SAVE A FIGHTER PILOTS ASS
(Tune: Throw a Nickel on the Drun)

Oh, | lined up with the runway and headed for the ditch
| looked down at my prop, my God, it's in high pitch

| pulled back on the stick and rose into the air

Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, how did | get there?

CHORUS:

Oh Hallelujah, Oh Hallelujah
Throw a nickel on the grass
Save a fighter pilot’s ass

Oh Hallelujah, Oh Hallelujah
Throw a nickel on the grass
And you'll be saved!

| started in to buzz, | thought that | was clear

And when | clipped the flagpole, | knew the end was near
| met the flying board, and they gave me the works

Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, what a bunch of jerks!

Fouled up my crosswind landing, my left wing touched the ground
Got a call from Mobile, “Pull up and go around!”

| racked that one eleven in the air a dozen feet or more

The bastard snapped, I'm on my back, oh save me Colonel Penn!

Oh, | flew the traffic pattern, to me it looked alright

And when | made my final turn, my God, | racked it tight
The engine coughed and belched, the ship began to weave
Mayday, Mayday, General Moore, Spin instructions please!

Strafin’ on the panel, | made my pass too low

Came a call from tower, “One more and home you go!”

| pulled that one eleven in the blue, she hit a high-speed stall
Now | won’t see my mother when the work’s all done this falll
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SHIT HOT FROM KORAT
(Tune: Sweet Betsy)

When this base opened and all things were new
The jocks had a need for somebody to screw
When up jumped this girl and said, “For five baht
I'm Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat.”

CHORUS:

It was Chum Chim the Whore from Korat

Chum Chim the jocks screwed a lot

It was Chum Chim the Whore from Korat

Chum Chim the Whore from Korat that's shit hot.

Standing or sitting she’s good anyway

That's what the jocks of Korat always say.

They can’t understand why her crotch dosen’t rot
Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat.

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

But still couldn’t tie the marital knot

To Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat.

She’s good in a hammock but better in bed

That's what the jocks from Kadena have said
Some left their wives, believe it or not

For Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat

She was a jewel to the pilots from TAC

When they had the honor to lay in her rack
They never forgot that dirty old twat

Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat

With F-4C crews she never had trouble

Once she learned how to take then on double
Though it was daylight, it bothered her not
Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat

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

She liked this arrangement, it doubled her baht
Chum Chim the Whore and shit hot from Korat
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SHOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOME

Show me the way to go home

I'm tired and | want to go to bed

| had a little drink about an hour ago

And it went right to my head

Wherever | may roam

On land or sea or foam

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

Indicate the way to my abode

I'm fatigued and | want to retire

| had a spot of beverage sixty minutes ago
And it went right to my cerebellum

Wherever | may perambulate

On land, or sea of atmospheric vapor

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

SONG OF RANDR
(Tune: Moonlight on the Wabash)

When the ice is on the rice in old Chitose
And the Saki in the cellar starts to freeze

I don’t want to see my wife in San Francisco
| just want to see my little Nipponese
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STANDING ON THE BRIDGE

Standing on the bridge at midnight
Throwing snowballs at the moon
She said sir I've never had it

But she spoke too fucking soon

It's the same the whole world over
It's the poor what gets the blame
It's the rich what gets the pleasures
Ain't it all a fucking shame

Standing on the bridge at midnight
Picking blackheads from her crotch
She said sir 've never had it

- | said no not fucking much

It's the same the whole world over
It's the poor what gets the blame
It's the rich what gets the pleasures
Ain’t it all a fucking shame

STAND TO YOUR GLASSES

We sit 'neath resounding rafters
The walls all around us are bare
They echo back the laughter

It seems that the dead are all here

We climb in the purple twilight

We loop in the silvery dawn

With black smoke trailing behind us

To show where our friends have all gone

CHORUS: .

For we are the boys who fly high in the sky
Bosom buddies while boozin’ are we

We are the boys that they send out to die
Bosom buddies while boozin’ are we

Up in headquarters they scream and they shout
’Bout lots of things they know nothing about
But we are the boys that they send out to die
Boozin’ buddies while boozin’ are we.

Cut off from the land that bore us
Betrayed by the land that we find
The good men have gone before us
And only the dull left behind

So stand by your glasses steady
The world is a web of lies

Here's to the dead already
Hurrah for the next man who dies.
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STAND TO YOUR GLASSES
(original)

We meet 'neath the sounding rafter,
And the walls around are bare;

As they shout back our peals of laughter
It seems that the dead are there.

Then stand to your glasses, steady!

We drink in our comrades’ eyes:

One cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies!

Not here are the goblets glowing,
Not here is the vintage sweet;

'Tis cold as our hearts are growing,
And dark as the doom we meet.
But stand to your glasses, steady!
And soon shall our pulses rise:

A cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies!

There’s many a hand that's shaking,

And many a cheek that's sunk;

But soon, though our hearts are breaking,
They'll burn with the wine we’ve drunk
Then stand to your glasses, steady!

'Tis here the revival lies:

Quaff a cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies!

Time was when we laughed at others;
We thought we were wiser then;

Ha! Ha! Let them think of their mothers,
Who hope to see them again.

No! stand to your glasses, steady!

The thoughtless here is the wise:

One cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies

Not a sigh for the lot that darkles,

Not a tear for the friends that sink;
We'll fall, midst the wine-cup’s sparkles,
As mute as the wine we drink.

Come, stand to your glasses, steady!
'Tis this that the respite buys.

A cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies!

There’s a mist on the glass congealing,
'Tis the hurricane’s sultry breath;

And thus does the warmth of feeling
Turn ice in the grasp of Death.

But stand to your glasses, steady!

For a moment the vapor flies:

Quaff a cup to the dead already--
Hurrah for the next that dies!

Who dreads to the dust returning?
Who shrinks from the sable shore,
Where the high and haughty yearning
Of the soul can sting no more?

No, stand to your glasses, steady!
The world is a world of lies:

A cup to the dead already--

And hurrah for the next that dies!

Cut off from the land that bore us,
Betrayed by the land we find,

When the brightest have gone before us,
And the dullest are most behind--

Stand, stand to your glasses, steady!

'Tis all we have left to prize:

One cup to the dead already--

Hurrah for the next that dies!

This is, perhaps, the original of STAND TO YOUR GLASSES. Not a pilot's
song, it was probably written in India during a plague epidemic.
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THE THANH HOA BRIDGE

I was hanging 'round ops in this sweaty clime

Just cussin’the schedule and my lack of time

When up walks this Colonel and says “l suppose
You're a trained killer by the looks of your clothes.”
Well, | looked him up once and | looked him down twice
| could tell by his sneer, he weren’t thinkin’ nice.

So, | said in a voice that was shakin’ with fear,

“l am your man if you buy the beer.”

CHORUS:

Oh, that Thanh Hoa Bridge
Oh, that Thanh Hoa Bridge
They've flak and missiles
You're some sitting duck
At downing good pilots
They've had lots of luck
Oh, that Thanh Hoa Bridge

The Colonel then said, “I've a place in mind
Where you can go if you are not blind.
They've flak and Migs and Sams and such,
| need a man whose good in the clutch.”

| get all het up and ask what I'd get,

Twas a kick in the ass if | didn’t hit

| told him I'd go ’cause they haven't found
A target in hell that | couldn’t pound.

We jump in his car and go to the line.

Then he stops by a nickel tied up in twine.
“This is your bird now get on your way.”

I could tell in a glance I'd sure earn my pay.
I crank the beast up and taxi on out,

As | leave the chocks | hear the Chief shout
“The oil pressure’s low, the water don’t work
And the stab aug’s got one hell of a jerk”

I give him a grin and waggle my thumb,

This on€’s a counter and I'm not so dumb.
Well | take on off at two hundred per,

| got two on the wings and a full loaded mer.

| struggle up to ten thousand feet

Send down the tankers or we’ll never meet
Well | take on my gas and head out on course
| call for a stter until | am hoarse.

But lion is down and invert won’t say

And brigham says I’'m not going his way

Well, I'm off on my own and all for the best

Those bastards don’t know the east from the west
Now | get over Thanh Hoa and | look for the Bridge
They said it was south but its east of the ridge

I roll in on my run, it looks easy as pie

Til the flak starts bursting and coverin the sky
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| cooly compute all the mils | will need,

And calmly adjust both angle and speed

| check my drift and with the bridge in my sight
I mash on the button and pull off to the right.

Well, | check back at six and | see this big bird
He’s a closin in fast and he’s sure riding herd
As he flashes by there’s a red star on each side
It must be a Mig and there’s no place to hide.

I head for the deck with all that she’s got

When along comes this Sam, my God I've been shot!
While I'm drifting down in my chute all alone

I'm finally convinced that I'm no smoking stone

I’'m wishin | was back in Kansas right now

With a face full of horseshit, my hand on the plow
But that ain’t so and I'm down in the drink

A day like today can sure make a man think.

STRAFE THE TOWN

(Tune: Wake The Town And Tell The People)

Strafe the town and kill the people
Drop your napalm in the square
Take off early Sunday morning
Get’em while they're still at prayer

Strafe the town and kill the people
Drop your high drags on the school
If you happen to take ground-fire
Just recall the golden rule

Drop some candy to the orphans
Watch ’em as they gather’round
Use your twenty millimeter

Mow the little bastards down

See the dear old pregnant lady

Running through the field in fear

Walk your twenty mike-mike through her
Hope the film comes out real clear

Spray the town and kill the people
Get’em with your poison gas

Watch ’em throwing up their breakfast
As you make your second pass

See them gather in the market
Waiting for their pound of rice
Skinny, hungry, starving people
Isn’t burning harvests nice

Roll in with a pod of rockets
Slightly off-set for the breeze
Then caress the pickle button
Nail’em 'fore they reach the trees

Cross the fence and safe the switches
Another mission almost done

Out of gas and ammunition

Isn’'t killing gomers fun
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STRAFIN* ROUND THE MOUNTAIN
(She’ll Be Comin’ Round the Mountain)

Now listen all you airmen young and old
To the tale of fighter pilots young and bold
With their fighters painted yellow

Leaping off to contact Mellow

In the crisp Korean air so blue and cold.

It was dive bomb old Sinuiju, stop the Reds

Eight one thousand pounders loaded, instant heads
Four birds lined up on the runway

Wish I'd gone to church on Sunday

Hope we catch those lousy Commies in their beds.

Twenty thousand over Pyong Yang on Northwest
Gas mask flight about to face the acid test

Till at last the Yalu River

Which makes my liver quiver

With flak guns lined up twenty-four abreast

Dust clouds roll up from Antung’cross the way
Twenty swept-wing Chinese war birds out to play
Thirty-sevens, twenty-threes

All lit up like Christmas trees

Tip tanks salvoed off we leap into the fray.

Kimpo tower clear the pattern in great haste
Twenty victory rolls our pilots do with grace

It was thrilling, it was hairy

Near that privileged sanctuary

Synghman Rhee will soon be president of this place.

Kimpo Tower, this is Gas Mask Willie Four

I am heading home, I'm through with this damn war

I am flying on to Taegu

Heading one-five-two to K-2 :
Cause they're sending back to Moscow for some more.

(“Songs of the 8th Fighter Wing”
by Lt. “Rosie” Rosencrans)

SWINGING WINGS v
(F100 conversion to F111, Tune: Auld Lang Syne)

Should fighter pilots be forgot Cross countries will be disapproved
And never loop again We'll never get around

we'll stuff them in a swinging wing We'll see ol Spain and Turkey, too
And cut their grog of gin But never touch the ground

we’'ll sutff them in a swinging wing We'll wear our blues

A nav right by our side And shine our shoes

We'll never bounce a lightning We'll shine our gleaming brass
Cause we can't see outside But when we fly the swinging wing

We'll never shine our ass.
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SUITS OF COVEY BLUE 1/
(Tune: Coats Of Navy Blue)

Once there was a waitress in the Ubol Hotel

Her mistress was a lady and her master was a swell

They knew she was a simple girl and lately from the farm

And so they watched her carefully to keep her safe from harm

CHORUS: (After each verse)

Singing of Willie Petes and rockets pods

Suits of covey blue

Let him fly the FAC planes like his daddy used to do

First there came a squadron, every fighter jockey's dream

They piled into the whorehouse and they packed the steam and cream
Many a maid and mistress and wife before them fell

But they never made the waitress at the Ubol Hotel

Then there came a company of the spectre’s from the town
Followed by a complement of the rapists of Reknown

They broke through every maidenhead that came within their spell
But they never made the waitress at the Ubol Hotel.

Then there came a young covey, an ordinary bloke
A-Bulgin at the flightsuit with a heart of solid oak
In’Nam without a woman for seven months or more
No need to ask this FAC what he was lookin’ for

He asked her for a candlestick to light his way to bed

He asked her for a pillow on which to lay his weary head
And speaking very gently, just as though he meant no harm
He asked her to come to bed with him just to keep him warm

She lifted up the blankets and a moment there did lie -

He was on her, he was in her, in the twinkling of an eye

He was out again and in again and plowing up a storm

And the only words she said to him were, | hope you're keeping warm

And early in the morning when the young covey arose

He said, here’s 200 baht my dear for the trouble | have caused
If you have a daughter, then bounce her on your knee

But if you have a son, make the bastard fly like me

So now she sits in Ubon, a lovely daughter on her knee
A-watching for the airplanes, a-coming back from sea
A-watching for the Nomex, and Covey uniforms

And all she wants to do my boys, is keep the coveys warm.




TCHEPONE

I was hangin’ round OPS just wastin’ my time

Off of the schedule not earnin’ a dime

When a Colonel comes up and says | suppose

You fly a fighter by the cut of your clothes

He figures me right 'm a good one | say

Do you happen to have me a target today

He says yes | do it's a real easy one

No sweat my boy its and old time milk run

Well | gets all excited and asks where it's at

Then he gives me a wink and a tip of his hat

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

A quite little hamlet that's known as Tchepone

| zip up my G-suit and strap on my gun

Helmet and gloves out the door on the run

Fire up my Sabre 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 base plus ten-thousand we’re screamin’on down
Arm up the switches and dial in the mils

Rack up the wings and roll in for the Kkill.

We feel kind of 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
As on down we scream toward peaceful Tchepone.
Quite peaceful Tchepone.

Release altitude and the pipper's not right

So I'll press just a little and lay ’em in tight

| pickle those babies at two point five grand
Starting my pull and it all hits the fan

A black puff ahead and then two off the right

Six or eight more and | suck it up tight

There’s small arms and tracers and heavy ack-ack
It's scattered to broken with all kinds of flak

| jink hard to left an then head for the blue

My wingman says lead they're shooting at you

No bull | cried as | pointed for home

And still comes the fire from the town of Tchepone
Dirty, Deadly Tchepone

Well | make it back home with six holes in my bird
With the Colonel that sent me I'd sure like a word
But he’s no where around though | look near and far
He’s gone back to seventh to help run the war

I've been around this country for many a day

And I've seen all the things that they're shooting my way
| know that there’s places | don't like to go

Down in the delta and in barrel roll

But I'll bet 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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TIE MY PECKER TO A TREE
(Tune: Chisolm Trail)

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a penny
She said boy you can’'t have any

CHORUS:
Come and tie my pecker to a tree, to a tree
Come and tie my pecker to a tree

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a nickel
She said for that you don’t even get a tickle

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a dime
She said young man you're wasting your time

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a quarter
She said young man I'm a preacher's daughter

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a half
She said young man you make me laugh

Reached in my pocket, pulled out six bits
All she did was wiggle her tits

Reached in my pocket, pulled out a buck
She said young man, you've bought a fuck

Took her to the kitchen laid her on the sink
Oh my God how her pussy did stink

Fucked her sittin’, fucked her lyin’
If 'd had wings I'd fucked her flying

| awoke in the morning and guess what | saw
Fifteen crabs and big blue balls

| went to a doctor cause my pecker was sore
My God said the doctor you've been taken by a whore

And now you can see I'm a peckerless man
| fuck’em with my finger and fool’em when | can

Last time | saw’er she was floatin’ down the stream
With her ass full of jelly and her pussy full of cream

Jumped for the saddle but the saddle wasn’t there
Shoved ten inches in the old grey mare
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THE TWELVE DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
Sea Mixed Company Version

On the first day of Christmas the Gomers got from me:
(and) tracers through a mig canopy.
Two wing tanks

Three AIM-9’s

Four AIM-7’s

Five cans of nape

Six CBU's

Seven standard arms

Eight laser bombs

Nine KBA

Ten trains A’'Burning

Eleven bridges falling

Twelve cells of buff

THE TWELVE DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
Sea Stag Version

On the first day of Christmas my true love gave to me:
A hand job in a pear tree
Two brass balls

Three french ticklers
Four cocksuckers

Five mother fuckers

Six sacks of shit

Seven scrotums swining
Eight assholes aching
Nine nipples nibbling
Ten titties tingling
Eleven lesbians licking
Twelve twats a twitching
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UP IN THAT VALLEY

Up in that valley

That valley so low

Where the Sam missiles flourish
And the 85’s glow

The Thai Nguyen Steel Plant
The Hanoi Rail Yard

The bridges at Bac Giang
They've played their trump card

The iron hands they mill right
And the strike pilots flail

The Migs try to bounce us
But they always fail

The Mig cap he hollers
There’s bandits at twelve
“Launch” screams the weasel
It's better in hell

The flak is a burstin’
Right next to my side
All'l can hear is
You're laggih behind

We're down on the bomb run
The target's in sight

Sweet Jesus, I'm thinkin’

I'd better break right

We're breakin for Thud Ridge
What a beautiful sight

Oh shit, | just noticed

An overheat light

My heart is a pumpin’

| know I’'m not dead

Please God get this old thud
Just out past the Red

If I can just get past

That muddy old slough
The Sandys and Jollys
Will pull me on through

I'm past ninety-seven
And now | can boast
The rest | can finish
Out over the coast

Where the tankers don’t matter
Although | must say

Often I've seen it

Where they saved the day

Up in the valley

That valley of grief

I hope all your flights there
Will always be brief

Good-Bye to that valley
So long to Takhli

Don’t bust your ass buddy
I'm going home free.
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WHERE HAVE ALL THE OLD HEADS GONE
(Tune: Where Have All The Flowers Gone)

Where have all the soldiers gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the soldiers gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the soldiers gone?
They've all gone to Vietnam.
When will they ever learn;

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the Vietnamese gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the Vietnamese gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the Viethamese gone?
They've all become Viet Cong.

When will we ever learn;

When will we ever learn?

Where have all the VC gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the VC gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the VC gone?
To fix the bridges that we bomb.
When will they ever learn;
When will they ever learn?

Where do all the Weasels go?
Long time passing. ‘
Where do all the Weasels go?
Long time ago.

Where do all the Weasels go?
O’er the ridge to meet the foe.
When will they ever learn;
When will they ever learn?

Where have all the SAM sites gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the SAM sites gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the SAM sites gone?
They've been down, oh, so, long.
When will they ever learn;

When will they ever learn?

Where do all the strike flights go?
Long time passing.

Where do all the strike flights go?
Long time ago.

Where do all the strike flights go?
'Cross the fence again, | know.
When will they ever learn;

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the flak sites gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the flak sites gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the flak sites gone?
Along the railroad, oh, so long.
When will they ever learn;

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the old heads gone?
Long time passing.

Where have all the old heads gone?
Long time ago.

Where have all the old heads gone?

They've gone home, their tour is done.

You see, they've finally learned;
Oh, yes, they've finally learned.




WHIFFENPOOF SONG

To the tables down at Morrie’s

To the place where Louie dwells

To the dear old Temple Bar we love so well
See the Whiffenpoofs assembled

With their glasses raised on high

And the magic of their singing casts a spell.

Yes the magic of their singing of the songs we loved so well
Shall | wasting and mavoureen and the rest

We will serenade our Louie, while life and voice shall last
And we’ll pass and be forgotten with the rest.

We're poor little lambs who have lost our way
BAA BAA BAA

We’'re little black sheep who have gone astray
BAA BAA BAA

Gentlemen songsters off on a spree

Doomed from here to eternity

Lord have mercy on such as we

BAA BAA BAA

WILL THE MIGS COME OUT TO PLAY?
(My Indiana Home)

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

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

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

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

You wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

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

And as you reach the jagged limestone ridges,

You wonder if the MIGs will come to play.

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

| can make it back to Korat nice and easy,

If only the MIGs don’t come to play.

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

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

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

In your dinghy bobbing on the Gulf of Tonkin,

You wish the MIGs just hadn’'t come to play!!
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WILL THERE BE A TOMORROW
(by Dick Jonas)

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 | have been here forever
Will this war ever end maybe never

Will the dawn still arrive, will | still be alive
Or will | 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 | die over here, will they now, will they care
Will there be joy or hearts that are breaking

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

WILL YOU GO BOOM TODAY
(Tune: Tarara Boom De-A)

If you fly an 89, you must t;e dumb, deaf, and blind
For your life ain’t worth a dime, what's your scheduled blow up time

CHORUS:
Will you go boom today, will you go boom today
Two blew up yesterday, Allison ain’t here to stay

If you fly an 86, you must really get your kicks
Bouncing the all weather boys, playing with their radar toys.

If you fly a 94, you will never holler more
For your lot we do not pine, it's better than an 89.

If you fly a thunder-jet, you will really have no sweat
For your life you will not pound, the clunker won't get off the ground
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WINGMAN‘S LAMENT
(Sweet Betsy From Pike)

We turned the Red and lead said, “Push it up.”

| used my burner and couldn’t keep up.

| was dragging behind; it sure ain’t no fun.

| said, “Leader, leader, oh please,give me one.”

'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

Flying above us were several F-4's.

They're 'bout as useful as tits on a boar.

They brief in the air and they pull other pranks,

Like bombarding Fives with their empty drop tanks.
I'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

We hit Cho Moi and then turned on our run.

The gunners below uncovered their guns.

| tell you the weather up there can change fast

From clear and fifteen to a black overcast.

I'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

Lead passed the target before he rolled in

With 300 knots: a capital sin.

And try though | did, and | tried as | pleased,

I had 400 knots and 20 degrees.

I'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

| rolled in and lit a fresh cigarette.

A few puffs of flak were nothing to sweat.

A damned golden BB met up with my plane.

Hey coach, | think | will drop out of the game.

I'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

P-1 and P-2 fall down through the red.

| begin to fear my Thunderchiefs dead.

The slab and the stick, they soon separated.

By the finger of fate, | have been mated.

I’'m a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

The living at Hilton ain’t very good.

| find the quarters as bad as the food.

The waiters, they give us a whole lot of lip.

But we don’'t have to pay, we don’t have to tip.

I'm a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.

So listen, my friends, if you're flying today,

Keep it high, keep it fast, is what | say.

Keep up with your leader, but still, just the same,

You bet your own ass, is the name of the game.

I’'m a lousy Thud wingman and a long way from home.




THE WOODPECKER
(Tune: Dixie)

Oh | stuck my finger in a Woodpecker's hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
Take it out, take it out, take it out, remove it.

So | removed my finger from the Woodpecker's hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
Put it back, put it back, put it back, replace it.

So | replaced my finger in the Woodpecker's hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
Turn it around, turn it around, turn it around, revolve it.

So | revolved my finger in a Woodpeckers hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
In and out, in and out, in and out, reciprocate it.

So | reciprocated my finger in the Woodpeckers hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
Pull it out, pull it out, pull it out, retract it.

So | retracted my finger from the Woodpecker's hole
And the Woodpecker said well bless my soul
Take a smell, take a smell, take a smell, revolting.

YOU CAN TELL A FIGHTER PILOT
(Tune: Battle Hymn of the Republic)

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 jockey

BUT YOU CAN‘T TELL HIM MUCH!

YOU TAKE THE LEGS

You take the legs from a Grand piano

You take the stuffing from an old arm chair
You take the face from a Grandfather clock
Around the top you put a bit of hair

You tie the whole flamin’ issue together
With some wire, some string, and some glue
And | get more satisfaction out of

Fuckin’ that contraption

Than | get out of fuckin’ you.




AZPUGUNNER

CHORUS:
A ZPU gunner, a ZPU gunner, a ZPU gunner am |,
A ZPU gunner, a ZPU gunner, If they give me a SAM site, I'll die.

| graduated at the top of my gunners’ class,
| worked hard you will agree,

But three calsses behind,

Those guys that were blind,

Got the same assignment as me.

So | asked for a Barrell Roll assignment,
| said, “A shit-hot young gunner | am,”
They gave me a block,

On top of the rock

Dodging CBU and runaway GAMs.

So | asked for Steel Tiger assignment
And | got there one bright, sunny day,
That night, by flare light

They laid'em in tight,

1 wound up on Ravens BDA

Well, soon | crawled out of my spider hole
| put a new clip on my gun,

The very next day,

Despite BDA,

| hosed down Falcon One-One.

Well, | went PCS to Mu Gia,

To a two-seater thirty-sever upgrade,
But one thing | can’'t hack,

It's that guy in the back,

Tellin” me every mistake that I've made.

He reads me all of the checklist,
We pre-fire the gun in the pits,

But if | shoot a bit low,

Or am just tad slow,

The first thing | hear is “I've got it!”

We read the Yankee frag daily,

We know who's flying, who's not,

We sit in the shade,

While the passes are made,

Reading sex manazines, smoking pot.




GALWAY BAY

Maybe someday I'll go back again to Ireland

If me dear old wife would only pass away

Oh she drives me nearly heartbroke with her naggin’
She’s a mouth as big as Galway Bay

See her drinkin’ sixteen pints at Padgel Murphy's :
And when she stands to walk, it's with a sway ,
If the sea were beer instead of salty water = =
Then she would live and die in Galway Bay ;

Ned

AWK AEAF

See her drinkin’ sixteen cans of Pabst Blue Ribbon h
And when the barman says it's time to go

Oh she does not try to speak with him in Gaelic F—
But uses language that the clergy do not know

On her back there is tattoo’d a map of Ireland
And when she takes a bath on Saturday

Oh she rubs that sunlight soap up north by Tratta
just to watch the suds flow down by Galway Bay

'M A FAC /
(Tune: Five Foot Two)

I'm a FAC, dressed in black,
| Droppin’ bombs on Nguyen'’s back
Has anybody seen my smoke?

CBU, rockeye too :
Even 82’s will do 5o
Can anybody see my smoke F -

Well if you run into, a ZPU

| You're flyin’ too low

| Triple A, every day

| That's the only way togo .

Thunderstorms, all around
| can’'t even see the ground
But Hillsburger won’t let me go

| want to RTB, to 93
The weather is shitty at NKP
But Hillsburger won't let me go

I'm at the catcher's mitt, took a hit
My shit is weak

Fuckin’-A, it ain't my day

Nguyen blew my shit away

In the chute, comin’down

Nguyen’s waitin’ on the ground

Beeper beeper come up voice (and don’t forget it)

Beeper beeper come up voice (you mother fuckers)
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| FUCKED A DEAD WHORE
(Tune: My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean)

| fucked a dead whore by the roadside
| knew right away she was dead

The skin was all gone from her tummy
The hair was all gone from her head

And as | lay down there beside her

| knew I'd committed a sin

So | pressed my lips to her cold pussy
And sucked out the wad I'd shot in

CHORUS:
Sucked out, sucked out, | sucked out the wad I'd shot in, shot in
Sucked out, sucked out, | sucked out the wad I'd shot in

MRS MURPHY'S CHOWDER

Oh the Murphys gave a party just about a week ago
Everything was plentiful, the Murphys they're not slow
They treated us like gentlemen, we tried to act the same
But only for what happened, well it was an awful shame

When Mrs Murphy dished the chowder out
She fainted on the spot

She found a pair of overalls

In the bottom of the pot

Tim Nolan he got rippin’ mad

His eyes were bulgin’ out

He jumped up on the PI-A-NO

And loudly he did shout

Oh, who threw the overalls in Mrs Murphy’s chowder
Nobody spoke, so he shouted ali the louder

It's an Irish trick that's true

| can lick the mick that threw

The overalls in Mrs Murphy's chowder

So we dragged the pants from out the soup and laid them on the floor
Each man swore upon his breast he’d ne’er seen them before

They were plastered up with mortar and were worn out at the knee
Theyd had their many ups and downs as we could plainly see

But when Mrs Murphy she came to she began to cry and pout
She’d had them in the wash that day and forgot to take them out
Tim Nolan he excused himself for what he’d said that night

But we put music to the words and sang with all our might

Oh, who threw the overalls in Mrs Murphy's chowder
Nobody spoke so we shouted all the louder

It's an Irish trick that's true

| can lick the mick that threw

The overalls in Mrs Murphy’'s chowder
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RAVENS IN THE SKY
(Tune: Riders in the Sky)

A lone O-1 flew out across the northern PDJ

A single flyer dressed in jeans, he jinked along the way
When all at once, a mighty line of tanks and trucks was seen
A movin’ down route 7, and across the plain of green

CHORUS:
Raven, Raven, why have you gone away?

Their treads were churning mud and their muzzles spouting flame
The sky was filled with airbursts and each one called his name
His blood was turned to ice - his backseater filled with dread

So many others went before, so many others dead

CHORUS

His hands, they moved like lightening, his airplane like a steed
A slender, racing rocket performed it's mighty deed

The Chapacaoes then followed with courage few have seen
For fighting for their freedom was more than just a dream

CHORUS

The bombs fell like all hell and the CBU like hail

The Raven drove the fighters like a hammer would a nail
A hundred men had left Hanoi, a hundred men must die
At the hands of Meo pilots and Ravens in the sky

CHORUS

Another battle, one of many, ended on that day

But the next day saw 200 soldiers cross the PDJ

And so it went from year to year as we fought man to man
Our blood was spilled for nothing, our future cast in sand

CHORUS

| walk along in silence and think of what took place

| see my friends before me and each one has a face
But why am | still living while they were lost at prime?
Perhaps | shall yet join them, in another place and time.

CHORUS

Craig W. Duehring
Raven 27







