Toa s TR BUCK-SMERSH MISSION SO
&
\ misrion tomorrow at dawn for us, Hurras, Jjurray,
They*1ll notifly next of kin for us, Hurry, Hurrey.
With the fifty missions we have o iy,
The odds are that we shall Bele gut or dde,
56 we'll drink to the uck-sheese mimsions we never fly,

Our munber three prop has run away, Hurray, Hurray,
Imber one turbo has gene to stay, Hurrey, Murrdy,
With a short in the ball and the nose guns out,
Ard the top turret Jormed and ppinning about,
So weBll drink to the hucke-sheese missions ve never 1y,

The targetfp protected by treiner planes, they say, Hurray,
The flak fs fecble and poorly aimed, Hurray, +Hurrey,
But the triners we vet were one-ohenines,
The feeble flak holed us three humdred times,
S0 we'll drink to the huckeshecse nissions we never fly,.

The bormbardier toggled them out in train, Murray, Hurray,
And our bomb bay doors are gone again, Hurrey, Aurray,
At twenty four thousand it= thirty below)

My A=ten has frozen, the oxygens low,

So we'll drinkt the the buck-shecse missions we never ly,

The weather man W@lls us it's clear and blue, Hurray, Iurray,
We find it ten-tenths and can't get through, Murray, Murray,
What a hell of o statement that Captain makes,

ie's greaging our way theourh those Pearly Gates.

o we'll drink th the Luckesheese mossions we never fly,

Precision bombin: at moon for us, Hurray, Hurray,

With a ten second nose and a forty fivetail delay, Murray,
e aimed at the fypaloe we hit all around,

Survivors are feast ng on fish that they rrund,

So wé'll drink Yo the » .cke-sheese mossions we never {1y,

A mixer of concrete should never sprout wings, H rray, Hurray,
The N=24 is one of those things, Hprrey, Hurrey,

She floats through the air with the greatest of ease,

Just 1i,ke a wind»ill baitin' the breeze,
So we'll drink %o the buck-sheese missions we never £y,

The B=24's are here to stuy, Hurray, Hrmy,

We?1l findsh the jJob in the Yankee wuy, urray, Hurray,
Although wetre afmid to get into the hack

She takes us there and she*ll bring us back.

80 we'll drink to the bLick-sheese missions we never fly,

(Toids and moosik by Lt. Allen Edwards



