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‘twas a long time ago,
	 longer now than it seems, 
in a place that perhaps
	 you’ve seen in your dreams. 

for the story that you are
	 about To be told, 
took place in the no-pm 
	 world of old. 

now, you’ve probably wondered
	 where pm comes from. 
if you haven’t, I’d say it was
	 time you begun. 

so come with me on a 
	 twisted track, 
to an infamous unit known 
	 for pm lack.

there is no pm 
here! there is 
no pm in sight. 
our engines lurch 
and grind from 
day into night.

there is no pm 
here! they goof 
off all day! 
they blow off 
pmcs while 
sarge looks 
the other way.

and in this unit, 
everyone sees… 
neglecting pm 
is really quite 
a breeze.
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but I am the brakes 
hiding behind these 
wheels… 
pads wearing thin 
and making scary 
squeals!

and I am corrosion 
hiding inside gun 
barrels… 
they’ll be singing 
regrets soon, instead 
of christmas carols!

in this unit I call 
home base… 
my rusty roadwheel 
betrays this 
no—pm place.

but in this 
unit they 
just clown 
around… 
no matter 
how much I 
scold and 
hound!

I am the truck 
with the tear-
away brace… 
wing lug gets 
loose, spare 
tire’s gone 
without
a trace.

I am the “what” 
when they say, “what’s 

that sound?”

and I am the shock when 
someone forgets to ground!

bacteria! 
mold!
this 
is really 
keen. 
white ‘n purple, 
slimy green!

while our parts 
turn rusty—brown…

…readiness ratings
are sure going down!
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but it bothered one
mechanic named jack
and made him review
the harm a no—pm 
creed can do.

for t’was he who had 
skipped pmcs on the truck 
whose brakes had failed.

he wanted his 
ways to mend. 
so, despite his 
carefree friends, 
he took up the 
cause for pm!

I’ve read these tms 
so many times,
I know the chapters 
and I know the 
charts… 

I know all the 
warnings by heart. 
my brains are so 
full, it’s tearing 
me apart! 

I’ve read them so 
often, yet some-
thing’s wrong… 
it’s hard to put my
greasy finger on.

I sense there’s something
	 in the wind…
That feels like danger’s in this mix.

Though I hope I’m wrong this time…
What nightmares may come
	 by failing to fix?

Don’t they notice how
	 everything’s failing?

Don’t they know how dangerous
	 it can be?

Yes, I think they have blinders on…
No, I fear they don’t even see!

Although I’d like to join this crew
	 in their enthusiastic slack…
Try as I may, 
	 I dread karma’s payback.

dolly was right
	 To be worried.
that fateful day
	 came when the 
brakes failed on
	 the unit’s heavy 
cargo truck. 

three soldiers
	 got hurt  in the 
terrible crash. 
	 most in the unit 
didn’t think about
	 it too much. 

for everyone said, 
	 “t’was just an 
accident!”
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or perhaps it’s really 
not as deep as I’ve 
been led to think… 
am I trying much too 
hard? 
of course! I’ve been 
too close to see 
the answer’s right 
in front of me.

you know, I think 
this pm thing 
it’s not as tricky 
as it seems… 
and why should 
any lives be 
undone? 
pmcs should be 
done by 
everyone!

and there’s no reason 
I can find 
I cannot have a 
pm mind.

I bet I could improve 
this unit, too. 
and that’s exactly 
what I’ll do!

something’s up with 
jack, whatever can 
it be? 
his grin is ear-to-ear
as you can plainly see.

whistling too, 
worse than the 
guards… 
working again, 
instead of 
playing cards.

Don’t know what’s up,
but it’s clear to me
something’s changed
and made jack happy

I’m curious now,
what’s making him try…
hold on nOw,
I think I know why!

by setting a 
good example,
jack’s affected 
the whole crew.
everyone’s 
starting to pull 
pmcs.
his work ethic’s 
just like glue!

not just anyone, 
in fact, but me. 
why, I could honor 
all those three…

sarge’s hunch was right, 
and soon—thanks to jack—
the unit became known for 
its pm attack!
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