U.S. AIR FORCE: HEAVEN (7)
(Big Rock Candy Mountain)

Beside a Korean waterfall one bright and sunny day,

Beside his shattered bomber plane a poor young pilot lay,
lis parachute hung from a tree but he was not yet dead

And as they gathered round him, these were the words he said:

"I'm going to that better land where the motors always roar,
Where the eggnogs grow on eggplants in the Quartermaster's store,
Where there aren't no interceptors and no enemies around;
There'll be apple pie and rock and Tye

And the pilots go there when they die

In the U.S. Air Force Heaven."

The pilot lay beside the falls as the medics clustered 'round,

And he said, "It's such a lovely place that's where I am bound."
A crankshaft in his liver and a spark plug on his nose--

He says, "I'm flying fast, my friends, to where every pilot goes."

"I'm going to that better land where the airman rides in style, .
where the automatic pilot works while we sit back and smile,
There's a girl for every officer, a dozen for the crew,

There'll be beds of hay in the old bomb bay,

And the boys will shout out, 'Bombs away!'

In the U.S. Air Force lieaven."

hiis breath came fast, he couldn't last
With sadness they all eyed him,
The medics wept and the tears rolled down,
" The pools flowed down beside him,
s The waters rose, they reached his toes,
3. tie floated where he lay
* And as he drifted out of sight, his comrades heard him say:

"I'm going to that better land where the flak don't never fly,

where bullets are all cotton and the shells are apple pie,

Where the clouds are champagne cocktails, And you drink them on the fly,
But it's time to leave, don't you grieve,

I'11 be wearing wings on my leather sleeve

In the U.S. Air Force lieaven."
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U.S. AIR FORCE HEAVEN
(Continued)

‘ His breath came fast, he couldn't last
With sadness they all eyed him,
The medics wept and the tears rolled, down,
The pools flowed down beside him,
The waters rose, they reached his toes,
He floated where he lay
And as he drifted out of sight, his comrades heard him say:

"I'm going to that better land where the flak don't never fly,
Where bullets are all cotton and the shells are apple pie,
Where the clouds are champagne cocktails,

And you drink them on the fly,

But it's time to leave, don't you grieve,

I'11 be wearing wings on my leather sleeve

In the U.S. Air Force Heaven."
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o Bless them all, bless them all
" Bless tiptanks and tailpipes and all
: Bless old man Lockheed for building this jet
But I know a guy.who is cussing him yet"
Cause he tried to go over the wall
With tiptanks and tailpipes and all
The needles did cross, and the wings did come off
With tiptanks and tailpipes and all!

Through the wall, through 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 me and that's all
. ‘ If you're hot you might make it
But you'll probably break it
Your butt or your neck, not the wall!
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THE PO RIVER VALLEY (9)
(Red River Valley)

To the Po River valley we're going

For to get us some trains and some tracks
But if I had my say-so about it

I1'd still be back home in the sack.

Come and sit by my side at the briefing
Do not hasten to bid me adieu

To the Po River valley we're going

And I'm flying four in flight Blue.

We went for to check on the weather
And they said it was clear as can be
Now I lost my wingman 'round the field
And the rest augered in out at sea.

S-2 said there's no flak where we're going
S-2 said there's no flak on the way
There's a dark overcast o'er the target
I'm beginning to doubt what they say.

A spitfire went by like a whirlwind
And a Mustang went by like a breeze
And a C-46 with one feathered

Went by towing five L-3's.

To the Po River valley we're going

And many strange sights we will see

But the one there that held my attention
Was the flak that they threw up at me.

OLD NIMBER NINE (10)

Twas a dark and stomy night, not a star was in sight
All the Mustangs were tied down to the line

when in rain up to his ears, stood a lonely volunteer
with his orders to fly old number nine.

His ass was racked with pain as he climbed into his plane
And his bung hole was puckered fit to tie

And he whispered a prayer as he climbed into the air

For he knew that this was his night to die.

As he flew o'er laga-ru he could see a school or two
And the women and children very well

But how was he to know that he'd fly so Goddamned low
That his bomb blast would blow his ass to ‘hell.

In the wreck he was found thinly spread out on the ground
And the crunchies they raised his weary head

With his life almost spent here's the message that he sent
To his buddies who'd be sad to see him dead.

I used an 8 to 10 delay but it didn't work out that way
Without a tail an F4U won't fly

Tell the Skipper for me, that he now has twenty-three
He can roll up the ladder---Semper Fi.
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HISTORY OF A SONG

The following example is offered to show how a song has remained consistently
popular with the troops for over forty years.

"The Passing Pilot," as it was called in the First World War, is a universal
favorite today under the title ''Beside a korean (Guinea) Waterfall.'' The best
explanation of its origin I have been able to find appears in the introduction to
John P, Marquand's book, '"So Little Time."

Mr. Marquand says: '". . . a song about 'looking for a happy land where
everything is bright' has been used frequently and is seldom quoted in exactly
the same way, since it was a parody fashioned in the First World War and still,
as far as can be discovered, is word-of-mouth. It was parodied from a song,

'The Dying Hobo' which appears in the anthology by Sigmund Spaeth, 'Wegp~Spme
More, My Lady.'"
On page 548 of "So Little Time" the following lines appear:

'We're going to a happy land
Where everything is bright

Where the highballs grow on bushes
And we stay out every night

Where you never 1lift a finger

Nor even darn your socks

And little drops of Haig and Haig
Come trickling down the rocks."

On this and the following two pages are presented versio e song as
sung in World War I, World War II, and the Korean War. Similar versions also
appear in the following collections: '"Repulsive Rhapsodies," "Songs of the 325th,"
""Songs of the 8th Fighter Wing," "Songs My Mother Never Taught Me,'" ''Songs of
Nellis AFB."

THE PASSING PILOT I (11)

Beside a Belgian water tank one cold and wintry day
Beneath his busted engine a young observer lay

His pilot hung from a telegraph pole but not entirely dead
And he listened to the last words this young observer said:

Oh, I'm going to a better land where everything is bright
Where handouts grow on bushes and they stay out late at night
You do not have to work at all nor even change your socks
And drops of Johnny Walker come trickling thru the rocks.

The pilot breathed his last few gasps before he passed away
I'11 tell you how it happened, the flippers fell away

The motor wouldn't work at all, the ailerons flivered to

A shot went thru the gas tank and let the gas leak thru.

The spirits left their bodies and as they upward flew
Said pilot to the observer I'll tell you what we'll do
We'll get old Pete to give us wings and back to earth we'll fly
And we'll haunt those god-damned Ki-wis until the day they die.

(Songs of the Army Flyers)
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BENEATH A BRIDGE IN SICILY (12)

Beneath a bridge in Sicily, one cold and wintry day,

Beside a busted fighter plane the former pilot lay;

liis throat was cut by the bracing wire, the tank had hit his head
And he listened to the dying words his young observer said,

We're going to a better land where everything is bright,
where handouts grow on bushes and you sleep out every night.
You néver have to work at all, nor even change your socks
And little drops of whiskey come trickling down the rocks.

The pilot breathed these lasjé
1'11 tell you how it happene\:
The motor wouldn't hit at all :
A bullet ripped the gas tank 2 : Hrough.

GCh ways Trun,
W and theFilots grow a bun
The Hﬁqg no in i1 Ay - four,

29 5C. Petei, te)d you what we do:
We'll get ‘Warsclves some fandAew wings and back to earth we'll fly
To haunt the goddam Jerp

Oh, we're going to a b€tter land, they jazz there every night

The cocktails grow on bushes, so everyone stays tight;

They've torn up all the calendars, they've busted all the clocks,
And Scotch or Rye or Bourbon keep running down the rocks.

2 g

‘ ; ("GI SONGS")

BENEATH A KOREAN WATERFALL (13)

Beside a Korean waterfall, one bright and sunny day

Beside his shattered Sabrejet, a young pursuiter lay

His parachute hung from a nearby tree, he was not yet quite dead
So listen to the very last words the young pursuiter said:

"ve're going to a better land where everything is bright
where whiskey flows from telegraph poles

Play poker every night!

We haven't got a thing to do but sit around and sing

And all our crews are women, Oh! Death, where is thy sting!"

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

Oh, death where is thy sting

The bells of hell will ring, ring-a-ling

For you but not for me! .

Oh, ring-a-ling-a-ling ling, blow it out your ass
Ring-a-ling-a-ling ling, blow it out your ass
Ring-a-ling-a-ling ling, blow it out your ass
Better days are coming bye and bye: ,
("Songs of the 357th Fighter Squacrc: .
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STAND TO YOUR GLASSES (14)

We mect 'neath the sounding rafter,
And the walls around are bare;
AQ_EESZ'§DQE£~98CK our peals of laughter
It seems that the dead are there.
Then stand to your glasses, steady.:
We drink in our comrades' eyes:

One cup to the dead already--
Hurrah for the next that dies!

Not here are the goblets glowing,
Not here is the vintage sweet;

'Tis cold as our hearts are growing,
And dark as the doom we meet.

But stand to your glasses, steady!
And soon shall our pulses rise:

A cup to the dead already--

~ Hurrah for the next that dies!

There's many a hand that's shaking,
And many a cheek that's sunk;
But soon, though our hearts are breaking,
They'1l burn with the wine we've drunk.
Then stand to your glasses, steady:
'Tis here the revival lies:
Quaff a cup to the dead already--
lurrah for the next that dies!

Time was when we laughed at others;
We thought we were wiser then;
Hia! Ha! Let them think of their mothers,
Who hope to see them again.
No! stand to your glasses, steady!
The thoughtless here is the wise:
One cup to the dead already--
Hurrah for the next that dies!

This is, perhaps, the original of STAND TO YOUR GLASSES.

Not a sigh for the lot that darkles,
Not a tear for the friends that sink;
We'll fall, midst the wine-cup's sparkles,
As mute as the wine we drink.
Come, stand to your glasses, steady!
'Tis this that the respite buys.
A cup to the dead already--
Hurrah for the next that dies!

There's a mist on the glass congealing,
'Tis the hurricane's sultry breath;

And thus does the warmth of feeling
Turn ice in the grasp of Death.

But stand to your glasses, steady!
For a moment the vapor flies:

Quaff a cup to the dead already--
Iurrah for the next that dies!

Who dreads to the dust returning?
Who shrinks from the sable shore,

Where the high and haughty yearning
Of the soul can sting no more?

No, stand to your glasses, steady!
The world is a world of lies:

A cup to the dead already--
And hurrah for the next that dies!

Cut off from the land that bore us,
Betrayed by the land we find,

When the brightest have gone before us,
And the dullest are most behind--

Stand, stand to your glasses, steady!
'Tis all we have left to prize:

One cup to the dead already--
Hurrah for the next that dies!

Not a pilot's

song, it was probably written in India during a plague epidemic.
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TO YOUR GLASSES (15)

We stand 'neath resounding rafters
The walls around are bare

They echo back our laughter

. Seems that the dead are all there.

CHORUS: Stand to your glasses steady
This world is a world of lies
Here's a health to the dead already
lurrah for the next man to die.

Denied by the land that bore us
Betrayed by the ones we held dear
The good have all gone before us
And only the dull are still here.

We loop in the purple twilight

We spin in the silvery dawn

With a trail of smoke behind us

To show where our comrades have gone.

In flaming Spad and Camel

With wings of wood and steel

For mortal stakes we gamble

With cards that were stacked for the deal.

ke (Verses of this song appear as part of several other songs included in this
: collection. This is believed to be close to the original song which came
out of the first world war, and is copied in its entirety from "Songs of
the Army Flyers." )
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STAND TO YOUR GLASSES (16)

A poor aviator lay a-dying
At the end of a bright sumer's day
And his comrades were gathered around him
To carry his fragments away.

Oh, his bird was piled on his wishbone

And his engine was wrapped round his head
And he wore a spark plug on each elbow

'Twas plain he would shortly be dead.

Oh, he spat out a valve and a gasket

As he stirred in the sump where he lay
And to his surrounding comrades

These brave parting words he did say:

"I'11 be riding a cloud in the morning

With no Merlin before me to course
So come along, and get busy

Another lad now wants the hearse.
"Take the manifold out of my larynx

And the cylinders out of my brain

Take the piston rods out of my kidneys
And assemble the engine again."

With rusted fifties and rockets
With pilots as old as they seem
We fly these worn out Mustangs
Against the MIG-fifteen.

Forgotten by the land that bore us
. Betrayed by the ones we held dear
S < The good have all gone before us
= And only the dull are still here.
I So stand to your glasses steady
This world is a world full of lies
Here's a toast to those dead already
And here's to the next man to die.

("Songs My Mother Never Taught Me'")
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will be found in this book. Today, however, it is usually sung in the form
shown below, which is sung by the 20th Fighter Wing and appears in the following
song collections: "Songs of the 8th Fighter-Bomber Wing," "Songs of the 325th
Fighter-Int. Squadron")

" (This song has been handed down from the first world war. Three versions of it

BOOZIN' BUDDIES (17)

A fighter pilot lay dying

The medics had left him for dead

All around him women were crying

And these are the words that he said:

"*Take the tailpipe out of my stomach
Take the burner out of my brain
Take the turbine out of my kidney
And assemble the unit again

For we are the boys who fly high in the sky
Bosom buddies while boozin'

We are the boys they send out to die

Bosom buddies while boozin' .

Up in headquarters they sing and they shout
Talking of things they know nothing about!

We are the boys who fly high in the sky
Bosom buddies while boozin'

Bosom buddies while boozin'

Bosam buddies while boozin'"

A A
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" THE HANDSOME YOUNG AIRMAN (18)

A handsome young aimman lay dying

And as on the airdrome he lay

To mechanics who 'round him came sighing
These last parting words he did say:
""Take the cylinders out of my kidneys,
The connecting rods out of my brain,

The crank-shaft out of my backbone,

And assemble the engine again.,'

(From "The American Songbag" edited by Carl Sandburg. Mr. Sandburg says about
this World War I song; "One of the several in the R.W. Gordon collection, this
version ... is from Abbe Niles who comments on how landlubber songs often are

i in active duty on the high seas and vice versa. ‘Any living tune is a jack of

" all trades. This variant of Tarpaulin Jacket ten years ago (1917) on the

| flying fields was current among men who had never heard its original.' ")

A POOR AVIATOR LAY DYING (19)

A poor aviator lay dying
n At the end of a bright summer day
; His comrades had gathered around him
: To carry his fragments away.

His airplane was piled on his wishbone,
His engine was wrapped round his head;
He wore a sparkplug on each elbow,
'Twas plain he would shortly be dead.

He spit out a valve and a gasket

And stirred in the sump where he lay,
To mechanics who round him came sighing,
These brave parting words did he say:

o “"Take the magneto out,of my stomach,

b And the butterfly valve off my neck -

v Extract from my liver the crankshaft,
There are lots of good parts in this wreck.

"Take the manifold out of my larynx,
And the cylinders out of my brain,
Take the piston rods out of my kidneys
And assemble the engine again! "'

(This version, with one or two minor changes, appears in the following books:
"GI SONGS," "Songs of SOC," "Songs of the Army Flyers")




BARNACLE BILL THE P ILOT (20)

‘ (Tune: Barnacle Bill the Sailor)

The Air Corps is the life for me, said Barnacle Bill, the Sailor
I'11l jump my ship and leave the sea and be an Aviator

I'11 fly so high I'll1 reach the sky, gravitation I'll defy

I'11 make the people moan and cry, said Barnacle Bill, the Sailor.

Pretty soon you'll lose that grin, said the fair young maiden.
Pretty soon you'll lose that grin, said the fair young maiden.

I'm rough and tough, Iknow my stuff, said Bill, the Aviator

I1l fly this ship till I've had enough, said Bill, the Aviator

I know a strut, Iknow a strut, Iknow a fin, Iknow a barrel-roll and a spin
I know a prop, Iknow a knick, and I know an elevator.

P T AU D Nl O PiW ¥ S

You're out of gas and must go down, waiied the fair young maiden.
You're out of gas and must go down, wailed the fair young maiden.

I'm a cockeyed Finn if I'll give in, roared Bill the Aviator

I'11 fight this ship with a flyer's grin, roared Bill, the Aviator

he kicked the bar and pulled the stick, which didn't seem to do the trick
And he hit the ground like a ton of brick, poor Barnacle Bill, the Sailor.

A T L AT RS HR

Here's some flowers for his grave, sobbed the fair young maiden
Here's some flowers for his grave, sobbed the fair young maiden.

("The Three Hats," Volume II)

BLACRBIRDS (21)
(Tune: Bye Bye Blackbird)

liere we stand on the ground

We won't take off till the sun goes down
we fly blackbirds . . .

Go in low and come out fast,

keep those fighters off our . . . necks
We fly blackbirds.

No one here can ever understand us

You should hear the malarky they hand us
Mix those drinks and mix 'em right
Because we're standing down tonight
Blackbirds we fly.
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I WANIED WINGS (22)

I wanted wings till 1got the goddamned things,

Now 1don't want them any more,

They taught me how to fly then they sent me off to die,

Well, I've had a belly full of war; ,

You can save those bloody Zeroes for the other goddamned heroes,

Distinguished Flying Crosses do not compensate for losses, Buster...

I wanted wings till I got the goddammed things
Now Idon't want them any more,

Yes, T'll take the dames let the rest go down in flames,

1 have no desire to be burned;

Air combat spells romance till they shoot holes in my pants

I'm not a fighter I have leamed,;

You can save the Mitsubitsis for the other songs of witches,

I'd rather make a woman than be shot down in a Grumman, Buster...

Now I'm too young to die in a lousy PBY,

That's for the eager not for me,

Idon't trust in my luck to be picked up by a duck

After I've crashed into the sea;

Yes, I'd rather be a tarrier than a flyer on a carrier

With my hand around a bottle, you can keep your goddamned throttle,
Buster... ¢

1 do not care to tour over Berlin and the Ruhr,

Flak always makes me lose my lunch,

I get an urge to pray when they holler, '"Bombs away..."
I'd rather be at home with the bunch;

For there's one thing you can't laugh off,

When they shoot your tailpipe half-off,

I'd rather be home buster with my tail than with a cluster, Buster...

They feed us lousy chow but we stay alive somehow,

On dehydrated eggs and milk and stew, :

The rumor has it next they'll be dehydrating sex

And that's the day I'l1 tell the coach I'm through;

For TI've managed all the dangers, the shooting back of strangers
But when. I get home late Iwant my woman straight, Buster...




2.

WRECK OF THE OLD '97 (23)

‘ There were 97 airplanes warming up on the apron
Not enough room you could see
Now the first ninety-six were of recent construction
But the last one was a fifty-one D.

She was o0ld '97 and she had a fine record
But she hadn't been flown that year
And she creaked and groaned when they started her engine
For she knew that her time was near.
A Second Lieutenant wandered into Operations
And he asked for a ship or two \\
And they said, 'Young man, we are very short of airplanes
But we'll see what we can do. %

"Now the first fOTtY'Sei 3 Ma3ors
ingglrave=ee® next

ran : orty<nine
1p on the end of the apron

5 tVe me a clearance
there somectime tonight.

Oh, he flew over Taejon and the Taegu Airstrip
0 "And the ceilirg began to fall
And the clouds closed down on the tops of the mountains

And he couldn't see the ground at all.

He flew through rain and he flew through a snowstorm
Till the light began to fail

When he found a railroad going in his direction
And he said, "I'1ll get there by rail."

e flew down a valley and he dodged through the mountains

And he kept that road in sight
Till the rails disappeared through a tunnel in the mountains

And he ended his last long flight.

There was old '97, with her nose in the mountain
And her wheels upon the track

And her throttle was bent in the forward position
But her engine was facing back!

Now ladies please listen and heed my warning
From this time ever on

Never speak harsh words to your flyboy husband
He may leave you and never return.

‘ ("Songs My Mother Never Taught Me")
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'S LAMENT (24)

(The Cowboy'ls Laments)

mt -pilQ [ sif on the right,
I*S up#e me to be~dyfick and bright

ever "I byck, buf I'11 have regrets
And' 1 ember hat the captain forgets.
I make out the flight plan and study the weather,
Pull up the gear ajd stand by to feather,

Make out the mail forms and do the reporting,
l And fly the old crate when the captain is snoring.

I take the readings\and adjust the power,
Put on the heaters n we're in a shower,
Tell where we are on the darkest night

And do all the book work without any light.

I call for my captain and buy him Cokes

I always laugh at his corny jokes,

And once in a while when his landings are rusty
I come through with "Gawd, but it's gusty!"

All in all, I'm a general stooge

As I sit to the right of this man Scrooge
But maybe same day with great understanding
He'll soften a bit and give me a landing.

(""The Three Hats,'" Vol. II)
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PUSAN U (25)
(Sioux City Sue)

‘ We were roaming round the countryside
'Twas down near Pusan Bay
We stepped into a local bar @ g}B ]
To pass the time away. @\gq {b
I met a gal from old Chin Ju RS g
She was a sight to view

I asked her where she came from )’ ; .
and she said, '"'Pusan U." ) o4
J " l:,;"l

CHORUS: Oh Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
-The finest school in all the land
The University that's grand

Oh Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
I hail my Alma Mater
Oh Pusan U, to you. :

I enrolled in that great college
Founded by Kim Pac Su

'Twas built of honeybuckets

So they called it Pusan U

The smell it was terrific

But fortune saw me through

So now I 1lift this glass

To the school of Pusan U.

e,

Ml o

CHORUS: Oh Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
Your course is good for engineers
A frames, ox carts pulled by steers
Oh Pusan U, Oh Pusan U
I hail my Alma Mater
Oh Pusan U, to you.

I saw a girl most beautiful
She was a sight to view
She won a beauty contest : b=ty
She was crowned Miss Pusan U
A They spotted her in Hollywood 0
e Now she's a star there too &
When asked to what she owes her fame ? ;

’

S She says, "Oh Pusan U." 3 ‘7{ [
We have an A-1 baseball team —t ,(f ‘l [
We will our games straight throu ; s
They ask us where we come from 7777, 7% V77 S
And we say, '"Pusan U" 7 %ﬂ Y,

We have a pitcher who is tops ((4‘ ( /;g{f/ ’

Our batters are good too g %;r 74 /U
And every time we come to bat o= Rt Y {,,4/{( 1 U4

The crowd yells, "Pusan U:" !

universal favorite. It appears in the following song books, "Songs of the

5 ‘ ("Pusan U" seems to have originated with the Korean warriors and was evidently a
Friendly 8th," "Songs My Mother Never Taught Me," "Repulsive RhapsodiesV )
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ITAZUKE TOWER (26)

"Itazuke Tower, this is Air Force 801,

I'm turning on the downwind leg, my prop has overrun;

My coolant's overheated, the gauge says 1-2-1,

You'd better get the crash crew out and get them on the run."

"Listen, Air Force 801, this is Itazuke Tower,

I cannot call the crash crew out, this is their coffee hour;
You're not cleared in the pattern, now that is plain to see,
So take it once around again, you're not a VIP.,"

"Itazuke Tower, this is Air Force 801,

I'm turning on my final, I'm running on one lung,

I'm gonna land this Mustang no matter what you say,

I'm gonna get my charts squared up before that Judgment Day."

"Now listen Air Force 801, this is Itazuke Tower,

We'd like to let you in right now, but we haven't got the power,
We'll send a note through channels and wait for the reply,

Until we get permission back, just chase around the sky."

"Itazuke Tower, this Air Force 801,

I'mup in Pilot's Heaven and my flying days are done;

I'm sorry that I blew up, I couldn't make the grade,

I guess I should have waited till the landing was okayed."
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"G" SUITS AND PARACHUTES (27)

(Bell Bottom Trousers)

Once there was a bamaid, down in Brewery ane (T obpdT WORK,’
Her master was so kind to her, her mistress was the same

Along came a pilot, handsome as could be

He was the cause of all her misery!

CHORUS: Singing ''G'" Suits and parachutes
And uniforms of blue
He'll fly a fighter
Like his daddy used to do!

He asked her for a pillow to rest his weary head

She gave it to him willfully and lost her maidenhead
And she like a silly girl, thinking it no hamm

Climbed in bed beside him, just to keep the pilot warm!

Now in the morning before the break of day

A five-pound note he handed her, and this to her did say
""Take this my darling, for all the harm I've done

For you may have a daughter, and you may have a son

If you have a daughter, put ribbons 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 pilot an inch above your knee
The barmaid trusted one and he went off to fly
Leaving her a daughter to help the time go by!

FINAL CIORUS: Singing "G" Suits and parachutes
And uniforms of blue
She'll never fly a fighter
Like her daddy used to do!

(""Repulsive Rhapsodies' and ''GI SONGS'")




CIGAREETS AND SAKE (28)

Cigareets and sake and wild, wild josans
They'll drive you crazy, they'll drive you insane
Cigareets and sake and wild, wild josans
They'll drive you crazy, they'll drive you insane.

Now, once I was happy, I had a dear wife,
I had enough yen for to last all my life,
I met with a josan, we went on a spree

She started me smokin' and drinkin' sake.

I got into bed then, same sleep for to get,

She said, 'No sleep, flyboy, I no tired yet."
Well, I woke the next morning a quarter past ten,
I was missing my wallet and ten thousand yen.

y 1 Now back in Chitose I'm limping about,

‘ : Me and the doctor are sweating it out,
He gave me some pills from a jug on the shelf,
Then he poured out a dozen or two for himself.
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SIDI SLIMANE (29)

Now gather round closely, I'll sing this refrain

'‘Bout life in Morocco here at Sidi Slimane;

There's not enough women to grace this bare land 3,
But there's plenty of flea bites, of dung heaps and sand. 5

The heat in the daytime will wither your soul, _
S And through the long cvenings you will shiver with col', &
T It's so dirty and sticky with the heat and the smell,

I: You'll think you've been buried and you've gone straight to hell.

Each pilot then swears he has been wrongly assigned,

And the Air Force commander has gone out of his mird,
while he sits there a-sweating wondering why he is here
The salt from his tear drops makes his whiskey taste qucer.

And the boys you will notice who take it so hard

Are the recalled reservists and the Air National Guard; =
But with all of their whining, there's one thing that's clear, "
Sure, it's rough in Morocco, but it's death in Korea. :
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AIR FORCE 801 (30)

(Wabash Cannonball)

Listen to the rumble, and hear old Merlirf roar

I'm flying over Moji, like I never flew before

Hear the mighty rush of the slipstream, and hear old Merlin moan
I'11 wait a bit and say a prayer and hope it gets me home.

Itazuke tower, this is Air Force 801

I'm turning on the downwind leg, my prop has overrun

My coulant's overheated, the gauge says 1-2-1

You'd better call the crash crew, and get them on the rum.

Air Force 801, this is Itazuke tower

I cannot call the crash crew, this is their coffee hour
You're not cleared in the pattern, now that is plain to see
So take it on around again, we have some VIP,

Itazuke tower, this is Air Force 801

I'm turning on the downwind leg, I see your biscuit gun
My engine's runnin' ragged, and the coulant's gonna blow,
I'm gonna prang a Mustang, so look out down below.

Itazuke tower, this is Air Force 801

I'm turning on the final, and running on one lung

I'm gonna land this Mustang, no matter what you say

I've gotta get my charts fixed up before that Judgment Day.

Air Force 801, this is Judgment Day

You're in Pilot's Heaven, and you are here to stay

You just bought a Mustang, and you bought it well

The famous Air Force 801 was sent straight down to Hell.

("Songs of the 8th Fighter Wing"
by Capt. William F. "Romeo" McCrystal)
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GIVE ME OPERATIONS ( 31)

Don't give me a P-38, the props they counter-rotate
They've scattered and smitten from Burma to Britain
Don't give a P-38.

CHORUS: Just give me operations
Way out on some lonely atoll
For I am too young to die
I just want to grow old.

Don't give me a P-39

The engine is mounted behind

They'll tumble and spin and auger you in
Don't give me a P-39.

Don't give me a peter four oh, a hell of an airplane I know
A ground loopin' bastard, you're sure to get plastered
Don't give me a peter four oh.

Don't give me a P-51, it was alright for fighting the Hun
But with coolant tank dry, you'll run out of sky
Don't give me a P-5l.

Don't give me a P-61, for night flying is no fun
They say it's a lark, but I'm scared of the dark
Don't give me a P-61.
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Don't give me an F-84, she's just a ground loving whore
She'1ll whine moan and wheeze and she'll clobber the trees
Don't give me an F-84,

Don't give me an old thunderbolt, it gave many a pilot a jolt
It looks like a jug and it flies like a tug
Don't give me an old thunderbolt.

Don't give me a jet shooting star, it'll go, but not very far
It'11 rumble and spout, but soon will flame out
Don't give me a jet shooting star.

Don't give me an F86, with wings like broken match sticks
They'll zoom and they'll hover, but as for top cover
Don't give me an F-86.

Don't give me an F-89, Tho TIME says they'll really climb
They're all in the states, all boxed up in crates
Don't give me an F-89,

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

Don't give me an 86-D, with rockets, radar and A/B
She's fast I don't care, show blows up in mid-air
Don't give me an 86-D.

Don't give me a C-45, so slow it stalls out in a dive
A ground loop built in it, and bird colonels in it
Don't give me a C-45,

Don't give me a C-54, six inches of rugs on the floor
And we'll go fat-cattin' from here to Manhatten
Don't give me a C-54.

Don't give me a B-45, the pilots don't get back alive
The Mig 15's chase em, they soon will erase em,
Don't give me a B-45. :

Don't give me a one-double-0, the bastard is ready to blow
The A/B is there, but you're saying a prayer
Don't give me a one-double-0.

Don't give me an F-102, it never goes up when it's blue
An all weather coffin, that flames out so often
Don't give me an F-102,

e
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SAVE A FIGHTER PILOT'S ASS (32)

(Throw a Nickel o the Drum)

It was midnight in Korea, all the pilots were in bed
When up stepped Colonel , and this is what he said:

I hate this God damn place.

Mustangs, gentle pilots, Mustangs one and all

Mustangs, gentle pilots, and the pilots shouted, ''Balls!"

Then up stepped a young Lieutenant with a voice as harsh as brass

'"You can take those God Damn Mustangs Jack, and shove 'em up your ass:"

CHORUS: Oh hallelujah, oh hallelujah
Throw a nickel on the grass
Save a fighter pilot's ass
Oh hallelujah, oh hallelujah
Throw a nickel on the grass
And you'll be saved! ‘

Cruising down the Yalu doing three-twenty per

I called to my Flight Leader, '"Oh, won't you save me sir?"
Got two big flak holes in my wing, my tanks ain't got no gas
Mayday - Mayday - Mayday - got six MiGs on my ass.

1 flew my traffic pattern, to me it looked all right
My air speed read 130, My God, I racked it tight
I turned into the final, my engine gave a wheeze
Mayday - Mayday - Mayday - Spin instructions please:

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing hit the ground Y
Came a call from tower: '"Pull up and go around." g&
Racked that Mustang in the air a dozen feet or more ]
I'm on my back, it's worse than flak, why did I use full bore? s

Split S onto my bomb run, I got too God Damn low : 5{
I pressed the bloody button, let both my babies go RS
I sucked the stick back in my gut - I hit a high-speed stall -

Now I won't see my mother when the work's all done this fall! ..f:;E

They sent me up to Pyongyang, the brief said "'Skoshe ack ack"
But by the time I got there my wings were holed by flak
My aircraft went into a spin, it would no longer fly <

Mayday - Mayday - Mayday - I am too young to die! — ~ = \___-t;=“zﬁ%>

S
I bailed out from that Mustang, my landing was top line Ewg A
With my E and E equipment I made for our front line
But when I opened up my ration tin to see what was in it
The God Damn Quartermaster had filled the thing with shit.

X Lo RENL TR

Now in this Commie prison camp I am obliged to sit
For one cannot go very far on a ration tin of shit

If I am ever free again, I will no longer fly
But I'11 have Quartemmaster bollix for breakfast till I die:

("Songs My Mother Never Taught Me")
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. . AIR CORPS LAMENT (33)

Mine eyes have seen the days of men who ruled the fighting sky
With hearts that laughed at death and lived for nothing but to fly
But now those hearts are grounded and those days are long gone by
The Air Corps gone to hell,

<+ o o« « o o Flying K gulatlons
read at every gfition

@F;‘Y e

My bones e.telt then' poundmg throb, “a himdeed thousand strong,
A mighty ajrborne legion sent to,right theq__adly

But now I only memory, it onl§ lives_in song \
The Air gone to hell
g.
: =
~—1 have seen them in their T- bolts when thelr eyes wer d ing flame
~—_I've seen their screaming power dives that blasted Goexihg'M name

But now they fly like sissies and they hang their heady i shame

w s shot to hell. -_— 4—,——;»! 2
- = L

p——— - =9
_...J‘hey flew B-26's through a 11v1n |
—=And bloody, dying-pilots gave & r g
_—~But now they all play ping pong Ahe, opera );f;- shack] ,/

_—"Their technique's gone to hel = T4

—— e—— = g
—=Yes, the lordly flying Foytgess\¥ e LibErator too

70nce wrote the doom of Ge ‘ﬁ Y with con{fails in the blue
Bu afes are wet with dew

B t now the skies.are emp
N med we can't fly for hell

' —_— ,,/
o , Y av€ heard your poundin} trom wings of polished steel
. The purring of your Merlin was a~sofip—four heart could feel

But now the L-5 charms you with its mgkrin' groanin' squeal
And it won't climb he¥kz

_,/*”:;/

Hap Arnold built a fighting team that sang a fighting song
About the w11d blue yonder in the days when men were strong
But now we're closely supervised for fear we may do wrong
The Air Corps gone to hell.

. . ( "Songs of the 357th FIS'")
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%RISH AIRMAN  (34)

"] know that I shall meet my fate
Somewhere among the clouds above;
Those I fight I do not hate
Those I guard I do not love....

Nor law, nor duty bade me fight

Nor public men - nor cheering crowds

A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult in the clouds

I balanced all, brought all to mind
The years to come seem waste of breath
A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death."

(An Irish Airman Forsees His Death

-52- by William Butler Yeats)



Lord, guard and guide the men who fly
Thro' the great spaces of the sky

Be with them traversing the air

In darkening storms or sunshine fair.

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

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

The firm security of land;

Grant steadfast eye and skillful hand.

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

(Words by Many Hamilton, 1915.

Copied from AIR FORCE TIMES,
16 October 1954)
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THERE WAS A LITTLE BIRD (36)

There was a little bird

No bigger than a turd--
Sitting on a telegraph pole.
Oh he ruffled up his neck
And he shit about a peck.
Then he puckered up

His little ass hole.

CHORUS:
Ass Hole, Ass Hole
Ass liole, Ass Ho-le
Oh he puckered up
His little ass hole.
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‘ AND OTHER THINGS
As Dick Clarke says in the introduction to '"'OTHER PLACES', some of

today's Stag Bar songs are pretty weak. Here are some of the better
ones; worthy of the worthies from Luke and Nellis; from Spang and Wheelus;
from Takhli, Korat, and Udorn; from Cam Ranh, Da Nang, and Bien Hoa. 3
For the classic Sammy Small, et al, see the STAG BAR SUPPLEMENT. ;"
INDEX
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LILT MARLENE (1)

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate,
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait,
She waits for the boy who marched away

And though he's gone she hears him say

Oh, promise you'll be true

Fare the well, Lili Marlene

Till I return to you

Fare the well, - Lili Marlene,

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait
For this is the place a vow was made

And breezes sing her serenade

Oh, promise you'll be true

Fare the well, Lili Marlene

Till I return to you

Fare the well, Lili Marlene.

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait
And there in the lamp light it is said

A halo shines above her head

Oh, promise you'll be true

Fare the well, Lili Marlene

Till I return to you

Fare the well, Lili Marlene.

Underneath the lamp post by the barracks gate
Standing all alone, every night you'll see her wait
As they go marching to the fray :

The soldiers all salute and say

We'll tell him you've been true

Fare the well, Lili Marlene

Till I return to you

Fare the well, Lili Marlene.



THE LADY N RED, or O'LEARY'S BAR ( 2)

"Twas a cold winter's evening,
The guests were all leaving,
O'Leary was closing the bar.

When he turned and he said to the lady in red,

"Get out, you can't stay where you are.'
She wept a sad tear in her bucket of beer
As she thougnt of the cold night ahead.
When a gentleman dapper stepped out of the

crapper
And these are the words that he said,

"Her mother never told her

The things a young girl should know.

About the ways of Air Force men

And how they come and go, mostly come.

Now age has wilted her beauty .
And sin has left its sad scar.

So remember your mothers and sisters, boys
And let her sleep under the bar.

HAIL BR OITANIA! (3)

hail, Brittania, marmalade and jam,
Three french crackers up your asshole,
Bam! Bam: Bam!

liail, Brittania, marmalade and jam,
Two french crackers up your asshole,
Bam! Bam!

Hail, Brittania, marmalade and jam,
One french cracker up your asshole,
Bam!

THE MOUSE ( 4)

The liquor was spilled on the barroom floor
And the bar was closed for the night,

When out of his hole a little mouse crept
And ne sat in the pale moonlight.

He lapped up the liquor on the barroom floor
And back on his haunches he sat,

And all night long you could hear him roar,
"BRING ON THE GODDAMN CAT!:!:l"

AURALEE ( 5)

As the blackbirds in the spring

'Neath the willow tree

Sat and piped the song they sang,
Singing Auralee.

Auralee, Auralee, maid with golden hair,

Sunshine came along with thee
And shadows in your hair. -58-

" For having the bloody nerve

FATHER'S GRAVE ( 6) i
(Piccadilly Underground)

0, they're digging up father's grave ..
to build a sewer, .

And they're going at the job yé
at no expense, g%

They're disturbing his remains
To make the way for outhouse drains -
To satisfy some brand new resident. %
Gor Blimey.

Now father in his day was Py
never a quitter. &

Idon't suppose he'll be 47
a quitter now.

hHe'll dress up in white sheets,

And haunt those outhouse seats, R

And no one there will sit but he allor;

Gor Blimey. 3

s

Now won't there be some b
bloody constipation. :
And won't those bloody bastards
rant and rave N
Which is more than they deserve

%

To bugger about with a British i
workman's grave.

BEER, BEEK, BEER ( 7)

Oh, it's beer, beer, beer

That makes you want to cheer

h the Corps, in the Corps.

On, it's beer, beer, beer

That makes you want to cheer

In the U.S. Air, U.S. Air Corps.

B L A TR PP TY. ©

CHORUS

My eyes are dim, I cannot see y
I have not brought my specs with me.

Whiskey-that makes you feel so fr1sky
Gin-that makes you want to sin
Vodka-that makes you feel you oughta
Sautern-that makes your belly burn
Vermouth-that makes you feel uncouth
Wine-that makes you feel so fine
Rum-that makes you feel so dumb
Brandy-that makes you feel so dandy
Likker-that makes you even sicker

t§§gggxlfggﬁ‘makes you feel so hairy




. LET'S HAVE A PARTY (8) RYE WHISKEY (9)

Parties make the world go round, For work I'm too lazy

World go round, world go round. And begging's too slow,
Parties make the world go round, Train robbing's too dangerous
So, LET'S HAVE A PARTY!!! To gambling I'11 go,

We're going to tear down the bar in the Club! GHORUS

BOO! ! Rye whiskey, rye whiskey, rye whiskey I cry
We're going to build a new bar! K Idon't get rye whiskey, I surely will dic
RAY!!
It's only going to be one foot wide! Sometimes I drink whiskey
BOO! ! Sofetimes I drink wine,
But, it'll be a mile long! O'ten thousand bottles,
RAY!! I've killed in my time.
There'll be no bartenders in our club!
BOO! ! I'm a ridin' old Paint,
We're going to have barmaids! I'm a leadin' old Dan,
RAY!! . Good-by, gentle Annie,
Our barmaids will wear long dresses!' I'm off for Cheyenne.
BOO! !
Made out of cellophane! The last time I saw her
RAY!! Was late in the fall
You can't take our barmaids home! She was swingin' on a corner
BOO! ! at a Masquerade ball.
They'1ll take you hLome! .
RAY!! I've no wife to quarrel with,
You can't sleep with our barmaids No little babies to bawl
BOO! ! The best way of livin'
‘gey won't let you sleep! is no wife at all,
Y!!

Beer's going to be 50 ¢ a glass! Rye whiskey, rye whiskey, rye whiskey I cry
. BOO! ! - If Idon't get rye whiskey, rye whiskey
Whiskey's free! I surely will, surely will die.

RAY!!

Only one to a customer!

BOO! !

Served in buckets! . MY WILD IRISH ROSE (10)

RAY!! .

We're going to throw all the beer in the river! My wild kish Rose

BOO! ! The sweetest flower that grows
Then we'll all go swimmin'! You may search everywhere
RAY!! But none can compare

No girls allowed above the first floor! With my wild Irish Rose.

BOO! ! My wild kish Rose

With their clothes on! The sweetest flower that grows
RAY!! And some day for my sake
There'll be no lovin' on the dance floor! She may let me take

BOO! ! The bloom from my wild Irish Rose.
And no dancin' on the lovin' floor!

RAY!!

Parties make the world go round,
World go round, world go round.

arties make the world go round,
‘3 LET'S HAVE A PARTY!:!
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‘ LANDLORD  FILL TIE FLOWING BOWL (11) i

Three jolly coachmen sat in an English tavern
Three jolly coaclwen sat in an Inglish tavern
There they decided that; there thC) decided that;
There the) decided that they'd have another flagon

CHORUS:  Oh, landlord, fill the flomng bowl =
Until it doth run over. ?
Oh, landlord, fill the flomng bowl . o
Untll it doth TUun over. %
For tonight we'll merry, merry be; 1
For tenight we'll merry, nerry bo ’
For tonight we'll merry, mnerry l)e; o
Tamorrow we'll be sober.

llerc's to the man who drinks light ale and goes to bed quite sober
liere's to the man who drinks light ale and goes to bed quite sober, G
lie falls as the leaves do fall, falls as the leaves do fall, ’é‘"
lie falls as the leaves do fall he'll die beforec October! :'
(IIORUS: Here's to the man who drinks stout ale, and goes to Led quite mellow %
llere's to the man who drinks stout dle and goes to bed quite mellow ¥
lie lives as he ought to live, he lives as he ought to live; g

le lives as he ought to llve and he'll die a jolly fellow!
(5
CHORUS: liere's to the maid who stecals a kiss and runs to tell her mother \“';3
Here's to the maid who steals a kiss and runs to tell her mother 9
She's a foolish, foolish thing, she's a foolish, foolish thing; ]
She's a foolish, foolish thing, she'll never get another! :fﬁ
CHORUS: iiere's to the maid who steals a kiss and stays to get another "‘yz,’
liere's to the maid who steals a kiss and stays to get another &
: She's a boon to all mankind, she's a boon to all mankind; 2
She's a boon to all mankind, she'll be a fruitful mother! %
o é
SIOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOME (12) g
” Show me the way to go home Indicate the way to niy abode

.‘t
et

I'm tired and I want to go to bed I'm fatigued and I want to retire

I had a little drirk about an hour ago
And it went right to ny head

Wherever T may roan

Cn land or sea or foam

You will always hear me singing this song
Show nic the way to go home.

I had a spot of bcverage sixty minutes ago
And it went right to my cerebellum
Wherever I may perambulate

On land or sea or atnoqpherlc vapor

You can always hear me crooning this melod?
Indicate the way to my abode.

e 12 LT
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TITANIC (13)

Oh, they built the ship Titanic, and when they had it through

They thought they had a ship, that the water would never come through.

But the Lord Almighty's hand said the ship would never land
It was sad when that great ship went down.

CHORUS :

It was sad, Oh, it was sad

It was sad when that great ship went down

To the bottom of the ---

Iusbands and wives, little bitty children lost their lives
Oh, it was sad when that great ship went down.

"Twas on a Tuesday morn, they were nearing England's shore
And the rich refused to associate with the poor
So they put the poor below where they were the first to g

It was sad when that great ship went down.

They were nearing England's shore and were heading for the dock
When the old ship Titanic began to reel and rock

Oh, the captain tried to wire, but the wire was on fire

It was sad when that great ship went down.

Then the ship began to list, and the lights began to flicker
And a drunk cried out, "My God, where is my likker?"

So they brought out the bottle and they passed it all around
It was sad when that great ship went down.

They swung the lifeboats out, o'er the dark and stormy sea

And the band struck up with Nearer My God To Thee

Little children wept and cried as the waves swept o'er the side
It was sad when that great ship went down.

'GOOD OLD MOUNTAIN DEW (14)

CHORUS:

They call it that good old mountain dew

And them that refuse it are few

I'11 hush up my mug if you'll f£ill up my jug
With that good old mountain dew.

There's an old hollow tree, down the road here from me
‘Where you lay down a dollar or two

Then you go around the bend, and when you come back again
Your jug is full of that good old mountain dew.

My brother Bill, has a still on the hill

Where he runs off a gallon or two

The buzzards in the sky, get so drunk they can't fly
Just from smelling that good old mountain dew.
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GOOD OLD MOUNTAIN DEW (19
(Continued)

Now my cousin Mort, he is sawed off and short

Only measurcs bout four foot two

But he thinks he's a giant, when you give him a pint
0f that good old mountain dew.

My old aunt Jane, bought some brand new perfume
And it had such a sweet smelling phew

But to her surprise, when she had it analyzed
It was nothing but good old mountain dew.

The flask gets so thick, that it makes you feel sick
When you've been on a rail cut or two

But you'll never abort, if they'll give you a snort
Of that good old mountain dew., ‘

WALTZING MATILDA (15)

Once a jolly swagman camped by &he brill-along A M—/
Under the shade of a coolibah tree ;
And he sang as he sat and waited till his billy boiled

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

CIDRUS: Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.
And he sang as he sat and waited for his billy boiled
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Down came a jumbuck to drink at the billalong

Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him with glee

And he sang as he stowed that jumbuck in his tucker bag
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Up rode a squatter mounted on his thoroughbred

Up rode his troops, on€, two, three

where's that jolly jumbuck, you've got in your tucker bag?
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Up jumped the swagman, Sprang into the brillalong
You'll never catch me alive said he

And his ghost may be heard as you pass by the brillalong
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.
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We've been working on the railroad,
All the live long day,

We've been working on the railroad,
Just to pass the time away

THE COWBOY'S LAMENT (16)

As I walked out on the streets of Laredo,

As I walked out in Laredo one day,

I spied a cowpuncher all wrapped up in white linen
All wrapped up in white linen as cold as the clay.

Oh, beat the drum slowly and play the fife lowly,
Play the death march as you carry me along,

Take me to the valley, there lay the sod o'er me
For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

I see by your outfit that you are a cowboy
These words he did say as I slowly stepped by,
Come sit down beside me and hear my sad story
I'm shot in the breast and I know I must die.

It was once in the saddle I used to go dashing,

Once in the saddle I used to go gay,

Then I first took to drinking and then took to gambling
Got shot in the breast and I'm dying today.

Let sixteen gamblers come carry my coffin

Let six pretty maidens come sing me a song

Take me to the graveyard, there roll the sod o'er me
For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

We beat the drum slowly and played the fife lowly

And bitterly wept as we bore him along

For we all loved our comrade so brave, young, and handsome
We all loved our comrade altho' he'd done wrong.

DINAH (17)

Can't you hear the whistle blowing,

At night or early in the momn,
Can't you hear the whistle, blowing,

Oh, Dinah, blow your horn, Fee-fi-fiddle-E-I-0

won't you blow, Dinah, won't you blow

Dinah, won't you blow your hor-or-orn.

won't you blow, Dinah, won't you blow
won't you blow your horn.
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Sameone's in the kitchen with Dinah,
Sameone's in the kitchen I know, I know
Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah
Struming on the old banjo.

Singing fee-fi-fiddle-E-I-0
Fee-fi-fiddle-E-I-0-0-0-0

Strumning on the old banjo.
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» VIRGIN STURGLON (18)

‘ Caviar cames from a virgin sturgeon "1 fed caviar to my girl friend
; Virgin Sturgeon is a very fine fish She was a virgin tried and true
Virgin Sturgeon nceds no urgin' Now that virgin needs no urgin'

That's why caviar is my dish. There ain't nothin' she won't do.
Shad Roe comes from a scarlet shad fish I fed caviar to my grandpa
Shad fish have a very sad fate lie was a man of ninety three
Pregnant shad fish is a sad fish Screams and shrieks were heard from grandma
Got that way without a mate. lie had chased her up a tree.
Oysters they are fishy bivalves I fed caviar to my grandma
They have youngsters in their shell She soon came down out of that tree
How they <diddle is a riddle. Now my grandma and my grandpa
But they do, so what the hell. Start to raise a family.
The green sea turtle's mate is happy . I fed some caviar to my rooster
With her lovers winning way I fed some caviar to my COw
First he grips her with his flipper Now the barnyard sure looks funny
Then he flips the grips for days. All the cows have feathers now.

I USED TO WORK IN CHICAGO (19)

I used to work in Chicago, in a department store

I used to work in Chicago, I did, but I don't anymore
A lady came, she asked for a hat

I asked her what kind she adored

Felt, she said, and felt her I did

I did, but I don't anymore.

cake - layer glue - paste food - pet
lamp - floor cream - massage razor - injector
birds - love girdle - rubber scarf - neck

WHIFFENPOOF SONG (20)

To the tables down at Maury's

To the place where Louie dwells

To the dear old Temple Bar we loved so well
Sit the Whiffenpoofs assembled

With their glasses raised on high

And the magic of their singing casts a spell
Yes, the magic of their singing

Of the songs we love so well

"Shall I wasting" and 'Mavournee" and the rest
We are poor little lambs who have lost our way
Baa, baa, baa

Gentlemen songsters off on a‘spree

Doomed from hcre to eternity

God have mercy on such as we

Baa, baa, baa.
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