THREE DRINKING SONGS
(Tunes The Girl I Left Behind Me)

Ohyseese The liquor was spilt on the bsr room floor
‘And.es, The bar was closed for the night :
When.ses Out of his hole the little mouse crept
And..... He Bat in the pale moon light,

Thenssss On his haunches he sat
“And.,ess All night long you could hear him rq

(+ wBring On Your God Damn Cat, Hic, Cat, Hie, G

g

. Heqsanee Licked up the liquor on the bar room flo"_," ;

ROLL YOUR LEG OVER

If all little girls were 1ike sheep in the pasture
And I was a ram, I would make them run faster

CHORUS s 86 roll your leg over, oh roll your leg over
Oh roll your leg over the man in the moon}

If all 1ittle girls were like little white rabbits
And I was a hare, I would teach them bad habits

If all 1ittle girls were 1like little white flowers
And I yas a bee, I would buzz them for hours

If all little girls were like little white chickens
Ard I was a rooster, I would glve them the dickens

If all little girls were like 1ittle ole turtles
And I was a turtle, I'd get in their girdles

CHICKEN SONG

. (SoFT) We had some chickens, nc eggs would they lay

We had pome chickens, no eggs would they lay
‘ My wife sald, honey it's striking me funny
We're losing money, no eggs would they lsy
One day a reoster flew into the yard :

And caught the chickens right off their guard

(LOUD)  Theyire laying eggs now, just like they used to do
Ever gince that rooster flew into the yerd
Theyire laying egys now, just like they used to do
Ever since that rooster fléw into the yard,




(]
AIR FORCE HIMN
(Tune: Quebec)

. Lord, guard and gulde the men who fly
Thro! the great spaces of the sky

Be with them traversing the air

In darkening storms or sunshine fair.

Thou who doth xeep with tender might
The balanced birds in all their flight
Thou of the tempered winds, be near,
That, having Thee, they know no fear,

Control their minds with instinct fit
What time; adventuring, they quit

The firm security of land;

Grant steadfast eye and skillful hand.

Aloft in solitudes of space,
Uphold them with Lhy saving grace
0 God, protect the men that fly
Thro' lonely ways beneath the sky,

(Wordb by Many Hamilton, 1915.
Copied from AIR FORCE TIMES,
16 October 1954)




MIG ALLEY ZOOMLES ~

"1 know that I shall
' /’"'Bomewhere among the clouds above ﬁ\
Fight I do not hate A3
“Those 1 guard I do not loves.s.ee R\
Nor law, dor duty bade me fight \Sﬁ
Ner public men, nor cheering crowds =
A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult in the cloudas
I balanced all, brought all - to mind
The yeers to come seem waste of breath
A waste of breath the years behind
In balgnce with this life, this death,"
An Irish Airman Forsees His Death
72 by William Butler Yeats







