(Covey Bill contd)

Covey operations is cancelled this week, cause dirty
old Bill jammed a fox mike three, babble on Covey Bill,
THUOC briefs each day in the morn, Look for Covey
Bill and he's always gone, Oh, Covey Bill

Find a Lieutenant to give him relief and send him in

the mornin' to the THUOC brief, sleepin' covey Bill

On Fox Mike before the wheels leave the chocks,

and eatin' his heart up on top of fast, dream on Covey Bill

He's got the rank and he's got the plane without a
father he's got no name, That Bastard Covey Bill

SILVER WINGS

Silver Wings that are no more, camaflouged because
of war, men will die but don't forget, they're all a
part of our freedom threat

The F-4C, striking from the air he does a job beyond
compare, A funny bird to those who see, Looks funny
to everyone but me

There's hardly a thing the Thud can't do, All day long
they're never through solving problems of this wars toil
like helping Hanoi with there excess soil

Chorus

The super Spad in history lies, His pilots are courageous
guys, makingflight flying low and mean Flying cover
for our Jolly Greens

The Jolly Greens and the Pony Express, have rescued
some of America's Best, Taking flak as in they go When
they pull out with a G-Ho Ho

Chorus
The 135 carried the aircraft fuel some say this bird is

just a tool, The fighter bombers are really the stars but
without fuel they can't go far

'
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(Silver Wings contd)

The B-52 is a mighty Bird, It's joined the war or so we've

heard, dropping bombs on the jungle green with casualties we
have never seen

Chorus

The RF 4 and the 101, They don't come home till the job is
done, taking film throughout the day, Film that shows our
strike force the way

; The 104 looks like a toy weapons she does deploy You know
the migs don't get a thrill Out of seein' that toy when it plays
for real

Chorus

The gooney bird, that son-of-a-gun, I think they flew it in
World War One, A cargo bird that should be through, Now
the dang old thing is a Fighter Bomber too.

Sirens Blow and the pilots dash,Seconds pass and the AB's flash

They hit the air, what a job they do, Flying interceptance,
our 102's

Chorus
TCHEPONE

I's hangin' round Ops - just spendin' me time,
Off of the schedule, Not earnin' a dime.
When a Colonel comes up and he says, "I suppose
you fly a fighter by the cut of your clothes.™
He figures me right "I'm a good one, ''Isay.
"do ya happen to have me a target today? "
Say's "Yes I do, a real easy one"
"No sweat my boy it's an old time '"Milk-Run'".

I get all excited and ask where it's at,
He gives me a wink and a tip of his hat,
It's three-fifty miles to the northwest of home,
A small peaceful hamlet that's known as Tchepone.

Oh, you'll sure love Tchepone!
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(Tchepone contd)

I go get my G-suit and strap on M' gun,
Helmet and gloves, out the door on the run.
Fire up my Phantom and take to the air
"Two's'" tucked in tight and we haven't a care.
In forty-five minutes, we're over the town
From twenty-eight thousand, we're screamin' on down,
Arm up the switches and dail in the mills,
Rack up the wings and roll in for the kill,

We feel a bit sorry for folks down below.

Of destruction that's comin', they surely don't know,
But the thought passes quickly, we know a war's on,

On down we scream to-wards peaceful Tchepone.

Unsuspecting, Peaceful, Tchepone!

Release altitude and the pippers not right,
I'll press just a little and lay 'em in tight.
I pickle those beauties at two point five grand,
Startin' my pull-up when it all hit the fan.

A black puff in front and then two off to the right,
Then six or eight more and I suck it in tight.
There's small arms and tracers and heavy "Ack Ack"

It's scattered to broken with all kinds of flack.

I jink hard to the left and head out for the blue.

My wingman says, "Lead! They are shooting at You!"
"No Bull!", I cried as I pointed towards home

Still comes the fire from the town of Tchepone.

Dirty, Deadly Tchepone!

I made it back home with the six holes in my bird,
With the Colonel who sent me I'd sure like a word,
But, He's nowhere around though I look near and far,
He's gone back to "Seventh'" to help run the war.
I've been round this country for many a day
I've seen all the things they've been throwing my way,
I know that there's places I don't like to go,
Down in the "Delta" and in "Tally-Ho'.
But I'l11 bet all my flight pay and the "jock'" ain't been born
Who can keep all his cool when he's over Tchepone.

Oh, Don't go to Tchepone
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ODE TO THE OPERATIONS OFFICER

You ought to be dead you old bastard,
You ought to be damned well shot,

You ought to be tied to the door of a shit house,
And left there to damned well rot.

I've sat in this damned cockpit for hours and hours
I've stuck it as long as I could.

I've stuck it and stuck it, so now I say FUCK IT,
My asshole's not made of wood.

WHIF FEN POOF

To a table down at Mowry's

To the place where Louie dwells
To that dear old Temple Bar

We love so well .
Where the Whiffen Poofs assemble
With their glasses raised on high
And the magic of their singing
Cast a spell

Yes, the magic of their singing

Of the songs we love so well

How my Bonnie Lies awastin

And the rest

Oh we'll serenade Old Louie

For as long as life shall last

Then we'll pass and be forgotten with the rest

Chorus

We are little lost sheep

Who have lost their way

BAA! BAA! BAA!

Just little black sheep

who have gone astray

BAA! BAA! BAA!

Gentlemen songsters out on a spree
Damned from here to eternity

God have mercy on such as we
BAA! BAA! BAA!
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JUST GIVE ME OPERATIONS

Don't give me a P-38 with props
that counter rotate
They'll loop, roll and spin,
but they'll auger you in
Don't give me a P-3!

CHORUS

Just give me operations
way out on some lonely atoll
For I am too young to die

I just want to go home.

Don't give me a P-39 with an
engine that's mounted behind

It will turmble and roll and dig
a deep hole

Don't give me a P-¥

(CHORTUS)

Don't give me a Curtiss Warhawk,
about the pilots all squawk °

It flew like a sparrow, but it's
gear was too narrow

Don't give me a Curtiss Warhawk!

(CHORUS)

Don't give me an old Thunderbolt,
it gave many a pilot a jolt

It 1looks like a dog and flies
like a tug

Don't give me an old Thunderbolt!

(CHORUS)

Don't give me an F-shooting Star,
it'll go but not very far

It'11 rumble and spout but soon
will flame out

Don't give me an F-Shooting Star!

(CHORTUS)

Don't give me an F-84, their
pilots aren't here any more

They bombed in that crate, but
they all pulled out late

Don't give me an F-84!

(CHORUS)
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(Just Give Me Operations contd)

Don't give me an 86-D with rockets,
radar and TV

It l1ooks true and fair, but
exploeds in mid-air

Don't give me an 86-D!

(CHORUS)

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

climb

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

Don't give me an F-89!

(CHORUS)

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!

(CHORTUS)

Don't give me an F-105, that
bird is really alive

But in NAM, It's shot down
over hill, road and town

Don't give me an F-105

Just give me a Phantom F-4
That fighting old camouflaged

Whore
You light those ABs and in orbit
you'll be

Just give me a Phantom F-4!
SYDNEY LEAVE

There once was a pilot to Sydney did stroll

He'd just gotten back from a raid on Ashau

When an old MP Sgt. said pardon me please

There's blood on your tunic and mud on your sleeve.

Why Sgt, you bastard, you bloody damn fool

I've just gotten back from a place called Ashau
Where the Ack Ack is flying and comforts are few
And brave men are dying for bastards like you.
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(Sydney Leave contd)

Then the old MP Sgt, said pardon me Sir

On you Lt, I intended no slur

But the girls here in Sydney are damned hard to please
With blood on your tunic and mud on your sleeve.

Now listen here Sgt, you bloody damned fool

The girls will all know I've just come from Ashau
I'11 wine them and dine them and then we will go
Out to my flat where I'1l tell them my woes.

And so the Lt, found him a girl

He wined her and dined her and gave her a twirl
Then out to his flat where he told her his woes
And she flet sorry so she couldn't say no.

Twas nine months later she had a son

She wrote to her pilot - - - Oh? Whats to be done
With this fair baby that you gave to me

Who sits around and wets upon my knee?

The pilot wrote back with this sad advice

The baby's not mine but it wure would be nice

If he'd be a pilot but He'd be a fool

If the blocdy young bastard e'er went o'er Ashau.

SAIGON CITY

Here's to 'ole Saigon

What a hell of a place

The way that it's run

Is a friggin disgrace

There's Captains and Majors
And Light Colonels, too

With their thumbs up their asses
And nothing to do.

They stand on the flight line
They yell and they shout
Yelling of things

They know nothing about
For all the good they do
They might as well be
Shoveling shit on

The Isle of Capri

83

il

bbb sa ks s ddad B keaadd

sed b

Pbdididtbbisdiidee




(Saigon City contd)

It's up in the moming

And to the latrine

It hurts when I (he) pea (s)

Cause I've (hes) been with the Queen
Oh I've (hes) got it bad, boy

And I'm telling you

If you don't quit short-timin

You'l have it too!

When this war is over
We'll all go back home
Back to our Round-eyes
And never more roam
To Hell with ! ole Saigon
And her misery

To Hell with 'ole Saigon
and all her V.D!!!

YOU CAN TELL A FIGHTER PILOT
Tune: Battle Hymn of the Republic

By the ring around his eyeball
You cann tell a bombardier
You can tell a bomber pilot by
The spread across his rear
You can tell a navigator by his
sextants, maps and such
You can tell a Fighter Pilot,
but you cannot tell him much!

By the stormy look about him,
you cann tell a weather nut
You can tell a chopper pilot
by the quiver of his butt
You can tell the local nurses
by their bedrooms eyes and
such
You can tell a Fighter Pilot,
but you cannot tell him much!!
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SAVE A FIGHTER PILOT'S ASS

Cruising down the Mekong doing five-
twenty per

I called to my Flight Leader, "Oh
won't you save me sir!

My camera ain'’t got no ammo, my
tanks ain't got no gas

Mayday - Mayday - Mayday - got six
MIGs on my ass. "

CHORUS:

Oh Halleluja, Oh Halleluja
Throw a nickle on the grass
Save a fighter pilot's ass
Oh Halleluja, Oh Halleluja
Throw a nickle on the grass
And you'll be saved!

Made my traffic pattern, to me it
looked all right

My airspeed read 130, My God, I racked

it tight

The airframe gave a shudder, The
engine gave a wheeze

Mayday - Mayday - Mayday - spin
instructions pleas!

(CHORUS)

Split S onto my bomb run, I got too
God Damn low

I pressed the pickle button, let both
my babies go

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!

{CHOURS)

Oh, I lined up with the runway and
headed for the hill

I looked down at my Tach, my God, it's

in full mil

I pulled back on the stick and rose
into the air

Glory, Glory, Halleluja, how did 1
get there?

(CHORUS)
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VNAF WATERFALL

Beside a VNAF waterfall, on bright
and sunny day

Beside his shattered Phantom, a
young pursuiter lay

His parachute hung from a nearby
tree; he was not yet quite dead

So, listen to the very last words
that young pursuiter said

"I'm going to a better land there
everything is bright

Where whiskey flows from tele-

graph poles and there's poker
every night

There's not a single thing to
do but sit around and sing

Where all crew chiefs are

WO me NNNNNNNNN,

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,
ting-a-ling

For you, but not for me.

Ting-a-ling, a ling ling

Blow it out your pilot tube

Ting a ling a ling ling

Blow it out your pilot tube

Better days are coming bye
and bye.

HERE'S TO THE REGULAR AIR FORCE

bisddbbeaatbiai

Here's to the regular Air Force

They have such a wonderful plan
They call up the God Damn reservists
Whenever the shit hits the fan!

CHORUS:

Call out, call out, call out

the God D3 mn reserves, reserves
Call out, call out, call ocut

The God Damn Reserves.

3
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(Here's to the Regular Air Force contd)

They call up every old pilot

They call up every young man

The reservists they go to Korea

The regulars stay in Japan

(CHORTUS)

Here's to the regular Air Force

With medals and badges galore

If it weren't for the God Damn
reservist

Their ass would be dragging the
floor.

(CHORUS)

Some mothers have sons in the service

Some mothers have sons on the sea

But don't fret for your son my
mother

For he's in the ROTC.

Last CHORUS:
R-0-T- C
It sounds Iike bull shit to me,

- to me
R-0-T-C

And bull shit it turned out to be.

THE STOOGE

I am the Co-pilot, I sit on the right.
I'm not imporiant, just part of the flight

I never talk back or I'll have regrets.
But I have to remember what the pilot ets.

I fill out the forms and check on the weather.
Pull up the wheels and stand by to feather.

Check the mags and call the tower.
Milk up the flaps and adjust the power.

I call for my pilot and buy him cokes.
And always laugh athis corney jokes.

I'm the guy that does the reporting.
And flys the old crate when he's been out courting.
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(The Stooge contd)

And on days when his landings are rusty.
I come through with- "Gawd but its gusty. "

As you can see I'm only a stooge,
For the guy I always call scrooge.

Now maybe you think this is past understanding,
But maybe someday he'll give me a landing

THE LAST OF THE BOMBARDIERS

Down a lonely road, on a cold black night
A miserable begger trudges into sight.
And the people whisper over their beers,
Here comes the last of the Bombadiers.

What is a Bombadier? No reply.

But the men grow silent, and the women sigh,
As a death-like silence fills the place,

Like the guant, grey ghost of a long-lost race.

Furtive glances from ceiling to floor,

Till someone - or something, opens the door.
And the bravest of hearts grow cold with fear
For the thing in the door is a Bombardier.

His hands are bony and his hair is thin;
His back is curved like an old bent pin;
His eyes are two empty rings of black;
And he vaguely mumbles, ""Shack, Shack, Shack."

This ancient relic of the Second World War,
Creeps across the floor and slouches at the bar.
And, in hollow tones from his sunken chest,

He demands a drink - and only the best.

The people say nothing but watch in the glass
As the begger produces his bombsight pass.
With glass to his lips, they hear him say,
"Bomb bays open. . . . . Bombs Away"!
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(The Last of The Bombardiers contd)

And, speaking no word he staggers through the door,
And the last of the Bombardiers is seen no more.
But all through the years this phrase has stuck,
When you say "Bombardier", you add "Hardluck".

MAN ON THE FLYING TRAPEZE

When flying in fighters they make quite a thing
Of helmet and "G" suit and parachute ring
How high they did fly, the G's they did pull
But mostly consisting of bull

He used to fly fighters but now he does not

He once was a jockey both daring and hot

He looped 'em and spun'em and fired William Tell
But his daring has now gone to hell

The general decided that He'd had enough
Commanding those fighters was really quite rough
He sent him to Otis, the tourists delight

With the hope that he'd make things alright

Throttles on the right not the left as before
Instead of just one, he will find there are four
Without after burner it hasn't much climb
And it flys for an awfull long time

Oh while learning to fly it he'll try it boost out
And of the gages he'll learn all about

But the mysteries of radar will have him in doubt
As he flys in the one-twenty-one.

Old nine sixty zero and old nine six one
Can silently tip toe off into the sun
While the Colonel checks out in the 121
with the nine sixty second to none.

DON'T FENCE ME IN

Oh take my hand, don't be dense,
Let me show you my new fence, please
fence me in.
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(Dont! Fence Me in contd)

We've got a fence made of log while you're
walking in the fog, Please fence me in

Lead the troops to the battle like a herd of cattle
Drive us down the chute while our dogtags rattle
A brand new boss in the same cld saddle, Keep
us fenced in

While you are flying we are hiding and are lying
underneath our sheets at home, We could do more
for the corps I am sure but our wives won't let us
roam

We really feel for you but - we can't quite reach you
A lot about alerts, that we'd like to teach ya. It's
really not too hard to let the others beat ya don't let
us win,

Oh give me crowds, lots of crowds, packed in Ops
just like sardines, Please can us in. '

Need less room, don't you know, cause we like each
other so Please pack us in

We don't know for sure just what - has caused it
A great stroke of genius or - really was it the
pilots are all smiling cause they're in the closet
please don't look in

While you are working we are lurking, and are
shirking, and this indicates good sense
Instead of riding high or gliding, we are hiding
which is why we have - de-fence.

Oh when the horns go off you are all - stampeding
What the hell's the use of us all - competing

Wea'd like to go to battle but we can't stand bleeding
Please fence us in.

COOL WATER

All day and night in this old kite
And the only sight is water, Cold Water

Loran and I with hopes held high
But traces die ce'r water, Cold Salt Water
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(EOD's Answer to the Green Berets caontd)

My tale is done, my story's told, I'm neither brave,
nor very bold, I'll do my job come what may, But
1M1 not wear no Damn Beret.

C-124 Song

Here is a story of an aliminum cloud

It flies awfully slow and it sounds might loud

It shakes and it rattles while it bounces and roars
This monster is known as a one twenty four.

The sync levers touchy and the throttles all stick
It's an oil leaking, backfiring sone of a bitch.
Don't Get me wrong, one thing is for sure

You'll get back alive on this faithfull old whore.

The ground crews they cussed it the whole world around
And the navigator prayed it would get off the ground,
But a sleepy old pilot and a drunk engineer

Put her up in the blue and without any fear.

The mag drop is excessive, and the torque's way to low
But at thirty-five inches, the engineer hollered "GO"
The fuel leaking engines were ail belching flame

And at eighty-five knots he said, "Power OK".

At six thousand feet thenhe set up his cruise

The cargo six jeeps and ten cases of booze.

The loadmaster said that his hair had turned grey
And if he had a parachute he'd ke on his way,

Now we're headed for hame and sweet mama we'll see
After flying this mission that took us three weeks
Our ulcers are burning and we spent all our dough
But with three days of crew rest we'll be ready to go.

Believe me, this story did r.uot end to well
For that engineer is now burning in hell
H- flirted with satan and had lots of fun
and ended up flying those cne forty one's.

They say when he got it he was back in the rear
Convincing the lcadmaster he had nothing to fear.

His eyes were all blocd shot, and his head filled with pain
And could tell by his ear drums they were climbing again,
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(C-124 Song contd)

Sweat streamed from his brow and his face turned pale

When they hit clear air turbulence and the pressure door failed
The cabin filled with fog and no one could see

The old timer crumble and fall to his knees.

His heart pumped pure whiskey and labored with the task
As he wondered what happened to his oxygen mask.

His whole life flew past him frem beginning to end,

In those perilous seconds while trying to descend.

When the fog finally cleared and his body was found
All of his buddies had bathered around

One of them said softly, as he wiped at atear,

"0O1d sarge has gone to hell as their chief engineer''.

Learn from this story and obey all the rules
Make use of your head as well as ycur tools
Perform all your duties and do them with pride
Or old sarge might give you your last check ride.

THE PLEIKU ATR BASE BLUES

Well, I hear that plane a-leavin!, It just flew around '

the bend, I ain't seen the world since I don't know when
Well, I'm stuck at Pleiku Air Base, And time keeps draggin
on, I see that plane a-leavin, Headed down to Cam-e-ron

Well, When I was eighteen, my mama said, Hey Son don't
go into the service and you woz't wind up in Nam, Well,

I went on and enlisted, Guess where I am today, Now I
wish that lonely 130 would carry my blues away.

Well, if they freed me from this Air Base, if that 130

was mine, You can bet I'd fly it on a whole lot further

down the line, Well, As far from Pleiku Air Base That's
where I want to stay and let that big ole 130 take me to the USA

Wozll, I'll bet my brothers drivin' a brand new shinney vette
While I'm stuck here at Pleiku getting my ass soakin wet

Well, I'm stuck at Pleiku Air Base and that's where Im
stay till that big 707 takes me to the USA
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SOP FOR THE AIR FORCE WIFE

Who said ''variety is the spice of life?"
Twas said, no doubt, by an Air Force Wife.
Poor girl never knows just where she's at,
"Home" is where he hangs his hat.

Home is a hut with no room for expansion,

A 4th floor apt, or maybe a mansion.

One year she has servants, lives just like a queen,

Next - does her own work, tries to forget how it had been.

She follows her husband thru mad TDY's,
entertains kids thru those hours in the sky,
The movers arrive in sleet or in rain,

While he's in the air, "He Still Has to Train!"

And during the move, now isn‘t it strange,

The kids get the mumps, the dog gets the mange,
And then on the phone, a sad tale of woe,

Mom just recalls, you had neither of those!

She's not really settled but must dress up pretty,
Go out to a party be charming and witty,

She'll drink all concotions, G:in, Whiskey and Beer,
Moderately, of course, remember Hubbys career,

She knows all bridge rules, carasta and scrabble,
She sands and keeps smiling thru all cocktail babbly,
She knows the music and words of each song,

To send all the Air Force Flying along.

He insists on economy, questicns each new buy,
(Less its something like a new clip for his tie).
First of the month theres plenty of cash,

She serves fillet or checken-last week its hash,

There will be a bank balance, whe has an assurance,

Less it goes for uniforms or some damned insurance,
Then just when she has all the parts arranged

"Sorry uniforms are obsolete, Regulations have changed!"

At Hunter or Travis or Dover She'll bake,

For this cause or that cause, communities sake!
She suffers her sinus and sweats out the time,
When she can get out of this terrible climate.
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(SOP For the Air Force Wife contd)

She tries foreign language and sells the UN,
Dces her part in the wives club now and then,
Oh well, even so, when alls' said and done,

she still will admit that this Air Force lifes fun.

LITTLE BROWN OUT-HOUSE

They passed an ordinance in the Town
They said we'd have to tear it down,

That little brown shack out back so dear
to me, Though the health department said
it's days were done and dead it will live
forever in my memory.

It wasn't very long ago that I went trippin'
through the snow, Out to that shack behind my
old hound dog, and I'd sit me down to rest like
2 snowbird on it's nest, Just reading Sears
and Roebucks Catalogue

Oh I would hum a happy tune while peeping through
The quarter moon, Just as my father's kin had done
Before It was in that quiet spot that daily cares
could be forgot, Cause it brought the same relief

to Rich and Poor. )

Oh it was not a castle fair, but I could dream
my furure there, While listening to the yellow
jackets drone I could circle round the sun or
fight with General Washington, Or be a King
upon his golden Throne.

It wasn' fancy built at all, it had newspapers on the
wall, It's air conditioned in the wintertime, Oh it's just
a humble hut, but it's doors are never shut, And a

man can get inside without a dime.

Chorus:

Oh Please don't tear that little brown building down
Oh Pl ease don't tear that little brown building down
Oh Please don'ttear that little brown building down
There's not another like it in the country or the town.




A REAL AC

Someday he'll come along - A real AC

He won't be big an strong, He'll be like me
And when I get him lost, He won't be cross
That's my AC,

And on the radar sit, I'll say one run, With
Him that's quite all right, and then we're done
Tho ten thousand feets my score He won't be
sore, That's my AC

He is not the type to grieve me over where the
ship might be, and when I say we're home, He'll
believe me, That's my AC

Tho we're seven-hundred miles at sea, and
when we finally ditch, we'll float awhile, He's
not the type to bitch, that's not his style, and
then he'll sink into the sea, Glub, Glub, Glub
There goes my AC

BALLAD OF BULL DURHAM i

Well, gather around folks and let me bend your ear,
about how to build yourself an Air Force career.
Just buy you a guitar and put it in tune and

folks around the squadron will notice you soon, °

Well I bought a guitar ten years ago and I

learned to play in a day or so and;

All around the wing it was well understood that

when it came to pickin' I was pretty darn good! (Adlib)

I practiced on alert both day and night and my
AC's hair was turning white.

And I'll never forget my esteemed CO, he said
"You can stay Bull, but that guitarys got to go!"

Well, the Major's list came out and it was plain

to see that we were going a long way - this guitar and me
Why! I was wing guitar picker - but not for long
because soon all of SAC was going to hear my songs!
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So, I packed my bags and lit out from home - I
headed straight for Offit where the "Big Boys" roam.
I played for Geners and all the rest and I don't

like to brag but I was instand success!

(Baliad of Bull Durham coatd) J

Well the General said, "Sing again Bull - if you would;

sing my all time favorite, SAC is Good.

So I played till my fingers was raw to the bone,

and then my CO asked the general if I could please come home !

Now, in every BX my albums are sold and that leaf on my
shoulder is no longer gold; I fly and sing and

make up rymes. It's the Air Force Today - Tomorrow
The world May be Mine!!

1
TERMS AND DEFINITIONS /
Have you ever looked over your ER and asked yourself,

"] wonder just what he means by this phrase? " Well perhaps
the following list will help.

Exceptionally well qualified ...... Has committed no major blunders i
to date.

Active Socially.cc.ccceceecesss. Drinks heavily.

Character and integrity above
Teproach.c..ceececceccsascess.. Still one step ahead of the law.

Wife is active socially........... She drinks too.

Zealous attitude..cccceceeccecs... Opinionated.

Unlimited potential....ccccccee... Will retire or be kicked out shortly.
Quick thinking....cceecececeeeee-sc. Offers plausible excuses for errors.

Exceptional flying ability......... Has an equal number of takeoffs and
landings.

Takes pride in his work.......... Conceited.

Takes advantage of every oppor-
tunity to progress.....cccecs.-.... Buys drinks for OIC and NCOIC's
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(Terms ané Tefinitions contd)

Term Definiticn
Forceful and aggressive..c...o.... Argumentive.
Outstanding. . cevveeeeecoceconcn Frequently in the rain.
Indifferent to instructions........ Knows more than superiors ,

Tactful in dealings with superiors. Knows when to keep his mouth shut.

Approaches difficult problems with
enthu8i35n=..........-...........Finds someone else tO dO the jOb.

Akeen analyst..eeeoveeceones.. ...Thorbughly confused,
Expresses himself well.......... Speaks English fluently.

Definitely not a desk man.........Did not go to college.

Often spends extra hours on the
job e.eiiiiiiiieiiiieiiieeee.... Has a miserable home life.

A true southern gentlemen........A hillbilly,
Meticulous in attention to detail... A nit picker.

Demonstrates qualities of
leadership...o'....-.o..o.o.ooo' Has a loud VOice-

Judgement is usually sound ....... Lucky .

Maintains a professional attitude...A snob,

Keen sense of humor .............Has a vast repertoire of jokes.
Strong adherence to principles.. .. Stubborn,

Career minded «...ccvvvveou..... Hates reservists,

Gets along extremely well with
superiors and subordinates alike.. A coward,

Average Officer of NCO ..........Not too bright.

Slightly below average..coesee.... Stupid.
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