Four Years-Zero Months, Zero Days
By Art Ball

One October morning, I awoke in my Vermont-home bed;
Two days I found myself in Lackland AFB, Texas instead!
Work; study; train; march; spit-polish my shoes,
Await mail from home to keep up on local news.
In about eight weeks, a stack of orders did appear,
Informing each of us where we would go from here.
I hoped for Tech school in Chanute, Illinois
So I cold train for a career with “the firefighting boys.”
But I drew another Texas base, located in Wichita Falls.
And discovered road/runway repair would be my call!
	Me: “Is it permitted t simply swap out orders?”
	My TI: “No, you’re not allowed to switch with our airmen brothers.”
	You must wait until you arrive at your permanent base
	before you can apply to work in a different place!”
work; study; train; march; enjoy the upcoming holidays
perhaps in the New Year your career might enter a different phase!
FIGMO!  I got my current orders at last,
I was going to an Arizona base amidst a desert so vast!
D-M AFB on processing saw me still trying to change.
	Me: “I want to be a fireman.  Would you please help me arrange?”
	Training NCO: “you need your 5-skill-level before you can start.”
	Me: “what must I do to fulfill my part?”
	TNCO: “There’s a 4-volume correspondence course you mut take.”
	Me: “how much time is involved for goodness sake?”
	TNCO; “One month per volume and one more for the final exam.”
	Me: “Please order my course as soon as you can.”
Well, it wasn’t long until the package came in.
I ripped off the wrapper and I did begin.
Two months and 4 days after receiving my books.
I took my final, despite Sarges’ skeptical looks!
I’ve always been able to do well on tests in school.
So, I was confident!  I was cool!
When the results arrived, my grade was very good’
Just as I confidently knew that it would!
By this time, I had a whopping nine months in U.S.A.F
So, I went to see Sarge; he immediately started to laugh.
	Me: “Hey Sarge, let’s get started on cross training paperwork
	Sarge: “Sorry Airman, you need a year in service.” He said with a smirk
	Me: “Okay, Sarge, I replied with a heavy heart
	Then I turned to depart.
Two months later, I was back once again!
Me: “Come on Sarge, let’s put my paperwork in.”
Sarge: “No can do!  You need 15 months in service now.”
Me: “Alright.” And I left with neither a nod or a bow.
I passed my first anniversary of service to my country
And one month later I was at Sarge’s door, though he wasn’t happy to see me.
Me: “We’ve got under two months.  Can we submit the application?”
Sarge: “Oops, sorry! You face a new directive, you need18 months of service to our nation.”
Me: “that’s enough of the foolishness my friend.
Time for this malarkey to end!”
You’ve got me for exactly what I signed up for~
Four years, zero months, zero days and not one second more!
No need to cajole, begging or insisting.
Don’t even talk to me about re-enlisting.
Work; study; train; march; less polish on my desert-dust
Covered boots while I bided my time.
One October morning, I awoke in the barracks for the final time!
Four years, zero month, zero days!
Honorably discharged as a Staff Sergeant…
Good bye.




