THE WHIFFEIPOOF SONG

To a table dowm at Mory's, to the place where Loole dwells

To the dear old Temple Bar we love so well,? ‘

Sing the thiffenpoofs assembled, With their glasses raised on high
And the magicof their singing ¢asts a spells . o

Yesy the magic of their singing, all the songs we love so well
PShall I wasting? and "lamcuvered® and the rests

We will serenade our Looic while life and voice shall’ last,

Then we?ll pass and be forgotten with the restee .

We are poor little lambs whe have lost our ways Bahy Bah, Bah,

We arc little lost sheep who have gone astray, BahgBah, Bah,
Gentlemen, Songsters off on a spree, damned from here to cternity
God have mercy on such as we, Bahy Dah, Bahe

DANANG LULLABYE (i4y BOKNEE) CHORUS

Roll in, roli in, Good Lord how the mortars roll ing roll ine. REPEAT
I wént over to Southcast Asia, to fight my own war in the aire

I've spent half my tour in a bunker, I don’t think that is rcally fair

Each day I go off th fly combat, and then I 80 to the club for a beer
I uvsually finish the first ones and then Charlic's mortars I hears

Each morning we go off to combaty at dawn in the clouds, fog and the rain
The Gyrenes arc up even sooner, to recapture the ramp at Danang.

When my 100 missions arc over, I%11 resume the life that I led
My wife will think it is silly, to stack sandbags up ®round our beds

WAS IT YOU WO DID THE PUSHON?

Was it you who did the push’n, Put the stains upon the cush’n
Foot prints on the dashboard upside down? '

Was it you with sly wood pecker got into my girl Rcbecea?

If it wasy; you®d better leave this towne '

REPLY =

Yes, it was I who did the push®n, Put the stains upon the cushin,
Footprints on the dashboard upside dowvms

But since I laid your daughter, I%ve had trouble pass’n water,
Guess wefll call it even all around!

METHUSELUMS Al AUCIENT LOVE SONG

In days of old there lived a jade, who always did a roaring trade
A prostitute of ill repute, the harlot of Jerusalem

CHORUS: Alla Methusclum, the harlot of Jerusalem
Alla Methusclum, the daughter of the Rabbi

Methuselum was o wily witch, a dirty whore, a son of a bitch
And all the poters they did itch that dangled in Methusclume«CHORUS

Methuselun®s hole was round and reds for forty ycars it had not bled
It smelled just 1like it had been dead since the founding of Jerusalenm

And then there lived a giant who with his prick could dust a wall
He fornicated nca¥ly all the harlots of Jerusalem

Then one day Methuselum took the glant to a shady nook
And from his pants his peter took the pride of all Jeruselen

The sonwofeawbitch was underslung;>he missed her cunt and hit her dung
And sowed tho sceds of many a son in the assehole of IMthuselun

Mothuselum always kKew hor part, she puckered up and let a fart
And blow hinm lille a bloody dart over the walls of Joerusalomes

@




 Thu %A DAYS OF TET (PLUS o) -

On the first day of Tet, My Marine gave to me;
A Band job in a GV ‘
2nd day--- Two brass bars

3rd day--- Three ugly BAMS

4th daye-= Four blown tires

5th day--- Five days in hack

6th day--- Six days of duty

7th day--- Seven Q! dark thirties

8th day~-~ Eight smelly skivvies

9th day--- Nine goocks a~gunning

10th day-- Ten TPQ's

11th day-- Eleven AOM!'s

12th day--~ Twelve drippy dicks

PLASTIC JuSUS . »
I don't care if it rains or freezes, Long as I got ny plastic Jesus
Riding on the dashboard of ny car,

Through &ll my trials and tribulations, and my travels through the nation

With my Plastic Josus I'11 go far.

Plastic Jesus, Plastic Jesus, Riding on the dashboard of ny cars
I'm afraid He'll have to fo, His magnets ruin uy radio,

And if I have a wreck; He'll leave & secar,.

I don't care if it's dark and scary, Long as I got my Magnet Mary,
Riding on the dashboard of Ly Ccar.

I ain't worryin' about my bad behavior, Long aﬁ.I got my Polycthelene=

Savior, Riding on the dashbaard of Ly car.

Plastic Jesus, Plastic Jesus, Riding on the dashboard of Ly car.
Though the sun on His back, makes the plastic pecel and crack,
With ny Plastic Jesus I'11 go far,

When I'm in a traffic jam, He don't mind if T say"dann!

I let all sorts of curses roll,

Plagtic Jesus doesn't hear, for He's got = Plastic cary

The nan who invented plastic saved Ly soul, ;

Plastic Jesus, Plastic Josus, Riding on the dashboard of Iy car,
Once His robec was snowy whitc, Now it ainftt quite so bright,
Stained by the snoke of Ly cigar, "

When I'm weaving ‘round at nite, the poliece won'!t catch me though Itn
tight, They wsn't find ny booze, though they ask. ;
¥

Plastic Jesus sheivers ne, for His hoad acrcws off, you sec, ‘
He's hollow, and I use Hin for e flaosk, i
Plastic Jesus, Plastic Josus, Riding on tho dashboark of Iy ecar,

Conic with me and have a dran, of the blood of the lanb,

Plastic Josus is a Holy Bar. ' ;

JESUS SAVES

Christ woalks on water, He's the lifcguard at our pool (REPEAT TWICEN
Jesus saves, Jesus saves, Jesus saves. Ry

Christ puts His money in the First Notional Bank(REPEAT TWICE)
Jesus saves, Josus saves, Jesus saves.

THE PALE MOON | i .
It's not tho pole moon that cxeites ne ' ;
That thrills and delights ne,

Oh, Nol i

It's your css, It's your ass,

It's your big fat ASS{I111 @)




STR:FZ Ti3i TCuN (Tune: sk up the town)

Strafe the town and kill the people, Its the only tRing to do
Set ycur gunsiphts residentisl, you'll get more kills if you do
Drop the napals in the schoolyard, see the children run cnd shout
Note the mass hysteria, as they try to pat it out

Dr@p your snakeyes in the temple, sce the zippers in the blast

Aatch them trumple one enother as they try to save thelr ass

Shoct your zunis #t the sanpen, pull up quick to miss the fire
CBABY WCiT X U LTGhT ¥ FIRG

YOU CAN TELL (THE CAISSON SONG)

You can tcll by the encll, When her pussy isn't weoll.
And the cnd of the nonth rolls around. - '
You can tell by the stink, When her Pusay's on t&o blink,
And the cnd of the month rolls around.

for it's hi, hi, hee, In thce Kotox factory,

Shout out your sizos loud and strong, (snall, Mediun, Large, #a mattress)
For where ere you go, you will alwoys know,

When the end of the nonth rolls around.

I LOVE MY GIRI

I love iy girl (yos I do, Yos I ao), I lovc hor truly.

I love the hole she pisscs through, - '

I love her tits, tittly wits, tittly wits,

. And hor nut-brown asshole, ‘

' I'd cat her shit, shittly wit, ghlﬁtly wnt,-w1th a wooden stick.
.I'd cot her poop, doodly ocop, doodly oop,--With o. wooden scoop,
I’d @at hor ﬁrup, addly Py erudﬁly ap,--with @~foldcd ape

O‘RILEY‘8 DAUGHLER FERsAN ,
“As I was sitting in O'Riloy's bur, :
Listening to the tales of blood and alaughtcr. , Cohe
"Caric, 2 thought inté my mind, ~ . TR
Why not ‘shag O‘Rllcy's daughter. = = .
“CHORUS: Fiddley I c¢e, fiddley T oh ™

Fiddloy I ec¢, for tho oiw bﬁll Rllcy

Rig a jig Jig, Balls and all

Ruh dub cuby . Shag Olle

I grabbcu that bltch by tho ass .

Then I slung ity left leg over :
Shaggoed and shagged and I shagged sone rore
Shhggud 'tlll all the fun was ovox.

Then CuLQ a knock upon tho door o .
And who should it be but her Goddanod fathex
Two horsc plstols by his side

looklng for the guy who shagged his Cuughtcr

1 grabocd that besterd by the ass .

Shoved his head in o pail of water

Rarmed. those pistols up his asa

A damned sight farth&r than 1 ahuggad hia daughtor

Aﬁ I go walklng down thc gtroect

" Peoplc shout frem cvory cornor

Thero goos the Goddanned Son-of-awbitch
The, guy who shaggod O'Riloy & daughtex

©




THE BLUE STAR (1Y BONNIE)
Take the blue star out ¢f the window, Mother
Replace it with one made of gold
Your son was a damn good wingman,
But he died in a vhore house in Seoul, tough shitl
CHORUS: Tough shit, tough shit,
He died in a whore house in Seoul, tough shit}
Tough shit, tough shit
_ He died in a whore house in Seoul, tough shit}

Take the blue star out of the windowy Mother
Replace it with a gold onc instead,.

Your son just got hit with a mortar,

It blew off his vhole fucking heads tough shit.

Take the bluac star out of the window, Mother,
Replace it with one made of brass,

Your son was as F43 driver, ;

. ¥ho yosterday busted his ass, tough shitl

Take the blue star out of the window, Mother,
Your son hadénft got any nerve,

He says he's defending his country,

And hes just a Goddamn reservey; HORSE SHITIt!ti

THE SINGII'G TELEGRAWM

Your son got killed today, He bought the farm, Ha, Hae

He flew his F4B, right into Subic Bay.

While flying high and far, On his horizon bar,

He went dowm sPinﬁing, turning descending, way too fars

Upon recovery, quite accidenrnaily,

He had a rendevous, with a friendly Sparrow IIleesssFLY MAVYEIi88

ANOTHER GREETING FROM UESTERN UNIOM (CAMPTOWN RACES)
Your son died in Viet Kam, 100 Dahy Doo Dahs

- Your son died in Vict Nam, Oh Doo Dah Daye

Shot him through the headew~{i1ied that fucker deads
Your son died in Viet.Ham, (2 -3 Dah Daye

TI YT YIPPER
CHORUSs  Ti1 yi yippee, yippec yay, yippee yaye
- Come a ti yi yippee, yippee yay

1 Jumped for the saddley; the saddle wasn®t there,
S50 I ramed 8 inches up the old gray marce

I went down to the cellar to get a glass of cider
There sat a bed bug jacking off a spiders

I went upstairs to get a glass aof gin
There sat the bedbug jacking off againe

1 said, look herc, Jacky, this won’t do
So I sat dovm and jacked off, too.

The last tinme I saw her and I haven"t scen hor sincoy
She was jacking off a big one through a barbed wire fencece

The last time I scen hor sho was floating down the strceam,
HWith her asshole blowing bubbles and her cunt a puffing stoam

Well I laid hor in the kitchen upon the floor
and the wind from her ass blew the cat out the door

I scrowud her étanding and I scrowed hor lyingy ‘
If she'd had wings, I%d a scrowed hor flyinge @ .

e




HARINE (Tune to GHOST RIDERS)

You can have your Army khaki, you can have your Air Force blue,
There's just one kind of uniform, I'1l introduce to you.

It's not made of gold or silver, it's the finest ever seen.

The Germans called them Devil Dogs, they call themselves Marine.
CHORUS: Marine, Marine, (Repcat last line of verse)

They meke them down in I.T.R., the land that God forgot, |

The nights are cold, the bunks are hard, the sun is blazing hot.

And there they learn to do their job and how to do it well,

And when they get a little time, they’go out and raise some Hell. CHORUS

They fought on Iwo Jima, and on Okinawa, too.

The Japs thought they were fighting gods when they fought on Pelileau.
When they hit the beaches, they dug into the sand,

And many a brave Marine, my lad, was burzed in that land.CHORUS

If the Army or the Air Force, cver gaze on Heaven's scenes,
They'll find their wives are sleeping with United States Marines.
ind when I get to Heaven, to St. Peter I will tell,

"Another Marine reporting, Sir, I've spent my time in Hell® CHORUS

THE CHECKTRBOARD HYMN (WITH TH.NKS TO THE CRUSLDERS)

They came scrcaming from the sun, thcore was work to be done.
Their craft were manned by daring few, With their Checkers raised on high
énd a challenge in their eyc, Twas the fearless crews of 312
The troops there werc weiting, their chances were fading

Their hopes of getting out were . growing few

Then a thunderous rozr was heard, came a screaming silver bird
Twes the fecarless crews of 27Z.

The bombs came raining in, - .73 death upon the wind

The enemy was finally subcini

4s the jets were pulling outl, You could hear the troopors shout
It's the fearless crows of 212

So let all you who hear, Id rlaces far and near

Sing praises of theo gallant :za who Tlew

4ind as they scream into t*' -, wiih amother job well dones
THE FEARLESS CREWS OF THRE. ~70r W5

MY_RED H.VEN (MY BLUE HEAVIN)
Whon evening draws nigh, and passion runs hlgh
Ihurry to my red haven
4 little red light, a turn to the right,
Will lead you to my red haven.
You'll sce a smiling face on a pillow case, & smilc devinc.
Tomorrow night she's some other guybs, But tonight she's mine.
Just Molly end mec, there'll ncver be three.
We're careful in my RED H..VEN.

HINKY DI

Up in Vietnam midst high rocks and heat

The poor Viet Cong arc feeling quite beat.

For as the Phantoms roar by overhcad,

He knows that his buddics a1l soon will be dead.

‘Hinky di, hinky dinky ¢i, hinky di, dinky dinky di, (Repeat 1ast 1ine of verse)

HooChi went wey up to old Phu Bal

His prize "Commic dArmy in action o spy.

e got there a half hour after thg U.S.

ind a1l that he found was their hets, ass and shoes.

Uncle Ho Chi, your stoogces have found

It just doesn't pay to invade foreign ground

For wheg they disturbed the screnc morning calm

They brought on the rockets, the bombs and Napahn
(CONTINUED) (u)
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+ . HINRY DI (CONT.)

We fought at Daleng and at Chu La.i, too
4t Khe Sahn and Ben Hai and Citadol UM
So hore's to our pilots and here's to our crew .
The target, the Nape, and thc great Phantom .Two

4 GATHERTING OF THE CHFQKEB

Twas a gatherin'.of the CHECKERS, and the lads were all there
4 feelin' of the Lassies among. t&w pubic hair

CHORUS:

Singin' a how'd. you do last night, How do you play
The lad that had ya' last night, He's gonna have ye today

The Parsons daughter she was there, 4 sittin' down in front
& wreath of roseg in her hair and a carrot wp her cunt.

The Parscon's wife she was there, her ass against the wall
it shoutm‘ to the laddies, come ye one and all

The bride was in the kitchen, explaiﬁnzg to the groom
The vagina, not the rectum, is the entrance to the womb

The queen wes in the parlor, counting out hér wealth
The King was in the bedroom playing with himgelf

The village idiot was there, asitting by the fire
Attempting masturbation with an Indian rubber tire

‘The fat old cook she wes there, a givin' us ‘the shits,

4 leaping off the mantle piece and bouncing off ° * her tits.

The village "looney", hc was there, sittin' on a pole
He pulled his foreskin over his head, and whistled thru the hole

There was fuckin® in the parlor, fuckin' in thc ricks
dnd you couldn't hear the music for the swishin' of the pricks

Now the party!s over, They've all gonc home to rest
They say they liked the music, but they liked the fucking best.

OLD KaTE

Now old Kate was a school marm, wey out West

Till she decided she liked fuckin' best ‘

Now she'd fuck'm all, and fuck for lo-ps and pile her victims up in heeps

Now, down from the mountain, frnz F:li-Ass Creek, came a blue-balled
Bastard named Piss-Pot Pet.

Now 0ld Pete had 40 1bs of swin.® « iuth

ind when he stretched it out v o war, it streatched from thar to thar

Now old Kate knew she'd met '..» fote, but to back out now was just too late

A1l the people went o the o ’c.s-:j.n to get their scat te watch old
Pcte sink his ront

Now Kate'ls broad a: - plowed «ns growrt for miles around

She tried shuntz i fronts. and double shunts and tricks unknown
toothae]:r)*' ' : :

Then she made orc iuohake, 7t :.;zd, s ST onGe

I111 never forgct +ing God-wiu? ey vien they neiled her tits to the
ghit~house coor ond pcv led har ass in aleohol c.nd set iT in the
City Hall :

No goap, thig ¢idc of ol oowld pel ont that God-ewful smell

SNA\(-{S Sﬁ\T 23V

THE IRISPE‘B;.N'S NI .

Oh you've got, to )' i ’ﬁ_, Toufve foq to- bc guick

To wetek an Irdisioini o v L° prick, it's as long a3 his arm

ind as thick as. ‘-‘.-.,-,:': G R, '1 & kn~t i the end as 'l‘hhxh e YA l.}‘m&L
1 I‘ \
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VIPGIN 873
T G AW S T

WHED TS ICE IS OI' THE RICE (BANKS OF THE WABASH)
When the ice is on the rice in Southern Honshu
And the Sake im the cellar starts to freexme

And your Jowsan on the futon says ®I ruv you¥
Then you'rem getting just a skoshie Hipponcse

When th CO starts to miss the morning muster
When the X0 has MEnlisted man®s dideasc?

And the pilots and RIO®s arc all grounded
Then you're getting just a skoshic Nipponcse

When you're dancing to the strains of Tonko Dushi
And you're saying "Kudasaiinstead of "PlcascV
And you leave your shoes outside upon the doorstep
%1 sink you're going skoshie Nipponese!

When your lMamawsan invites you home for supper
And the Jomsan®s in the ville stawi ziving keys

- And old Quackus holds a pecker check on Menday
Then you're getting Mucho Hippenone

Ohy, when you start saving yen like it was recally money
’Stead of flinging it 1like pager in the breeze

And you think that everything ycu usy is funny

Theny my lady I think youlre TRULY MIPPORNESE

IHE WOCHPLECKER SOMNG (NILIR)

T s¥atkmy £ificer ln the wondpecker®s hele

Aré thn woodpecker ssid, *Coddamn your soull
Teke it outy take it ocui, take 1t cut, Remove ite

I took my finger fmom the woordpacker's hole

And the Woodpecker naid, YCoddamn vour soult
£ R,

Put 1€ hack, pufl Iv hack, put it hack. Replace ite

I roplaced my finger in the ¥Voodpeckeris hole,
And the woodpecker saidy ¥Coddarmn yocur zoul?
Turn it aroundy turn it arourc, furn it zround, Revolve ite

I revoived my £inger in the trodpnacieris hole,
And the Woodpocker saidy Y¥iouioma your eolld
The other way, the oithor woy; the othnr way, Reverse ite

I reversed my fingar in the Ycodpeskarls nole

V) O L ?
And the Woodpecker gsaid, #Coddamn your soul¥
Take it out, take it out, take it oulb, Ponove its

I reneved my finger from the Woocdpecker's hﬁi&,
and the Woodpoclkor said, ¥Wioddamn your soul
Take a wairf; teke a whiff, take a whiff, Revoltingii

570N (RUEBEN RUSBEN)

Caviav coaes from thn virgin sturgoon, the sturgeon is a very fine fish
Virgin sturgeon need no urgini, That®s why caviar is my dishe

I fod caviar to my girlfricady She was a virgin tried and truc
Now my girlfriend nceds no urgin®, There ain’t nothin? she won't doe

I fed caviar to ny Grandpa, He was a man of 93
Screans and stiricks were heard fronm Grandnma, He had chascd her up a trece

I fod some caviaz to ny Crandna, She ¢2no down out of that treqg,
Then my Grandma and my Grandpa started to raisc a familye

I fod some cavier to my roogtoer, I fed some caviar. to ny cow
Now thao barnyard sure lookd funny, All the cows have foathors nows
' O3
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OLD NUMBER NINME '

Uwas a dark and stormy nite, not a star was there in sight
4nd the Phantoms were tied down to the line ‘

When in shit up to their ears, atood two lonely volunteers
¥ith orders to fly old numbor 9.

Well their ass was racked with pain as they climbed inte that plane

And their bunghole was puckered fit teo tie
And they offered up a prayer as they eclimbed inteo the air
For they knew that it was their nite te dice

As they flew over Hanoi, they could sce a school or two
Sec the women and the children very well

But how were they to know that thoey®d £ly so Coddamn low
That their bombwblast would blow thoir ass to Hell

In the wreckage they werce found with thelr guts all over the ground

And the Gooners came and raised their weary heads

With their poor iives almost spent, herels the message that they sent

To their buddics, so sad to sce them gos

We used an 8 to 10 delay, but it didn’t work out that way
And without a tail an F43 wonit flye

Tell the Skipper for me, that he now has 23

You can roll up the ladder, SEPER FI3iiil

TEN MILES FROL 3ATLAKE (OLD SMOKY)
10 milcs from Datizko, all covered with flak
I lost my poor wingman, He?ll never come back

New {lying¥s a pleasurc, but crashing is gricf
For a quick triggered Commic is worsce than a thicf

A thief will just xob you, and take what you have
But a quick triggercd Commic will lead you to the grave

The grave will decay you and turn yeu t5 dust
Not onc MIG in a thousand ahantem car frust

They®1ll chasc you and kill you and foed out more lcad
Than crossetics on a railroad, or Mig: overhead

For the plancs they will splatter, the crcws they will die
You'll stay here ia I Corps,; and newer more fly

The moral of this story, Can plainly be secn
Stay East of old Diego, Be a STATESIDE MARINE

WINGS OF GOLD (3YE BYE BLACKS IRD)
Wings of Gold, bars of brass, [You can shove then up your ass
Bycy byc Mavy :
We don't give a shit for youy you®wve got alwife I°d like to sci
Byesy bycy llavy.
Mo onc in this outfit understands me, Look|at all the bullshit

hand me l » _
Wings of Gold,; bars &f brass, you can shove them up your ass
Navys byc, bycs '

Bars.of brass, wings of lead, 1'd like to take mour wife to bed

Bye, bwe, Alr Forco
You can shove your Air Forco bluo, and your regulations, too
Byc, byos Air Forece

(FILL IN AS APPROPRIATE)

B
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A POOR AVIATOR LAY DYING ( MY JOHNIE)

Apoor aviator lay dping, ot the c¢nd of a cold winter day
His comerades had gathorad arcund his, to carry his fragnonts away

The airplanc wae piled up on ‘hés hroastbone, the gyro was wreppodlround
his head
He wore a wing tank on cach sibow, twas plain he would: $hort1y be deadse.

He spit out a valve and a gaakmt, and stirred in the oil where he lay

‘To mechanics who‘round hin camo sighing, these brave parting words he

did say

Take the landing gear out of my stomach, and the drogue chute off of my nock
Extract from my liver the throttles, there®s lots of good parts in thés wreck

Ther?s a hydraulic pump in my laryng, and a good SPC in my brain

Take the impingement valve from my kidneys, and assenmble the demn planc

THE BALL AT KILLIMURE

Four and twenty virgins came down from Inverness
And when the ball was over there were four and twenty less
Singing balls to your partner, ass against the wall
If you ve never been fucked by a CHECKER my girl
You've never been fucked at all.
, (Chorus)
The maintenance officer; he was there

. Looking mighty proud,

Hanglng from a chandelier
And pissing on the crowd, Singing balls to ----- ete.

The colonel's lady she was there

She had the crowd in fits

Jumping off the mantlepiece

And landing on her tits, Singing balls t0 ——-- etcs

The executive officer he was there

He wasn't up to much

Because a girl he'd tried to grah .
Had kicked him in the cr@tch, Singing balls to ——-— etc.

The fearless Ops.O., he wes there

Looking like a fool

Sitting in the corner

Rubblng lipstick off his tool, Singing balls £0 ————ete,

The squadron C.0., he was there

He was a great disgrace

For after he'd had twenty girls

He couldn't stand the pace, Singing balls £0 wmmmgtc,

All the CHECKERS they were there

Grossing out the crowd

By singing pornographic songs

Much too fucking loud, Singing balls to ~--etc,

NELLIE DARLING Tune: Red River Valley

Oh your ass 1s like a stove pipe Nellie darling

And the nipples on your tits are turning green
There's a thousand gnats abounding 'round your asshole
You're the ugliest ritch I've ever seen

There's a yard of lint protruding'from your navel
When you piss, you piss a stream as green as grass
There's enough wax in your ears to make a candle
So why not make one dear, and shove it up your ass.

((
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AVISTOR'S HYMN
(Tune: Battle Hymn of the Republic)

Here's a toast to all Marines who wear Navy wings of gold v
They are fearless fighter pilots, they are brave and they are bold
They carouse a bit and drink in quantities untold

And they'll never fly home again; ‘

Chorus: (Sung at the same time) Cory, gory, what a helluva way to die
S " Stall, Spin, Crash, Burn and Die
Gory, Gory, what a helluva way to die
Stall, Spin, Crash, Burn and Die
Gory, Gory, what a helluva way to die
Stall, Spin, Crash, Burn and Die ‘
And they'll never fly home again

Oh, it wasn't lack of throttle and it wasn't faulty trim,

He wasn't turning in the groove, he didn't stall and spin,

He just forgot to switch his tanks, too bad he couldn't swim,

And they'll never fly home againe

CHORUS : .

He was coming through the 90 when he got a little stow,

He ignored the waving paddles of the frantic LSO.

When he finally added power, he was just too Goddamned low,

Bnd he'll never fly home again

CHORUS: '
There were little bits of wrec ge scattered o'er the Naval Base,
And a little pool of blood to mark his final resting place, '
Now he wears a Mark 8 gunsight where he used to wear his face,

And he'll never fly home again.

CHORUS 3

I saw a burning body fall from 40,000 feet,

He squirmed, he kicked, he clawed the alr, my God but it was neat,
With the chute wrapped around his body and the shrouds around his feet,
And he'll never fly home again,

CHORUS:

The outlook wasn't brilliant for Marine F4's that day

The targets that were spotted were too many miles away,

But Joe Gyrene and his RIO decided they would stay,

And they'll never fly home again,

CHORUS :

The target was a village in a valley steep and wide,

The RIO said, "It looks to be a one-way ride"

But the pilot said, "Don't worry man, we'll take this one in stride"
And they'll never fly home again,

CHORUS::

The napalm was delivered; but the pilot was in doubt

His speed was great, his pullout late, when he began to shout

In less time ihan it takes to tell, the pair of them punched out,
And they'll never fly home again, :

CHORUS:

The Phantom hi% the trecs, burst into flames and was a wreck,

An Air Force chopper spared them both a long survival trek,

They never fly together now, if you weuld care to check,

And they'll never fly home again.

CHORUS: '

They climbed into their cockpits on that sultry August day,

As they readied for their cat shot; both their hearts were yuung and gay
But shortly they were both to learn the Devil was to play

And they'll never fly hcme again. :

CHORUS:

He tried to cut the burners in, but 'twas to no avail,

The chute was shct, the brakes were hot, bha nose oo tha bail,
The RIO screamed, "Let's get outl™ but Joe was like a snail, "
And they'll ncver fly home again.

CHORUS: ‘

The aircraft came to reat. in such a state you'd not believe,
(It never got 1like that porferming high-time fighter weave)
And four days later, the pilcs did his major's leaves receive,
And they'll mever fly heme again, =~ i B




Q.% . e

LER 2

- AVIATOR'S HYMNeBont,
CHORUS: -

Ten thousand deollars goin' home tc their wives

Ten thousand dollars in exchange for their lives ‘
(Oh won't they be excited :
Oh won't they be delighted
Thimk of all the things thet they can buy.)

More Geddamned money and ne more family strife.

And they'll never fly home again.

E4RLY ABORT |
(Tune: Macnamera's Band)

Oh, my name is __{(NAME) , I'M the leader of the group,

You can stop into my ready-rocm, and I'll give you all the pocp,

I'11 tell ycu where the targets are, and where the flack is black,
I'11 be the first ofie off the deck, and the first one back

CHORUS:

Barly abort, avoid the rush, early abert, avoid the rush,

Barly abert, aveid the rush, ch the raggedy-ass Marines are on parade,
parade, parade, ch the raggedy-ass Marines are on parade.

Oh, I fly the F4B, and people say it's great

But when it comes to fighting MIG's, those swept wings just don't rate
I was born to be a fighter jock, to grapple in the blue

But when it comes to fighting MIG's, I'11 tell you what I'1ll do
CHORUS:

- And then I'm sure you kncw cur leaders in the wing
“Any night in the O'club you can hear how they sing

With words they fight a helluva war, they say they will go tco
But just you give them half a chanze, and here's what they will do
CHORUS:

uABE 01
4 (Tvr.c ¢ Wabash Cannon Ball)
Q\&Uy
H@llo, BegufTet Tower, this .3 Gabe 01
I'm turning on the dewnwi-.. . '1r Surbine's overrun
Fire warning lite is blirkis,; =oydauli~ pressure is gcne
I've lost both generaters, ot “us law rvel lite is on.

Hello Gebe 01, thés is B&;,.W Tuwer

Take it to the southwest a - o2 back cn the power

Duty officer is ih the snacivar, eup of coffee in his hand
I'11 have to get-his okay befcre $ou're cleared to land,

LSHAU VALLEY

Ch! Who'll carry the mail through the Ashau Valley?
REPLY: 1I'11 carry the mail thrcugh the Ashau Valley.
But there's licns in the Aghau Valley.

REPLY: Fuck the licns!!

You'd fuck a lion?

REPLY: 1I'd fuck a licns mother!!

YOU LION MOTHER FUCKER

But there's Indians in the hshau Valley.
REPLY: Fuck the Indians!!

You'd fuck an Indian?

REPLY: 1I'd fuck an Eskimol!

YOU COCL MOTHER FUCKER

THE SAVICR OF MEHECHIO

My name is Pemche Villa, and T drive a Karman Gieha.
I've got the gemmereha, I get it from Iuciea,

She gave it tc me frec-ah
give me my Boobs and saddle
and I will fuek all the cattle
give me my pills amd weter

I screwed the wromg Spainards doughter.

(17)




