Weed Control
By Art Ball

0600-Reveille!
However, it’s still not light enough to see.
The temperature is already up to seventy-one.
Yep, another Arizona day has begun!
Time to shower, dress and grab some chow.
Temperature is seventy-six by now!
I head off to my daily work station,
(How long is it ‘til my next vacation?)
Arrive at the shop and report inside.
My assignment today is spraying herbicide.
Prepare the farm tractor and spaying unit.
Fill the tank with water; add toxic chemicals to it.
By now the temp is eighty-four.
The sweat’s rolling off me, that’s for sure!
I’ll be spraying in MASDC, where outdated aircraft are stored,
But “Boneyard” is all that’s written on today’s duty board!
I’m wearing knee-high rubber boots and heavy neoprene gloves,
Dual-layered nylon coveralls and a rubber apron, everyone loves.
A construction hard hat, goggles and a respirator mask,
My body temp is now about ninety-eight.  I’m glad you asked.
Between rows of C-49’s from WWII
And F-111’s, oh, and B-52’s
F-100’s, various choppers and C-130’s parked in the rear,
I’m sent to kill weeds-the only thing growing out here!
Look, there’s a roadrunner!  (No coyotes in sight!)
And a rattlesnake sunning himself on that ship on the right!
Those planes are stored here cause it’s dry (and did I mention WARM?)
Only rarely do we get significant rain storms!
Most are stored here ‘til sold for parts, scrap or whole.
But others are shrink-wrapped and in 48 hours, they can be ready to roll.
Yet we can’t let the wees grow so high they overpower.
I’ll be back tomorrow; right now I’m headed for the shower!!!
