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There goes our friend up among the clouds –

Away away away away.

He’s gone, but not raelly gone:

Farther from here, I suppose.

The road is long and winding,

And we’ll travel it hand in hand – wait, Derek, you sing something.

Buckets of sadness, buckets of tears.

Buckets of not being around for six years.

Buckets of blood, buckets of Mark Wohlers,

Buckets of songs about air-traffic controllers.

Fly high (fly high) little air force boy,

Up among the trees, clouds, and red helium balloons.

Soar high (soar high) little air force boy,

You have gone away, and we hope you’ll come back soon.

Fly high (fly high) little air force boy,

Because you left, we have to sing this tune.

So long our friend, go travel on your way,

Goodbye goodbye goodbye goodbye.  

He’ll come back, but not for a while.

Mathematically, though, it’s not so bad.

I’ll raise my glass and you raise up yours,

And we’ll wish we hadn’t drunk all the Mountain Dew already.

Times that we laughed, times that we cried.

Concussions we laughed at, then thought that you died.

Times at the diner playing ‘Secret of Mana’

Those twenty minutes you spent in Indiana.

Fly high (fly high) little air force boy,

Up among the trees, clouds, and red helium balloons.

Soar high (soar high) little air force boy,

You have gone away, and we hope you’ll come back soon.

Fly high (fly high) little air force boy,

Because you left, we have to sing this tune.

Scott, don’t crash those planes into my lawn,

Don’t crash those planes.

