                                    The Land That Made Me – Me

Some time ago and far away, a land that time forgot.
Before the days of gangs and thugs, and crimes that chaos brought.
[bookmark: _Hlk164606088]There lived a race of innocents, and they were you and me.
[bookmark: _Hlk164596177]We called it home and we were safe - a land that made me, me.

Our mom and dad and their folks, too, lived through depression’s wrath.
They prayed a good life we would have, a bright and sunny path.
They did their best, some more than most, and then the big war came.
Again, they changed the way they lived, their hope to change the game.

Slight change it was for you and me, we missed most pain and strife.
Our parents, though, gave all they had for us a better life.
They left their jobs, professions, too, and proudly joined the fight
To end oppression one more time, again to make things right. 

Both men and women learned new ways to make this nation strong.
Together working hand in hand again to right the wrong.
[bookmark: _Hlk186544059]When men took off for lands unknown the women took their place, 
And did whatever they could do, their country to embrace.

The women worked on planes and bombs to make war go away.
Both did whatever they were asked - to help the USA.
Thank God they’d lost their innocence, not kids like you and me.
Because of them our home was safe – our freedom made me, me.

[bookmark: _Hlk164597817]		We played outdoors, we walked to school, no cell phones made a sound. 
We talked and laughed, made our own fun, no grownups were around.
There was no reason to be sad, no Facebook idle chat.
You see we were what we could be, no one to question that.

And cars were big with fins and all, but you knew every one;
Each auto then, uniquely styled – and boy could those things run.
We didn’t worry too much then about what was in store.
We would be young, enjoy our fun, and would for evermore.

And yes, we were the innocents, and they were you and me.
We called it home and we were safe - a land that made me, me.

Korea stopped the post-war boom; the conflict took its toll.  
Then 60s with its Cold War doom gave birth to rock and roll.
The smiling race of innocents, and they were you and me.
Yes, we were home, and we were safe - a land that made me, me.

We loved the songs like “Losing You,” I’m Sorry” was the best.
Young Brenda Lee was just sixteen, much younger than the rest. 
And “Don’t Be Cruel” was all the rage when Elvis was the king.
Big Bopper sang “Chantilly Lace,” “The Twist” was all the thing.
		
		“Mule Skinner Blues” and “Mission Bell,” remember “Cherry Pie”? 
And “We Got Love” and “Harbor Lights,” and then “It’s Time to Cry.”
And “Mack the Knife” and “Alley Oop,” the Zombies – “Tell Her No.”
“Beyond the Sea,” “Let It Be Me,” Jim Reeves – “He’ll Have to Go”.
“Eight Days a Week” and “Walk Don’t Run,” “So Sad” and “Cathy’s Clown,”
And “Let it Be” and “Where and When,” “Three Bells” by Jimmy Brown.
You always knew the time had come, when lights were turned down low;
You hoped to find that special one and dance the last one, slow.
You looked around the crowded floor in hopes that you would see,
The one who whispered in your ear, the last dance save for me.

And there it was, the record spun, you heard the Five Duprees:        
			The pyramids along the Nile,
		The sunrise on a tropic isle,
Remember, darling, all the while,
“You belong to me.”

Those were the days, a long time passed, yes, they were you and me.
We called it home and we were safe – a land that made me, me.

A new war, no a conflict, said the ones who seemed to know.
No matter what they called it though, the Nam was now the show.

For different reasons, some stepped up, raised high their trembling hand.
With common voice, they said a pledge, to flag and Uncle Sam.
That pledge would mean that they would serve wherever they were sent;
To do whatever they were told - no matter where they went.

Yes, kids, we were, who grew up fast and did what we were taught.
We packed our things, left home and school without another thought.
No more a group of innocents, no time for that you see -
Now far from home, no longer safe from all that made me, me.

The TV blared – not our concern, let’s leave, we shouldn’t care.
That might be fine for those who watched - for us, though, we were there.
		What was a group of innocents, and they were you and me.
		We changed in body, soul, and mind from all that made me, me.

		Some made it home, some had to stay, their fate was cruelly met.
		The lucky ones, or so they said, were safe in body, yet -
		Although they saw the “world” again, they did not come back whole.
You see that we, with all our flaws, have something called a soul. 

Oh, yes, our group of innocents, were missing now a slice. 
We grew up fast, we had to then, we’d left and thrown the dice.  

Most won that throw, some threw again and then some threw some more. 
The war that wasn’t - now was gone - but we had one more chore. 
To find that long-lost innocence if only for a day.
The light once lost - could it be found - if only for today?

To find that long-lost innocence, once part of you and me.
What once we had when we were safe - the land that made me, me.

And times go on, the days have passed, and someday so shall we. 
Our youth we thought would never end - old age was yet to see.
We thought we were eternal then, and life was yet to be;
Back then it was forever - in the land that made me, me.
				
	               							Dennis Swartz

