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DEDICATORY EPI STLE

The unparalleled tradition of the famous jungle
fighting, ass kicking, neme taking, air mobile, NO SACK
Battalion is inmortalized for the ages in the shape of
drinking songs soldiers love to sing., NO SLACK soldiers
have reduced these songs to wvritten form during their
infrequent and brief respites from combate. Many printed
editions of these songs have precedéd this one and
many will certainly follow,

This edition of the NO SLACK him bool: is dedicded
to 211 those soldiers who have carricd and will carry
on their 1ips the proud slogan NO FUCKING SLACK, SIRI

AMEN
Canzp ~ Barde
1 Sept 69

MUXICAL NO'E: Most of the tunes to these hims are well
known. It is hopod that by constant use and flaming
tradition khe little knowm tunes will live in the hearts
of NO SLACKERS.



T¢, Those Yho Fipht For It,
Freedon Is The Taste
The Protected Hever Lnow

The "0 SLACK" Tralition

After twenty -onths of continuous coabat in Vietnam, the term
"TI0 SLACK" naturally and spontancously cvolved with the Second Battalion
(Airborne), 327th Infantry. The meaning of the e.pression is siaple.
It connotates a full =er~sure of effort by evsry man in the Battalion in
every activity performed., It inplioes no broather from work, no relief
from combat and morc sipnificantly, no reovest Jor respite. To the
soldier of this Battalion, it means one entirc yveer in the field,
"HO SLACK" vhen erpressed upon greeting in erchang . of the hand salute,
typifies the rugged determination and unparalled spirit e emplified by
“ine American goldier, Ho other words could hetter reflect the price,
cabition, and professionalisn alrea’y committed to history by the officers
and men of the "NO SLACK" Battalianl



FUCK COMMUNISNM

Puck Comrmuaisn

Fuck Corririiem

Mack 1t 211 night long

Wa will atey rizht here
Por one Mcking year

Ard go beck where ue belong

Puck Commu~ien

Muck the NVA

Puck the Viet Cong

Wa vill stay »icht here
For ono fuclting year

ané go bvack vhere we bhelong

BYE BIBR

Back your ass against the well
Here I comem=balls and all

Bye Bye Cherry

I !mow I ain't got a lot |
But vhat I got 111 £511 your tuwatb

Bye Bye Cherry

Dron your bloody kotex dovm veside you
Jurt before ny venis ccmzcs ingids you
8he cone onee--I ceme tulee

Foly MoseseJasue Gnrist

‘Cherry Bye Bye

CHERRY



OLD COWPOKE

An old cciwpoke 14t up a smoke and cursed the desert haat

He junced upon his faithful steed and beat his Tueking iieak
When all ob onee a slant eyed cunt came ridinz down the trail
He rods elong beside her and asked her for some tall

Yip-ge-I-a, Yip-ce-l-o,
He rode along beside her
And askzd h:sr for some tall

Hor tits wrers long and flabby and her cunt was filled ith clep

He throw cr to the desert sand and gave her ass a siad

She icead, she pissed, she moand, she sroaned, she thraw him from her erack
He lended in the desert sand and broke his fMucking back

¥ipeeomlea, Yip-co=l-o,
He 1laaded in the desert sand
dnd broke s fucking back



A GOOK NAMED CHARLIE

Let me %ell you “he story of 2 gook nrmad charlie

On trat “ragie and bl doy

He put 222 in biag rvocket; kizsed his wife and Zondly
And wert to IZighh for ha HVA

2t did ha aver retarn, no he never returned
And his fate 1s still unlearned

He may mump forever in silent terror

He's the gook that never returned

Charlie picked up his eammo at the Hanoi Depot
And started the long hump south

He hum»ned thru Laos and thru Cemnbodia

-When he got here his shit hurg out

B\ltO..

Charlie made his home in the Quang Ngai Province
His bunkers were low and long

He thought he'd beat us until we met him

We proved our shit was strong

' But-oo

Oh, the rumble of the bombs and the roar of the gatlings
Made the cherries shake with fright

The short-timers hid behind tall trees

As redleg 1it up the nigat

But...

Chiarlie's home in the hill was a shattered ruin
when we reached it the very next day

And cenrved on a trce were Charlie's initials
Under--~fuck the NVA

But...



DRAFT DODGER'S RAG

I'm just a typical American boy from a typical American town

I believe in God and Senator Dodd and kecpin'! old Castro down
But vhen it came my time to serve I said, "Bettor Red than Dead"
And when I got to my Hraft Board, this is what I said:

Choruss

Sarge I'm only 18, I've got a ruptured spleocn and I always carry a purse

I got oyos like a bat and my feet are flat and my astima's getting worse

Think of my carcer, my sweetheart dcmr, ny poor ¢ld invalid aunt

Bosides I ain't no fool, I'm goin® %o school and Tim workin' in a defenso plant

I got a dislocated disk and a fud: oki up 'Lanh, I'm allergic to flowers and bugs
I got epileptic fits whon a bomlchell kits, {im addlicted to a thousand drugs

I got weakness woes, I can't tough my tocs, T ean harsly recach my knees
And if the enemy ever gets closc to me, TPiL certaialy start to snoeze

Chorp.s:

Well, I hate Ho Chi Milm, I hate hir ?.J-o sin, out onc thing you gotta see
Sarge, if somebody's gotta go over there, Hha’t somcbody he ain't me

So have a ball sarge, watch'am foll - L_ «:‘ ne a hundred or so

And if you ever have a war withcut blood and gore, I'11l be the first to go

Choruss



NO SLACKww-=FIRE EM

I love to go a=wandering
My rucksack on my back
Mdas I go I love to sing
No nother fucking slack

NO SLAC‘-%’: fire en up (3 times)
No mother fucking siack

NO STLCK = five cm up (twice)
No mother fucizing slack

. I shoot my gun ot 211 T meob

And they shoot back av mo

And redleg pounds co loud =22l gwzet
From every IUB

NO STACX..s

Oh may I po a~wonderirg
Onc mother fucking voaw
Mnd may ¥ cut ro fudiding slank
11 I ges cut of Do

NC ST.iTKeso

up



GORY GORY
(Tune of "Battle Hymn of the Republic")

Ho was Just a rookie trooper and he surely shook with fright
As ho checked all his equipment and mske sure his pack was tight
He had to sit and listen to those awful engines roar.

"Wou ain't gonna jump no morel*

Chorus:

Gory, Gory, what a helluva way to diel

Gory, Gory, what a helluva way to kicél

Gory, Gory, what a helluva way to die}
ind he ain't gonna jump no more

"Is everybody happy?" eried the sergeant, looking up

Our hero fecobly answered "yos," and then they stood him up

Ho jump right out into tho blast, his static lino unhooked
And ho ain't gonna jump no moro

Ho counted long, he counted loud, he waited for tho shock.

He folt the wind, he felt the cold, he felt the awful drop

He pulled resorve, the silk spilled out and wrapped around his sock
And ho ain't gonna jump no more

Tho days ho'd lived and loved and laughed kept running through his mind
He thought about the girl back home, the one he'd left behind
He thought about the medics and wondered what they'd find

And he ain't gonna jump no more

The ambulanceo was on the spot, the joeps were running wild
The medics jumped and howled with glee, rolled up thoir slcaoves and smiled
For it had becen a week or more since last a 'clmte had failed

And he ain't gonna jump no more



GORY GORY
(Contimued)

The lines were twisted round his neck, the connectors broke his dome
The risers tied thomselves in knots around cach skinny bone
The canopy Pecame hie shrcoud as he he hirtled to the ground

And he ain't gonna jump no more-

He hit the ground, the sound was "splatt," the blood it spurted high
His comradcs, they werc heard to say: "What a pretty way to diel"
He lay there roling around in the welter of his gore

And he ein't gonna jump no more

There was blood upon the riscrs, there was brains upon the 'chute

Intestines were a-danglin® from his paratrooper sult

They picked him up still in his 'chute and poured him from his boots
And he 2in't gonna jump no more

They opcrated all night through but it was in despair

For every bone that he possessed was ruined beyond repair

And so hc wes buried thon, his silken Yelute his shroud
dnd he ain%t gonna jump no more

They say he went to hmaven and arriving there I'm told

He got a pair of silver boots and a parachmto of gold

He may be very happy thero but I'11l stick here below
Cause he ein't gonna jump no more



ONE ONE BRALVO

L osoldicr in Woeb Nem I'11 tell you about
Hel's packing nis M.16

L so0ldicr in Viet Ilam

It's 11B I ruon

Some poople coll him an old boonic rat
He's packing his M~16

Some poople enll him an infantry grunt
It's 11B I mcan

He drinks his hot soda and he drinks his hot beer
He's packing his M-16

Ind once in avhile he gots a standown "= the rear
It's 11B I moan

He ecats his ec-raticns or maybe a lrp

Ha's packing his M-16

If he eats in the mess hall he's surely gonna burp
It's 11B I mean

If he crn use a shitter he really can boast
Ha's pecking his M-16

Cause most ~f the time the jungle is his host
It's 11B I aeen

Ho hunps through the jungle and he lumps thruough the frass
Ho's packing his M-16

4t night ho lays a haze to kick charlic!s ass

It's 11B I mean

(Repeat first verse)



GUNSLINGER

I heer that train aeconint
She's comin' round the bind

I know that Charlie's waitin'!

To blow that train egein

But I'm stuck up in this chopper
A1 I can Do is fly

Whon I hear that vhistle blowing
I hrng my head and cry

I kaow there's LWI'S riding

In these dirty »17 box carts

Drinking that La Rue Beer and smokin' their cigars
But I'm stuck up in +his choppce

A1 I con do is fly

then I hear that vhistle blowin!

I hong oy herd ~nd cry

When they free me from this chopper
Well, that railrocd train is mine
You con bet that I'11 go dowm there
Lay on smbush on the line

I'11 FOOL -EM . FIND-EM-FIX-EM

Mnd I'11 fight en well

Cause ny name is GUNSLINGER

In¢ I'11 FINISE-EM in HELL



I WANNL GO HOME

Last night I went to slecep in Bagle Country
I dreancd sbout the cotten fields back home
I dresmod ebout my mother

Dear 21ld pana, sister and brother

imd T dresped about the girl

Whne'ls been uailing for so long

T wanna go home (Twice)
Ch how T wanna go home

Some neople think I'm big in Eagle Country

From the 'cotters that I write they tinnk I'm fine
But in the dny I work so hard

Ind et pite I pl1 the muard

Oh how I wigh That they cculd read between the lines

I wanna go home (Twice)
Oh how I wanna go home
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