW«getheart's name. 

d'Itll go a,nd -.sk:-'forgiveness, 
.For I·knoW.tho.tl'm the blame." 

Butwben he re.cbold ~he prairie. 
IhI .found a new-made mOurid;" . " 
An!l.'ld.sfriends'.thE>y sad1y":1;old him, 

: T) ... ,,'d laid his loved on .. down. ; 
·The-y' sa1~ as' she wtl.s dying, 
She- brea.thed _her- sweethear.t·s name, 

'A'nd aaked'"1;hem with her last breath 
~ tell him .when he came,. 

Y(Ialr SWeetheart awaits for you, Jack, 
Your sweethear watts for you 

, •. Out,on the lonely prairi~, 
'Where thfskies are a1 ... aY5 blue. 

/ 



Come And Join The Air Foree 

COIDe ln and joln the.:A,1l' Force,lt's a grand prace·so·th.y say,. 
You· never have to lIorkllt.all, just fly around ·a11. day. . 
While otbers work and stUdy bard, and' soon gl''''''old and bl1nd 
Wl>'l1 take thedr witboUt. a care,·and yOU'll never mind. 

CHORUS: On, n~ver ,II11'nd, no, never mind,'· 
0, cOlDe ·on and ,:Joln tile ,0\11' Force, . 
And you'll never mind; . 

,Come on and get promoted as big .s yc)u deslr.~· 
You-9 re riding on a gravy train' "h$D you're an A,it" Force fli'er; 
But just when you're about to.be a general ,,(llI'U nnd 
The engine cougbs, the wiugs fall off, and yoU:'l~ ·ne".r mind. 

CHORUS 

You're flying o'er the ocean, you be.,r, 'your 'engine splt 
You see your prop come to I. stop, the. G-- d-~- eng:t;neis qUi,t'. 
The Ship won' t float, you cannot swim:, the shore.' is mil'e8 behind. 
Oh, what a· dlsh for the crabs and fisb, but you'll never mind. 

CHORUS 

Oh , when you loop and spin her, and with an awful tear, 
You'll see your stubby wiugs fall off,but you "ill never care. 
For. in about two minutes, Mac_, another pai:r. you 'l~ find.: . 
You~ll fly, with Pete and th~ angels. sweet, an.d you'll never mlnd. 

CHORUS 

Oh', then you meet a Fokker, he shoots you dov(n tn. t"iame., 
Don't waste YOUl" time belly a(.o,din' and call1n' th~ begga'" .. riamea. 
Just push you stick into tbe ground, and pretty soon·you'U find' 
There ain't no hell and all is· well. and you'll neve:r.JIl-ind.: 

CHORUS' 

Oh, we're just a bunch of Air Force'lads, and we don't ,.ive a d--­
About the grQundings" point. of ·vi.w and all that"'sort: ot hallt. 
We want a hundred thousand ships of each apd every kind,-
And now we've got our own Air .For~e, 80 wetll neve~ mind. 

CHORUS 

While fly.ing over the jungle, in my P-39 
There's just one thing that I would like tor you to,keep'l~ min~., 
I only have ,one engine· jack, and if that basta'rd QUt.,t8 . 
a will bo·up there all by itself, for I wl11 shllt· ·and get 

CHORUS 
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Dalldnl ThtyGIIh The SkF 
TTUne, "DaSh ina through the SnOW) 
Dashing through the sky, 
In a toxtrot one-ob five, 
Through the flack IVe,fly 
Trying to stay altve. 
The SAYS destroy our calm. 
The MIGs come up to play 
What ,fun it Is to strate ~d bomb 
'IIhe T.R. V. today. 

CHORUS 
CBUs, Mark 828, 750s' t06, 
Daddy VUlcan strikes again 
OUr Cllristmas' gift to Y!"" 

Trying to ,stay. alive 
The SA~ destroy our calm, 
The MIUS CQODe up to play 
what fun it ia' to strafe and bomb 
TheT.R.V. today? 

(CHOR~S CBUs, Mark 82s, 750's too, 
Dadd~~ VU1,ca~ strikes again, 
OUr ClIristmas gift to you. 

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

Downtown 

~When,' y~u ,got' ,8 ,belly full or bravo~s 
an~" sbyspots you can always go --
DowntpwD'. ' 
When you.',been d,rlnk.in' and "cancel" 
your're thinkin', you are' sure to go Downtown . 
.Listen to the music of the Fan Songs -
,softly singing 
Look·and see the contrails of the 
.MIGs .,0 swiftly winging 
Swell, t 'Oll t. the bQoze. 

'. 'The :tlak ,:\.e much blacker there 
,~,t shakes up the pilots 

;_ l,t shake. up the bears 
1 'i1'O go dOw"n town, 

,~" ,Tri,ed ,fly.ing fast and slow Downtown 
,Triod ny~ng high and low Downtown 
.iv:e,rythingIS shooting at youu. 

, 
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Look .and see the a .. "rti~~ds W.ith .. Jllet .. r 
rUql!ays so :Lnvit,1ri8: ., .:~'<i-;,,,· ',.> g:: I ~~~ ~~t::;~:Pt'1r.,~~inlt,np <.t:l> :j01n .tbeUBht1~ . 
SAlI's are much tIl1ckel',tll,.,;I'e:, "~, 
Come up in single:s ' , ,I,,'~ , 

Come up inpairB - DoWntOWn 
Ev'!rythins's wa~t1ns,,~or' you. 

. . . 

. JU.Bt when it Be.... LOCI, come quickly, 
you. can always go -- DOwntonw . '. 

'SOmehow the feeling in your .stomach gets 
Bickly when you have to go --DoWntown . 
Crew chiefs launch tl1eir aircraft with'a 
pride. and care amazing . . 
Proudly watch, the Thunderchiefs" their 
afterburners blazing . 
'l:he,'re BOins "gain 
OUr buddieB are j_iled,up there 
We ,still,.remember and we- sti.11 all care 
So we' go .. DOwntown' 
Til it is 0' er and done -' DoWntOwn 
Til it .is through and won -Downtown 

. Everything's waitins for you. 

~ 

I wish I was ·in d.e land of cotton, 
Old times dar am not forgotten, . 
Look .way., look. away t look away, D1~leland ... 
'In Dixieland where· I was borll" in 
Early on a frosty morning' 
Look al!ay, look away~ look a,way" 'Dixielud. 

CHORUS , 
"O'D,"Twish I was in Did!>, Hurrab, lllirrah, 
In Dixie land I'll take mystRod 
Tol1ve and die in Dixie, ' 
Away, away, away down south in D:lx:S:e. 

Dar·s 'buckwhea~ cakes and Injun batter 
Makes you fat or ," little fatter,' 
Look away· .•. • , •••••••.. "' •.•.••••.• i ••• ~. \ ~ 
Den hoe it down and scratch 'your' srabble 
Tc Dixieland' I'm bound to tr .. bble, ' 
Look away' ..•••. ~ ......... ; •• ' •..••.•..• .i •• 
CHORUS 
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,Early AbMt 

Oh, my name is Rupert Leader, I'm the leader ~f the group, 
Just step illt9 my briefing r,oom; I'll give you ,all the _poop, 
I'll tell you where t,he Lufwaffe is and how to dodge the flak . 
. 1 III be the last one takes off,. the first one to get back. 

, avoid the rush; 
abort, now dono't delay. 

Now we'tll all line up and take off and set our course at 10:00 
And -,wh.en we reach the channel we will all -turn back again. 
We',l1 call the tower and get ,a steer; we don't-know where we've bee 
Drop your tanks and canopies, peel off and belly in. 
CHORUS 

,oh,wefly those red-tailed jugs a,t a hundred bloody feet. 
We can fly them in the rain and fog and in the bloody sleet. 
We think we're flying bloody south, instead wet~e bloQdy north, 
And we make our bloody land fall at the fourth of bloody forth. 
CHORUS, 
Oh, ,we 'fly those red-tailed jugs at a hundred bloody feet. 
We fly them in the rain and fog and in' the bloody sleet.' 
And when wetre flying bloody high, we're' flying bloody low, 
And we hit the barker beacon such an awful bloody blow. ' 
CHORUS , 

"arly abort, avoid ,the rush. 
Early-, abort, now don't delay. 
Oh , ny na~e i$ Rupert Leader, 
I'm the" lea~er of tl>-e group with all the poop 

Fable. In'Br~l_' , ' 

The're's noth:~ng ~anbe better than a :,i~l that' wears a sweater 
Tho ~b" ,mily, not be as big as she appears 
Thei" ve,'got 'an' awful lot of fal~ies in brassieres. 

, ' . ' , 

Her p:ullmona~y muscles may resemble Janie Russ,eli' S 
And/ she,'11 say she ,got that way from drinking beer. 
They've ivt ,an awful lot of falsies on brassie.l"es~ 

So round-,~so firm.-- and 80 fullY pac,ked 
You'll .t.:;nd. it' 8 just an' act 
t11ve .. girl a Bally Bra and she will' grow--grown--grown 

Now I have made a careful' study with the help of my' best bl'ddies 
And ~ hundr~d thousand women volunteers ' 
they,ve gbt an awiul lot of Fal~ies in Brassieres. 

"$6 fell-OW f6re you wed ,her, please investigate her sweater 
,Or _ you' ~L1 fl,ind' your honeymoon wi 11 end in tears 
,;~eytve got Ian awful lot of Falsies in Brassieres. 
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Far Above ,eW'.·. Wate!'! 
:Far above Cayuga t s wa,ters; 
W'11;h i,ts waves of blue, 
Stands our noble Alma· Mater, 
'Glorious to v1,e-w. 
CHORUS , 
Uf.t the ChOl'UB, .. pend it 'onwa,rd, 
Loud ber pra'ises tell. 
1a-1l to thee" our Alma Ma>ter J 
Hail,> all Hall, Corn.'ll.~ 

Flak SboweN 
('!'une; April Showers) 

AHhough f+ak sbowers may come your ,way' They'll bring tbe panic, 'tba t makes 
you say , " .,' 
"MY fuel is Joseph:1ne" I'tm gO! ng home ,So iu 'you want t<> st .. y and fight, 
you may 
St .. y and, fight alonel 
Ive adlledthrottle, I' 'm on my way 
1'11 l.i va to come baCk some ,otber day,., So lceep on "trafing tlt.t pod tion 
Andlcnock it ou.t ·forme 
I'm .1'Ull1; a <>lOll. Rupporter, can't ,you 
S •• '!· . 

FOl'!l!.Lc>ve.Wh. WaaF8y. >F .. AWBf 
Round ,her ~eak sb., '.(Jre a yellow r:iibbon, Site wor~ it tnDeoember aDd 1n tbe 
mcmtb 'of 'M .. y--H~H~, 
But'wben the, _edher why the hell 
She WOM lIt" 
Sbe ea4l.d ·t.'t ... ;f','03:" her JIov.er :Who was 
,fa,r" 1.,1" awaye. 

CHORUS 

FaJ;" .. way, f,ar away, oh ~ she wore it' 
for bel" love,,-' wbo wa~ f.,r, f-aJ", ,',: .. a:y 
Far aw~y" far 'away, oil-, she wore it 
for bel" lover wbo' was t~r., 'f,.r, ,away. 

Sebtnd the door, ber fa ther,p1ll.ced ,a, sho-taun, - " ' 
It sttood J there in 'December' and 'in tbe 
month ,of May---Hey, Hey 
BUt when tbey asked her wbythebell 
it 'stood there, , 
She •• td 'twas 'for ...ber Jiover W40 'was lIal'~ far ,a".y, 
••• " ..... ' ...... ". ' •••• CHORUS 
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.1IraDlde ....... Solmle 
·~ • ..iis: •• Il~ Johlll.e were 10ve~s. O·"Y gawd how ·tbey 
4iCl love, th"Y,awore to ,be. true to each other,· just as 
,t~e .a the at.ars·,up above, He was her man, but he-done her wrong. 

"Frasbcie .. ,ishe "as a good '~oman'J juSt 11~e _everyone knows J 

She'd, give a man a hundred dollarlB just to buy himself a suit, 
"0 :my' gawd" J- said. Frankie, "But don't" 'my John1e look cute? He was 
her man, etc. . 

rraDlr.le went down to MfIDlphls, she went on the morning tr_.in, 
: S~. p._id _. hundred dollars" for ·John1e a watch and chain, He 
"w" ber-man, et'c •. 

. . . 
' .... nkie 11 ved down in 

;:\'I~\!.' ,all' her mone.y. ·t,o 
·'._t~a" her man,' -etc. 

a crib-house, crib house w;lth onty two doors, 
John~e, be spen~ it on those parlor whore~, 

f· ,:-', .:'- !:f~' . . 
'N"MDit-ie went down ,to ,:the co.-ner,· just-,f:or.a bucket· of be;er, 
;:)''b.~· •• ,~d, "Oh, .1oIr: .Bar-tende .. , has my loving~ jollnie. been here 
>"BI,,·''';.',_,'_.)' ma~, and he wouldn't do me wrong". 

'. . " _. .' 

~c,ii <lpn't,-t ."ant ·to Cauae you no trouble, 1" don't want to·te,).l you -no 
. l:lej .But', r 'fi!law your lover half an:hou~ 'ago. With a girl Dflmed NeP.:, ... :,~t; )18 is' your man, But he',a.-.dolng you wrong. tI. . 

"tliauie went down to the pawn sbop,· She bought bel'self a little 
··.tortt .. to~,. She aimed it at the ce~11ug and sbot a big hole in 
~h. floor, Where ,'is ~m, ..,an? He'~ 'do1n, me. wrong." 

~~fl'abkie _nt dOlilD to tlie Hotel, She rang that Hotel bell, Stand 
'''back,·:Ul·of 10U .chippie". or I'll blow you all to hell, I want 
;":!V~ ,~n,., ·Re,'.S c:'o:L~.t ~e ~_~~OI1i .. 't. 
','·~.nkl'e looked' .over 'th. fr':.~), Aiid":the~~:, ,to:her '~reat surprise. 
:1' •• there on the bed.8at.1·obnie,makilllJ .10ve to· Nellie 81y, He . 
"·was. her, lIaD~ etqo .• , ' ,. ' , :" , . . 

Frankie threw back hefklmona, :Sh,ei~ook outtbeHttl<tf()rty-four, 
Root.-Il'-toot-toot, three· time. she . sbot, .Rillbt tbrough. that hard_· 
11'~ door. She shot ,her man, BecaUS,e ,be ,done her' w~ong . 

. "'.".loll. me over easy, R'lll me over slow RO.II me over ea·sY,.- B~ys', 
Cnu •• , my wounds ,they hur't'me so', 

. X w .. tier man, . an~ I done h~r ."~g .-", 
''''flrlna . out . yo,u,r ,ru~b~r-t'1red carriage:,' Bring' out ,your rubtier tired 
back, I'll. ,g01ng to take my man to the cemetary, and ,I aln':t a-go::l:n ,. 
:to br1~ hi_m, back,: ·He was my maa,. 'Cause .he. done me w~ong,. u 
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Frankie And lohule Con't 

Oh, bring tround a thousand policemen,. Bring I'em, around to-day' 
To lock me 1n that dungeon, 'and throw the ke,y'away" I !ihot my ma~ 
~Cause he 'done me wrong. 

Yes, put me i'n that dUngeon, Oh, put me ;in that, cell, 
Pu t me where tho northeast' wind blows f"rom the southeast corner 
of ',Hell', I shot my man, etc. 

'Frankie went to his,- oof',1-n, She looked dQwn on his f'ace, 
She said "0 ,Lord, have mercy on' me~ I wish ''1 could take his 
place. ,He was her'man g etc. 

Johnie he was a gambler, He ganible'd for the, gain, the very 
Last words he ever said were, "f{1gh, low Jack, and the game." 
He was her 'lIIan~ etc., 

Frankie she said".to the warden~ '''Wha:t are tliey goin t ,to do?" 
The wa~den he said to .Franki~, "Itts the electriC ch~ir f·or you. 
You shot your man, though he done yo:u wrong." ' 

The judge said to the jury, 
This Woman shot her lover. 
He wa~ her man, etc. 

"It's 'as, plain as plain can 1>.9. 
It~s murder in·the second deg~ee, 

Now it was 
'The thi'rd, 
his bird. 

not murder in the second degree, and was not murder in 
This woman ,simplY dropped ho'r man like a hunter drops 
He was her man,· etc'. ' 

,Frankie she ,sits in ,the parlor, Underneath the electric fan, 
Telling her little grandchildren to beware of the gawdam." m,ang 

,He'll do you wrong, J~st as sure -as' you're born." ' 

This story ain't .got no moral:-, 'Ibis" st'ory ai''n't, g,pt no ~rid; 
ThiS' story only goes ttl ,show that, there aint't no good in men, 
He was her man, and he ,ijone her wron~. . 

For Me And My Gal 

The belrs are ringing' 
~~o_r me and m~ gal, 
1~e, birds are singing 
For me ap.d my:gal, 
EverYDody's been knowi-n' 
'fo a wedding they're' galpg; 
And for weeks they've been sewing 
Every a,usie and ,Sal 
They I re cO,ngf,ega tlng 
For me and my' gal 
The Parson's waiting 
For me and 'lnY gal. 
And someday, we're going t.O build' 
A 11 tt,le home for two~ or three', or, 'four 
or more 
A loveland-, for, me' and my gal. 
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GIVe 'Me Operations , . 
Don't give ine an old PhantOlh II 
'1'Jlat L"ports not one pllo~ b.ut. two '1'Jle guy in the back could just stay in the sack Don't glye me,an old PhahtOlD.::::.II. 

CHORUS: Just give.e operations 
. way oU~ on .,some lonely atoll' 
. For/- I t-m' too young to .die 

I., just want .. to grow oid. 

Don' ttrag me for Old Tiger Hound 
Bad we.~h~rJ . high mountains abound 
They don",t give you credit, so screw it fora,at it Ilon't.frag me for Old Tiger Hound • 

. CHORl'S·' 
I:,: ,.'-,.,. 
:lind ,'don't frag me for Old package Six 
I'll ill> in one hell of a,fix 
Tbi>' MIGS all come on, when my. !"adar is gone Don't frag me fot" Old package Six 

CIIORl'S .. 

And .don't frag me for SllverDa'wnWest Your -butt doesn't get any rest 
YOu_th'ink it won't last, your poor ac'hing ass DOn:' t' frag ~e for SlIver D8.wn West'~ 

CHORUS 

And dou't· fragme for Silver Dawn East I beal" its one hell pf a ill>as t 
'80th crew mem.bers reek, and ,you. can't take a leak Don't frag me 'i"f;)r StIver Dawn East. < 

CROatis 

•• 1.1 ~'ll take back that Old'PhantOli1 XI That sports not one pilot but two 
,'The'guy in the· front seat, might just sit on hiS rump . I'll take back an Old Phantom II. 

Gift*, a.,ards To Broadway 
. 01. ve -my reiards to Broad...-.y, 

llemember lie to Herald Square. 
Tell loll tbe boys.onForty-liecond Street That I '11'111 soon ,be there. 
TeU t'hem of how I'm yearning 
~ mingle witb the old-time throung 

.'Give.my regards to old Broadway 
An~, say that I'll be there 'e1'. 10tig. 
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Good Nfle, Irene 

gooel nite, 
lwen ••• \ ',gqod 11:1 te·, , , . 

night·, ~reDe, Good. nlte, Irc,ne. 
ae's you in my dre ..... 

" Last'Saturelayriite 1 gtit. 'lIarded,' 
Me ahd my wife settled doWn. , 
Now me and my wife are parted, I 

qonna ta~e a little stroll down toWn. 

CHOIIUS 

Sometime.' 1 11 ve in the country 
/ilQlletimes.l live in the t.own 
Some times 1 take a greatl)otl,on 
To jump in the rl.vet" and droWn.· 

CHOIIUS 

Stop your ramblinc. 
Stop your .gamblipg •. 
Stop staying out late at 'nite 
Go bome to your wife and family 
And stay by the fireside bright. 
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l~Good Old "Mountaln DeW~ 
~They call it that good ol~ mountain 

;

' nd them that refuse it are few ;. 11 hush up my mug, if .YOU' 11. fill ith some of that good ole ~ount~in 
~here's '0 old hollow tree DoWn the road here from me ·Where you lay dow-n a dollar or two i Then you go round the bend And when you came back again 

dew-dew-de"" 

up InY 'jUg, 
dew. 

·Your jug 1s full of good ole mountain "dew,. 
Now my, cousin Nort 
He 1s sawed off short He only measures bout four ,foot two But he thinks he's a giant When you give.him a pint Of that good ole mountain dew. 
My Ijrother, Bill, has a still on the hill Where he runs off a ga1,lon Or two The buzzards in the sky Get so drunk they c.an' t fly Just from ~melling that good ole mountain dew. 
MY. ole Aunt June 
BOught some brand new perfume And it had such a sweet smelling phew But to her surprise ' . When she had it analyz.d It ~as nothing but. good ole mountain dew. 
The preacher 'passed 'by With his wife w~ohadbeen down·with tbeflu So I thought that I ort TO give him a snort Of that gOOd ole mountain dew. 
That old 86 really got his kicks As around that Canut he flaw instead of gasoline In that flying machine He had a tank of good ol~ mountain dew. 
The flak gets s.o .thlck Tha t i-t makes you fee! sick When you' ve been on a rail cut or t.wo But' you? 11 never abort 
It they·II give yOU a snort Of that good ol~ mountain ~ew. 
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Green Beret, 
l!dyke Mather) . 
,There he goes' the PIO 
Last to-know, first to 'go 
100 times he flys the HUey··. 
);'lownby publicity seeking Luey's 

Out to battle he must go 
Sent by those in ,the know ' 
He may take a snipers round 
And be, left, upon the grouM. 

Fighting men 'may Pass him by 
And when they allk, Who Wl!sthat guy? 
I dunno, 1t's hard to. say .. 
What the hell, Just let "him lay. 
And 'when he gets to the"golden gate " St. P~ter says, You"ve ,oofed uP_~,1;,e!· . So go ,to Hell in ally<>ur glory" , \ 'When you get back, you can dP yout' s,t_or~. 

GuIre. WatertaJl 

Beside a Guinea waterfall, one bright and aunny day, Beside his shattered Mustang 'a young pursuit ... ray, " .<:;"" His paracbute bung from a nearby treei hewae,not yet"quitedill\jt So listen' to the "ery last words that young pur.utter said. " "I'm going to a 'better land- where everythii1g lj1pbrlch,t' •. Where whiskey flows from telegraph poles and there'. pOker e",",y night. ' ' There's not a single thing to do but sit .. round and Sill&', Where all qur Qrew chief. are women,Qnnnnnnnnn,. Oh, deatb wbere, is they sting. 
Ob, death wbere is thy sUng, ting-a-ling, ting-._l1l1g"/ Oh, death 1Ihere i8 tby sUng. ' ' , """;"< The bell •• f bell will "ring tlng-a-ling. For you, 'but not f~r me. 

( 



:!av,e I Told You LatelY That I Love You 
"Have I told youlateIy that I love y,ou? Could I tell you once again somehow? 
Have I t,old you with all my heart and soul how I adore you? "Well, darling, I'm telling you now. 

Thl'$ beart -would break in two if YQU-f-d refuse me. I'm no good without you anyhow. ' Dear, have I told you lately tbat I love you? Well, darling, I'm telling you now. 

Have I told you lately that I miSS yeu? When the stars are shinning in the sky. Have I told you why the nigh.a are long Whel-..you're not· with -me?' Well, darling, I'm telling you' now. 

Have I ,told you lately when I'm sleeping Every dream I dream 'is you somehow Have I told you who I'd like to'share my love forever? .Wel1~ darling, I'm telling you now:. 

!ave Y ... ·Eve. Been Lonely? 

Have you ever been ~onely 
Have you ever been 'blue 
Rave you eYer loved someone 
Just a8 I love you? 
Can't you_ see tha,t 'I'm' sorry 
For .each- mist~e I I ve made? ' 
Can!t, you' 88,,, I've paid. 
Be a little forgiving, 
~e me back in ~our heart 
How can I go'on living 
Now tha·t we' re apart. 
If you knew what I've been through, ' Then you know wily I ask yoU 
Have you ever ".en lonely? 
Have you ever been blue? 
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ReDo Cam RaDb Tower TTime: ~ltazUke Tower), 
"Hello Cam Ranh: Tower, Thi" 1s Hammer ,F<;lrtY""lOne. 
My BLC lights glowing: ~ I.'ve just 10". PC-I. 
The engine's running roughly; the.EGT is high, 
Can you clear me for a straight-in, this birds ab.out,' to :c;lle!-tt 

"Ha'miDer forty-one this ls Ca~ _Ranh Tower 'here, 
Wet'd like to let yOU in rigir..t now" but a Senator 1,r near. , 
He's here to please constituents, his plane 1s c,los~. at hand,. 
So please 'dive,'"t to Tuy Hoa, W~ Can'~ c',lear you :to land."-

"Hello Cam ,Ranb Tower, this ls Hammer f'orty-ope, 
I'm turning onto fi'na1,_ hydraulic pressures gone'. 
The generator's off tb"e line, the 'RPM just fell, 
Please send thn Sena'to~ around, E\nd tell him I1War is Bet~",. 

Hammer forty-one this ls 'Ca'm Ranh Tower again, 
You'll hay'! to keep on~circling, regardleS8 of,your' Plan. 
I'm sorry 1?out your 'problem', but you -:will 'have '. to yield. 
We must give the priority, to Senator Man"f,ie1d. 

I1Now LISTEN Cam Ranh- ,Tower I'll lay it on ,the line", 
The 'situations F in ,terse, we're- runJ;l,ing O\lt. of tla._."· 

, My fuel low level light is on, 'the 'birds.abo,lit to_ qdl-t, " 
So tell that godda1l). Senator· he doean!.t count for 'shl,ttt 

"Hammer forty-one .QSY 'to channel. ,foUr_I ' < _ .' 

'Youtli have to clear witI!-. "Air Patch"'; I can',t do 'all1: more. II , 

"Roger Cam Rauh· Tower, I tm' awi tchi~g channels Iiow . 
I'm sure Air Patch will clear- me" to land this bird ,.olluih".,n 

, . , , ' . -, 

"Air Patcn, Air Patch, Air. Patcb'J'~ t-his' is Ranuler fa~,t'y~on.e" ;,'j 

The tower made "me check with you, "to see wbat, could- ,be. ,doJle~ 
I know you'll understand my plight, I ve·'oon,t1de .. ce~1n you, j,. 

86 .clear me ont'Q finl_, send the Senator on t:br,ouahP', . 

"So~ry bout ,that ..... forty .... one, .. your story braa,k. :o~r heart., .-: . ' 
Rad t/lishappened only 'yesterday, we could have dOlleour pa,rt.,. 
You will divert to Tuy Roa, considllrt,his .a must, " . 
For Senator M1keMansUeld wou1d,nbt li!<e all thistus ...... 

"Roger -' Roger Air Patch, I' g~ your ,mes.age clear; 
.Situation - understood, t;he vtJ?'1,~ too near:. , 

,Wetll nurse this bird to Tuy H~, ,on this, you' can depend; 
.we'll keep this airplane flying, until the very end •. 11 

"Mayday! Mayday! Crown, this ·'is .. llatDmer f,arty-one 
Our f,a.te is up to you bo)"s' now, the home drame let uS'down, 
We ca:n't~ make it to 'l'uy Hoa~ wetll hav.e to punch out· hel'e. 
So please 'aiert t)le Jolly Greens, we hope that help ls.-near!"': 

BEEP 
BEEP 

BEEP 
. BEEP 

BEEP 
, ·BEEP ,-:rr-, 



Be Gruped Me lIr My Slend .... Ned< 

Betra,..d by the Biurular Army, 
C .. t otf by the SlgnalCorps 
Signed up tor nine months .flying 
And sta,edoll for three years more. 

CIlORUS: 
So s.t"nd by. your gl"lSses steady, 
Tbi.world 18 a world of lies. 
"re'a a to.,.st to the dead already, '\\" 
'Alld hurrah for the .next mali to die. 

• ., looped in the purple 8unset, 
,e apull lnthe 811very dawn, 
}'1.tll . a traU ot black smoke behind \us '. 
:·"",\.~lIo. where our buddies have gone. 

,'I 

" ,'_ "":',1 
~ho~ thl' . .,u.h the lOw hIInl . rafters " I 

, ... ou';ilng .trom the walls .80 bare, ""'til can h •• lrth6 tears and laught.r 
'01. t ••.. 4ea4. for th.y really are there. 

'~''': ,'" , ' ' . 
' • ., 1'0 The Next Man T. Die 

~;.raapa4 •• by ~ysl.nder~ck 

.1;'.0.· .• 1d not yeU or. scream 
tOOk m6 to his dingy room 

.re be could· Dot ~. ~een 
.' tore otlall my ~li ... y wraps 
AIld trazed up,?" 'IlY form . 
I' 'was so v.r:; cold and damp 

; ..... be. ao hot: and warm . 
.• ·mes.d me to his easel' lips 
X coUld not make him stop 
.. drainedm.· ot·. my very life 
.~ ray very last .drop . 
lie ode iDe What. I am today 
''1'IIat f s why you ..... me here 
.. trokenbottle thrown away 
,\~ once w.as . full of bileI'. 

, •• Dd_ 

'llOia Drhel', ",uehing thru the sky 
Ob what a daahlngguy am I 
han illy fttr.ter all the"l1,hter 
''''rever she'. 101111, .,be t

• ·KoillK there slow . 

. Boa Dr.iver, whUe IIhe howls and Iloa"" 
'. I 9ften wish upon a star 
'l'iiat· ..... day there'll be an F-4C, just waiting for me 

."1Id then 1'111 n~ver bila. hog driver again • 
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H~me On The 'Ranle 

Oh, give' me R' home wbere buf'falo roam, 
Where the ,de~r al).d the. ant.eloPe play,' 
Where se~dom is heard a. d~seouragillg word 
And the skies are not cloudy, a-II day. , 
CIIORUS . 
lI~lne, home 011' the range ~ 
Where the deer and. the' antel,ope play, 
Wh~re €.eldom 'is -heard" a discouraging w-ord 
Anct the skies 'are not cloudy, all day. 

How often at night when tho heavens are 'Bright 
With the light of the filtering stars. 
Have I -stood there amazed, 
And asked as I gazed, 
If their glory exceeds, that of ours. 
CIIORUS 

I He~l'd A Crash On The HighwaY 

Who did you say it was, Brother? 
WhO was it fell by the way? 
When whiskey and blood mixed together; 
Di,d you h'ear anyone pray? 

CHORUS,: I didI)',,t hear nobody pray" dear ~other, 
I didn f t hear ,_nobody pray. 
I heard a crash on the highway 
But',I didn't hear nobodf pray." 

When I heard a crash on the highway 
I knew what it was from the start. 
I went to the scene of destruction, 
AQd the picture was st~mped on my heart. 

There was whiskey and blood mixed togethe,r 
Mixed wi t.h glass where they lay 
Death played her hand i)1 destruction 
But I didn't· hear nob<>dy pray. 

I wish I could change .this sad story 
Tha t J am now te 1l1ng ·you. . . . 
But there's no w,.y, '1 can eh'an,8' it, , 
For somebody'sl1fe. 1s :now ~hrough. 

The roll has been called by ·tbe Master 
They died in a crash on tbeway. 
1 heud the grqansot the dying 
But I ·didn't h"ar nobody pray. 
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'I' 

u Y.., Ply 

CHOi\US: Old YO\lgo BOOM today? ' 
Did you ,go BOOM today? 
Two more' bIe! up yesterday 

. G.E. ,ain't here to-'stay. 

r i 1'0\1 fly an Eighty-nine 
1'0\1 wst be deaf, ,d\lmb and blind Par· your life ,ai'n't 'worth a',dime', 
'Wbat'ayour scheduled blow'up t~me? 

If yO\I fly ._ ninety-four. ' 
You ,,111. never, :holler no more, 

,For yqut lot we do not pine 
,It 'sbetter t.ban an EightY-nine. 

CHOR~: 

If, yOU fly all Elghty-s~ 
You' will .. "ally ,get ,y<!ur kicks, 

, "ouncll1nrth'J8e, 8"b-sonlc boys 
Playinrwi th the~r radart·oys. 

CRORtis: 

It yOU fly, a 101 
Tell yOurseUtt.' really' fun 
{Ins .day it wl11 pHph upwlthYO\l 
And y,O\l 9ill "ish Yl!>unever' fle .. 

CIioRUS: 

If yOu 'hl' a 102 
Don't 10_ up unI';'Js i,ta,.blUe . 
For 11: you fen one drop' of rain 
You 'n be in ,pi'ecee not a pillne. 

CHORUs: ' 

It .. )'0\1 fly a 104 
,TIle "hole world ti'ocks to your door .'Raoge· 18 s~ort, _the win" dOn-it las,-t­But golly it sure does fly fast 

CHORUS: 

it you fly _. Tbunderchief 
YOU, will soon shake like a leaf 
Flyinr, it .... y .make, you sick 
It handles like a' great big brick 
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I Want'":"o Plg,'-Plano 

I _want to play, pi'~no in_ ,Ii 'whorehouse 
That ,is, my -on. d~ .. :t,.r(t . 
S.om~ 'may be- bankers.~ or ranchers ou~ in ,'B1i~te,. 
f just .wantt.op,lay in a ·bous!' of ill repute 
IYq\1 may laugh.:at .this. my humble advocat.ion 
But·, carnal copul~tlc)nt8' heJ"e_ to -st~y 
I don It wa·nt_ fanj~s or riohes 
I j\l!'t want to Play for tb·o$e oldbitcbes 
r want to play p_ianc;:, ,in a whorehouse-.. ·· 

If You Fly 

CHORUS: 

I f you fly a Phantom Two 
You 1 re flying days ~ill soon be "through. 
It flies at twice t~e speed of sound 

.If you can get it off the ground 

CHORUS: 

If You Fly 

If you fly in Eigbty-nine . 
You must be deaf. dumb and blind 
For your life aintt'worth ,a dime, 
What 9 s y'our scheduled blow-up time? 
CHORUS 
Did you go BOOM today? 
Did you go BOOM today? 
Two more blew up yesterday 
Allison ain t t here' to 'stay 

If you fly a ninety-four 
You will never 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- 'kicks 
Bouncing those sub~sonic .bqys 
Playing with their r"dar toys 
CHORUS . 
If you fly. a 1-2-4 .. . 
You will 'find it quite "a bore, 
It flies like an old barn door 
An~ it, makes .your f,ar,uiy sore. 

CHORUS 
Did y.ou go OUCH tOday~ 
Di<l you go OUCH today? 
Fourteen heurS yesterday 
What a 'way to earn;your pay 
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If Yo .. ve ljoot The Money. f \"1..' Got The Time 

If you I ve got the money. J t v,e got the time 
We'll go honky-tonking 'and we,'lL:liave a t.ime,~ 

. We'll make all the night spot's 
We t !1 do them up fine. 
If you'v~'got the money; honey, 

. '~,'. I've got the t1me~ 

There ain f t ,no use to tarry, 
So ,let~s start out tonight, 
-We t 11 spread Joy, oh boy I oh, boy, 
And we Y 11 spread 1 t right, 
We.; 11 have more fun baby, 
AIl the way down the, line, 
If you've got the money, honey, 
I've got. the' time. 

If you~ve got the mon~Y1 
Pva got the time 
we'll go honky-tonkin' 
And _weill have a time 
Bring along'your Cadillac 
Leave my ole wreck behind. 
If you've got the ,money, honey 
I've got the time, 
Yes, weYll go honky-tonkib' 
Make every club in t,own,o 
We'll go to the park where it's dark 
We wo~lt fool around. 
But if you run sh,ort' of 'mO,ney,-, 
r t 1'1 run short of t~mlJ3:; 
'Cause you wi tl) no money, ho,ney 
I've no,'more time,,, 

In The EveninJ( By The Mopnliflht' 

In the evening by the moonlight; 
You can hear those darkies singi,ng I 
In the eveni~g, by th~ "moonl~ght, 
You can hear those, banj ds ringl'ng," 

'How the 0'1'" folks would enjoy it, 
1'hey would < t all night' and' listen 
When they s~lg in the evening, 
ny the mooh ... lght 



'!!!:J1I. "alaeV" '\ 
... ,oe: $trawber!'y Roan 

Oh come fighter pilots, b,oth ,young and old 
I\nd 1'11' tell you a ~tory, that '11 ,mal<e you tU!'1l ~ 
" story of tankers, and, a. f,l;ght out to sea 
And I hate ,to t~11 you ... ha t they did to me 

6h we fook otf. for Brown, oh so' early one morn 
The weather" was' balmy; but not l'ea11y 'warn ' 
We soon I-eft the- coast line" ~nd beaded to sea 
And for the last time, land I lIid see •. 

Oh we -flew on -fOt" ha,ur's, 'it seemed like more ", 
We fl.w "'Dd ,.,e'(lew, till my but,t it,got so>,e 
Andw" finally got to that far from land, , 
Whe:re th~re were sUPPQsed to be tank,era at hand" 

BU.t y.es, you 'have guessed it, ilo one' 'Was there 
Nothing around, but ,ocean and air,. ' 
We called and we called,- ,but it was in vain 
There was nobody' out ,th~re to ',refuel my plane. 

.' , .:, 

Oh _we circled _and circled,- ,ari~' hol1e~ed tor. ias., 
The pain_ was 'beginning to leav.'):IlY ,-aSS.,:: 1. _, . 
T 'was beginning to pucker', . and, ,tuvn,ia,·,dull· bu. 
When f:'.nally a tanker came into v;lIPJt' •.. 

. ,; , ,," ':' .'.' 

Well bygon~s were bygones""'and we didn't· bitCh,' 
We just latched onto, t~ ..... t son of a bitch -
Who ho, called the scanner, ''It''s under 'your wing, 
If yo~\ don't hook up, you likely will ding!n 

Se) I tri~d ,it real slow, boys" but. that didn,'t .work, 
I tried agaiQ fast, what a hell of a: Jerk, 
Tb-e funnel it hit me, one hell 6f a blOW, 
AS 1 looked ,at ·the cold water down there b,elow. 

I looked at that -water, so cold and so ctillled 
And I though to myself, I'U'soon be killed, ' 
So It--d ,better hook up, and takfi)"--'o.n .• om'. fuel 
Cause that water below looks uriCOIJlfo·rtably":COOl. 

So I finally did it, I hit th~t d"IIIh bose 
I hit that old funnel, right· square on the nmlt" 
The, engineer aa-ld, _nSir, youtrEt taking ort fuel!''". 
But the basta,rd was lying,'the <l1rty old foor.' 

I called that'damn scanner" ,said, -."Turn on the ·',a'., 
I can t t_ wait mUch long~,", or' i t 11 bu~t my aS8 •. tt : ' 

'He lookeCi up from hls paper" and sald 'wi.th a' grin'," 
lIyO~ know there are days" sir,' when y'au just· can t t ·'w~n". 
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: ~att.E!l the end of my .stcir), I'm Bor"ry to 84Y, 
ihat 014,F-105 lies out in the bay, . 
aut I'll have my vengence, you 'can. bet you life 
CaBse there''s 'one tanker pilot, that I'm going to knife. 

rm Just Driftwood On The River' 

I' .. just d:riftwood on the river :floating down the tide, 
I'" don't care where _ tJiis o~d river carries DIe, 
I keep drifting just because,mY heart is broken inside, 
And I'm Ured of wishing for what cannot be. 

~
y meet, some bi t of d, rif, twood lost the, same as I, 

S re a handshake and a tender- te'ar· or two; 
t it's always, "Good luck, pal." 

" e t ve got to ,say goodbye." 
I, must wander Qh' to keep' my rend'ezlVOUS . 

. Though I dri~t 'th,rOng, h tow, n and city 
I can Dever s y. 
For I find n ! place to call my home, swee't h()1lle .• 
I ·don't ask ·or help-or pity, 
I just go ~ way. , 
All I'm pr~ying for is 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 over what has been 
I feel sorry for the one I must torget. 
And instead of being someone .. wi th a world to win, 
I'm dust driftwood on the river, of regret. 

Itazake Ort 
(Tune: When You Wore a TuUp) 

When you flew a M~.tang, and I' flew a 
Mustang, 
Iii the Itazuke ORT, 
Otber pil~ts.went to briefing 
We stayed 1n the •• ok.a'steeping, 
Hotter stones you'll never s.ee •. 
We were hotter than tabaseo when Group 
pulled each fiasco 
We excelled in proficiency. 
Wh'en you flew. a Mustang, and I flew a 
Mustang, In the Itazuke ORT! . 
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~ .. 

It'. Hard For Me To: Be A Bad GI,I 

It's hard tor me to be ,a .. bad ~irl, 
As it is fo~ some to be good, . 
It's hard for me to ,be a bad-girl, 
I :reilllr would if I· could 
NOW I'd 11ke some body to~take me 
In ':- the park for a hug and a kiss ' 
(G~.ve llie a 11 ttle kiss.) 
But,hOW can I eVer be a bad girl 
With a Goddamn face like this? 

I've Got Fortunes In Memot!es 

CHORUS 
"live got fortunes in memories of your walk, your talk, 'your smile,,*, 
I've got treasures 'of heartaches, and:s'ome old dreams out. of stYl.)~ .... 
I tva got bundles of b.roken vows collected- through the years; 
Itve got fortunes' in memories, and they all were bought wi,th tear~'~ 

'All my' llfe Itve been in love with you, arid now your gone; 
All I own is memories of 'you that 1,1nger on. 
In some ways you left me' nothing but. the lose'rts shal .. J. 
In some ways I guess I am a sort, of m11Iion~ire. 

CHORUS 

Ta:k~ th~ pretty little 11~S ,you told me', one ·by '~ne; 
Take the careless cruel ·things, ,the sweet ,·things 'You ha,ve· done. 
Count them .all as lost, and they ,are mor'e, than I can bear; . , 
Count them all· 1,8 memorles, and I am· a milliona.ire. 

rve Got Six-Penes 

I've got six-pence, jolly jOlly six p~nce 
I've got six-p*nc$, to lalilt me all my life 
Itve ,got tuppence\',to speJ}d, and tuppence to lend 
And tuppence to send home to my wife; poor wife. 

No cares have ,I go grieve me 
No pretty g1rls to deceiv~ me 
I'm happy as a lark belleve me 
As we gQ rolling home. 

Roll~ug· home, Rolling home 
By the light of ,the silvery 'moon 
Happy is the day, wben the ~ir Force gets it pay 
As we gorolliug rolliug home. 



Jet Pilot. In The Sid •• 
(GIIOST RIDERS IN THE SKY) 
An Eighty-Six got' airborne one dark and windy day 
And. ~s h~.raised his landing gear you could hear the pilot pray 
Keep' a~l thos_e buckets in the whee:l and If 11 be saf'e and"'souad 
Don't let that fire go out 'dear L,ord, 'Till I am .n the ground 

Yippi K Ya Yippi I Yo-oo_oo 
Jet ,pilots in the sky. 

These Flying Friends are here to stay they say they are very mean 
'And you all know we're famous since 1917 
Though we may work on holidays and ~eek-ends ,just the same 
1'b6se Pukin' .Pups mak~ history,_ oh bless that famous name 

YippJ. I Ya Yippa i Yo~oo-oo 
,Jet Pilots in the, sky. 

And as our Eighty;"'Sixes leave 'the ground ll their tails aloe ,spouting fla 
The pilots all-may go through hell, but they f'lyi'D'em. just the same 

. The crew chief 1,11 work' forever; to lt~ep them fly-in f . high 
And watch with' sa~isfactioD as their planes gO-SCl'eam-ing by 

Yippi I Yl"Yippi I Yo-oo-oo 
Jet Pilots in the sky; 

Day and night our pil,ots fly,.' to li,ve up to their name 
Other- pilots 'come and go, bU,t ours fly on, the ,same 
They are going ,to, f\y forever in that range up there on h~gh 
The:y:cuss 'and C1:'y, live or die - Jet pilots in the ski,s·. 

Yippi I Yl"Yippi I Yo~oo-oo 
Jet Pilots in the sky. 

Jut' 'Beeaase 

Oh, just 'bec~use you think you've so 
pretty, 
'Ob, just because 'you _think you're so Qot 
Just be9av.se you think you've got 
somethinll 
What' nobody else ain't got. 
Well, just because you spend all 'my 
1I0ney 
Alid" Honey, you call me "Ole Santa Cla;us tl 

Baby, I'm telling you 
Kpney,- I'tIl through -wi th you 
Because, ~ust'because. 
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'?ohn Black, The Red-NOIe 'Colonel" 

(Tune: tlRudolph the Red ... Nol(~!d ,Rei'n,deer) 

He's John Blao,k- the Red Face-d 'Colon.l, ae < has _a supersonic, nose, 
He got him a S,uper-Saber ' 
A\ld tried to see how fast it goes. 
A~l of the junior pilots, 
LObked a t him in ,ope.n -awe. 
Then. that .$peedy super sabre 
Started a field-grade yaw. 
You should 'have'"seen him, as: he did the fa.mous' .duulbe,:n,:,s]c'iP~. 
He's the only Colon,e_1 -YOtt" will fin4~ 
With the funsi te branded on his hip. 

You sho_uld have seen, ·the tech 'reps" 
Drawing slide rules' 01), the run .. 
Calling up J{iridleberger, 
tlHe d1(1" l,t ~' (B\lt i t can~ t, be done):. n 
Then 'caUle, a, bloody, s'igtLal 
From tI.J:xpertstl up in TAC. 'on high 
tlSorry ,'< C,olone1 Sup,e,J;"sonic, 
The F~lOO just c_an t t flyt! 

And -When they gave sad word out, 
That weatherd cheek was damp. 
That slick Mach Buster Moustache 
-Looked ali tl;lough it swept the ramp. 

A 11 the' 'otl1er Wing Commanders 
Used to laugh and'call him names. 
They never let 9ur Colonel 
loin in any flying.games. 

Then one sunny sprip.gtime noon 
Uncle did saYi ' 
Colonel '-w.1tJ;t' yOUl" l\amp,'$o cleaD, 
Come and get your maohine. 
Now the othe~ lVil1g COllllbanders 
Brief their pl10tswith a sign. 
"When you ,look for' Colonel John a1a~-k~' 
Look at Six O'Clock - 'a'nd high" 
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JuSt A Good, Old Rebel 

Irm just "a good old rebel, 
Thatts exactly what ~ am. 
For this fair land ot freed91D,:': 
I do not glove a damn.' , ,c 

I helped to fight against 'em 
I only wish we'd won, 
But I.don't want no pardon, 
For nothin' that I done. 

I followed'Ol' Marse Robert 
For' four years high .bout, . 
Got woUnded in two places 
And starved at Point Lookout .• , 
I catched the rheumatism, . 
A trooping in the\sDQw 
!lut, I killed a chancinl Yank'!,. 
And I wish I' dki ll~d s(Nlle ,J!1ore l"" • ," 

Three hundred thousand ,Yankee., 
Lie asleep in southern dUII,t,; , 
We killed threehundred'thousand 
Before they conq\lered., us,' •. ,' 
They died of, southern fev,'\;\, 
,[,he, southern ,she '11' andsnock" I 
Oh, I wish we'd ,kiUed three .. illiol 
Instead of what wellot, , " 

I 'can t t take up ·my muske't 
And fight -'em no more 
But t ant" 'a' goiR' love:·" -''em. arid 
That ,ls something sure~' :, 
And I don't want" no pardon; 
For what, I was' or am, 
l won't. be reconstructed, 
~nd I don't give a damn, 

I hates th~ cansti tut"ion, 
This great Repub~l", Too; , " 
I\hates ·the.Freedman's Bureau, 
TIle uniform of "the blue, ' , 
I ha tel! the dirty eag}e, 

,
:,VA: Wi th all ~;l.s brag ,and fuss, --." 
~ But the lying' tblevin' Yanke •• , 

I ha tee thll ,wu,",s and W88, , 



Just, Give Me Opera'tim, 

CHORUS . 
Just give mEt- 'Opera ti'ons 
Way out on s,ome lonely atq'~l 
FQr I .am too young t~ d1e 
I ~ust w~nt ,to -go ,:h9~e ... 

~. 
Doi). 9 t give -me 'a p-38 with p~ops 
ThElr 11 loop roll and spin, but 
Don. t give me a P-38~_ . 

i , '~' ~ _. ' , ',;') 

~l1a tCQUlltf!ll".'iQ'C.\\Ite ,.' , 
t.,.~y ~).,l Ef;Qon ~\1g,,~,r:, ill,; 

i'.· 

i: " 

Dontt give me a. P~39 with an e~g1ne t:tiat 1s ,mO~n~~.d:.~~~~~,~4;~l:;;; 
It will 'tUmble and roll and dl'g a deep hole, '" 
Don't give: ~e a P ... 3'9! '", 

Don t t 'g1 ve tile' a" cur~iss warhawk t '_abo,u-t' J i' ih,e ,Pi.i.ot&('~l,i,~~qU'w~< 
It :t:lew like a sparrow but its gear was- toq ',naf,~(j)w.,_~,: ',_ \:\)~) "'~' -' ~ 
Don't give me a curtiss warhaw~: _ 

Don 9 t give me 
It looks like 
Doni t give me 

an old Thunderbolt, 1 t gave ma:ny. a ,,~tL'l,q~,,~~aL:~,~~'~'l;,,>':, 
a jug and it flies Vke,!, !;,l!g i ,_,. 
an old T~underbolt! ,~,:,_".""..' ',',',,',c,,'; i,l 

Don't give me an F-ShooUng Stat, 1 ~ 11l\(cl"b~~"ho't' 'V~rt/~l!t'·v' 
It'll rumble and spOUt ,b,ut 0'1'11\ w1n,'fla",IC~\> 1:':' ' , '. '" i,e 
Don't give me an F-Shoottnglstar! /'J'- ,"\'~){ ... ~f t:,\ It ¢" 

! .' ],i "'~, \ !~"1i r " 
Don't g;iv~ me an F~~4,·theif~pi·lots·arel1:t't.here"'an(mpr,e,, ."~,, 
They boptbed in the crate, but they nIl pu~led -ou.t "latfil,. ,'" '~:' 
,Don't give me ~n F-~'41' • ,-",,',' -,,·r,,- f,' 'C' ~.;. 

~ \' _f,"'. I:;, . :,' 

Don',t give me', an 
llI'q.eytll zoom and 
Don~t .give me an 

F-86., with' wi'ngs 11k,,. 
theyfl1 hover J ' but' a'S' 
F::,86l 

bfoI<enma,tc\f }t{~ks.: 
for 't'_op' C'over")' ~ ,'- ;; 

{ .. fi 1;~" 
, ",,'f 

:" "'.; ( ~~ ',' , ",; ~.l :'1 ':,. 

Don't. give me an F-89, titmigh t~'rtJ:$efr 
They're a'll in the -$tates,. al~, lJoxe'd 
Dontt give me an F-89~ 

says c ~e'y 'reaflX \.!i;'1P',{ti,hb 
Up,iil' cr{y~it#!'si_'(": :~:i ,:1",,'1 "':.', 

'. ,:n "L 

Do'ntt give me an F-94~, it 9 s hev(J'I', c~tab-'i{shefrr('sc'ol~e 
'It ,lulY fly in weather biit WOllf't:' hold togeth~er; ';' . < '- '-, 
Don,it give me an'F-~4! ',. , .",', ,;'- " 

d', 

Just 
It~s 

Just 

gi ve 1llEi' 'an, old 
tried a,-nd l-t 1's 
give m,e a'n old 

~51~ with 
lrue~ and 
i-51! . , 

pr,nise ;Cpr ·the 
v;!t n t~'lte',6q'(" 

'·"'.rl~ it 
f "YQl1;-::' 

'i" 

.' '/ Lt'n, 

has dQ'ne, 
, ~: '.', I"'~ 1 -1: 

, :' : "~ t_ , 

. '" :' '.I .('.; ""~')\~'I \')0" 

"Ji ')I,IV 'Ah,)"}~': ·"'i'.J 

FINAL CHORUS,:' ,'Just give'ina 'flly c;loj b.i'fy..-~,)j\e "', i,l, V, "I") ~JJ1"~ ~'B:~t ,(1" 

For' detend1n~, -d~mocnlCyli;",()u~v':c 
For"J _am 1i.8b'c·ye\lIl.g:,;',(,'6 'd!i~l'_ ... b'H;,,_b~'-d:':If.J(f· ~_ \~p ~,"i 

'J' j.uit,tt--:;..~ntr,:!td-U:0_ hOlh'~(,'''' .j,'("atfl':i1 -t:"J ro·,;.!ft ,ll:d (I 't 
."Yin T' ";;1 \ '{ '>,."" ."IMt.O,," <i'R','> rt·..,·) CoW 

'_~:'l:lJld'-,· (. ·tr:L\;' }l-~::H) u' ~J~t W':f~w' f1m".')IJ,i:.;,j J,':!!,_~', 

\ 



! 
, 

, 
i 

~ 

Kentucky' Babe 

Skeeters am a-humming' on the honey­
SUckle vines; ".sleep kentucky. babe 
Sandman am a-calling to this 11 ttle 
coon 'ot'mine; sleep Kentucky Babe. 
Silvery moon. 11m shinning in the heavens up above 
Bobolink am calling to his little lady love, 
'You is mighty lucky, -Babe ,of 01, 
Ke:ytuck ... --Close ,your eyes and sleep. 
CIIORUS 
'1'IY-away, (bass) fly away-- \ 
Ply away Kentucky Babe 
Piy away to rest 
Ply away, ' (bass ) fly away __ 
'Rest your weary, curly, head 
Qn your mammyf s breas't (hum 8 counts) 
Cloae your eyes in sleep' 

KU,I!H\I And Anlung " 
(Tune: CigarettesaJld WhIskey) 

OnMI wa .. bappya,nd had a good deal 
Flow Fdx 86 ',s at ,oldvtqtorville 
They, asked for' ,a voluil.te;er,' said "It,ll tn'ke you" 
Th,en t'he"next thing'I knew I was stuck in Taegu! 

:and Antung, and'- Wild', : Wild pyong-yang 
They' drive you crazy" theyVll drive' you insane 
Quad fifties_ and forties ,and .one hundred sorties 
Theylll,dr~ve you crazy" .th~.y"jll drJ.ve you insane'! 

We go down to ,briefing while i't ls,' still' night 
We lift off' the runw8;y, befor'e it, is 11g~t 
We form 1n the -g-loolQ and w~,' ,re off, on our ,_way 
We're OVer the ta'rget before it' 1s day~ 

We're up to·the Ualu, Tbere',s cons overhead 
We think of the'sheels who -_are snug In their beds 
We d'rop our big ti'ps, and we break_ t'o 'the right 
,"Josie" w,e cry with ft~l.of 0ll:r might! 

We stee:' on ~aQ. we'ire up :1n the, s~u.p 
We :Jwear tha t ,the lea.der is doing a loop 
areak out in tbe clear and set down on K-2 
Be careful 'or W.illy will write about you! 

1 f I fly: a hv,ndred and they a,sk for more 
I'll tell them to jam it ... my --- is too sore 
They' can ram, 1 t and jam, i.-t- for all that- r care 
just -give ine 'a wing j9b ... a ·desk and a chair! 
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Keep'The Ilom.e Fires Durnin. 

Keep the home ,fires_ burning, 
While dear hearts are yearni~g, 
Though the lads_ are far away, . 
They- dream of home!" 
The~e'a a 'silver lining, 
Thru the dark·clouds shining. 
'~rI( th'e dark clouds inside out, 
Till~the boys come' nome. 

Lament. 01 The Reservi.t 
(Tune: Cigarettes and Whiskey) 

1 was a civilian and' "flew one,' we-ekend 
No sweat .bout clanks ,and' rio" si,g,n of,: the bends 
But I ,am, a_,retread and older 1 grow' , . \,' 
now I fly a MUstang, it's _old and ,it·'s slOW. 

CHORUS:· 
~lnulju a~d Anak, :Sinanju and Sinmak 
Theytll dri~e you c'ra~y, they'll drive' y,ou insane 
Quad fifties and forties, and o'ne hundred sortie_s 
They'll drive you crazy 
Tt:ey'.ll drive 'you insane: 

Oh, once I was happy ,and I flew a jet 
At 35,000 how fat can you get? 
They sent_ me to Nellis for s-1x-'weeks to trairi 
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 fair 
We came, to'K-F6ur-Six to, fly with -this Group 
My hatr's turning gray -and my wing_a h~ve a droop,! 

I flew my first mission.' and, it was a snap 
Just follow the leade.r, don't' lQQk,at ,a ,.-nap oJ 
But now I've got eighty and ~e':d a sad flight 
Go out on armed recee and, can't sleep at night! 

Went up to MIG Alley, S-2 sald no sweat 
If I had not looked around, ltd be up there yet 
Six MIGS jumped ""r --- and the leader yelled brea 
Sixty-one and 3000, how my knees did shake! 

If I 
I'll 
They 
Just 

live through a hundred and they ask for more 
tel-l them. to shove it J my'~ :--- 'is too sore 
can ram it"and jam it for all that I care 
give me a Wing job, a desk and a chair! 
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,t.. .. dlord. Fill The Flowing Bowl 

~. Three j,olly c'oachmen satin an 
.-'~hJ"ee jolly: ,coachmen sat in an 

".-1bere they dec.'lded that j there 
. There they decided, that they'd 

~ . . '" , . . 

English· tav'~rn 
Engli.l'h tavern 
tbey' decided t~at; 
have another flagob . 

CHORUS: ,Oh; landlord, ,fl11 the flowing bOVl,l 
Until it· d9th .run ove'r., 
Oh, landlord, fil'1 the o;t'low:t 11g bowl 
Until "it doth r\m _ovett .. 
For tonight we t 11 merry, mer.ry· be; 
For tonight we'll merry, me~ry be; 
For tonight weill l4erry, merry be; 
Tomorrow we'll ,be sober. 

NOW the man who drln~s 11gh't ale' and goes to bed quite sober-j 
Now, the 'man who; drinks~, light ale a,~d g9E1s t'o bed quite seber_; 
Fades as t·he lilly fades, fades a's the 11,t1y fades; '. . 
Fades as 'the lilly, fades, fades as the lilly f,ades" he'll die 
!bef~re OCtover:' I 

CHORUS 

BUt the man who drinks stout",ale, 'and goes"to bed .quite melJ.ow.; 
But t~ man whp. drinks stout 'ale, 'and g'oes to bed quite mellow; 
L;J.ves as lie bught to l-;J.ver;' lives ~s he ought to live; 
L~ve'a as he ought to liv:erj he'll die ,a jolly fel.loYl! 

·CIKlRUS 

Now', the maid who ~'teals a' kiss' and runs to tell her mother; 
NOW, the maid 'who steals a kiss and runs t'o tell her m'o.the·r; 

. Does· a very foolish thing j does' .. a very foolil':'h' ~ling; 
Does. a very fqolish thing; sh_e'!l ,never, g~t ~not~er! 

CHORUS 

Bu;t the' m~id who' steal~ ~ kiss and sta·yS to' get _an'other; 
But the maid ,who steals a kiss, an.d stays to get another; 

""IS a boon to all mankind; is a boO-n to all mankihdj 
Is a :boon to all mankind; s1}e'l.l, bf9 a fruitful mothe:t:! 

CHORUS 

\ 
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Let The Reat Of The World Go By , 

With so~eone like you 
A pal so good and true" 
ltd like to leave it all' beh1nd~ 
And go and find 
Some place that's known, t.o God alone, 
Just a spot to call Qur' ·OW.(l. 

We',.' d find· pe'rfeot peace, 
Where joy. never cease, . 
Out there beneath those kindly skies. 
lfe'll build ,a sweet little nest, 
Somewhere in the west, 
And let t,he rest. of the world go by. 

Let The WorldGe.By 

With someone like you 
A pal. 80 good and true 
I'd like' to leave it all behind 
And go and find 
Some place that's know" 'to ,God aloll" 
Juat a 'sPO~ to ca~l our ~n. 

we' d f1nd'~rfect peace, 
Wh'ere . j 01S never, c.",se 
Out, tbere beneath thos,e ls:indly skies 
We'll build a sweet little,nest, 
·Somewhere in the witst ,. 
And ,let the rest of, the W,orldJo by. 

Lydia Plillalm 

CIiORUS: 
Ob we 8ing, We slng, _We slnt 
Of Lydia Pinkam, Pinkam, Pinkam, 
And ber "lover for the 6uman.race 
A wOllderful'cOllipC!llnd, a dolla.r.'a bott~e 
A-nd every la,be~',' bears her tace. 

Now 'lirs. lIurphy hlld kidney' troll,ble 
tha morning _he could not pee. 

,aftel,~ak1", .' 'bot'tle, of OOlllPoun!l 
to pi~'her totbe sea. ' 

IIUrphy had nuaband tr~ble, 
: husband she could" not see" 

taki", a bottle of "O!Dpound 
~.o tie her- to a··tree~· 

Now 1Ir. ~rpby bad baby trouble, 
'Slle could Dot bave a baby dear" 
But aftertakillga bottle of compOund 
She had ,a baby tRce a year, ' 
PI,MAL C~USI ' 
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,Let·!!' Have 'A Party 

',Parties make the world go round, 
Parties make the werld go round 
Part'ies ma~'Ei the world go round 
So -let I S h$.:(~:e',\a party. 

We 're' gonna .tear down the bar in our, town And then build a new bar 
Itts orily gonna be one foot wide 
But it'll be a MILE long. 
Theretll be no barte-nders in'our bar 
Wetre gonna have barmaids. 
OUr barmaids wi'l:J: wear long skirts 
And no BLOUSES 
You ca'n I t take ,QuI" barmaids home 
They' U take YOU h'ome' ,,' 
You ctm Y_t sleet with o,ur barmaids 
They WONl T· let you, sleep. 
Beer's gonna J>e 509:a 'glass· 
WHISKEY free 
Only one to a' Qustomer 
Served in'BUCKETS 
Wetre, ganoa throw all tlie bee.:X';>)in, ,t.he, vtvar Then w,e' U aU go SWIMMING .. ",,', ,:, ' 
No girls allow,ed above the' first' floor 
Wi th theh' CLOTHE$ ON 

" There'll be no J;oving,. OJ) the dance fl,oor 
And there 'Ube no DANCINGP~;II ... t.pn'N(j)Fl,OOR 

:",~' ;,'!J~~. t:i'. 1 Parties make th.e worid: go, round 
Parties ·make. the worl'd go" ~oulld1 ". Parties make the_ world go ,round 
SO, LET',S HAVE A PARTY! ! ! ! 

" BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 
,BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY, 
BOO 
HAY 
BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 
BOO 
RAY 



Let's Say Goodbye Like We Said HeO .. 

Letts say goodbye like we said hello 
In 'a friendly k:l:ndof )'lay, 
T,here f s som-ethlD(r w-rOhiJ', 
Your love 'is 'gone 
I Y ve no reason ,now to stay ~ 
We; live and H>ve, 
WeI': meet" and part I 
An~ broken hearts must pay. 
Le~' s say ~oodbye 
L1k, we sai-d hello, 
In.a fr1en,dly ki~d of_ way. 

Your love, sWeetheart, 
I 'don't forget, 
You're always on·my mind 
You're all the- happiness I"knew, 
So thoughtful, sweet and'klnd, 
For old time's sake . 
I'm -a!iking'you 
To think of me someday. 
Let's say 800dbye 
Like we said hello" 
In a friendly kind of way. 

I wish you ,happiness, sweethea'rt, 
In everything you do, 

.May . good luckialways 'c,oroe your, way 
And every 'dream come- true. 
I'll remember you and the love we,knew 
The love of yesterda'y 
Let_' s say good1;)ye ' ".\'. ; 
Like we ,said hello,' 
In a fr1end~y kind 6f 'Way. 

If I should' meet some other, dear. 
And learn to love' them too, 
I hope 'and _ pray: _ s.onieliow, sweetheart, 
They,! 11 make, me th~:nk 'of Y0':1- " 
A tender" smile," an old love song,' 
A heart- so. light and gay, 
Let I s say g'Qodbye, _ 
Like we said ,hellb-
In a friendly kind of way, 



" 

LillY 11..,.. .-.Bib' 

Oh,- I ~tOOk • -trip to London to look around the town. 
When ,I got t" Pieeadilly, tbe, sun wasgoins doWn.' 
I've never aeen suck darkness; the night"was black as 

p~tcb, ' 
When, 8udde~lY, in front of me, I thought·r saw a witch. 

CBOItf1s': . . 
ab, it was Lilly, trom Picc~dilly 

. -YoU, __ now -the one I 'mean, the' ODe I mean. 
1".1" spend ,each· -payday, that's may hey, hey, day 
Wl.th Ll1'ly~ ., 'blackout queen·, da, da, da, da, da, da, da, 

Ob, I oouldD~t see her figure; I· couldn't see her face, . 
BU~ if I ever meet her, r'11 know her any place. 
I could~'t' tell it'.he were blonde, or a dark brunnette, 
.But, ~08h.l:.O gee" did: sbe' g~ve _DIe a thrill I 'wontt for~et"'~ 

CIIORUS 

.. She .• ~ld to \ ~. Oh Yanke'e" boy, are ya· lonesome, are ,. 
blue?', ' " , ' , ' 

Just step Iu-ound tbe c'orner, I'll shair you wbat to do~ 
We went up .• aile dark alleYi I said, "I' love.you Kid." 
S ... said ·'teila" but'11rst you' pay," '8Q _I Save' her twent'y 
'~d. ' - ' , 

ClIORUS 

. We went to her apartmeot", and "lien we were In. bdd 
She -.as 80 ".,ry -plel\sallt,. I, aait;! BOlle _ day we'_d wed. ' 

, 8u .v~ gave lie b~ak1a'-t" she- was so -very nice. 
WbJ'. wbat 8be did tor twentyquld was cbeap at ba:lf the' 

i 1~~' ' . paoiO.", '. 

';t:Boa!JIJ 
'It""" a t .... day ... , late>;, I basan to teel 80 queer. 
ADd ,;bel> I _nt 00 sick call, tbe Doc said ,"1*' s quit,.", 

.:clear -" ' ' ~ 
You'"" ,bad 8ome, love C_Ddo styie., 'C"",,, SOD, DOW 
, ,don't be, sby. 
You'ft'Dot. to.b'I_, 'tell·ae ber naae. '. "So 1 .auwereci-' 

, , 'witb a,lIlgb,' 

C_US' 

ADd when IlY Bona ~k me "Please tell rae, Daddy, Dear 
Wbat did you ~dQ to ·win the war?" I'll anawer .wi tb a ameer" . 
"Your'llIlddy was a, bero, hi. beat be alwajlll'tougbt ' 
1I.ttb braVerY ,bellave to ",.'lIIllI&od08 bi8 sUPl\!'rt." 



LIlIMal-leoe· 

Underneath the lamp poSt by tbe barracks gate, 
Standi·ng all alone. every night you'll see her 
She walts for the ,boy who marched away 
And though bers gone she" .hears him say 
'Ob, promise yqu'll be true 
Fare-thee well, Lilt Marlene 
Till I return to you 
'.~re thee well, Lilt Marlene .. 

,.a1 t". 

Underneath the lamp post bf the barracks gate 
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait 
rol," this is' the placet a vow was made: . ' 
And breezes slDg her serenade .. 
Oh, prOmise you'll be true 
Fare thee well, Lili Harlene 
Till I .return to you. . 
Fare thee Well, LiliHarlene. 
Underneath tbe lamp post by the barracks gate 
Standing all aLone, every night you'll see. ber:,'wal.t 
And the~e io the l~p light it i8 said 
A halo shines above her head 
Ob, pro~lse.youtll be true 
Fare thee 'lfell, Lili Harlene 
Till I return. to you . 
Fare. thee well, Lilt Marlene 

Underneath the lamppost by the barracks gate 
Standing all' alone, -every"nlght you'll see her ~i.t 
And- as they go' marching to' the fray' 
The IiJoldiers all salute arid say· . 
We'll "tell" hlm you've been true· 
Fare tbee well, Lili lIarlene< 
Till. I return to you 
Fare ~~ee well, Lil1 Marlene. 

Lo1lll LoU!! TraIl . 

There's a "long, long trail a 'wundlng, 
Into the land of my dreams. 
Whel'ethe nightengale is singin,. 
And the whi~te moon beams, 
There's a long, long night of walt~"ng 
Until my drea11'i(ll 1\11 come true, 
Till the d"y when I'll be going 
Down that: ~ong, long trail with you 
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.SI. 
(Tune, I T'ought I Taw a Putty Cat) 

I t'ought I taw a MIG 16 
A' ~weeping up on me 
! did, I did, I t .. w him 
As pig as he could be! 

I lam that gr .... t big MIG 15 
Ivan 1s my name 
And if I catch that '84 
I'll shoot him down· in flame! 

Minnie The Mermaid 

Many's the ,night I spent w-ith Min,nie.'. 
the Mermaid. 
Down at· the bot torq. of. the .!:lea, 
Sh~ lost her morals, ,down aIB~ung the 
coral's, 
Gee', .but she was D108 to me; , 
Manyts the night with the pale moon 
shining,. down in her bungalow, 
Ashes to ashes,' dust tQ dust, ' 
Two twin beds and onlf one of them mU/ised, 
Oh, you can easily see, she¥s not.·my sister. 
'Cause I never show my s1ster such 
a helluva good time. 
Oh, you can easily saa shets not my' 
8W8tJtie, , '. 
'Cause my sweetiefs, too: refined. 
Shets just ~ wonaerful kid, 
Wbo neVer knew what she did, 
.She's fust a personal friend ~f'm1ne. 
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Moonshine 

(Tune: You ar'" lilY Sunshine) 

You are my moOnshine, IllY. only m~ons~ine, 
Ybu guide my fighters 
Wh,en skies are grey 
I \Ciiase you ... hogies from here to Moj i 
Ju~t ~o ._f1u.d they have ',gone -the' other 1!ay. 

The-other day boys, as I was f1y1118; 
I heard ,Moonshine Cont;roller -say":, ' 
"I f ve got a.' bogie down by Kurume.;< 

Wontt.'·you head 'your jet that .. a-'Wa~?tT 

He said he' had me in radar contact 
And' I pelieved' him like' a dope, 
I flew.to Moji - and still no bogie 
He had chased a-'-f'IY across ~h~ sc?pe!' 

You are biy Moonshine, my only Moonshill~' 
How could you· let I!le down tbisway? 
My .cbu1;e was sw1ngin' - tll"y .heard.me 
s1rig~n t .. 

,Won 't you take ·that ~_oonsh:l.ne away? 

"Moving 00" . 

Oh, listen to the patte~ af their tennis shpd, feet:.,­
It's the 9th RqK Di"iSion in f\!ll re.treat.· . 

a mqvl.n' on, they tIl 'soon be -gone. 
Teil thousa'nd wan for MaDu:Q.a San 
They~re "a 'movin t on. 

A thousand ,Qooks 'inc;)Vin v thru' the pass. 
Play"in" t.he Burp gun Boogie on the, 'Captain'~ a.fI .• 
CHORUS . 
A little ole Gook wi·th a S9utnern drawL 
Said "Come on boys, itiwa you a111t. 

hound dog was feeling' 'fine 
Till he jUJhP~d in ,a barrell f)~ turpentine 
CHORUS 
~eis movin' on he'll soon be gone 
He crashed the gate l1kEr-a P-38 
And he's a movin' ,on. 
The old Head Cat was feeling mean 
Then he caught hi's ta~l in a sewi'ng' plBchiq:e 

,.CHORUS 
Re mtssed a stitch whe.n be .hitthe ditch \' 
But he's movin' on. 
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My Gal Sal 

1'l>ey called her frivolous Sal, 
.A. 'peculiar sort of a gal, 
With a heart that was mellow" 
And ,all r~nd good fekkiwmwas myoId pal; 

· YOUr ""orrows" troubles, and cares, 
,She was always- willing to, share, 
'A wild sort of devil, 
Bu,t dead on the level" was my Gal Sal. 

MY·GOd How The Money B.olIa In 
· Illy Bonny nes Over the, Ocean) 

My Father makes rum,in the bathtub 
*>' Yother makes two kinds of gin 
Yy Sister makes love for a living 

, Ily God how the money ,rolls in. 

CHORUS 
ROlls iIi, rolls in, My God h,ow the money rolls in" rolls in. 
Rolls 'in, rolls .in, My God how the money r,0118 in .. . ' 

My brQther'~ a poor missionary 
-He saves Ii,ttl'e girlies from sin 
Hetll save you a blonde, for five dollars 
My God how the money rolls' in. 

· ,REPEAT CHORUS 

My F .. ther died in his bathtub . 
My Mother she died for her gin. 
MY' sister married my b~other 
N1 God, what a mess I am in. 
REPEAT CHORUS 

My Wild !rIm Rose, , 

'Yywild Irish Rose 
The sweetest flower that grows 
You may search everywher~ 
aut none can compare 
:Wi th my wUd' Irish Rose .• 
Mywl1d Irish Rose, 
The sweetest flower that grows, 
And some d~y for· my sake 
Sbe may Iet,ms take 
The bloom from my wild Irish Rose. 
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Napalm 

(Tone: The Good Ship Titanic) 

It was up by Soperi' where the Yalu meets the sea 

I ~as out on a recee to see what I could see, 

When 1 spied a fa~er man with his pitchfork in his hand 

It,I,was sad when my napa 1m went down. , 
CrO&US 
! as sad, oh, it was sa~, 
It was sad when my napalm went down ·(hit the farmer) 

There were husbandg and wives 

(I tty bitty Children lost their lives) 

It was sad when my napalm went down! 

. It WaS up by Kuniri where I won my DFC 

I was out· on a recee to see what I could see, 

When I spied a church below and I let my rockets go 

It was sad When those rockets went down. 

sad, oh, it was sad. 
It was sad when those rockets went down (hit the s~eeple) 

All the people ran like hell, 

'When those rockets hit the bell, 

It was sad when those rockets went down. 

It was up by S1nanju when I. knew_ that I was tbrough 

The sots and ·40's had shot my turbine through. 

It was when I ,hit the silk - oh, my God, I strained my milk! 

It wa9 sad when that pilot went down. 

CHORUS 
It was sad, oh, it was sad, 
It was sad when that pilot ~ent down (hit the bottom) 

There were husbands and wives 

(Itty bitty children lost. their lives) 

I twas ·sad wilen that pilot went down. 



Oh. La La 

Oh, come hear my story 
I'll tell it to you 
My"heart is all broken 

;. I'm sad and I'm blue. 
\:., 1 just lost I)1Y darling,. 
~ Her 'name was La: La, 
\As pretty as a picture, 
~nd, ob, twice as fair. 

CHORUS 

ai. La La, Oh, La La, 
My ,true La La J 

Hi, La La, Oh, La La, 
My true La La. 

A grave on the hillside 
All coveted with snow 
A heart broken lover 
With heftd bending low. 
With tears in his eyeR 
He placed a red rose 
On the grave ,of his da.rling 
Up there in the snow. 

CHORUS 

Oh, God up in Heaven 
Please tell her for me 
My nopes .are all shattered 
Ob, say can't you see 
Just tell ·her IY m waiting 
To 'meet her up there 
It11 look at her picture 
And send her a prayer. 

CHORUS 

01\ LIttle Town Of Ho-Cbi-Mln 

Oh little town of He-Chi-Min 
HoW safe you thitl.k 'you lie 
B'eneath your ring :of SA-2s 
You think ~he' "Fives l1 'won't fly 
Yet through the \cloud deck raineth 
A deadly trail of bombs, 
Too late for fear, the end 1s near', 
lIo,w about that TBC??? 
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Old Smokey 

Flying over old Cam Ranh 
Enroute tv the North, 
My hands got so shakey 
From,: the thoughts that came forth. 

The sun was bright shining 
The tilty 1 twa,s clear, 
BUt nill' hea~t it did falter 
1. was" frozen with fear. 

As we crossed the border 
I thought I would die: 
~~t my fearless commander 
Oh how well he did fly. 

With ·this inspiration, 
What mor~could I do? 
I screwed up my courage 
,And ~reBsed on anew. 

'We started" our bomb" run 
The eights I did set. 
We -rippled our bombs off, 
Then wiped off the sweat. 

We turned toward-the tonkin. 
With the engines full bore, 
She really was amok,in t 
Like a two dollar whore. 

When once past the coastline, 
With a sigh of rellef, 
We'd gotten the job done 
Just as it· had been briefe'd. 

This mlssi~ accomplished 
'So important to me 
.They 1 re sure to award us 
our first DFC • 

. Itm an Outstanding airman 
This story is true. 
for I'm a ·co-pilot 
On' a. B.;..52·! 

On Moonll.ht ,Bar . 

We were sailing along on moonlight bay 
Y~u could ·here· the darkles si~g1ngJ 
They se~med to say, 
YQU. have stolen lily hea'rt, 
kbw don't go away, . 
As they sang lovets sweet song, 
On Moonl~ght Bay. 
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On Top Of Old Fuj'. 

(Tune: On Top of Old SmokAyl 

On top of old Fuji, all. cover~d with -snow 
I lost my jet pilot from flying S'O, low 

\ He put on an alr show, he did it for me­
'; At altitude zero he clobbered- a tree 
t, With throttle wide open he.made his last pass 
\ On top of old Fuj i h~ busted his -------

. \, 
On Top Of The POP Up 

TUn~: On Top of Old· Smokey 

On top o~ the pop up 
And,flat on my back, 
I lost my poor' wingman 
In a big -hatl of flak: 

Guard' channel was sile·nt 
The sites were all dead,' 
Unt'i! we _ rolled in 
And looked up ahead 

The sky filled 1fith· fireballs, 
The mistI!Illes flashe,d ·by 
Sweet'Mother of Jesu-s, 
We,'re all ,going to die. 

Number two called' nI'm hit 
I 'm- ,going, 'to, bust" 
Not one GOddamned Elint 
A poar jock can trus.t. 

So COme y~ young pilots 
And'listen to Dad, 
Forget about jinking 
And you~ ass has been had. 

They'll hit you and burn you, 
ThEd,r flak r~Q.ches for, . 
It's a long walk to Takhli, 
And a beer at the bar. 



On Top Of Old PYODlIYana 

(,rune:· On Top of old Smokey) 

On top of old Pyongyang 
All, covered with flak 
I lbst my poor wing :man 
He'ti never get back,. . 

\.For flying 1s a Plea.suf'e . 
. And dying a grief • '. 
And a quick-triggered C_le. 
Is worse than ,a thief. 

. . 
For.a thief will just r06 'you' 
And take all 'you saVe , 
BUt a quick-triggo;>red Commie 
Will send you to the gr~v~ •. 

The grave will decay you 
And turn you to dust , 
Not a Co~ie in a tb,pus&nd 
Can an old Mustang' tr""t. 

Now when the bad,weatti~' 
Keeps the ships d()wn . 
. All day we can hear this 
This horrible sound: 

~. 

~'Atte~on. al1 pilot~. 
Now listen. to this •. 
There'11 be a 3hor't meeting 
That yoU dare n"ot miSS. ',' 

'fhey 9 l1 give us some .1ectu~es· 
Then give us some more.; 
But we have all heard' them 
Twenty-five times or mote. 

Now 11s,-~en you trai~·es.·' 
You can't tight the GtoliP: 
Who, tever they. tell you' 
Is superfluous poop 

Now the moral of this ston . 
Is easy to see 
Don t_'t go' to SlnatJu 
Or old Kunl:l'i 

-55 



Qn T9P Of Old' S~Okey 

On top of old smokey" 
All covered wi tit snow, 
J lost my true lover, 

\. Come' a'courtin' -too slow 

f( A-courtin's a pleasure 
\ 'nt flirtints a grief, 
\A false-hearted lov,~r" 
Is worse than a thief, 

For a thief he will rob y0U, 
And take what you have, 
But a fals~-hearted lover', 
Will'sen_d yo:u to the grave 

She v 11 hug you and kiss you 
And tell you more lies, 
Than cross ties,on the railroad 
Or stars on the sky. ' 

On top 'of aid Smokey" 
All covered with snow t 
I lost my true lOver, 
Come a-courtin' ••••• too slow. 

-Once They ,Were Happy 

(Tune: Man on the Flying Trapeze) 
Once they were happy, completely at ease, 
They flew their F-BO's like ~,swingin' trapeze They looped ~'em, they rolled 'em, they bouncetLDC_3,v!3 But, alas, boys, their wings have'been cli.pped! 

"One day they approached Ita~uke 
Jet leader cal, led echelon right 
Mustangs at nine o'Clock l,.evel; 
'Let's see' if Bth Fighter will fight~ 

The F-BO's' broke left and the Mustangs brok~ right I think. they see" us, says Jet Four- in fright They're all pullin' streamers., says 'Jet Numbei· Three Let I s go .home, this is no place to be: 

But' the Mustangs has ~ighted the Bogies, They pulled through the top of ri loop, 
They dove on the trembling F-BO's 
My God, they have scrambled the G.oooooop! 

_The Jets headed hOl)1e at a hund,red percent, In fact, Number Fo~r had the throttle stop bend 
Ba~~ to Mieawa, to Misawa they_went 
Never to bounce any mor~! 
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One Hundred" Mldtolis 

Tune: WhIm JollIlhy Comes MarcllfilgllOllle 

One hundred missions we, have flown, Aha, Ah~. 
Oh,e hundred -missioris"'we have ,flow; Aha, "Aha. 
On, hundred missions\we ~ave flown, . 
Ont hundred bridges we have blown, ' 
BU, you can-'t return till Lynd'on g~V~S th.e wOt,d. 

Fro~' one to one' _hundred we did 'count, A~aJ Aha' 
From one to.on'e hundred we did count, Aha, Aha 
F~om one to one' hundred 'we did qouht J 

But nQw'one half or more don't -count, 
But you .can' .. t. return 1;111 'Lyndon gi'ves the word. 

They said they"d give us combat pay, Aha, Aha­
They sa:ld theY,'d give uS combat p.~y, Aha,~ Aha, 
rhey said they'd, give'us combat pay, I 
And theOn the basta-rds took 1 t away J 

But ,you can't return till Lyndon gives the word. 

We're Iron' Hands from old Takhli, Aha, Aha 
W~'re Iron Hands' from old Takhli, Aha, Aha 
We're· Iron Ha"nds. from old Takhli, 
OUr hearts beat. fast, we .think we'll pee,. 
But you ·cah',t return' till Lyndon gives the word. 

The Weasel's fly around alone', Aha, :Aha. 
The Weasels .fly around alone.,' Aha', Aha 
The Wea$els f-ly aroun9 alone! 
Wi th fialf a flight ·they head for home, 
But you can'·t re,turn ~ill Lyndon gj,ves the word. 

The force rolls in amidst the flak, Aha, Aha 
The force rolls in amidst the flak, Aha, Aha, 
The fo~ce rolls in' amidst the flak, . 
One half or more won"t make it ,.b~ck",' 
But you can't return till,Lyndon gives the.'Yord. 

Not many will return alive, Aha, Ah~ 
Not many will re'turn Alive, 'Aha, ,Aha, 
Not ~any will return aliver, 
Who flew the bloody 105, 
But you can't return till LyndoJ;l gives tlie .word.' 



O"tlley'. Bar 

Twas a cold ,winter'· everilng~ the':.guests., were' all l,ellving, O'R'ffey":was closing the i>ilrj When' he turned '.and he, said :to :the lady ·in' red,: /'Get "~ut\, you .. can." t stay 'whe,re YOlJ ar~". 
Now she. shed a. big t~ar in the ,bucket ot beer As she 'though ·o.f the cold 'night ahead j . ' When. ,a. gentleman dapJ,Jer $tepped out. ot the phone booth And ,these are the: words th~t he .said: 

, ,II Her "mother nev~r told. her' The' things a youn'g girl should know, About t'he ways of Air Force men And how they come' an.d go. Life' has taken her.' beauty, An~ sin has left its s~d ·scar.''""'7 .. 'S.'o 'remember your mothers .and· Sisters, b'OJl!S', And: let her sleep unqer' the· bar. 

Our Lea.derl 
(Tune:, Manana) 

At Phillips Range tq Kans.s The, jocks ~t.ll had .tha Itri.L\~k Bu·t' "',:JW that we' re' 'ln comb~ t We got Colonels on our back And every tim.e ,we' say, "Shit Hotlt or whistle in the liar We ha v.e to' 'answer to sOtrlebody 'Looking for a star. 

(CHORUS) Our. leaders, OUr leaders. Our l~aders is what they (alwa,s Il!fay, But it's bul-Iahit, it's Dullshlt;_ It's. b,ulshi t they feed· us eve~y day. 
'T9day we had a hot one . And the jocks were scared as Hell. 'They ran to me.et us with a, beer and tell us we were swell, But Recce took t~e 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 tac;tics are fo~ bO.mbe.rs 
That our leaders used·-to fly. 
The bastards don't trust our 'Colonel up' 
: .. i.n Wing, and so I guess, 

We nave to leave· the thinking to 
~he Wheels in J~C.S.: . 
\ 
(~!lORUS) 

The .J.C.S •. are generals 
And they're not always right. 
Somtimes they have to think it over 

. Well into the night. 
When they have a'question 
Or something 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 ffnal say so· 
Is somet~ing he can't do 
·Before we 'fly the mission 
And everything O.K. 
He ha$ ~o get permission form 
Flight. Lead~r L.B.J::. 

Over There 

Over' there, over ,there, . .,' 
Send the word, sent the wor4 'ove:r: there, 
That the Yanks are coming, t.he·, tanks u're co~ing, 
The drums rum-drumming everywhere. 
So prepare, say a Iprayer, 
Send the word, send the word', to beware, 
We'.ll be over, we,'re _coming over, 
And we 'won't be back 'till it's' over, 
Over there' ~ " 

Paek Up Y_ TrGable. 

Pack up you~ --troubles in your old ki-t 
bag, 
And smile, smil.e., ,smi,ie, 
Whils you',:ve a lucifer -to-light 
your fa:g, 
Smile, boys,. that's the, style. 
Wha t, the use· ot WOrl;"ying, 
~t never was wot-th' ~b'ile, 
So ...... --pack up_ 'your,-'.tl"OUbles in your ol~ 
kit bag, .... : •. 
And smile, ami.le-, EI~il' •. ', 



\ 
\ 

,Partie,9, 'BanqQets And Balls 

(Tune: Take moo, out, to the Ball Game) 

Parties, banquets, :and balls, boys 
Parties, banquets' and, balll!il _ 
As president-Hoover once said before, 
The only way we can stay out of war 
Is to have more 'parties and banquets 
Parties.. bancmets and balls 
FbI' it's parties and banquets ,and Banquets and parti~s and BALLS. BALLS; BAI.LS, '. 

Philadelphia "wyer 

Way ou t in ~eno, 'Nevada 
Where romance blo,oms and tad'es, 
A great Philade>lphia lawy'er 
Was 'in love with a HollywoOd maid;' 

Come love' and w~ will. wander 
Outwhere the lights are hright 
I'll win you a diVQrce from you husband 

·And we ca,n get married tonight. 

Now Bill was a gun~tot1ng cowboy 
Ten 'notches were carved on his gun 
And all 'the boys around Reno 
Left Wild Bill's maiden'alo:t;le. 

"One night when he, was returning' 
"From 'riding, the ra,nga in the ,cqld . 

. He dreamed of ',his" Hollywood Sweethea.rt ~ 
H;~r love' was lastin,g as _gold._ "i'.' ""n'.' 

As he drew -near her' wi-ndow 
A shadow he saw on the ,:shade ~ 
,'Twas t.he great Philadelphia lawyer 
Making love to his Hollywood. maid-. , , , ' 

The night was as still as the desert 
The moon was bright overhead, 
Bill listened awhile to the lawyer-
He 90uld hear-avery, word ,that he said. 

"Your hands are, so pretty and' iovely~ 
Your ,form so rare, and divine, ' 
Come go with me to the city. 
And .leave this wild cowboy behind. 

Now back in old Pennsylvania 
Among t-he 'beautiful 'pihes-, 
~here's one ~ess'Philadelphia la7yer . In .old Philadelphia tonight, 
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Paddy Murphy , 

rhe night that PaddY.Murphy died 
'I never shall forget 
The who,le bloomed 'town got stin,king drunk 

,An(l SOme arn t t sober yet. . 

The only thing they did that night 
~at filled'mYhe~rt with fear 
Tqey took _the '-ic'e right off the c.orpse 
A~d put it on the beer. '. . 

ThJ<t's how they showed him their sorrow 'and their pride 
That's how'thEW_ showed their r'espect for Paddy Murpl)y 
Respect for Paddy Murphy on the nightt,hat Pa.ddY died. 

PIlot·. Plea 

(Tune: Take··me Out to the Ballgame) 
Leap me- ,up to the ,hassle, _ 
Blasi me off with the crowd. 
Give me sOllie petrol, a centllr'y, true; 
Oil, and cixygen, parachute, too. 

And p'lease rem'ember ,"he name, Sir"-
Early flight: .It will do. . 
If it's 2, 4, or element lead, 
'I.'m the man f'or:y'ou.' , 

", i 

Pop Goe. The,_WeaseJ" """, 
." Around and around ,the *,M ,Sfte_:" ' 

The misSile"Chased the ''weasel, 
The W.easel got Pi,!,sed .•. ~b"'SAII: got zappe.d. 
Pop goes the weasel. ' 

Willey 'p"tersbOwed uew.liere. 
to roll 'in to displea,se,I.,m. , 
One more pass with,"HlU,' 
Pop goes the Wea.d •.. 

Lady 'fingers did thei,>'. jah..... . .. '. " '. 
Did mOre than jU$t ,tea' •• ",e" __ t:,,',,, "'_" , '" , '. :,'" 
The RUSBilln . Teclls gli.t' all.pi" ... ·d,aff.: 
Pop goes tbeWea,!!!l. '" . . . .' 

We 10ot·arOun(i for S~ aitea,,'.. .,' 
We grab tbeir IHllls and .que"z.,!-_,\,. 
TbeY·IIb..,.. tbe1"aaB, we;shoot it,,<)t<t,-. 
Pop goea the Wea.el. ',' 

,. 



i: 
II' I: 

PrIsoner". Son, 

'Oh, I wisli' I had someone- fo lov,e me, 
SOmeone to c~ll me their- own; , 
Oh; I 'wleh I ,had someone to live with', 
'Cause I'm t,lred ,of living along. 

So ,·please meet me, 'tonight in the 
moonlight, 
Oh, please meet me tonight all alone, 
For I have a sad story·to tell you', 
It's- a story that's nev.ei' bee.n known .. 

<I'll be carr,ted-to that new jal1 to-
mor:r;ow" ,,' . ~ 
Leaving my poor darling alone; 

'W,",tb: the 'cold -prison wa'~hJ all:. around 
~, - , , ," 

I,':. And ,my':head on~ a pillow' of stone. 

Oh, if, I 'had ,the' wings of an. angel, 
Over these,',prison wallS. ,I WOuld fly, 
And I'd f,ly to the a!""s of my poor 
darling,- . 

i' And there I'd b,e willing to die. 

! ' Raaed But lUllht' 

,I just ,called, up to· tell you(,·.that, I·1 m ragged l)Ut- .r.1S:ht j 

I'm a thief and, Ii galilbling:w,_n. ',drunk every night. 
t eat a Porterhouse ,ieakdu'ee; till!es a day for ",y board, 
That's, mQl'e than any self-l'..,peCting girl can afford; 
I've got '. big hands'ome man, to, ,pl"y." .rou'nd:i",:"t;' my fee~-, 

',A big electric fan to keep me cool 'in' the 'h.at; 
For. I'm a rambling woilsa,n, a",gamQl,illS'"woma,n, aPod·Lord, am I tight, 
I jlist', called up to tell you that; X 'm,ragge.d butrig/tt. ' 

'Oh, we- 'may b~ brow~ ,~iclnned'-' 1~:'~1,.;:~-)-bOy~:,t·:,·lni~'·."'~h~t .~~ we., .care, 
We 1 ve "_got those well·. built· ch •• $le~;)~l)d ,.-that do "or' die,' air.;'. 
we've got the hips that: sank ihe 81\1jJ8o;f1!nglaridl Spain and Peru, 
And if you're like Ha'poleon,;- it,!$""OU1\\,,,aterloo',,: 
We'11 take an hour"II,intermisS1t111, in" Y9ur l'ord v-a ' 
Like to make ,it longer but, I',ve got a lat,S, dater :, 
9U,r motto's '''Gone 'with :the wind tf ,.,".o,·,c~;,<o)l, .bre.~.'_:,.lt_, .. 'tonlght. 
X just called up to ten you: that, X '"' rested but:':r,igh~J.:" '" 

',_C, 



Rail Catter 

(Tune; Cold, Cold Heart) 

I tri,ed so hard, Wild Bill to- cut 
Th!a~ streak. of' railroad tr~ck 
BUit I'm a;trald tha,t all' I d:l.d 
Wa, dodge that flying .flak 
I l\now that One is a11i t takes 
To ~Plow my ~-- -apart .. 
Why~:canrt. I get just one rail cut 
And me.l t your cold, cold hAart? 

Reecy To 2erUn 

Itt,s a long, nard ~oad- on'a r~ccy 1:;0, Berlin, 
And the flak was. bursting hfgh, 
And the P-41 "s and. the P-51.' S J 

They were guarding us high in the sky. 

We were half, way between, Lake ~er, and Hamburg 
. When all hell broke lOose in the blue, 
"Cau~e .the Jerry's had sPQtt,ed"UB from -five o'clock unde!_ 
And they came 'up to see: ~hat .t~ey co\rld do. 

Now the first pa$s,' was made on the '462nd 
Colonel, Showers was, in the lead. 
Oh, he (mopped and he mopped and hE! mopped and he mopped, 
'Cause he'thought he would p8ver get".home. 

So tho Colonel ·.he ·called to hi$ brave NaV1gator, 
Said, "Give me a heading' home", . , 
But the navigator'with.his hand on' the- ripcord 
Said', "Hey, boy,' you ~l'e boing :()ome a.leme". 

~o' the Colonel- he called .to his brave Bombardier, 
Said, "Give m'e a heading home'~'" 
'But the BOJ;llbardier had already parted, . 
'Thars was: sllence on- the s~ip's- interphone. 

So at twenty-two- thousand he c-hewed on· ,his 'candy, 
And. he· moPl'ed,. lI1opp~d, mop.ped.,· mopped, mopped o' ". 

Oh,- he.-m.qppe~ and mopped .and he mO'pped and he mopped, 
'Cause he thou,gbt he, Would nvve .. r get home.' 

So, with .t_our engines f.eathered he .glided into safety 
At the -runway' of his home base,' . 

- And it's with great pr1de ~hlt he ~ells~his story 
with a mop .... ~atl-ri'l grin 'on his face .... o.mop, mop! 
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ked Nose ,h., ... 
(Tune: Shrimp Boats) 

Oh, the Red Nose, Migs are, comin' 
Not a Sabre in sight 
Oh', the Red Nose lUgs are comin t 
And they want to fight. 
Letts hurry, hurry home 
Oh,', won':t you hurr,y, "urry home? 
Oh.,I.-·the Red Nose Migs are comin t 
,Not a: Sabre in si.ght!· 

JIed River V' alloy 

From' this va'lley they say .:You are going" > 

lie will mlss your bright eyea and bright 
8Ilile', . , 

For they say 'you are, takin,g the sunshine, 
That haa brightened my life for a while. 

CHORUS: 
C0m8.and sit .by my side, little darling, 
Do not hasten to ,bid me adieu, 
But remembe.; the lied River Valley, 
And the cOWboy who loved you .ao true. 

Do yOU think of this ~alley you~re leavinS, 
~f youlre ,Parents .~ k~nd and 80 trl.J,e, 
Do·you tbiDk of the klnd hearts you are 
br".killl., 

. And the oOWboy· who loveil you,.o true • 
•. : ~.. • CHOaUS 



~ubll". VItia Ho, 

Tune:'Wub~shCannonball 

Listen to the jingl~ thegrunUn' and th~ Wlteeie, 
As she, rolls along the 'runway by the BAC-9 ,and the tree", 
Hear ~ll' mighty roar,in I engine as yoU leap off in the fo~t) 
YQu'r" flying through tbe jungle in Republic's Ultra Hog. 

We_ c .. ~, u,P from. ,old Korat- one atealOY Bummer day, 
A~ W~d'ltched up on t~e t'arget you -could hear all the 

. gunners say, ,',,' . , . 
'''She's b'lg _and fat a~d 1Jgl~, she's." .really quite a dog, 
She ',s known arol;lnd the, country as Republic f s '01 tra Hog." 

lier¢:'s' to MaCNatltara,- 'hls"nam~ ,,111 alway.s .smell, 
Jle'II 'always'-be, reinembered ... down in Fighter Pilots °Hell, 
He frags. all the t._r,8et" :and sends us out to die, 
He sends us i'Q.tp· combat fn ,Republic's 105 

Llst;en, to the jingle' t~!9,' grunt1n.t and the wheeze, 
As she ,'F()lls along, the ruilwa,¥ by the BAC ... 9 and the trees, 
Heat' t,he' mighty rOR,I.",in t engine as you leap' ,off in the fog,. 
You're flying through tile Jungle in Republic's Ultra Hog!!! 

Roller YO"'!1 

Oh, they've got no use ,for glory i..n· 
the -Infantry, 
Nor no use or'time for praises loudly 
sung. 
But"_' in 'eve~y sold'iert's he~rt in 'the 
Infantr}'; , , 
Shines', the nam$, shines· the name of 
Rog'er ,YO~ri8:. 

CHORUS 

Sines ,the name,: :Roge.r VOllng, 
Fought lind died with the men he, 
marched am.ong," _, -" ' . 
To theeverlasUngC'glory of the 
Infantry, . 
Lives, the story of Private Roger 'Young, 

On the island of New Georgia in th<>' 
So16mons, • 
Lies, a simple wooden ~r'oss where he 
fell" . 
Undernea1:h the island of corals in 
the Solomons, 
S),eeps a man, ,,,leeps a man ~emelnbered 
well ~ 

. . . . . .CHORUS 
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Roll Your Leg Over 

If all little girls were' like fish in the ocean And if I were a whal~ I'd teach, them the motion. CHORUS 
Roll your l.-eg over ~ :oh roll, y'our leg over Roll yo~r leg over' the man in t.he· moon. 

\. If all 'litt1~ girls 'o/ere like Gypsy'Rose bee I, ·And I were her G-String oh boy what I'd see (CHORUS) \\ 
If all little.girls·were like little white 'flowers And I were a bee I"d buzz I em' tor 'hours (CHORUS)' 

If ,all little' girls were like sheep in the 'pasture . And I were a ram, I!d make 'ent'run faster. ,.(CHOttUS) 
If all.little girls were like nurses 'who W01.li'd And. I were a doctor, I·would if r could; (CHORUS) 

If all little giris were tust Ilt,tIe vi.xins 
An'd' I were a fO~1 oh, l?oy would t fix' latO . (CHORUS) 

If all little girls were like ·l1ttl.ewhite chickens And I were' a rooster, lid ,buziJ', 'em:'al'! over. (CHORUS) 

. If all \11 ttle .girls werel1k<lbells 1:O:a tower 
And I were a clapper, I'd b~ng' em for 'hou.rs: (ciroays 
Rolling Down Tbe Runway 

Rolling dqown the runvllly. at ninety':':eight per'cent, the Colonel,cut his throttle, 
My God, I was Heli bent. 
I pUlled off to the left, 
And bounced into the boon docks, 
Glory. Glory Halleluja, what a bunc'h of' -"Rocks". 

CHORUS 
:'01l,'ttii'lleluja,' Oh, Halle111j&. 
Throw' a nickel on the 'grass, save a fighter pilot's 'life~ Oh, Hallell,ja, Oh, Halleluja, 
Throw.a nickel.on the grass ,and fQU'll be saved. 
I threw my throttle forward 
'Up to a hundred and one, 
I bounced off the runway, if' shore' a" hell w~rl1't fun. I pulled back on the stick and ricocheted some more. Glory, Gl,ory, whnt a "goat" even at f.\:11·, b(~~e. 

t' then, Rulled up Jny gear, 
The cock pi t fi lIed wi.th smoke, 
My wirlgman pa.'ssed me by, 
-My' (lod, J.t was no joke, 
He ,then look.ed me. all. {;.Fer, 

,. 66 -



And saw a ,great long tear. 
Glory, Glory Hallc1uja"how did that get there. 

I then came, in for la.nding 
Just. after it s'tarted to rain, 
Andi,there sat J'lying Safety with a gosh-da'Q ball,and chain, 
They sent me before the: board, .1 • 

And i:~a va me the works. 
Glor~, G~ory HalleLuja, what a bunch ot jerks. 

Safe Hand Mall 
(Tun!>: Wrecll of thEi Old, '97) 
They. gave him his 'orde'rs a told Itazuke 
Saying: 1t81:11 , youtre way behind' time, 
Take this safe hand -mail in your war-weary' ,f!t~g~ty 
And put 'er in Nagoya, on time., It 

Bil'l turned an'd he said, to Q1s. black". ·gr.ea~f. 'cr~w chl~f". 
irIs my spam can ready to r'oll"-? . , " .,' ,,"-
Just head • er down the runway and Qpen Ullllhe tlirQt.j;le, 
And I'll call Camel Control. . . 

Th'ere was one dark cloud ,between aOfu' and H.goya 
But Bill,.was a gu.age pilot bo~.d", '," ;'!,:" "',': ~ 
It was in this cloud that he, epun a'1'1 "iS~rr(>II,~,;,' 
And his eighty did threesnilp rollS. 

He came roarin I down the bottom' doin t a lIli.-l.:i,i,on: .fiJ~M0)'~;--~Od~:)': 
When the tip tanks came ·off with, a scr~a1D. :".:.': ':'.".'"!.,"",,:.:.,, :,,' 
They found ,him in tl'iewreck with h18 hand on' th<ltb~,()tlll"': 
Sti11 flying the Tokyo b!>am! ,",' , ',,' "'" ' '" , 

Fare' thee (\\'ell, 011, 'far'e' ',th.ee weI!': 
Old Bill brOke his EiightY,all to hell. ' '" 
There'll be no more suki-yaki waet,lgl?"." dold, It~~Uk~,:~>,. 
Fare thee 'w!311-" dh I .' fare thee 

Sage Of The Old 36th 

They gave him his ord"rs ,at Group Operations 
'S,.ying, "Casey 'you're. way behind time,f~ 
Itts now Kuner! but it's old Namsidong 
You must cut . them' or, bust y,our.',ass trying. 
They climbed in ,their 80's, at, 'quarter' past eleve~ 
With the crew chief on the wing 
The pilot sasi,d "plug ,in, the power, 
And listen to this 80 1'1lot sing" , 
They were, rolling. down 'the runw~Y',at 9,0 m-iles' an bour 
And the nose:, wheels ,,~.roke the ground', .' . 
They were' in the, ,a1r"and roa'ri~ ,ofer the lI)ountains' 
Headed up to that flak i"tellted town. " 
''/'hey paned' liver, jaeju and. "kirted tOllD. " 
they PI\"sedove~llailjU :!,n~' •. kirte!l China.pb 
And tllen beaded, \lp,tl\il, <) •• t.,' ,',,' , 



, !, 

Nhen Dent iSh Charlie loo~ed intohia radar, 
And he turned just as white as a ghost 
For the screen was blurred as the "trains", left the EltattoD. 
And they climbed too angels ~9 
We saw thei~ contrails beaded tor, QS 
And l,wett .. d' that flight .vit of mtae 
He started OJ], his bOllb run at 200,ml1es an ·hou·r 
And he saw his wingman ,shoot past, 
He flew thru Hs bOlllbbla8t at alU tude zero 
And he ,died wi t,h a rail tie up hiB, as", 

Save 'I,hteo Pilot'. Life (I) 

0,11, X lined upwHh the runway and headed for the ,ditch 
r loo~ed down at my prop, my God, it's 'in hlghpitch 
I- '.pulled back on the· st·lck ,and rose into the air 
Glory, Glory', Halleluja, how did X get there? 

CHORUS: Oh Halleluja, 0,11 Halleluja 
Throw a nickel on the grass 
Save a fighter pilot's life. 
0,11 Halleluja, 0,11 Halleluj. 
Throw a nickel' on ,the grass 
and youlll b.~ saved!" 

I started in to buzz" I thought that I was "clear' 
And ,wben I cHpped the fll\gpole" ): ~newthe en'd was near. 
I met the flying:board, and ~hey gave_me the works 
Glory, Glory'Ha;lleluj-a, what a ,bunch ,of, jerks! 
. " • : ... CHORUS 

Oh, ~ flew th8,: -tratfic pattern, to me _ it .looked all right, 
\\,ndwhen I made~,.y last tu,rn,my God, 'X' racked it tight 
I.lId>then the ship did shudder,the ,engine coughed and wheezed. 

'¥titday. lIayday, Colonel, , Spin instructions please: , 
',' " • • "; "HORUS 

',~Q;j,Ijm ill'~hegutter withpretlllela inm1 beer, 
::With' I)retzels', 'in .y-,_wltiskers, I, knew, the- end WAS near. 
: ':('I}en" ca"~ this _.lo,ri,ou,s_ -Air Force to save me f'rom the worst 
~verybody bust sbutt, and s tng , tbeseeond, verse,: 
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Save A FIIlhIerPllot'. Life (II) 

It was mldn~ght In Korea, all the pilots we-re, hi bed 
When 'up stepped Col,onel , ano this 1s what he said: 
I hate this piace: 
Must ... ngs, ,entle" pilots, MUstang's one and"all 
Mustangs,' gentle pilots - a·~d the pilots shouted B--S! 

. TheQ up' stepped a young Li~utenant with a voice as harsh as brass 
You 'can take tho~ G-- D-- Mustangs Jack and shov~ '_em uP' your A--

CHORUS: Oh, Halleluja, OhhalleluJa' 
Throw a nickel on the grass 
Save. a fighter pilot:' s lite 
Oh, HB11eluja, oh halleluja 
ThrOw a nickel on the grass 
And tou 111 all be saved. 

Cru,lsing down -the, Yalu doing thr.ee-twenty ,per 
I called to my Flight Leader, "Oh won't'you save me sirH 

Got two big holes in ·,my wing" my tanks ain t t got no "gas 
Mayday'. - Mayday - Mayday - got six MIG's' on my A--! 

r "flew my traffic patter, to me "it looked ,all right, 
My air speed read l30, My God, I racked it tight 
I tu.rned onto the final, my engine- gave, a',wheeze 
Mayday -' Mayday ... Mayday Lea~er: Spin ins'truc~ions please! 

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing hit the ground 
Came a call from tower: "Pull up' and, go around". 
R~cked,that Musta~g in the air a dozen feet or more 
I'm on my back, i~ts worse than f,lak, why did l ~se ~ul~ bore? 

Split S onto my bomb run I got ,tOQ G-_· D--:low 
I pr~ss,ed: the ," Buttqn, let both my babies go 
I 'sucked the stick back in my gut - I hit a high-speed stall. 
Now I won"t see my moth~r when the .work's:-all d,one this fall'~ 

. . 
They sent my· up t~ p:yoJigy,(I,ng, the "Qri'ef, ,Iitaid "Skoshe .. ack aok" 
But by the time I got there my· wings were hQled by flak 
My aiJ."craf.t went i t1to,--a'spin, it woul,d no, ,lqnger'"fly 
Mayday - Mllyday - Leader: lam tOO young to die! 

t bailed out frOm, that Mustang, lilY landing was top line 
With 1111 E and E. eqllipment I .",ade for our frQllt ·Une. 
But 'When I opene4: 'lJ,p my ra,~j..on, tin .. to see w\lat, W~8 :l~ it 
The G-- D-- OIlartermast'er had fllledthe tin with • . ""~ . . 

Now in this Commie. prison camp I am Obligedtf si.t 

.
For on. e can.n.ot. g.o v. e. rY::"f ... a.r, on .. '. a rat.·i."n .t"~n. "'~f,,,._.!"'_'., 
If I am ever fr"e a,ai"I will no lOnger fly 
But I '11 have Cliiar;~11IIIO,8j;erJbolli" fQr brjla~fast till 

Crulsin' down tjle:' YalU.,do1Dg 6\10PI'r . 
Gave 'a call'w. 
Oh, ,,:o~f~ ~--Y6~ ,,·~'it"'\I"e""'iii"e:-,;': ""$"'ri'li. "'., ........ _,.... 

..... 69,-

I die.· 



Got two big ,flak holes in my wings 
My tank a,in' t got no gas 
Mayday, Mayday, Mayday' - got six MIG's on my __ _ 

CHORUS: Oh Halleluja, Oh Halleluja 
Throw a nickel on the grass 
Sav,e a, fighter pilot's life 
Oh Halleluja, Oh Halleluja 
Throw a nickel on the grass 
And youtll be saved. 

Made my pattern, to me it looked all ri.ght 
My airspeed read 130 ' 
My God, I racked it tight 
The airframe gave a shudder 
The engine, gave a 'wheeze 
Mayday., Mayday, Leader - Spin instructions please! 
...... CHORUS 

Fouled up my crosswind 
Goi ~ ~all from Mobile 
Pull_ -\1-1' and go around! 

landing, my ,left wing touched the-ground 

I rac;:ked th",t in the air 
A dozen feet o~r~m~o~r~e~-­
The B snapped I 
Oh, save ,me, 

I'm on my back 
" . . . . . . CHORUS 

Stra-fin t on the panel 
I made my pass to low 
Came a' Qall from tower 
tlOne' more and home you golt! 

.. 

I pulled that in the blue 
She hit a high-speed stan 
Now I won.' t' be' back this winter 
When the work' s all done this f",U: . 

Se'elng, Nellie Home 

In the sky a bright s·tar glittered, 
'on the bank a pale ,moon -sltone i 
And 'twas f~om Aunt ·Dinah's quilting 
party. I 

l' was se,eing Nellie home. 
CHORUS 
I' was s~eing Nellie home', , 
I Was se-E'ing Nellie· Home" . 
• twas from Aunt.Dl.nah·. quUting 
party, I Wk. seeing 'Nellie' home.'-
. 

l:O~ ·,m, ,ariD., a 80ft; hand re"ted 
Re$t'l~ light as ocean foam. 'And 
'~w:as'fromAuntOinah's quilting party. 
LW"~ "eel,ng Nellie. lIome. CIIORUS ' 
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8mb Town 

(Johnny Long's version) 

There t s a shanty in the town 
On a little plot of ground, 
w!Ji!J're the, g~een, 'grass grows 
All around, all. around. 
Ro~f 8~ torn., 80 ba~ly worn. 
It \touches to the ground. , 
It', just a tumbled down shack 
And it's built ~ay back 
About 25 feet'from the rallrQad track. 
It' lingers' on my mind 
Most all of. the time, 
Keeps calling me 'back 
To Diy Ii ttlo g·rass shack. 
I'd be just as sassy as Haille Selassie 
If, I were ,a ·Jting, 
.Wouldn t t mean a thing 
Roof .Be) tall 
Read the writing' on the wall 

'But it ~oesnVt mean a thing 
Not a' dogg'one thing, 
For there's, a queen waiting' there 
In a rockinf chair 
Blowing' her top on, 'Gaitor's beer 
Looking' all around " 
And tru'cking,t on, dow,n 
Yes, I gotta "get back to my ,shanty town. 

Sbe'. Mo •• ToB.Pltl,d 

She's more to be pi·tied tha'n censored. 
She's more, to be hel,ped than, des,pised. 

- 'She' s only, 'a 1as'sie' w.ho v,enture,d 
Down live'" stormy path Ul-adv1sed. 
Do not scorn her with, words ti'el'ce and 
bftter, 
Do,not laugh at her ,shame and down.fall 
For a moment just stop and consider, 
A Flyboy' was the cause of it all. 

Shine On' Harvest Moon 

Shine on, shine on, Harvest Moon 
Up in the sky. 
lain t t had no' loving since 
'January,'"February, June, or July. 
Snow time aln~t no time to stay 
OUtside a'nd .. <$PQ,on, 
'So, shine on." shine on, Harves-t MOOD 
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I've ,sung .this song, 'and IIIl'sing it again 
ot the thinas that I've done'a'nd'the pll\ces I've i:)een • 

. Of ,some· of the. things that haV(~ bo,ther" my mind 
t And a lot of good wirigmap that I'v" left bel\ind, 

'; CHORUS, , ' 
\1liNGiNG SO LONG, ITS BEEN GOOD 1'0 KNOW YO!': 
:,SO LONG, ' IT'S BEEN GeOD ,1'0 K NOW YOU, sO LONG nil S BEll)! (lOOD TO 
KNOW YOU" 
IT'S BEEN A LON(l TIME SINCE,IVVE BEEN HOME 
SO I'VE GOTTA BE DRIFTING ALONG, 

This'story begii1s when we gatbered to bri.f 
we listened,to the words of QUr ~d headed ,chief. 
He said, HListen men and I.'11 .. ·tel1 ",ou the-:tricks , 
About what is the way with the 86.~~~.~~.~~~~~-~CijORnS 

'We turn~d on the runway and 'started to roll 
I gave her the .throt~le and pour.d on ,t4e,Qoa1, 
The JATO was heavy,my God it Wa.Il tll1;).' " ' 
So I went on the gauges and yaDII"d ontb.." .tick.-_.:-~_~lIoRn$ 

We flew up to Sunan and dodgedaH' the 'tl~l 
I 'called to ~y' leader, nOh pl,aLl8 take '.e",~tI, '" ,~ 
But instead of turning, be muttel'ild tllee"wOf'd~----~-..i;;l\OIl"'$ , 

, ' , .' ,"' 

We thea went to Sukchon and, gHde-pqabed.b'rraU. ' 
We broke 1:0 the right with flak on ou tt,ils, " 
We rendezvoused high with the'MIGS in't;he su. ,. ' . 
And I thought to myself we shoUld fl1vsr tit. gU~;'~"~-6l!ORnS 

. .' " ~ . 
When we .circled to join up it, wa. a m'a,t rac~.;~? ,> ",,. 
The MIGS would SOQn come up 6Q,d 'live:,'.' a'· 'ch"t(se'".. , 
Nl1mber four man's five hundr"*!lI, wer.,,~i1.l t:Lillttly hUllg 
~f we didn ~ t leave soon we Wdj.lld:'sut'~~' ;,be, dtln.$""!~- .. - ... CHQRUB 

r called my leader,', "I'm low:~on<,:fu~lf':" . , 
l;f you turn around quick I can get ·back: to SeoU1.~'. 
Just"then he shouted ItThere\,~ flJGS, Oni the lea:d . , 
So we'll break to the left and get Up :sOMe 'speed-~-~--Cl!ORUS 

Well ·1 broke to the left and fel t a 'great jar, 
A whistling ,golf ball had cut my main spar" 
My· canopy jamtn'ed and ,my engine flp-med out 
And' over:, the RT J started t.O sh,out-------

BUDDIES SO WNG, IT'S BEEN GOOD TO' KNOW YOU, ' 
SO LONG, IT'S BEEN GOOD 1'0 K NOW YOU 
SO LONG, IT'S BEEN GOOD TO KNOW YOU, BUT IT'S NOJ: MUCij'TliAT I CAN8AY 
,FOR IT LOCKS LIKE I'VE AUGERED TODAY, .. 
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Show "Me The 'Wax' To Go. Dome 
,Show me the way to,go home, 
I fm .tired and I 'Wa-rlt to" go' to bee: 
I had a· iittle drink libout an hour ago, 
!\~d i twent right to my head 
Whereever .1" may .. roam 
'Ov:er land or' B~a·· or t ~~m 
You can alWo,ys lIear me singing ~his song 
Shbw. me the ~ way' to go home.' 

Sons of The Woll' Papk 
Tune: Ghostl!1,d'ers in the Sky 

,Ohpiiotsof the ,Wolt Pak 
Go til' the, ,briefing room 
The "Iiliss~on- 'is :al gOOd one 
To theMIGS, itwU 1 ,mean doom 
Welre going ,up .to Hanoi 
10 Kep and Phucyen too 
To·:·wl"i t.e our bloody record 
In the annals of' ·the blue 

We take 0"1:1 'in our Phantoms 
To play our' deadly cards 
Th,e engine.s. make our\.thunder 
And our eyes a·1"e steely hard 
Wetre pn the 'way' tO,pattle 
.Tho· 'forces of t-he foe 
We'.re certain: to 'destroy them 
We'll seek them·l!igh and low. 

We' battle itoeJay, arid make our ~U.l.· ... 
The, Wolf Pack .in. 'the, sky 

We cycie' through"thEr tanker 
The tension starts to r.ise 
We go to meet our desUt\y 
Jl.wa,i Ung in' tile skies 

,We tune',and ana Our missiles 
As we 'streak across the black 
au..- \ bose .1~. in 'the ,:forefront 
Leadingt'he Wolf Pack 

We t reo Sb:~~:i.~~ :.o~ tb~i'r' radar 
Their' he"aiT·t,s, 'ar$ full of"hate 
They rls~ to meet the challenge 
To meet their bloody fate 
They're' headed' :f.or" dis as ter 
As any fool \lan tell 
They dare' to. face the Wolf Pack 
Weill shoot them clear to hell 

We battle. tOday, a,nd make our kills 
The Wolf Pack 1Q the Sky 
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Wo],:f pack -lead' -says '~IContac,t'" 
They're MIGS, a fUghtot tw.o 
11m too close for the"sparr9w. 
The sidewinder will go 
.(111 ,roll f.Q.to.·tl)~'s,1x ote-lock 
Behind· the trailing MIG 

'iAnd' l,et him ,have a missile 
'Just like a fiery GIG 

~hotner flights engaged lIlore MIGS' 
il9tactionfi Hed the air 
The "Wolf· Pack~'s lust wa's sat~d 
Before heading for the1t lair 

. The- enemy won 1 t' 8'000 fo~get 
The awesome deadly toll 
As, the 8th wing tro-ops return to ba~e 
And make thei~ victorr Tolls 

We battle today and make our kills 
,The ·Wolf Pak in the sky. 

, 
Stand To Your Glasse; 

A poor a via-tor lay' a-dying 
At the end of a bright summers day 
And his comrades were gathered a'round h-im To carry.' his fragments away. 

Oli., his bird· was piled up on his wishbone J 
And his engine, ,was wrapped aro~nd his bead 
And he wore a spark plu.g On each. eI.bow 'Twas plain he would shortly be d!;u~d·. 

,Oh, he ~pat out a valve and a· ga$ket 
As he stirred in' tl).e 'sump where "he 'ia'Y, And to his sorrOWing comrades 
These brave parting words he ~id S .•. y:-

It.1l be riding a cioud·· in tlJe .. litorn~ng 
Wi tho no Merlin before met to course, 
So come along, and get pusy 
Anot·her lad' now want~, the hears~~~ 

Take t'he manifold out of my larynx, 
And the cylinders out Qf. my bl'lidn', 
T~ke the p1~ton rOQs o~t of'my kidneys, 

, AQ~ assemble the engine ·allain . 

. With -rusted fifties ,and ro'ckets,' 
Wi th pilots as old as' ,.they seem, 
We'fly these worn Qut~Mu$tangs-
Against the MIG fift~en. ' 

F<:>rgotten by the la.nd that bore' us. 'Betrayed by the ones~we held dear, 
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The goo<l have UJ . gone b~tore us 
And only the dull>are still. here. 

So, st.and tct.l YQ~r glasses ';s,teady, 
This, world is a _'wo'rld" full. of lies" 

I' Herefs a t,oaat to. those dead, ,already, 
,And here f iii' to 'the" next mali to die. 
'. 

, StranDS In A Mounlftfn' Pass 
'- '1, 

strafing in a mountain pass 
Coil-ldn t t make the tu-rn 
TWalve ·tons ot thunderjet' 
Watch that Bastard Burn 

We'lve fought the 'MIG's at',Kunure, we ,fought at'Stnajee 
ThelY nailed' us down at Kyomipo, and we 19st ,quite a few: 
we flew these birds :from old K-·2, six thousand feet. they say 
Don't ask a 49'eX' bovs. the Bastards' are all, de~d. 

I 

Sweete"i- Than The Flowers 

UR, ~ just -as long as I can remember, 
She" 11 re~ai.~ the rose. of' my heart • 

. MOM1 took 'sick along in Decemberj 
,Febiruary brought us broken hearts. 

The reason we've not called a family reunion, 
We -knew she wouldn I t be there. 
Bu\ after ",e thought it all over, Mama.; 
We .Knew that your spirit was there. 

CilORUS . 
OK, no" I canJt. forget the hour. _, 
You're the,onliest one-·Mom and 'sweeter than the ,flWVers. 
Oh, no, th,erers no need. to bother, . 
to speak, of you ·QOW WOUld, only hurt fither. 

They 'all g'athered 'round, -r 'st~red a:t t'heir faces. 
Their' headEi were aU bowed' mighty.;·li1>W,.· 
This was one, _time that we all ,had to face it. 
But we felt so bad you know .• 

It looked so good to see us tqgether, 
But I had to look after Dad. 
Oh, Dear Mama,-, When I passed by your coff in" 
I ,didn 't wl\nt' to remember, you dead. 

~RUS . 
; no, Mama, we'll, never iIorget you, 

and someday, we,'-!'l meet you ~p there. 
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Sweetheart Of Sigma Chi . 

The girl of my dreams 1s the sweetest girl, 
of .a11 the girls l' know; 

, Each sweet Good, like a rainbow- .thread,. 
Fades in the after-glow. 
'For the blue Qf her eye~, 
An' the gold of her hair 
Are' a' blend of the western 'skies. 
RO'f the moonlightoeams on the girl;;>f 
my'- dreams, . 
Sh~'s the swe~test of sigma·Ch~. 

SWlns Low Sweet Chariot 

1.,.100ked over, Jordon, . 
And what did I see there, 
Cealng for to carrr'me home? 
A. ·band of angols coming after me, 
C~1ng for to carr~ me'home. 

CHORUS 
Swing low, ~nie_et chariot ~ 
C~ing_ for to carry me home, 
:S._Jhg. low, sweet c'harlot, 
Cp/Iling for to carl'Y me home. . . 

If you get there before I do 
C:Q1Di;ng ,..for to -carry me hom.e,-
~}l', all my friends X",u' cOming too, 
CO!dful,fOr ·to carry me 110m" .• 
.• " • " .• ' ',;,' ,':.'!.,':'CH<;?RUS 

'~' H.,~guarten , :' 
.(:Nn",. . Peps1-Cola') 

.TACRrid,!uarte~. ,isttieJl!lot 
. 1'wenty,-eight "olone~lj; ·'that a lot 
Lots Of brasil ·1I'1tb.lltltll(ng to do 

,.TAC·Hsailquar·ters 18 th.pIac" foI'you! 
. Chick_, -chicken, chicken, "chicken .. :. . .' " - . 

,';X.ell Me .W~Y 
:·~ll.m~ whY,the IIt'us dO.snine, 
. ,Tell 'm.· "'!If the illy· twines, . 
',Tell lne why the okie" are', blue, 
'AIId I wHltell you just . why 
I love- you, 

'''IIec~uIi. ~o,f Dde.tbe'Hars t68hine " 
(&eo.use Goilaai!ej:!te It1'·t,..~tie ,,' 

';\llecawie God II!IId!l,tlteali\l"e lio-.,lue, 
·:~~~e(Jc)daa~e1r::;iI,..t'. why 1 love you. 

'O.\j '. . • : ,~":te ',.; 



You had a dream, dear, 
I had- 'Jne too, 
Mine was 'the be.t dream 
Bepause i't Was, of you; 
Co~e swe.'t;,heart, t(! 11' ~e 
Now is the time, 
You, teil me your dream 
And' I'll ten "ou miM. 

Tennessee, Walia 

I was waltzilli with my darling 
To the T.l1nes.ee Waltz 
Wh~ an old friend I happened to meet. 
Introduce4 hi./to my lo_ved on. 
And wile they were waltzing 
My frienQ stote my sweetheart from me. 

t reme.b.r the Qight 
,\,n<l the 'I'6nn •••• ' Waltz., 
~bw I know ~U8t ~a. much I have lost. ' 
res, I lost Illy llttle darling 
The night the, we .. e ,playing 
T\'le heau,UtUl T.na ...... e Waltz. 

That' 01<1 G"ll' Of Mine 

NQt, 'a so".1 d,",n on the corner 
That's a .pret~y certatn sign,' 
Those wedding bells are breakinJ up 
That ,old gang ofmitle .. ·· 

There 'gOEfs Jack, t'here gO'.$ Jll1:~ 

Down thru lover'. Ian., .. 
Now, and fhan, "e ,meet' agll-'in, 
But ·they <!on't seem.t'M· 8ame • 

. Gee, . I get a lon •• ome,- 1eellng, 
When 1 he"r those Church bells chime; 
'C"use thq_e we4dilli be\ls are breaking up 
That old ,aDC of mine. 



The .Bi ••. Tall Fly 

W'hen I was young I- used to 'wait 
On .master .andgive him his ·plate, 
And pass th$1Jottle when he got dry 
Ajld bru~h away the blue tail fly. 

CIIORUS: 
1itnmle c',ack' corn and X don i t care J 

Jlmmle crack corn and I don't care, 
jimmie crack corn and I dontt care, 
My master's gone away. 

And when "he I d ride in the afternoon, 
I'd follow after with a hickory broom 
1'he pony being rather shy 
When bitten by a blue tail fly •.. CHORUS 

On day he ride around the farm, 
The flies 89 numerous they did swarm, 
One chanced to bite him on the thigh, 
The devil take the blue:tail fly •.• CHORUS 

The,' pony run, he hum.p, he .pitc'h, 
He tbrew my mastel" in the ditch, 
'He died and the jury wondered-why, 
The verdict was the blue tail fly •.• CHORUS . 

They bUl'led him under a 8'lmm,on· tree, 
. His epitaph is there toses .•• · ••• 
Seneath this "tone I'm foroed ,to 11e 
Victim of the' hlus tail fly •• :CHOIIUS 

ThO Co',d And-N Cadet 

The Coed and",t'be 'C'adet were courting t declare, 
pawn by the.ate they didn't know that.l was there 
Oh the Coed" aile wa_s ~shful and C.det he was shy', 
He .• akedher .1f he oOuld and this was her reply: 

You can- do .it <if you wanna 
But you'd better do it right, 
You'd better', not do it 
Like yoU 1id the other night 
Ca •• e if, you d(), t ~m telling you 

"1,11..1 n.eve.r let you do it again 
I r.~.lty mean, it, 
I~ll n~v.r let you kiss me aga1n 

;. .,.' 



The Cowboy's Lament 

As I walked out on t:he s,t"reets of Laredo, 
I As t walked out' in Laredo one day, 

I ~pied a -cowpu:Qcher all wrapped in white.linen, All- wrapp~d in white linen as cold as the cJ.~-Y. 

Q, bolat the drum slowly and play the. tHe- lowly, Play ~the _ dad march as you ,carry me ~long, 
Take ~e to the valley,. there lay the--s9d o'er- me, Foe I lID a, yOUrig cowboy and 'I-... know 1 'v_e doone wrong', ~ . 
1 see by your outfit -that you' are a cowboy, There words' he d_id say as:1 slowly step-ped by, Come Ed t down besid'e me and hear 'my sad story, . 1 '10 shot ,in the breast and 1 know 1 must. die. 

It was onc'e in the saddle 1 used to go dashing, Once in the- saddle I used _to- go gay, 
Then I.first took, to drinking and then took to gambling, Got shot in-~he breast 'and I'm dying todYa . 

. L'et sixteen gamblers come carry -my coff1n, Let, six pretty ,maidens come sing me a song J Take ,me to the graveyard, there roll the sod oler me, For I I m a yourig cowboy anc;i I know I've done-. wrong·. 

We beat the drum slowly and played, the fife lowly, And bitterly wept 'as we bore 'him along, For we all loved 'our comrade, so brave, young, a,nd handsome, We all lo.ved our comrade although held don~ wrong. 

Ihe FOSH. FogSY Dew 

When, 1 was a bachel,or, I loved all alon'e, I worked at the weaverl_s trac{ej, 
And the only , only t·hing that I did that was wrong, 
Was to woo a fair YQU~g maid. 
I·wooed her in the wintertime, 
P"rt of the sutPler, too, 
And 1}lle only, only thing that I did 
t ha twas .wrong, 
Was, to·keep her lrom the foggy, foggy dew. 

-.7lt:-

I: 



The Ho-Chi-Min Trail 
Tune: The Na vaj 0 T.va i I 

Everyda, a:ong about sunrise 1 
When the sky line 1s beginning to pale; 
I load 15ix seven-fifties 
And ·fly the Ho-Chl-llin Trail. 
I hate to see the flak a burst in' 'round me, 
I shiver- when I ·think about 1 t IS, sting 
But ove;r yonder hill the SAM. are rising 
They ,always ~eem to yank my pucker string. 

Well, what do you know, it's Bingo a'lready, 
And two hundreds the course that I sail. 
TomQrrow J'll load more seven-fifties 
and fly the Ho~Chi-Min Trail 

. The Man Behind The Armor }llated De. 

Early in the morning when engines start to roar 
You. can see the old goat standin~ 
Beside his office door. 
He'11 be sweating out the take-off 

As het"s often done befo:re. 
The man behind the armor d~ 

Four times he's led us up th,re 
And he always led us back 
For he circled o'er the IP' 
As we went In" to attack. 
He said, "I'm hard yet fair, boys, but allergic to act ackt' 

And when ·the target's sighted 
Who inspire~ our attack? 

. Who says, "Hundreds ,may go, in, lads, 
But a few arn't coming back." 
Who says, "We j 11 disregard the min'imwn 
When you suppress the flak," 
The man ~ehind the armor plated des~. 

And when 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 
With a mixed drink in their hand 
Singing "The Man Behind The Armor Plated Desk" 
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.II!! ' ... tttle Brown Mouse 

-<lh thO! liquor was 8pllied on tbe bar~roOlD f.loor 
Tbe Bar was closed for the nigbt 
Wben out of bis hole came a little Brown House' 
And"be' satin, tbe :,ale moonligbt 
He lapped up tbe liquor on tbe'bar~room floor 
As back on his bauncbes be sat 
And all night lone you could bear him roar 
"Brin", o~ your goCldamn catl" 

IM Per.ian Kitty 

The Persian Kitty, perfUllled and fair 
went out to,the kitchen jU8t to get 801De air 

.When a ~ Cat, lithe, lean and long, 
Dirty and yellow, came. along. 
Now be' 3nitfed tbat perfumed Persian Cat 
As sbewalked 'around with mucb eclat. 
Tbinking ot a bit of time to paaa 
He wispered, "Baby, you sbo got class". 

And fitting and proper was ber ,reply 
As she arched a Whisker right over her eye. 
"Dally, rtm fed on certified milk 
And nightly I sleep on pill9Wsof silk. 
I should be happy with what I've got. 
I should be bappy, but happy I'm not. 
i should be bappy, I'should indeed 
Just cause I tm. hlghly pedigreed~'. 

"Cheer up", said the Tom Cat with a smlle 
tlAnd trust your new found .friend for awhile, 
You need not esca pe f rOIl your backya·rd fence 
Baby, all, you need is experience". 
NOW the j oye of life he did unfurl 
Aa he told her the tales of the outside world 
Sucgestine at last with a lurid laugh 
A trip for the two down the primrose patb. 

Now the morning after the night before 
The Kitty came home about the hour of faur. 
The innocent look from her eyes had went, and 
The smile on her face was a smile of content. 
·In later y~ars the neighbors came 
Just to see the Persian kittens of pedigreed fame, 
They werentt Persian, they were black and tan, 
And she told them that their daddy was a traveling man 
A traveling man, a l'atching, scratching traveling man. 
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The Red River Valley 

To tbe valley be said be was flying 
and he nev·er saw the pay that he earn.d . 
. Many jocks have flown into the valley. 
And a number have never returned. 

SO' I listened as he briefed on tbe 'mis81on. 
Tonight at the bar TEAK flight "ill s'ing, 
But wtlo'r~ .goin t to 'the Red River Valley 
and today 'you're flying my wins. 
On the flack 1s so thick 'in the valley, 
That the MIGs and the missiles we don't, need 
So fly high and down sun in the valley 
And guard well the ass of TEAK lead. 

Now if things turn to shit in the valley 
,:; And the briefing that I gave you dont t heed, 

They'll be waiting at the Ranoi, Hilton 
And it's fish heads and rice for TEAK lead. 

We re!'uel"d on the way to the valley; 
In the states it had alway. been fun, 
But w1 th thunder and lightning all around us, 
'Twas the last A.A.R. for TEAK one. ' 

Oh, he flew_through the flack ,tow&l'd the target 
With his bombs and his rockets drew a bead, 
Bu t be never pulled out of his _bomb run,. 
thas fatal for'another TEAK' lead. 

So come and sit by my side' at the briefings, 
We will sit tbere and ticlCle the heads, 
For we're going to, the Red River Valley 
And my callsign today is TEAK lead! 

The Thud Drivers Thee 
Tune: Whiffenpoof Song 

From' a hootch in Southeast A.'ia, 
To the place where aces dwell ' 
TO the 'strip club down at Zuke 
We knew 80 wel,1. 

Stng the fighter jocks .. aembled 
'Hi th thei'r glasses raised on high, 
$i'ng they poorly not too olearly, . 

loud as wel'~ " 

We will throw' our glasses wildly,' 
And thrl>w.our ,bombs as well 
And the 'finks.aj: TWo-A,D. can go to hell 
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We are POOl" fighter j6cks:who haye lost 
our way, 

Help~~-Help---Help. We flew to the town 
of Hanoi today, Help-'-_Help_~_Help 

Steely' eyed ptlots up in til's blue, 
:Leads"tzapped ,by an SA-2, ' 
iLet's baul ass Of they tIl zapp us tpo, 
~----________ B ___ a ____ ~ ___ now!!! 

:JIb. y .1I~w Rose 'Of Hanoi 

There's a,- yellow rose in Hanoi 
WhO love, a fighter crew. 
She' runs the Hanoi lIil ton 
And -she longs to welcome .you, 
Her father's name is Ho Chi Minh 
He has a IODg goatee'. 
And if you greet him nicely, 
He will let you stay for free. 

CHORUS. Her eyes are shape,d like almonds, 
And 1'-11 give you a hunch, 
I don't want to meet her family, 
Caull!le., th~y t re a nas'ty bunch . 

. ~_~It's fish l:1eads _and rice for breakfast 
//AntJ fish heads and rice for tea .. 

But so, long as .they don't catch me, 
No filih 'heads. and rice: for me. 

Oh, you may fly a 'Phantom, 
Or you III&Y' fly a Thud, 
,But Uyou fly to a.noi, Bette,. 
listen to me Bud. 
YoU may t .. lk of girl"; 'in Bangkok, 
or LOs ,Angeles a,nd lIIuch, 
But the yellow 1'08" of Hanoi 
Is just.IO bi t ,too ,Diuch. 

,CHORUS 



There Are No Fl.hter Pilots 

Ob there are no fl,ghter pilots" down- in Hell 
Oh there" are no fighter pilots down 1n Hell 
Tbe ,place i, full of queers 
Navigators, Bombardiers 
But there are no fighters pilots down in Hell. 

O\! there _ar.e no fighter pilots in the states 
P11:, there are _no fighter pilot'i in the states 
They are off on foreign sho~es 
Making mothers out of whores 
Oh there are no fighter'pilots ·In the states 
Oh- the bomber pl1,ot's. life is just a farce 
Oh the bomber pilot's life 1s just a farce 
The automa"tlc pilot's' on .' 
Reading novels in the john 
Oh the bomber pilot's life 1s just a farce 

Ob the bomber pliot never 'takes a dare 
Oh the, bomber pilot never tak~s a dare 
His gyros are ungaged 
And his women overaged 
Ob the 'bom~er pilot never takes a dare. 

Oh there are nof1ghter pilots in Fifth 
Oh there are no fighter pllotsup in Fifth 
The place is full of brass ' 

'8i tti))g round on thei,r fat ass. 
Oh there are no f1ghter pilots up in FHth " 

Oh there are no fighter pilots in 'Japan 
Oh there are no, fighter pilots in Japan 

, :They' are al~ across the' bay' 
Being shot at ,every day 
Oh there are no tighter pilots in Japap , 

Ob it's naughty naughty naughty but 'it's nice 
If you·ever do 'it once youtll do tt twice 
Ittll w~eck your reputation 
But increase the population 
Jt's naughty naughtynaugllty but It.' s nice 

When a, bomber jocKey,walks'into our club' 
·When 1 bomber j9ckey walks into our club 
He don1't----driuk h,is share of suds 
All he docs is flub bis dub 
Oh there are no tighter pilots down in Hell 
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Throttle Bondei' 

(Tune: MCNamar~'. 'Band) 

My name 1s Throttle Bender, 
I'm the leader of the lana; 
Ii- burn up "lots of engines, 
But I don't give a hang,_ 
~ me full bore i~ normal cruise, 
Cause I don't give a darn; 
My':', boys ~an never oa tch me 
They've got a' lot to learn. 

CHORUS: We are the boys from ttazukl, 
We are t.be boys from 'j tazook, 
We are the boys from Itazukl; 
We fly with the ________ Group. 

My name 1s Throttle Bender 
I'm the leader of the Group, 
I always ca~se confusion 
But I don't give a hoot, 
I 'climb too slow, I dive too fast, 
I pull excessive O's, 
I know my boys are follow1ng, 
I hear their knocking knees. 
. . • . .CHORUS 

My name is Throttle Bender, 
I'm the leader of the Wing._ 
I haven' t led a groUp', in years 
So I don't know a think 
About the wing formatio'n, boys, 
That I am going to' lead; 
But It m the Wing Commande,r 
·So there .. ea11y is no need . 
. . . . :CHORUS ' 

Now if you lead a flight, boys, 
Or ~f you le~d a Group; 
Lend an ear and you will ·hear 
The latest kind of poop. 
From TdKeeyo to Sazzmago 
You t 11 hear the boys all say, 
The l.eader b~mt the' throttle,' so 
I had it rQugh today. 
; .•• '. CHORUS 
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': Tipperary '- ,-

It's a long way to Tipperary'~ 
It's a long way to go 
It's a long way to Ti,pperarY'f 
To the sweetest g"rl I'know 
Farewell to Piocadily, ." .. 
Good-by Leicester Square; 
It's a long" long way to Tipperary, 
But my heart's right there. 

Tiptanks And Tallpeipa 

Bless them all,' ble$s them all, 
Bless tiptanks and tailpipes and all 
Bless old man Lockhead· fOr building 'this jet, 
But I know a guy, who ,is cussing him,yet­
IIcause he -tried to go over the wall 
Wi th tiptanks and tailpipes and aE. 
The needless did cross, and the wings did c~. '~~f 
With Tiptanks and Tailpipes and all 

Through the wall, through the wall 
Through the bloQdy invisible wall, 
That transonic journey is, nothing but ro,ucJ:l. 
As bad as a r,ide on the local base bus. 
So I 'JX!. s'taying away from it all 
subsonic for me and that's .a11 
I'f youlre hot yuu might, make it,' 
But you're problly break it 
Your 'but~ or your-neck, not the wall 



!!!!!!!£. 
Oh" they built the ship "Titanic" 
And when they had it through 
They thought they had ashlp 

;, Tha t the wa,te,r would ,not come through 
But the Good Lord raised. his hand 

\:'Said that ship would. never land 
txt was sad when that great ship -went, down. 
QHORUS 
It ,was sad, 'it was sad, 
It was,sad when th~t. great ship wnet down 
Husbands ·and wives (High squeaky voice) little bHty 
children lost their lives: . 
I~ wa~ sad when the great ship went down., 

They were off for England 
And "ere' beaded, for. tho shore, 
And t~e rich refuliled ,to associa·te w1 tho the poor 
So they put them down below 
And they· were the first to go 
It -:was 'sad when, that great ship. went down. 

CHORUS 

Oh, they put the life boats out 
~n· the ra'ging burning sea, 

_ And the band struck up with "rer My god to Thee" 
Oh, ,the Cap1;aln tried' to wire 
But the wirE! was on fire 
It wa'S sad wben that great ship went. down. 

CHORUS 

IrS, Tramp, Tramp 

In a .prison- c8'11 'I sit, t'hl_nk'ing~· mother, dear, Qf you 
And our bright and happy home so far· away, 
And the tears th'lY Ull I!IY eyes, spite of all that I can do, 
Tho' I try' to cheer my comrades 'a,nd 1)e b~llve. 

CHORUS: . Tramp, tramp, tramp, the boys are marching 
'Cheer up comrades, they will come, 
And beneath the 'starry flag, 
We shall' breathe the air ag~:fn, 
Of, the freedom in our own beloved home. 

In the battle front'we stood s 'when the fiercest charge they made, 
And the, swept. us off a "hundred men or 'more, 
But· before we' reached their lines., they were beaten back dismayed,' 
And we heard the ,cry of \~ictory o'er. an4 otero 

CHORUS: . 

- 87 • 

, , 
, , 

: I 

I 

I' 



Trash Haulers In The SkY' 

A trash hauler flew overhead 
One dark and Windy Day. 
He passed above our ruAway, 
As he flew,upon his WilY. 
When all at once our Hight off our 
Gave him an awful fright 
We flew within II hundred ,feet 
And pitched OUt on his right. 

Yippee Aye AaY __ -----­
YipeeAye Ooh 
Trash Haulers;-'i'n"t~hue~s~k~Y"---

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 pull6d about two "Gts". 
When he regained control again 
He barely clea~ed the trees. 

Yippee Aye Aay _______ __ 
Yippee Aye Ooh-
Trash Haulers ~tne sky. 

we' told him on the radio 
·we said,to_ h,im "My Sonlt. \ 
We said .IJMy boy- if you want to live 
You 1d damn well better rUn". 
So push th,ose fra-ppir. throttles up 
An~ head.across the sky, 
And never ,venture n$ar again _ 
Where ',Phantom 'pilots fly. 

Yippee Aye Aa1.-;:;;:;: 
Yippee Aye Ooh .. 
Trash ,Haulerl!l' in t,ne sky. 
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Twelvo Days Of Tet 

(Tune: T2Days o. Christmas) 

~ri the Firs. t. day of' "TET" 
My D.O. gave to me, 
.~.gun on a Phantom F-4C. 
\ 

. ~cond - 2 CBUs I 

Tfti~d - 3 Rocket Launchers 
Fourth. - .4 High Drags 
Fifth 5 Hand Grenades 
Sixth -6 Side Winders 
Seventh - 7750s 
Eight.h . - 8. Charging Sparrows 
Ninth - 9 Nasty Napes 
Tenth - 10 TOns of Bombs 
Eleventh - 11 Lady Fingers 
,TWe 1 vth - 12 Firecraclters 

violate ~ 
. Violate me in the violet time 
In the·vilest way that you.know. 
To the best'things in life 
I am utterly 'oblivious; 
GiVe me'. a life that is lewd and ' 
lascivious,. . 
Viola te me .. in violet. time 
In the, vl1est_~ay that you know~ 
Ravage me,· savage 'me . 
Utterly damage me, .' 
O~ me no, mercy bestow. 
Violate me in the violet time 
In the "ilest Wily ithat you. know. 
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Virgin Sturgeon 

Caviar comes from a virgin sturgeon 
Virgin Sturgeon is a very fine fish 
Virgin sturgeon needs no urgin' 
T:hat's why caviar is my dish. , 
Shad roe comes from a isoarlet shad fish 
Shad fish have a very sad fate 
Pr"fXgnant shad fish is: a- sad f,ish 
Got that way without a mate . 

Oysters they are fishy beval ~e8 , 
They have youngsters in their shell 
How they diddle'is a riddle 
But.they do~ so what the hell. 

'fhe green sea turt.le' s . mate is happy 
With ~er lov~rts winning ways , 
First he grips her with his fUpper 
Then he flips her and grips for days 

Vlve ,L' Amour 

Good fellowship brings us together today. 
Vi va la /compagnie! 
It lights Up 'our faces and makes' our hearts" 
gay. 
Vive la compagniel 

CHORUS: 
Vive la, vive 1.', vi've l~amou;;', 
Viva la, vive ,la; viva l'amour! 
.vi va· L' _.mou,r f vi va. 1 t amour" 
Vive la compagnta! 

Each man to his ne'ig,hbOl" his hand now, 
extenci, 
V~ve -la o.Omplignie'! 
COmpletl~ !1 cir'cle of true loving f'riends, 
Viva, 1a c~pagnie! ~ , 

CIIORUS 

Conie f'111 qp, yc)~r gl~sses It 11 s:ive' you 
a, toast ' " . 
Vi ve la compag.nie! 
Here's health to you 'frie'nct, our kind 

'worthy' host,-
Vive Ii. compagnie! 

CHORUS 
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WabasJ- Gd'tmopbaU , 

F~om the gre .. t A~~.Jft,I.Q()Qe .. n, 
To the wide l'acif~q,Shore" ' 
From, the sWQe"t; :·o~-"~::'~,lowing .~n~alns 
To the s'outh' l .. nd:l>y the, moor 
~he • s known qui te" we 11 by 11,11 ' ' , 
For ',she's the cODibiIiation 
Of the Wabasl! Oannonllall 

caoaus: 
1,1steli to thej:Lngle" 
The rumble and- _the ,r'oar, . 
As sbe glides.;,along the woodlands, 
Thru tM hllis and ,by ,the shore; 
Rear the mighty rush of the e'ngine, 
Hear those' 19nesoJ;lle ho"boes sqt.1all 
Whi l,e trav"rin'~hru the jungle 
On the Wab,lIsll CanDOI) Ball. 

'oUr .tiaste~n states:' are dandy 
eo the people-always- say, 
From. New Y-Qrk -,to St. Louis 
AndOhi"agtiJ~ythe way~ 
From the, hills of MinneSota 
Where, tile rippling watel>sJl\l~" ",," 
NO, 'cha,:Qges can" -be -'taken ::' 

?~.~~~.~;~;~"fa!\fon Ball. 
• ,- -, "" ">I" \. ,'" '>..~. "', 

She'c""e'd@¥n to Biminghain 
Olloe col,d:Ili!c'I"!lber day, " 
As' shepulle,d, ~nt() tbe statiotl 
You c'oUld:bi>"li all tile peopl'l$'l\y 
Th:.~e 's.- a:1,·,a·);/itOll)I':T&nnessee; ." 
She,'s, IQ~ \\~\Ji:liI,l!~}'JI:''tl'U~,; 
Shecj>lIIe;' do,w"'''ltP, )ll:j;~~!i~: 
On tll .. I'(:i~s1i,'6~nl\,*,,):~"li~#' 
. '-, :.' " ,~,',Oi;:~~~:i~~~q~~<~';\\>~~f:- f;,:·,,~.' - . 

""""-,,-:,,:~,,~,, '" y """,:_",,.:" i",l~'-~';"~, 

Now li"I'!I;el!>;t\~<~~dYC1~xtol{'. . " 
May· bU,:'."_" 't\trs:var,stand, 
An<l. alwaysl!l!;;;~"".ilill~e;( •. . .••• 
t!l.;;~l!~f:(lourtS::'6I\I/jil~pjlt, tl)e,lAn~.;' ' 
HiS earthly race is <lver. . ',' 
A~l;;.the ,curtains round him $a11. 
W~!.·lit.ca:rrY' ;hiin hone, to. Dbie. . 
o'(tiie Wabash Oannen Ball:' . 
• • ' •• ':.,'~,. ' •• CHORUS ' 
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Waltzinl Matilda 

One a jolly swagmancamped by a brill-along 
Under the shade of a- 'coolibah tree, 
And he sang as he sat and waited till his 
billy boiled, 
.Y.,outll come a-waltzing Mat~lda with me'. 

CIilORUS: 
Waltzi~g Matilda, wal~zing Matilda, 
Yo~'ll come a-waltzing Matilda with' me. 
And he sang as he sat and waited till, his 
billy boiled; . 
You t 11 come' a-wa! ty,ing Matilda with .me., 

Down came a jumbuck to drink at the 
brill-along, 
Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him 
..v.i th gle~, , 
And he sang as he stowed that jumbuck in 
his tucker bag 
You'll come a-waltzing Mati1da with me • 
• • • _ •• 0 CHORUS 

Warnl Summers Morning CO'Rlleys Bar> 
Twas a _warm' SUDlIIlers morning, ·the Migs were ,all swarming. 

: Anc:t "we,-were' toq far, on the roam 
·When. the tlilhtleader said, to .his flight with tails red 
"Ball,' out,>w~ cant-t- ,stay where: we are"., . 
w:~ shed "ou~·,~,-tiptankf!l and ,turned on _our~ flankS, 

"\4.J;1d ~We headed,' our asses" for ho~e ... , _ . 
,Wh",n up.fro,. ,.t"". ground came the tla~'an around 
: My, God hOW JW:tSh I'd stayed.home •.. ·,., ." . 
Operat1ollS!lever. told us, the thing. tha.:t"we. $\iOuld' have known' 

.Abo.\lt·theflilk ·that .is white and . black ,', . 
. '\I!ifhow·l'.oureigllty moans -and it groans.,: "' ... 
'T!itrty'-fi va more missions and I'll, be. headed'bl\ck 
Ba~k to Truman f·S Ialand where there 1s' no Goddamn' flak. , 
", ". 
'j " 



Walt Till The Sun Sid .... NeW" 

Wait 'till the" sun: shines, Nellie, 
And the clouds go drifting by, 
We will oe so happy,- Nellie, 
Don't you cry. 

Down Lover's lane we'll wander, 
Sweethearts. you and I. 
Wait ttill the s'un shines, 'Nellie 

"Bye and Bye. ' 

Way Back In -The Hills 

Way back in the· hills as a boy I 'once wa,ndered, 
Buried deep in the ground 
Lies thegi,rl that, I loved; 
She' was 0l:.11ed fr,om this ~ eArth, ' 
A jewel from',.Heav'en, ," ,. ' 
More precious tha'n _diamonds, 
More precious than ,gold. 

'CHORUS: ,,' 
A .jewel here: :on ea:r:t~-· . 
A jewel in Heaven, ",\;;"',,,;, 

, ,She'11 bright!lli tbe Id'!'idom" 
A:ro_und' -God t B real: thro:pe., . 

;'May' thE!l, _angels b"ve'_ peact:t'." 
GOd bless her in', Hettv.I'1_" 
Tne:y'-",e broken my- he~d'_~ ," _ > 

And they've lett me,to,roam; 
-". - ,",-' - "--,;- -;.. ". 

Tills~"or1d hasi~II~,'w~ .. ~til 
Itstdalsllnd,ti)oub~'IB' , " ",,', 
MQtber, ea;rth ,holds,Mr 'li'ea.surea . 
Of 4iamondilalld g(>'J,d,· ... ......, 
But 'itjlan' tbolila '. "Qu] 
Of onepl"ejliol!s ,jewel 
Sbe 's;oelBtlng inpea.<!e, 
At,t.he' heavenly throll", 
•• --f,'_. _. ': •• ,~.,,~·qHOltUS 
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We're Here For Fun" 

(Tune: Auld Lang Synel 

Weire here for fun ,right from the .s-tart 
So drop your digni ty , 
Ju~t laugb and sing \1{itb all your beart' 
And _show your loyalty;. 
May '~11 your troubles be forgot 
Let this nigbt be tbe best 
Join ",in the songs we sing tonight 
Be bappy wi:tb tbe rest. " 

When You 'Were Sweet Sixteen 

I lov'e' 'you as' I· never lovfltd before . 
Since first· I saw you on -the vil-lag.e gr.,'~' 
Come 'to me, ,ere my dream of love,' is Q"II9V . 
I love you as I ,l,oved y,6u . ., 
When you were ,sweet sixte~n. 

When Y.u Wore A'rullp 

. When you wore a tulip 
A big 'yellow tulip " . 
And I wore a bi,i red r'ose, 
when you caressed. ~e',:, ,.' . 
'Twas thep. he.aven 'bless~:, m~, 
You made life cheery,. :, -, _, 
When you called me deary, ,. 
Way down where the blue- grass gr:OW&l .. 
Your lips were"sweeter than j,uli.p,:-' 
When yo_u wOre a tul1·p ,:,' 
And I ~oCe -'a bi.~ red:'; rOf,a ~ 

. .- ,,~'l, ".' ",:', :,', 

When Your 'Leaves Hav8_turn!i',To:SJlv •... , 
, . -' -. "- '-.' '<':"-) ,.'''' -" -,', ' 

>'When your leaves bIl;Y,e·t!1):!.!I"d ,:to "i,lver, 
. :W~llyou lqve,·us j,!st til",' sallie? .. 
OIii!"'.'U' always call ~~ .. "(Any 't>id 

"di~tY·.Major)". .' •... 
Jsn'Lth"t a, bloodY.shallle? 

• --'_',-,,:,+" ," ,:1,:,-."" .,-, 
'>';';;thed~~~ ... t'Xt.@'uke .. 
·::'{"ndth~p .. r,tllO .. that we knew., , '.' 
·c"·tlben. YAAf leaves.ll"ve .turned tf)silve .. · 
"·Y9!1'.6an ·!It.ick thelll'\lp your 'flue! 
.... ' ~ '';1<' __ ',_' " ,,:,,,.,, '. • 
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Where Have All The Old Heada Gone 

TUne: Where ,Have All The Flowers Gone 

Where have all -the soldiers gone? 
Long. time passing 
Where have all the soldiers gone? 
Long time ago,. 

'. -Where have, all the s'oldiers goite? 
\Theylve all gone· ,to :Nletnam. 
·'.When w,111 they ever' -learn; 
Oh, when will they eve~ learn? 

Where have all 'the Vietnamese gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all- the Vietnamese gone? 
Long timeago. . 
Where h,ave al.1, 'the VletnaD).ese' gone? 
They've all become Viet Cong 
Oh, wh,en will "we ever learn; 
Oh, when will we eve~ learn? 

Where bave all the VC's gone? 
long time passing. 
Where have all the VC's gone? 
Long time .. ,,0. 
Where have all~the VC's gone" 
To fix the bridges that we 'b9miJ, 
Oh, when will they ever learn; 
Oh, when will they ever learll? 

Where do· all, the Weasels go? 
Long time passing. 
Where do all the Weasels go? 
Long time ag~. 
Where do all the Weasels .go? 
O'er the ridge .to meet the foe, 
Oh, when will they ever lear_n'; . 
Oh, when will they ever learn? 

Where have all the SAM sites gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the SAM sites gone? 
Long time ago. 
Where have all the SAM sites gone? 
They've, been down, oh, so long. 
Oh, whE!}l will they ever learn" 
Oh, when ,,1"11 they ever lea·rn? 

Where do all the strike flights go? 
Long time passing. 
Where do all the strike flights gO? 
Long time ago. 
Where do all the strike fiights go? 
'CroBs the f~nce ag.ain, X know. 
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Oh, When w·l11 they ever ~earn; 
Oh, When will they every learn? 

Where have al~ the flak sites gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the flak'sites gone? 
L,ong time ago, ' 
W~ere have all the flak sites gone? 
A~ng the ra~lroadJ Oh, so long. 
0:" when will they ever ~earn; 
Ohl, when will they ever learn? 

Where have all the old heads gone? 
LOD, time paltaing. 
Where have itl1 the old heads gone? 
Lobg time ago. 
Where have all the old beads gone? 
They've gone home; their tour 1s done. 
You see, they've finally learned; , 
Oh yes, theyt' va ~lnal'ly learned. 

Whlff.npoofS!!!!!! 

To ,the- table$ down_ at Mory's 
Tif the place where Lou,is Dwells 
:T~ the -dear old Temple Bar we love so. well., 
Bing the Whiffenpoofs assembled 
With their glasses raised on high 
And the magic of .their singing 
Of the !!$ongs ,we love so well. 
"Shall I wasting" and IIMavourneenll 

,and the rest,' , 
We will serenade our Louis., 

,While life and voice shall last, 
Then wefll pas's and be forgotten with the rest. 
We're poor little lambs who, have 
lost our way, Baa, Baa, ,Baa~ 
Gentlemen songsters off on a spree 
DplDlled from there to etern:Lty, 
God 'have mercy on such as we, 
Baa, Baa, Baa, 

Who Know. 

The moon was shinning on' ',the 'barroom floor 
The joint was closed for the night 
When out of the corner crept a little fat mouse 
And sat in the pale moonlight. 

He lapped up the liquor from t·he bar,room floor .' 
And 'back-on his haunches he sat 
Then to that empty room said 
BRING l!OUR GODDAMN CAT. 
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Who 0_ ThIs C!qb 

,Oh, We're the bOys ·from the _..,.. ____ _ 

You've heard so much, .bout· 
The mothers k!>ep their daughter. in 

W~enever we' go out. 

We're always dri~ing whiskey 
, An'd we're -always full of- bo~e 

I Oh'~we're the boys from the _' __ ..:..,...,. 

And '00 the hell, .are youse? 

Who owns this olub oo-wa~wa 
Who owns this club,oo-wa~wa 
Who owns this club the 'people cry-eye-eye 

I We' own this cl.ub oo-wa-wa 

We own this club oo-wa-wa _<: .. ., 

______ ~ __ F,illhter Group we reply-eye-eye 

Repeo,t 

WI!dW"", 
, Tune: Sweet ,Betsy From Pike 

~i}~yw::s~~'T~~~QR~~::~l~n~I>:Ia;a~~em~i~yg~::~' 
I fly, o'er the valleys and hide behind hills; 

I dodge all the missiles, then g? 1,n for kil'ls 

x.'_ ,a lonely Thud driver with a'shit-hot, fine bear. 

'Come_ ,weak guns, some weak gu~s; they're all -of1. at one. 

Bu,t:,'dontt worry fellows, for· threats, there are none. 

Theref-s, a big one just .looking at two o'clock' now~ 

There's flak all around US, Tbey'v'e shooting, ,and how. 

I'm a lonely Thud 'driver with a sh~t ... h-ot, fine bear. 

Keep -moving, they're shooting. The ta:rget's -at eight. 

Go burner, now roll in, don~t pull it off IlItraight. 

A missile! A missile! Let's take it on down • 

. Oh God, 'where's that bastard? My flight sults turned brown. 

I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hO't, fine bear .• 

Now PUll it up, pull up, and head for the s~y.· 

The missile's at two, boys; now ,watch it sail ~y. 

There's smoke from the SAM site out there i~ the grass. 

Set -"em up hot, boys, and we'll,nail his ass. . 

I"m lcmely ·Thud driver with a shi~-hot fine bear. 

Wild ,Wellsel,. Wild Weasel, They've called me by naae. 

1 fle~ o'er the _fenc~, and I've won the big game. 

,One hundrea--, 'one .hundred, I'm heading' :t;or home. 

And ,f),ver those- damn hills, -I'll "never -m.ore roam. 

I'm a lonelY''I'hud driver with a shit-hot, fine bear 
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Will The MIll!! Come O.t To Play 

'rune: My :rndiana Home) 

When the' SAMs start rising trom ,old, Haiphong 
Harbor, 

And. the 85's start puffing at Kep Hay, 
You" w.ill ~now your targetfs just 

around that mountain 
And you wonder if. the MIGs will cOIIle to play 

Oh, you reach your pull up point and 
start yOUi' pop up, . 

And the' tracers seem to urge you on your way, 
YoU see the· briqge and as you,start 

. your rollin, 
You wonder if the MIGs will come to play. 

Oh~ You've -dropped your bombs and now 
you're 'off and running, 

, J inking hard you're on' your me,rry way, 
And a-s you r~uich the jagged I1mest!'l'ne 

ridges, 
You wonder 1f the MIGs will come to play. 

Oh, you've reacheu the coast and all 
the 'sea._ is' friendly 

Your 'fuel 1/:1 low J but not too low you s'ay, 
I',~an rn.ake i,t back to-Karat nice and _easy;, 
If,onlyth<l, MIGS dpn,' t come to play. 

'Oh', -, you 'st'art yOU!' c.timb ,~l}d, now 10il'rEt 
'res't,in:g' easy, 

, A cl'r1rtk, (If wa tEtr helps y.ou on your way; 
But,'" gUilt, 'of light, a speck up high, 

, ":.,,,) :,aond yo:u '.k.QoW" '.' 
:'The ,!lICis 'h"v ... f1n-al-ly come out to plaY'. 

"-:':~ll~' y~uX',"'bur:ner's lit-,~ yo~'re, diving 
',: 'down, ,you're r'unning, 

.'.'- But·, his ;o.vertake is must to great t;oday_, 
In your dinghy bobbing on'the Gulf pfTonk1n" 

':V()u' 'wiSh, th~ -MtG~, j'ust,- hadn't eonte to pl~y!!! 
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Wreek Of Old 'Nlllety:-Seve .. 

There were 97 aircrft parked out on- the apron. 
Ahd tb.,re 'wasn't room for more 
NOW the t·irat 96. were of- modern conStruction 
AII~ ,the last was a DH-4 , 
The first 47 were reserved for the majors 

'And the captaillS had tbe next 49 
Th.re was one ship ~eft, on the end of the apron 
It ,was the last'ship in tbe iine. ' 
It 'was old. "97" -and ber fuselage was rusty 
And her wings were warped and bent, 
And sbe sagged,i!> the middle like .. cow in tbe pasture 

Like a cow that was ,quite content. 

Then a 2d Lt wandered into operations 
And he asked :t'or. a ship or. two 
BUt they s'aid J "Young man we are mighty short of aircraft, 

Bwt we'll see ,what we can dolt. . 

'It .. a. ,old "97" and she had a fiofi!l rec,o~d 
But she' hadn' t been flown that Y'ear 

And sbe growled and she- groaned wheD he warmed up her engine 

'Cause she' knew that her, end was near. 

S;o-they flew over Birmingham and South,Alabama 
'Til the clouds began to fall 
''fill they settled down on the tops of tbe mountains 

And 'o~ could't see a' tbing at all. 
, 

So he 't~rned to the left and he flew, into a snowstorm 
So he tuX-ned back to tbe rigbt . 
'TUhe found a railroad going in .,bis direction alld he Baid 

!',By ~od~ wetll get there tonight"., . 

Then 'he pointed her nose In'a southerly direction 
And lie: kept those tracks in sight . . 

'Til.they disappeared in the side of a,mountain·· 
And he:!'nded hid last long fligbt. 

Xt wa. 'old "97" with her nose in the mountain 
And bel' wheels upon the.track 
)low her th'l'ottles were bent in tbe forward direction 

~t her engine wa. painted. back. 

All you Air Force ladies please take fair. warning 
No matter wher,e you roam 
Never sa,. bar.sh words to your aviator boy friend 

Be .may ~.ave .. you and never come home. 
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fellow Rose 01 Tn .. 

There's,_ a ye110" rose in Texas, It'm going there to see, 
No. other 'fellow know~ her, -nobody only me. 
She. C:.rl&d so when L left ,her, It, like' to broke her "heart, 
A,nd if we .ver meet again, we never more shall part. 
CHORUS . 
Shet,s tb..e sweetest .. rose o"f color,. a fe,110w ever knew, 
Her eyes are bright as diamonds. they sparkle like the dew, 
Y9u ma,y talk about your dearest maid, and sing of' 'ROsy Lee, 
BUt the yellow rOse 'of Tex_as, 'beats the gals of Tennessee. 

Oh, I'm going back ,to find her, my, heart is full of woe, 
Wet 11 sing -tho songs together,. we sang so; long ago, 
I'll piok the banjo gaily, and Sing the-,songs of yore, 
And the yellow rose of'Texas, shall bEt mine forever more. 
CHORUS . 

You Can· Tell A Flllhter Pilot 
(Tuns: Mine EyeS Have Seen the Glory) 

By the ri,ng· around his eyeball, 
You can ,tell a bombardier 
You can tell a bomber pilot by the 

spread around his 'rear 
you can ,tell a navigator by his 

sextants, .,aps and sv,ch 
You can tell a fighte" pilot, but 

you cannot tell him much! 

You'd Bettor Get Yo"self A Gu" 
You'dbetterget yourself ,a guy 
Who s~ays r:ight here upon the grmlnd 
~nd doesn't wear those shiny, silver Ywi~gs 
And ,when the 'evening shadOWs fall 
Thj3re t.ll be' no long distance call 

. To say he' S RONing in palm Springs! " 
He'!AI be kn~n in every bar, across the: country 

·rrom blondes, brunettes, and redheads he will flee, 
You. bett,er get,yourself it '_'mistertl 'in a grey- 'tweed suit 
~nd not a pilot in the ADC! . 

', .. 
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~t_lt"ADd Parachutes 

(rUne: Bell Bottom Ti'ousersj 

. There once lived a Fr.aulein down near Fursty way, 

Blil! loved the jet' boys, specially their pay, 

Along, came 11 "Buaz-boy" as happy as could bet 

He ~;was the cause of, all her mise~y. 
, 

'CHO\.lUB 
. Zoot:-sui t._ and.-' parachutes 

WinPis of silver't,oo, , 
He'll, fly'a fighter like his daddy ,used to do. 

Be ask 'her for 'a ca.ndle to light his' way to bed, 

, He ask ller -for a: pillow to rest his weary hea.d, 

,She like atoolish maid, 'thinking it no, harm, 

JUiJlped right in beside him to keep the "Buzz":,,,boy" warm • 

• •• • , •••• " ;CHORUS 

Early in the -'tn()rnlng before the, break of day 

He, handt;J:d h~~' som., .'Deutche "'a:t:"~s and this he had to' say: 

i'Take ·-this',;my darlina for damage I have done, 

ay me you'll- have a daughter, or by me you'll have a sonll 

............. CHO~US .' 

Now 'if you have a .daughter. bounce her .~y up high 

And if you have, a son send the'rascal out to.flY 

The mOJ:'al ,of this story, as' you can plainly see, 

Is nev~r trust a "Buzz"'boy" an inCh,abQv(! y.our knee. 
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I, 

Twelve Day. in Ranch Band, (T'un.: Twelve Days of Ohristmas!. 

On my first dar in RanCh Band ,my,)"Qreman gave to: me, 
A provino. he sait1.toplumt".e" ' 
~ ~. s960nd day. ~ ,'Two ~~ol,iing '~~i:ue'Ei ... '~ '. 
• •• jihirdday ••• Thr.. Gddde.mni$~tit.;: ' 
• .'~fourth da.y ••• Four rUn.~ thrptihl;:a Shau .•• 
• '. :!fifth day ••• Fiv.' da1sat])~.;. >_ 

.'. ; s.ixth- ~a.y:. -•. six slo;p,es a I.~ie_e_~h!.s ••. 
• ~. sev.nth day.' •• S.v." Purple 'lI.arts ••• 
•• •• ighth day ••• Eight ship formatlo~' ... 

I ••• ninth da.y ••• Nifi$ nozzles leaking ••• 
• ~.tenth'~a.y., .. Ten 1l11.cks Of-r_ubber'~,.:., 
.' .... ele1fen~~' i~Y-.. . El·ev~n h-l.ts' bt<:'~'60' SO,!-.',,' 

•.• twelf,th:day.· •• '.Cwelve da.ys ;to gCh.i. 
J 

Wher",have"ll the Flowe';. Gone? (Tun., :Wh~r.h"v.1>11.th.Flowe"'.~o,"':?J 

V/h .... hI>" ... 11 the flow.r. gon., lang time pas'sl~?, ' 
Wh.,i~. hl>v. aU ti1.£lo"s~.,gone, long tim~1iB9?' 
Vfn.r. have all th.flolV.ra"gone?, " ' , ' , ' , 

, Sprayed by RanohHands 8V.;YO':; •• 
When will theyever,l.arn?Wh.n will th.y.v.~ 1.a1'n?,' 

Wh.r. have ""u the Ranch Hands gon., long tim.P .... ing? 
Wh.*. have all tile Ranch Handa gon~, long timeago,? , 
Wh.r. have 'all tile Ranoh Bands, gon.? 
ap~';';ved by ~ 50 '. .v.ry one • 
. ~hen w1ll ,they .var learn?, When "ill thayJiver iearn? 

I '. . .-
Wiler. have all the .50' a gon.. long t~m., pe.ss1ng?, , 
Wh~reh .. v. ,all the .50 'sgpna, long tim. 'ago? 
Wh.re he.v. all th •• ,50'. gon.?, , 
Sprayed by (llighter'. Gall Sign) .ver .. o,ne. 
Wh.n will th.y .ver learn? Wh.n will they enr l.arn? 

Wh.r. h .. ve all the 
; Wher. have a11th. 

, "Where have all tll. 

(Fighj;ar'.C~li Sign) gone, long t,ima pa •• ing? 
(" I !,:~e. long time "'Iio? 
( , ) gone? 

,llr~ wi th Rimoh Hand. ,every on.. ' 
, iWhe"w1;L,l.tJi ... e ... r lear.q.? '-When will they ,ev.r learn? 
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BIOWb!i'ij(.;k'iylnd'(~tIlie, lliowingin'the Wind) " I 

~-ow mtmy,-bePta~e·s·:·,Qan:a.'B8.nCh_ue.n.d 
a:p/a.y~ .be~Ol"e it :'9011 'tilo'we s.~e.y~'/ " 

~;i,~w niu0!l'11Ubbel" oan .. l!anch Hand Ull, before Uncle awn h .. s to 'P"Y?' 

CHO!IUf!: ~ho ans .. erlllYfr1.nils.l.s blowing. in tho wind, 

j 
,'-

' • 
",'

 

, ' ,thoans"er is1!10w1ng' in'the wing. , 

. \' . "'·':<,;;f_ " ,'-,,' -. 
r 

!low ~any smoil •• oan .. Raneh Hand tl\row, before thefigllters: oanstri1<e? 

And Jlow many hit. oa;n': l!anc;i,'RanAtake" 'Preteniling it ',s something Jie li1<es? 

CHORUS:~e answer my, tr'ienas is blowing ih the wind, 

the answer isblow1ng in, the wind. 
/ - , . -, ' . 

Bow m\1oht.\ato\1scan ... llanoh !land dr11Ut, at ~l1B 'DIl'lIIllg D1Xiing-~n? 

And how many Ol\1bs can a Ranch Hand w.reo1<,' oil. 0'11;1 'j).bottle of gin? 

CHORUS, Thean.~.r lIlY friends 10 'blowing in tho Wii:td, 

the answer is blowing in the wind. 

390th,TFW Song (T\1ne: Hi Ziggy, Ziggy) 

HI., Zi,ggy, Ziggy, fat little 'Piggy, Hue Eoar, 

The F-4 is.s, 'fat whore without e. bomb door., 

Two " engines to go, to see 'Unole H"o, 

And e. ta:aker to feed her 'when dry. "Suck, "Buck, suck. 

Hey MIGgy, MIGgy, I'm .. little ,'Piggy , Blue Boa., 

With your belly up, you'r,e e. sitting. dUCk, Oh shitl I missed.' 

It" 8 back. thr6~gb tne £lak'~ with yay on -my' baak, 

And a. seat tha.t is aoversd with' crap. ~ra:p, cra:p, cra:p. 

See th9,missles caine, you're e. lQusy bun}, "SAM' Site, 

Hope the burnerS ~ig'nt, we,don't want to f'1.g'nt, xnOClt;·~O~lt. Pa.t slut! /-­

We"ll dro'P a.ll the bomb's" ali No~th Viet~,' 

We're going home empty tonigl'lt, DuIDJ), DUl11P,l . 



Strafe/Spray the Town (T~neJiV4"'~l1e Town~d Tell~hel'",,:plej 
,St"afe,thetown and li:,lli1i~epeOPle, ' 
Drop your Napalm in-'the ,Sq~a.re,· ' 
T!'ke off early Sunday mOl'n1"g, 
Ge,~ them While they're all !lit prayer,; , 

Dr'~:p ~ome' a,andy to ,the prphans; . 
Watch them as they hather 'round, 
U.e your twenty m1l1~i-,metter, 
Mow thellttle ba.tards down. 

Spray tM, town and kl11the peo,pl.~,., 
Get them wl thyour poi.on ga..; 
Watoh, them thr,owl!>S up their b~el!l<£a.t., ' ' 
As you malta your a8oand, pas!!-. 

See, them queue up tnthe market, 
J"1 t1!>S for thel;',:pp~ of -ripe,' 
l!U!l8ry, .kinny. sta.rr1ng people. 

, I.an'tkill1!>S harve.ts niee? 

l!!J~d OfB.rn,i.FI.h~r' (Tune' Wabash Oannonball) " ' 

Liaten to the.mall arm ... ,hear the twenty lIike-Mike roar, 
The A-1E' ... rebounal!>S off ,theA Shau Valley floor. 
a.arth~ mlght»"foar of e!>Sine.,' Mar' ~he lonesbmeaob" .0.11, 
"I'll get you home to Mather when the work'a all done next fall.,i . . -,' . 

Ll.ten A Shau To •• r; 'this 1. Hobo F1fty~on';, 
i want to"1i~e:;'your runway, although'it's:'overrun. " 
A,frlendof~lne'l. dOwn tller.,a'\lidin& In.,, dltch, 
I' want to' make ap .... ~!>Ser ,.toP ,S:n.a •• ."vethe ~on-of-a-bl tahll 

LUt.n, to the small arm., hear the twenty Mlke-Mike roar, 
, The A,-iE'. are bornel!>S'off the'A Sh",uVil.lley floor. 

Bea.r -the mighty roar' pf 'engines, hear the lonesome Hobo 00:11, 
'''I'll get y.ou home to Mother when- the wor)t's all.done nex:t Fall1" 
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,Put Your Beeper ou theAlr(~un •• S .. lvationArmY)· 

. It.w .. smldnigllt lnVi.tnam. All tM.:pllotswere lub.d. 

· Wh.n u:p s,t.:p:p.d W.stmor.land, ii;ndthis i. wh .. ~ he ... ld. 

1,'P1]':ots, gentle :pl1ots,.,how i lOV'9 them ona -BtU 'all;" Resc'\l6l, 

'geti1i'~e re~cue, II ,hen a :P-ll0t' sho\ited:, it~~lls lit 

l!h.li( u:p .t.W.d .. young :pilot •. and Wi til ., voic. "sbold as bra.s. 

Said, -"You can'take these _BasGue' aircra.ft and shov.e tham.,U);) your e.ss. II 

~ 

'. . 

CHORUS, 
O~. H .. ll.lujah. hall.luj .. h. :put yOurb •• p.r .on the Mr. 

,~here,'8 9._resGue aircraft _th9,re. '_ . , . 

H .. llelujah.Il .. 11.1~j .. h. :put· yo,.l',blleper on th .... irana.:vou' 11 be saved. 

Cmising'roUnd my orbit. dOing one andthirty:pe,., 

When s. ca.ll- catrie from a. phantom, ItOh, wQU't YCi,U save me Bir~1I 

i: 'v. got fle.1t hol.s ln my w11l8.tlps, andmyte.plts .. In'.t got no gas, 

Mayday, Me.yde.y, M~yds.yl I"':ve, got, silt MIG's on my t\BS." . 

CHORUS; ,..... ". . . 

I shot 'my traffio :Pattern and to me it looked · .. 1.1 right, 

l!he .. ira:p.eit re .. d .two-thirty; I r ... lly r .. ckedl1er tigl1t; 

·When the '61r£.r8,&19 'gave I;io, 8hb.dder, 'the engines, ga.ve e. -wheeze._, 

M"y4y, Mayd .. y .. M .. yd .. YISom. Pedros for' me please.' . 

CHORUS. 
~t ,wa.s ~pllt tis" oli"my' bomb' run when I .got -too Godd8lml low, 

.,: But I :punohed ,th .. t bloody button,' "'!ldllet. tJi;ese motherS go, 

Put tM stiok back in my l .. :p, when .~1l1t .. · high s:peed .tall. 

Come got me Jolly Giant. I'm too young to die. 

CHORTS: 
Tliey sent me up to EM P)long, the frig s .. .,.d no .. ck-.. ok, 

But by the tima i: got th.re, my\Vings were mostlyflalt' 

So I :punoh.dout from· my VooPoo,it w .. s too. oUt u:p to flY. 

Come get me 'Orown Al:ph .. , Z'm too young todl.. . . 

CHORUS,' 
I punohed from my Canberra, and I 1"",ded all ... Ion •• 

· With my :m &. Eequi:pmerit, I me.de for a saf. zan •. , 

Itr1.d to use my bee:p.r, but the damn thing wouldn.'t go •. 

.Irhe Bq~r~n l'lad 'em t,asted, but guess who.:dldii i t sh"ow. . 

CHORUB. 
That wily fight.r Pilot. :he'S" sklllful ma.nyou know. 

· H. oe.n t!lJte thOJe and roolt.ts, and mak. th .. t t .. rgetblow. 

But when he gets· shot up, arid oan'lnalt. i tto the s.... .' 

I'll make .. w .. t.r 1ll3lding. II3ld te.lte him with me. 

CHORUS: . 
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Horo'lt_old Bien Hoa (Tun.: Sweet Bet.y From·p~k.) 

"Hera I s to old Bien HO_B, a Wonderful, :pla~e, 
· The organlza.t~on'B an awful-disgraoe, 
With M .. jors and C .. ptain. and Lieut.nant.too, 
~ith their .thUmb. up th.ir .... hol •• and nothing to. do. _ 

~t'. up l.,( th.morning\ th'.y .or.am an<ith.y .hout, . 
tit plenty of thing •. they knownothing .. bout. 

'Fd~ the jOb that they~re doing they say's number 'one, 
They .i t on their ...... just h .. ving their fun. 

It'. out on the flight l1n~, do. th .. t and do this, 
· And bef'or~·.very lorig', you rea.lly are pis'sed. , 
For the Job th .. tthey'r.e d01nj!:they.might ... wen b., 
Shoveling .hit on the I.le of C&pri. 

· When, this year' is o,v9'r', and time to. go 'home, 
It's ba3k to our l."OUlld. 'eyes,' 'to neveJ;"Diore roam, 
We'll think.of old ~len Boa, and our misery; 

· We'll think ·of ~ld llien Ho .. , the land of V.D. 

TheMTA Song· (Poor Charlie) (Tune: Wreck of the· Old 97) 

.Let m. t.ll you ... toryof ~'m8.n nomad Charli., en,a tragio and f .. :t.ful day, 
H. put ten oent. in hi. 'pooket, kis •• d hi. wife and falnily, went to rid. 

on thellTA. , . 

CHORUS: W111 he ever returnZ No, hEl'll r.eturn, \ 
and hi. fat. i •• till unlearned; 
He_ may ride forever 'neath the' I;Itreets, of :'Boston~' 
He I s the man who nevar returne4.". 

Charli. handed in hi. ,dim. at thesoouily Bq~'; Station, 
and h. ohanged for J""';'ioa Plain. ' 
When he got th.r. the oonduotor tOld' him on.lilo~e niokle. 
Charli. oouldn' t ge.t o'ff of. train •. 

CHORUS. 
Now all day long CharHe rid.Sthroughth. station, 
orying, "-what will become of me?'1 1 • 

"How ,can 1- afford to see my, sIster; in ·Ohe:!.aea) o~ my cousin-ln, it0xbury?" . 

CHORUS. 
Charli.'. wH. go •• down .. at,the Sooully Square Station, 

,'everyday 'till quarter-past-two., ' . 
. ~nd 'hrough the' OJ)9U wl~dOWt '-ahe throws ,ChB.~lie .the finger, 

".sa 'lih"s. t~ain comea ~umblln t thro.ugh. :' . , 

·PIIORUB. 
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'citizens o:(Eoston, don't"you',thlDk it's a sOandal, 

how the peop"e have ~o'pay and pa~? 

'Fight" the "fare increase, vote for George D'E~ien, 

got roar Charlie off the M~All 

CHORUS, , , 

, 
, , 
. Spray" ,on, SpaYay on Harv.st RI •• (!une, Shine on. Shine on Harvest 1I00Jl) 

Spray on, spray" on harvest riCe, 80 get that oropl 

I'bppla sa~ that this is ~soalatlon. and it,·s reall~ got to stop. 

Bertrandllussell sa~s that this is 3usta sln. 

So ""spray "on, spray on harvest rioe, '~o.r Wasty. and 'Nguyen. 

The Rancho V.quer" ' '(~une ,~lie ~a~ Caballero) 

1 Dh. rm- a gs:y Rancho Vaquero, 

Fiow up' to Danang in my aero. 

I oarry with·m •.•. myl/Wlll>-~&-:4'" 

And both of my,b1lmP-bump-a~d.rOi. 

III net a V1etnem~se. s'n,orita; 

A be-oo,tlfulsweot· senorita. 

She wanted to'llee. in11 btlJDp-bump-.... dee. 

And both of 'my bump-bump-a-deros .. 

III ~hat son-a-de-be.oh'senorita. 

Gave m. a beeg ,dos. 'of ele.Ji-i'te.. 

All o~.r ,the tip. Of.iy bump-bump-e.-dee. 

And both ot 'my b~-bump-I!.-dero.; 

IV I went to .•• e .. ~~d1~0. 
An .xoeedingly' fine Medloo. 

He ~~toff the t1p; of my bump-bump-e.-~e •• 

And both of my bump-~a-dero •• , 
" ' ",," " I 

"V Now \I"'m &. Bad ~Ch"o:,"Va~~~ro,: " 

Returning to BienHOa 1n)IIY aer~ 
I.m minus the tiP. 'Of my bump-b' , "e.-doe, 

And' both of mY bumpo'buiop..a-der ,lit r, , 
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