Sand in Vietnam
By Forrest Evarts

Hampton Beach Sand-----

Dumped the sand in Vietnam
Yeah, I dumped the sand in Vietnam
She sent me a letter
Said she thought she could do better
That didn’t bother me much, no not much of a drag,
As long as I didn’t go home in a body bag.

She filled the envelope with beach sand from home.
She worked at night, went to the beach by day
Hung out with draft dodgers who ran away
And fled to Canada but didn’t stay

The letter arrived and not a grain was lost
Halfway around the world for a six-cent cost
So I held a little ceremony in the Southeast Asian twilight.
Emptied the envelope, and prayed it would be a quiet night.

Almost nine thousand miles, and it made it all the way
So I dumped out the sand at the end of the day
Yeah, I dumped that sand in Vietnam

Time had a way of moving along
Since I dumped that sand in Vietnam,
And it’s still there-and I came home
