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standing at attention for hours on end
we are stiff
silent
expressionless
corpses awaiting autopsy

stomping
the coroners march in & go down the line
their comments sharp knives
dissecting our souls one by one
& scattering the pieces on the floor

they record in their big green books
whose funeral is next
how many bones they picked
& how many tears & drops of sweat they caused

abruptly they march out
slamming the door behind them
but we still hear their demonic laughter
through the walls of the barracks

drunk from lack of sleep
we miserable zombies rise
to pluck the sheets & pillows off the deck
but there will be no slumber for us
as we prepare for yet another bunk inspection

