' something about " Company, " .
' Something about_:.- Company that is

" They’re the best WAC Company
- And through the years-united S
‘We will stand, stand‘,;, stand.‘ i e

A

’ Cbmpax\'y', Song = Continued -

meerepesen—

- grand, grand, grand, - EE

.~ They’re always alert and willing,

"To see their response is thrilling,
It’s splendidto see them drilling
To the band, band, band, ;= -,

- They can lose in a game and takehit'r
" Taclde a job and make i, L o

Plow up a yard and rake i
“All by hand, hand, hand, " =
They’re as versatile as can be, "

' WHEN YOU SEE A GIRL IN KHAKI

‘ (Tune:yAn‘x;eiiéianandsman)

.. When you seen girl in khaki -

Then you’ll know that'she’s a Wacy -
Head high, marching like a vet’ran

" Shouting with glee (two-three-four)

Fall In! Get there on the double

. Oryou'll find yourself in trouble
' © 'That's why we’re happy as can be

: In the Companyft

' WAC DAYS i
: Wb (ﬁheﬁ School Days) ;
School days, school days, '

ear old Army rule days,
(Continued on next page)
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WAC Days.-.Continued
Map reading, P, T, and leadership
Close order drill and remember it.
Those were the days that wore me out
Those were the days I learned to shout ;
In spite of all this I’m proud to be i
In the Company, - -

‘ ~ (C.P.H
WACS FROM - )N, A, B,

(Newport News

(Tune: Marine Hymn) =

You can tell a2 Wac from .
“You can tell her by her walk
You can tell a Wac from e
You cun tell her by her talk SR
You can tell a Wac from iy
By her appetite and guch S

You can tell a Wac from_ .~

But you cannot tell her much,

SHE’S A GRAND CO
(Tune: Grand Old'Fjlag‘: Yankee Doodle Dandy)

- She’s a grand CO and we all love her so

She has made all our days worth our while
She’s the emblem of the things we love,
And no one can equal her style

When she huts, two, three,

We're as proud as can be,

For we’re never too fast or too slow
Should old acquaintance be forgot

We'll remember our grand CO.

(Continued on next page)
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She's A Grand CO - Continued

She's a Wacy Doodle Dandy ¢

A Wac that m'ues ue co or die

Capt (Lt Company
We’re here to tnn you just why
You're our wacey Doodle Sweetheart
And from you we hate to part

1{ you ever teave this Port

And get a trifie lonely

Pemember you're always in our hearts.

0 THE C. O. =~ SADLY

(Tune: What's the Reason

T'm not Pleasin’ You) v

Why don’t we get alon&
wyverything we e do is wrong

Oh Captain, what's the reason we' re
not pleasin’ you?

Yowglg us and then

You gig us once 2 again

Oh Captain, what's the reason we re
not plea-;in you?

We scrub and we m p ;

And we keep our peds in line.

We dust and we change

And we keep our shoes well shined,

Wetrvandwetrv

But we never satis!y

Oh Captaln, what's the reason we re
not pleaqm you?

L&

e i
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<. “The COisa lovely lass, parlez-vous:
' The CO is 2 lovely lass, parlezavous
‘The COisa lovely lass -l oy
_'She can sign 2 week-end pass,

' Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous. :

' JINKY DINKY PARLEZ-VOUS'
: (Parody) i it

y

© The 1st Lieutenants are at it again, parlez-vous

"« 1he lst Lieutenants are at it again, par\l}ezf-vous

* phe 1st Lieutenants are at ftagain’ oo
- " They’'re winning the war with a fountain pen .
Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous. . e i

R

" fhe 2nd Lieutenants aré‘shibh;i)r'\g tbéir bars, .

-vous : N e .
ngrzliczl Lieutemmts are shining their bars,
parlez-vous e ;
The 2nd Lieutenants are shining their bars,
And always learning new AR'S.
Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous.: -

" The Sergeants are a bunch of jerks,'parlez—vous

The Sergeants are & bunch of jerks, parlez-vous
The Sergeants are 2 punch of jerks’

They're always gumming up the works

Hinky Dinky, pariez-vous,,

The Corporals are a bunch of dopes, parlez-vous
The Corgorn,‘.s are a bunch of dopes, parlez-vous
The Corporals are a bunch'of dopes ‘
They think that they know all the ropes.(* "
Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous, i

The Privates are a jolly lot, parlez-vous
The Privates are a jolly lot, parlez-vous
(Continued on next page)

AR ETIN

" They say this is a mechanized war, parlez-vous -« i .0 4

" We’ll be good soldiers if it takes us yeﬁrs,‘

fR———
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Hinky Dinky Parlez-Vous - Continued

The Privates are a jolly lot = ¢
They’re satistied with what they’ ve got o : e
Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous. = ° PR & ’1

(Additional Verses)

They say this is a mechanized war, parlez-vous
They say this isa mechanized war -

So what in the heck are we marching for

Hinky Dinky, parlez-vou Htes =

R A S L CEE o

The Army thought they won the war; parlez-vous . .. =
The Army thought theywon the war, parlez~vous .
The Army thought they won the war

The Wacs got there the day before

Hinky Dinky, parlez-vous, . )

IF THAT’'S WHAT IT TAKES TO BE WACS
(Tune; The Man on the Flying Trapeze)

T N R

Py SR

We once were civilians, but now we are Wacs, .~
Dressed in our khaki, discarding our slacks, *
Marching, saluting with pains in our backs, -
And our loves are far, far, away--~0Ohl===

' . CHORUS, :

We'll stiffen our spines and we’ll pin back our ears, : i 8
Tighten abdomens and tuck in our rears, !
If that's what it takes to be Wacs.

. 2, i oy
The Waves are so ducky at least so they think, ‘ e
With their “‘Perking’’ hats and their panties so pink, ' T
But we love the Army in spite of no drinks,
And our loves are far, far away--~ohl---

CHORUS '

e AR e 0
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41 ' PACK UP YOUR CIVIES Old King Cole - Continued - sl
: \‘_" (Tune: Pack Up Your Trovhles) : . He called for his pipe, .
: : e T ; And he called for his bowl,
; ‘ : : e : And he called for his privates three,
Pack up your civies in your old suitcase i ‘
And smne smile, smile, $ i ‘ CHORUS 3
Now you’ ve a uniform to take it’s place { - . “Beer, beer, béer,”’ said the privates, E

“Merry, merry gals are we,
There’s none so fair as can compare

Smile, girls, that's the style.
Cut your hair and finger nails

For they’ll grow back some day, i ) © With the gals of the W, A, C,”’
S0-0, pack un your civies in your old { i B N
suitcase, : . & ;
And smile, smile, smile, ; . Old King Cole was a merry old soul, i
. ‘ i And a merry old soul was he, :
He called for his pipe, e - 3
12 TIE GIRLS WHO WEAR THE KHAKI e . And he called for his bow], b
> ) » : And he called for his corporals three. : :
e (Tune: There are Smiles) * {
% : b : . CHORUS 1
1L i : : “One two, one two, one,” said the corporals; i
There are WAVES, the Women’s navy I ‘‘Beer, beer, beer," sald the privates,
There are WIRES, the radio ; “Merry, merry gals are we,
mhere are Y/AFS, that help the country’s Arcorps 0 There’s none.go fair as can compare ,
And the SPARS, the Coast Guard, we all know. i With the gals of the W, A, C.,” i
The Marines, .00 have a Corps of Women, o : ot 5 ,
Dut there’s one corp better than them all, 4 -3,

There’re the WACS, the girls who wear the kha.cl Old King Cole, etc. . P

That have avm"ored the Army’s call, ‘ o . v+ .uu.. Sergeants three,

: - S : - . CHORUS 3

43‘ OLD I’JNG COLE P b . : 5;' e s e “Right by Bq\m.ds, Squads right," said the :

T o .00 Y pergeants; : i

(Tune: Fighting Inf'mtry 80“3) SR , “One two, one two, one,” said the corporals; S

R %%, . . "“Beer, beer, beer,’’ gald the privates, i

5 . Old King Cole was a merry old soul R . “Merry, merry gals are we, £

: = And a merry old soul was he. 5 . T There’s none so fair as can compare 3
v . '\‘; ' {Continued on next page) ‘ i ‘ v (Continued on next page) 4
( :. j
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0O)d King Cole - Continued : i .. '
With the gals of the Wi A, c.” '

4,
0Old King Cole, tc . v »v o os
D aaa s e ,ghavetails three.
CHORUS ST
“yle do all the work,’’ said the ghavetails;
“qight by squads, squads right,”’ said the
aergeants; S

tOne two, one two, one,”’ gaid the corporals; -

“neer, heer, beer,’’ said the privates,
«yrervy, merry gals are we, oo
There's none so fair as can compare _
With the gals of the W. A C b

5. g .' 3 ‘.x‘ "
Old King Cole, etc . .« . Ceee e e
C e e s e v , captains three.

* ' CHORUS
e want ten dav’s leave,”’ said the captains;
twe do all the work,”’ said the ghavetails;
“Right by squads, S¢ uads right,’ said the
gergeants;

“One two, one two, one,’”’ said the corporals;
t‘Beer, beer, beer,’’ said the privates,

. "Merry, merry gals are we.-

There’s none s0 fair as can c;,?mpare

‘. With the gals of the W. A. G0

6. : i ;
Old King Cole, etC. « o oo s> ¢ - Cees e
majors three, ’

P R L

(antinued on next page)
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Old King Cole-- Continued

CHORUS oot
¢‘Where’re my boots and spurs?’’ said the majors;
te want ten days’ leave,’”’ said the captains;
“we do all the work,”’ said the shavetails;
“‘Right by squads, squads right,”’ said the -

sergeants;
“One two, one two, one,’”’ said the corporals;
‘Beer, beer, beer,”” said the privates,
¢“Merry, merry gals are we.
There’s none so0 fair as can compare
With the gals of the W, A, c.”

7. ;
O1d King Cole, €€ . « o v v v sie s ss sve s
c e e e e . . colonels three,

: ‘"CHORUS :

“What's my next command?’’ said the colonels;

éWhere're my boots and spurs?’’ said the majors;

‘“We want ten days’ leave,” said the captains;

‘wye do all the work,”’ sald the shavetails;

“Right by squads, squads right,’ said the
gsergeants; ‘

“One two, one two, one,’’ said the corporals;

“Beer, beer, beer’’ said the privates,

‘‘Merry, merry gals are we,

There's none so fair as can compare

With the gals of the W, A, C.”’

8. ¢
Old King Cole, 8tC . 4 o v oo e v envn
............generalstm'ee.

CHORUS . .

. tephe Army’s gone to hell,” sald the generals;

(Continued on next page)
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. © 0 King Cole - Continued " =~ * =

¢What' next command?’’ said the colonels; .
‘m&:’:;ymv boots and spurs?’’ said the majors;. .
‘“We want ten days’ leave,’’ «said the captains;

“We do all the work,”’ said the §,havetans;

“Right by squads, squads right,”’ said the g
“genl;zgg:rgfséne two, one,’’ said the corporals;

““Beer, beer, beer,”’ said the privates, .

“Merry, merry gals are we, sy

There’s none so fair as can compare ;..

With the gals of the W, A, c.” ;

: r Dolph, Copyright -
From “Sound Off’ by Edward Arthur ,
1929, and used by permission Farrar & Rinehart, 1!.nc. i

M IN THE ARMY NOW ‘
" (Tune: Fvery Little Movement Has - °
a Meaning All It's Own)

In my lttle G. 1, shoes
1 wallc along the street,
 In my little cotton hose ‘
I give the bovs a treat, i
My skirt fits like a barracks bag
My hat--just like a pot v
© PBut!'m in the Army now ...
. And this is all I've got,
In my raincoat extra small:
1 look just like a sack, %
But I'm really awfully glad
That now 1 am a WAC

The Army issues clothes‘alright'f}: :
On me they look an awful sight--- !
(Continued on next page)
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Oh, the biscuits that the

I'm In The Army Now - Continued

Just like a mare that runs at night '
I'm in the Army now.

CATSSONS GO ROLLING ALONG
(G.1. Version)

Over sinks, over pails,
With the sergeant on our tails,
. All the KPs are scrubbing away, -
- Shining pots, shining pans,
Cleaning out the garbage cans
~All the KXPs are scrubbing away,
Oh, it’s Hi, Hi, Hee.in the kitchen scullery
Sixteen long hours of the day
- And where e’er ye go,
~_ By our smell you'll know
That the KPs are scrubbing away,
{Hear them scrubbing) s
That the KPs are scrubbing away. .

GEE, MOM! I WANNA GO HOME
i

"The coffee that they give us , they say is mighty fine
+.It's good for cuts and bruises; it tastes like Iodine,

" CHORUS
Oh, I don’t want no more of Army Life
Gee, Mom! I wanna go home, 5
2

One fell off the table and killed a pal of mine,
CHORUS

 give us, they say are mighty fine

U A A S e
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- Gee, Mom! I Wanna Go Home - Continued" o

. N % 3, .
A mattress made of iron, 2 pillow made of lead :
You wake up in the morning with wrinkles in your head.

 CHORUS =~

4

The chicken that they give ;15, they say is mighty. firie
A leg fell off the table and started marking time, !«
CHORUS o
5. : v ¥ :;
The shoes that they give us, they say are mighty fine
You ask for numher 7; they give you number 9, * .

CHORUS
y 6. * ‘ T
The stockings that they give us, they say are mighty sheer
You put them on the clothes line and watch them disappear
" CHORUS
7. %

The sweaters that they give us, they say are mighty fine
But I need Lana Turner to help me fill out mine, ." .

CHORUS ‘- -

”

i "8,. ! i DT A LR IS
The furloughs that they give us, they say are mighty fine
They write them down on paper, but where the heck is mine?

CHORUS' - ' = %l
~ (Continued on next page)
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Gee Mom! I Wam ‘Gco’ Homé - Céntinued

The pay that they give us, they say is mighty fine
’They give us $50,00 dollars and fine us forty-nine

CHORUS

LAEE0, C en R
We do a lot of griping; it doesn’t mean a thing
We wouldn’t trade the Army for any other thing,
Oh, we want all there is of Army Life .
No, we don’t wanna go; No, we don’t wanna g0;
No, we don’t wanna go home. :

]
/

1 JUST WANT TO BE A WAC
(Tune: The Old Grey Ma;re)

I don’t want to march with the Infantry
Ride with the Cavalry,
Shoot with Artillery,
© Ldon’t want to fly over Germany,
I just want to be a Wac,
I just want to be a Wic,
I just want to be a Wac, i
I don’t want to march with the Infantry,
Ride with the Cavalry,
Shoot with Artillery,
I don’t want to fly over Germany,
I just want to be a Wae, . :
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~~It isn’t any.trouble just to S-m-i-l-e
" Itisn’t any trouble just to S-m-i-l-e
-80 emile when you’re in trouble:

“~,]ustt08 m-i-l-e;:

1T ISN’T ANY TROUBLE
(Tune: Battle Hymn of the Repubuc)

It will vanish like a bubble :
If you’ll only take the trouble

Second verse: L-a-u-g-h
Third verse: Ha-ha- ha ha ha

SHE’LL BE COMIN’ ROUND THE MOUNTAIN

(GI Version)

R ER TR

We’ll be ridin’ in command cars when we win, -

We’ll be ridin’ in command cars when we win,
We’ll have golden plates to eat off and. -
We'll march the sergeant’s feet off

We'll be v-idin’ in command cars when we win,

Oh, there won’t be any corporals when we win,
. Oh there won’t be any sergeants when we win,

When they ask us to do their biddin’
We will answer ‘“‘Are you kiddin’?”’".
Oh, there won’t be any corporals when we win,

A SLEEPY LAGOON
(GI Version) ?

A sleepy 1atrine

A pastoral scene and two at a basin

The joh isn’t fun, the mirror is one

You can’t see your face in,.

The lighting is bad, i*’s driving you mad

{Continued on next page)
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" Where all Wacs convene .,

A SLEEPY LAGOON - Continued

That’s half of it, sister .
The farther you go )
The first thing you know
You’re powdering each other.
A sleepy latrine

With nat’ral intentions
And then hang around and finally sound

Like seven conventions, i .

One Wacky “heard this”’, another “heard that’’
And that’s how they start,

For rumors careen in sleepy latrine, sweetheart,

G. L. SONG
Once her mammy made her bed- .
Cleaned her clothes and buttered her breud

And her favorite dress was red
Oh me, oh my, that ain’t G, 1,

Then she came to camp one day:
Quickly learned the WACY way
Underwear cafe au lait!

Oh me, oh my, strictly G, I,

Hats and shoes and skirts don't fit
Your girdle bunches when you sit
Come on rookies, you can’t quit
Tust heave a sigh and be G, 1.

Typhoid shots may knock you out
All day long you’ll hear ““FALL OUT"I
Give a grin and loudly shout
Oh me, oh my, gotta be G, 1.
(Continue 1 on next page)
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© Lay that Whistle Down, Sarge! - Continued

G. I Séng - Continued

-And then you hear :it'ease,
- Again you hear a-ten-hutt,
Dress right dress and freeze,.

Said the WAC to the néw recruit

‘Hey there, kid, you're sure a beaut!
Short hair won’t make you so cute
Oh me, oh my, gotta he G, L.

: CHORUS '«
Lay that whistle down, Sarge,
Lay that whistle down,
Whistle blowing mama,
Lay that whistle down.

In the mess hall she now stand
Buried 'neath the pots and pans
Getting pretty dishipan hands
. Oh me, oh my, gotta be G, L

Winter, summer, spring or fall
‘Should you try to end it all"
‘You can’t die until sick call -
You see, if you die,
You ve got to die G I 3

HE. ARMY CHAIR CORPS

'Tune The Army Air Corpq)

- Here we go into the file case yonder
< Diving deep into the drawer

Here it is, buried away down under

-.That darn legal stuff we’ve been searching

for, :

o g e

AY 'xjm\'r r WHBTLE DOWN, SARGE!

52
Sk (Tune: Pistol Packm’ Mamh) :

Off we go into the‘CO’s office,
Where we get one helluva roar--
" We live in miles of paper files

: .1 %
Falling out in the morn at six
‘And do we rush and rush,

Half asleep and half awake,
Goshl ain’ t we 1n a fix, -

' cHORUS i
Lay that whistle down, Sarge, g
Lay that whistle down, ;
Whistle blowing mama,

: First you hear the Fall in,
B ((‘onﬁnned on next v'e)
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,_'{But nothing will stop the Army Chair Corps.
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