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So...hene 4t 4s..."THE DICK JONAS SONGBOOK."
These are the Lyrics, and a few words with each
song Lo explain how, and why...and what the
acronyms mean. 1 didn't really wrnite these
songs; you did...the Fighten PiLots, WS0's,
RI1I0's, wrench benders, gun plumbens...younr
mothens, fathens, wives, sweetheants, hkids
...by what you all have done as a part of this
great profession. You wene there. You Lived
it all; the fun, the sadness, Laughter, teanrns,
Loneliness, ecstasy, feanrn...the magic of the
sky, the machine, and you. VYou wrote these
songs. About all 1 have done 48 play the
guditarn and make the wonds rhyme.

Some of the songs are funny, some axre sad; some
are fust 80 much BS, a Fighter Pilot's imagina-
tion with all the stops pulled out; some ane
absolutely and meticulously true...and that
truth will tean your heant out.

Let the main objective of this book be to pre-
senve and pass on to ourn children the proud
henitage of our great profession. Let it say
to the wornfd about us what we cannot find wonds
to say forn ounsefves. Let 4t stand as a memo-
nial to the "...Lone empty chair..." and the
"...upended glass on the Zable..."

This 48 nedthen the f4inst non the Last Fighten
Pilot songbook. As it has been since Luke and
Rickenbackenr; since Spads and Sopwiths; as it
was with 0&ds, Bong, and Gabreskdi; with Jugs,
Spits, Mustangs, and Sabres; as you and 1 knew
it in ourn Thuds, Phantoms, Huns, Skyhawks, and
Crusadens; as it shall be with the F-14...15...
16...and the bright, courageous young men who
will §Ly them...s0 Long as men do battle 4in the
dky, some Fighten Pilot, somewhenrne, will again
very soon pour out his heart to the wornld. So,
this 48 Volume 1. There will be another, and

st4iLL anothen when next you arm hot and go foath

to Ly and f§4ight.

DICK JONAS

OWoONOULd WwN

I NDE X
Ballad of Jeb Stewart....ccceeeeceeeces 32
Ballad of Robin 0lds...ccececeecccseas 2
Banana Valley...ceeeeescoceccossscasccaes 4
Battle Hymn of Red River Rats........ 35
Blue FOUX..:ceeeeoooocscssscccccccscaos 37
Fighter Pilot's Christmas...ccceceeos 19
God Bless The Gun Plumber......cc.... 27
I 'Druther Be An F-4 JOCK..eeeeeeeean 29
Little Town Up NoOorth......oeeeeeeesse 5
Love Angel....cceeeococsscscssaccccasos 24
MIG-2l...ccocccesscososossosscccacasasss 7
O0ld Weird Harold....eeooeeoeeeoconeocas 15
Pine Cones and 0Oak LeaveS....cccaeees 28
Pull The Boom From The Gashole....... 21
Short Timing Sailor BOY.::eeeeeeoeeos 23
Son of Satan's AngelsS....cececccecees 11
Tales That I Can Tell...ceoeeeeoccescaes 1
Thanh Hoa Bridge....cceeececescaceoss 31
Thud Pilot...ceceeeeeeceeccoscoscoccseccaesnse 9
Will There Be A TOMOXYXOW. eecooeooecosose 17
Wolf Pack's HOUSEDbOY ..o eeeeeeooacoosnse 12
Wrench Bender's Revolt....iceceecececess 25
Yankee Air Pirate....c.eceeeeeccececs 3




TALES THAT I CAN TELL

Oh, Lord, I got tales that I can tell
Oh, Lord, what it's like down in hell
Oh, Lord, I got tales that I can tell
I got tales that I can tell, oh, Lord

I know what it's like to sit and wait

I know misery of unknown fate

Don't know whether I'll come back today
I got tales that I can tell, oh, Lord

I feel loneliness and fear and pain
I've seen brave and daring deeds insane
I've seen blood flow but not in vain

I got tales that I can tell, oh, Lord

I've felt pity deep within my heart
I've seen mother's sons blown apart
I've seen Satan's wicked fiery darts
I got tales that I can tell, oh, Lord

I've seen fire and thunder in the sky
I've known men who weren't afraid to die
I've seen men take eagle's wings and fly
I got tales that I can tell, oh, Lord

BALLAD OF ROBIN OLDS

1 nememben the day Col. Robin 0£ds arndived at
the homedrome. He was the new Leader of the
Wol§ Pack. Robin told us, "Gang, our mission
48 to §Ly and §4ight...and don't you forget it!"
We fLew Robin's wing acnoss the Red River, down
Thud Ridge s0 close to the ground you had %o
Look up to see the treetops...and we were with
him that day the Wolf§ Pack shot down seven
bandits. VYes, sin, Robin 0Lds was the kind of
fighten pilot the Phantom was built fon.

We flew in the Wolf Pack with Robin 0Olds
Some of us ain't coming back

In a Foxtrot-four called the Phantom II
We flew with the Red River Rats.

Robin came over to Ubon

An ace with 22 kills

He led the 8th Wing to victory
In the skies over Hanoi's hills.

The 435th and the Nite Owls, too

The Nickel and the 433rd

Went with Robin thru the jaws of Hell
Leading the Wolf Pack herd.

Smoking along to the firewall
25 feet off the deck

Move over, Hanoi Hanna

Robin's gonna break your back.

Bandits! Bandits: over Thud Ridge
Mig Ridge and Haiphong, too

No sweat, sir, Robin 0Olds is there
And behind him is the Wolf Pack crew.




YANKEE AIR PIRATE

A Phantom pilot's got a name for everything,
His wife 44 affectionately called Mama. 1§
he's not mannied, his sweethearnt is a "Dolly."
He calls his ainplane a Beast, a Bean, and a
Hog. The §olks up Noath have a name, too, fonr
the guys who §Ly the Wolf{ Pack's Phantoms.
They_ca££ us Yankee Ain Pirates...and some 06
us ain't Yankees, a-tall. But I reckon that
okay; we've called them a few things, too.
Yankee Adin Pinates...yep, Zhat's what they call
us; and probably a few othen things, too...

]

I am a Yankee air pirate with DT's and bloodsheat
eyeballs

My nerves are all rundown from bombing downtown,
From SAM breaks and bad bandit calls.

CHORUS :

A Yankee Air Pirate, a Yankee Air Pirate,
a Yankee Air Pirate am I

A Yankee Air Pirate, a Yankee Air Pirate,
If I don't get my 100 I'l1l die.

I've carried iron bombs on the outboards,
Flown high cap for F-1-0-Thuds

I've sniveled a counter or two once or twice
And sweated my own rich red blood.

CHORUS

I've been downtown to both bridges,

To Thai Nguyen, Kep, and Phuc Yen

And if you ask me, I'm sure you can see
There's no place up there I ain't been.

CHORUS

BANANA VALLEY

It don't take a Wol§ Pack Fighter Pilot but a
few missions to get used to the annoyance 04
ftak and the stark Zernon of a SAM break before
(s fangs begin to get Long and he realizes the
neal neason for being overn here. He's herne fo
Litt MIG's...and he's not gonna nest easy 'til
e gets his chance. Evenybody wants to shooi
down a MIG. But you can't go off§ half-cocked.
It has worked out the other way around. When
you go MIG hunting you goi Zo be carefuf.
lspecially if it's MIG-17's that you find.

lhey sneak off down to Banana Valley and fay

(n the gnass Like a snake...and just wait foxr
somebody to make a 8L4ip...

Just go down to Banana Valley

o on down and meet your fate
Just go on down to Banana Valley
tut when you go down, down, down,
you better learn to hate

well, I got friends in Banana Valley

I got friends that learned too late

I got friends in Banana Valley

They went down, down, down, 'cause they
did not hate

There's snakes in the weeds in Banana Valley
Them snakes in the weeds know how to hate
Them snakes in the weeds in Banana Valley
They go down, down, down, and there they wait

I heard all about Banana Valley

How fighting them snakes could be so great
5o much fun in Banana Valley

Gotta go down, down, down, and investigate

Two weeks ago in Banana Valley
Two of my friends killed one of them snakes

Two weeks ago in Banana Valley
They went down, down, down, to attend the wake.
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LITTLE TOWN UP NORTH

There's nobody as innocent or naive as a Fighten
Pilot. VYou can always tell a Fighten Piloft...
but not very much. He may be a kid that just
dfanted shaving on his Last binthday, on he may
be gray-headed...that i8 if he has any hain.
But you won't find a more neighbornly bunch of
guys 4Ln any other profession. He'lLL give you
the shint off his back orn §ix you up with his
prettiest gint friend. That's the way it was
with the guys 4in the Wol§ Pack. But not every-
body took kindly to oun brand of hospitality
«o.1l nememben one Little town in panticulax...

There's a little town up north
setting on the banks of the river

Seems like the people up there
just don't like me and my pals

Cause every time we go to the town
on the banks of the river

They start shooting at us with
everything that the law allows

We went up there last week
to the town on the banks of the river
With a little token of our generosity
hung onboard
Dropped our gift on the bridge
in the town on the banks of the river
But I don't think they liked any gift
that we can afford

There's a little old man who lives

in the town on the banks of the river
With little beady eyes and a scarcity of
hair on the top of his head

If the little guy who lives in the town
on the banks of the river
Had his way all of me and my pals

would all be dead

Every time we go to the town

on the banks of the river

All of the people up there unlimber
their guns at us

They're kinda weird up there in the town
on the banks of the river
Just don't understand why they gotta
make all of that fuss

We've paid quite a few calls on the town
by the banks of the river

But we ain't had an opportunity to
entertain them down here

They better hurry up and return our call
on the town by the river

Cause we gotta go back home across the
ocean at the end of the year

Seems like the folks up north

in the town on the banks of the river
Shooting at me and my pals is doggone
mean and sore
If that's the way they feel in the town
on the banks of the river
It don't hurt me not a bit cause

I ain't going back no more




MIG-21

Then thene's the MIG-21...Man! what an ainplane.
Beautiful - ghraceful - and fast. And the guys
who {Ly them anre fighten pilfots, too...that
oughta telf you something night away. The Wol§
Pack's got a Lot of respect fon MIG-21's...

Now, a MIG-21 is a great airplane
so the Phantom pilots say
And I don't think we can doubt their word--
they go up there every day '
Long and sleek and fast and high,
it's a dang mighty fine machine
You can take the word of an F-4 jock, a
MIG-21 is mean
But so is a Phantom, ugly--but big and
powerful--and faster than greased lightnin'.

Now there's a lot to be said for the guys

who fly the MIG-21's up north

I don't reckon they make very much,

but every dime they're paid they're worth

I mean, how much guts does it take to

jump a force of 24 Thuds

That's covered by a cap of F-4D's and eight

MIG hungry studs?
Yep, those MIG drivers are pretty sharp--
but not very smart. In fact, they gotta
be outta their ever-lovin' mind to tangle
with a Phantom.

Now, take it from a guy that's been up north
and had at a MIG or two
That's a good way to end your tour right now,
I'm here and I'm tellin' you.
He's at 10 o'clock high and going to 8 and
next at your deep six
And your eyeballs are goin' like mad,
little man, you're in a fix.
But no sweat, G.I., that Phantom will
reach up and grab ahold of you, spin
around, and swat that MIG between the
eyes and bring you home a hero.
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If you wanta know how to fight a MIG-21,

here's what you can do

Talk to the guys that's been up there,

they'll tell you a thing or two

Guys like 0Olds and Barrios, Bogoslofski

and Kirk

They'1ll tell you that in a minute and a

half you can do a whole day's work
They fly the Phantom--or it flies them,
it all depends on how you look at it.

I had my chance not long ago when the MIG*ts

came out to play

I was just one of eight good men that went

up there that day

Throttles wide open and climb and dive and

pirrhouettes and dips

Just take my word about MIG-21l's, those

dudes are mighty fine ships.
It was four Phantoms and two MIG's when
we got started and when we got done it
was just four Phantoms.

Yeah, a MIG-21 is a mighty fine ship
all the Phantom Pilots say
And that little game is all for keeps
when the MIG's come out to play
We've been up there and we'll go up there
'til this clambake is done
And there's been fights and there'll be
fights between the Phantom and the MIG-21.
But just have a look at the scoreboard,
friend, it's all in favor of the
Phantom.




THUD PILOT

The Phantom wenen't the only jet fighten with

a piece of the action 4in that fracas — although,
you'd neven know it by Listening to a bunch of
Phantom pilots. There was the F-105 Thunder-
chief...most of us called it a Thud, but neven
with an ounce of disrespect. Thene's enough
pure, raw courage 4in one Thud piLot to make
henoes out of an entinre bomben squadrnon. 1've
watched those F-105 dnivens baby that monstrous
bucket of bolts into plLaces the Devil himself
wouldn't go. They'd come roarning 4in, peel o0f4
in a sdcreamin' dive, point that thing at the
ground...and pray, 1 neckon...you see, the
Thunderchief don't carnny but one pilot. And

1 used to wonden just how Lonesome it got foxr
those guys...nobody to talk to Like in the Phan-
tom...except the Lond, maybe. One engine, one
deat, one set of eyeballs, and one pilot...
yep, among f4ightern plLanes, the Thud was sorta
the Last of the red-hot mammas. Now it's thrue,
that to a Wolf§ Pack Fighten PiLot thene ain'zt

a plane nowhenre that can hold a candle to a
Phantom...but 1'LL gdive you a Little tip:

Don't even bad-mouth a Thud...on a Thud pilot
where a Phantom driven can hear you...it might
cost you a few feeth...

I'm a Thud Pilot, I love my plane

It is my body, I am its brain

My Thunderchief loves me, and I love her, too
But I get the creeps

With only one seat

And one engine, too.

She's faster than lightnin', it says on her dials

To get a Thud airborne takes only two miles

She's packed with transistors, black boxes, diodes

But stay alert
Cause you might get hurt
When she explodes

She totes more bombs than a B-17

My F-105 has a gun and she's mean

But there is one thing that curdles my blood
It's lonesome up there

Alone in the air

In my single-seat Thud.

I love my Thud, and she loves me, too

But she soaks up flak, like a magnet can do
If I get my hundred and I'm still alive
I'll have no grief

Goodbye, Thunderchief

My F-105.
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SON OF SATAN'S ANGELS

You can't make a Fighter PilLot believe that
thene's a better way than his of getting a job
done. 1t's not that he's bull-headed on obsti-
nate on anything Like that...oh, no...he just
believes in himself. And that's the way he
geels about every subject from the best way

to mix a drink to how to run the war. 1 can
hean it now along the bar in the 0'CLub at

good o' Ubon Rachithand...

I'm a son of Satan's Angels

and I fly the F-4D

All the way from the Hanoi Railroad Bridge
to the DMZ

I'm one of o0ld Hoot Gibson's boys

and mean as I can be

I'm a son of Satan's Angels

and I fly the F-4D.

There ain't a triple-A gunner up there
that's anywhere near my class
Cause I'm as mad as I can be
and I'm in for one more pass
He hosed me down one time too much
and that one is his last
I look back at where he was,
hey, man, ain't that a gas!

Hello, Hanoi Hanna, send your MIG's
to meet their doom

Light 'em up and blast 'em off,
Hoot's boys'll be there soon

I don't care if you are the gal
with a mouth full of silver spcon
Cause I got sidewinders onboard
that'll home on an AB plume.
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WOLF PACK'S HOUSEBOY

Fantastic yarn, but not true. The acronyms are
TOC (Tactical Operations Centern); AAA (Anti-
Aincnaft Antilleny); SAM (Surnface-Zo-Ain
Missiles); GIB (Guy-in-the-Backseat) - nreaxr
cockpit crnew memben in the Ain Force Phantom -
the official designation 48 WSO (Weapons
Systems 0fficen); the Navy calls them RIO
(Radar Intencept Officen); they proudly call
themselves "Fightergatons" (forn Fighter Navi-
gaton). The JokLy Green was the rescue
helicopten - mone guts per capita than regula-
tions would even admit; Sandy was the ancdient
but brave A-1, prop-dadiven rescue escont.

Nope, 4t neven happened, at Least 1 don't think
80; but, just what Lif...

7th fragged us way up north

On a bridge that wasn't worth

Hanging out your ass to be shot at

But they said you've got to go

Put the word on Uncle Ho

You've no choice, men, this is combat.

So the boys in TOC

Pooped us up on what we'd see

And Intelligence said watch for SAM's
MIG's are up and Triple "A"

Will be thick as flies today

Give 'em hell, the war is in your hands.

Well, we hit the tanker twice

Then my blood went cold as ice

When we dropped off and crossed the Red
Barracuda understood

He called out, "That launch is good!"

"Take it down right now or you'll be dead."
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Well, it almost makes me cry Well, we brought that son-of-a-gun

Down below I see bullseye All the way to Fifty-one

Through the clouds of flak between the SAM's Two took off, it's true, but three came back
There's the bridge I came to bomb He won't fly the Phantom II

Lord, I'm scared, I want my mom But here's what we're gonna do

Then my GIB said, "Pickle, pull, both hands." Make him houseboy for the whole Wolf Pack!

This is almost just like heaven

20 miles from Ninety-seven

We're home free, of that there is no doubt
Then a MIG made one more pass -

Hosed a missile up my ass

Then the bird pitched up and we punched out.

I can see the Phantoms go

Round and round from here below

They won't leave without my GIB and me
And that MIG-21

Just got plastered with a gun

And the pilot's frightened eyes I see.

Oh, he landed in a tree

Only 40 feet from me

Then I whipped out my .38

I said, "Tell me how it feels

When your MIG turns two cartwheels

Come one down with us and here we'll wait."

"Hello, Chevy Lead, up there,

This is Chevy Two down here

With my GIB and the guy you just shot down."

"Chevy Two, say what you mean -
I've called in the Jolly Green

Just stay put and soon we'll have you found."

First I saw the Sandys come

Making circles in the sun

Then the Jolly Greens were overhead

The MIG jock went up first

I made him believe the worst

"No tricks, boy, or I'll fill you with lead."

-13- -14-




OLD WEIRD HAROLD

Obviously fictitious. The element of surprise
An battle 4is sometimes quite harnd to come by.
We surmised An fest that oun approach to the
tarnget was announced ahead of time by a dis-
graced and dishonored MIG jock whom we dubbed
"0Ld Weind Harold." He doubitless had been
banished to the provinces for Landing sans geaxr
orn running out of gas or some other unprofes-
sdonal capen. Penrhaps he became chief of thein
counterpart to our now obsolete "Ground
Obsenven Conps." Without doubt, someone fold
the people who manned the tanrget defenses that
we wene on the way. 1t was too hot when we got
thene to have been otherwdise. "0Ld Weind
Hanold"...on somebody.

I will sing you a song about Weird Harold
I will tell you a tale fraught with fear
How the Wolf Pack put the word on Weird Harold
How we shoved it into Weird Harold's ear.

Now the Wolf Pack knew all about Weird Harold
How he laid in the weeds on Thud Ridge

How he talked on the phone line to Hanoi

Every time the 8th Wing tried to bomb the bridge.

So one day we all strapped on our Phantoms
Lit the burners and leaped off the ground
We had sent out a snoopy to Harold
Saying, "Harold, I'm Hanoi bound."

Come fly with me down the Red River Valley
Down Thud Ridge to the north side of town
Pay no mind to the MIG's and the SAM sites
Nor the AAA that's bursting all around.

Oh, we're gonna fix old Weird Harold's wagon
Yes, today we are gonna cut him down

0ld Weird Harold, I know you are listening

Tell old Uncle Ho the Wolf Pack's going to town.

Well, the Wolf Pack crossed over the valley
Down the ridge to the north side of town

Took it down once or twice for a SAM break

Then we rolled into the slide and started down.

Now, it happened that out behind Ho's cabin
Stood a little house Ho loved so well

With a half-moon on the door, a real two-holer
'Twas upon this little shack the bombs had fell.

Oh, that poor little house turned into sawdust
All except that beloved two-hole seat

And it sailed high and far into the distance
And it landed smack at Weird Harold's feet.

Harold took this to mean he'd been rewarded

So he painted that two-holed seat in red

And just over each hole he wrote "Weird Harold"
Now he wears Ho's toilet seat 'round his head.

That's my story of Poor 0ld Weird Harold

How the Wolf Pack made Ho a nervous wreck

How the Wolf Pack fixed up old Weird Harold

When we hung that two-holed seat 'round his neck.



WILL THERE BE A TOMORROW

A Fighten PilLot 4is centadin sure of only a few
things...himself and his airplane, the man
§Lying his wing, and the present moment....
The present moment...that's night now, today.
He nemembens names and faces and personalities
fon whom thene L8 no now. And sometimes when
he's alone with his heant of heants he'll shed
a tearn and say a prayer for his comrades of
yesternday; and he knows that his own chances
04 becoming a memben of yesterday are uncom-
gfontably good. And 80 his philfosophy becomes,
"Say 4t now, 4§ Lit's worth saying; 4§ Lt must
be done, do it now; for there may be no
ZXomornow."

Can you say will the sun rise tomorrow
Will there be any time left to borrow

Will the poet make a rhyme

Will there be any time

Can you say will there be a tomorrow.

Seems to me I have been here forever
Will this war ever end, maybe never
Will the dawn still arrive

Will I still be alive

Or will I sleep alone here forever.

There's someone who I'm sure loves me only
She's the one on my mind when I'm lonely
Does she know; can she see;

Is she still true to me;

Does she know what it's like to be lonely.

From the sea comes the sun, dawn is breaking
Soon the fight for my life I'll be making

If I die over here

Will they know; will they care;

Will there be joy or hearts that are breaking.
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Can you say will the sun rise tomorrow
Will there be any time left to borrow
Will the poet make a rhyme

Will there be any time

Can you say, will there be a tomorrow.
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FIGHTER PILOT'S CHRISTMAS

At some desparate point along the way to the
{LLusive 100th mission each one of us stops and
asks the profound question, "What am 1 doing
hene? Hene 1 am with the finest education 4in
the world, a hatlf million dofLlars worth of avia-
tion skRill, and a citdizen in the worfd's most
progressdive society. 1 must be out of my mind
to stake all that against the uncerntainty of
one more mission." Well, it's the same ques-
tion asked by othen fighten jocks 4in othex
warsd...and 4t's the same answen, too. 1'L%L
tell you the nreason: Mom's apple pie, home,
the Stans and Stripes, baseball, the girl back
home, the Easten Bunny, and Santa CLaus. Ves,
s4in, we believe in America and we Love the 0&d
Red, White, and BLue, and we'lL die before we
disgrace edthen. But Let's face it, Fightenx
Pilots anre fusi human and patriotism gets a
Little watered down now and then...especially
L§ 42's Mother's Day, or your wedding annivenr-
sany...on if 4t happens to be yourn Little boy's
first day at school and you'ne 12,000 miles
away...And 1 guess about the toughest thing 4in
any combat tour 4{s not being home f{or Christmas.

Merry Christmas, Mom; Merry Christmas, Dad;
Merry Christmas to my love,

Merry Christmas to the sweetest little girls
that ever came from God above.

Wish I .could be home with the ones I love,
it's a long time since I've gone.

Santa, take this heart of mine

and tie it up with bows and twine

And take it to the folks back home.
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A turkey Mom will bake and Dad will say a
prayer, and someone special thinks of me
I'd give anything if I could be back home,
but it's so far across the sea
Wish I could be home with the ones I love,
it's a long time since I've gone
Santa, take this heart of mine
and tie it up with bows and twine
And take it to the folks back home.

Merry Christmas, Mom; Merry Christmas, Dad;
Merry Christmas to my love

Merry Christmas to the sweetest little girls
that ever came from God above

Wish I could be home with the ones I 1love,
it's a long time since I've gone

Santa, take this heart of mine
and tie it up with bows and twine

And take it to the folks back home.
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PULL THE BOOM FROM THE GASHOLE

CHORUS
Not a panticular story, but similar instances
happengd again and again. An awful Lot of jocks Well, ol' Sandy came in first with nape and
ane s2iLL fLying today because the Jolly Greens, fifty cal
the Sandys, a@d those big beautiful §Lying And that super Jolly Green looked good as a
tankens hung £t out far enough to snatch them big-eyed gal
to 5“6QIU~ The boom 44 the Long nigid pipe Wolf Pack Two spent the night down south at NKP
extending from the tail of th@ KC-135 through With a tall Singhi and a poo-yeng on his knee.
which 4Lt transfens fuel from its own tanks Zo
the inflight nefueling receptacle on the fighten. CHORUS

People who §Ly and f§ight Love each othen; Ait's
comgonting to know that when you get 4into
trouble, the whole United States Ain Force -
and Navy and Marines, too, for that matter -
are thene to bail you out. This 48 a storny
with a Lot of happy endings...

CHORUS:

Pull that boom from the gashole, tanker, let
me go

Clear me out of the anchor track before the
sun sinks 1low

I got a buddy on the ground up north in Route
Pack Four

Pull that pipe from the gashole, boomer, let
me go.

We rolled in on a bridge up north about daylight
And the guns on the ground was lookin' for a

fight
Pullin' out we got hosed pretty good with ZPU
And they shot off the starboard wing of Wolf

Pack Two. y

CHORUS

Well, ol' Wolf Pack Two was on the beeper when
he hit the ground

I told him don't go nowhere, just hang around

I got a Jolly Green Giant coming in in a little
while

So hang loose, o0ld buddy, we'll bring you home
in style

-21- ' -22-




SHORT TIMING SAILOR BOY

The Navy gets Ainto the act with this one. A
friendly fab, all 4in good fun, at the guys who
Live on the ships, wornk Long hard houns, and
do one hellfuva fine job keeping Naval aviation
airborne.

I turned 18 and joined up with the Navy

Well, that feller told me join and see the world
Oh, my hair used to be long and wavy

And I only took orders from my girl.

Then my Uncle Sammy poked his finger at me
one fine day

He said, "I need you now, my Boy, so don't
you walk away,"

Now I'm shining brass and swabbing decks and
counting every hour

'Til the day the U. S. Navy lets me out.

I've chopped cotton, slopped hogs, and planted
Black-eyed peas on my daddy's one-horse farm
Now, I'm off to see the world through a porthole
And my first port-of-call is Vietnanm.

I've got four months and two weeks and one day
Left to go 'til the Navy turns me loose

Then I'1l1l pick up my discharge and travel
Headin' home, buggin' out like Moody's goose.

Yes, my Uncle Sammy poked his finger at me

one fine day
He said, "I need you now, my Boy, so don't you
walk away."
Now I'm shining brass and swabbing decks and
counting every hour,

'Til the day the U. S. Navy lets me out.
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LOVE ANGEL

Evenyone hates wan, especially those whose Lives
ane poignantly on the Line when the shooting
stants. 1§ the wonkd's peoples undernstood and
embraced humanity's most fundamental nreality,
LOVE, not ever again would therne be a "We negret
to inform you..."

I met the angel walking down the road
Burdened with a large and heavy load

I knew him by the garment that he wore

I questioned him about the load he bore

He said, "My son, the gift of God above

Has always been the greatest gift of 1love.
This load which you see I carry now

Is love that men have failed to use somehow."

I bowed my head in shame and shed a tear
The words the angel spoke I heard so clear
He said, "The love that lovers never use
Is here with all the happiness they lose

When men desire the death of other men

The love they lose returns to God again

When hatred fills their hearts and blinds
their eyes

The load I carry grows to greater size."

The angel turned and slowly walked away

And as he left I heard the angel say,

That "God is love and loves the ones who love
And reaches down to them from up above."

I watched him go then softly said a prayer
That God would bless with love men everywhere
Dear God, give the angel sweet relief

In hope and love let all men now believe.
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WRENCH BENDER'S REVOLT

His crew chief 48 one of the three most imporntant
people in a Fighten Pilot's Life. The crew chief
448 den mothen to the airplane. He knows it in-
s4de and out; he feeds it, canres for it, and

beds 4t down when the day's wonk is over. Rarely,
if evern, does he get a chance to ride in it.

That the machine gets ainboane, succeeds in the
mission, and brings the piloit home safely, 4is
Langely because of the crew chief. Thenre i4& no
dense of pride 80 neal as his as he watches f§rom
the ramp when his own machine thundens down the
runway and into the sky; no houns are 80 anxious
as those he spends waiting for his pilot and

his plane to netunn; no man 80 exultant as he
when he paints the symbol of victory on the

side 0f his fighting machine. Here's to you,
guys; we'd never make it without you.

I'm a young wrench bender on a fighter ramp
A greasy pair of britches is my trademark stamp
And I'm present for duty every day if it rains
or shines
I'm a three stripe sergeant with a wife and
a chilad ‘
This Mickey Mouse crap nearly drives me wild
And my pay's about half of what they make in
the old salt mines.

Well, I could go AWOL, but it wouldn't help
at all
And Earthquake Titus would hang me at sunrise
So, I'll just hope it don't get no worse
I hope this song's got a second verse
Cause I got a couple of things that I wanna say.

Seven days a week just ain't my bag

But I still do it cause I love the Flag

But I can't help believin' that there's gotta
be a better way

A decent way of living for my wife and my kid
A chance now and then to tell them what I did
And a little help from Washington to raise my

poorhouse pay. 25

Then I'll baby them air frames, work nights
and play war games
And I won't let you down, Bossman, you'll see
Just let me know when to do my thing
And I'll be there when the claxon rings
Just back me up and I'll back you up every time.

Well, I could go AWOL, but it wouldn't help
at all

And Earthquake Titus would hang me at sunrise
So, I'll kick chocks till the time is right
And I'll be ready for another stripe

And if the Devil don't catch me, Lord,

It's gotta get better some day.
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GOD BLESS THE GUN PLUMBER

It a4n't play, and they ain't dumb., 1t's high
nisk and harnd work and nequines betten than the
avenrage bear to do 4t right. Without the weapons
Loadens - Gun PLumbens - a fighten would be

about as vicious as a butternfly. AIM-7 and .
AIM-9 are gudided missiles carnied by the fighten
Ainto the ain battlLe - the tigen's teeth.

Dear God, bless the gun plumber, so fair and
handsome .

And please bring him safely back home from
the war

He plays with explosives so fat, dumb, and

happy
Dear God, bless the gun plumber forever more.

They call me a gun plumber when I can't hear
them

But I know they say it, a friend told me so

For I load the weapons the pilots are using

From Ubon to Ramstein to New Mexico.

Hang six 750's upon both my inboards

A gun filled with bullets on my center line
Make sure that the fuses are safe and adjusted
The pilots do their thing and I'm doing mine.

It takes twenty minutes to load four AIM-7's
And 17 minutes to load four AIM-9's

It gets a bit nervous to handle the napalm
But I'm always on duty before the sun shines

Dear God, bless the gun plumber so fair and
handsome

And please bring him safely back home from the
war

He plays with explosives so fat, dumb, and

happy
Dear God, bless the gun plumber forever more.

-27-

PINE CONES AND OAK LEAVES

There's no place 4in the world Like the good o'
U. S. of A.; and there's something especially
"homey" about South Georgia. SEA means
Southeast Asia. Poo-yeng 44 a Thai giri;
Tee-Lok (I'm not sure of the spelling) 448 a
poo-yeng who 448 also your sweetheant.

Pine cones and oak leaves
It looks like I'm home
South Georgia moonlight

A train whistle moan

0l1d friends and home folks
Are there to welcome me
Pine cones and oak leaves
That's what I want to see

A hitch in the Air Force

Took me to "S.E.A."

Wound up in Thailand

What more can I say

Poo-yengs and tee-loks

As cute as they can be

But pine cones and oak leaves
Is what I want to see

Discharged and travelin'

Georgia here I come

I'll be back Stateside

On November 1

Headin' for Dixie

Where Spanish moss grows

In Okefenokee

Where Suwanee River flows

Pine cones and oak leaves
It looks like I'm home
South Georgia moonlight

A train whistle moan

01d friends and home folks
Are there to welcome me
Pine cones and oak leaves
That's what I want to see
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I 'DRUTHER BE AN F-4 JOCK

Any Fighten PilLot is torn between two possible
carneen paths: To move smoothly up the nrank
Ladden, broaden himself with an occasional desk
fob, and prepare for the nesponsibility and
broaden chatllenge of high command, on the one
hand; on, stnap himself to the §Lying machine
and the fLightline and §Ly constantly until he
48 old and gray. The two paths anrne obviously
mutually exclusive except in extremely nranre
instances. This dialogue expresses the gut-
Level desine of every Fighten PilLot, whethen
he §ies the F-4 on some other fightern. By
way o4 explanation, JP-4 (s fet fuel which
geeds the gighten's hungry engines; 1.65 Mach
48 mone than one-and-a-half times the speed o4
sound, which {8 part of the reason why we feel
the way we do.

I'druther be an F-4 jock than the Governor of
New York State

Now the Governor's got a pretty good job and I
suppose he thinks it's great

But dropping nape and strafing trucks are two
things he don't know

And I couldn't fill the Governor's shoes,
'cause I couldn't spend all of that dough.

I'druther be an F-4 jock than the owner of
0ld Ft. Knox

And I like the smell of JP-4 better than a
rose wood box

Hydraulic fluid and after-burner fumes just
some kinda turn me on

Feller, I'm happier flying F-4D's than a
hound dog gnawing a bone.
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I'druther be an F-4 jock than the Air Force
Chief of Staff
One good reason, I ain't got the rank (Right
here you're supposed to laugh)
It's a lot more fun just dropping bombs and
hassling two-on-two
So, I'll just stick to my gunnery range and
flying the Phantom II.

One of these days I'll light my fire and aim
it straight at the sky

And you'll hear me shout as I disappear that
a Phantom is the way to fly

I'll do a high speed pass by the Pearly Gates
about 1.65 Mach

And I'll tell St. Peter if he don't mind,
just make me an F-4 jock.
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THANH HOA BRIDGE

We trnied for a Long time in the traditional way
to destroy that bridge. A Lot 0§ us never came
back, because their gunnerns wenre s0 good. Then
came Zhe "smaxnt" bombs, and Thanh Hoa Bridge
tunned into a pussy cat - with its claws pulled
and 4ts fur blLown away.

CHORUS: On the Day Thanh Hoa Bridge saw the

light

The guys from the Wolf Pack went up
north to fight

We did our thing like we oughter

We dropped that bridge in the water

On the day Thanh Hoa Bridge saw the
light.

There's a lot of good planes in the mud under
Thanh Hoa Bridge

And a lot of parachutes laying out on Thanh
Hoa Ridge

And the guys that took 'em north can't go
nowhere

All because of the guns on the ground around
Thanh Hoa Bridge’

CHORUS

So we put our heads together one night around
a tall Singhi

Trying to figure out a way to kill a bridge
that didn't really wanna die

We talked it up to the boys with the bombs
with the brains

And they allowed to kill the Thanh Hoa Bridge
wouldn't take no strain.

CHORUS
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THE BALLAD OF JEB STEWART

This song 48 a true story 4in almost eveny
detail. 1t was told to me by Jeb's wingman.
Jeb took a hit and efected at Mu Gia Pass.

He Landed 4in the karst - craggy, dharp, ex-
trnemely nrough hills charactenistic of that part
0§ the world. Though his Ainjurnies werne 40
sevene that he was consciousd only part of the
time, he dinected the hescue forces which came
to his aid, while hanging in his parachute 4in
the nugged karnst, using his survival radio.

The PJ's (para-jfumpens) were medics who para-
chuted in to free him and care fon his Ainjunies
50 he could be hauled up by the Jolly Green.

Jeb was hunt too severnely. He died before the
PJ's could get to him. Raw courage, Sdupen-
human stamina; Jeb Stewant, Fightern Piloi...
Herno...

On a steep and jagged hillside near Mu Gia Pass

Hanging in a parachute, this day is his last
Just another fighter jock, they're mostly all
the same

But this one here was different, Jeb Stewart
was his name.

Well, Jeb was feeling mighty poorly, both his
legs were broke

And I could see him hanging there between the
puffs of smoke

I told Jeb, "Now, drink some water, Sandy's
on the way

The Jolly Greens are coming in, we'll get
you out today."
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I could tell that he was hurt much worse than
first I thought

Cause sometimes he just wouldn't answer, then
sometimes he’d talk

0l1' Jeb likely needs a doctor I'd said to
Crown

And he came back with, "Jolly's got PJ's,
they'll soon be down."

I held high and kept Jeb talking to me all
the while ,

When I told him here comes Sandy I could
see him smile

Jeb said, "Listen babes, you have ol' Sandy
watch his stuff

They got ZPU and small arms, this one's gon'
be tough."

Sandy flew right down the valley looking for
the sites

He pulled off with battle damage and turned
around to fight

Jeb called up and told him, "Sandy, bring it
down again

The guns are down behind the Karst; now lay
your napalm in."

Jeb worked Sandy like a FAC, "Hit 20 meters
right;

Watch the small arms on the left," then all
the guns went quiet

Jeb was talking low and weaker, time was
running out

The guns were down and Jolly's here but I
began to doubt.
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First the PJ's tried to reach him but it took

too 1long
And I was bingo minus seven, time to head

for home
All the way to Wolf Pack Country not a word

was said
Cause when the PJ's finally reached hinm,
Young Jeb Stewart was dead.

We rolled out and taxied in and climbed out
in the rain

Hoot and Bill and all the boys, they met us
at the plane

I told Hoot Jeb didn't make it, they got him

at the pass
And I came home because my bird was running

out of gas.

Listen boys, and hear me good, I want you all

to know
That 01' Jeb died a hero's death, the way
we all would go.
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BATTLE HYMN OF THE RED RIVER RATS

The thing 1 nemember finsi about this song 44
that it was penned on a scrap of paper whife
ainbonrne enroute to Wichita, Kansas. McConnell
AFB was Thud country in 1969. Those guys
hosted the finst RRVFPA (Red River Valley
Fighten Pilots Association) stateside pracitice
neunion. Therne had been several practice Rats
Reunions 4in Thailand in previous yeans, but
this one in 1969 was the §irnst in the States.
Suffice to say that Thud focks are supenb
hosts. At that neundion, this song was adopied
as the official song of the RRVFPA.

The Red River Rats meet again

Telling tales, remembering when

Battles joined in the skies, shed our blood,
gave our lives

The Red River Rats meet again.

War is never a beautiful thing

But we fought for the right on the wing
Dropping bombs, dodging flak, fighting MIG's,
we'll be back,

Shout the Rats Battle Cry, let it ring.

Sing the Red River Rats Battle Hymn
Hold your head high, stand tall, you are men.
Never run from a fight, be prepared day
and night,
Sing the Red River Rats Battle Hymn.

Look around, there's a few empty chairs,

Honored comrades should be sitting there.

Some are dead where they fell, some fight on
from a cell,

Charge your glass, raise it high, drink to
them.
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"I'll tell you a tale that will curl your hair,
I'll tell you the truth 'cause I was there,
About what happened in Ho Chi Minh's backyard.
Gyrene, sailor and Air Force type,

Black smoke pouring from a hot tailpipe,

Flyin' and fightin' and livin' a life that's
hard.

Black smoke, flak smoke, red SAM fire,

Pressin' your luck right down to the wire,

"Pickle 'em off and boot that mother for home.

But the battle ain't over 'til you've parked
and chocked,
So if you fly and fight keep your gquns unlocked,
And don't try to fly and fight when you're
all alone.
What's that telltale wisp I see?
That's a contrail pulled by a Fishbed-C;
The cards are stacked and it looks like time
to deal.
Lead's got bandits 12 o'clock high,
Let's bend it around and scramble for sky,
And arm your guns this ain't no game, it's real.
We flew the Valley and the railroad lines,
From Dien Bien Phu, to the Cam Pho Mines,
But the price was high and measured in rich
red blood.
When tales are told in the halls of fame;
When warriors meet you'll hear these names:
Skyhawk, Crusader, Intruder, Phantom, Thud."

The Red River Rats meet again

Tellin' tales, rememberin' when,

Battles joined in the skies, shed our blood,
gave our lives,

The Red River Rats meet again.
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BLUE FOUR

Sad, heroic, and true a thousand times oven.
BLue Four L& an Amenican tradition as thrue as
the Flag. 1In a §Light of four fightens ("BLue"
FLight) he 4is the youngest, Least expendienced,
Low man on the totem pole, fourth in command.
Forn all these neasons, 4in battle he s the most
exposed, his position the most precanious, his
Life expectancy shontest of the fourn. 1 Love
him. He 48 my brothen. When he went down, 1
wept unashamedly. The yeans can neven heal
the hurnt norn drny the eye of any Fighten Pilot
who neturned home without his wingman.

There's a fireball down there on the hillside
And I think maybe we've lost a friend

But we'll keep on flyin'

And we'll keep on dyin'

For duty and honor never end.

There's an upended glass on the table
Down in front of a lone empty chair
Yesterday we were with him

Today God be with him

Wherever he is in your care.

They were four when they took off this morning
And their duty was there in the sky

Only three ships returning

Blue Four ain't returning

To Blue Four, then, hold your glasses high.

There's a fireball down there on the hillside
And I think maybe we've lost a friend

But we'll keep on flyin'

And we'll keep on dyin'

For duty and honor never end.
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