No More

Army, 1989-1994, those were the ambitious and exhausting  years.
I don’t salute
Or March 
Parade   or      rest
No brass, no ammo
No ribbons to pin
 on    
my chest
No camoflauge
No yes sir        or ma’am
No m.o.p.p. gear
No German beer
No green eggs
Or ham
No eyes right
No chili Mac
5 years, that was plenty
No p.t.
No low crawl
No drop and give me twenty
(No drop and give me twenty)



