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Do

//Y%iif:// T lave her Tuby red 1

I LOVE VY »Iw:

I love myv wife, yes T do, yes I deo, I love her iruly,

I love the Hele that ske pisses througn.
ivs, her liiy white tits and her nul trown asshole,

I'd eat her shit, gobble gobble, chomp chomp, With a rusty spoorn.

BALLS CF CG'LITARY

Tame- Bells of % Uornls

The balls of C'leary
ire wrinkled and hairy,
They're shapely and stetely,

Like the dome of St. Faul's.

T™.e women al'l muster,

To view that great cluster,
They stand and they stare,
£t that bloody great pair
C* Ofleary’s balls.

CATLY

_TUAAL TNJX mz«mﬁ& Cidﬂ
Zally in the alley sifting cinders,
Lifted up her leg and farted like a man,

ird from her asshole broke six windows,

{nheeks of her ass went £iM BaM BAM
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Ony my name is Cammy Small, fuck ‘em all,

Ch, my rams is Sammy &mall, fuck 'em all, “
Uk, my rame is Sammy Tmalt, and T oenly kove ons bl
But it's btetter than rere at all, so Tuck ‘em all. nv

Ch, they say I killed a man, fuck ‘em all,

Oh, thev say I kille? a man, fuck ‘em all,

v

>

They say I shot him dead, with a piece of fuckirg lead,

Yow that silliy fucker's decad, so fuck 'em all.

Ch, they way I*m goirs to ewing, fuck fem all,

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

Cr, they say I'm goire to swine, from a piece of fucking strirg, - ;
what a siliy fucking thing, so fuck 'em all.
i
Ch, the parseon he will come, so [uck ‘em all,
Ok, the parscn he will coms, so fusk ‘em all..
Oh, the parscn he will core, with his tales of ¥Firgrom come,
He can shove ‘em up higs bum, so fuck ‘em all.
Chy the hangman wore a mask, fuck “am all,
Ch the hangmar wore a mask..fuck ‘em all, -
4
Ch, the hangman wore a2 mas, for hiz 2illy fTucking faczk,
What a silly {fucking ass, 30 fuck 'en all.




Oh, the shexriff will be there tco, fuck ‘em all,

Ch, the sheriff will be there too, fuck ‘em all

Ch, the sheriff will be
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5illy fucking crew,

They've got fuck #11 e€lse to do, oo fuck

the crowd, fuck *em all,

e
o |

T saw Molly
I saw Molly in the crowd, fuck ’em all,
I saw Molly in the crowd, and I felt so fucking proud, o

That I shouted right out loud, fuck 'em all.

h, the hangman pulled the repe, fuck ‘em all,
Ch, t he hangman pulled the rope, fuck ‘em all,
Ch, the hanzman pulled the rope, what a silly fucking joke, o

Now my goddamned neck is btroke, so #-U-C-K "FM A-L-L.

Oh, come round us Tighter pilots, fuck ‘em 211, '?

On, come round us fighter pilots, fuck ‘em all, ;

Cr, we fly the gcddam plare,

Through the flak arnd through the rairn, 4
. , :

And tomorrow we'll do it again, so fuck ‘em all.

Ch, thev tell us not to think, fuvck *=m all,

Oh, they tell us not to trink, fuck ‘em all,

"l

Oh, the:

.y . . e
tell uvs rot tc think,

Just to dive ard just te Jinrk,

- * p 3 o £ Y - gy AR { LS h]
BJt's a goddamn fairlk, co £0o Yan all,




Ok, we bhombed MuGia Tacs, fack fem o all,

Che We 1omte£ MuCin ‘ans, Tuck 'smoall,

Or; we bombed MuCia tass,

Though We onty made 2ane 1ans,

ey really stuck iLoan our ase, so fuck fam

Ch, we're cn a JCT, Trcl Yem all,

Ch, Wwe'lre on 2 JU fuek 'em 211,

Ch they sent the whole damn wire,

Frobably half of uvs will zing,

Wrat a silly fucking +hing, so Tuck ‘em all.
Oh, we lost our fuckine way, fvek *em all,
21, we lost our fuchking way, fuek ‘em all,

strafed goddamn Fanel,

every girl and toy,

goddamn fucking joy, ce Tuck 'em all,

bird got all =hrot up, fuck ‘eom all,

Ch, my bird got 21l sghot up, fuck 'em all,
Ch, my hird it didi get zhot,

And I'11 probably crv a lot,

But T still thir

idi.

k that it's

while 1'm ecwinging in m» chute, fuck 'em ail,
Yhile I'm hanging in my chute, Tuck ‘em all,
While I'm tangled in my chute,

Tomes this silly fFoolive teot,

Fares a medal on one o vonh, an e Teie -
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“eme Liguor was spilied on the barrcom floor,
e bar was closed for the night,

“Men out of his nole cravled a little brown nouvse,

And he sat in the Tale meoon iight.

He lapped up the liquor from the barrcom floor,

And back on his haunches he sat,

ind all night long you could hear him roar, "r,,ff””wz/ :

BRING CN THE GOTDAMIED CAT.
MARY AMN BURNS

Ch, Mary Ann Burns is the queen of all the acrcbats, (f;> -

the can do the tricks that will give a guy the shits,

She can roll a green peas round her fundamental orfice,

)

Z0 a double somerssi:lt and caten it on her tits,

She's a great big sone-of-a-bitch, twice as big as me,
Zair fourd her ass is like the branches of a tree,
She can swim, fish, fight, fuck, fly a plane, drive a truck,

wurns is tre girl for me.

. FIRTMAN -~
Ch, for the life of a fireman, '/?l é}7k1£9

To sit on a fire ergine red.

Tec say to a team of white horses,

Qo ah=sad, Go ahead, Go ahead

(over)
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father was a firemarn,

puts out firces.

vomrother s a five

puts cut fircs.
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There orce was a maicden named Adeline “chmidt,

Vo went to the

Fave NeYy some medd

» 4 o
Accter cau

oYV e

Up went the window and out

It was brown, brcown,
It was brown; brown,
It was brown, brown,
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shit

35 she couvldn't shit.

wrapred up

wert her ass.

N

falling down,

all arourd,

falling down,

der life, it was ruired by shit, shit, shit, shit.

4 handsome young ccpper was walking his beat.

He locked up so bash?

Yher a great glob of
Tt was brown, brown,
it was brown, trown,
It was brown, brown,
“ig 13ife, it was ruin

I
iy 0

“e happened to be orn that side of the street.

e lcoked up so shy,

4

Wit him right in the eye.

fallirng dowr,

all arocund,

That handscme young coppsr, he cursed and he swore,

e called that yourg maiden a dirty olZ whore.

in on London Bridge you ¢

1

with a sism ‘round hi

PG r S R

ot]

n still see him sit,

s mock saying "blindaed by shit".
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Paside a lacotlar wa&&rkn11, ona brightl an’t cvrey Tav, o £
Peside their chatterad nartom, fac zyovry warsoitors fov.

RS o ceg fyem oo omoavoy toen, how oo potoget aeite coa, e+
“a lister to the very last words tho vouny purnoiters Faii

elve going to a hetter lard where ~wervinicg o brignt, ;
wrere whisky flows from telegragh pelas, L4, &, 6 everv vi@ht. ",
Ye havor 't got a toing to do but sit arow-d ard cinz,

T™e crew chiefs are all women, oh death where Lo tny &

A

On, deatn where is thy sting, ting-o-ling

Oh, death whers is thy sting,

The holls of Rell will ring, ling-a-ling,

-
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3 14 .l LN b rone s e
1y Tingea-lirg-a-ling, g, hlow 1t oub veur ant, 3

vipngea-lirg-a-lirg, lirg, blow it out vour ass

2ing-a~)ing-a-1ing, ling, blow it ont veur ass, g

va and bre,

Better days are comirz, by
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Start: - CHORUZ -
first verse:
Thars was S7r ewing in tho parior,
Cerewing in the hall

Screwing on the tables

ind screwing on the walls.

CHQORUS
Tfwas midnight in Xillarney

Yineteen sixty six
You couldn't hear the singing
o

For the swishing of the dicks.

SUIo DI
VRSN W

i
1

The haberdasher he was there
Zoing t-is and that

tmusing himself by abusing himself

ird ecatchin® it in hkis hat.

Oh, the village idiot he
Actin' quite the feol
With nis foreskin on his head
Ye was whistlin' through his tool.
How do ycu lassie, how do you do

i

T couldn't rave you last night and

T

3
|
2]
e
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O fie leitey earvier he was thore E¥
. clumsy strt of ox

Ye screwed 21l the womer

" Then screwed the letier box.

CHORUS

Ch, the village cripple he was there

He couldn't do to much
“e laid ‘*em all along the floor

And screwed ‘em with his cruteh.

e a3 ¥

C e
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Oh, the chimney sweep; oh ne was there

“e had to throw him out

let a fart
Yz filled the room with soct.

CHORUE

Ch, the village butcher he was there

Hig cleaver in his hand

ird every tims he turned around

Fe circumcised the band

~
Vst

an't have vou now
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T was banging round opn’s just awa~4in' mv tinse,
Yot orn the scheduln, nnt ezrnin' 2 dime,
Whert a Jolonel cam2 up acd sald, I s-npese

You filr a fightsr by b2 enbt of your o oo,

Fe figures me right, 'm a good cne they say,
To you happen to have ne a targst todav”

e said ya2s he dees ar’ real easy one, :

Cheer uop my boy, it's an old time milk rur. 2

T gets all excited and ask where it's at,
e givas m2 a wink and a tip of his hat,
Just 120 niles to thenorthwest of hore,

4 small peaceful hamlcet that's known as Tchepene.

I go gets my G-suit and strap on my gun,
Helmet and gloves out tihe door on the run,
I fire up my Fhant om and take to the air,

Two's tucked-in tignt, w- haver't a care. *

In 25 minutes wo're over the towr,
Trom 21 thousard we're screcamin® or dowr,
Arm up tne switches arnd dial-in tre mills, b

Racks up the wings ar? roll-in {or tra kill.

(O‘.'f.‘. o
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we feel a bit sorry Tor solks dowr helow,
Tne destruction that’s coming they s rely don't know,
But the thought passas quickly, we know a war's orn,

Or: down we screamed toward peaceful Tchepore,

Tl e Y ek DA S AR e
‘nsuspectiny, peacefil, Trhepono,

Release altitude and the pipper's rot right,
I'11 press just a little and lay them in tight,
Then pickle those beauties at two point five grand,

Startin' my pull when it all hits the

-4

an,.

There®s a black puff in front and two off the right,
Then six or eight more arnd I suck it up tight.
There's small arms and tracers arnd heavy ackeack,

Scattered to troken with all kinds of flack.

I jink hard to the left and head out for blue,
My wingman says latar "they're shooting at vou”
"No shit” T cried as I st arted toward home,
Still came the fire from the town of Tchevncne.

Jirtv, deadly, Mohe

R

I made it Pack home with six holes in my bird,
With tre Colonel that sert me I'd sure like a word.
But he's nowhere arcund. I look near ard far,

He's gone back to 7th to help win the war.

(over)
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I've been round this ccuntry feor many a day,
I've seen all the shit that they're throwing my way.

I know that tizre's places I don't like to fly,

Up ir ¥ugia ard in Ran Korai. %

Buet 1 bet all my {1light pay the Jeck ain't been borro,
¥Yno can keep all his cool when he's over Tchepora,

Oh, don't go to Tchepone.

/
WHOPT HOUSF PIANQ W‘//

I wanna pay piano irn a Yhore house, Zf7Z¢L/
That ras been my ore desires.

Come peorle may te farmers, or rarchers out in Butte,
I just wanna play ir a ﬁpuso of i1l repute.

L'n*t lauvgh at this, my humble aspiration,

For carnal copulaticn's here to stay.

I dor't want fame or riches,

I wanra vlay for thosc old bitches,

wanna play piane ir a whore houce,

4
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By the rirg-arocurd hiz eyeball, you can tell a hombadier,
You can tell a bomber oilot by the spread across nis rear, :
You can tell a ravigator by his Loran, maps and such,

You can tell a fighter pilot, but you cannot tell nim much.

(over)




You can tell) the silly bastards it's a Lie, lie lie
It*s 2 lie, It¥s a lie,

You can tell the silly bastard
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Ve fly our fucking phantoms at ten thousand fucking feet,

We fly them throusgh the rair and snow and even'through the fucking sleet.

ftrd though we think we're flying south,

Ve're flying fucking north, i

And we make a fucking lardfall on the firtkr of fucking ferth.

Iaiafaitetic o
e U2

Ve fly our fucking phantoms down'at fifty fucking feet

We fly those fucking phantoms through the bamboo, trees and wheat
Tirst we're flying fucking up and then we're flying fucking down,
tnd you®ll be the first to know i1t when you hit the fucking ground.

CEORUS

first lady ferward and the second lady back,
Third lady's-finger up the fourth lady's crack.
£11 gather round to the center of tbhe room,

¥ill the lady who just farted kindly leave the fucking room.

Glory, Glory, what a hell of a way to die i
Clory, Glory, what a hell of a way to die
! Glery, Glory, what a ncil of a wav to dis

fnd youll te the first to know it when you nhit the fucking ground,




FIGHTY ¢ ¥TL0TE

‘ Ch, there arz no fighter pilots down in hell, b

Ch, there are no fighter pilets down in nell,

=)

The place iz full of quesrs, ravigators, bombariiers,

Ch, thuers are no fighter piicts down in hell,

ki 4
Oh, there are ne fighter pilots in the states,
Oh, there are no fighter pilots in the states,
They are off on foreigh shores, making mothers out of whores, :
Oh, there are no fighter pilots in the stetes.
Ch, there are no fighter pilots in Japan, ; f
Ch, there are no fighter pilets irn Japan, ) k|
They ars all across the bay, gettirg shot at every dav, ;
Ch, there are no fighter pilots in Jaran.
. Oh, there are no bomber pilots in the {ray,
Ch, there are rno bomber pilots in the fray,
They're all in USC's wearing ritbons, fancy clothec, ”
{h, theve are nc bomber pilots in the fray.
¢

h, the bomber pilots life is just a farce,
(h, the bomter pilot's life is just a farce,
The auto pilot's on, and he's reading comics in tre john,

Ok, the bomter pilot®s life is juszt a farce.

(over)




Chy, the bemter pilot never takes a dare,
Jhy the bomber pilot never takes a dare,
iis gyros are uncaged, and his woman overaged,

Oh, the bomher pilct nevar ta%es a dave.

b

CHy there are no fighter vilots up in wirng,
Ch, there are no fighter pilots up in wing,
The Place is full of btrass, sitting on their fat ass,

Oh, there are no fighter pilots up in wing.

Ch, it's naughty, naughty, naughty, but it’s nice,
’hy it®s naughty, nauvghty, raughty, but it's nice,
1t'11 wreck your reputation, but increase the pcpulation,

Oy

Ch, it's naughty, naughty, naughty, but it's nice.

Ch, watch tre - 492nd’ - in the club,
Ch, watch the -~ 492nd" " ~ in the club,

They won't party, they car’t sing, the 493rd dees everything,

Ch, watch the 492nd in the club.

W“hen a bonmber jock walks into cur club,
Yhen a bomber jock walks into our club,
He docesn't drink his share of suds, all he does is flub his dub,

Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell.




COLUMS Z %
‘
1 Vourteen Furdred ard Hinety-Two Columbe had a secerd mate :

L dago from T-taly de loved bim like a brether

n~1kad the strests of old Madrid Trey Went down below tne deck
- rissad in everv allay ind corn ninled ones anolftar
11 night long, from midnight on. All night long, From nidnizht eon

ie walked up to the Queer of Spain qoRes <

‘nd asked for ships and cargo

Por Torty “ays and forty nights
Fe waid, I'1ll be a son-of-a-bitch ‘
They sailed the blue .tlartic
If T dorn't bring back Chicago

They spled a whore upon {ne shore

ind the whole damn crew went frantic

211 night long, from midnigsnt or

CECRIY: He thousht the world was round-o )
They scrawed rber once

2is balls hung to the ground=o

They screwed her twice 3
That ravigatin’', masturbatin’

They screwed her once too ofter
Son~ol-a~biteh Zolumbo

Taey broke the Main spring in her ass

rh

Columko had a cabin boy ind now she's iv her cefiin

The dirty littie dipper 411 right lervg, from ridrnight o,
“e lined his ass with broon glass CHOIUL

Ard circumcised the skipper

£11 right long

“rom nidnight orn
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Aye, aye, ave, aye,
ighter pilots eat pussy.
S letfs rave another verse

25 Worss than the other verse,

ind waltz me around by my willie.

4 plumber name: Magee
Was plumbing his girl by the sca
then all of a sudden

-

the said "quxlk someone's coming"

}ode

Tee hee saii Magee it's me.

There orcs was a pirate named Rates
“ho fandangied cn roller skates

"T311 he fell or his cutlass

“nose cock was 30 long he could suck it

e 5a

e

da with a erir
Lg he Wiped coff his chin

f my ear was a cunt I would fuck it.

m

Tnere once was 3 hermit named Dave
Who kapt a dead whore in his cave
e had to admiti, 1t sturnk like shii,

Zut think of the menevy e saved.

B,

V FIGHTE 2 »ILOTS BAT

FUSEY

There once was a girl from Capri

#he was ravaed by an ape in a tree
The outcome was horrid

411 ass and no forehead

ok
x

balls ard a purple goatee

There once was a girl from Bermuda

Who thought that no one could be shrewder
She rhought it was shrewd

To neck in the nude

But Magruder was shrewier, he scrcowed
havw
.;Ae

-

There once was a iadrs from France

“no boarded a train by chance

The enginecr fucked her befeorec the

trd the firman shot off ir his pants

Theres once was & mar from Savarnnah
With a very peculiar manner

He bored a hele

In a telephone mnole

And electrocuted nic banana.

Tnere clice was a man from Peru
Tho fell asleer while in his cance
He dreamed aveut Voenus, and plaved with

his Penis
ird awoke withn a hand fvll of oo
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There once was a man from Moline
Yhe invented a jack~off machire
Cn the ninety-ninth stroke

Tne goddamned thing troke

Arnoripped hie balls to a cream

4 chemistry student named Bomar
*roduced such a potent aroma
That all in his classes

Fell dead on their asses

3ut Pomar still won nis diplora

There orice was a farmer named fritz
“ho planted an acre of tits

They came up in the fall

Fink nipples and all

£nd he literally chewed them to bits

Twas anothar man from “antucke
¥no sailed the sea ir a bucket
Yhen he got over there
Tnov asked for ?is fare

‘o0 he pulled ouvt his coeck and caid
"suck it"

Tarre once was a man from Algiers
Vno screwszd his wife under the piers
L fish‘came along

£ bit of{ his done

“n e ordered o rew ore from Usare,

Theve once wns a marn frem Boston
ho beught Pimself o little red /fustis
i

Th=ye Wwag Toom iTcr nhis ass

~nd a ga'ler of gas

o~

. e - e P S - i~ PR
Eut bis baiis oaung st ani b Inst oor

There once was a man from kent

“hose cock was so long that it bent 5
He: put it in double
To save 1im the trouble :

And irstead of coming he went

There once Was a man from 2»1 ALire

Vno screwed his girl on the stair
The tannister broke

Z¢ ho shortened his stroke

and firished it off in mid-air

There was a lardlady from Tape Cof
“ho thought 211 babies came from Coil
But it wasr't the ilmigntv

bho lifted her nighty

It was *oger the lodger, rv God

Taere onee was a girl from Norwaw

P

Pho hung by her haels {rom a doorway

She said with a gri-

seoverad one nore Wiy,
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AA mer 4its harnging conoawhove e pissnd atl over the ceiling, z

in o itac ‘

THOW A CN T GFACS
Cruising down the Mekong doing six and twenty per
Jshen a call came from the major, "Oh won't vou help me sirT"
Ttve got two big biack holes in my wirr, my fanks ain't got no pmas
Mayday, mayday, mayday, I°v: got six migs on my asc,
Cn, Hallelujah, Halleludah
Tsrew a nicks’ on the grass.
Zave a fighter pilots ass
Jallelujah, Hallelujab
Thyow a nickel on the prass -
trd vou'll e savad,
right
it tight

™o airframe gave a shudder; the engin: gave a wheeze 2
VYayday, mayday. mayadav, sv !
SHOPUS
T sh6t my orezawirg paltsrs, tne left wing hit the ground
T ot a call from mobile, "1 up and o aveurd?
Foranknd ko ™ Pre giv { ot or more
Tee crping L, Doelmest oob ard bre meay came torencon the Dloer,




JUIT GTVT Mo CRr3EATIORS

‘ Don't give me a I'-38, with props that counter-rotate
They'll loop roll and spin, but thev'll soon augar in
“on't give me a T-38
CHORUZ: Just give me Cperations
ay out on some lonely atoll
For I'm too young to die

I just want to go home.

Ton't give me a P-39, with an engine that's mounted behind -
It will tumble and roll and dig a gib hole

Zon't give me a P-39

“on't give me a Curtiss varhawk, about it the pilotc still squawk

- It flew like a sparrow but its gear was too narrow

’ Con't give me a Curtiss Warhawk.

Ton't give me an old Thunderbolt, it gave many a pilot a jolt
It looks 1like a jugz and it flies like a tug

“on*t give me an old Thurderbolt.

Jon't give me an F~Thooting Star, it'll go but not very far
It'11 rumble - and spout but soon will flame out

Don't give me an F-“hooting Star.

bon't give me an 7-84, their pilots aren't here any more
Tnhey bombed in that crate, but they all pulled out lato

Ton't give mz an T84,




Ponit give me an T=R%, with wings like hroken match sticks

Thev®1ll zeom and they'll hover, but as for tep cover,

Tortt give mz an F-86.

Uon’t give me an eighty-six=", with overdrive and TV
Shz*il loop, roll and spin, but she®ll soon avger in

ton't give me an eighty=-six~D

Ton't give me an F-89, though "Time" says they really will climb

They®re all in the States, all boxed up in crates

bon’t give me an ¥-89

Ton't give me an F~94, it’s never established a score
+ may fly in weather but won’t hold together

Ton®t give me an =94

Just give me an old Fifty-one, with praise for the work it has done,
It's tried and it®s true and will take care of you,

Just give me an old Fifty-one.

Just give me my old Mustang
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I'm too young to die

I just want to go hcme. -
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