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- ~ Fireball on The 'Hﬂlslde Downtown
When you get up at two ko’clogk in the morning @

There’s a fireball down there on the‘ llﬁllside» You can bet you'll be - ’é Srntan

Shaking your boots, y:m’r% sweating heavy all over -

And I think maybe we’ve lost a friend,
: : Cause you get to go - dewnwwn

But we’ll keep on flying and we’ll keep on dyin’ : i
: Smoke a pack of cxgarattes before the briefings over ' : -

Washmg you weren't bombing,wishing you were ﬁymg cover o

" 1t’s safer that way-~ ERE ‘

*. It’s hairy as hell down thme* = . ' :

_ Yau know you're biting your nails and you're pulling your hair :

' Ypu re going &Owntownv«wham all the lights are bright- —

Dﬁpwntown*yaaé rather sthsh than fight ‘*~ : Lo TE : R

D@wutowu-‘hape you'll come home tonight ~ downtnwn, downwwn :

I-”Eanmng the route, you keep hopmg that you won't have to go
' ' todag-Downtown - S A ,
Giaeckmg the weather and it s scattered to bmken e ’ E 5
Sa you still don’t know-downitown : L |
, _éi‘ting for the guys in TOC to say you're cancelled
H@pxng that the “words" they gwe will be what suits your fancy .
Don't make me go- 4 .. . ... . ‘ :

; B gt For Adu{y%hd honor never end.

" There’s an upended glasé': on the table,
Down mfront of a lone empty chair
Yesterday we were thh h1m, ‘today God be thh him,'

Wherever he is in your care. -

‘I‘hey were four when they took off this mornin’

-t

And theu' duty was there in the sky, ’
s

: :Only three shlps returnin’, blue 4 ain’t returmn

much rather RTB - i ST »”
so you sit and you waxt thmkmg,oh fuck shit hate o :

m going downtown-that’s why I'm feeling low N E

owntowr-but I don’t want go i

D’@wmown-geing to see Uncle Ho-downtown, downtown , - ;

kL

There sa fn‘eball down ‘there on ‘the hxllsxde

TR, ol

'And I think maybe we've lost a friend,

But we 11 keep on flymg and we’ll keep on dyin’ Pistol Ferce-burners now-Bacrrauda has sweeping guns

I)nsregaré the launch light, no threat. Like hell, there’s
.& Fﬁ&t aﬁ 8 o'clock-let’s take her down!i!!!

—_0

For duty and honor never end,
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S " % Banama Valley % Ba
N Sy The balls of O'leary o
Just go down to banana Yalley x Are wrinkled and hairy, s
Go on down and meet your fate L TR » They're shapely and stately | .
Go on down to banana.;:\g?,lley e s Y Like: the. dome of St. Paul-
But "lw?xe»n by'z‘m 8o down,' éowm down, Yéu better learn to hate " The women all str : : /4 .
it Eeredie s ’ o . ., To view that great cluster
T S i B VAR o o S
Iv.g‘;bt,_fnex‘l_df in banana Van‘?y : S w" & - They stand and they stare. . iy
1 got friengls that learned too late - At the bloody great pair R R ¥
I got f;i‘en@s inkbanana-valley ‘ ‘ L .Of O'leary’s balls, _ - Loy . i
They go down, down, down, ’cause they did not hate, Sl AR RIS e I e
’ _--';;_5‘?: ' "Thgze’s snakes:r. in the weeds in banana valley“‘ . ;',Sq!ly’s in the alley sri:f'ting_ cindens :
e - Them snakes in the weeds know how to hate . .. Lifted up her leg and farted like a man
., _Them snakes in the weeds in banana valley

Wind from her bloomers broke six winders
"' /Cheeks of her ass went bam bam bam.

~ Bless Them All

- %less them all, bless them all .
.. The needle, the airspeed and the bal]
" Bless all the instructors ’
Who taught me to fly

They go down, down, down, and there they wait.

I heard all ’hout banana valley o

 How fighting them snakes could be so great
'So much fun in banana valley S
Gotta go down, down, down, and investiga'te.
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0 if your jet ever should stall o
ou're due for one hell of a fall ‘
No lillies or violets for dead fighter pilots
S0 cheer up my lads, bless: them all

Jess them all, bless them all

~ The long and the short and the tal]
Hess all the sergeants
€ Sour puss ones

Bless the airmen and their dopey sons

Tw;.).'_'w;vee'kq ago in banana valley /
Two of my friends killed one of them sn
Two weeks ago in banana valley

Théy went down, down, down to attend _the wake.

s SR

akes

\SO g0 on down to banana valley
Go on down to meet your fate
, "/ Go.'on down to banana valley

: juse we're saying goodbye to them all
i o , S - 2here’ll be no promotions this side of the ocean $ o
¢~ . But'when you go down, down, down, you:bette} learn to hate. - So while we are here, bless them all. B
T wo FLEsal = . B . 1 T o ..
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_ Heres To The Regular AF =
(MY BONNWTHEBG%M

"In peace time the regulars are happy
In peace time they're happy to serve
But let them get into a fracas L
And they'll call out the goddamn reserves

CHORUS

~Call out, call out -

_ Call out the goddamn reserves, reaerves
Gail out, call out

' Oh, call out the goddamn reserves -

,Here s to the regular _ﬁl: Force
. They have such a wonderful plan

They call up the goddamn reseryist ‘
:Whenever the shit hits the fan -

" They call up every old pilot

~ They call up every young man

The reservists they go to Ubon

R

'ﬁe can

‘Qh, the hangman wore a mask, fuck ’ ‘em all

v - The regulars stay in Japan L

.. Here’s to the regular Air Force

PR S Ss

."Wlth medals and badges galore ;
If it weren't for the goddamn reservists
- Their ass would be dragging the floor

CHORUS TWO:

 Fight on, fight on

’vFight on regular Air Force
Fight on, fight on
Fight on, fight on

~ Fight on regular Air Force

" Fight on ‘

"s~:“

What a silly fucking ass, so fuck ° em all

Oh, my name is sammy Sm {}. 1, fuck ’em all,

Cﬂg: my name is Sa 5 it fr;eé Iemnlanh Lo i
my name is &my mall, a only have one all
But it’ & better than none at ali. so fuck 'em all

. Oh,, they say I kﬁw@ a mm;, fw:k em all,

Oh, they say I killed a man, fuck 'em all,

- They say I shot him in the head, with a fucki
_Now the silly fucker’s desd, 8o fuck ’em " “f ing piece of lead

vy (}h, they say I'm going to s' nga.ﬁuck em all
2 Oh, they say I'm going to. sgzmg.

Back ‘em all

, they say I'm going to swi

hat a. smy fucking thing, 80 uck em all
. -3

Gh‘; that parson he will come, 80 fuck * em all

Ohy that parson he will come, so fuck ’em all

Oh, that arson he will come, with his tales of kingdom come

hove ‘em up his bum, so fuck ’em all

Oh,; the hangman wore a mask, fuck ‘em all
Oh; the hsngman wore a mask, :Eer his silly fucking task

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

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

Qh, the sheriff will be there too, with hxs silly fucking crew
ey've got fm:k all else te do, so fuck ’em all

s} w Molly in the crowd, fuck em all
1 saw Molly in the' cmwd fuck ’em all
1 saw Molly in the crowd and I felt s0 fuckmg proud
That I shouted right out loud, fuck ’em all

Om the hwgmm pulled the rope, fuck ’ ‘em all
Oh, the hangman pulled the rope, fuck 'em all

Oh, th nan pulled the rope, thought it was a fucking joke
Now my goddamned neck is broke, so F-U-C-K -E-M A-L-L.

—_— 13 —
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The Little Grey Rat
Ob, the pale moon shone on the bar room floor
The bar was closed for the night
Then out of his hole came the little grey rat
And he sat in the pale moonlight .
He lapped i.ip the liquor on the bar room floor e N
And back on his haunches he sat . i

And all through the night you could hear him shout
Bring on your goddamn cat .

Battle Hymn

We ﬂy our fucking phantoms at ten thausand fuekmg feet

We fly our fucking phantoms through the rain and snow and siee
And though we think we're flying south

We're flying fucking north .

And we make a fuckmg Iandfall on the fxrth» Qf fuckmg forth

CHORUS bk &
Glory, glory what a hell‘a#a%y_tedw—g%owg}orywhata*

way to die ;
Glory, glory what a hellava way to die, g!ory, glory what ah—llava
way to die’ , T
ﬂ,,_(INSERT LAST LINE OF EACH VERSE) '

. You can &ei,t by the smeii t&m she mn't felhng well,
‘;“_'. When the en& of the j” ]

i },F‘er its’ ﬂi,%i, Hee, in
SISTER! JUNIOR! BA ‘
‘Now ere you go, the blog ‘

 When the end of the m

We fly those fucking. phantoms at fuck all thousand feet:
’We fly these fucking phantoms through the trees and corn and wheat
And though we think we fly with, skill

We fly with fucking luck :

“But we don't give a fucking damn or care a fucking fuck

RS

: ‘We are the boys they ! | out to die,
" ILosm bnédaes while boozin’

We fly those fucking phantoms at ten thousand fucking feet

E}p in headquarters they yell and they shout, ,
We fly those fucking phantoms through rain and snow and sleet 'talki % of things they know fuck all about; | -
And though we think we're flying up. , : % 3
We're flying fucking down ' - 'We @’ #ﬁf boys whe fly high in the sky, 3 : 3 ;‘k
. And we bust our fucking asses when,we hxt the fuck:ng greund Eosin W while Wﬂ* 53 e
‘ : — 14 — o i > & =~ 19—
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- She could do tricks that would give a
v"yRoll green peas from her fundamenta]
“Turn a double back flip and catch ’em

 Finicule, Finjeula -

Last night I st#yed up late to masturbate,

It felt so good—-I knew it would,

Last night I stayed up late to beat my meat, .
It was so nice--I did it twice.

You-—--should really see- me on the shart'st;%kea.
It feels so good, I use my’f’hand, ) ‘ )
You--~—must really catch f':'ne on the long strokes, .
It feels so neat, I use my feet, '

Shakext, -Brea'.k‘ it, beat '_i4t'onﬂthe flobii'ii‘,,-_‘

that fucking ié‘éra}}d;
But for all around enjoy.

Lo R
- - . .

Mary Anne Byrnes
Maﬂ;y Aune Igyrnea was the Queen ofvﬁl'ivtvi';;:z;rc;_ﬁaté,. |
cat the shits,”
orifice, .

She’s a great big sonofabitch, twice as big as me,
Hair on her ass like branches on a tree,

She can shit, piss, fight, fuck,

Fly a plane, drive a truck,

Mary Anne Byrnes is the girl for me!

 Smash’it, bash it, thrust it thru the door;.” -t
~_ Some people seem to think

PR ¥ P

ment I prefer to use n;y hand -

EERS

on her tits, -

And the grave swill

Two brass balls,

s :
. Four cock suckers,
ok .

Yy

Fw& mother fuckers,: =

Six sacks of shit, -

.4 e

'Now when the bad weather keeps the ships down,
. All the way we ean here this :
Attention all pilots, now listen to this; .

- There’ll be a short ‘meeting, that you dare not miss.

The Twelve Days

horrible sound,

Three french ticklers, .

‘Nine nipples dripping,
<:%I‘en twats a-twitching,
ja . ;Elev% lesbiang licking, .
& {Twelve testies throbbing,

e
- G g -
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Top of Old Hanoi
On top of old Hanoi, all covered with flak,

o~ . 1 lest my poor wingman, He'll never come back,
- . - For flying is pleasure, and dying is grief,

~ - And a quick triggered co

mmie, is worse than a thief,

“For a thief will just rob you, and take all that you have,
But a quick triggered commie will send you to the grave,
. And will destroy you, and turn you to dust,
Not one MIG in a thousand, a Phantom can trust.

. On the----~day of Christmas, = L N 2
~ My true love gave to me, - <
. A hand job in a pear tree.

Py
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Sammy . Small - The Great Fucking Wheel " .
(SEA version) ' Tk An airman told me before he died, '
» And I don’t think that the bastard lied,
O, come round us fighter pilots, fuck ’em all, - That he had a wife with a cunt so wide,
O, come round us fighter pilots, fuck ’em all, R | That she could never be satisfied.
O, we fly the goddamn plane, Ly '
Through the flak and through the rain, : ' i So he invented a prick of steel, .
And tomorrow we’ll do it again, so fuck ’em all. : : ’ Driven by a g{eﬂt lf't;i:kli&:lg wi}xfel, , .
. ; o -~ Two brass balls all filled with.cream -
O, they tell us not to think, fuck ‘em all, - L . S : v
O, they tell us not to think, fuck 'em all, - \ : And the whole fucking thing was driven by steam.
O, they tell us not to think, :
Just to dive, and just to jink, . i Round and round went the great fucking wheel,
LBJ’s a goddamn fink, so fuck ’em all. - E R In and out went the prick of steel, -
0, we bombed MuGi pass, fuck ’ i ‘ Until at last thﬁh miai en crffwii - _ A
, : ulsia pass, fuck ‘em all, ”] h, h, I'm satisfied.” ’ ’ L
O, we bombed MuGia pass, fuck 'em all, : | A Enough, enoug ™ satistied.. ‘ .
O, we bombed MuGia pass, 4 b ) \ ' — s
Though we only made one pass, . ' , R But now we come to the bitter bit, ‘ _ .
They really stuck it up our ass, so fuck ’em all. 4§ There was no way of stopping it, .
; ‘ % % - ' She was spilt up from ber ass to her tit, i
O, we’re on a JCS, fuck ’em all, And the whole fucking thing was covered with shit.
8,‘ we're on a JCS, fuck ’em all, ) = | . L ’ :
» they sent the whole damn wing, ' S 1 o . . ' N
Probably half of us will sing, : co 2 Plcadllly .
What a silly fucking thing, so fuck ’em all. BRI ‘
Monday I touched her on the ankle,

O’ we lost our fucking way, fuck ’em all,

O’ we lost our fucking way, fuck 'em all,

O, we strafed goddamn Hanoi,

Killed every girl and boy,

What a goddamn fucking joy! so fuck ’em all.

Tuesday I touched her on the knee,

Wednesday with success, I lifted up her dress, : -
. Thursday, her chemise, Gor Blimey, .
| Friday I put me hand upon it, )
| Saturday night she gave me balls a tweak,
¢ And Sunday after supper, I rammed the old boy up her,

0, bird got all shot up, fuck ’ 11, )
By bizd cop all Shop P, fuck ‘em a And now 1 get it seven days a week.

O, my bird got all shot up, fuck 'em all,
O, my bird it did get shot,

And Ul probably cry a lot, | - Chorus: I don’t want-to join the Army,

But I still think that it’s shit hot, so fuck ’em all. ‘ 1 don't want to ;o to war, 4

While I'm swinging in my chute. fuck ’em all, : i ‘, %i}\ﬁf:x\?f?tﬂt::: }L:Z?r%ir? f: “u‘}df\ I;zc:;:ll‘lzllisguﬁzig!‘Ounfiﬁ-
While I'm hanging in my chute. fuck ’em all, . 4 : ﬁon’tbwam a bullet !fp e ‘arseg hole ~ R
g)h;f:s Itgstgﬁg;e?uéii :;Y tg};;;te, : : s Don’t want me buttocks shot away, .
Hangs a medal on my root, so FUCK EM ALL. ] . I'd rather be in England, In jolly jolly England

And fornicate my bloody life away.

- — 22 ' 93—
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Fr:lgb gin In The nggm

- It was on the good ship Venus
My God you shouid have seen us
The figurehead was a whore in bed

And the mast a rampant penis.

Chorus;

Friggin in the riggin, fnggm in the riggin
There’s fuck all else to do

The captain of the lugger
He was a dirty buggar )
He filled his ass with broken glass

And c1rcumcxsed the skipper.
Chorus:

The captain’s wife was Mabel

Aﬁd whenever she was able-

She'd fornicate with the second mate
Upon the galley table

Chorus;

The captain had a daughter
And she fell into the water
Delighted squeals reveuled that eels

Had found her sexual quater.
Chorus:

— 24 —

The Great Bloody Ball

Cherus;

H'i dee ya last nickt

~ H'i dee ya doo

. | The man tha’ ha’ ya last nickt
T - Can not ha’ ya nut.

There was friggin in the bedrooms
‘Friggin in the picks

You could net hear the music
'For the swishing of the pricks.
'Chorus

: 'vTh‘ere was friggin in the parlor

‘¥ ~ Friggin on the stairs - : -
% You could not see the carpet

1 For the cunts and curly hairs.

3 Chorus.

IThe farmer's wife and she was there
Bhe kept us all in fits

ésumping off the mantel piece

%&bounciixg on her tits,

ﬁ)horusz

he gmrsons wxfe and she was there
h did not do very much

e

-‘H i Sy
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With a bed of roses in her hair

A carrot up her cunt
Chorus;

The village postman he was there
‘He had a dose of pox

He could not fuck his lassy

So he fucked the letter box
Chorus:

The village idiot he was there
Acting like a fool

Pulling his foreskin over his head
A’whistlin through his tool.
Chorus:

- The chimney sweep an’ he was there

We had to throw him oot (out)
For every time he farted

He filled the room with soot,
Chorus:

“And when the ball was over

And all went home to rest
We all enjoyed the music

But the friggin was the best.
Chorus:

—_ 26 —
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Cruising Over Hanoi

We were cruising over Hanoi
Doin four and lfi‘i‘ﬁy per-

- When I called to my flight leader,
Oh\ won’t you help me sir?

T “SAMS” m hot and heavy,

' Th& MIGS are on our ass,

Take us home flight leader
vPlease don’t make another pass.

CHORUS Hai&elujia—Haileiuna'
x Throw a nickel in the grass
Save a fighter pilot’s ass

a o Hallelujia -~ Hallelujia!

Throw a nickel in the grass
Aned you'll be saved.

LJ'. rolled into my bomb run

'/Trymg to set the pipper rights

Whea a SAM came off the launch pad,
And headed for our flight

Thexa number two informed me

“Hey four, you'd better break!”

1 racked that goddamn plane so hard
h made the whole thing shake.
CCBORUS

1 started my recovery,

‘¥

It seemed things were all right,
hen I felt the damndest impact .
$aw ‘a blinding flash of light.

(. — 21 —
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We held the stick with all our might
Against the binding force,

Then number two screamed.out at us
“Hey four you've had the course!”

CHORUS

I screamed at my back seater,

“We'd better punch on out-

Ejects Eject. you stupid shit”

In panic I did shout.

1'didn’t wait around to see

If Joe had got the word,

I reached between my legs and pulled,
And took off like a bird.

CHORUS

As I descended in my chute

My thoughts were rather grim,
Rather than be a prisoner

I'd fight them to the end. :
I hit the ground and staggered up
And looked around to see,

And there in blazing neon

Hanoi Hilton welcomed me. .

CHORUS

(Slowly)

The moral of this story is

when you're in Package Six,

You'd better goddamn look around
Or you'll be in my fix.

I'm a guest at Hanoi Hilton

With luxury sublime .

The only thing that's not so great-—
I'll be here a long -- long — time.

CHORUS

Al
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'These Things Remind Me of You

'ji”e#i pounds of titty in a loose brassiere,

A fwat that twitches like a moose’s ear,
Ejéculatxons in my grass of beer;

’%‘hase foolish things remind me of you.

js. naked photograph of Liberace,

’%‘he way you softly whisper suck-a-hatchi,
ﬂyphlytic scars that make your face so blotchy;
'Ilfhﬁse foolish things remind me of you.

=N - .

i

A pubic hair in my breakfast roll,

Iﬁle smelly odor of your pungent hole,
TtPe way you wrap your thighs around my pole;

ﬂ:}esa foolish things remind me of you.

A dirty whore strolling down the street,

bhmdy Kotex in the: rumbleseat,
I tl:ove my poontang but I beat my meat;

Th‘ese foolish things remind me of you.

| i
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