THE SKIRTED SOLDIER

By Charlos Collins Aldridge

I am a WAAC,

I am a Soldier in Skirts.

Don't laugh, Mister. It is no laughing
matter.

I wear the uniform of my country

Becauso my country is at war.

I'm no super-patriot. HKillions of

Young men have laid aside peneils,

Typewritcrs, golf clubs to shoulder guns,

To fight, to bleed....and to dic

That thls grceat Unitcd States of Amorica

llay remain froo.

There's Joc and Petc and Ferbert and Al
and Goorge.,

They were told thoir country was in poeril
and

They did somcthing sbout it,

Why should I sit back in casec and let Joe
and Pete

And George fight my war for me?

However you add it, subtract it or multi-
ply it,

It is my war, too. Not just Joe's war

Or Pctoa's or George's.

Those grand fellows == follows I know
and love ==

Did not have to be told twiece thet their
country

Was in grave danger -~ just once.

Neither did I,

* * * * * * ¥ *

nGoodbye, sir, I'm off to join the WAACs

"You can find another stenographer,'

"Goodbys, children, You'll have a new
teacher.ie,.

"I'm going to join the

"store these dishes and

WAACS,. "
chairs for the

duration,

"And rent the house, I'm off to join
the WAACs,"
* * * * * * * *

I swemped the recruiting station.

I got in the sorgoant's hair, the Captain's * * *

hair,

Ths colonol's hair. ,

"Are you surc you know what you're
doing, Lady?"

Asked the sergeant, tho eaptain, tho
colonel,

"This is no toa party, no glamour paradc,”

"Glameur be....Excuso me, sir. ‘'hat I
meen is 4

"There's a job to do, -

“And I can do it.¥

The sergcant, the captain and the coloiol

Threw up their hands in:- utter dismay .

ind total disbelief, &

But they signed me¢ up. And they hended

Me a onc-way ticket to Fort Des woinecs.
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So you went to Fort Des Moings and

They gave you a gold bar for ocach
shoulder?

NO! Mistor, NO!

They ddn't give me ANYTHING....

Except shots in the arm, and

Apn Ill-fitting uniform, and

Gigs opposite my name, and

Blisters == big raw blisters =- on my
feet,

I ZARN.D those gold bars....thc hard
way. :

*x® * * * * % * %
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Did you over stand at attention

And have your nosc start to itch.

And just keop on itching and itching

Till you thought surc it would itch off?

Woll I did.

Did you ovaer march and march and march

Till your archos scrcancd in pain

And your blistercd hools ericd out in
mortel agony?

Well I did.

Did you cver have sn innoecnt, unsuspoc=-
ting

Brain into which suddunly wore hurled
heedlong

The intrescacies of lucss Management,

Arny Admiristretion, Property Accounte
ability,

Close Order Drill, #my Courtesy,

Physical Zd, The Punitive sarticles of
War,

And Discipline, Yes Sir, Ne &ir, Yes
Mem,

No Mam? Vell 4id you?

Well I did.

Mistor, I carnsd thosc gold bars.

And this militcry boaring.

And this sharp salute.

Oh Glamour, wherc art thou?

Oh Colonsl, you knew whercof you spokel

* * * * *

But today I am a WAkC,

A Third Qfficer, if you pleasc,

And I'm cquipped to & a job.

That job is an army job., Thoy won't

Lot mo choot the Japs and the Nazis.

But any othor Amy job thoy want me
bhofidd

THIEiLL,

I'11 bakc thce ~rmy's bread, make its
pics,

Pecl its spuds, watch its skics,

I'1l cl.an its barracks. I'll drive
its trucks,

I1'11 whip its bounding, importincnt
JjoopSeeee

Answor its phoncs, writc its lottors

And filc ten copiocs n.atly awayeees

(0 VER)



I'11 do ANVTEING.

I am rcady. I am traincd,.

If I'm nocded in £nglend, Iccland,

Austrslia,. Alaska, lgypt,

The, Solomons, lladagascar,

Mitchell fizld or Fort Sam Houston....

There will I bo, Proparcd, eager, alort.

Yes, Joc sud Pote and Goorge and: Horb

~You may go into battle now

And not be entirely 2lonGesssl, too,

Will be serving. It is rcally my war
now .

Just as it is your war.

4nd Joo and Foto and CGeorge and Herb

I want you to know this:

I am proud to the last fiber of my hody. «

T LJJ “aovest misty recess of my spirit

That I em privileged to wear tho uniform

O0F i ‘eonintrye

Proud thet I am privileged to have a
part

In making history.

Proud that I am privilcged to play a
rolg,

However small,

In this grim, nccessary strugglc to
kecp

Our country a land wherein we may

Live, love and worship God

Any way we pleasc,

* * * * * *

Mister, if you'll pardon nee
I have work to do.

I am a WAAC-
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