DRESS BLUES
Words ¢ Music: Mike Appel ® 2005

Momma we olcmolléhcol a Sunni house o cr +oyu
[+ was a relizious e/xPcnonw and one hc ﬁr@ Jr
v]zamme Né- ves vife with viclence and mévr

Once 1‘3\/5b+ Cuncnform Wmhng and Aé’rronomv]

n ﬂfug blictering. heat we come here like Attila the Hun
n a miraze olvﬁol@\/nlg turn into Sivens in the Sun

They cr ovt, on whoge avthorih v have wou the license to kill?
‘We are Qo!ahcré of for%vnc what matter whose blood we QPI”

The Roval Savdig are fod’ooncal lnkc Muslim Shiite Sheikg
na ﬁ)m‘z disco you WomL know ‘em m their mod Armant Chic
Wheve Sultang and Caliphs véed 1o wine and dine

The Mu Jahlolocn PImLQ j thad agamd the umPcmahd Swine

Wecstern Crvsaders defile the hol Ianolé 1o the Eact

“Hi their ooffcré are Qﬁ; fed and ‘]r olmcé been fleeced
To the infidels diplomats vvhoé a!mé ha e been gre eased

[ calvte you from ﬁ hig 5{3\/@/}3;@1 of Your own braVe deceased

Mommas zonna bvrl«] me in my new Dress Blues
n ¢mart pressed Pam’ré and ¢pit chined ¢hoeg
Momma zonna bvw] me in these new Dress Blues
Thig mié—on hatched in hell 1§ born 1o lose

Glot a bad case of these red, white and blueg

From the Tizris and Evphrzﬁoé and The Hanging. Glardens of Sabv}lon
To the tervorists holed-vp in the catacombs of ¢lam

Slocpcr cells draft b!vc{mvﬁré for their homemade ohr“h/] bombg
Anthrax and Smal pox Scarin all the Soccer momg

The Ayatollah fané the fires of fanaticism in Tehran
While Bin Ladens in a Qa e houée n ’Hf\c caves of Fakictan

(V\wamé dealt for zun 1Lhc warlords in Afghanistan
ovd¢ on the vvalé éaghalaol 1o remind v of Vietnam!

See the Humvee blonwn apart by a roadside land mine

Smart bombs breed orpham m the ruing of Rlestine

The <oulg of dead Suicide bombers vice with Giod ¢peed

Once n heaven a hundred \/irging 1o ¢erve their masculine need

Sinbaol ucé a Ma 50 OQVPO’f' in a ﬂao[c smoked filled §(<J/}
6!\/@—@ blond VIQ are Sold in Bahrain and Dubai

The U (/anJr ditguice 1t blunt familiar damF

This warg 59001 fé}; nothin’; #\crc ain't no Geni in Allading Lamp

Momma’ Vma bury me in my new Dress Blueg
n Snow é[m/cg anal ¢ HL chined ¢hoes
I\/\omma vma ry me " 1L£@§c new Dress Blueg
Thig blo !m“h Jé_g a river vd watch 1t ooze
Glot a bad taste for Hf\@é@ ved, white and blveg



DRESS BLUES (PacE -2)

‘Incoming, Incoming’/ ‘soldier we zotta take that bvi!oling_ ovtl But Caphin theres women and
childven in that bvi!ding/ Kill ‘em all and let Grod sort”em ovt’/ ‘effective range 200 yards Siv,
fire at will oldier’!

/\/\i{ihw] mo:aﬁrolé plan the theater of war

While the dead line the streefs; but who§ keepin’ score
Black marketers sell plutonivm and nuclear knonw—how
Remember, Nostradamus sanw an apocalypse now

Heed ve the Warningg from the zhost of Ho Chi Minh
These guerillag mean” business; you"can’t phone this one in
So thé'_ a Stealth bomber flies over hostile desert lands
In the end, Arab sands shall return to Avab hands

A 5{\/;4% 1S but canon fodder for the Joint Chiefs back home
A centurion for a Caesar whot livin' large back in Rome
The %nhﬁgn i mvte but if you force ‘em ﬁqcvf” VCF"/)
“Soldier iTS not yours o wonder why; it¢ yours to do or die’

On a howse—to-house search, | kicked open a doov;
Someone inside tossed a grenade; | had to smother it on the floor
‘Look ovt’l ‘Live 5{@\30@5 ‘Hit the deck’!

Momma | ain’t 50?;4’ fo heaven, I'm marchin’ Straight throuzh these fiery gates fo hell
Cll 5§+ vsed 1o breathin’ in thece Qﬁ/]gian ethers | think Tll bunk here gj a !ong, !ong spell

Now there’ an oPhLa h on a tombstone of a dead Bengal Lancer: it veads:
WAR IS NEVER, NEVER, NEVER, THE ANSWEK!

Momma Z0nn3 bury me in my new Dregg Blues

[n smart PchQcal Pavrk and QphL shined choes

Momma Zonna bury me in these new Dress Blues

| hate 1o be the bearer of bad news

I'm comin’ home in a box draped in ved, white and blve

From the ¢nake charmers and thieves in the markets of Marvakesh
To a prooigion bombing on a weddin ar'h/} and the ¢mell of burnt flesh
The US can flex her muscles and vffb] her way around

lvan sticks her nose in if; yov watch ¢he 5gin’ down

But miéhf don’t make Viﬁl’\'f’, think of the cost in blood and tears
Stickin’ it fo the Middle Easts ¢et vs back a thousand years

So lets call a gpade a ¢pade, and fess vp like a man

9317 59001(7»]@ 1o the Kasbah and catch the [ast caravan



