I'D RATHER FLY A WARTHOG

Oh, 1'd rather fly my Warthog

On a twenty-five foot strafing ‘run.
We'll get down in the érass

And kick Ivanf['s ass

With our 30 miKe-mike gatling gun

Oh, don't make me an F-15 jock,
Those bastards sure know how to talk.
You can't press the attack when your engines roll back,

So don't make me an F-15 jock.

Don't give me a Foxtrot one six,
With a handle instead of a stick.
She'll get on your tail, but the engine will fail.

Don't give me a Foxtrot one six.

Don't give me an A-7D,
My computer's my manhood to me.
Without my black box I ain't much of a jock,

So don't give me an A-7D.

Don't give me a Foxtrot four-D,
With two people where one should be.
They train you at Luke and then give you a nuke.

Don't give me a Foxtrot four-D.

Don't give me an Aardvark to fly,
It's a guaranteed sure way to die
Hands off on the deck and you'll break your damn neck.

Don't give me an Aardvark to flv.

Oh, Don't give me a Tango Three Light.
It's small and it's sleek and that's great.
They'll put you in the pit with your hand on your dick.

Don't give me a Tango Three Eight.

Oh, don't fly my hog into a cloud,
Or you'll hear me crying out loud.

'They don't pay me the wages to fly on the gauges.
pon't fly my hog into a cloud.

Don't give me an ''F' one one one,
Cause an autppilot's no fun.
You sit side-by-side just along for the ride,

Don't give me an '"F' one one one.

Don't give me an F-104.
That airplane's a ground loving whore.
She'll cough and she'll wheeze and head straight for
The trees,s

So don't give me an F-104.

(Continued next page)
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I'D RATHER FLY A WARTHOG (cont)

Oh, don't give me a Foxtrot Five "E"
An Aggressor I don't want to be,
It's tough to get laid when you're abig training aid,

oh, don't give aFoxtrot Five “EM

An Alpha Jet's just not for me,
Though it's fast and it's damn hard to see.
No bombs and no gun, but it's sure lots of fun,

An Alpha Jet's just not for me.

Don't give me an old Phantom Two.
It's TAC's two-seat B-52.
Drop your bombs, go around, hope they all hit the ground.

Don't give me an old Phantom Two.

Oh, don't give me a Bongo Five Two
With eight engines, a bed, and a loo.
You fly with a crew telling you what to do.

Don't give me a Bongo Five Two

Don't give me a Foxtrot Fifteen,
Though everyone thinks that you're keen,
Twice as fast as a MIG and four times as big,

Don't give me a Foxtrot Fifteen.

Don't give me an F-16 jet.
That bastard ain't ops-ready yet.
You con't stay in the fight with the stick on the right,

So. lon't give me an F-16 jet.
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Don't give me a star to wear.
It's obvious they don't really care.

Their minds locked in a room,now our flying's been doome!.

Don't give me a star to wear.

Oh, don’t give me an OH Five Eight,
Cause a scout is just 2-5-U bait.

You'll peek through the grass and he'll blow off your ass.

Don't give me an OH Five Eight.

In a Cobra out flying around,
You're sure to hit the damn ground.
You'll hose off a TOW and then down you will go,

In a Cobra out flying around.

(Add~in your own favorite verses)
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THROW A NICKEL ON THE GRASS

I was cruising down the Yalu doin' six and fifty per,

When 1 called to my flight leader,

"Oh, won't you save me sir?"
I've got flak holes in my wingtips...
My tanks ain't got no gas.

MAYDAY, MAYDAY, MAYDAY! [I've got six MIGs on my ass!

Chorus:

Hallelujah, hallelujah!

Throw a nickel on the grass, save a fighter pilots ass.
Hallelujah, hallelujah!

Throw a nickel on the grass and you'll be saved!

They sent me up to Poon-Yang, the frag said no ack-ack,
But by the time I got there, my wings were mostly black,
Then the airframe gave a shudder, the wings refused to fly,

MAYDAY, MAYDAY, MAYDAY! I'm too young to die!

Chorus

I split-essed to my bomb run, I got to goddam low,
[ hit that bloody button, and I let them bastards go,
Then 1 sucked the stick back in my lap,
I hit a high-speed stall.
Now, I won't see my mother

When the work's all done this fall!

Chorus

well, I shot my traffic pattern, to me it looked all right
My airspeed read one-twenty, My God I wracked it tight.
Then the airframe gave a shudder, and the wings refused
To fly,

MAYDAY, MAYDAY, MAYDAY...I'm too young to die!
Chorus

I jumped out of that Sabre, my letdown looked just fine.
I hit the ground a-running, making for our line.

Then I opened up my ration kit, to see what was in it--

And the goddam quartermaster had filled it up with shit’

Chorus

NELLIE DARLIN'
Oh your ass is like a stovepipe, Nellie darlin',
And the nipples on your tits are turning green.

There's a yard of lint protruding from your navel.

You're the ugliest fucking cunt I've ever seen!

There's the olor of dead fish around your pussy,
¢ When you piss, you piss a stream that's green as grass.
There's enough wax in your ears to make a candle,

So why not make one, dear, and shove it up your ass'
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1 DON'T WANT TO JOIN THE ARMY

Oh, I don't want to join the Army.
I don't want to go to war.
I1'd rather hang around

Piceadilly Underground,

Living off the earning of an 'igh class lady.

I don't want a bullet up me arsc-hole.
I don't want me buttocks shot away.
I'd rather stay in England,
Jolly, jolly England,

And fornicate my bloody life away.

I don't want to join the Navy.
I don't want to sail the seven seés.
1'd rather fly a jet,
Fuck a tall brunette,

And drink my fill of a good Scotch whiskey.

I don't want want seamen in me quarters.
1 don't want me cock to rot away.
1'd rather be in England,
Jolly, jolly England, ]
And fornicate my bloody life away.

I don't want to join the Air Corps.
1 dont want to slip the surly bonds.
I1'd rather hang around
In a pub dountown,
Drinking ale from a half-yard tankard.
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I don't want Ack-Ack up my tail pipe.
I don't want my rudder shot away.
r'd rather stay in England,
Jolly, jolly England,
And fornicate my bloody life away.

Monday I touched her on the ankle.
Tuesday I touched her on the knee.
Wednesday, with success,
I lifted up her dress.
And Thursday I touched on the thigh, Cor Blimey!

Friday I had me hand upon it,
And Saturday I gave her tits a tweak. (tweak, tweak)
But it was Sunday after supper
I rammed the old boy up 'er,

» .
And now I'm paying seven and six a week!

So, call out the Army and the Navy.
Call out the Air Corps rank and file.
You can call out
The Royal Territorials.

They face danger with a smile.

You can call out the boys of the old brigade.
They kept old England free.
You can call out me mother,
Me sister and me brother,

But for God's sake don't call me!
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THE FAC SONG

Dear Mom, your son is dead.

tHe bought the farm today. R
He crashed his OV-10 on Ho Chi Minh Highway.
He mad a rocket pass,

Then he busted his ass.

Mmm, mmm, mmn.

He went acro:c the fence

To sec what he could see,

And there it was as big as it could be.
There was a truck on the road

With i heavy load.

Mmm, inmm, mmm.

He got right on the horn
And gave O1' Big a call,

"Send me air. I've got a truck that's stalled."

0l' Big said, '"All right.
"We'll send you Litter Flight.

Mmm, mmm, mmm.

The fighters checked right in,
Gunfighters, two-by-two,

Out of gas, and tankers overdue.
They asked the FAC to mark

Wher the truck was parked.

Mmm, mmm, mmm.
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The FAC, he rolled right in

With his smoke to mark

[xactly where that truck was parked.
The rest is still in doubt,

Because he never pulled out.

Mmm, nmm, mmm.

LAST NIGHT 1 STAYED UP

Last night I stayed up late to masturbate.
It was so nice! [ did it twice.

Last night I stayed up late to pull my pud.
It felt so good! 1 knew it would.

You should see me working on the short strokes;
1 use my hanq. It's simply grand.
You should see me working on the long strokes;

I use my feet. TIt's really neat.

Smash it! Bash it!

Beat it on the floor.
Smite it! Bite it!

Ram it through the door.

I have some friends who seem to think
That a fuck is simply grand,
But for all around enjoyment

I prefer it in the hand.
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SAMMY SMALL
Oh, my name is Sammy Small. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, my name is Sammy Small. . .Fuck 'em all.

Oh, my name is Sammy Small, and I've only got one ball,
But that's better than none at all,

So, fuck 'em all!

Oh, they say I shot a man. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, they say ! shot a man. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, they say ! shot him dead, with a piece of
Fucking lead.
Now the silly fucker's dead,

So fuck 'em all!

Oh, they say I'm gonna swing. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, they say I'm gonna swing. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, they say I'm gonna swing, from a piece of
Fucking string.
What silly fucking thing.

Fuck 'em all!

Oh, the parson, he will come. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, the parson, he will come. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, the parson, he will come
With his tales of Kingdom Come.
He can shove it up his bum.

Fuck 'em all!
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Oh, the Sheriff will be there too. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, the Sheriff will be there too. . .Fuck 'em all.

Oh, the Sheriff will be there too
With his silly fucking crew.
They've got fuck-all else to do.

Fuck 'em all!

Oh, they say I greased the rope. . .Tuck 'em all.
Oh, they say I greased the rope. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, they say I greased the rope
With a piece of fucking soap.
what a silly fucking joke.

Fuck 'em all!

Oh, the Hangman wears a mask. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, the Hangpan wears a mask. . .Fuck 'em all.
Oh, the Hangman wears a mask
For his silly fucking task.
lle can shove it up his ass.

luck 'em all!

(with reverence)
I saw Molly ig the Crowd. . .Fuck 'em all.
I saw Molly in the Crowd. . .Fuck 'em all.
1 saw Molly in the Crowd,
And 1 felt so fucking proud,
That I shouted right out loud,
"FUCK 'EM ALL:!"
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