Fright? No, too late for that.
Rellef? No, too early for that.
Exhilaration! Yes. Of a degree and kind never before

experienced. It cannot be put into words, but the late Ian

Fleming came very close.

"You only live twice:

Once when you're born,

Once when you look death in the face." 1/

1/ Ian Fleming, You Only Live Twice, 1964, Glidrose

Productions Ltd. Used by permission.




ARMED RECCE
(The Fastest Gun Around)

In the skles of Southeast Asia

Where the fighter pilots dwell,

There's a mission that you'll fly a lot;
You'll get to know it well.

They call it Armed Reconnaissance;
You fly it fast and low

In the southern part of Package One
That's known as Tally-Ho.

You're briefed on the defenses

All along the route you'll fly.

You're scared, but still you've got to go,
And so you take the sky.

You get pre-strike refueling

And you take your flight on down;
Cross the coast at Butterfly

And start to move around.

You're headed north up Route 1-A,

The road looks clean and bare,

But a truck is mighty hard to see
> From one mile in the air.

You know you've got to take it down
Though your heart is in your mouth.

Now dead ahead's the Ferry,

That's the point you'll turn back south.

Then suddenly your heart stops
As you see the thing you dread.
Triple-A is coming up

And it fills the sky ahead.

- You fake a turn to left
And then you break hard up and right,
Then your wingman's in with CBU
And that's a pretty sight.

And now you're heading south again
And really movin' ‘'round

To make a tougher target

For the gunners on the ground.

And it's then you see the convoy
Sittin' still beside the road.
Arm up all your switches

And prepare to dump your load.




Touch off afterburner

And pop up into the sun,

But keep the convoy in your sight
And start to make your run.

Then the gunners start to shoot again,
You see the flak ahead.

Then it's bursting all around you

And the sky 1s filled with lead.

You can't go left; you can't go right,
The flak is all around,

So keep the convoy in your sight

And keep on boring down.

Pickle off your bomb load

And then pull and trust to luck
That the triple-A will miss you
And your bombs will hit the truck.

But the flak is coming closer

And your eyes are filled with tears,
And before you reach the coastline
You have aged a hundred years.

Then suddenly you're out of 1it,
The water's down below.

Breathe easy now, but don't relax,
'Cause sure as Hell you know

That tomorrow is another day,

And once again you'll go

To the southern part of Package One
And recce Tally-Ho.




"The Cam Ranh Trilogy"

The following three songs are the only ones in the’book
actually written during the tour. The others, as previously
stated, were conceived at the time, but no effort was made to
put them on paper until 1971.

Just before leaving Southeast Asia, and as . a favor for
some friends, I recorded these three on tape, leaviné them
with instructions not to let the tape be copied, as I planned

on including them in a book. One has to know fighter pilots

and their love of fighter pilot songs to understand that I

was neither upset nor surprised to find that copies of the
tape were all over Southeast Asia within thirty days. One
copy actually arrived back in the States ahead of me.

The songs have been well-received. One of them, "Tchepone",
has probably been sung in every fighter pilot bar in SEA, as
well as several 1n the States.

So be it. Glad you enjoyed it, guys.




Years ago, the small village of Tchepone ceased to exist
except as a military encampment. This is an historical fact of
the Southeast Asian conflict that was borne out in 1972 when
the Sduth Vietnamese Army gained entry into the "small, peace-
ful hamlet."

Strategically located at a major junction astride the
Ho Chi Minh Trail, the town had long ago been taken over by the
North Vietnamese, who used the village as a barracks, storage,
and staging area for troops and supplies infiltrating into
South Vietnam. The hills and valleys around Tchepone were
literally full of war materials waiting to be used.

There were also quite a large number of AAA guns on those
hills. How many, we never knew. (Who had time to count?) But
we were constantly being made aware of their presence. The
reconnalssance pllots knew it, and the fighter jocks knew it.

If you went near Tchepone, you were going to be shot at. If

you didn't know 1t, it took just one mission to learn.

"Tchepone" is about a fictitious jock, sent by a fictitious

colonel on a fictitious mission. The part about the ground

fire 1s§fact. We who conducted the research can attest to that.

This song was one of the favorites of some friends of
mine. It was written for them then; it is dedicated to them
now: The men of the 557th Tactical Fighter Squadron, the

"Sharkbaits" of 1967-68. We did have some times.




TCHEPONE
(The Strawberry Roan)

I was hangin' 'round Ops, just spendin' my time,
Off of the schedule, not earnin' a dime.

A colonel comes up and he says, "I suppose

You fly a fighter, from the cut of your clothes."

He figures me right, I'm a good one, I say.
"Do you happen to have me a target today?"
Says yes, he does, a real easy one.

"No sweat, my boy, it's an old-time milk run."

I gets all excited and asks where 1it's at,

He gives me a wink and a tip of his hat.

"It's three-fifty miles to the northwest of home,

A small, peaceful hamlet that's known as Tchepone."
(Ah, you'll sure love Tchepone.)

I go get my g-suit and strap on my gun,
Helmet and gloves, out the door on the run,
Fire up my Phantom and take to the air;
Two's tucked in tight and we haven't a care.

In forty-five minutes we're over the town;

From twenty-eight thousand we're screamin' on down;
Arm up the switches and dial in the mils;

Rack up the wings and roll in for the kill.

We feel a bit sorry for folks down below,

Of destruction that's coming, they surely don't know.
But the thought passes quickly, we know a war's on,
And on down we scream toward peaceful Tchepone.
(Unsuspecting, peaceful, Tchepone.)

Release altitude, and the pipper's not right.
I'k]l press just a little and lay 'em in tight.

I pickle those beauties at two-point-five grand,
Startin' my pull when it all hits the fan.

A black puff in front and then two off the right,
Then six or eight more and I suck it up tight.
There's small arms and tracers and heavy ack-ack;
It's scattered-to-broken with all kinds of flak.

I jink hard to left and head out for the blue;
My wingman says "Lead! They're shooting at you!"
"No bull!" I cry as I point it toward home;

Still comes the fire from the town of Tchepone.

(Dirty, deadly, Tchepone.)




I make it back home with six holes in my bird.
With the colonel who sent me, I'd sure like a word.
But he's nowhere around, though I look near and far;
He's gone back to Seventh to help run the war.

I've been 'round this country for many a day;

I've seen the things that they're throwin' my way.
I know that there's places I don't like to go,
Down in the Delta and in Tally-Ho.

But I'l1l pbet all my flight pay the jock ain't been born
Who can keep all his cool when he's over Tchepone.
(Oh, don't go to Tchepone.)
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IN ANTICIPATION OF THAT 30 DAYS LTAVE

MEMORAND'Hg All Hands, -

l. In compliance with currect policies for rotation of armed forces overseas, it is
directed that in order to maintain this high standard of character of the American sailor
and soldier and to prevent any dishonor reflecting on the uniform, all individuals °
eligzible for return to the U.S, under current directives will undergo an indoctrination
course of demobilization prior to approval of his application for return,.

2. The following will be enphasized in the subject indoctrination course;

3. In Amerioca, there are a remarkable number of beautiful girls. These young ladies
have not been libersted and many are gainfully employed as stenographers, sales girls,
beauty operators, or welders. Contrary to curremt practices, they should not be greeted
with a resounding wolf howl, hound-dog bay, or Dreat Dane bark., A proper greeting is,
"Isn't it a lovely day?!™, or "Have you ever been to Chicago?" This should be said in a
esontrolled, well modulated voice. .

4. A typical American breakfast consists of such strange foods as omnteloupes,
gresh eg:s, milk, ham, etc. These are highly palatable and, though strange in appearance,
are extsemely tasty. Butter, made from cream, is often served. If you wish some butter,
you turn to the person nearest it and say quietly, “Please pass the butter." You do not
say, "Throw me the g-d d--ned pgrease." '

§5. 1In the event the helmnet is retained by the individual, he will refrain from
using it as a chair, wash bowl, foot-bath, eto. All these devices are fusnished in the
averaze American home. It is not wonsidered good practice to squat native fashion in a
corner in the event all chairs are ocoupied. The hostess will usually provide suitable
seats, . :

€e American dinners, in most oases, consist of several items, ecach served in a
separate dish. The common practice of mixing various items, such an cornbeef and pudding,
or lima boans and peaches, to make them more palatable will be refrained fr-om. In time,
the Bseparate dishes" will become enjoyable,

7. Americans have a strange taste for stimulatns. The drinks in comzon use in the
Pacific, such as underripe coconut "kava", five "Ulcers", pinscapple "swipe", or just
gasoline, bitters, and mtéer Qoommonly imown by the Hawaiian term "Okolehau") are not
ordinarily acceptatle in civilian circles. These drinks should not be served.

~ 8. Upon leaving a friend's home after a visit, cne may find his hat misplace.
Frequently, it has been placed in a cdoset. One should turn to one' host and say,
"Don't seem to have my hat, Could you help me find it?" Do not say, "Don't anyone
leave this room, scme s.o.b. has stolen my hat." g

9. 1In traveling iy the U.S,, particularly in a strange city, it 1s often necessary
to spend the night. Hotels are provided for this purpose and almost anyone can give
directions to the nearest hotel. Here, for a small sum, one can register and be shown
to a room where he may sleep for the nighte The present practice of entering the
nearest house, throwing the ocoupants into the yard and taking over the prenises will cease.




10. Thisky, a common Americaen drink, may be offerad to the sailor on social
occasions. It is consldered a refluction on the unfform to snateh the bottle from
the hostess and drain the bottle, cork and all. All individuals are cautioned to
exercise the extreme of control in these circumstances.

1ll. Upon retiring, one will often find a pair of pajamas laid out on the bed.
(Pajamas, it should be explained, are two pieces of garment which are donued after
all clothing has been removed.) The soldier or sailor, when confronted by these
garments, should assume an air of familiarity and act as though he were used to
them. A casual remark such as, "My, what a delicate shade of blue", will usually
suffice. Under no circumstances say, "How in the hell do you expect me to sleep
in a get-up like that?" :

12, 1In motion picture theatres, seats are provided. Helmets are not required,
It 1s not considered good form to whistle every time a female over eight or under
nlnety crosses the socrsen. If vision is impaired by the person in the seat in front,
there are plenty of other seats which ocan be occupied. Do not hit him across the back
of the head and say, "lMove your head, jerk, I can't see a damn thing." '

13. Air é:idc and enemy patrsols aren't encountered in America. There is no
necessity for wearing the helmet in church or at a social gzathering, or to hold the
weapon ready, loaded and locked, when talking to a civiliag in the strset.

14. All indiciduals returning to the U.S. will make every effort to conform
to the customs and habits of the regions visited und to make themselves as inconspicuous
as possible. Any action which reflects upon the honor of the uniform will promptly
be dealt with,







CHUG-A-LUG

Here's to He's true blue
He's a drunkard through and through
He's a rounder, so they say

He tried to get to heaven

But he went the other way

So dring chug a lug, chug a lug, chug a lug
So drink chug a lug, chug a lug, chug a Ing

Hooray for
Hooray at last
Hooray for

He's a horses ass

FIGHTER PILOTS ‘ ‘ (6)

Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell
Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell
The p3hce is full of queers,

Navigators, Bombardiers

But therd sre no fighter pilots down in hell

Oh the bomber pilotis life is just a farce
Oh the bomber pilotis life is just a farce
The auto pilot's on, ;
He's reading sex books in the jéhn L
Oh the bomber pilst's life is just a farce

Oh the bomber pilot nsver takes a dare g
Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare '
His gyros are uncaged,

And his women overaged

Oh the bomber pilot never takes a dare 2
Oh there are no fighter pilots up in group
Oh there are no fighter pilots up in group
The place is full of brass

Sitting 'round on thisr fat ass

Oh there ore no fighter pilotsg -ip in group

Oh it's naughty raughty paug.:ty but it's nice
Oh it's naughty naughty naugaty but it's nice
It'11 wreck your reputatien,
And incrsase the population
Oh it's naughty naughty naughty but it's nice

Oh look at thode from SAGE in out club
Oh look at those from SAGE in our club
They don't party they don't sing

The 11th does everything

Oh look :t those from SAGE in out club :

When a bomber jockey walks into our club
When a bomber jockey walks into our c¢club
He don't drink his share of suds

A1l he does is flub his dub

When a bomber jockey wdlks into our club

OVER 2
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FIGHTER PILOTS (cont'd)

Oh there are no fighter-pilots down in hell

Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell

They are all up above; drinking whiskey, making love,
Oh there are no fighter pilots down in hell ,

GROUP HEADQUARTERS
(Pepsi-Cola)

Croup headquarters that's the spot
Three bull colonels, that's a lot

Six or seven L.C.s too

Group headquarters is the place for you
Chicken chicken chicken chicken etc.

HAND ON TH" THROTTIE (Chant)

IEADER:; Hand on the throttle (Repeat in unison)
A11 eight of them (Repeat in unison)
Release the brakes (Repeat in unison)
A1l sixteen of them (Repeat in unison)
ALL SING TOGETHER: Off we go, into the wild blue yonder.... CRASH!®

YOoU CAN TELL A FIGHTER PILOT
Mine eyes have seen the glory)

By the ring around his eyeball you can tell a bombardier
You can tell a bomber pilot by the spread around his rear
You can tell a navigator by his sextants, maps and such
You can tell a fighter pilot, but you cannot tell him much

THE K.C, ROLLS
{Battle hymn of the republic)

The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
The 135 rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
And rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls,

CHCRUS: Glory glory water injection
Glory glory water ‘njection
Glory glory water injection
For it rolls and rolls and rolls and rolls
And rolls and rolls and rolls,

The B-52 flies for hours and hours and hours
The B-52 flies for hours and hours and hours
The B-52 flies for hours and hours and hours
And hours and hours and hours and hours and hours and hours and hours,

CHORUS: Glory glory rubber cushions
Glory glory rubber cushions
Glory glory rubber cushions .
For it flies for hoers and hours and hours - : RV
Ard hours and hours amd hours,

)

(8)

(9)

(10)
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BOW HERE'S A TRUE STORY | (11)
{Sweet Betsy from Pike)“ .

Now here’s a true story that you ought to hear

The reason why all bomber jockeys are queer

While going through flight school the instructor did shout
It's bombers for you or we're washing you out

They took to the heavens with ten men aboard
And after a week they were all quite bored
And after they landed, or so I've heard tell _ )
Each one of the ten were just queerer than hell ( last line in squeeky voice)

BESIDE A MINNESOTA WATERFALL (12)

Beside a Minnesota waterfgll, ome bright and synny day

Beside his shattered 182 a young pursuiter lay '

His parachute hung from a near-by tree, he was not yet quite dead
So Iisten to the very last words the young pursuiter said

~I'm going to a better land where everything is right
Where whiskey flows from telephone poles
And there's poker every night
There's not a single thing to do but sit around and sing
With magy lewd nude women :

Oh death where is thy sting

Oh desth where is thy sting, ting a ling

Ch death where is thy sting

The bells of hell will ring, ting a ling .
For you but not for me ’

Oh.., Ting a ling a ling ling blow it out your ass
Ting a ling a ling ling blow it out your ass

Ting a ling a ling ling blow it out your ass
Better days are comming bye and bye

THE BOEING TANKER : . | (13)
(The great ship Titanic)

Oh they built the 3oeing tan<,¢, and when they were through
They said "Here is a ship t-at will fly a month or two"

But a wire toushed a wire and it started up a fire

It was sad when the K.C, went down

CHORUS: Oh it was sad, Oh it was sad
It was sad when the K.C, went down ( into Boston)
Husbands and wives, itty bitty children lost thier lives
It was sad when the K.C., went down

They were cruising over Boston when the colonel gave a shout
"Airman, get below and put that fire cut} "

The airmen went below; they were the first to go

It was sad when the K.C. went down

And they were awaiting instructions to bail out

The colonel tried to give them but he couldn’t get them out
You see, he had a lisp, so they all burned to a crisp

It was sad when the K.C. went down




THE BOEING TANKER (Cont'd)

The tanker hit old Boston with a terrifying roar

It bore into a school house tw=en the first and second floor
School busses in the street were filled with cooking meat

It was sad when the K.C., went down

GIVE ME_OPERATIONS (14)

CHCRUS: Just give me operations
Out on some lonely atoll
For I am too young to die
I just want to go home

Don't give me a P-38 with props that counter- rotate
They'll loop and they'll spin but they soon auger in
Dont give me a P-38

Don‘t give me a P-39 with an engine that's mewunted behind
It will tumble and roll and dig a ‘big hole
Don'it give me a P-39

Don't give me a Cwrtiss Warhawk, abput it the pilots all sqpawk
It flew like an arrow but it's geay was too narrow
Don't give me a Curtiss Warhawk

Don't give me an old Thunderbolt, it gave many a pilot a jolt
It looks like a jug but it flies like a tug
Don’t give me an old Thunderbolt

Don't gibwe me a P-51, it was alright for fighting the Hum
But with coolant tank dry you'!ll soon run out of sky
Donit give me a P-51

Don‘t give me a P-61 for night flying is no fun
They say it's a lark, but I'm scared of the dark
Don't give me a P-61

Donft give me an F- Shooting Star, It'll go but not very far
I$'11 runble and spout but soon will flame out
Don't give me an F Shooting Star

Don't give me an F-384, their pilots aren’'t here: any more
They bombed in that crate vut thay pulled out too late
Don't give me an F-84

Don't give me an F-86, with wings like broken match sticks
They'll zoom and thay!ll hover, but as for top cover
Don't give me an F-8%

Don’% give me an 86-D with over drive and TV
Shd won't go too fast and she'll clobbsr your ass
Don't give me an{86.xD

Don't give me an F-89 though "Tims" says she really will climb
They're all in the states all boxed up in thdér crates
Don't give ma an F-89




GIVE ME OPERATIONS (Cont)

Don't give me an F-94, it's never established a score
It may fly in weather but wont hold together
Don't give me an F-94

Don't give me an F-one oh oh, it flies like a sled we all know
It may go mach one, but that.'s not ‘mucéh fun
Don't give me an F-one oh oh

Don't give me an F-10l1, the pilots don't have any fun
It's engines are twins but it still augers in
Don't give me an F-101

Don't give me an F-102 the dart that you see in the blue
Their pilots all wail that it has no tail
Don't give me an F-102

Don't give me an F-lOl, some call it a dirty old whore (girl)
It may hurt a Mig but it's still just a pig
Don't give ma an F-104

I WANNA GO_HOME (15)

I wanna go homa, I wanna go hame

I don't want to fly in this farce any more
Ieave the mess for the regular corp

Taks me off alsrt

I'm $oo0 youngz to get hurt

OheooMyoo. I'm too youmg to die

I just wanna go home

SAVE A FIGHTER PIIQT'S ASS (16)

It was midnight in Duluth, all the pilots were in bed

When up stepped Colonsl and this is what he said

(I hate this bloody place) .-

"Pilots, gentle pilots, pilots one and all

Night fighters, gentle night fighters,." and the pilots shouted "BALIS"
When up stepped a young lieute~ant with a voice as harsh as brass
"You can take thosa goddam 102z and shove them up your ass."

CHORUS: Sing Hallelujah, sing Hallelujah
Throw a nickle in the grass
Save a fighter pilot's ass
Sing Hallelujah, sing Hallelujah
Throw a nickle in the grass and you'll be saved

Iying in the gutter, all covered over with beer

Pretzels in my whiskers, I knew the end was near

Then came the glorious Airforce to save me from the hearse
Everybody bust a gut and sing the second verss

I flew the traffic pattern, to me it looked alright

I turned from base to final, my God I pulled it tight
The airframe gave a shudder, the engine gave a wheeze
Mayday, I«Iza.yda‘y9 Mayday spin instruztions please @




SAVE A FIGHTER PIIOT'S ASS (Cont'd)

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing hib the ground
Heard a call from mabile, "Pull up and go around! "

I yanked that deuce up in the air a dozen feet or more

The engine quit, I almost spit, the gear came through the floor

TIPTANKS AND TAILPIPES 7)
ZBless 'em 811) b

Bkess 'em all, Bless 'em all

Bless tiptanks and tailpipes and all

Bless 0ld man Convair for building this jet

I know a man who is cussing him yat

Cause he tried to go right through the wall
With tiptanks and tailpipes and all

The needles did cross and the wings did come off
With tiptanks and tailpipes and all

Through the wall, Throught the wall
Through the bloody irnvisible wall

That transonic journey is nothing but rough
As bad as a ride on the local base bus

So I'm staying away from it all

Subsonic for mes ard that’s all

If you're hot you might make it

But you'll probably break it

Youwr butt or your nack, not the wall

SHARECROP (18)

(You are my sunshine)

You are my &harezrop, my only Sharescrop
You. guide my fighters through skies of grey
I chase your bogies from here to Fargo

Just to find they went the othsr way

The other day boys, as I was flying
I heard a Sharecrop centroller say
I've got a bogie way down by Bismark
Won't you head your jet that-a-way

He said he had me in radar contact
And T believed him like a dope

I flew to Bismark ard still no bogie
He had chased a fly across the scopa

You were my Sharecrop, my only Sharecrop
How could you let ma down this way

My chute was swinging, they heard me singing
Won't you takes my sharecrop away

i 2
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THREE JOLLY PILOTS , ~ 19)

Three jolly pilots sat within a chinese hostel
Three jolly pilots sat within a chinese hostel
Then they decided to

Then they decided to

Then they decided t0..0c000 - \

Have another brew or two

CHORUS: Drink, drink and let's be gay
Drink, drink and let's be gay
Drink drink and let's be gay
Iet's have another

For he who drinks root beer and goes to bed quite sober
_ For he who drinks root beer and goes to bed quite sober
Fades as the 1illy fades
Fades =3 the 1illy fades
Fades as the 1lilly fades
And dies by next October

But he who lives it up, and goes to bed quite mellow
But he who livew it up, and goes to bed quite mellow
Iives as he ought to live

Iives as he ought to livé

Iives as he ought to live

Ard dies a happy fellow

BROWN MOUSE (20) °,

Oh, ., The whiskey was spilt on the bar room floor
And the bar w=s closed for ths night

When,., Out of his hole crept a little brown mouse
And he sat in the pale moon light

He,.., licked up the liquér on the bar room floar
And back on his haunches he sat

And, .., all night long you could hear him shaut
Bring on your goddam cat

0!IEARY'S BAR - (21)

Twas a cold winter’s evaning, the guests were all leaving
O'Ieary was closing the bar

When he turned and he said to the lady in red

"Get out, you can’t stay where youw are,"

She shed a sad tear in her bucket of beer

As she thought of the cold night ahead

When the gentleman dapper stepped out of the crapper
And these are the words that he said.

"Her mother never told her the things a young girl should know
About the ways of theses Airforce men, and how they come and go.
Age has taken her beauty, and sin has left its sad scar

So rémember your sisters and mothers, boys,

And let her sleep under the bar,"

g
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DIGGING UP FATHER'S GRAVE (29)

They're digging up father's grave to make a sewer
They’re going about the job at some expense
They'‘re disturbing his remains

To put in fowr inch drains '

To satisfy some local residents..., Gor Blimey

So when they gat the urge to deficate some

Father will return to right the wrong

He'll dress up in his white sheets

And haunt the jp%house seats B .
And not a bloody one will stay far long... Gor Blime

Now won't thers be some bloody constipation
And won't the bloody bastards rant and rave
They had so damn much nerve = 5
They'll get what they dessrve

For buggerin' up a British workman's grave,

£}
BOOZIN BUDDIES IR (30) |
A Fighter pilot lay dying Foap we are the boys who fly high in the sky
The medics had left him for dead Bosom buddies while boozin
All around him women were crying We are the boys they send out to die

And these are ths words that he said Bosom buddies while boozin

Take the tailpipe out of my stomach Up in headquarters they scream and they shout

Take the burner sut of my brain Bosom buddies while boozin :
Take the turbins out of my kidnay Talking af things they know nothing about
And assemble the wnit again Bosom buddies while boozin

-

CHORUS ¢ Ws are the bows who fly high in the sky
Bosom buddiess while boozin
Bosom buddiss while boozin
Bosom buddies while boozin

COME ON AND JOIN THE AIRFCRCE (31)

Come on and join the Airfores, we're a happy band they say
We never do a lick of work, just fly around all day

While others work ard study. and soon grow old and blind

We take to the sir without = care and you will never mind,

CHORUS: You’ll never mind, you'll never mind
So come on and jofn ths Airforce and you will never mind

Come on and get promoted, as high as you desire

You're riding on a gravy train, If you're an Airforce flyer

Just about the time you get to general you'll find

Your wings fall off, the dough rolls in, and you will never mind

You take 1t up and spin it, »nd with an awful tsar

Your wings fall off, the ship spins in, but you will never care
For in abo:t two minutes mors another pair you'll find

You'll dence with Pets in an angel's suit, But you will never mind




COME AND JOIN THE AIRFORCE (Conttd)

While flying over the ocean you hear your engine spit

You watch the prop.come to a stop, the goddam thing has quit

The ship won't float, and you can't swim, the shore is far behind
Oh what a dish for the crabs and fish, but you will never mind

While flying over Bodtom -in an F-104 A
There's just one thing to remember, as I have said before
I've only got one éngine, Jack, and if that bastard quits
It will be up there all by itself, cause I will spit and git

And if some wiley Mig 19 should shoot you down in flames

Don't sit around and dally ache and call that bastard names

Just hit the silk, it'’s cream and milk, and pretty soon you'll find
There is no hsll and all is well, and mou will never mind

FRANG EM ALL (33)
(Bless em all)

There's an aircraft that's leaving today
Bound for a far distant shord

Heavily laden with browned off young men
Bound for a land they abhor

So we're saying goodbye to them all

The long and the short ard the tall

There 1]l be no promotions this side of the ocean
So cheer up my lads, Prang em all

Prang em all, Prang em all :
The long and the short and the tail :
Prang all the blonds and the redheaded ones

Prang all the brunettes and their bastard sons

Cause we're saying goodbye to them all

As back to the barracks we crawl

No roses or violets for dead fighter pilots

So cheer up my lads, Prang em all -

hrang em all, Prang em all

The long and the short and the tall

No roses or violets for d~ad fighter pilots
So cheer up my lads, Prang em all

I WANTED WINGS (34)
(Korean versicn)

I wanted wings, till I got the goddam things
Now I don’t want them anymore.

I don't want a tour in Korea thai's sure
I've had a belly ful of war

I don't want my fanny frozen

In that putrid land of Chosen

Bighting Migs of Uncle Joe's

In atmosphere thatis frigid frozen, Buster,
I wanted wings, till I got the goddam things
Now I don‘t want them anymore
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I WANTED WINGS (Cont'd)

I don't want to die over Antung in the sky
Migs always make me barf my lunch

For me there’s no hey-day screaming

"Bogies that-a-way"

I'd rather be home with the bunch

Now thereis one thing you can't laugh off
And that's when they shoot your ass off

I would rather be home, Buster,

I wanted wings, till I got the goddam things
Now I don't want them anymore

ATR FORCE 806
(Wabash Comnonball)

Iisten to the shudder, the rumble and the roar

I'm flying over Hibbing like I never flew before

Feel the mighty surge of the engire, pipe temp's; onthe peg
1'd give a million dollers to have it on base leg

Mayday,Duluth tcower, this is 806

I'm turning downwind and I'm in a fix

My engins’s rumning on the psg my fire lights are red
You better call the crash crew and get them out of bed

Rogsr, Roger 806, this is Duluth tower :

I cannot call the zrash crew, cause this is coffee hour
Youire not claared in the patiern, now that is plain to see
Toke it on around again, we have SAC VIP

Mayday,Duluth tower, won't you answer me

For your information I'm landing on 23

I know I've goha fire in back, I think she's going to blow
I may buy th¥® 102 so look out down below

Mayday, Duluth tower, 806 on base .

I cannot get my gear down, they won't come down in place

I'm going to buy this 102 no matter what they say

But I'11 never heve the foom-1 fixed before the judgement day

Grsetings Air Forcs 806, this is judgement day

Youire in pilot's heaven and you're here to stay

You just bought a 102 and you bought it well

But ths famous Air Force 805 was sent straight down to hell

OD£TO THE OPER{XTIONS QFFICER
{Money rolls in)

You ought to be desrd you old bestard

You ought to. be desmned well shot

You ought to be tied to the floor of a Owrhouse
And left there to dsmned will rot

I've st in this damn cockpit for hours =nd hours
Iive stiack it »s long as I could

I've stuck it »nd stuck it so now I say ram it
My ass hole's not made out of wood

(35)

(36)
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ON TOP OF OID PYONG-YANG
(On Top Of old Smokey(

On top of old Pyong-Yang
All covered with flack

I lost my poor wing man
He'l]l never be back

For flying's a pleasure

And dying's a grief

And a quidk triggered commie
is worse than a thief

Far s thief will just rob you

And take all you save ;
But a guick triggered comsis
#ill send you to your grsid

Now the grave will decay you
And turn you to dust

Not one commie in a thousand
Can a poor pilot trust

~-Now when the bad weather
Keeps the shirs down
We will all hear

(37)

Attention all pilots

Now listen to tthis

There!1l be a short meeting
That you dare not miiss

They'll give us a lecture
They'll give us some more.
But we hzve all heard them
Twenty-five times or more

Attention all trainees
You can't fight the group
Whatever they tell you

Is superfluous poop

On top of old Fuji
All covered with snow

I lost my jel piled,
For flying too. low

He put on an airshow
He did it for me
At altitude zero

This horrible sound He clobbered a tree
With throttle wide open

He made his last pdss

On top of old Fuji

He buSted "hi3-a8s ~

" G7 Suits AND PARACHUTES
(Bell Bottom Trcusers) (38)

Once there was a barmaid,down in Brewery lane

Her master was so kind to her, Her mistress wss the same
Along came a pilot, handsome as could be

He was the cause of 2ll her misery

CHORUSs Singing "G" suits .nd parachutes
And uniforms of blus
He'1l fly a fighter
Iike his daddy used to do

He asked for a pillow to rest his weary head

She gave it to him willfully end lost her maidenhead
And she, like a silly girl, thinking it no harm
Climed in bed beside him just to keep the pilot warm

Now in the morning before the break of day

A five pound note he handed her and this to her did say
If you have a daughter put ribbon in her hair

And if you have a son get the bastard in the air

Now the moral of my story as you can plainly see

Is never trust a $i1st an inch above your knee

The barmaid trusted one and he went off to fly

Leaving her a daughter to help the time go by (14)
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. There was 97 aircraft parked upon the apron
There wasn't any room you could see

Now the first 96 were of modern construction
And the last was an 86D

The first 47 were reserved for the majors

And the captains head the lest 49

There was one more ship at the end of the apron
And the last ship on the line

-1t was o1d 97 and her fuselage was rusty
And her wings were warped snd bent 3
She saged in the meddle like a cow in the pasture i
Iike a cow that was quite content

Now a 2n& lieutenant walked into operations

And he asked for a ship or two

Young man, they said, we're mighty short of aireraft
But we'll see what we can do

It was old 97 and she had a fine record

But she ‘hs@n't been flown that year

She creaked and she groaned as he started up her engine
For she knew that her end was near

He flew over Duluth sznd west to Farge

Till the misk] \egpn,to falxy : -
Till it se e A x . :
And he couldn t se%gg t 8H§ 2 g&i tops of the mountain

He turned to the left snd he ran into a snowstorm
So he turned back to the right

When he spotted a railroad running in his direction
And he ended his last long flight

¢ S -

It was old 97 her nose in a mountain

And her wheels were on the track

Her throttle bent in a forwardly direction
And her engine was pointed hack

Now listen to me all you Air Force ladies

Listen to this tale of woe

Never spesk harsh words to your aviator boyfriend
He may lesve you and never come back

THE AIR FORCE HAS GONE TO HELL (40)
(Mine eyes have seen the glory)

Mine eyes have seen the days of men who f@led the fighting sky
With hearts that lauvghed at death and lived for nothing but to fly
But now those hearts are grounded and those days are long gone by
The Air Force hes gones to hell

CONTINUED NEXT PAGE




THE AIR FORCE HAS GONE TO HELL (Cont'd)

" 'CHORUS: Glory flying regulations

Have them read at evefy station
Crucify the man that breaks one
The Air Forcd has gone to hell -

My bones have felt their ‘pounding throb a hundred thousand strong
A mighty airborne legion sent to right the mighty wrong

But now it's only memory, it only lives in song

The Air Force has gone to hell _

I-Kave seem them in their satres whea their eyes were dancing flame
I've seen their mach ome power dives that added to their fame

But now they fly like sissies and they hang their hsads in shame
Their spiritts shot to hell

They flew F-86's through a living hell of flak

And bloody,dying pilots gave their lives to bring them back
But now they all play ping pong in the operations shack
Their technique'!s gone to hell

~ Yes, the ancient flying 80 and ths fighting sabre too

once ruled thas bloody Yalu with their contrails in the blue
But now the sky is empty and our planes are wet with dew
And we can't fly for hell

You have heard their pounding fifties blaze from nose of polished steel
The purring of their salre was a song your heart could feel:

But now ths T-bird charms you with it's moaning groaning squeal

And it won't ¢limb for heil

Hap Arnold biilt s fighting team that sang a fighting song
About the wild blus yonder and the days when men were strong
But now wa're ¢closely supervised for fear we may do wrong
The Air Force has gone to hell

THE MAN BEHIND THE ARMOR PIATFD DESK (41)
(Strip Polka)

Early in the moraing whea %:e engines start to roar

You can see the 0ld gost <:anding beside his office door
Ha'll be sweating ocut the %akeoff as hs's offiten done before
The maa behin® the armor pilated desk

Four times he’s lad us up thers and he's always led us back
For he circled g'er the I,P, as we went in to attack

He said;, " I'm hard yet fair, boys, but allergic to ack ack,"
The man behind the armor plated desk

When the targetis sighted who imspires our attack? "

Who says " Hundreds may go im, lads, but a few gren’t commimg back,"
Who says "We'll disregard the minimum, when you supress the flack"
The man behind the armor plated desk

And vhen the mission’s ovar and debreifing they should be

You can searsh the whole felll ovar but not a pilot you will see
For they'il ail be at the "0" zlub with a mixed drink in their hand
Singing *The Yan Bahing The Armor Platsd Dask"
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EARLY ABCRT | (42)
(McNamar;g_'s Band ) -

Oh, my neme is Col.____ ., I'm the leader of the group

Just step iato my breifing room, I'11 give you all the poop
I'11 tell you where the commies fly and where they like to roam
I'11 be the 1ast one to take off, The first one to come home,

CHORUS: Early abort avoid the rush
Early abort avoid the rush
Early sbort avoid the rush
The ... on parade

I'm sure you've heard of nightmares, and the things that they ean do
But if you'll come down to the line, you'll see they're far from true
The pilot's, they are ready, but let their leader shout

And all those bastards yell at once,"My gyros won't check out!"

Oh, we fly those bloody 102s a million miles an howr

We can fly them in the rain and fog and in the bloody shower
And we fly so bloody fast, it £il1ls us with alarm

Loose a bloody rivet and you've surely bought the farm

Oh, we fly those bloody 102s at 90,000 feet

We fly them through the rain and fog and through the blocdy sleet
A nd when we're flying bloody high, wefre feeling awfully low
Loose the cabin pressure and it?'11 be an awful blow

And now I'm sure you know of all the leadsrs in the wing .
Any night in the "0O" club you can hear how well they sing :
With words they fight a helluva war, they say they want to fly too

But you give them half a chance to fly and hera's what they will do

But now there’s no war going on and ws're all in the U.S.A,

We'll fly the planes in all “war games and do what the generals say
But if we have another war, and they send us overseas

To hell with all the gemeral staffs , to hell with those S.0.B.s

HERE'S TO THE REGUIAR AIR FORCE (43)
(My Bonnie Iies Over The Ocean)

In peace time the regulars sre happy They call up every old pilot

In peace time they're happy co serve They call up every young man
But let them get into a fkacus The reservists all go to Korea
And they'il ecall out the goddam reserves The regulars all stay in Japan
CHORUS : ’

Call out, call out Here's to the regular Air Force
Call out the goddesm Teserves, reserves  With medals and badges galore

Call out, call out , If it weren't for the goddam reservists
Oh, Call out the goddam resdrves Fheir ass would be dragging the floor
Here's to the regular Air Force Fight on, fight on

They have such a wornderful plan Fight on regular Air Force

They call out the goddam reservists Fight on, fight on

Whenever the spi% hits the fan Fight on, fight on

Regular Air Force fight on
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THE WIFFENPOOF'S SONG (66)

From the tables down at Mauries
To the place whers ILouie dwells
To the dear old Temple Baf we love so well
See the Whiffenpoofs assembled
With their glssses raised on high
Ard the magic of their singing casts a spell
Yes the mrgic of their singing, and the songs we love so well
"Am I wasting" and "Mavoorning" and the rest
We will seranade our Iouie, while life and love shall last
Then we'll pass and be forgottem like the rest
We're poor little lambs
Who have lost out way
BaayBaa,Baa
We're little black sheep
Who have gone astray
Baa, Baa, Baa

Gentlemen flyers off on a spree
Doomed from hers to eternity
Lord, have mercy on such as we
Baa, Baa, Bas,

THE ATR FORCE SONG &7)

Off we go into the wild blue yonder
Climing high, into the sun

Here they come zooming to meet our thunder
At em boys, giver her the gum,

Down we dive spouting our flame from under
Off with one heluva rcar .

We live in fame or go down in flame
Nothing can stop the U.S, Air Force

Bere'’s a toast to the host of men who love the vastness of the sky
To them we send the message of their brother men who fly

We drink to those who gave their all of old '~

As d~wn we dive to scare the rainbow's pot of gold

Here's a toast to the host of men who The U.S.Air Force

Off we go irto the wild sky onder

Keep your wings level and trus

If you'd live to be a grey haired wonder
Feep your nose out of the blue

Fighting men, ‘guarding ouf nation's borders
WE'1l be there followed by more

In echelon we'll carry on

Nothing can stop the U.S.Air Force

RAVISHED (eg)

He grasped me by my slender neck, I cduld not call or scream

Ee Yook me to his dingy room, whers we could not be seen

Fe tore off all nmy flimsy wraps and gazed upon my form

I was so very zold and demp, and he so hot and warm

He pressed me to his eager lips, I could not make him stop

He drained me of my very life, I gave him my last drop

He made me what I am today, tﬁat's why you see me here,

A broksn bottle thrown away, that once was full of beer 26




TAST NIGHT I HEID A LITTIE HAND
(Genevieve)

Iast night I held a 1little hand,

So dainty and so neat.

1 thought my heart would surely break,
So loudly did it beat,

WEST MICHIGAN STREET
(Isle of Capri)

(73)

No other hand unto my heart,

Could greater solace bring,

Than the hand I held last night...
Four aces and a king,

(74)

'"Twas om west Michigan 8treet that I met her

She was drunk, and her name was Marie
She wispered so no one could hear her,

"Would you like to come upstairs with me?"

Her eyes were as blue as the ocean,
Her lips were of a very deep hue,

I slipped twenty bucks in her pocket,
Took my place at the end of the queuss,

. T'was only a few minuets later,
That I went to her small room above,
And there for a very brief moment,

I partook of that poplalar love, -

When I awoke the next morning,

I was worried, as worried as could be,
For that very b*ief moment of pleasure
Had been, oh, so costly to me,

Now the moral of this little story
Is plain; as maybe you'll see

If -you ever go dowa into Duluth,
Stay away from west Michigan Street

IT'S TRAGIC

You sigh, your teeth fall cub

You smile, and I smell sansrkraut
It's tragi@

The birds desert the air

And rush to nestle in your hair
It's tragic

IF YOU FLY AN 1891

If you fly an Eighty.anine,

You must be deaf, dumb, srd blind,

For your life ain’t worth a dime--

What's your scheduled blow-up time?

CHCRUS: Did you go boom today?
Did you go boom today?
Allison ain't here to stay

@5)

G6)

If you fly a Ninety-four,

You will never holler more,

For your lot we do pine,

But it's better than an Eighty-nine,

If you fly an Eighty-six

You will really get your kicks,
Bouncing those subsonic boys
Playing with their radar toys,

Final chorps is the same as above but end with :"We fly GEEEeeee!!

28.




. THOSE SWINGING DOCRS (77)

'?.as a Ssturday night cathe o0ld Air Force Base,
Tne barroom was merry and gay

Acd far from this laughter a mother did wait
Fer Pop to come home with his pay

"Ch, Mother, dear Mother, oh, where can he be?"
The daughter exclsimed through her tears

The mother replied, "I'm sadly afraid,

Your father has stopped for some beers.m

CHCRUS: Oh, the doors swing in and the doors swing out
While some pass in and others pass out
Your father, I fear, has his nose in some beer,
Behind those swinging doors..... :
Behiad those swinging doors

"Now I shall go fetch him," the daughter did say,
"He shant bring disgrace to out name"

So straightway she went to the Officer's Club

To save her poor father from shame.

"Ch Father, dear Father, come home with me now,
The clock in the steeple strikes two.

The rent’s to be paid and I'm sadly afraid,
You'll sperd allof your money for brew,"

CHCRUS: Oh, the doors swing in and the doors swing out,
While some pass in and others pass out.
Through the smoke and the haze, there stands Pop in a daze
Behind those swinging doorsc.o..
Behind thdse swinging doors.,

Fach Saturday night onthes=ol& Air Force Base,
The pilots zome in with their gold

And Father blows ia 211 his wages for gin,
And Nellie goes home in the zold,

"Oh, Mother,”Shs wailed, "mr missiom I've failed,
My @ather will ne'er memd-his ways."

The mother meplied, "It': always the same,

It's always the woman who pays."

CHORUS: Oh, the doors swing in =nd the doors swing out,
While soms pass in and others pass out,
.The story i3 told of a fool and his gold,
Behind those swinging doors.....
Behind those swinging doors.

WE FLY DEUCES  (Bye-Bye Blackbirds) (wg)

Here we stand down on the ground No one here can penetrate a bumper

We can't fly when there's clouds around You should hesy the bull spit Comyair
We fly Deuces hands us
Go im fast and ~omz oub slow, : Mix those drinks and mix em right

Hit a 2loud and down we go, Because we're standing down tonight,
We fly Deuces ~~  Deuces we fly
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MY DARLING 102 | (570)
(My Darling Clementine)

In the cockpit of my fighter, When you're spinning very flatly,
Trying hard to go mach two, And you've got a worried mind, -
But, alas, my engine faltered, That's all, brother, hit the jumpsack,
Fare thee well, my 102, Bid farewell to your 102.
CHORUS: Ch, my darling, oh,my darling, All the bbass hats im our congfess,
' Oh, my darling 102 They have signed the dotted lime,
You are lost and gome forever They are lucky, they just bought it,
Fare thee well, my 102 And don't fly the 102.
JET PIIOTS IN THE SKY : - (80)

(Ghost Riders im the Sky)

A 102 got airborme one dark =nd windy day

And as he raised-thenﬁanding gear you could hear the pilot pray,
"Keep 2ll those buckets in the wheel and I'11 be safe and soumd,
Don't let that fire go out, dear ILord, till I'm safely on the groumd.

CHORUS: Yippi i1 yoh, Yippi 1 yay
Jet pilots in the sky

And as our Deuces leave the ground, their tails are spouting flame,
Our pilots aal mey go through hell, but they fly them just the same,
The crew chiefs work forever to keep them flying high,

And watch with satisfaction ss their plane goes screaming by.

Day and night our pilots fly, to live up to their name, )
Other pilots come and go, but ours fly on in fame, . ,
They're going to fly forever in that range up there on high, N
They cuss and ery, live and die-- jet pilots in the sky.

U,S. CHAIR FORGE SONG (81)
(Air Force Song)

3rd verse -
Here we go, into the file case yoader; Here we go, into the file case yonder,
Diving deep into the drawer, Keep the margins level and true,
Here it is, buried away down under, If you'd live to be a grey haired wondes
The record we've been searching for. Keep your nose out of the glue
Off we go, imto ths CO's &ffice, Office men, guarding the paper blizzard, ™
Where we get one hslluva roar, We'll be there, followed by more. .
We live in miles of paper files, With dictionary, we're stationary--

Nothing will stop ths U.S.Chair Force. For nothing can move the U.S.Chair Force,

Here's a toast to the host of those who slave '

with feet on desks so high, :
To a friend we will send a message of i
the trials of the swivel-chesir guy.

We type and file, and though we have no prop
We're in a2 spin or else we blow our top.

So, a toast to the host of the men who coast--
The U.S, Ch=ir Force,
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