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By a former Royal.

Grab you rifle,pick up pack,

Strap the damn thing on your back.
Stub your fag out,gulp your tea,
Make your way to LCVP.

Throw your gear into the boat,
“Hope this bloody thing will float!”
“Have you got the bung in,Scouse?”
“Just stop flapping.and shut your mouth!”

Ready in the boat,Sir.” says he.
“Just lower us gently to the sea.”
“Man the falls,pull out pins,”
‘The 10 day panto just begins.

We steam from rusty ‘B,
Churn our way through choppy sea.
Oggin bouncing off your dome,
‘Why the hell did I leave home.

Big egg beater leaves the deck,

Jerry cans below in the net.

“Just watch them scatter down below,”
“Pll drop them just for fun,yo-ho.”

Masirah beach looms up ahead,

Hope I packed my camp type bed.

Got me nutty fags and matches,
Farewell Jack.(bloody sand scratchers.)

1leap from landing craft with glee,
‘Water comes above the knee.

Dust and desert,I don’t care,

As I've got my OG underwear.

Think of poor old Jack back there,
Stacks of water (none to spare.)
Ihope you have another RAS.

‘We can smoke till hearts content,
There’s no fuiel danger in our tent.
Mess-deck rounds “God what a bore,”
Don’t you wish you were ashore.

Lying in this sun drenched sand,
Miles away from Bulwark’s band..
Reach for goffers at our ease,

See our beer off when we please.

Dhoby hanging everywhere,
‘We got water (stacks to spare.)
‘We can use it to our liking,

No jellyfish to clog our piping.

Poor old pilots going spare,
Dropping cameras everywhere.
Hampers sliding out the door,
Toilet rolls we got no more.

Living like a wog is fun,
Getting blacker in the sun.

Poor old stokes is chalky white,
To see the sun he’d die of fright.

14 days of complete rest,

Living with the RAF is best.

Campo grub s not too bad,

But,beans and sausage makes me mad.

No more fumes from Bulwark's stack,
To make our vehicles filthy black.
Relaxing herc is really great,

No twit screaming “Get off spot 8.”

But truly Jack,we’ll love you more,
‘When you get us back to Singapore.
But now I'll end this happy verse,
By saying we could have it worse.

And now we wish you al the best,
‘When your day arrives to head back ¥
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