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ETAND TO YOUR GIASSES READY - | ajf
{To be sung standing with glasses raised)

We stand 'neath the resounding rafters Fach died the death of a hero -
The walls around us are bare _ In wreckage of wire and steel =
They echo back our laughter For mortal stakes they gambled 4
Seems that ths dead are all there ' With cards that wefe stacked for the dea gf
CHORUS: Stand to your glasses.ready We loop in the purple twilight i
) This world is a world of lies We spin in the silvery dawn 4
Her®s a health to the dead already With a trail of smoke behind us i

Hurrah for f{phe mext man to dis Toshow where our comrgdes have gons 3

Denied by ths God who bore us -

leaving the ones they held dear
The good have all gone before us
And only the dull are still here

PARTIES, BANQUETS AND BALIS p . (2)
(Take me out to ths ball game)

Parties, banguets and balls, boys

Parties, banquets and balls

As our good colonel has said before

There'!s only one way to stay out of war .
That's with parties; banquets and balls, boys
Partiez banquets and balls

. We'll have parties and banqguets

And banquets and parties

And. Ballg, Ballg, Balls!

We're never too busy to say helle
We're never too busy to say hello
_ We're nsver too busy to say hallo
Hello, Hello, Hello!}

HAIL THE FAICON (3)
(Clementine )

Hail the falcon, Hail the falcon
With his tail up in the air,
————me NAME~-T8NK— oo

You can kiss what's under there,

RETORT sexample '

Hail the falgon, Hail the faleonm,

I {we) Heard you when you sang

I{we) didn't 1ike it, but I'11{We®ll) kiss it
Cause tomsmorow gou will PRANG

58 WENT" FLYING (Sze #85) ()
{Ghost riders in the sky) -

The ¥¢  troops went flying, one dark and windy day

And as they taxied by I eould hear the eolonel say

I see my boys are flying and I feel so goddam proud

The ¥¥° Fighter Squadren’s going to penstrate a eloud,

(#% Put 3n vour own ounkfit)
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CHUG-A-LUG . ' : | (5)

Hsre's to He's true bluas
He's a drunksrd through and through
He's a rounder, so they say

He tried to get to heaven

But he went the other way

So dring chug a lug, chug a lug, chug a lug
So drink chug a ;ug, chug a lug, chug a lug

Hooray for
Hooray at last
Hooray for

He's a horses ass

FIGHTER PILOTS : ~ ' . (6)

Oh there are no fighter pilots-down in hell

Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell

The paaze is full of queers,

Nav1gntor Bombardiers

But thera are no fighter pilots down in hell

Oh the bomber pilotis 1ife is just a farce
Oh the bomber pilot’s life is just a farce
The auto pilot's ong . . .
He's reading sex books in the jahn ' " Ui
OH the bomber pilst's life is just a farce k

Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare
Oh the bomber piloi nsver takes a dare
His gyros are umsaged, : A
And his women overaged ' : E
Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare ' ' i

Ch there are no fighter pilcis up in group
Oh there are no fighter pilets up in group
The place is full of brass

Sitting 'round on thier fat ass

Oh there ore no fighter pilote -1p in group

Oh it's naughty naughty naug-iy but it’s nice ' ;
Oh it's naughty naughty nanghty but i%t's nice o g
It'11 wreck your reputation,
And increase the population :

Oh it?s naughty naughty naughty but itfs nics

Oh look at those from SAGE in our <lub B
They don't party they don't sing
The 11th doas everything ,
Oh look :t those from SAGE in out club "

3
i
Oh look at tho@e from SAGE in ouk club r
B

When a bomber joskey walks into our club
When a bomber jockey walks into our club
He don't drink his ghare of suds

A1l he does is fliub his dub

When a bomber jockey wAlks into our club

OVER 2




FPIGHTER PILOTS (eomt'd)

Ch there are no fighter pilots down in hell
Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell
They are all up above, drinking whiskey, making love,
Oh there ars no fighter pilots down in hell

" GROUP HEADQUARTERS
(Pepsi-Cola)

- Group headquarters that's the spot
Three bull colonels, that's a lot

Six or seven L.C.s8 too

Group headquarters is the place for you
Chicken chicken chicken chicken stc.

HAND ON THE THROTTIE  (Chant)

IFADER: Hand on the throttle (Repeat in unison)
A1l eight of them (Repeat in unison)
Release the brakss (Repedt in unison)
11 sixteen of them (Repeat in unison)
ALL SING TOGETHER: Off we ge, into the wild blue yonder.... CRASH!S

YOU CAN TELL A FIGHTER PILOT
{Mine syes have seen the glory)

By the.ring sround his eyeball you can tell a bombardier
You can tell e bomber pilot by the spread around his rear
You san tell a nevigater by his sextants, maps and such
You can tell a fighter pilot, but you cannot tell him much

THE K,C, ROLIS
{Battle hymn of the republic)

The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
And rolls and rolis and rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls,

CHORUS s Glory glory water injection
Glory glory water ‘njestion
Gleory glory water Injeedion
For it rolls and rolls ahd rolls and rolls
And rolls and rolls and rolls.,

The B-52 fliies for hours and hours and hours
The B-52 flies for hours and hours and hours
The B-52 flies for hours and hours and hours
And hoursg and hours and hours and houwrs and hours and hours and hours,

CHORUS: Glory glory rubber cushions
Glory glory rubbsr cushions
Glory glory rubber cushions ,
For it flies for homs and hours and hours : : SO
Ard hours and hours exd hours,

ave

(7

(8)

(9)

(10) .




NOW BERE'S A TRUE STCRY | (11)
{Sweet Betsy from Pike)

Now here's a true story that you ought to hear

The reason why all bomber jockeys are queer

While going through flight school the instructor did shout
It's bombers for you or we're washing you out

They took to the heavens with ten men aboard
And after a week they were all quite. bored
And after they landed, or so I've heard tell
 Each one of the ten were just queerer than hell ( last line in Squeeky voiece)

BESIDE A MINNESCTA WATERFALL _ (12)

Beside a Minnesota waterfall, ome bright and synny day

Beside his shattersd 182 a young pursuiter lay

His parachute hung from a near-by tree; he was not yet quite dead
So Iisten to the very last words the young pursuiter said,

I'm going to a better land where everything is right
Where whiskey flows from telsphone poles

And there's poker every night

There's not a single thing to do but sit around and sing
. With pmagy lewd nude women

Oh desath where is thy sting

Oh death where is thy sting, ting a ling:
Oh death where is thy sting

The bells of hell will »ing, ting a ling
For you but not for me

Oh.., Ting a ling a ling ling blow it out your ass
Ting a ling a limg ling blow it out your ass

Ting a ling a ling 1ing blow it out your ass
Better days are comming bye and bye

THE BOEING TANKER | | (13)
(The great ship Titanic) ) o v
Oh they built the Boeing tanker, and when they were through

They said "Here iz2 a thp t2at will fly a month or two" '

But a wire toughed a wire and it started up a fire

It was =ad when the K,C, went dowa

GHORUS Oh it was sad, Oh it was sad
It was sad when the K.C, went down ( into Boston)
Husbands and wives, itty bitty children lost thier lives
It was sad when the X.C, went down

They were crulsing over Boston when the colonel gave a shout
"Airmen, get below and put that fire cutl "

The airmen went below, they were the first to go

It was sad when the K.,C. went down

And they were awaiting instrustions fo bail out

The colonel tried to give them but he esouldn’t get them out
You see, he had & lisp, so they all burned to a crisp

It was sad when the K.,C, went down
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THE BOEING TANKER - (Comt 'd)

The tanker hit old Bosten with a terrifying roar

It bore into a school house twsen the first and second floor
School busses in the street were filled with cocking meat

It was sad when ‘the K.C, went down

GIVE ME OPERATIONS | | ‘ (14)

CHRUS: Just give me operations
' t on some lonely atoll
For I am too young tq die

I just want to go homs

Don't give me a P-38 with props that counter- rotats
They'll loop and they'll spin but they soon augsr in
Dont give me a P-38

Don't give me a P-39 with an engine that's meunted behind
It will tumble and roll and dig a big hole
Don’t give me a P-39

Don't giva me a Curtiss Warhawk, abﬁut it the piiots all sqpawk
It -flew Iike an srrow but it's geaz ‘was toc narrow
Don't giva me a Curtiss Warhawk

Don't give me an old Thunderbolt, it gave many a pilot a jolt
It looks like a jug but it flies like a tug
Don't giwve me an old Thunderbold

Don't gile me & P-51, it was alright for flnntlng the Hun -
But with eoolant tank dry you'll scon run out of sky
Don't give m= a P-51

Don't give me a P-61 for night flying i8 no fun
They say it's a lark, but I'm scared of the dark
Don't give me a P-6H1

Don't give ms an F= Shooting Star, Tt'1l g@ but not very far
I£'11 rumble and spout but soon will flame oub
Don't give me an F Shco*ing Staz

Don't gilve me an F-84, their pilots aren't hers: any mors
They bombed in that erate but they pulled- out too late
Den't give me an F-84

Don't give me an F-85, with wings 1ike broken match sticks
They’1]l zoom and thay!ll hover, but ags Tor top cover
Dontg giva me an F.85

Don't give me an 86-D with over drive and TV
Shd won't go too fast and she'll clobber your ass
Dotv't give me am 86-D

-

Don't give me an F-§9 though "Time" says she really w111 ¢limb
They'rs all in the states all boxed up in thédsy erates
Don't give ms an F-89

R




GIVE ME OPERATIONS (Gont)

Don't give me an F-94, it's never established a score
It may fly in weather but wont hold together
Don‘t give me an F-94'-

Don't give me an F-one oh oh, it flies like a sled we all know
It may go mach one, but that's not much fun
Don't give me an F-one oh oh

Den't give me an F-101, the pilots don't have any fum
It's englnes are twins but it still augers in
Don't give me an F-101

Don't give me an F-102 the dart that you see in the blue
Their pilots all wail that it has no tail
Don't give me an F-102

Don't give me an P-10/ some eall it a dlrty 0ld whore (girl)
Tt may hurt a Mig but it's still just a pig
Don't give me an F-104

I WANNA CO HOME (15)

I wanna go home, I wauna go home .
T don't want to £ly in this farce any more
I#ave tha mess for the regular corp

Taks me off alart

I'm ¥oo younz to gt hurt

OhoooMyooo I'm Yoo yomg to dis

I just wanns go homs

SAVE A FIGHTER PIIOT!S ASS , (16)

It was midnight in Duluth, all the pilots wer=z in bed

When up stepped Colonal and this is what he said

(I hate this bloody place

"Pilots, gentle pilots, pilots one and all

Night fighters, gentle night fighters." and the pilots shouted "BALISH
When up steppsd & young lieuterant with a voise as harsh as brass
"You ean take thoze goddam 102z and shove them up your ass.!

CHORUS: Sing Hallelujeh, sing Hallelujah
Throw- a nickle in the grags
Save a fighter plio*?s ass
Sing Hallelujah, sing Hallelujah
Throw a niekie in the grasgs and you'll be sawved

Iying In the gutter, all coversd over with beer

Pretzels in my whiskers, I knew the end was near

Then came the glorious Airforse to save me from the hearse
Everybody bust a gut and sing the sseond verse

I flsw ths traffic pa+t¢rn, to me it looked alright

I turned from base to final, my Ged T pulled it tight
The airframs gave a shudderg the engine gave a wheeze
Mayday, Mayday, Mayday spin instrustions please

4444444444*mgqﬁﬁ;,__;___lL_,AA;gg;A o &




SAVE A FIGHTER PILOT'S ASS (Conttd)

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing hih the ground
Heard a call from mebile, "Pull up and go around! "

I yanked that desuce up in-the air a dozen feet or more

The engine quit, I almost.spit, the gear came through the floor

TIPTANKS AND TATTPIPES (17)
(Bless 'em all)

Btess fem all, Bless 'em all '
Blsss-tiptanks and tailpipes and all

Bless iold man Convair for building this jet

T know a man who is cussing him yet

Cause he tried to go right through the wall
With tiptanks and tailpipes end all

Tha needles did cross and the wings did comes off
‘With tiptanks and tailpipes and all

Through the wall, Throught the wall
Through the bloody invisible wall

That transonic journey is nothing but rough
As bad as a ride on the local base bus

So I'm staying away from it all

Subsonic for ms and that's all

If you're hot you might make 1t

But you'll probably break it

Youwr butt er your neck, not the wall

SHARECROP (18)
{You are my. sunshine) .

You. are my Sharecrop, my only Sharscrop

You guide my fighters through skies of grey
I chase your bogies from here to Fargo

Just to f£ind they went the other way

The other day boys, as I was flying
I heard a Shareerop controller say
I've got a bogie way down by Bismark .-
Won't you head your jet that~a-way

He said he had me in radar contact
Ard I belfeved him like a dops

I flew to Bismark and still no bogie
He had chased a fly across the scope

You were my Shareerop, my only Sharecrop

How could you let me down this way

My chute was swinging, they heard me singing
Won'!t you taks my sharecrop away
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_ For he who drinks root beer and goes to bed quite sober

THREE JOLLY PILOTS | (19)

Thirea jolly pilots sat within a chinese hostel
Three jolly pilots sat within a chinese hostel
Then they decided to

Then thaey decided to

Then they decided t0..0c000

Have another brew or two

CHORUS: Drink, drink and let's be gay

Drink, drink and let?s be gay

© . Drink, drink and let's be gay
Ietis have ancther

For he who drinks root beer and goes to bed quite sober

Pades as the 11ily fades
Fades =3 the 1111y fades
¥ades as the 1311y fades
And dies by next Octobsr

But ha who lives it up, end goes to bed quite mellow
But he who lives it up, and goes to bed quite mellow
Iives as he ought to live

Iives as he ought to liva

Iives as he ought to live

And dies a happy fellow

BROWN MOUSE A (20)

Obeo., The whiskey wasg 8pllt on the bar room floor

And the ¥ar we=s cloded for the night .
When,., Out of his hole crept a 1ittle brown mouse :
Ard he sat in the pale moon 1light

He,s. lieked up the ligudr on the bar room floor
And bask on his haunches he sat

And, .. all night long you sould hear him shéut
Bring on your goddam cat.

OV IEART'S BAR (21)

Twas a cold winter’s svening, the guests were all leaving
0'leary was closing the bar

When he turned and he said to the lady in red

nGet out, you can't stay where youx are.”

She shed a sad tear in her bugket of beer

As she thought of the cold night shead

When the gentleman dapper stepped out of the crapper
And thess are the words that he said.

"Her mother never told her the things a young girl should know
About the ways of thsse Airforce men, and how they come and go.
Age has taken her beauly, and sin has left its sad scar

So rédmember your sisters and mothers, boys;

And let her sleep unmder the bar."
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SOMEBODY STOLE MY DRAWERS o (22)
(Somebody stols my gal) /

Semebody stole my pants I miss my panties so

I Jost them at a dance - I1'11 catch'a cold I know

Somebody stole my pantles from me Gee, if he could see

I didn't even Ms standing here in my bra381ere

Know they were leaving ' He'd bring my panties.right back to ms

Somebody stole my panties from me
Somebody stole my drawers

MINNTE THE MERMATD | “ (23)

Many's the night I spent with Minnie the Mermaid

Down at the bottom of the sea

Down among the corals Minnie lost her morals,

Gee gut she was gocd to me

Now ashes to ashes and dust to dust

There were two twin bads and in only one of them us
Now you can eamily see she’s not my mother

Because my mother is forty-nine

And you can sasily see she's not my sister

Cause I'd never show my sister such a helluva good time
And you ean easily see she's not my sweetie

Cause my sweetie'’s too refined

She’s jusE a slip of a kid who didn't care what she did
She's just a parsomal friend of mine9

Down by the boat house9

kK perseonal friend of mine,
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THE SOUSE FAMILY . (%)

Drink, Drank, Drunk, Drunk

Drink, Drank, Drunk, Drunk

Drunk last night, drunk the night _bsfors

Gorna get drurﬁ %oﬁlghug Like I nsver got drunk before
Cause when I'm drunk I'm as happy as can bs

For I am a membsr of the Souse family.,

Now tha Souse family is the st family
That ever came over from ol4 Germany.,
There's the highland Dutel and the low land Duteh
The Rotterdam Duteh and the 8ther Dam Duteh

Sing Glorious, sing Gloriocus

One keg of beer for the four of us

Oh, Glory be to God that thére are no more of us
For one of us could drink it all alons, ( Damn near)
Hera's to the Irish; dead drunk

The lueky stiffs....

SALIY IN THE ALIE“I (25)

Sally in the alley =ifting cinders
Iifted up her leg and farted 1ike a man
Wind from her bloomzrs blew s;x winders
Chazeks of her ass went

BAM! BAM! BAMI




PUSMI U o ) (26)

We were roaming 'round the counitry side, "Twas’ down by Pusan Bay
We stopped into a local bar to pass the time away -

I me% & g2l from old Ghin Ju, She was a sight to view

I asked her whers she came: from, and she said "Pusan U "

CHORUSs Ch Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
Tha finest school in all the land
The university thatfs grand
Oh Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
I bail my Alma ¥atsr
- To youy, Ohy, Pusan U

I enrolled in that great college, Founded by Kim Fac Su
- "Twas built of homeybuckets so they called it Pusan U

The smell it was terrific but fortuns saw me through

So now I 1ift my glass to the school of Pusan U

I saw a girl most beautiful, she was a sight to view

She won a beaut ¥ conteat, Shb was cmowned Miss Pusan U
They spotted hsr in Hbllywood Now she's a star thers too
When asked t¢ what she Swes her fams she says "Oh Pusan U "

Ws have an A-I baseball team, we win ocur games right through
They ask ug whers we come from, and we say "Pusan U"

We have a pitcher who i= tops, ol Batters are good too

And esvery tims we comz %o bat the crowd yalls "Pusan U

PADDY MURPHY (27)

The night that Peddy Murphy disd

I never shall forge% B
The whole damned towm got stinking drimk
Azd soms ain'i soher yet

The only thing they did that night
That fiiled my hear® with fear

Thay. took the ies vight off the zorpss
And put it om the bear

That's how they showsd their respséts for Paddy Murphy
That's how they showsd him their sorrow and-their pride
That's hacw they showad thair respsets for Paddy Murphy
Respect for Paddy Murphy on the night that Paddy died

Hooray for Pzddy, Paddy, Hooray for Paddy
Someone’s in the kitchen y=1lling Hooray for Paddy
Ein Schwsi, Dwei Vier, Who's gorma buy the beer?
Hooray for Padd79 he's a damned swell guy

COMTNG DCWN THE HILL ' (28)

Cominc downt the hill about & hundred miles an hour
Whaxn tnw chain on his Bilayels broks
He was €ourd in the grass with the handlebar up his ass
He was tickled to death by the 'spokess (i)

10
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DIGGDIG UP PATHFR'S GRAVE (29)

Thmy”ra digvlng up father's grave to make a sewer

They're going about the job at some expsnse -
They're disturbing his remains

To put in four inch drains

To satisfy some local residents.,. Gor Blimey

So when they get the urges to deficate soms

Father will retuwrn to right the wrong

He'1l] dress up in his white sheets

And haunt the jffhouse seats . B o
And not a bloody ome will stay for lomg... Gor Blimey

Now won't thers be some bloody constipation
And won't the bloody bastards rant and rawvs
They had so damn much nerve

They?1ll get what thay dassrva

For buggerin' up a British workman's grave,

o .
BOOZIN BUDDIES S (30)
A Fighter pilot lay dying For we ars the boys who fly high in the sky
The madies had left him for dead Bogom buddies while boozin
- A1l around him women wers erying .. We are the boys they send out to die

And thess are the words +hat hs said Bosom buddies while boozin

Take the tailpips out of my stomach Up in headquarters they scream and they shout

Take the burner sut of my brain ‘Bosom buddies while boozin
Take the turbine out of my kidnsy Talking ef things they know nothing about
And assemble the vnit again Bosom buddies while boozin

-

CHORUS ¢ We are the bows who fly high in the sky
Bosom buddimss while boozin
Bosom buddiss while boozin
Bosom buddieas while boozin

COME ON AND JOIN THE ATRFCECE .. (31)

Come on and join the Alrfores, we'rs a happy band they say

We never do a lick of work, just fly around all day ’
While others work and study. and soon grow old and blind

We take to the air without z care and you will never mind,

CHORUS: You'll never mind, you!ll never mind
So come on and jofin the Airfores and you will never mind

Come on and get promoted, as high as you desire

You're riding on a gravy train, If you're an Airforce flyer

Just about the time you get to general you'll find

Your wings fall off, the dough rolls in, and you will never mind

You take it up and spin it, end with an awful tear

Your wings fall off, the ship gpins in, but you will never care
For in aboit two minutzs more another pair you'll £ind

You'll danze with Pete in an angelfs suit, But you will never mind

11
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COME AND JOIN THE ATRFORCE {Cont'd)

While flying over the ocean gou hear your engihe spit

You watch the propcome to a stop, the goddam thing has quit

The ship won't float, and you can’t swim, thé shore is far behind
Oh what a dish for the crabs and fish, but you will never mind

While fly:ng-cvar—Boéton-xn-an F=104

There's just ons thlng to remember, as I have said before
I've only got one engins, Jack, and if that bastard quits

It will be up there all by itself, cause I will spit and git

And if some wiley Mig 19 should shoot you down in flames

Don't sit around and tally achas and call that bastard namess

Just hit the silk, it's cream and milk, and pretty soon you?ll find
There is no hell and all is wall, and mou will mever mind

FRANG EM AIL . | (33)
(Bimss em all) :

There's an aircraft that's leaving today
Bound for a far distant shord

Heavily laden with browned off young msn
Bound for a land they abhor

So we're saying goodbys 1o them all

The long and the short and the tall

There'll be no promotions this side of the oecsan
So cheer up my lads, Prang em all

Prang em all, Prang am all

The long and the short and the tall

Prang all the blonds and the redheaded ones
Prang all the brumettes and their bastard sons
GCause we're saying foodbye to them all

As back to the barracks wes crawl

¥Ho roses or violets for dead fighter pilots
So cheer up my lads, Prang em all

Frang em all, Prang em all

The long and the short and the tall

No roseg or violets for dsad fighter pilots
So cheer up my lads, Prang em all

I WANTED WINGS . - (34)
(Korean version)

I wanted wings, %111 I got the gcddam things
Now I don't want them anymors.

I don't want a tour in Korea that's sura
I've had a belly ful of war -

I don't want my fanny froze:

In %that putrid land of Chosen

Bighting Migs of ®ncle Joa's

In atmosphere thet’s frigid frozen, Buster,
T wanted wings, till I got the goddam things
Now I don!%t want them anymore

{Cont1d)




1 WANTED WINGS (Cont'd)

I don't went to die over Antung in the sky
Migs always make me barf my lunch '

For me there's no hey-day screaming

' "Bpgies that-a-way"

1'd rather be home with the bunch

Now there’s one thing you can't laugh off
And that's when they shoot your ass of f

I would rather be home, Buster,

I wanted wings, till I got the goddam things
Now I don't want them anymore

ATR FORCE 806 ' - (35)
(Wabash Coancnball) :

13sten to the shudder, the rumble and the Troar

I'm flying over Hibbing like I never flew before

Feel the mighty surge of the engine, pipe temp's; onthe peg
1'd givs a million dollars to have it on base leg

Mayday,Duluth tower, this is 806

I'm turning dowawind and I'm in a fix

My engine's rumning on the psg my fire lights are red
You bsiter eall the crash crew and get them out of bed

Roger, Rogar 806, this is Duluth tower ~

I cannot call the crash crew, cause this is coffes hour
You're not clsared in the pattern, now that is plain to see
Toke it on around again, we have SAC VIP

Mayday,Duluth towsr;, won't you answer me

For your information I'm landing on 23 : '
I know I've goh-a fire in bagk, I think sha's going to blow
I may buy th¥s 102 so look out down. balow

Mayday, Duluth tower, 806 on base _

T cannot gat my gear down, they won't come down in place

I'm going to buy this lo2 no matter what they say

But 1'11 nawer have the forem-1 fixed before the judgement day

Grestings Air Fores 806, this is judgement day

You!rs im pilot's heaven and you're here to stay

You just bought a 102 and you bought it well -

But the Famous Air Force 805 was sent straight down to hell

ODE£TO THE OPERATIONS OFFICER , (36)
{Monsy rolls in)

You ought to be deard you old bastard

You ought to.be demned well shot

You ought to be tied to the floor of a  Owrhouse
And left there to damned will rot

Tive s~t in this damn cockpit for hours and hours
Tive stick it ss long as I could

Ttys stuck it »nd stuck it so now I say ram it
My ass hole's not made out of wood

13
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ON TOP OF OID PYONG-YANG
(On Top Of old Smokey (

On top of old Pyong-Yang
A1l covered with flack
T lost my poor wing man
He 111l never be back

For flying's a pleasure

And dying's & grief

And & qgiak triggered commie
is worse them a thief

For s thief will Jus% rob you
And take all you save :
But a guick triggsred cemﬁia
will send you to your grov§

Now the grave will decay you
And turn you to dust -
Not ones commie in a thousand
Can a poor pilot trust

~Now when the bad weather

Keeps the ships down
We will a1l hear
This horrible souad

(37)

Attention all pilots

Now listen to tthis
There?1ll be a short meeting
That you dare not miss

They'1l give us a lecture
They'll give us some more.
But we heve all heard them
Twenty-five times or more

Attention all trainees
You can't fight the group
Whatever they tell you

Is superfluous poop

n top of old Fujil
A1l covered wikh snow

‘I lost my joi pE¥oh,
For flying too:. low

Ha put on an airshow
He did it for me

At altitude zero

He clobbered a tree

With thrattle wide open
He made his last pass

Oz top of old Fuji
He buSted "hid-a8s ~

hGM Suits AND PARACHUTES
(Ba11 Bottom Trousers)

(38)

" Once there was a barmaid,down in Brewery lane

Her master was so kind to her, Her mistress was the same
Along came az pilot, handsome 83 could be
He was the causs of all her misery

CHORUSs Singing "G" suits :nd parachutes
And uniforms of blue
Hatll fly a fighter
Iike his daddy used to do

Hz asked for a pillow to rest his weary head

She gave it to him willfully end lost her maidenhead
And she, like a silly girl, thinking it no harm
Climed in bed beside him just to keep the pilot warm

Now in the morning before the breek of day

A five pound note he handed her and this to her did say
If you have a daughter put ribbon in her hair

And if you have a son get the bastard in the air

Now the moral of my story as you can plainly see

Is never trust a pirsy ean inch above your knee

The barmaid trusted one and he went off to fly

Ieaving her a daughter to help the time go by (14)
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. There was 97 aircraft parked upon the apron
"There wasn't any room you could see

Now the first dé were of modern constructlon
And- the last was an 86D

The first 47 were reserved for the majors

And - the captains had the last 49 '

There was one more ship at the end of the apron
And the last ship on the line

It wasjold 97 ahd her fuselage was rusty

Aind her wings were warped snd bent
She saged in the meddle like a cow in the pasture
Iike a cow that was quite content

Now a 2nE liesutenant walked into operations

And he asked for a ship or two

Young man, they said, we're mighty short of aircraft
But we!ll see what we can do :

It was old 97 and she had a fine record
But she “hadn't been flown that year

She creaked and she groaned as he started up her engine

For she knew that her end was near

Be flesw over Duluth end west to Farge:

7311 %he miskbegen to feIl -

ies

Ti11 it se A
gﬁﬁ he couldn % Se%€a1+%ggﬁ on tEq tops of the mountaln

He turned to the left and he ran into a snowstorm
So he turned back to the right

When he spotted a railrcad running in his direction
And he ended his last long flight

It was old 97 her nose in a mountain -
And her wheels ware on the track

Her throttle beant in a forwardly direction
And her engine was pointed Hack

Now listen to me all you Air Force ladies

Iisten to this tale of woe

Naver speak harsh words to your aviator boyfriend
He may lesve you and never come back

THE AIR FORCE HAS GONE TO HELL
(Mine syes have seen the glory)

(39)

(40)

Mina eyes have seen the days of msn whoff%led the fighting sky

With hearts that laughed at death and lived for nothing but to fly

But now those hearts are grounded and thoss days are long gone by

The Air Force has gons to bsll
CONTINUED NEXT PAGE
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THE ATR FORCE HAS GONE TO HELL  (Cont'd)

CHORUS: Glory flying regulations
Have them read at evefy station
Crugcify the man that breaks ones
The Air Forcd has gone to hell

My bones have felt their pounding throb a hundred thousand strong
A mighty airborne legion sent to right the mighty wrong

But now it's onrnly memory, it only 11ves in song

The Air Force has gons to hell

I-Kave sesem them in their sabras whea their eyes were dancing flame @ ~
I've seen thsir mach ome power divas that added to their fame ' '
But now they fly 1liks sissies and they hang their haads in shame

Their spirit's shot to heil

They fley F-86's through a living hell of flak

And bloody,dyimg pilots gave their lives to bring them back
But now they all play ping pong in the operations shack
Their technique's gone to hsll

Yes, the sncisnt flying 80 and ths fighting sabre too

onge ruled thz bloody Yalu with thsir contrails in the blue
But now the sky iz 2mpty and owr planes are wet with dew
And we can’t f£ly for hell ‘

You have heard their pounding fifties blaze from nose of polished steel
The purring of their sabre was a song your heari could feel:

But now the T-bird sharms you with it's moaning groaning squeal
And it woa't limb for heil

Hap Armold bEilt a fighting team that sang a fighting song
About the wild blus yonder and the days when men were strong
Bubt moy wa'ire closely supsrvizad for fsar we may do wrong
The Air Fores has gone to hell

THE MAN BEHIND TEE ARMOR PIATED DESK ' (41)
(Strip Polka) . "

Farly in the morning when %he engines start to roear

You zan gex the 0ld goat ztanding baside his office door

Ha 111 be Sweating out the takeoff as he's often done before
The mzn behing the armor plated desk

Four times he's lad us up thers and hs's always led us back
For he cireled gler the I.P, as wa went in to attack

He saidy, " I'm hard yet faivr, boys, but allergic to ack ack,"
The mzn behisd the armor plated desk

When Lbc targe 's sighted who *nsplres our attack?

Who " Hundreds may go ing adsg but a few aren’t @omminc oack n
Who says "We'll disregard the minimum, when you supress ths flack’
The marn behind the armor plaied desk

@
:4
a

And whan the misgion'e over and debreifing they should be

You can searsh the whole felld over but not a pilot you will see
For they'11l all be at the 10" alub with a mixed drink ia their hand
Singing %The Man Behing The Armor Plated Desk™

1%
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EARLY ABORT A o (42)
(McNamarra?s Band)

Oh, my name is Col°~__;__&_l?m the leader of the group

Just step into my breifing Toom, I'11 give you all the poop
I*11 tell you where the commies fly and where they like to roam
I'11 be the last one to take off, The first one to come home°

CHORUS Early abort av01d the rush
Early abort avoid the rush
Early sbort avoid the rush

. The _ . On parade

I'm sure you’vs ‘heard of nightmaresg and the things that they can do
But if you'll come down to the line; you'll see they're far from true

- The pilot's, they are ready, but let their leader shout ‘
And 211 those Wastards yell at once,"My gyros won't chack out!m

. Ohy, ws fly those bloody 1023 & million milss an hour

We can fly them im the rain and fog and im the bloody shower
And we fly so bloody fast, it £ills us with alarm

Looss a blocdy rivet and you'va surely bought the farm

Oh, we fly those bloody 102s at 90,000 feet

We fly them through the rain and fog and through the blocdy slset
A nd whea we're flying bloody high, we'ire feeling awfully low
Loose the cabin presssure and it”ll be an awful blow

Ard now I'm sure you know of all the leaders in the wing
Any night in the "0O" c¢lub you can hear how well thsy sing
With words they fight a helluva war, they say they want to fly too
But you give them half a chance to fly and hera's what they will do

But now there’s no war going orn and we're all in the U.S.A,
We'll f1y the planes in all“yar games and do what tha generals say
But if we have another war, and they send us overseas

To hell with 211 the gsmeral staffs ; to h2ll with those S.0.B.s

HERE'S TO THE REGUIAR AIR FORGE (43)
~ (My Boanie ILies Over The Oceanm) _

In pzace time the regulars srz happy They call up every old pilot
In peace time they'‘re happy io servs They call up every young man
But. let them get into a flacus The reservists all go to Korea
And they'll eall out the goddam reserves The regulars all stay in Japan
CHORUS s '

Call out, eall out Her='s to the regular Air Force

Call out the goddsm reserves, reserves  With medals and badges galore

Call out, call out If 1% weren't for the goddam reservists
Oh, Call out the goddam resérves Their ass would be dragging the floor
Here's to the regular Air Forcs Fight on; fight on

They have such a wonderful plan Fight on regular Air Force

They call out the goddam rsservists Fight on, fight om

Whenever ths spi® hits the fan Fight on, fight om

Regular Air Force fight on

377




BROWN , BROWN | ~ (44)

Thare once was a maiden named Adeline Tuiff . .
Said "Feith and begorra, I must have a giuff

I can't lay here farting and just passing gas."
So she ups_ the window amd hoists out her ass

Yy

CHORUS: It was brown, brown gkifffalling down
Beowm, browva &gewerall around
It was brown, brown shit falling dowa -

~His 1ife it was ruined by asmtf stuff, -stuff) stuffl

s

o s (vac

A certain young coppsr was pounding his beat :
You could tell i was him by the sound of his feet
When all of a suddem he looks up in the sky

And a“dirty browa ‘sFed hit him right in the eye

Th¥s certain yowtg copper he cursed and hs swors
And he called A deline a dirty old whore

By Iondon bridge you can still see him sit =
With a siga hanging over him,"Blinded bystuff."

OUR QUTHOUSE A (45)

Plzase don't buwrn our £Hidd house dowa
Mother has promised to pay

" Fathar's on the oze=n waves

Kate's in the fenily way

Brother dear has gonnhorrhea

Times ate fdoggoms hard

So please donit burn our =oi% house down
Or we'll have to erap in the yard

HOW BHE MONEY ROLLS 1IN _ ' (46) .

{(My Bonnie Iies Over The Ocsank '

My father makes beer ia the bath tub I've an uacle who was a nightwatchman
My mother makes three kinds of gin Who speat all his night in a pit

My sister makes love for a liwisg He ussd to com® home in the morning
My God; how the monsy rolls 2 A1]1 ecovarsd all over. withspi¥s
GH@EUS Rolls im,; Rolls iwr One night was so dark and so stormy
My God how the monsy rolls ia wolls in  When wmele want down to the pit

Rolls in, Rolls im The wind went and blew out his candle
My God how the money rolls in And uncle fell down in the sfiit

My brother's a poor m1u31onary Poor unela has never recovered

Wot saves pure young maigens from sin From his accident down in the pit
He'll save you 2 blond for ten dollars  His funeral takes place tomorrow

My God how the money rolls in H2'1l be buried in six fest of spit
ON.A STUMP. ) (47)

Be laid her ass upon a stump

He laid her ass upomr a stump

He laid her ass upon a stump

SLOWLY: And.., then,.., h=...

FAST: Missed her ass and hit the stump
Missed her ass and hit the stump

HA HA HA HO HO HO,.. HORSEGRAP : 18




GATS ON THE ROOF TOPS : (48)

Cats om the Toof tops, cats oa the tiles
Cats with the syphilis, cats with the piles
Cats with their assholes wreathsd im smiles
As we revsl in the joys of copulation

Hipopotamus so 1t seems

Very seldomy has wet dreams oo
But when he doss it comes ia stréams
As we revel im the joys of copulation

Do in the Pampas, down in the grass
Mamma armadillo has an irom bound ass
But papa armadillo has a thing of brass

As we revel in the joys of copulation

Way .down south where the alligators roar

There isn't such a thing as an alligator whore
Because all the alligators are So sSore

. As we revel in the joys of copulatiom

Now the donkey on the common is a jolly old bloke
He very seldem gets his poke

But when he doss, hs lets it socak.

As we rvevel in the joys of eopulation

NELLIE DARLING o (49)

Oh, your asshole's like a stove pipe, Nellie darling,
And the nipples on your tits are turning green
Thers's a yard of lint protruding from your navel
You're the ugliest doggame; biteh I've ever sesn

Thera's a million crabs abounding round your privates -
When yom‘yéé'g you y@er a stream as green as grass
Thers's enough was in your sar to make a candle

So why not make one, dsar; aad shove it up your ass

SIDNEY SPECIAL (50)

Monday I touched her om *he ankle

Tuesday I touched her om “he knes

pnd Wednesday after mess; I 1iffed up her dress

And Thursday her chemise, Tor Blimey

Friday I put me hand upom it ,

Saturday she gave me ball a tweak

pnd 3% was Sunday afier supper, I slipped the whole thing up her
And now I'm paying seven bob a week, Gor Blimey

T don't want to join the army, I don't want to go to war

I just want to hang around Pieadilly undesrground

Iiving off the sarnings of a high class laydie

Don't want a bullst up me arshole, Don't want me buttocks shot away
T!d rather stay in England, Jolly Jolly England

And formicate me bloody life awvay, Gor Blimey

Call out the membsrs of the home guard, They'll make 1ife worthwile
Call out the royal Territorials, They'll Tace dangers with a smile
Gall out the army and the navy, they'l kesp England free

You can call out me mothsr, me sister avd me brothsr

But for Christ's sake don't call me 19
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OfRIEEY'S DAUGHIER . ($1)

As T was sitting in O'Riley's tavern
Iistening to tales of blood and slaughter
Came ‘a thought into my mind

Why not shag O'Riley's daughter

CHORUS ¢

Fiddle dea 1= ee, fiddle de ie oo

Fiddle des iz ee, for the one ball Riley
Rig a jig jig sing balls and all

Rub » dub dubp shag on

I grabbed that she biteh by the it

Then I threw my left leg over

Shiaggad and shagged and shagged some more
Shagged till the fum was over

. Came a knmock upon my door

Who should it be but her ome bell Father
Two horse pistols im his handsg
looking for the guy who shaggsd his daughter

I grabbed that basterd by the ball

I shoved his head in a pail of water

Rammed those pistols up his ass

A helluvas 1ot faster than I shagged his daughter

Now'aszI go waiking down the streeb

Peopls shout from every cormer

(Shout and point) There goss ths dirty son-of-a-bitch
The gud that shagged 0'Riley’s daughter

BLOMDY GREAT WHEEL : (52)
a—

Am airman told me before he died

And I don't think that the bastard 1ied
That he had a girl with a $hiagso wida
That she eould never be satisfied

So hz built a dg%g of stesl

Driven by a great bloody weeel

Two breas balls he filled with crsam

And the whole Toggoms i:sue was drivem by steam

Round and rowmd went the bloody great wheesl
In and out went the thiag of sieel

Until at last the maiden cried

"Enough, enough, I'm satisfied!™

Now we c¢ome to the bitter bid

Thers was no way of stopping it

The maid was torn from ass t3d tit

" And the whole dogZosg issue was covered with cc..o

Sweet violets, sweeter than the roses

Covered all over over from head to toe
- Covered 83l over with ... gpis

20




HUMCRESQUE o | (53)

Pasepghrs will please refraism

From flushing toilets while the train

Is standing in the statiom I lovs you

As we go strollinmg ia the park

And goosing statues im the park ,

If Sherman's haorss caa take it why caa't you

You're the gut that did the pushimg

Put the wet spots om my cushion .

Foot -priatx on the dash board upside dowa
Every since you met my daughter :
She's had trouble passimg water

Wish that you had mever come to towa

I'm the guy that did the pushing

Put the wet spots om your cushion

Foot primts oa the dashboard upsids dowa
Since I've mat your daughter Vemus
I've had trouble with my penis

Wish I'd never szen your goddam towa

NO BALIS AT ALL ~ (54)

Gather you rounders and listen to ms

T+11 81l you a story that'll £311 you with gles
Tt's about a young maifem so fair and so tall

Who merried a man who had mo balls at all... WHAT?

‘Ne balla at all, =a balls at all,
She married & men who had mo balls at all

Oa their wedding night whew she jumped imto ‘bed
Her cheeks wares all rosey her lips wers all red
She reached for his #hfmzs, his tprinz was small
Shs reached for his balls, he had ne balls at all.. WHAT?

No balls at all, ne balls at all ,
Sha rTeached Tor his balls, he had no balls at all

Mothsr, dear mother, I wisl I were ddad

1711 go to my grave with my owa maid=nhead

My futurs is slendsr, my hopes they ars small

Tor I've married a man who has no balls at all,.. WHAT?

No balls at all, no bells at ally :
For I'Ve merried a man who has no balls at all

Daughter, desr daughitsr, now don't bs s0 sad

I had the sams tronble whea I married your dad

But meny‘s the flyer who will amswer the call

Of the wife of the man who has no balls at all, .. . WHAT?

No bells »t all, no balls at all
Sha merried a meam who had no balls at all

Continued next vage
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N0 BALLS ‘AT ALL (Cont'd)

Now this young m~id took her mother ‘s advice

ind found the proceedings exceedingly nicse

fnd 5 bounzing young baby was born in the fall

To the wife of the man who had no bslls at all... WHAT??

No balls at all, mo balls at all
To the wife of the man who had no balls at all

Now ths babe was examined that very same night

By a Goctor who swore he examined it right
And the thing that he foumd most pesuliar of all
Wn~s, the babe had a thing, but no balls at all,... WHAT??

¥o balle 2% all, no balls a} all
The babe had & thing, but no balls at all

OID_MAN'S_TAMENT

Now I'm 0ld amnd fasdle; my pilo
What used to be =y sex appe-z‘I my »a+er spout

T uséd to be smbarrassed, to make the thing behave

For every single moraing it would stand and watch me shave

But now I'm growing older, and sure it gives me blues

To have thé thing hang own my leg and waitch me shine my shoes.

ROLL YOUR IEG OVER

Roll your leg over, ch, roll your leg over
Roll your leg over the men in the moon

s livtie white rabbits
*Lmﬁ Gad habits

T wish all
And I were

St 2R o

I wish ali tﬂc g;muauvwrw G B-20s
And I a pursuit ship, I'd buzz their behinds

T W glls in the tower
d themn for hours

I wish 211 the girls were like brizks in a pils

And I were a magon, Itd lay thsm in style

MY GAL®S A CORFER

My gal's a ecorker, she's a New Yorker
I buy her everything to kesr 3

She wsare my coveralley I gtanc and freeze my balls
Hey,boys, that's where my m

She's got & pair of lses, just like two whisksy kegs
She's got = pair of hivs, just lixe a bartleship
She's get a heiry runi, just like an elephant

She wears silk underwear, I wear my G.I. paix

She's got =2 psir of %ics, just like two -l

e A s et e 3L A e

(55)

(56)
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TrM LOOKING UNDER (bjis wesrbwrs 0% ) (58)

<

I'm looking under a dress and wonder
Why I haven't looked beforse -

First comes the ankles, then comes the knees

Then comes the panties that sway in the bresze

No use explaining the thing remaining; is something we all adore
I'm looking under a dress and wonder

Why I haven't looked before

HI JIG A JIG : _ | (59)

CHORUS: Singingeoess. s '
HS Jig-a-jiggy, frap a 1little piggy sideways, {Scush Scush)
My ideal woman is a big fat girl... whiz bang... some stick
Two dollafs you pay, for a bang up esach way
" and 2 tune on a spanish guitar, Plink Plank Plunk

The captain he rides in a motorbeat We all may be dead tomorrow

The admiral rides in a gig : No one gives a flip but our wives

It won't go a goddam bit faster Iet's drink and get royally plastered
But i% mekes the old basterd feel big And ejoy what we can of our lives

Oh, %he sexual 1ife of the camel

Is stranger than anyone thinks *

Tn moments of amorous passion

He tried to make lové to the Sphinx

But the Sphinx’s posterior orifice

Was clogged by the sands of the Hile

Which accounts for the hemps on the zammel .
Aud the Sphinxis inscrutible smile :

I IOVE MY WIFE : (60)

T love my wife, (yes I do, yes I do, I love her true
I love the hole she pee pses throug

I love her ruby red lips and her 1illy white tits
And the hair around her huithols v

T'd éat her stuff, chompety chiap, chompety chomp
With a rusty spoon '

SOUTH OF THE NAVEL - (61)

South of the nawsl, down testicle way

That's where the batilie's won when my big gun comes into play
The doctor's have warned me, thet I musin't siray

South of the navel, down testicle way

How she smiled as she kissed my banzmna, never dreaming that I was farting
And T smiled as she kissed my banana, for my banana never came

South of the navzsl, down testicle way
Thet's where I got the bug, as oas the ru
No more shall I wander, Mo more shall I
South of the navel, down testicle way

had my lay
¥
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TOGETHER

. (62)
We both got drunk, together

Took off our junk, together
I=y in a bunk, %ogether .
But it was no joke when the rubber broke

Now we have twins, together

For we have sinned, together

Now, take it frop-me, keep good company
And keep both your legs together

OID GREY BUSTIE

(63)
Put on your old grey bustle and get your fanny in a hustle

For tomorrow the rentis comming due

Put your ass in the clove"s let the boys look it over

If you can't get five, take two,

Fut on your old pink pantiss, that used to be your aunties

bnd we'll go for a tussle in the hay

Now thsre’s no uge running cause you're gonna gelt some funning
In the good old fashioned way

Put on your old grey corset, if it woa7t fit we'll force it
For the fleet's comming in JOday :

As the bees make honey, let your 3ss make some money

In the good old fashioned way

Put on that old blue oiniment, To the srab's disappointment

tnd take =z shower once or twice a day

Though it burns end iteches, it will k111 thése sons-of-bitches
the good old fashiomed way.

SAMMY SMALL
. (64)
Ch. = mame 48 S~ 777, prang em ail
Oy, my name is Sammy Small, prang sm all
Ch, my name is Sz mmy Small, and ¥ only have one ball

-

But it's better thsn none at 21, prang em all

Ch, they say I shot & man déafg prang em all

Ch, they say I shot a men dead, prang em all

Ch, they szy I shot a man desad w1tﬁ a 8illy piece of lead
Jow the silly fellow's dezd, prang em all

Oh, they say I'm going to swing, prang em all

Oh, they say I'm going to swing, prang em all

Oh, they say I'm going to swing from a silly piece of string
What a silly frapping thing, prang em sll

Oh, they say I greased the rope, prang em all
Ch, they say I greased the rope, prang em all

CM, they say I grs~sed the rope with a silly piece of soap
What a silly crumping joke, prang em all

continued next rage
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'SAMMY SMALL (Cont'd)

* Oh, the parson, he will ceme, prang em all

Ch, the psrson, he will come, prang em all

Ch, the parson, he will come with his tales of kingdom come’
He can shove them up his bung, prang em all

Oh, the sheriff'll be there too, prang em all

Ch, the sheriff'll be there tbo, prang em all

Oh, the sheriff'll be there too with all his silly crew
They've got nothing slse to do, prang em zll

Ch, “the hangman will be there, prang em sll

Oh, the han@man will be there, prang em all

Ohy; he'l]l wear his silly mask for his siily crumping task
Wh-t a silly freapping ass,; prang em all

I saw Molly in the crowd, prang em sil

I saw Molly in the crowd, prang em all

I saw Molly in the erowd and it made me feel so proud
That I shouted right out loud, prang em all

PIEASE DON'T PUT YOUR PANTS ON : A (65)

Please don't put your paats on

We haven't said goodnight

For two or three more hours

I'm going to try with all my might
You and your virtue, honey

I'm not going %o huri you -

Plense don't put your vants on
Because we haven't s2id goodnight




THE WIFFENPOOF'S SONG | | (be)

From the tables down at Mauries:
To the place where Louie dwells
To the dear old Temple Ba® we love so well
Ses the Whiffenpoofs assembled
With their glasses raissd on high
Ard the magic of their singing casts a spell
Yes the mrgic of their singing, and the songs we love so well "
npm I.wasting" and "Mavoorning" and the rest
We will seranads our loule, while life and love shall last
Them we'll pass and bs forgotten like the rest
We're poor 1little lambs
Who' have lost ot way
Baa Baa,Baa
Wé're 1ittle black sheep
Who have gons astray
Baa, Baa, Baa

Gentlemen flyers off on a spres
Doomed from here to eternity
Iord, have msrey on such as we
Baa, Baa, Bza.

THE ATR FORCE SONG - - (B7)

Off we go inmbto the wild blus yorder .
€liming high, into the sun R
Hers they come zooming to meet our thunder
At m boys, giver her the gum.

Down we dive spouting our flame from under
Off with one heluvs roar :

We live in fame or go dowa in flzme
Nothing can stop the U.S, Alr Force

Here's a toast to the host of men who love the- vastness of the sky
To them we Send the message of their brother men who fly

We drink to those who gave their all of old

As d~wn we dive to scare the rainbow's pot of gold

Bere's a toast to the host of men who The U.S.Air Force

Off we go into the wild sky onder
Keep youwr wings level and trus
If you!d live to be a grey haired wonder
Ksep your nose out of the blue
Fighting men, ‘grarding ouf nation's borders
WE'11l be there followed by more
In echelon wefll caxrry on
Nothing can stop the U.S.Air Force

RAVISHED . (68)

He grasped me by my slender neck, I cauld not call or scream

Ho took me to his dingy room, where we could not be seen

e tore off all my flimsy wraps snd gazed upon my form

T was so very =old and demp, and he so hot and warm

He pressed me to his sager 1ips, I could not make him stop

He drained me of my very life, I gave him my last drop

He mads me what I am today, that's why you sSee me here,

A broken bottle thrown away, that once was full of beer 26

i




ALICE BLUE GOWN | | (69)

In her sweet 1little Aliée blue gown It went up and wouldn't go down

The first time she lay oa the ground Until I finally had her on the groumd
She was bashful aad shy T shoved it and shoved it

When she opened my fly , My God how she loved it

And the first time she saw it Underneath her Alice blue gowa
I thought she would die .

BLUE HEAVEN , o ' : (70)

A tura to the right, a little red light
will lead you to my Blue Heaven

You'll see a smiling face on a pillow case
A form devine '
She's just a whorzs, she's been had before
But now she’s mine

Just Molly and me, there'll never be three
We'lre careful ia my Blue Heavean

MANTLA POMSPOM SONG (1) -
(Drinking Rum end Coza~Cola)

Have you ever been in the Philippines?
The plage is full of pom-pom queens
The ¢lap is bad but the syph is worse,
So flub your dub for safety first,

CHORUS: Singing rum and soca-cola .
Come down to 0ld Manila .
Both mother and daughter
Working for the yankee dollar

The womsn with their dirty feeb
Walk up and down Manila streeid
They ecome up cloge and whisper low
"How about a 11%ti® pom=pom; Jos?"

The Philippine pimp is very smart,
Hs gets his dough before ycu start.
The pom-pom thare is very aics,

But tmenty pesos is a hultuva price

AFTER TEE BALL . 2)

After the ball was over,

Mery took out her glass sys,

‘Put her peg leg in the corner,
Hung up her false hsir to dry,
Put her false teeth in a tumbler,
Hung her wax tit on the wall,
Not much was left of Mary—
After the ball,




IAST NIGHT I HEID A LITTIE HAND . (73)
(Gensvisve) : »

Iast night I held a 1little hand, No other hand untc my heart,

So dainty and so neat.. Could greater solace bring,
I thought my heart would surely break, Than the hand I held last night...
So loudly did it beat. . Four aces and a king,

WEST MICHIGAN STREET | | (74)
(Isle of Capri) A

'"Tyas om west Michigan 8treet that I met her
She was drumk, and her name was Marie

She wispered so no one could hear her,
"Hould you like to come upstairs with me 7t

Her eyes were as blue as the ocean,

Her lips were of a very deep hue,

I slipped twenty bucks im her pocket,
Took my place at the end of the qusus=.

Tiwas only a few minuets later,
That I went to her small room above,
And there for a very brief moment,

I partook of that poplular love.

Whea I awoke the next morning,
T was worried, ag worried as could be,
For that very brief moment of pleasure
Had beem, oh, so costly to ume,

Now the moral of this 1iitle story
Is plain, as maybe you'll ses

If -you ever go dowa iato Duluth,
Stay away from west Mishigan Street

IT'S TRAGIC - @75 )

You sigh, your teeth fall out
You smile, and I smell sausrkraut
Itis tragie

The birds desert the air

And rush to nestle in your hair

Itis tragie

IF YOU FILY AN '897 &6 )

If you fly an Eight yaaineg If you fly a Ninety-four,

You must be deaf, dumb, end blind, You will never holler more,

For your 1life ainYt worth & dime-- For your lot we do pine,

What's your seheduled blow-up time? But it's better than an Eighty-nine,

CHORUS s Did you go boom today? If you fly an BEighty-six
Did you go boom tcday? You will really get your kicks,
A113son ain't here to stay Bouncing those subsonic boys

Playing with their radar toys.

Final chorps is the same as above but end with :"We fly GEEEeeee!!
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THOSE SWINGING DOGRS , : (77)

“'as a Saturday night ¢émbthe.old Air Force Base,
The barréom was merry and gay ’
And far from this lavghter a mother did wait

¥ Pop to come home with his pay

-"Ch, Mother, dear Mother, oh, where can he be?"
The daughter exclaimed through her tears

The mother replied; "I'm sadly afraid,

Your father has stopped for some beers.m
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CHRRUS: Oh, the doors swing in and the doors swing out
While some pass in and others pass out
Your father, I fear, has his nose in some beer,
Behind those swinging doorS.c...
Bshind those swinging doors’

TNow I shall go fetch him," the daughter did say,
"He shant bring disgrace to oud name"

So straightway shs went to the Officerts Club

To save her poor father from shams.

"Oh Father, desar Father, come home with me mnow,
The elock in the siespls strikes two,

The reat’s to be paid and I'm sadly afraid,
You'll sperd allef your moaey for brew,”

CHCRUS¢ Oh, the doors swing in and the doors swing out, :
While some pass in and others pass out, T
Through the smoke and the haze, thers stands Pop in a daze
Behind those swinging doorS8ccooo.

Behind thsse swinging doors,

Each Saturday night omthss=sld Xir Force Base,
The pileots zome in with their gold

And Father blows in all his wages for gin,-
Aad Nellie goes home in the eold,

"0Oh, Mother,#She wailed, "my mission I've failed;
My Pather will me'er. mead;his ways,"

The mother weplied, "It's always the same,

It's always the woman who pays."

CHORUS: Ch, the doors swing in ~nd the doors swing out,
While somz pass in and othsrs pass out.
. The story 3s told of a fool and his gold,
Behind thoss swinging doorS.cc.s
Behind those swinging doors,

WE FLY DEUCES  (Bye-Bye Blackbirds) (%g)

Here we stand down on the grousmd No one here can penstrate a bumpsr
We can't fly when there’s 2louds around You should hkegy the bull spiﬁ-Ebggair
We fly Deuzes _ hands us
Go iz fest and coms out slow, ' Mix those drinks and mix em right

Hit a ¢loud and down we go, Because we're standing down tonight,

We fly Deuces @ED o Deuces we fly




‘MY DARLING 102 " o)
(My Darling Clementine) - .

In the cockpit of my fig%terg' When you're spinning very flatly,

Trying hard to go mach two, . And you've got a worried mind,

But, alas, my engine faltered, , That's all, brother, hit the jumpsack,

Fare thee well, my 102. Bid farewell to your 102,

CHORUS: Oh, my darling, oh,my dsrling, All the brass hats in our congress,
Oh, my darling 102 They have signed the dotted line,
You are lost and gons forever They are lucky, they just bought it,
Fare thee well, my 102 And don't fly the 102.

JET PILOTS IN THE SKY S o (80)

(Ghost Riders im the Sky)

A 102 got airborme ong dark =nd windy day

And as he raised the landing gear you could hear the pilot pray,
"Keep all thoge buckets ia the wheel and I'11 be safe and sotmd,
Don't let that fire go out, dear lord, till I'm safely on the ground.

CHORUS: Yippi i yoh, Yippi i yay
Jet pilots im the sky

And as our Deuces leave the ground, their tails are spouting fleame,
Our pilets 231 may go through hell, but they fly them gust the same,
The erew chiefa work forever to keep them flying high,

And wateh with satisfastion as their plane goes screaming by.

Day and night our pilots fly, to live up to their name, -
Other pilots come and go, bubt ours fly on in fame.

They're going to fly forever in that range up thers on high,

They cuss arnd ery, liye and die-- jet pilots in the sky.

U,S, CHATR FORCE SONG (1)
(Air Force Song) : :

, .. 3rd verse ™
Here we go, into the file case yonder, Here we go, into the file case yonder,
Divédg deep into the drawer, Keep the margins level and true,
Here it is, Dburied- away down urnder, If you'd live to be a grey haired wonder’
The record we've bzen searching for, Keep your nose out of the glue
Off we go, imto ths CO's 3ffice, Tfice men, guarding the paper blizzard, °
Where we get one helluva roar, We'll be there, followed by more,
We live in miles of paper files, With dictionary, we're stationary--

Nothing will stop the U.S.Chair Force. For nothing can move the U.S.Chair Force,

Here's a toast to the host of those who slave
with feet on desks so high,

To a friend we will send a message of

the trials of the swivel-cheir guy.

We type and file, and though we have no prop
We're in o spin or else we blow our top.

So, a toast to the host of the men who coast--
The U.S. Ch=ir Fores,

N



ROTGC - : -

(My Bonnie Iies Over The Ocean)

Oh, take dowm your service flag mother,
Your don 1s as safe as can be,

Oh, take down your service flag mother,
Your son's in the ROTC,...

CHORUS: Ro.0..R..0..
Your son's im the ROTC....TC.
R..0.:R..0.. _
Your sonfs in the ROTC

I'M DREAMING OF A WHITE MISTRESS

I'm dreaming of a white mistress,

Just like the omes I used to kmowo

With 1ips empassiomed and sharms unratiomed,
And thighs that glisten Iike the smow.

I'm dreaming of a white mistress,

The kind that the Arabs do not know.

For though colors may change at night,

Yet, may all my mistresses be white,

I'm dresming of a white mistress,

Unmerred by wind or dust or sua.,

Iike a supple willow, with breasts to pillow
My tired head when dsy is dons,

I'm dreaming of a2 white mistress,

Who's neither yellow, tan, nor blagk,

But dreesming’s not amy fum, so

Enock it off gnd let's all hit the sack,

)
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