- ONE HUNDRED MISSIONS
(When Johnny Comes Marching Home)

One hundred missidne we have flown, aha, aha.
One hundred missions we have flown, aha, aha.

One hundred missions we have flown,

One hundred bridges we have blown,

But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.

From one to one hundred we did count, aha, aha.
From one to one hundred we did count, aha, aha.
From one to one hundred we did count,

But now one-half or more don't count,

But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.

They said they'd give us combat pay, aha, aha.
They sald they'd give us combat pay, aha, aha.
They said they'd give us combat pay,

And then the bastards took it away,

But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.

We're Iron Hands from old Takhli, aha, aha.
We're Iron Hands from old Takhli, aha, aha.
: We're Iron Hands from old Takhli,
Our hearts beat fast, we think we'll pee.
. But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.

The Weasels fly around alone, aha, aha.

The . Weasels fly around alone, aha, aha.

The Weasels fly around alone,

With half a flight they head for home,

But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.

The force rolls in amidst the flak, aha, aha.
The force rolls in amidst the flak, aha, aha.
The force rolls in amidst the flak,

One-half or more won't make it back.

But you can't return 'til Lyndon gives the word.

Not many will return alive, aha,aha,

Not many will return alive, aha,aha,

Not many will return alive,

Who flew the bloody one-oh-~five.

But you can't return 'till Lyndon gives the word.
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DOWNTOWN

When you get up at two o'clock in the morning,

You can bet you'll be - downtown.

Shaking your boots, you're sweating heavy all over,
Cause you get to go - downtown.

Smoke a pack of cigarettes before the briefing's over,

Wishing you ..ren't bombing, wishing you were flying cover,

It's safer that way -

Tt's hairy as hell down there -

You krow you're biting your nails and you're pulling your hair,

You're going downtown - where all the lights are bright.

Downtown - you'd rather switch than fight, .

Downtown - hope you'll come home tonight - downtown, downtown.

Planning the route, you keep hoping that you won't have to go
today - downtown.

Checking the weather and it's scattered to broken,

So you still don't know - downtown,

Waiting for the guys in TOC to say you're cancelled,

Hoping that the "words" they give will be what sutts your fancy,

Don't make me go -

I'd much rather RTB.

And so you sit and you wait thinking, oh fuck shit hate,

I'm going downtewn - that's why I'm feeling low,

Downtown - but I don't want to go,

Downtown - going to see Uncle Ho ~ downtown, downtown.

Pistol Force - burners now - Barracuda has sweeping guns,

Disrepard the launch light, no threat. Like hell, there's
A pair at 3 o'clock - let's take her downl!!!

THE TWELVE DAYS OF CHRISTMAS

On the first day of Christmas, my DO gave to me, a Pave Knife in a
pear tree.

Second - 2 KB-18's.

Third =~ 3 LAU 3's.
Fourth - 4 CBU's.

Fifth -~ 5 MK 36's.

Sixrh -~ 6 Sidewinders.
Seventh - 7 Frag changes.

Fightl» - 8 Iron bombs.
Ninth - 9 Napes a-splashing.
Tenth - 10 tons of bombs.

Eleventh - 11 stacks of maps.
Twelvth - 12 Wing Wienies.
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WILL THE MIGS COME OUT TO PLAY?
(My Indiana Home)

When the SAMs start rising from old Haiphong Harbor,
And the 85's start puffing at Kep Hay,

You will know your target's just around the mountain,
And you wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

Oh, ,ou reach your pull-up point and start you pop-up,
And the tracers seem to urge you on your way,

You see the bridge and as you start your roll-in,

You wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

Oh,you've dropped your bombs and now you're off and running,
Jinking hard you're on your merry way,

And as you reach the jagged limestone ridges,

You wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

Oh, you've reached the coast and all the sea is friendly,
Your fuel is low, but not too low you say,

I can make it back to Korat nice and easy,

If only the MI6s don't come to play.

Oh, you start your climb and now you're resting easy,
A drink of water helps you on your way,

But a glint of light, a speck up high, and you know,
The MIGs have fin-al-ly come out to play.

Oh, your burner's 1lit, you're diving down, you're running,
But his overtake 1is much too great today,

In your dinghy bobbing on the Gulf of Tonkin,
You wish the MIGs just hadn't come to play!!

WILD WEASEL

(Sweet Betsy from Pike

Wild Weasel, Wild Weasel, they call me by name.
I fly up on Thud Ridge and play the big game.

I fly o'er the valleys and hide 'hind the hills;

1 dodge all the missiles, then go in for kills.

I'm a lenely Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear!

Some weak guns, some weak guns; they're all off at one.
But don't worry fellows, for threats there are none.
There's a big one just looking at two o'clock now.
There's flak all around us. They're shooting, and how!
I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear!
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Keep moving, they're shooting. The target's at eight. .
Go burner, now roll in, don't pull it off straight.

A missile! A missile! Let's take it on down.

Oh God, where's that bastard? My flight suit's turned brown.
I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear!

Now pull it up, pull up, and head for the sky.

The missile's at two, boys; now watch it sail by.
There's smoke from the SAM site out there in the grass.
Set 'em up ' t, boys, and we'll nail his ass.

I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear!

Wild Yeasel, Wild Weasel, they've called me by name.
I flew o'er the fence, and I've won the big game.
One hundred, one hundred, I'm heading for home.

And over those damned hills I'll never more roam.
I'm a lonely Thud driver with a shit-hot fine bear!

HALLELUJAH

I was cruising at six angels in my Foxtrot 105,

Thinking 'bout the Poo-Ying back in the Takhli dive, i
When a eudden burst of ack-ack was all around the sky,

I cried, "Oh, Lord, please help me. I'm too young to die."

CHORUS: Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Here's a tanker full of gas
To save a fighter pilot's ass.
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Put your gas-hole on the boom
And you'll be saved.

So T squawked my parrot MAYDAY and called up GCI,

Asking for a tanker to keep me in the sky.

Well, the Airman-third controller said, "Please don't g0 away.
Let me call up Seventh to see if it's okay."

Then a friendly tanker pilot called out, "Fighter jock, no sweat,
I've got half a jug of coffee, so I'm not bingo yet.

If you get a vector to me, I'll be glad to pass some gas.

Turn your twenty mike-mike off, and don't shoot up my ass."

It was really getting hairy as I sped my old Thud south.

L could feel the cotton rising all inside my mouth.

Then 7 saw the silver tanker and gave a happy shout. -
Then 1 saw the drogue behind, and started punching out!
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SHIT HOT FROM KORAT
(Sweet Betsy From Pike)

When this base opened and all things were new,

The jocks had a need for somebody to screw,

When up jumped this girl and said, "For five baht."
"I'm Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Kearat."

CHORYS: It was Chum Chim the whore from Korat,
Chum Chim the jocks screwed a lot,
It was Chum Chim the whore from Korat,
Chum Chim the whore from Korat that's shit hot.

Standing or sitting she's good anyway,

That's what the jocks at Korat always say,

They can't understand why her crotch doesn't rot,
Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat.

A very young jock that first opened her box,
Became her pimp and later got shot,

But still couldn't tie the marital knot,

To Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat.

She's good in a hammock but better in bed,
That's what the jocks from Kadena have said,
Some left their wives, believe it or not,

For Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat.

She was a jewel to the pilots from TAC,
When they had the honor to lay in her rack,
They never forgot that dirty old twat,
Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat.

With F-4C crews she never had trouble,

Unce she learned how to take them on double,
Though it was daylight, it bothered her not,. ..
Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat. .

When she met the Weasels she sure had the knack,
One in the front and the other in back,

She liked this arrangement, it doubled her baht,
Chum Chim the whore and shit hot from Korat.
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THE BROWN & GREEN SWING-WING MACHINE

Does flying by yourself up front just get you down,

Are you all tensed up and nervous when you ride,

Do you have a second thought just before you leave the ground,
Would you rather have a buddy by your side?

Well, there's no need to complain, we'll eliminate your pain,
We can neutralize your brain, you'll feel just fine...now...
Fly a brown aind green, swing-wing machine.

Do the combat tactics air-to-air make you afraid,

The upper atmosphere is cold and blue,

If you get shot down because of a lazy pass you made,

Would you rather take your cockpit down with you,

Are you worried and distressed, can't seem to get no rest?
Put our product to the test, you'll feel just fine...now...
Fly a brown and green, swing-wing machine.

Do you nervously await the blows of cruel fate,

Does turnin' hard just drive you up the wall,

Are you tired of comin' in early and then goin' home 1late,

Are you lookin' for a way to chuck it all?

We can end your daily strife, at a reasonable price,

You've geen it advertised in LIFE, you'll feel just fine...now..
Fly a brown and green, swing-wing machine.

You'd better hurry up and get you one,
Our limited supply is very nearly gone.

PUFF, THE TRAGIC WAGON

Puff, the tragic wagon, came across the sea,
Conceited turds in gooney birds, they came to kill VC.

The VC shook in terror whenever they appeared,
The mini ones with miniguns a-sticking out their rear.

Puff, the tragic wagon, at Danang by the sea,
Though Rinkelman is number one, his waist is 63.

The FC~47 flies all afternoon,
lialf a day of boredom in that silly fucking goon!
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ESCORTING A SPECTRE

As 1 was escorting a Spectre one evening,

And we were in orbit 'round Delta cne one,

A non-Christian gomer who didn't speak English,
Was shooting at us with a communist gun.

His markmansh{p showed he had his shit together,
He tatered our eyes on the very first pass,

That non-Christian gomer who didn't speak English,
The son-of-a~bitch had balls made out of brass.

The Spectre TV was locked on his location,

Thetr music was playing a symphony sweet,

The non-Christian gomer who didn't speak English,
Was soon to receive a magnificient treat.

We trolled over the gun pit with lights bright and flashing,
He hosed at our ass as we jinked left and right,
The non~Christian gomer who didn't speak English,
Was going to be sorry he fired that night.

We started our bomb pass from twenty-one thousand,
The sword locked up fast and the cross hairs were right,
We pickled our bombs and started our pull off, '
The Demon was loose to wreck havoc that night.

That non-Christian gomer who didn't speak English,
Kept shooting at us till the LGB hit, ;g{,
He won't shoot no more, Kup, and that is for certain,[jl'ﬁ
The MK-84 guided right into the pit! 4

LAOTIAN WATERFALL

Beside a Laotian waterfall, one bright and sunny day, . z
Beside their shattered Phantom jet, the young pursuiters lay,
Their parachutes hung from a nearby tree, they were not yet quite dead.
So listen to the very last words the young pursuiters said:

"We're going to a better land where everything is bright;

Where whiskey flows from telegraph poles; 4,5,6 every night.

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

The cruw chiefs are all 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, ting-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.

IF YOU FLY

If you fly an Eighty-nine,

You must be deaf, dumb, and blind,
For your life ain't worth a dime,
What's your scheduled blow-up time?

CHORUS: Did you go BOOM today? .
Did you go BOOM today?
Two more blew up yesterday,
G.E. ain't here to stay!

1If you fly a Ninety-four,

You will never holler no more,
For your lot we do not pine,
It's better than an Eighty-nine.

If you fly an Eighty-six, .
You will really get your kicks,

Bouncing those sub-sonic boys,

Playing with their radar toys.

If you fly a 101,

Tell yourself it's really fun,

One day it will pitch up with you,
And you will wish you never flew.

If you fly a 102,

Don't go up unless it's blue,

For 1f you feel one drop of rain,
You'll be in pileces not a plane.

If you fly a 104,

The whole world flocks to your door,
Range is short, the wings don't last,
But, golly, it sure does fly fast.
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‘ 1f you fly a Thunderchief,
You will soon shake like a leaf,
i Flying it may make you sick,
It handles like a great big brick.

If you fly a Phantom Two,

Your flying days will soon be through,
It flies at twice the speed of sound,
If you can get it off the ground.

CHOCOLATE-COVERED NAPALM

Oh, Chocolate-covered napalm is raining from the sky,
Chocolate-covered napalm is mode for you and I.

It's so much fun to drop it and here's the reason why:
When it finally hits the ground, it makes the people fry.

CHORUS: Git along home, Ho Chi Minh,
Git along home, Ho Chi Minh,
Git along home, Ho Chi Minh,
We'll see you bye and bye.

Oh, Hershey made the first bid with Nestles close behind,
. For chocolate-covered napalm the brand was hard to find,

But Milky Way was chosen, they said it was the best,

The jelly-centered filling will handle all the rest.

Now, Ho Chi Minh is happy like the kiddies on the street,
For chocolate-covered napalm is their favorite treat,

It has a special flavor, a one you can't forget,

So place your orders now, boys, the stuff is hard to get.

The weather it can't stop us, in rain or sleet or snow,

We must make our delivery to the land of Uncle Ho,

With four big loads of napalm, all tucked beneath our wings,
It makes you feel like Santa Claus and all the joy he brings.

Rockets, bombs, and mike-mike is the normal load,
Pulling off at 45, then watch them all explode,

They really do the job now, except for one small thing,
Napalm does it better than any other thing.

When you punch it off the rails now, it tumbles and it rolls,
The flight path undetermined because it falls so slow,

. Though pin-point bombs and accuracy is our main desire,
Napalm covers half the world with smoke and fumes and fire.
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LUPEE #1

Down in cunt valley where red rivers flow,

Where cocksuckers flourish and whoremonsers grow;
T'was there 1 met Lupee, the girl [ ado e...
She's my hot fucking, cocksucking Mexican whore.

CHORUS: She'll roll you, She'll blow you, She'll gnaw at your nuts;
She 11 wrap her legs round vou and squeeze out your guts;
She'll wrap her legs round you till you think you'll die...
Gh, I'd rather eat Lupee than blueberry pie!

She got her first piece at the young age of eight,
While swinging one day on the old garden gate;
The crossbar went out and the upright went in...
Ever since she has lived in a welter of sin.

Now Lupee, dear Lupee, lies dead in her tomb,
The worms crawl out of her decomposged womb;

The smile on her face is a mute cry for more...
She's my hot fucking, cocksucking Mexican whore.

LUPEE_#2

1 was down in Laredo out drinking one night,
I was hitting the high spots and doing all right.
There I saw a floor show with Lupee as the star,
She was fuckin' the major on top of the bar.

Her knees were all bloody, he had sores on his toes,
Sweat poured from his balls and it drippred from his nose.
From Lupee the laughter was pouring in peals,

As she clawed him and pounded his ass with her heels.

Said Lupee disgusted, "Ain't none of you cocks,

That can fuck for ten minutes without blowing your rocks?"
She stood there defiant with a gleam in her eye,

As a long, lanky Texan umbuttomed his fly.

Her gleam didn't wilt when he showed her his cock,

It was seventeen inches from bottom to top.

Said he, ''Stand back, gentlemen, and let me on through,
Cause this is where Lupee meets her Waterloo!"




The bar was of marble and it was well built,

But it shuddered and groaned as he drowe to the hilt.
"Viva le Mexico!" Lupee she cried,

"Remember the Alamo!" the Texan replied.

For three solid hours she begged him for more,

They fell off the bar and they fucked on the floor.

From the floor to the sidewalk to the street they did fuck,
Right into the path of an oncoming truck.

The airhorn it bellowed, the trailor brakes locked,

But neither Lupee, the Texan, nor truck could be stopped.
The bargender said with a gleam in his eye,

"I guess in all fairness, we'll call it a tie!"

Now down in Laredo a statue 1is seen,

But most of the tourists, they think it's obscene.
Only the few who were there understand,

There's no finer tribute to woman or man.

Oh, she'll fuck you, she'll suck you, she'll nibble your nuts,
And if you're not careful, she'll suck out your guts.

Now that there was Lupee, the girl I adore,

She's a hot fucking, cocksucking Mexican whore.

CREEPING AND CRAWLING

One night as I was crawling and creeping, creeping, creeping,
I spied a young maiden so peacefully sleeping.
So roll your leg over, so roll your leg over, over more.

i said to her, "Can I come to bed with you?"
And then she replied, '"You're not handcuffed or tied!"
So roll your leg over, so roll your leg over, over more.

Her drawers were tight and I could not get in them,
And then she replied, "There's a knife on the table!"
So roll your leg over, so roll your leg over, over more.

The knife was sharp and her drawers split asunder,
And then we were banging like lightning and thunder.
So roll your leg over, so roll your leg over, over more.

In about nine months lay the poor maid asunder,
And then she remembered the lightning and thunder.
So roll your leg over, so roll your leg over, over more.
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‘ KATHUSELEM

In ancient days there lived a maid,
Who used to ply a filthy trade,

A prostitute of ill repute,

The harlot of Jerusalem.

CHORUS: Hi Ho Kathuselem, the harlot of Jerusalem,
Hi Ho Kathuselem, the daughter of the Rabbi.

Kathuselem's snatch was bold and bara,
Upon her gash there grew no hair,
For hair won't grow on a thoroughfare,
Like the snatch of old Kathuselem.

Kathuselem's cunt was round and red,
For forty years it had not bled,

It smelled as though it had been dead,
Since the founding of Jerusalem.

Now Kathuselem was a wily witch,

A goddamn fucking son of a bitch,
And every pecker that had the itch,
Had dangled in Kathuselem.

‘ Next door there lived a giant tall,
His prick of steel could smash a wall,
His balls hung down like basketballs,
The giant of old Jerusalem.

One night returning from a spree,

A quite consistent jubilee,

His balls hung down like basketballs,
He chanced to cross Kathuselem.

And so he challenged her to fuck,
And wishing her the best of luck,
He led her to a shady nook,

And there unfurled his mighty hook.

This glant of old was underslung,

He missed her cunt and hit her bung,
And with his giant pecker stung,
The pride of all Jerusalem.

Kathuselem she knew her art,

She cocked her ass and blew a fart,
She blew him like a bloody dart,
Through the walls of old Jerusalem.
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And there he lay a broken mass, .

His cock ail bent with shit and gas,
And Kathuselem got up and wiped her ass,
All over the walls of Jerusalem.

OLD SOLDIERS NEVER DIE

Then up and spoke a sailor's wife,

And she was dressed in green,

And in one corner of her funny little thing,

She had a submarine.

She had a submarine, my boys,

With conning tower complete,

And in the other cormer she had half the fucking fleet.

CHORUS: She had those dark and dreamy eyes,
With a whiz bang up her nighty,
Singing, Hi Jack, come and have a skin back,
Come and have a bang at Liza, singing
0ld soldiers never die, they just smell that way.

And she was full of fun,

And in one corner of her funny lietle thing,

She had a vickers gun.

She had a vickers gun, my boys,

With the breech lock and the sear,

And in the other corner she had provisions for a year.

Then up and spoke the gunner's wife, '

Then up and spoke the skipper's wife,

She was dressed in black,

And in one corner of her funny little thing,

She had a fishing smack.

She had a fishing smack, my boys,

The oarlocks and the oars,

And in the other corner she had bags and bags of sores.

Then up and spoke the pilot's wife,

And she was chewing gum,

And in one corner of her funny 1little thing,

She had a fifty-one.

She had a fifty-one, my boys,

Two napalms and six guns,

And in the other corner she had rockets by the toms.

*
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THE PORTIONS OF A WOMAN

The portions of a woman that appeal to man's depravity,
Are fashioned with considerable care, ’

And what at first appears to be a harmless little cavity,
Is really an elaborate affair.

Doctors of distinction have examined the abdomena

0f various experimental dames,

And have listed the components of these womanly phenomena,
And given them most charming Latin names.

There's the clitoris, the vagina, the velva, perinoum,

And the hymen in the case of certain brides,

Delightful small devices you would love if you could see 'em,
There's a hundred other little things besides.

Isn't it a pity then, that when we poor men chatter ~7 ~
Upon the things to which I have referred, X
We use for what is really a most complicated matter, (

Such a short and unattractive little word.

THE REPLY:

The erudite authorities who study the geography,

Of these remote but interesting lands,

Are able to indulge their taste for intimate topography,
And view the scenic details close at hand.

But while we lesser mortals are aware of the existence,
Of mysteries beneath the pubic knoll,

We're normally contented to survey them at a distance,
And treat them, roughly speaking, as a (W) hole.

But when we are confronted with some morsel of virginity,
We exercise a gentle sense of touch.

We do not cloak the matter in meticulous Latinity,

But call the whole affair a such and such.

Men have made this useful but inelegant commodity,

The subject of innumerable jibes,

And while the name we call it by is something of an oddity,
It seems to fit the subject it describes.
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ASSHOLEB ARE CHEAP TODAY ‘

Assholes are cheap today,
Cheaper than yesterday.

Little boys are half a crown,
Btanding up or lying down.
Bigger boys are three and six,
Cause they have bigger dicks.
Won't somebody buy my assholes?
Asgholes, Assholes,

A--sgholes.

THAT MAY BE SO

That may be so, but I don't know,
It sounds mighty queer.

That may be so, but I don't know,
That Bullshit don't go here.

OLD KUNSAN

They say that old Kunsan is a wonderful place,
But the organization's a horrible disgrace. i
There's captains and majors and light colonels too,
With their hands in their pockets and fuck all to do.
They stand on the ramp and they scream and they shout.
They shout about things they know fuck all about.

For all of their good they just might as well be
A'shoveling shit on the Isle of Capri.

OKINAWA

It was fat in old Manila, It was fat in Tokyo,

But that goddamn Okinawa is the fattest place I know.
Yoa can sit on Naha Airstrip any hour of any day,

You can watch those 86's as they crash into the bay.

You can take your coral beaches, You can take your velvet grass,
You can take that Okinawa and shove it up your ass.
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. IVAN SKAVINSKI SKAVAR

Oh, the harems of Egypt are fair to behold,
And the maidens the fairest of the fair.
The fairest, a Greek, was owned by a sheik,
One Abdul Abbulbal Amer..

A traveling brothel was brought into town,
By 2 Russian who came from afar,

And a challenge went wide, as to who could outride,
Count Ivan Skavinski Skavar. .

Now Abdul rode by with his hand on his fly,
And his balls hanging low with desire,

And he wagered a million that he could outride,
Count Ivan Skavinski Skavar.

So this spectacle great was all set for a date,

Twas to be refereed by the Czar,

And the streets were all lined to see harlots entwined,
With Abdul and Ivan Skavar.

They met at the track with their tools hanging slack,
And the starters gun punctured the air,

They were quick on the rise, people gasped at the size,
Of Ivan Skavimski Skavar.

The cunts were all shorn and no rubbers were worn,
And Abdul revved up like a car,

But he hadn't a hope against the long greasy strokes,
Of Ivan Skavinski Skavar.

Now when Ivan had won and was cleaning his gun,

He bent down to pick up his pair,

Then something red hot, up his rear track was shot,
And Abdul the bastard was there.

Then the harlots all screamed and the people yelled queen,
They were ordered apart by the Czar,

But so fast were they stuck, it was fucking bad luck,

For Abdul and Ivan Skavar.

The cream of the joke when at last they were broke,
It was laughed at for years by the Czar,

For Abdul, the fool, had left half his tool,

In Ivan Skavinski Skavar.
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NICE BOY

He's such a nice boy, he wears a watch on his wrist,
He's such a nice boy, he's never been kissed;

When he saw Rudolph Valentino in "Blood and Sand,"
He stood up and shouted, '"Christ! What a man!"

He's such a nice boy, with his pretty red tie,
And his hair hkas a vaseline shine,

He's never been a sailor, and he's never been to sea,
How he knows so many sailors is a mystery to me.
He's such a nice boy, he's such a nice boy,
Thank God, he's no relation of mine.

FELLARS OF US-TRALIA

Fellars of Us-tralia,

Blokes and coves and coots,
Shift your bloody carcasses,
Move your bloody boots.
Gird your bloody loins up,
6rab your bloody gun,

Jump the bloody enemy

And watch the bugger run.

Get the bloody move on,
Have some bloody sense;
Learn the bloody art of
Self de bloody fense.

Fellars of Us-tralia,
Cobbers, chaps, and mites,
Hear the bloody enemy
Kicking at the gites.

Blow the bloody bugle,
Beat the bloody drum,
Uppercut and out the cow
To Kingdom bloody come.

Get the bloody move on,
Have some bloody sense;
Learn the bloody art of
Self de bloody fense.
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THE HAMBURG Z0O

CHORUS: Oh, we're off to the Hamburg zoo,
To see the elephants and the kangaroos,
We'll all be together,
In fair or stormy weather,
We're off to the Hamburg zoo.

The Alligator:
Over here, ladies and gentlemen, we have the al-i-gat-or,
Each year the female al-i-gat-or swims upstream and lays one million eggs,
The male al=i-gat-or follows her upstream and eats 999,999 of those eggs,
Why does he eat all those eggs?
Otherwise we'd be up to our ass in al-i-gat-ors.

The Leopard:
Over here we have the Le-o-pard,
The Le-o-pard who has one spot for every day of the year,
Lift up the Le-o-~pards tail and show the lady the 24th of November.

The Tight-skinned Owl:
Here we have the tight-skinned owl,
Whose skin is so tight that everytime he blinks his eyes he masturbates
himgelf,
Little boys have been known to jack him off by throwing sand in his eyes.

The Orangatang:
Here we have the O-rang-a-tang,
The O-rang~-a-tang whose balls hang so low that everytime he swings
from tree to tree his balls go O-rang-a-tang.

The Ki Ki Bird:
Over here ladies and gentlemen, we have the Ki Ki Bird,
The Ki Ki Bird who flies in ever-decreasing circles until he flies
up his own asshole, :
The Ki Ki Bird can be distinguished by his indmitable cry, Ki Ki
Ki-rist, it's dark in here.

The Lost Tribe of Africa:
Here we have the lost tribe of Africa,
The lost tribe of Africa who wandered lost in the jungle for many a year,
The lost tribes cry could be heard in the jungle, "Fuga we, Fuga we,
where the Fug are we?"

The Horny Bird:
The female horny bird can be distinguished by her cry,
Want Some, Want Some, Want Some,
And the male horny bird by his cry,
Here it tis, Here it is, Here it is.
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POOR BUT HONEST

She was poor, but she was honest,
The victim of a rich man's whim,
When she met a rich old gentleman,
And she had a child by him.

Now he sits in the Legislature,
Making laws for all mankind,

While she walks the streets of Austin,
Selling chunks of her behind.

It's cthe rich that gets the pleasure,
It's the poor that gets the blame,
It's the same the whole world over,
Isn't that a goddamn shame?

COLUMBO

In Fourteen Hundred and Ninety-Two,
A dago from I-taly,

Walked the streets of old Madrid,
And pissed in every alley,

All night long, from midnight on.

He walked up to the Queen of Spain,
And asked for ships and cargo.

He said, "I'll be a son-of-a-bitch
If I don't bring back Chicago."
All night long, from midnight on.

CHORUS: He thought the world was round-o,
His balls hung to the ground-o,
That navigatin' masturbatin'
Son-of~a=-bitch Columbo.

Columbo had a cabin boy,

The dirty little dipper.

He lines his aes with broken glass,
And circumcised the skipper.

All night long, from midnight on.
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Columbo had a second mate,

He loved him like a brother.
They went down below the deck,
And corn-holed one another.

All night long, from midnight on.

CHORUS:

For forty days and forty nights,
They sailed the blue Atlantic.

They spied a whore upon the shore,
And the whole damn crew went frantic.
All night long, from midnight on.

They screwed her once,

They screwed her twice.

They screwed her once too often.

They broke the main spring in her ass,
And now she's in her coffin,

All night long, from midnight on.

CHORUS:

CATS ON THE ROOFTOPS

Cats on the tooftops, cats on the tiles,
Cats with the syphillis, cats with the piles,
Cats with theit assholes wreathed in smiles,
As we revel in the joys of copulation.

Hippopotamus, so it seems, very seldom has wet dreams,
But when he does, he comes in streams,
As we revel in the joys of copulationm.

Down in the pampas, down in the grass,
Momma armadillo has an iron bound ass, but papa armadillo has a prick of brass,
As we revel in the joys of copulation.

Way down south, where the alligators roar,
There isn't such a thing as an alligator whore,
Because all the alligators are too sore,

As we revel in the joys of copulation.

Now the donkey on the common is a jolly old bloke,
A i Tt 1 AP 45 RS gt e e A i A a3 S

He very, very seldom gets a poke,

But when he does, he lets it soak,

As we revel in the joys of copulation.
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ICE ON THE RICE ‘

When the ice 1is on the rice in old Tsuiki,

And the saki in the cellar starts to freeze,
When you turn to her and say, "My darling dozo'",
Then you're turning just a skoshi Nipponese.

THE GAY CABALERO*

Oh, i'm a gay cabalero coming from Rio Janiero,
Bringing with me my lum bum ba de,
And two of my lum bum ba deros.

I went to see a sweet senorita,
An exceedingly sweet senorita,
Taking with me my lum bum ba de,
And both of my lum bum ba deros.

We went to a soft sofita,
An exceedingly soft sofita.
She wanted to see my lum bum ba de,

And both of my lum bum ba deros. .

I got a case of clapetos,

An exceedingly bad case of clapetos,
On the tip of my lum bum ba de,

And ene of my lum bum ba dewos.

I went to see a medico,

An exceedingly fine medico,
Taking with me my lum bum ba de,
And both of my lum bum ba deros.

The medico drew a stiletto,

An exceedingly sharp stiletto,

And cut off the tip of my lum bum ba de,
And one of my lum bum ba deros.

Now I'm a sad cabalero,

Coming from Rio Janiero,

Taking with me no lum bum ba de,
And only one lum bum ba dero.

Last night as I laid on my pillow,
1 wanted to play with my willow,
But all I find is a hand full of hair,

And only one lum bum ba dero. ‘
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O'REILLEY'S DAUGHTER

As 1 was sitting at O'Reilley's Bar,
Listening to tales of blood and shaughter,
Came a thought into my mind,

Why not shag O'Reilley's daughter?

CHORUS: Fiddley~I-E Fiddley-I-O,
Fiddley-I-E for the one ball O'Reilley,
Rubby dub dub, jig balls and all.
Rubby dub dub shag on.

I grabbed that she-bitch by the hair,
Then I threw my left leg over.

Shagged and shaggdd and shagged some more,
Shagged and shagged till the fun was over.

There came a knock upon my door,

Who should it be but her goddammn father.

Two horse pistols by his side,

Looking for the man who shagged his daughter.

1 grabbed that bastard by the hair,

Shoved his head in a pail of water,

Shoved those pistols up his ass,

A damn sight farther than I shagged his daughter.

Now as I go walking down the street,
People shout from every corner,

There goes the dirty son-of-a-bitch,

The one who shagged O'Reilley's daughter.

OLD MAN'S LAMENT

Now I'm old and feeble,

My pilot 1light is out.

What used to be my sex appeal,
Is now my water spout.

I used to be embarrassed,
To make the thing behave.
For every single morning,
It would stand and watch me shave.

But now I'm growing older,

And it sure gives me the blues,

To have the thing hang down my leg,
And watch me shine my shoes.

89




ALEXIS OF TEXAS
(Heart of Texas)

There came out to the range,
A cowboy kind of strange.

His name, it was Alexis.

He was big and strong,

But there was something wsong.
Alexis had no sexes.

When he roped cattle,

He would ride sidesaddle,
Deep in the heart of Texas.
He even had a steer,

Who acted kind of queer,
Deep in the heart of Texas.

He'd say Yippee-Yi-Yay,

I'm the Queen of the May,
Deep in the heart of Texas.
When he went out to ride,

He wore "Chanel Number Five",
Alexis with no sexes.

WING HEADQUARTERS

Wing Headquarters - That's the spot - 28 colonels, that's a lot!
If you're a bird colonel with nothin' to do,
Wing Headquarters is the place for you - chicken, chicken, chicken.

THE B-47

Oh, the B-47 flies at 40,000 feet, Oh, the B-47 flies at 40,000 feet,
Oh, the B-47 flies at 40,000 feet, But it only carries one little
teensy~weensy bomb.

All the rest is toilet paper, all the rest is tollet paper,

All the rest is toilet paper, but it only carries one little
teensy-weensy bomb.
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‘ DOWN IN THE VALLEY

The first time I saw her she was all dressed in white,
All in white, all in white, My God, her cunt was tight,
Down in the valley, where she followed me.

The next time I saw her she was all dressed in brown,
All in brown, all in brown, I took her nickers down,
Down in the valley where she followed me.

The next time I saw her she was all dressed in green,
All in green, all in green, I filled her soup tureen,
Down in the valley where she followed me.

The next time I saw her she was all dressed in fawn,
All in fawn, all in fawn, two little bastards born,
Down in the valley where she followed me.

The next time I saw her she was all dressed in red,

All in red, all in red, two little bastards dead,

Down in the valley where she followed me.

The next time I saw her she was all dressed in black,

All in black, all in black, boards nailed across her crack,
Down in the valley where she followed me.

. MY FAMILY

Have you met my Uncle Hector?

He's a cock and ball inspector,

At a celebrated English public school.

And my brother sells French letters,

And a patent cure for wetters.

We're not the best of families, ain't it cruel?
My little sister Lily is a whore in Piccadilly,
My mother is another on the Strand.

My father hawks his arse hole

Round the Elephant and Castle.

We're the finest fuckin' family in the land.

' There's a gentlemen's conveniemce
A short way down the Strand,
' And the ladies' is a little further on.

For a penny on deposit, you can sit upon the closet,
;But a season's ticket costs you half a crownm.
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HUMORESQUE .

Passengers will please refrain,

From flushing the toilets while the train

Is standing in the station, I love you

As we go strolling through the park

And gooseing shadows in the dark.

If Sherman's horse can take it, why can't you?

You're the guy that did the pushing,

Put the wet spots on the cushion,
Footprints on the dashboard upside down.
Ever since you met my daughter,

She's had trouble passing water.

Wish that you had never come to twon.

I'm the guy that did the pushing,

Put the wet spots on the cushion,
Footprints on the dashboard upside down.
Ever since I met your daughter Venus,
I've had trouble with my penis.

Wish I'd never seen this goddamn town.

SOUTH OF THE BORDER ‘
That louse of a boarder,

Who else could it be? ' -
While I was away at work,

That lousy jerk filled in for me.

Oh, I didn't get amgry,

Though it's driving me wild,

For he may be the father of my only child.

Oh, the baby's first words were, 'Manana'.
It was then I could plainly see,

That it was a real mexicana,

And there's no Spanish blood in me.

Oh, I stabbed that boarder.

I stabbed him that day.

I cut him from the Rio Grande to the Santa Fe.
I cut off his boleros.

Now he'll never play, .

South of the border, in a Mexican way.
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. RING DANG DOO

When I was young and sweet sixteen,
. I met a girl from New Orleans.
Oh, she was young and pretty too,
She had what you call a ring-dang-doo.

A ring-dang-doo, pray, what is that?
It's round and soft like a pussy cat.
It's round and soft and split in two,
That's what you call a ring-dang-doo.

She took me up into her bed.

She placed her tits beneath my head.
And then she took my hickey-floo,
And placed it in her ring-dang=-doo.

Now six months later she began to sweil.

She swelled and swelled 'till she looked like hell.
She told her ma and her father too,

That I took a crack at her ring-dang-doo.

Her father said, "You filthy whore,

You've gone and lost your maiden's lore.
' Pack up your bag and your nighty too,

And make a living from your ring=dang=doo.

She went to the city to become a whore.
She hung a sign upon her door.

Five dollars now, nothing else will do,
To take a crack at my ring-dang-doo.

And the fellers came and the fellers went,
And the price went down to fifteen cents.
Fifteen cents and nothing else will do,

To take a crack at my ring-dang-doo.

And then one day a son-of-a-bitch,

He had the crabs and the jockey itch,

He had the syph and diarrhea, too,

And he took a crack at her ring-dang-doo.

They hung her tits in the city hall,

They pickled her ass in alcohol.

Now all you bums and hobos, too,

You've heard my tale of the ring-dang-doo.

So they buried her near the city hall,
And they engraved upon the wall,

‘ "She's learned her lesson and you should too,
Just stay away from the ring-dang-dool"
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THREE WHORES FROM CANADA JUNCTION

Three whores walked down from Canada Junctiom,
Full of brandy and wine.

The topic of conversation was,

Your cunt's no bigger than mine.

CHORUS: Roly, poly, tickly my holey,
Slippery slimey slue,
Rattle your nuts across my guts.
I'm one of the whorey crew.

The first old whore got up and said,
"My cunt's as big as the air.

The birds fly in and the birds fly out,
And never touch a hair."

The second whore got up and said,
"My cunt's as big as the moon.

A man went in in January,

And didn't come out till June."

The third old whore got up and said,
"Man, you're all talking balls,
Cause when I have my periods

It's like Niagra Falls."

FRIGGING IN THE RIGGING

Twas on the good ship Venus; my God, you should have seen us.
The figurehead was a whore in bed, and the mast a rampant penis.

CHORUS: Frigging in the rigging, frigging in the rigging.
Frigging in the rigging, frigging in the rigging.

The Captain of this lugger, he was a dirty bugger.
He wasn't fit to shovel shit from one place to another.

The first mate's name was Morgan; my God, he was a gorgon,
Ten times a day he used to play upon his sexual organ.

The second mate's name was Andy, he was so young and randy,
They boiled his bun in steaming rum for coming in the brandy.

The Midshipman's name was Nipper, he was a dirty ripper.
He filled his ass with broken glass, and circumsized the skipper.
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The Captain's wife was Mable, whemever she was able,
She'd fornicate with the second mate, upon the galley table,

The Captain had a daughter, who fell into the water.
Delighted squeals revealed the eels had found her sexual quarter.

The crew they were hard cases, you could see it in their faces.
They took to frigging in the rigging, for want of better places.

So drunk with exultation, we reached our China stationm,
And sunk a junk in a sea of spunk, caused by mutual mastarbation.

FORESKIN FUGITIVES

Eyes right, assholes tight, foreskins to the front,

We're the boys who make no neise, we're always chasing cunt,
We are the fliers of the night, we'd rather fuck than fight,
We are the foreskin fugitives.

OH, MY GOD

Oh, my God, we've all done wrong,

We've all been drunk for so goddamm long,

And we don't give a Jesus if it rains, hails or freezes,
Let the old man say what he goddamn pleases,

We're just a bunch of shitsters, a bunch of booze-histers,
FIGHTER PILOTS ALL!

STYLES /. /.

o

There are styles that show the ankle,

There are styles that show the knee,

There are styles that have the boys all wondering,
Just what the girls are gonna let us see,

There are styles that have a tender meaning,

That the eyes of men alone can see,

But the style that Eve wore in the garden,

Is the style that appeals to me.
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MOTHER HUMPERS BALL ‘

Oh, there's gonna be a ball at the Mother Humpers Hall.
The witches and the bitches gonna be there all. |
Now honey don't be late, cause they're passin' out pussy,
about half past eight.
Now I've humped in France and I've humped in Spain,
I've been humpin' on the coast of Maine.
But the best piece I ever saw,
Was when I humped my mother-in-law,
Last Saturday night at the Mother Humpers Ball.

IT'S TRAGIC

You smile, your teeth fall out; your hair smells like sauerkraut,

It's Tragic.

The bugs desert the air and rush to nestle in your hair,

It's Tragic.

It takes one look to know you have no charms, ‘
You're just a bag of bones with long surrounding arms,

Your eyes are big and round.

There's one that's blue and one that's brownm,

It's Tragic.
You part your hair in place, and it keeps sliding down your face,
It's Tragic.

And as I tell myself that these things that happen are not really true,
Yet in my heart I know the tragedy is really you.

REMEMBER

Remember the night, when you were tight, my darling, remember,
When I was on heat, and said you might, my darling, remember,
Remember you found a tender spot, right in the middle of my twat“,————-“
You said you'd withdraw before you shot, ’

But you forgot to remember.

OLD BEER BOTTLES R SR N, -

It was only an old beer bottle floating on the foam;, — ~ -~ - =
1t was only an old beer bottle tem thousand miles from home,

1nside was a plece of paper with these words written on,

"Whoever finds this bottle will find the beer all gone!"
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. ’ FATHER'S GRAVE
(Picadilly Underground)

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

And they're going at the job at no expense,

They're disturbing his remains to make way for outhouse drains,
To satisfy some brand new resident, Gor Blimey!

Now Father in his day was never a quitter,

And I don't suppose he'll be a quitter now.

He'll dress up in white sheets and haunt those outhouse seats,
And no one there will sit but he allows, Gor Blimey!

Now won't there be some bloody constipation,

And won't those bloody bastards rant and rave,

Which is more than they deserve for having the bloody nerve,
To bugger sbout with a British workman's grave.

v HAVE YOU TRIED YESSUP?

Have you tried Yessup,
The best breakfast in the land?
Have you tried Yessup,
The best breakfast food in the land?
‘ Delicious, nutritious, the whole day through.
Jack Hard-on never tires of it, and neither will you.
Oh, have you tried Yessup,
The best breakfast food in the land?
Yessup spelled backwards is PUSSY,
Spelled sideways is Slurp-slurp.

FUNCTION JUNCTION

Are you from Function? From Function Junction?
Where those double suction function pumps are made,
Are you from Function? From Function Junction?
That's where I want to be.

If you're having trouble and your water is low,

A double suction function pump will soon make it go,
Are you from Function? From Function Junction?
Well, I'm from Function too.
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OH, IT'S BEER, BEER, BEER ‘

Oh, it's beer, beer, beer,

That makes you want to cheer, )
In the Corps, in the Corps.

Oh, 1it's beer, beer, beer,

That makes you want to cheer,

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

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

Whiskey - that makes you feel so frisky,
‘Gin - that makes you want to sin.
\Vodka - that makes you feel you oughta.
Sauterne - that makes your belly burn.
\Vermouth - that makes you feel uncouth.
—{Bourbon - that makes you feel like chirpin'.
Wine - that makes you feel so fine.
[Rum - that makes you feel so dumb.
“fRye - that makes you feel so sly.
Brandy - that makes you feel so dandy.
‘Likker - that makes you ever slicker.
. Sherry - that makes you feel so hairy.

DIRTY LIL

Dirty Lil, Dirty Lil,

Lives on top of garbage hill.
Never took a bath!

Never will!

Ach! Ptui! Dirty Lil.

TATOOED LADY
(My Indiana Home)

I mirried me a tatooed lady,

To roam around her body was a treat,

And every night before retiring,

I'd pull the covers back and take a peek.

Arovnd her waist was Pennsylvania, and on her hip was Tennessee,
And t2tooed on her back was dear old Hackensack,

From the state of New Jersey.

Now on her chest was West Virginia,

Through those hills I loved to ream, ‘
But when 1 saw the moonlight shindng on the Wabash,

Then 1 recognized my Indiana Home.
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SHOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOME

Show me the way to go home, _

I'm tired and I want to go to bed,

I had a little drink about an hour ago,
And it went right to my head,

Where ever I may roam,

On land or sea or foam,

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

Indicate the way to my abode,

I'm fatigued and I want to retire,

I had a spot of beverage sixty minutes ago, ~
Wherever I may perambulate, <\“5“{ =
On land or sea or atmospheric vapors,

You can always hear me crooning this melody,
Indicate the way to my abode.

RIO, RIO, RIO

Laid her in her father's hall,
Spread her ass from hall to hall,
Shoved it up into her gall,

With my old organ grinder.

CHORUS: Rio, Rio, Rio, Rio, Jesus Christ, How I feel,
Fresh from a whore house, prick full of steel.

Fucked her in her father's bed,
Shoved it up into her head,

Fucked that girl till she was dead,
With my old organ grinder.

Followed her to the burial ground,
Just to go another round,
Fucked her they lowered her dowm,
With my old organ grinder.

Some folks say I am a knave,

Say that I do not behave,

Cause I jacked off on her grave,
With my old organ grinder.
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THE MAID OF THE MOUNTAIN

The maid of the mountain,

She pisses like a little fountain,
Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

One black one, one white one,

And one with a little shit on,

Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

There's a red one, there's a cherry one,
There's one with a dingle-berry on,
Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

I've been there, I've seen it,

I've been right between it,

Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

I've smelt it, I've felt it,

And it feels just like velvet,

Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

I've tangled, I've dangled,

I've fucking near got strangled,
Cause the hairs on her dickie-di-doo,
Hang down to her knees.

BYE BYE BLACKBIRD

There was a man, he was no good,

He took a girlie in the wood,

He flies mustangs.

Then he took off all her clothes,

And her shoes, and her hose,

He flies mustangs.

He took her where nobody else could find her,
Took a string and tied her hands behind her,
Walked away and began to sing,

Began to sing, ting-a-ling,

Mustangs, I fly.
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LILLY FROM PICADILLY

Oh, 1 took a trip to London to look around the town,

When I got to Picadilly, the sun was going downm,

I've never seen such darkness, the night was black as pitch,
When suddenly, in front of me, I thought I saw a witch.

CHORUS: Oh, it was Lilly, from Picadilly,
You know the one I mean, the one I mean,
I'11 spend each payday, that's my hey, hey day,
With Lilly, my blackout queen.

Oh, I couldn't see her figure, I couldn't see her face,
But if I ever meet her, I'll know her anyplace,

I couldn't tell if she were blonde or a dark brunette,
But, gosh oh gee, did she give me a thrill I won't forget.

She said to me, '"Oh, Yankee boy, are you lonesome, are you blue?
Just step around the corner, 1'll show you what I'll do."

We went up some dark alley, I said, "I love you, kid."

She said, ''Okay, but first you pay," so I gave her twenty quid.

She leaned her back against the wall, I took her in my arms,
She gave to me her very all, and all her buxom charms,

I lost my head, I lost my heart, I even lost my hat,

It was a shame, she should have been a circus acrobat.

We went to her apartment, and when we were in bed, TQ
She was so very pleasant, I said some day we'd wed,h m
She even gave me breakfast, she was so very nice, ;
Why, what she did for twenty quid was cheap at half

FALSIES IN BRASSIERES

W 2 asag
There's nothing can be better than a girl that wears a sweater,
Though she may not be as big as she appears,
They've got an awful lot of falsies in brassieres.

CHORUS: So round -- so firm -~ and so fully packed,
You'll find it's really just an act,
Give a girl a Bally bra and she will grow--grow--grow.

Now I've made a careful study with the help of my best buddy,
And a hundred thousand women volunteers,
They've got an awful lot of falsies in brassieres.

So fellows, before you wed her, please investigate her sweater,
Or you'll find your honeymoon will end in tears,
They've got an awful lot of falsies in brassieres.
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SPANISH GUITAR

Oh, the first port of call, it was Aden, Aden,
Where the girls wouldn't screw, but we made 'em, made 'em.

CHORUS: Three dollars you pay, for a bang up each way,
And a tune on a Spanish Guitar, plink, plink, plink,
Singing Hi-ziggy-ziggy, fuck a little piggy sideways,
Swish-swish.
My idea of a woman is a big fat whore,
Shit~bang, fuck-stick,
Three dollars you pay, for a bang up each way,
And a tune on a Spanish Guitar, plink, plink, plink.

Oh, the next port of call, it was Boston, Boston,
Where the girls wouldn't screw, but we forced 'em, forced 'em.

Oh, the next port of call, it was Malta, Malta,
Where the girls wouldn't, but oughta, oughta.

Oh, the next port of call, it was Suwon, Suwon,
Where the girls they would do it for two won, two won.

IN THE TALL GRASS

In the tall, tall grass,

Young Mary lay a-sleeping,

When out of the tall grass,

A pilot came a-creeping,

With his long dingle dangle dingling,
Right down to his knee.

Three months have gone by,

Young Mary she grew bolder,

She wished that the pilot, -

Would come and do it over,

With his long dangle dingle dangling.

Six months have gone by,
And Mary she grew fatter,
The neighbors did wonder,
Just who had been at her,
With his long dingle dangle dingling.

Nine months have gone by,

And Mary burst asunder,

And out jumped a pilot,

With his skoshe dangle dingle dangling,
Right down to his knee.
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‘ GIB'S LAMENT"

Well today I - strapped my ass in once again,
In the back seat - where I've always been,

* I've been riding 'shot' so long that my head is in a spin,
Well today I - strapped my ass in once again.

Well today I - locked on the tanker once again,

Had my head in the scope - where it's always been,

The joinup was cold, we overshot, the best it's even been,
Well today I - locked on the tanker once again.

Well today I - dialed the target in once again,

It was seven miles off - the best it's ever been,

When the bombs came off, I think they hit, very close to Vinh,
Well today I - dialed the target in once again.

Well today I - watched my AC land again,

He was long and hot - the best he's ever been,

When the gear held up, and we rolled out, I unstrapped with a grin,
Well today I - watched my AC land again.

Well today I - made the 0-Club bar again,
Had a couple of drinks - must have been close to ten,

Lf 1 ever go home, I'll denounce this wicked life of sin,
. Well today I - made the O-Club bar again.

FALCON CODES

These codes were developed in SEA as a means of providing more
expressive UHF communications without the necessity of resorting
to common vulgarity. Of course, they can be used anywhere and at
any time. In fact, their potential is quite unlimited ...

97 - Fucking

98 ~ Fuck off

99 -~ What the Colonel means is ...

100 - Congratulations, you fucked up

101 - You've got to be shitting me

102 - Get off my fucking back

103 - Beats the shit out of me

104 - What the fuck, over

105 - It's so fucking bad, I can't believe it

106 - I hate this fucking place. I really do. I hate this fucking place.

. 107 - This place really sucks
108 - Fuck you very much
109 - Beautiful, just fucking beautiful
‘ 110 - That goddammned O'Club
111 -~ Here comes another Lt (or fucking Lt Col)

112 - Let me talk to that son of a bitch
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I13 - Big fucking deal
114 - Get your shit together : '

115 - You bet your sweet ass

116 = ' SHORT ', Fuck it
117 - That's a fucking no-no

118 -~ A heck of a good deal e
119 - Shit hot !
120 - Be nice
121 - That pussy is really sweet
122 - And then the shit hit the fan
123 - You obviously have me confused with someone who gives a shit
124 - 1 hate this fucking place so much I could Just shit
125 - Goddamned, shit, fuck
126 - Right on
127 - T am the fuckor, you are the fuckee
128 - I could just shit
129 - Roger that
130 - I can't help you, I wasn't here then
131 - Rule one in effect tonight
132 - Oh, yeah
133 -~ Prove it
134 -~ Those shit-heads fucked up again
135 - I just blew it
136 - 1'11 be right back, you lucky bastard
137 ~ The fucking maid woke me up
138 -~ The fucking maid didn't wake me up
139 - Your shit is weak ‘
140 - You horny fucker
141 - Fuck the fucking fuckers
142 - Fuck you, a strong letter follows e
143 - There's no damned mail again today '
144 - Hope to shit in your mess kit !
145 - I'm going to blow your shit away
146 - Don't use ignorance as a point of departure and emotions
for a basis of reason
147 - Fuck 5th AF, fuck PACAF, fuck USAF, fuck me
148 - Those fucking operators
149 - Everybody needs a fucking hobby
150 - Happiness is a warm pussy
151 - You eat shit, chase rabbits, and bark at the moon
152 - Balls of fire
153 - Get your ass in gear
154 - Would you mind giving that to me orally
155 - " FIAP" - Fuck it and press
156 ~ And send a soft copy to PACAF
157 - Can't use it in my business
158 -~ Kiss my ass
159 - "FARAD" - Fuck a red ass duck
160 - Get laid
161 - Chicken shit
162 - Don't rock the fucking boat
163 - Everything I touch turns to shit : ‘
164 - You just stepped on your dick
165 - Fuck it, just fuck it
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166
167
168
169
170
171
172
173
174
175
176
177
178
179
180
181
182
183
184
185
186
187
188
189
190
191
192
193
194
195
196
197
198

199

200
201
202
203
204
205
206
207
208
209
210
211
212
213
214
215
216
217

218 -

All over my-body

I love you so fucking much I could shit

Hang it in your fucking ear

I love the fucking Air Force and the Air Force loves fucking me
Shit house mouse

Show us your tits

Busier than a one-legged man at an ass—kicking contest
It shines like a diamond in a goat's ass

Anyone who drinks bourbon and 7-Up is a dumb fucking grunt
Fuck those shitheads, frag it anyway

"FERN" - Fuck everybody, right now

Fuck you, and the horse you rode in on

That is a real mind fucker

Send a fucking message, we don't respond to oral stimulation...
"MFA" - Mind fuckers anonymous

He 1s so fucking dumb, he doesan't know he's dumb

I've got an old old rusty load

I hope that son of a bitch dies of the drizzling shits
Stud horse piss with the foam farted off

Bring scrunchin' upon his body

"FUBAR" -Fucked up beyond all recognition

No, the frag 1is not out

Yes, the frag is out

Be kind to animals, kiss a beaver

Lovely, just fucking lovely

After 1800 hours, Command Post's got it

Like a cow pissing on a flat rock

Go piss up a rope

The weak dicks fucked up again

Sa - wa - fucking -~ dee

I hate this fucking place so much I can't shit

There is no gravity, the whole world sucks

Oh, joy, oh, fucking rapture

This war is over, who can we advise next

"CAFB" - Clear as a fucking bell

What this place needs is more horsepower and less horseshit
If they can't take a joke, fuck 'em

Conserve beef, eat a beaver

You can't prove it by me

I am not a Wing puke

I am a Wing puke... Wanna make something of it
FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK

At 314 AD, being sharp and being on edge are synonymous
Oh, that fucking explains everything

Maybe later

"FIGMA" - Fuck it, I've got my assignment

"FIGMO" - Fuck it, I've got my orders

"FIGMC" (Fig mik) - Fuck it, I've got my port call
"FIIG" - Fuck it, I'm gone

Read the fucking frag, dumbshit

Read the fucking spins, dumbshit

5th AF fucked up again

If you can't say something fucking nice about the Kun, don't
say a fucking thing
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219 -
220 -

221 -
222 -
223 -
224 -
225 -
226 -
227 -

228 ~
229 -
231 -
232 -
233 -
234 ~
235 -
236 -

237 -
238 -

239 -
240 ~

15824

\

No fucking enemy in his right mind would bomb Wing Headquarters‘

and end all this fucking confusion

Fraggings adds dignity to what otherwise would be a mere
vulgar monkey fuck

Happiness is a dry fart

Fuck PAX, fuck Base Ops, Fuck me.

Get it done this afternoon even if you have to work all night
If you think I'11l sign that, you're fucking crazy

I may be dumb, but I'm not fucking stupid

When I was in Avdation Cadets back in ‘43 ...

Yea, though I fly thru the valley of death, I fear no evil,
because I'm at 80,000 feet and climbing

Bulllllshit

Bullshit, fucking bullshit

There 1 was, flat on my back at 20,000...

Did anybody get the license number of that fucking kimchi cab
SHEEEEEEEEEEEEEETTTTT

Yeah, you just keep fucking thinking that

Sa-wa-dee, crap

Yeah, Honey, the pretty blue and yellow one is for the
outstanding job I did at the Times Square recruiting booth...
So you see, Darling, I didn't cheat on you. The Doc says this
drip 1s a rare form of foot fungus

Where is (Insert "a pilot", '"the change to the frag", etc)
when you really need it/one

If you weren't so big, I1'd whup your ass

If you think these codes are vulgar and in extremely poor
taste, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK YO00000000000000U

- All of the above
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