Potters
By Arthur Ball

Another bus rumbles onto the base;
“In-processing” is an overwhelming place
For 28 pieces of unshaped clay,
Each one was raised in a different way.
“Rainbows” they called us for various appearance;
But when they got through, there would be little difference.
“Fill out these papers; sign on the lines
Just do what you’re told and all will be fine!”
They first want to get rid of the hair,
Then give you new clothes (if they don’t fit-well who really cares)
“Fall -in!” means form a crisp line.
“Forward march!” no one lagging behind!
“No talking in ranks!” you’re told time and again;
Sergeant Potter will turn you boys into men!
Marching, marching, wherever you go-
“Move it ladies, you’re way too slow.”
“Sir, yes sir” you yell en-masse.
Or it’s 25 pushups, down on the grass.
Clean up the barracks; make your beds, shine your shoes”
Do all the things your mama used to do.”
Okay recruits, it’s time for some fun!
Fall out in five minutes for a nice 10-mile run!
Next thing you know, it’s time for the night’s meal.
“Side-step” through the line!  Dang! Is all this for real?
You get some limited downtime till 2100 hrs taps,
When into bed you collapse!
0500 hrs Sergeant Potter walks in;
And rousts y’all out for Day Two to begin.
For the next eight weeks the Sergeant (The Potter) will have his way
As he slowly, patiently(?) molds all his assigned lumps of clay.
And when he is ready to let you go
You’ll all be shaped in the image of GI Joe!
