“Prayer Meeting” Songs

500th Bomb Squadron

5th Air Force, World War II

This group of lyrics is recollected 48 years after hearing them at “Prayer Meetings” in the 500th Bomb Squadron of 345th Bomb Group, particularly at San Marcelino in the Phillipines.

“Prayer Meetings” were not to be confused with religious services although they did have a spiritual content to the extent that liquid “spirits”, as available, were part of the observance.  Such gatherings might be occasioned by completion of missions, a promotion, birth of child back home or an upcoming leave.

The songs are collected here for possible use at reunions, to rekindle the bonding effect they had overseas and to let our wives [and descendants] share, somewhat, the comradery we treasure as members of “The 500th”.  Two of the songs are not strictly 500th but were felt worthy of inclusion:  “Old Hogan’s Goat” is a marching song from an Air Corps Basic Training Center in Miami Beach.  “Sound Off” may be post-WWII but is fun to sing and was too good to omit from the collection.

Special thanks to Jerry Fitton who filled blanks in my memory of some of the lyrics via a tape he sent containing his fine baritone renditions.

John Dinges, July, 1993

As transcribed to computer by Marith Reheis, November, 2005;

some lyrics and credits copied from Internet sources

Flying Songs

The Army Air Corps Song

I.

Off we go, into the wild blue yonder,

Climbing high, into the sun.

Here they come, zooming to meet our thunder,

At ‘em boys, give ‘er the gun, give ‘er the gun!

Down we dive, spouting our flame from under,

Off, with one helluva roar. 

We live in fame, or go down in flame, boys,

Nothing can stop the Army Air Corps.

Chorus:

Here’s a toast, to the host, of those

Who love the vastness of the sky.

To a friend, we’ll send a message of

His brother men who fly.

We drink to those who gave their all of old,

Then down we roar to score the rainbow’s pot of gold.

Here’s a toast to the host of the men we boast,

The Army Air Corps.

II.

Minds of men fashioned a crate of thunder, 
Sent it high into the blue; 

Hands of men blasted the world asunder; 
How they lived God only knew! 

Souls of men dreaming of skies to conquer, 
Gave us wings ever to soar, 

With scouts before and bombers galore, 
Nothing'll stop the Army Air Corps! 

III.

Off we go, into the wild blue yonder,

Keep your wings level and true.

If you’d live to be a gray-haired wonder,

Keep your nose out of the blue.

Flying men, guarding our nation’s borders,

We'll be there, followed by more. 

In echelon we'll carry on, 
Nothing'll stop the Air Corps now! 

I Wanted Wings

I wanted wings ‘til I got the goddam things,

Now I don’t want them any more.

They taught me how to fly, then they sent me here to die,

I’ve had a bellyful of war.

I’ll take the dames while the rest go down in flames.

I’ve no desire to be burned.

Air combat’s no romance—Oh, it makes me wet my pants,

I’m not a flyer I have learned.

Now there is one thing you can’t laugh off—

That’s when they shoot your ass off.

I’d rather go home, buster, with my ass

Than with a cluster, buster.

You can save all the Zeros for the goddam heroes—

Distinguished Flying Crosses do not compensate for losses.

I wanted wings till I got the goddam things,

Now I don’t want them any more.

The Fighting 500th

A squadron of B-25’s

To the Southwest Pacific arrived.

The Fighting 500th the squadron’s name

With the 500th fighting it won’t be the same.

For it’s bombs and not B.S. we throw

As over the target we go.

We’ll come in hedge hopping with all guns a-popping,

We’ll sure make it hot for Tojo.

Bless ‘em all!  Bless ‘em all!

The long and the short and the tall!

There’ll be no promotions this side of the ocean—

Fifth Bomber has frozen them all.

The Zero, they say, is a mighty fine kite,

A fact which we no longer doubt.

If one of those bastards ‘ere gets on your tail,

Here is the way to get out.

Don’t be nervous, be careful, be calm and sedate,

And don’t let your Yankee blood boil—

Just shove home the throttle and open the gate,

And cover the bastard with oil!

Bless ‘em all!  Bless ‘em all!

The long and the short and the tall!

There’ll be no promotions this side of the ocean—

Fifth Bomber has frozen them all.

The Dying Pilot

Beside a Guinea waterfall, one bright and sunny day,

Beside his smashed-up B-25, a young first pilot lay.

His parachute hung from a nearby tree, he wasn’t yet quite dead.

So listen to the very last words that this young strafer said.

I’m going to a better land where everything is bright.

Where whiskey flows from telegraph poles, play poker every night.

Where there’s not a thing to do but sit around and sing.

And all the crews are women—Oh Death, where is thy sting?

Oh Death, where is thy sting-a-ling a-ling,

Oh Death, where is thy sting?

The bells of Hell will ring-aling-aling—

Oh Death, where is thy sting?

 Hardships

Off we go to old Wewak,

It’s ten to one we don’t get back.

Singing Hardships, Hardships,

You don’t know what Hardships are.

Off we go to Buna Pass

With a parachute sucked up our ass.

Singing Hardships, Hardships,

You don’t know what Hardships are.

Off we go to old Luzon,

You look around and your wingman’s gone.

Singing Hardships, Hardships,

You don’t know what Hardships are.

The China Seas are mighty rough,

We hope we have gas enough.

Singing Hardships, Hardships,

You don’t know what Hardships are.

Blood on the Tunic

There once was a pilot to Sydney did stroll,

He just got back from a raid on Rabaul.

When an MP sergeant said, “Pardon me, please,

You’ve blood on your tunic and mud on your knees.”

Ladi-ah, ladi-ah,

You’ve blood on your tunic and mud on your knees.

Now listen here, sergeant, you bloody damn fool.

I’ve just got back from a raid on Rabaul,

Where the ack ack is heavy, and comforts are few,

And good men are dying for bastards like you.

Ladi-ah, ladi-ah,

 And good men are dying for bastards like you.

“On you, lieutenant, I intended no slur,

But the girls down in Sydney will be hard to please

With blood on your tunic and mud on your knees.”

Ladi-ah, ladi-ah,

With blood on your tunic and mud on your knees.

The young lieutenant, he found him a gal,

He wined her and dined her and gave her a whirl.

And up to his flat where he told her his woes,

And she felt so sorry, she couldn’t say “no”.

Ladi-ah, Ladi-ah,

With blood on your tunic and mud on your knees.

Then nine months later, this gal had a son.

She wrote to her pilot, “Oh what’s to be done?

With this fine young baby that you gave to me,

That just sits around and wets on my knee.”

Ladi-ah, Ladi-ah,

That just sits around and wets on my knee.

The pilot wrote back with this sad advice,

“The baby’s not mine, but it sure would be nice,

If he ever grows up and…..

‘Ere went to Rabaul….

[anybody know the rest of these words?!]

Closing the Bar

T’was a cold winter’s evening, the guests were all leaving

And Casey was closing the bar.

When he turned ‘round and said to the Lady in Red,

You cannot stay there where you are.

She shed a sad tear in her bucket of beer

And faced the cold winter alone.

When a gentleman dapper stepped out of the crapper,

And these are the words he did say:

“Her mother never told her the things a young girl should know,

About the ways of Air Corps men and how they come and go.

She’s her youth and beauty and life has dealt her a scar,

So remember your mothers and sisters, boys,

And let her sleep under the bar---If there is rooooooom!”

Sixpence

I’ve got sixpence, jolly jolly sixpence,

I’ve got sixpence to last me all my life.

I’ve got tuppence to spend and tuppence to lend

And tuppence to send home to my wife, poor wife!

No cares have I to grieve me, no pretty little girls to deceive me,

I’m as happy as a king, believe me

As we go rolling, rolling home—DEAD DRUNK!

By the light of the silvery mooooooon,

Happy is the day when the airman gets his pay

As we go rolling, rolling home—DEAD DRUNK!

Marching Songs

I Don’t Want No More of Army Life

The chicken that they give us

They say is might fine.

One jumped off the table

And started marking time.

I don’t want no more of Army life,

Gee Mom, I want to go home;

Oh Mom, I want to go home.

The coffee that they give us

They say is mighty fine.

Good for cuts and bruises,

It tastes like iodine.

I don’t want no more of Army life,

Gee Mom, I want to go home;

Oh Mom, I want to go home.

Web Footed Friends

Be kind to your web-footed friends,

For a duck may be somebody’s mother.

Be kind to your friends in the swamp,

Where the weather is very “dahmp”.

Now you may think that this is the end,

Well, it is! 

Old Hogan’s Goat

(underline = leader)

Old Hogan’s goat


Old Hogan’s goat

Was feeling fine


Was feeling fine

He ate my shirt


He ate my shirt

Right off the line.


Right off the line.

I took a stick


I took a stick

And broke his back


And broke his back

And tied him to 


And tied him to

The railroad track


The railroad track.

With a shriek of terror


With a shriek of terror

And a howl of pain


And a howl of pain

He coughed up the shirt


He coughed up the shirt

And flagged the train


And flagged the train.

Sound Off

(underline = leader)

What the heck; they’re on the deck,

Their arms are swinging and Cadence count!

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

Eenie, meenie, mynie, mo,

Let’s go back and count some mo.

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

I left my gal way out west

I thought that army life was best. 

Now she’s someone else’s wife

And I’ll be marching the rest of my life

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

I had a good home and I left. You’re right!

You had a good home and you left.  You’re right!

Jodie was there when you left.  You’re right!

Jodie was there when you left.  You’re right!

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

Hut, hut, hut, hut

Hut, hut, hut, hut,

It won’t get by if it ain’t GI

It won’t get by if it ain’t GI

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

If I get whacked in a combat zone,

Give me a wife to take home.

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

I had a good home and I left. You’re right!

You had a good home and you left.  You’re right!

Jodie was there when you left.  You’re right!

Jodie was there when you left.  You’re right!

Sound off, one two, Sound off, three four

Cadence count:  one, two, three, four

One, two, three, four.

Company, halt!  One, two!

Popular Songs

Harvest Moon

By Nora Bayes and Jack Norworth

Shine on, shine on harvest moon up in the sky, 
I ain't had no lovin' since January, February, June or July 
Snow time ain't no time to stay outdoors and spoon, 
So shine on, shine on harvest moon, 
For me and my gal.

Show Me the Way to Go Home

Show me the way to go home

I'm tired and I want to go to bed.

I had a little drink about an hour ago, 

And it went right to my head. 

Where ever I may roam 

On land or sea or foam, 

You will always hear me singing this song, 

Show me the way to go home 

Sentimental Journey

By Bud Green, Les Brown and Ben Homer

Gonna take a Sentimental Journey,
Gonna set my heart at ease. 
Gonna make a Sentimental Journey,
To renew old memories.

Got my bags, got my reservations,
Spent each dime I could afford. 
Like a child in wild anticipation, 
I long to hear that, "All aboard!"

Seven...that's the time we leave at seven.
I'll be waitin' up for heaven, 
Countin' every mile of railroad track, that takes me back.

Never thought my heart could be so yearny. 
Why did I decide to roam? 
Gotta take that Sentimental Journey, 
Sentimental Journey home. 
Sentimental Journey

I’ve Been Working on the Railroad

I've been working on the railroad, all the livelong day.
I've been working on the railroad just to pass the time away.

Can't you hear the whistle blowing, rise up so early in the morn,
Can't you hear the captain shouting, Dinah, blow your horn.

Dinah, won't you blow, Dinah, won't you blow,
Dinah, won't you blow your horn.

Dinah, won't you blow, Dinah, won't you blow,

Dinah, won't you blow your horn.

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah, someone's in the kitchen I know
Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah, strumming on the old banjo, and singing

Fee, fi, fiddly i o, Fee, fi, fiddly i o-o-o-o,
Fee, fi, fiddly i o---
Strumming on the old banjo.

Zip-a-dee-doo-dah

By Ray Gilbert and Allie Wrubel

Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay,
My, oh, my, what a wonderful day.
Plenty of sunshine headin' my way,
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay!

Mister Bluebird's on my shoulder,
It's the truth, it's "actch'll", everything is "satisfactch'll."
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay,
Wonderful feeling, wonderful day!

Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay,
My, oh, my, what a wonderful day.
Plenty of sunshine headin' my way,
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay!

Mister Bluebird's on my shoulder,
It's the truth, it's "actch'll", everything is "satisfactch'll."
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay,
Wonderful feeling, feeling this way!



You're a Grand Old Flag

by George M. Cohan

You're a grand old flag, you're a high flying flag
And forever in peace may you wave.
You're the emblem of the land I love.
The home of the free and the brave.
Ev'ry heart beats true 'neath the Red, White and Blue,
Where there's never a boast or brag.
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, keep your eye on the grand old flag. 

When Irish Eyes Are Smiling

By Chauncey Olcott and George Graff

There's a tear in your eye, and I'm wondering why,
For it never should be there at all.
With such pow'r in your smile, sure a stone you'd beguile,
So there's never a teardrop should fall.
When your sweet lilting laughter's like some fairy song,
And your eyes twinkle bright as can be;
You should laugh all the while and all other times smile,
And now, smile a smile for me.

When Irish eyes are smiling, sure, 'tis like the morn in Spring.
In the lilt of Irish laughter you can hear the angels sing.
When Irish hearts are happy, all the world seems bright and gay.
And when Irish eyes are smiling, sure, they steal your heart away. 

For your smile is a part of the love in your heart,
And it makes even sunshine more bright.
Like the linnet's sweet song, crooning all the day long,
Comes your laughter and light.
For the springtime of life is the sweetest of all
There is ne'er a real care or regret;
And while springtime is ours throughout all of youth's hours,
Let us smile each chance we get.

When Irish eyes are smiling, sure, 'tis like the morn in spring.
In the lilt of Irish laughter you can hear the angels sing.
When Irish hearts are happy, all the world seems bright and gay.
And when Irish eyes are smiling, sure, they steal your heart away. 

