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' Fletcher Mehri
Bast Lansing, Mich.
June 5, 1956

(?orty Days and Forty nghtASSD@g

For forty days and forty nlghts we salled the
broad Atlantlo, |
“Without a peace of ass .in sight, and it n@ariy
drove us frantic, | .  Sea WA$¢‘

Away, away with fife and drum, ' CZ%
; o _ : 1 Tf&%a L&J”
Here we come, full of rum, ' L

| | » Colowlen
Looking for women who peddle their bum,

“In-the North Atlantic Squadron. E;mwivlga Vmﬁi&dg

The cabin boy, the cabin boy,the dirty little
~snipper,
He filled his ass with broken gla;ss and
01rcamc1sed the sklpper.
The cabin Loy, the cabin boy,the dirty little
snlpper,
He filled his aSs with broken g;ass‘ahd vulcanized 
the skipper | ‘
" ‘Madémoiselle from Montfeal, she spfead_hsr'legs,_'
from wall to wall, W
And swollowed him up balls and all,

in the Nerth Atlantic Squadron.’



The second mate, the second mate,
A man by the”name of Horgan,
Sat on the deck,a'physicalvwreck,

“And played with his sexual eorgan.

Richard Sands
Northville, Mich.



Jim Nelson :
Detroit, Michigan, Nov. 1955,

Ue. S, Airforce Song

@V»Smr\ {.AJB

0ld Pusan Us (Tune: Sioux City Sue) &

I drove a troop of airmen dewn, down old Pusan way,

They were bang, bang raiders from Chin,

Hae across the bay I met a gal from 0ld Chin Je,

She was a sight to view. I asked her where she came from and
She said, Pusan U,

Chorus:
Oh, Pusan U} Oh, Pusan U} The school
That's best in all the land., Oh, Pusan U,
Ch, Pusan U, I hail ,y Alma Mater, o you
01d Pysan U,

I enrolled in that great city, founded by

Kim Pac Su, so they called it

Pusan Use My girl was mad but I was

Glad for fortune saw me through

S0 now I raise my glass to the school of Pusal U.

Cho,

Oh Pusan U, COh, Pusan U, Your course is good for engineers
A frames Ox carts pulled by steers. Ch, pusan U, Oh, Pusan U,
I hail my Alma Mater, to you old Pusan U,

We have an A-1 baseball team. We

win the games straight through

They asked us where we come from, and they
say, Pusan U, We have a pitcher

“ho is tops, our batters are good t00.
And every time we come to bat, the

Crowd yells, Pysan U,

Jerry, Musebti
17186 Westphalia

Detroit, Michigane



%MVLﬁk i11”36;d§&'MVN Myself

. .
“"‘“"".:«3 - _ , Spring, 1943

Song sung in the Army and in College.
This song is very common but recently I heard that during
the recent war this story was added to its background.
A sguadron in the 90 Bomb Group of the Fifth Alr Fdrce in
the South Paciflic was under the command of a Colonel Rodgers.
Attributed to this group was the reputation of a gang of
glory seeking bastards,., Members of other organizations in
the Fifth Alr Force had nothing but contemptfor the 20 th,

Y
e“(ﬁ};‘;j“ CWeﬂre col, Rodgers raiders} we're riders of the night, we're

dirty sons of bitches who would rather screw than fight.
Zim, zam god damn who the héll are we. We're not the infantry,

cavalry but the Alr Force.

John J. Albert
Detroit,Michigan



