


The Crusader IZyvmmal

TIE CTUS.DTR'S TIGH. SAIG  (Tune:Green Beret)

CRUS"DEES in the sky

Charlie Cong prenare to die
Rolling in with snake znd nape
God creztes but ve cremate

ilorth of Khe S:hn we did go
Then the TAC said from below
it my smoke znd you uill find
The NVi are in a2 bind

I care in at 1070 fret

T saw them bastords bezting feet
2ut they couldn't run half as fast
As my pipper was on their ass

They counted casuvalties til ten

The final count wvas 1000 men

lo more they'll pillage, kill, znd rape
Cause we fried em with the Hape

CRIS.Y CRITYLES!!

TIT: CRUS.DERS LIV H Uritten in the re-dy ven by Dick Hess
, Lun Decastro, and Fosy Greer

They came screaming from the sun

here was work to be done

Their sturdy craft were manned by Szaring few
1"ith their swords raised on high

ind’a chzllanze in their eye

Tvias the fearless crews of 122

The troops there were wziting

They're chcnces faeding

Their hopes of gzetting out wsre growing few
Then a thunderous roar vas heard
Czme a screaming silver bird

Twas the feorless crews of 122
The bombs came raining in
Casting death upon the wind

The enemy w:s finally subdued
i s the jets were pulling out

You could hear ths troopers shout

It's the fearless crews of 122
So let all you who hear

In places far and nezr
Sing praises of the gallund wren who flew
iind ¢s they scream into the sun
VWith another job well done
The I7.RIFRSS CIo's @ 122



The Cruscde - Hymzl

. e

You tuke 2z 1l2¢g from sowe old t.lz i _,../L g
You t:%- x ~.rm {rom som~ o0ld ch.ir e ;
You t k- a n-ck from soue 0ld Lotila -1, ~ 27
in¢ from = horsesass you take = 1it le “wiw i\ \_‘-Tﬁ
Them you sut theom 21l to - ther with 2 1itile s3it wnd ”1uc _ i}
énéd I zet mor- lovin fpom th:ot pod-dummed oY
dumny than I ever got from you NN
TEsEREEE G et out and ualk .

I

-—

MARY JAIL BARIES

hary Jane Barnes - as Llhe queen of =211 %the icroo.ts

She coula 6o tricks that - 111 ¢ive the Delloi's shits

She could shoot zrren peas out 0¢ her fund.ncnval orifice

Do 2 couble-somerszult and. c=tch e on her tits

She's a grect oiz son-of-a-hitch tuice =2s big os me

Shz's got hair on her cs3 like bronches on ¢ tree

She cin run,lizht,favt Tuck, fly = pline, and ariva o truck.

The's the kind of girl thai's zonnu nrry me ,
MARY DASH TWO =

I lovo to see Mury nake water

She can ee such & be utiful streeunm

Qhe can vee for a mile unt o Q1ther : —
L nd you con't sze her as- for thz cteun S
é’l
\
AY
I'M LOOKING UNLER .
I'm looking wuncer = éress wnd roncer vy I acver looksc b..ove

Firs. cow= Lhe unkles nd ihen core the knires

Tehn co-e the zntics wnd ther o oy in the brreze

Fo urs explaining iho ons yemaining

Is somolhineg “e 211 adoic

I'm looking unéar z Gress and woncek why I nevei looked bofore

MRS MURPHY

Ilanzg it in wvour ear Mrs. Murphy -

For it only »:ri-hs = . u.rtew of : pound
It's wot hair aroun¢ ils nzek like = turkey .
A nag it s2its when you rub it up and dovn
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The Cruscder ii-mmzl

Vas IT YU W0 DID THE PUSL'N

ag it you who aic ihe sush'n
Put tke st.ins uson the cush'n
Toot :rints on the cishbourd u :=de dovn?

V&5 1t you whosa sly wood pecler

G ot into my ~irl Ribceea? Lo
Ifit v s, you'd botter leav e tihis tom el
Ly : '

Yes, It was I +ho cid tha push'n A !
fut th~ ~t ins uson Lo cush'n ' vl v/
Toot »rinus on b dasli oard unsife dom v 0T

Tver sinca I laio rour caugntzr
I've huda troubls :ass'n vater
G vess velll e2ll it even 211 arcund!

DTHUSTIUM.— W a JCIELT LOVE SCIG

In dzys of 216 therc lived = i: «de, who alwars ¢id & roaring iLrade
prostltute of 111 rc:ute, ih» b rlot o? Jerusalem

CQCGU?. 411 hasl HWethus:lun, the harlst of Jerus:len
A 11 hcil Methwsclum, the dauthier of the rabbi

Fethuselum was = ully vitch, a dirty whore, 2 som of a bitck
sond 211 the peters they 4id iteh that can~lea in Uethuselum

C ..U

lethus~lum's hole 'as round and red, for forty reass it maé not vled
It suellsd just like it v beewm Coad sivce Lo founding of Jewnszita

CHUT®

And “then thive 1ivad 4 siant tall who —ith “is oick could dust a wall

L

Ho'd forniczted necarly all t-e hirlots of Jeruszlon

CLiO5Us -
Them onc cay Fnthuselun took ihr ~iint to & shzCy nook
A'n¢ fron Mi= ponts i~ seter toolr the ovide of all Jerus.len

.y

TR RS

Thz sen of . biyeh -as under-luns, 2~ risseé her cunt und hit her cung
A nC @ourd th~ seceds oi mwany 2 =on in Whe zrs-hole ol jicthus~lum

Cir.r i

Hethus~lwn al sy kn~' ber writ, ¢he jpucker uz und let o fart
L ble bim 1ive 2 Bloar durt ovar thr celle of Jerurulom

”




The Crusader Hymnal
YELLQ! ROSE @@ 0l

There's a yellow rosc in Henoi
tho loves a fizhter creu

She runs the Hanoi Ililton

She longs to welcone you

Her father's n=me is Ho Chi linh
Ile haz a long goutee

And if you greet him nicely
He'll let you stay for free

Chorus:

Her eyes cre shzped like almonds
And I'11 give you a hunch

Try not to neet her family

Cause theyfre 2 nasty bunch

Fish heads and rice for breuakfast
Fish heacs and rice for tea

As long as they don't catch us
I'o fish cnd rice for me.

th, you may fly a Fhantom

G you may fly a Thud

But if you fly to Hanoi

Then list en to me, Bud

You mzy talk of girls in Bangkok
Qr Frisco Bay! :nd such

Ent the Yellow Rose of Hanoi

Is just a bit too much

Chorus

TIERE AIZ 1O FIGITER PILOIS DA LY HLDLL
(Tune : California)

(h there cre no fighter pilots down in hell
() there are no fighter pilots dowm in hell
The place is full of queers, navigators, bombardiers
But there are no fighter pilots dovm in hell

Of there are no fir Torce pilots in the fray

(h there are no iir Force pilots in the fray
They'!re all in US(Cs, vearing ribbons, fancy clothes
4nd there are no Lir Force pilots in the fray.

& there are no Navy pilots in the scrap
(h there are no Navy pilots in the screp
They're all in B{N's reading Mav iir Neus
And there zre no Nuvy pilots in the scrap.

(h there zre no fighter pilots in the states

(h there are no fighter pilots in the states

They're all on foreign shores, making mothers out of vhores
(h there are no fighter pilots in the states,

.



The Crusader lymal
GIVE :T UZZRATIIS

[ 000: N -
Uaandn -

Cive me operations, way out on some lonely atoll
For I am too young to die, I just wanta grow old.

Don't give re an old Shooting Star

She flys like a liodel-T car

She flew i n Ko rea, de gives & diarrhea
Don't give me an old Shooting Star

CII(RUS

Don't give me an 86-D

'ith rockets, radar, and AB

Shel!s fast, I don't care, she blows up in mid air
Don't give me an 86-D

CIICRUS

Don!t give me a one double oh
To drop bombs all over the foez
She's trim and she's neat, but she’=s now obsolete
Don't give me & one double oh

CH@RUS

Don't give ne licDonnell's Voodoo '

There's nothing that she will not do

She 1l really pitch up, she?ll make you throu up
Don'!t give me licDonnellts Voodoo

CI:(RUS

Don't give me an F-105

Cause I love being alive

She's great for attack, she soads up more flak
Don't give me an F-105

CIIRUS

Dontt give e an old F4D

With a nsvigator flying with me

Her diheoral®s neat, but shefs gota back seat
Dontt give re an old T/D

CH@®RB

: BYE BYE CIERRY
h, back her ass ag ainst the wall here I come balls ond all,
Bye bye cherry. A )
Cth, she came once and I cams tuwice, lloly jurping Jesus Christ,
Cherry bye bye.



The Crusader HEymal
¥ KD H.VEK (Plue Heaven)

When evening draws nigh, and rassion runs high
I hurry to my red haven,

i 1ittle red light, a turn to the right

Will lead you to my red haven,

You'll see a smiling face on a pillow case

A smile devine

Tororrow night she's soms other guy's

But tonit she's mine.

Just #olly and ne, there’ll never be thres,
'e're careful in ny red haven.

O'RIIEY!'S DAUGITER

As I was sittin' in O'riley's bar

Listening to the tales of blood and slaughter
Came a thought into my mind

Thy not shag O'Riley?s daughter

CIIIRUS

Iiddley i ee, Tiddley i oo

Tiddley i ee for the one ball Riley
Rig a jig jig, balls and all

Fub a dub 9‘ub snag on

I grabbed that she bitch by the ass
Then I slung my left leg over
Shagged and shagged cnd I shagged sowe more
Shagged 'til all the fun was over
CHRUS
Then came a knock upon the door
+nd vho should it be but her Goddaummed fether
Two horse pistols by his side
Lookin!. for the guy who shagzed his daughter
CII'FUS ¢
I grabbed thait bastard by the ags
Shoved his head in a pail of vater
Rammed those pistols vp his ass
4 dammed sight further than I shagzed his daughter
CLORUS :
As I go walking dovm the sdreet
People shout from every corner
There gces the God dammed son of a bitch
The guy v ho shagged O'Riley’s daug:ter
CiITRUS ¢
RACTHG TIRWGH THZ RSICH
Racing thru the Keich, in a black liercedes Tenz,
Dom the Autoven, on our way to France,

Down thru Luxumbourg, all the way to Frague,
Yhen we get to Paris, France, we'll kick those éirty Grogs

10



The Crusader Hymal
CID KiTE

How old Kate vas a school parm, vay out West
Ti11 she decided she liked fuckin! best
ITow she'd fuck ! em all, and fuck for keeps and pile her victens up 3In heaps
Now, down from the mountains, from Helf-lss Creek came a blue-balled
bastard name piss-pot Pete.
How ole? Pete had 40 pounds of suinging meat
And vhen he stretched it out upon the bar, it stretched from thar to thar,
(Hand movements)

Now ole! Kate lmew she'!d met her fate, but to back out now was just
too late,

A1l the people went to the mounteins to gapin their seat
to watch ole! Petas
sink his m2at
How Katel!s broad ass lo- .  the ground for miles around,
She tried shunts and fronts, and double shunts and tricks unlmowm to
other cunts,

Then she made one mistake, mind ye, just one,

I'11 never forget that God-awful day, when they nailed her tits to the
shit-house door and pickled her ass
in z2lcohol and set it in the city hall,

o soap, this side of hell could get out that Cod-awful smell,

SHAKE SHIT
TI YI YIPrEE

Chorus: Ti Yi Yinpee yippee yay, ylppee yay
Come a ti yi yippee yippee yay

I jumped for thes=addle, the saddle wasn't there

5o I rammed 8 inches up the old ¢ ray ma re

I vent dowm to the cellar to get a glass of cider
There sat a tedbug jackinz off a spider

I vent upstairs to get a glass of gin
There sat the bedbug jackin! off again

I said look here jack this won!t do
So I sat doom and jacked off too

he last time I saw her -nd I haven't seen her since
She was jackin'! off a big one t hrough a barbed wire fence

The last time I seen her she was floabing down the stream
With her ass blowin' bubbles and her cunt a puffin' steam

¥lell I laid her in the kitchen upon the floor

dnd the wind from her ass blew the cat out the door
Iscrewed her stand’n and Isreuved her lying

If she'd & had wings I'da screwed her {lyin?

G OOD?LADIES({ould you believe — HIGHT)

1



The Crusaders Hymmal
1T STIGING 1DIEGIA

Your son got killed today

He bought the farm Ha Ha,

He flew his F-4B right into Subic Bay

V'hile flying high and far

(h his horizon bar

He vent dovm spimming, turning descending, ‘wvay too fast,
Upon recovery, quite accidentally

He had 2 rendevous with a Friendly Sparrow III
: (Iﬁ.use) ® &8 O © e o FIX N—A"-VY

Dedicat = to the USS RWGER
DQI'T CRY LaDY

Don't cry lzdy

1112 buy your God-Dam pencils
Don't cry lady

I'1]1 buy your flovers too

Don!t cry lady

Take off those dark browm glasses
Hello mother, I lmew it was you

THE BLUE STAR
{Tuncs I~ Bonnie )

Take the blue slar out of the window mother
Replace it with one made of Gold

Your son was a good BiR man

He died in a vhore house in Seoul, tough shit

Chorus:

Tough shit, tough shit

He died in a vhore house in Seioul, tough shit
Tough shit, tough shit

He died in a wvhore house in Seioul, tough shit

Take the blue star out of the vindow mother
Replace it with 2z pold one instead

Your son just got hit by a mortur

Tt blew off his whole fucking head, tough shit

Chorus:

Take the blue star out of the window mother
Replace it with one made of brass

Your son was an F23 driver

Tho yesterday busted his ass, tough shit

Chorus ¢

Take the blue star out of the window mother
Your son hasn't go t en y nerve

He says he‘’s defending his country

But he's just a God-Damm reserve, tough shit

kel



The Crusi:ders Hirwnul
TWEINE DaysS of TET

Ch the Tirst Czv of tet

My Marino gave to .e

A hand iod in o GV

SeconG Day-—~Two orass bald s
Third Day——~Three u-=1ly Bams
rouvryy Jay-—-Tour bloun tires
Tifth Doy——Tiv- davs in hacl
Six.l: Day--— Six cays of duty
Scveath Duy—- Seven O'dark thiriv's
Fighth Day— ~ Zight suelly skivies
Minth Day--- ine gooks-u-g:mming
Tenth Dzy -~ Ten TPQ 's

Tleventh Dayvi—Lleven AQM s
Twelth Day-—— Ticlve Drippy Dicks

PLASTIC MAAY

d'h, I don't c r~ i7 it rcins or froezrs, long s I ~ot iy »lastic Jesus,
Sittin on tho dzsh bhoard of ny cur.

I con't ca ve i¥ V¢ ro.ds 7ot hiiry, lons s & zobl my pluctic =ry,
Sittin on the dash ho.ra of -+ car.

You don't rve te ratch -our behavi r lons e rou ot & suction Savior,
ittin on L2z d.rl to . o vou v car ,

JulUS SAVES

Chriet mule " in the Jdirst n:tion:l hank
Christ wuts Bis .on v in the “irst nitional bunk
nrist sute 3 ) Tirst n.iional bink
Josus saves, Jocus saves, Jotus sive,,

e 1li’e 7u.rdé &t our col
he life guard st our ool
e life zua 16 &t ou: ool

Chrisl »ul%c on :riter -e!
Christ :'ulks on witer o
Chri=¢ walke on .. ter he'ls tr

BUTTERBEANS

J. st a bol of butlavorans

Pass the corntread if vou plousc

I con't vant no colorsé greens

411 T wvent is @ bowl of bulterbeans,

To the Bigzest Butt v Bean of thew all — JACK PRCT@R



11ne vrusaaer llyUmJ-
STEIT TIE 3% (Tuneslake The Town)

Strafe the town end kill tae people, Its the only thing to do
Set your gunsights residentizl, You'll get more kills if you do
Drop the mapelm in the schooly:rd, see the children run und shout
Note the mass hysteria, as they try to put it out

Drop your snakeyes in the tem»nle, see the zigsers in the blast

iatch them tram:le one another as they try to save their zss

Shoot your zunis at the sanpzn, pull up cuick to miss the fire
BiBY W U'T YU LIGHT vY TL:S -

T CEANS A FEN't SiTE STiGFE (Iie Flies Throuch The Aiw)

Oh they fly through the air with the .reatest of ease
Those darling young men in their 1-4Es
They scatter their bomb loazds all over the seas
ind the oceuns aren't safe anymore
FEFRALI: The pilot pears throush his bombsight
‘nd the bompbs tumble dowm in a roar
e says were on turget tonight sir
Tor I'm sure that's the earth down below

&T 't GO

Off we go into the wild blue yonder---CRi SH

4 nchors aweigh my boys-—SPL i SH i
Over Hill, Over Dale, &s we hit the Dusty Trail— COUGH, COUGH COUCH
From The Halls of iontezumz-—-TAKE 1Y FICIUREL]

TIE G ECTEY STARE  (Tune: John Brovm's 2ody)

o used to ovm a grocery store

lle used to hang his meat upon the outzide of the aoor

A 11 the little children coning home from scheool would shout
Hey your pork is hanging out

1% TO.ST

iere's to the , the , e s
Heres to the , uhe Best of them 21l

He eats it, he ocats it, lle often ristreats iv,
Th herels to the he best of them 211

SLLE O Y

Shame on you, Shame on you

Y ou just szid a dirty word
Skinoert!s gonna get you
Skinper's gonna get you
Skicper's gonna have your ..SS!

fage 1L



DO YOUR BALLS HARG LOW

Tiddle -:inks young san, get & girl if you con

I you cun't zet a ::1rl cet 2 clean ola man

Troa the 1lofty heights of Malta to the shores of old Gibralter
Cen you do a c.oubl:‘ shuf{le ith your balls in a cun

Do yo ur bulls hane lov do #A€vy Swimt te amd fro
on you tiz fem in a knot can you tiz fem in z bow
Can you swing 'em o'er your choulcer like & europts

Do your bulls hang low

solaier

chorus

Do your b:1ls hang tizht, con you hide ‘em in a Iignt

' Lo o SRS
Can you tuck 'em 'neath yo ur ara can you kz-g 'em oul of harm
Ave thoy tourh snou~h to buclls un another muns kruckle

Do your balls hang tight
Cit Ly~

Do your bclls hwnt locose z=s loase os & goose

Can you slice 'em down the hall, can you bounce 'em off a V'all
Docs it really make vou stameer when you hit 'em with & hamcer
Do your bulls hanz loose

Ci; 5 U3

Do your b:lls heng dowm, vay Cown to the ground

C:n you slice 'em on the ice czn you ccack 'em in a vice
Does it m:ke youxr ‘breath coue quick when you stick 'em with
Do your bualls hung down

a pick

TWE GREAT FUCKING WwHEEL

A sailor 10ld me us he died

I lnow not wheather tho bistard licd
e huc & wife with twail so wWide
Thet she could never be satisfisd

CHORUS: srumgh chugchuy
srumsh chug chug

lle fastensd himsclf a gveat fucking wheel
Fastenec it Lo & pricl of sizel

Tuo hulls ol brasg he {illzd with ccream

4tnG: the whole fuckingz +ssue was vun by stean

Ct ¥ U3: arum; b ehg chu{;

irounc. and ground went that gyezt Fucking wheel
In and oul went teet prick ol steel

Until at lust the maiden ciricd daomesy

Tarry aubhile I'm» sat isfied

ooy 15
Continucd on next pagze



S G T UCYTTG 3 L (continucd)

The Crusacder IIrmnal

Ieii thic is the tale af the great orbit
There was nc method = stop in' it

The naicé wac torn fror twat to tit

nc the whele Tudkins i-suc went uz in shit

¥ DLLIT Do JLIVG
(Re¢ Fiver Valley)

Oh your uss is 1lilc z - tove piue Tellie ddrling

And the ni;oles on vour tits are turning frzen
Therel's a thouszand lknats aboundiing roun: your a-shole
Your're the vzlicst fucking hiteh I've ever seen

There's @ yard of lint arotruding from your navel
‘aen you ziss you piss 8 st ream as green as g rass
There's enough wzx in vour ears to make 2 cundle
So vy not make one Goay, gné shove iU up our &ss.

S TIT LHGELITL

Way coun in E1 Paso, vherc horse shit is doep
And scldier bors wander vhils Maxicuns sleep
Lies sveet Ang-linz the girl I adore

Tnot rough fucking, cock sucking Mexicun uhere

Chorus

Sucet Angcling , my lnceline

i’y love Tor you will a~ver die

Svcet Angrlina, my Angelina

Trat rourh fuclking, cork sucking Mexdcun whore

Crorus

She'll fuclk you, <bc'll suck you

Sie'11 chew on your nuts

and }§ yvour not careful she'll suck oul your guis
1 hat cueet v&’#ﬁ/—iﬁf the girl I adove

Thet roush fucking, cock sucking Maxiean where

THE PALE Mook
I'.5 not #re pale rwoon tiuit ercites me
Thot thnills wnd dalights Ae, ch ng, .
It's your =es, It-= your ass, It's your big fat ess!

16



A4 LIVSAOCYT liyhdlael
UGS (F GOID (Tune: Bye Bre Blackbird)

Hings of Gold, bars of brass

Tou can shove thnem un your ass

Bye Bye Navy

Ue don't give a shit for you

Y oulve got a uife I'd like to screw
Bye Bye Hcvy

Ho one in this outfit underst nds me

Look at all the bull shit they all hand me
!ings of Gold, bars of bress

You can shove them up your ass

Ta¥y Bye 2ve

10 FIIESTRQY BAT IAKE
(Tune: & Top Of 01d Smokey)
Ten miles from batlzke
A11 covered with flack
I lost my poor wingman
Hetll never core back

low flying?s a pleasurs

But crashing is grief

For a gquick-triggered comtie
Is worse than a thief

A thief will just rob vou
And take vhat you have

But & quick-triggered comwie
17111 lead you to the grave

The grave will decay you
and turn you to dust
Not one !'IG in a thousand
A Thantom can trust

They' 1 chase you and kill you
Aind feeo out more lead

Than cross ties on a railroad
Ce 14IGs overhead

For the plmes they vill splatter
ind the pilofs will die

Youfll stay in I Corps

ind never more fly

The moral of this story
Cen plainly be seen
Stay east of Ol!' Diego
Be a statesice iiarine

17



R T T T S S L L e

THE VO rECKER SGIG
(Tune : Dixie)
T stuck my finger in the wood pecker hole
And the wood pecker said, "God darm your soul,"
Take it out, take it out, take it out, Remove it,

I took =y finger from the wood pecker's hole
in d the wood pecker said, "God dam you soul.
Put it back, put it back, put it back, replace it.

I replaced my finger in the vood pecker!s hole
And the vood secker said, "God damn your soul.
Turn it around, turn it arocund, turn it around, revolve it.

I revolved. my finger in the woodpecker‘s hole
And the wood necker said, "God dam your soul,"
The other way, the other uyz, the other way, Reverse it,

I reversed my finger in the wood pecker's hole
and the wood pecker said, "God darm your soul,"”
Take it out, take it out; take it out. Remove it.

I -removed ry finger from the vood pecker'!s hole
and the wood pecker said, "God damm your soul,
Take a vhiff, take a whiif, take a whiff, Revolting.

VIRGD! STURGEG! (Rueben, Rueben, I've Been Thinking)

Caviar cores from the virgin sturceon
The virgin's a very fine fish..
Virgin sturgeon need no urgin!?,
Thatts vhy caviar is wy dish,

I fed caviar to my girl friend
She was a virgin tried and true
Now my girl {rlend needs no urgin!
There ain'®t notl:ing she von't do.

I fed caviar to nyy Grandpa

le was a man of ninety three

Screams and shrieks vere heard from Grandma
de had chased her up a tree,

Fed same cav iar to m y Grandma
She came down out of that tree
Then my Grandma and Grnadpa
Started to raise a family

I fed some caviar to my rooster -
If ed some caviar to my cow

Now the barnyurd sure looks funny
All the cows hav e feathers now,

18



PoIKY DI

Up in Vietnam midst high rocks and heat

The poor Viet Cong are feeling guite beat,

Tor as the 'Saders roar by overne.hd

He Xnows that his buddies all soon Ulll be dead.
Ilinky éi, hinky dinky di, hinky di, dinky ainky di,
(Repeat last line of verse,)

Ho Chi went way u» to hot old Phu Bail

His prize Commie “rmy in actlion %o spy,

He got there a half hour after the U. S.

And all that he found vas their hats, ass and chcss,.
Chorus:

Uncle lo Chi, your s‘booges have found

It just doesn't pay to invade foreign grouna

For when they disturbed the serene morning calm
They brought on the rockets, the bombs and napalm,
Chorus:

We fought at Dallang and at Chu ILai too.

4% The Sahn end Ben Hai and Citadel "U"

So heret!s to ocur pilots and herel!s to our crew
The target, the snake, and the blue P hantom Two,
Chorus:

i POX =VI.T(H IAY DYING (Tune: ly Bonnie)

& .poor - avistor lay dying

it the end of a cold winter day

His comraces had gathered around him
To carry his fragments awvay,

The airplane was piled on his breatbone
The Hlamilten was wraped 'round his head
lle vore a sparkplug on cach elbow

Tuas plain he uould shortly be dea d

ac oridh out a velve_and 2 gasket

And stirred in the sump Uhere ne lay

To mechanics vho ‘round him cume sighing
These brave parting words did he say:

Take the magneto out of my stomach

Ava the butterfly valve off my neck
Extract 2rom my liver the cronkshaft

Th erels 1ots of good. parts in this wreck.

Take the mznifold out of my larynx
Ané the cylinders out of my brain
Take the piston rods out of my kidneys
And assemble the engine again,
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CUTS AND GUTS (Tume; 1y Bonnie)
yavy pilots Lly off the big ones
dir Force pilots aren!t seen over ihe sezs
But we'lre in the God damned Marine Corrns
So ve zet these demm CVE's

CIi0'US;

Cuts and guts, cuts and suts

The guys that mzde corrievs vre nut, .re nuts
Cuts and ~uts, cuts and ~uts

The suys that fly oif them are nuts,

Ci107US ‘

The *iduay has thousnad-foot runvays

The leyte eight hundred and ten

Put we'ld not have much of 2 carrier

“ith two of ours tied cnd to enc.

ORI

Qur carrier!s nared safter an islond

sn toll that's called Sicily

If it's zize is the same us our carier
That Sostard is under the sea.

CORUS

Oar ISO's never give rowers

‘e don't even lmow they can see

They s2y =s we crash throuzh the barrier
"He was 0. K. vhen he went by ie."

CHQUS

Cur catz wlt shots are gquite hairy

Qur czizpult shots are ocuite hoiry

Qur catapult gear is red hot

It never poes off when You're wveady

ind a2lunys goes off ‘hen You're not.

Ci10.US

‘e envy the boys on the bi ones

Te'd trade in a minute or tuo

'Czause we'd like to szz those poor h.staras
Try aoinz the things that wve co.
JICEUS

Soreday vhen this fr. cas is over
ind bzck t EL Toro velll be
Yie!'ll loaa up with rockets no n=p:
“na sink &1l these cdama CU='s,

I JUST GOT ANTIER WAVE-@ (Zottle My of the Fepublic)
I hrve seen 8lov-Gip and © come-on in the groove
I have hzd 2 hiszh and fast, bhut vhots it gomna prove?
The LSO vill Kill me yet but what you gonna Go?
I'11 reke the bastard jump into the net,
Ci.ORUS
I just got another ucve-off, I just 7ot znother wave-off, .
I just zot znother wave-oif, hut I make the bastord jurp into the et
If the «<nip is on my ing he scys I'm teo wide abeum
“f he vaves pe off ageims , I'm ready ond I'm set%‘
T111 rzke the bastsrd jum» into the net. :
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I WANTED WIICS

T vanted wings 'til I got the God dam things

ifow I con't rant them anymore _

They tzought me to fly, and they sent me here to aie’

itve hud my belly full of war . o

You can leave all those rail cuts, for guys vho're oif their nuts
Distinguished {lyinz crosses Go not comcensate for losses

I vanted wings'til I got the God caimed things

I'or I don't vent ther snymore

I'11 t ake the dames vhile the rest go down in flames.

I'v e no cesire to be burned

Wy is comset cilled romonce it only mide me shit in my pants
I'm not & fighter I have learned _ .

To hell uith c11 the commie flak, I plan on gettin my ass buck
I would rather lay a dollie thzh get shot up in mig zlley

I vanted wings'til I got the God darmed things

¥ou I don't want them anymore

TQIS AND TS (F .VIATIX G\SOLLE
(Battle Hymn of the Republic)

h the flies at forty thiousand feet

th the flies ot forty thousana feet

h the flies . t Zorty trousand feet

But it only Grous a "Teebst weebst utst butst bord"
CiCswus ) -

Tons z2na tons of aviation rasoline

Tons anG toms of aviation gasoline

Toas anc toms of avietion gasoline

RBut it only dross a "Teensy vcensy bomb”

T the ¢-130 flies at ten thouscmnd feet
{1 the c-130 flies at ten thousand fcet
Oh the ¢-13C flies at ten thiousond feet
Ané it coesn't drov a God-Damn thing
CuuUS

CIraeL! rei-WWIIR
(Remblin' Wreck From Georgia tach)
Listen all you flyers I'll tell you onc «nd all
ibout an euzer pilot with wuch less beains than gall
le flev a ueary Corsair int the Horth Koreen der
le mede his fatal last mistake at the Chosin Heservior
He took off out of '"aonsan, flew north to Sudong-ni
Then shot a2 locded Qri—cart on the rozd to Koto-ni .
He char-ed his guns and looked <round for something else to do
He thouzht he'd find some turrets on the plains of Hagrru
Then a self-propelled gun in open view he sew
ilong 2z slight embenkwent =zt the bottom of = araw
7ith such an easy tarmet he didn't stop to think
It misht just be a fluk irap of the wily Commie Chink
So eazerly he dove in so deadly vas his aim
Fe Inew hc'd get his tarzet and the comuies felt the same
They got him rith the first shot he mever felt the jar
le nov lies on the votiom of the Chosin Reservoir
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VEMER H VIFG A FLICRSHO
(Tunc: Ye're Tiving o Heat uve)

There's 2 from on my fuce, ccuse I hate this fuching place,
Uhy It's alnost like being in holl,
From the way it angcars, I've been heve for a thousnad ycors,
“'hy it's clmost like biting in hell.,
Ilow there isn's any noney in the CGroup,
Cause the :lines that we fly have no poop,
ut here's a he: py note, as they crar it dowm your throat,
'e 're hoveing a Tloor.;aov, another God Daummed floorshov,
‘e're hzving =z floorshow Triday night(sec wear your Llazer),
’e’re hiving o floorshou tonicht,

,_
N |

SENE GITAY RUIID L T

'e're gonna! tear cown the bar in our tom - =00
‘ie're zonnat builé a nev bar —- FLY
2ut only one bvar 300
Three miles long-- - RLY
There'll be no v tencers in our bir BCO
‘'Te're gonnut! have hir miidS—eee oo R.Y
But our b.r maids ure gonna! weur clothes 330
izde of cellogshane —_ RAY
Beer's gonne! be fifty cents : glasseeeo-eeeeeeeBOO
‘‘hiskey's free——-- ——-- et e RAY
Cnly one to a custoer-—- 200
Serverd in buckets —_— —— eme—RAY
But the buckets have a holz in then BOO
'I‘he holes tre in the top-—--—- FAY
'‘c‘re geonna' throt all the be-r in the river——-——-——3X0
Tuen welll all go svirwming- . - SAY
i'o girls allovwed abave the first Tloor BCO
1ith their clothes onem—mmm oo —RAY
You con't t-ke our bar wzids lomz =00
They'1ll teke you Home—-———cmmicmee ——Y
You cantt sliip with sur bur meids . 500
They on't let you sleep-—-ceeme e - LY
There'll be on lovin' on the dincin' {loor—————e——-e-B"0
There'1ll be on fancin! on the Lovin'! £lo0r--————mm———m RAY

rarties muke the wvorld go 'round.
DAI'T ¥ICK 'Y ::DDOG AnOUls

Every time I go to toim, the Tellers kick my doz around
Makes no difference id P‘e is a hounc, shouncn't outha Xick iy cog ar
CHRUS :
viel' me and Luke 2nd Biil and Ted went to toim to cet sc:ze bread
‘'nile ve vere peerin' in the shop, old iicry got a big olé chop
Every time I go to towm, the girls all gather all around,
I'akes no difference if I am 2 hound,
these girls keep rmathering 11 cround

DT WORRY ABQUT 4T BULLET THAT HAS YWUR NARE G7 1% cmmee o
IT'S TRGSE THIT HWE "T0 WHEM IT MAY CONCEAN" 7 TiI THAT YU

SHUID "TNEY i3UTH*  ~AYS 1Y FiorPY¥... waddog!l!
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*THY DO THE DIUIS

CiIJRUS
‘'hy co the drums go boomn-de-boom, diddy
‘’hy 6o the drums go boom-de-bCCn, aiddy
“'hy do the drums go boom-de-bCOm, diddy
Thy co the drums go boom-de-boom, didcy

WE-L-L, I took my little girl up to lMuile

But the fuck from her drawers lmocked my bombs astray

Shel’s a fucking mother fucker but I love her so '

She's oy 1little girl from 'longapo

CIUS::

‘4'-"\?‘—:.:— »

Took 1y little girl to get a job

But the fuck from her drevers knocled the corn off the cob
[IOrUS:

-."-.ZI-L_L’

Took my 1little zirl to sce the Preacher

But the fuck from her drzvers lnocked the church off the steepler

CIORUS :

VT L-1I-L,

Took my little girl to swim =zt the beach

RBut the fuck from here dravers lmocked the sczles off the Iish
CIICRUS &

HE-I-L,

Took my 1little girl to hear-the band

But the fuck frow her dravers knocked the bcnd off the stand
CHORUS

" LiL-L,

Took my little girl to Iarry's Luir

fut the fuck “rom her dravers Xnocked la Ty off his chair

THE SAVICT OF :EHECIICO

i’y name is Pancho Villa, and I drive a Karman Gieha.
I've got the gomnoreha, I zot it fror Luciez

She gave it to e {ree-aah
zive me my boots and my s20dle
and 1 will fuck all the c.title
oive me my pills and my ‘2ter
i screoved the uronz Spainvrds dzughter.

ASHAU VLLIBDY -

Th! Uho'll carry the mzil through the fshau Valley.
FEULY: I'11 carry the mxil through the iAshau Vulley.
But there's lions in the ish-u Vallcey.

#PLY: Tuek t he lions.

You'ed fuck a lion. -

AATLY: I'cd fuck a lions .rother,

YU LIU" - 'JUICE TUCKr!!

TURT TIC TUCKI.G PAGE YU DUt B SUIT

23



The @rusader's Hymm

The ishau Valley (Cont.)
Sut thierts Indizns in the shu Valley.
Tuck the Indians,
Reply: You,ed fuck an Indian,
L'cd fucl: on Lskimo,
rieply: You cool mothcr- fucker.

TIE IRISITLoG MY
th! You've zobk to be nimble.
You'lve got to be quicik,
To watch 'n Irishman hancdle his prick,
It's as long s his arm cnd as thick :s your wristy
And 2 kncb on the end as thick as your fist...

1 GATHCRIUG OF THE CLANSMAN, . ....

TWAS 2 GATH'TLI? O TH' CLi ¥, 13D ALL TIE LDSWERS TiZ=E
A TERLIN' OF “HEZ LASSIES AMO'G 1FE FURIC NIAIRS

ClCRUS::
STIGIN' A EOWDO YU IASY WIGHT, IIOW DT YA' KOO
CTHE. LAD THAT HAD YL LeST TIC™T, IE'S CANNAY HAVE Y ITGC

VIE PA RS@I'S D UCHITR ZIE Wi TIRRE, A ”I TLNY DINY I CRTT
A VEEA TH OO0 RCSRS I IER H,\IR, 1D A CiR=J7 UP HEE CUNT
CIICEUS :

LI FARSOTIS VIFT IR .S 1IRE , izn oSS AGLINT :HE T LLL
L OINAUTHTY TS TR LDRI"S, COT YE OW D ALL
CIICEUS::

TITT BRIDE “AS I “HE XIICIE", EXyLATIT'C TO IHD GRUJ.
ToFE VAGT!., NCV TIF I°CiUl I7 TE INIR-J'CE w0 TIE WU3B
CI"CUSs:

TIC 70U EE LS I TIE PeLLlh, CUNTLIC (UT ICY 'TALTH
TIE KI.'C‘ LS T TIE DRSG (LAYLEG WITH BL I8
CiIIRUS :

THE VILL.GG IDIOL IF ° %S T T, . SITI. ! BY UL TIE
CTTE 9 TIG 10T LT - I9E 4 TDL. RURT TDE
ClLTUS :

“IE T.TCID ¢
o I_E;.‘ G O
CrICRUS:

OO0 SIE "8 1L .. GIVILIT! US 9IE SHTTS
T HATTTL OLCE ATD BANCING GfF MR TINC

TS VILLAGHR "LOawy® 1T " L8 WJIME, ZI9VTYG J7 . FUIC
I ULIZD NIS 7QTeilsy o IS [T
CIIgrus:

THE T Vias ‘LC’\]] or v .'"T\L"R ”UCI’II” T TH° TICKS
ANC YU C UIDYAY E.. TIT  USIC "JA Srs SIS C 8 THRE PRICKS

CHCrUS:

J07 NlE VLRIVYS TR, TIEY'YIE -LL 30T HAT TO REST
TICY S.I0D TO7Y LI TIE "USIC, RUYT 1HRY JIKTD TIE FUCKL'G 7HST
ChiindsS: 2/,

.\D, JD VISTICD THROUCH THE HOIE



The Crusader :'ymal
CID WUIZRR HINE

Tas & ¢ark and stormy night, not a star was there in siznt
nd the Corsairs vere tied dom to the line

"Then in shit up to his ear, stood 2 lonely volunteer

‘’ith bis orders to fly old number nine

Vlell his ass was rzcked vith prin cs he clirbed into that :dune
<nd his bung-hole was :uckerec¢ fit to tie

:nd he offered up a »rayer as he climbed into the ir

Tor he knew that it vas his ni~ht to oie

is he flew over Higzru he could = school or two

See the vomen end the children very ell

But hov was he to kmov that he'd fly so God-Durn lou
Tha t his bomb bl.st would blow his zss to hell

In the 'redk:ige he ‘as found with his - uts a2ll over the ground
ind the crunchies came and rcised his weary head

“ith his poor life ulmost spent, here's the messuge that he sent
To his budcies so sad to see him dezd

I used 2n eight to tem celay but it didn't work out that way
And with out a tail :n F/b vont't Zly

Tell the shisper for me that he now has tuenty-three

You czn roll uo the ladder, Semper Fi

CAKLY ABRT
(Tune: ii2ac FVemz ra's Band)

th, my néme is _(NAME) , I'm the leader of the group

You can step into my ready-room, and I'1l give you all the poop
I'11 tcll you vhere the targeis are, and there the flack is bl.ck
I'11 be the last one off the ceck, and the first one buck

CHRUS :

Early sbort, :void the rush, e rly Dbort, zvoid the rush .
Ecrly zbort, avoid the rush, oh the rigredy-ass iirines are on parsae
Forace, Farzée, o the ragzedy-ass isurines are on puraae

&, I fly the T'4B, and -eopnle say it's great

Dut vhen it cowes to Cighting I'IG's, those swept vinzs just con't rate
I was born to be o fichter jock, to grap:le in the blue

But vhen it co es to Tighting MIG's, I'11 tell you vhat I'1l do
CEOTUS: ‘

ind then I'm sure you dnow of our leaders in the Ying

iny night in the 0'Club you can hear how vell they sing

With words they fight a belluva var, they szy ther will go too
But just you give them half ¢ chunce, und here’s vhut they will do
CUrus: ‘
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1IC LIUSGUCL [lyldivei
TIE FRIAR (F GREAT RENQWN

There was a friar of great rerowm
There was a friar of ~reat reno'm
Zhere was a friar of greut renown
And he fucked 1 girl from out of towm
Tucked a girl from out of towm

CIIGEUS ¢

a - Ha - Ha, Ho - lo - llo, H-o-r-s-e S5-h-i-t !{
That rotten ole COUK SUCKER!}

That dirty ole S4'- O~ A~ BITCH!!

FUCK I'Izfttt

He laid her on a dowvmesr béd

He lz2ic¢ her on a downey bed

He laid her on a downey bed

And ~ Then - He busted uo her maiden head
Dusted up her maiden head

CHORUS &

He 12id her on the dewy grass

i - ~

le 1a2ié her on the dewy zrass

Ile 12id her on the dewy grass

and - Then -~ He shoved his ienis up her ass
Shoved his penis up her ass

CHOrUS

She szid "lind Sir pleese cease and quit.,"
She said "kiné Sir please cease and cuit."
She said "kind Sir ple:use cease ané quit,"
So lle bit her on her rosy teat.

Bit her on her rosy teat.

C.iRUS:

Ile 1aid her on an old Tak stumn

He laid her on an olc Jak stump

lle 1aid her on an old &k stumo

Znd - Then - He missed her ass =znd hit the stump
}issed her ass und hit the stump

CligiuS .

They buried her on Chestnut Street
They buried her on Chestnut Street
They buriea her on Chestnut Street
So he sat on her gruv e and beat his meat
Sat on her grave =nd beat his mezt,

CLGUS:

He lajd her on the burial ground

le 1.id her on the burial ground

Heiaid her on the burial grounc

ind - Then - Ile thouzht he!d po another rouna
Thourht he'd go another round 26



The Crusader liim2l
THC FRI:R (F CREAT 7fENQY (Con't.)

‘e found her on the cold, col: ground

e found her on the cold, cold ground

"le found her on the cold, cold sround

And - Then -~ Ve ran the bastard out of towm
Ran the bzstgrd out of town

CHTHUS :
BIG BALIS

There was amen, Sir inthony Clair, i nobleman beyond compare
ind he was famous everyvhere as a man who could play with his balls

CUIRUS ¢

Tor they vere big balls, big and heavy as lead
¥ith 2 flick and = twist of his muscular wrist
lie coula throv them right over his head

is he vas walking down the street, Afair younz maid he chanced to meet
. Vho tho't twould be a helluva trezt to watch a man play with his balls

CECRUS :

As he was tuirling em raund and round
sown they came with & hell of a bound,
Itight on the head of nais faithful hound
*iho was watching him »lay with his balls

CHORUS :

They haulecd him in 'fore the m:gistrate
“ho put him in a cell of sta te

“nd left him there to cogitate

ind play with his beautiful balls

ClJrUS .

His trail vas held without delay

Tn fact 'twas that very same day

Tiie magistrate said I see no reason vhy
&L man caz't play with his balls

CIICRUS ¢
YOUR : OTIER S'LS ATTER TRoCOP SHIES

iye, Aye,aye-Aye your mother swims after troo. ships
So lets hear another verse that's vorse than the other verse
ind valtz me 2round by my willie

There once was 2 hermit named Dave
tho kent 2 Gezd whore in his cave

fle suid I811 admit I'm & bit of a shit
But look «t the money I save
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YUR * T SIS «FT°R TROCGZ SHIPT (Con'1__:)

There once vas a ¢rirl from the vest
""ho sucked off 211 ren with great zest
“’ith voluptious houls

She'd suck out their bovels

ind s.it shit 2ll over their chests

There vas & young lady named :lice

Tho used aymamite stickes for 2 phallus

They found her vzginz

In South Carolina

And her =2ss-hole just out side of Dzllas

There once wzs a friry nzmed Bloom

ho took a lesbian up to his room

They argued =11 night; as to who had the riznt
To co what znd with vhich and to whom

Tnere veve three monks from Paree

"’ho vent out in the surcen to nee

(h basbomb cum piscum vhy <oesn’t the poss come
It must be the C,L.ALE,

There once was a men fron Yinock

‘'ho played the b:ss viol by cock

"’ith tremendous erections, lle beat out selecllions
2y Johann “ehastian B ach

There once \ius a min {ror South Bosten

“ho bought his sell a neu Austin

There was room for his ass and a gzllon of gcs
But his balls hung out and he lost them

There once wcs a young man named Clyde
"ho fell in & cut-house uné died

Kikevrise nis brother! vho fell in another
nd novw they're interred side by side

There wzs a young mun froi: Dukota

“ho vouldn't pzy = uhore vhat he owved her

So with gre 't savicr fuvre! she climbed on a chair
ind :issed in his whiskey and soda

There was a younz mun from Kent

“hose prick was so long that it bent

To save himself trouble he stuck it in couble
And in stead of coming he vent

There once 'as ¢ lzay from Y"heeling

*’ho had 2 peculiar fceling

She 1lzid on her back ané ticlkled her crazel
And pissed all over the ceiling
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oy

YOUR HOTIEER SWIMS AFTER TROUP SHIFS (Con't.)

There vas 2 young ran from Dundee

“'ho duzgered a¥ ape in a tree

The results vere most horrid, 411 ass and no forchead
Three balls ancd a purzle goutee

Thero was a youngz lzcy frcm Decater
"ho was screved by a big alligator
Now nobody knew the results of the screv
cause after he l2id her he ate her

There was a young lady from Cibralter

Who accicentaly fell in the water

By howls snd her stmeals, you could tell that the oels
[Iad founé her sexual quarters

There once was a pirate named Gates

“Tho thought he could rhuba on skates

He {ell on his cutlass, @nd now he is nutless

ind practically useless on dates

There was a young m an from St, Clzire
‘tho was screwing his girl on the stair
The pannister broke, he cdoubled his stiroke
and ovosished her off in mid-air

There was a young men {rom Sombay

*"no fashioned & cunt out of clzy

The heat from his dick turned the clay into brick
Ané chafed 211 his foreskin awvay

There was a young man named Glass
“"hose balls were made out of brass
YThen he clanged them together they playeé stormy vweather
ind lightening shot out of his ass

There was a young man from Spurta

Yho wes guite renoun zs a fartc

Fe could firt onything from God save the King
To Beethoven's moonlicht sonzta

There uas a young man from Fzcine

Tho invented a fucking machine

Concave or comvex, it could screv cither sex
But oh what a bastard to clean

On the brest of a quail named Ga2il

Vias tatoced the price of her tzil

ind on her behind for the sake of the blind
“'as the same information in Braille

There once was a man named 1cgruder

"ho knew a girl from Bermuda

This «irl was shrewa and voo'd in the nude
Bnt legruder wes shrewder znd screwoe ner
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The Cruszder Hymnal
YOUR 0TAER SIS AFTEL TECQ® SHIPS (Con't.)

There once was a young gcl from the Azores

""hose snatch wus 21l covered with sores

The dogs in the street loved to snas at the green meat
That hung in festoons from her dravers

There once vwas a young lady na med Easter
"ho szic to the man 25 he undressed her
If you don't mind use the hole behind
The front one's beginning to fester

There cre many other verses to this quaint ballad, but we have to draw
a line somevhere — besides I can ¢o anythiny I want to do..  JePe

SFVEN OID IADIES LOCKED IN TiE IAVET'RY
Introduction cnd Choirus:

th dexr vhat can the mrtter be

Seven ol ladies licked in the livat'ry
. They vere there from “onday till Saturday
But nobody knew they vere there

The first to come in wis old li-s. Flynn

She pridec herseld on being so thin

But vhen she sat down the poor dear fell in
And nobody cnew she was there

The next to come in was old lirs, Bender
She czme in to fix up = broken suspender
It snacped ond injured her ferminine gencer
and nobody knew she s there

The third to come inwes old ilvs, Humshry
"ho vhen she sat dovm she found it cuite confy

"'hen she tried to get up she could not get her rump frec
inc nobody knew "e wvas there

The fourth to come in was old lirs, Drewster

She couldn't see as well as she use to

She sat on the hzndle and svore someone gocsad her
And noovody knew she eas there :

The next to go in was olc !rs. Sloughter
She wa2s the Duke of Effingham!s caughter
She vent there to pass off superfluous ‘va.tex
nd nobocy kmew she was T,hare.

The sixth to go in was old irs, burray

“ho hza to go in & hell of a hurry

2ut when she got there it was too late to worry
And nobocy knew she wus there.

The lzst to go in was old i'rs. Sickle

She hurdled thz deoor ccuse she hadn'!t a nickle
Caught her foot in the borl: *'hat 2 hell of a pickle
.n¢ nobody knew she was there 30



