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The Legend of Dan McGee 
            with apologies to robert w. service

a
bunch of soldiers
were whooping it up in 
the arctic motor pool
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the soldier that handles  
   the music box 
was playing some tunes,
   old school;

but back of the bay, in
   a pondering way, 
sat dangerous dan mcgee.

when out of the night, 
which was ten below,

and watching his funk was    
 a gal with some spunk,
the lady known as con-nie.

and into 
the din and  
the glare,

there stumbled a soldier  
 fresh from the cold,
dog-dirty, and loaded
 for bear.

he looked like a man with
 one foot in the grave
and scarcely the strength
 of a mouse.

yet he tilted his head and
 forcefully said,
“who does pm in this house?”

there’s men that somehow
 just grip your eyes,
and hold them hard like a spell;

and such was he, and he
 looked to con-nie
like a man who had not
 lived well.

with a face once fair,
 and the dreary stare
of a dog whose day is done,

as he shed his coat he
 said deep in his throat,
“I came to find that one.”
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his eyes went rubbering 
 ‘round the room,
and he seemed in a kind
 of daze,

‘til at last dangerous dan
 mcgee came in
the way of his wandering
 gaze.

with only the howl of a 
 timber wolf, and you camped
 there in the cold,
a half-dead thing in a
 stark, dead world,
 because pm had not
 been pulled?”

“were you ever out in the
 great alone, when the
 moon was awful clear,
and the icy landscape
 hemmed you in
 with a silence you most
 could hear;

then on a sudden the music
 changed,
so soft that you scarce could
 hear; 
but you felt that your life
 had been looted clean
 of all that it once held dear;

and a voice from back in the 
 bay came forth
from a soldier you couldn’t 
 quite see…
“I guess I’m the one you’re
 looking for,”
said dangerous dan mcgee.

the music almost died away,
 then it burst like a pent-up
 flood;
and it seemed to say:
 “pm, pm…
pm can save the day.”

and then the soldier spoke:

and the soldier turned, and
 his eyes they burned
 in a most peculiar way;
in a tattered uniform that was
 glazed with dirt
 he sat, and I saw him sway;

“I drove the hum-vee, my mission,
 you see,
 depended upon that ride
but the heater stopped working,
 the radiator froze
 and the batteries quickly died.

then his lips went in a kind
 of grin,
and he spoke, and his
 voice was calm.

imagine my surprise,”
 he said,
“when I saw pm had not
 been done.

and because of that my fight
 for life
had only just begun.”
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these are the simple facts
 of the case,
and I guess I ought to know.

they say the stranger was
 crazed with “cold”,
and I’m not denying it’s so.

there were those in the
 motor pool betting
that dangerous dan was dead.

but when dangerous dan walked
 up to his face
and slowly nodded his head,

“hold on a minute,” a voice 
rang out perfectly on key.

‘twas the lilting, dulcet tones
of the woman called con-nie.

“pm’s a partnership, my boys,
it’s not a go-alone deal.

it’s pulling and checking
 and checking again
before the mission becomes
 too real.

now I’m not so wise as the
 lawyer guys, 
but strictly between us three,

let’s all shake hands and be
 a pm team 
because teamwork is the key.”

so dangerous dan stuck 
 out his paw
and the soldier provided
 his mitt,

and they shook hands and
 promised to work together
and not let pm slip.
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and her job now done, she  
  faded away
into the cold night air,

and only a lingering  
 fragrance remained
 of the woman with the
 blond hair.

but as long as pm tales   
 are told

of the need for pm when
 the wind blows cold

none will forget what a 
 sight to see

was the pm lady known
 as con-nie.


