
Basic 
by Lucas Seidman 

Reception  
receive your new mode of living 
Bus fulls of America’s hopeful 
Poked, prodded, tested, lied to, lied about, turned into liars 
—ever smoke marijuana, son? — 
—no, sir — 
—you sure, young lady? — 
—yes, sir —  
—ever use cocaine, son? — 
—no, sir, we only drink Pepsi in my house — 
That’s four years of your life… 
—you ready to die for Uncle Sam? — 
—For God and country, sir — 
Bend over and cough under white lights 
Bare feet cold on hospital tile  
—Stand up, Lift your penis — 
—ever get a speeding ticket? — 
—Just once, sir.  was late to Sunday service — 
—Wouldn’t lie would you? — 
—For God and Country, sir! — 
Hands raised and mass cult affirmations  
the defense of liberty, Justice and freedom 
contract signed, sign your life away  
shaved like a space chimp headed on a rocket ride to the American side of 
the moon 
the enlisted rolling over American red-blooded veinous highways 
toward America’s red, white and blue thumping heart 
talking, lonely 
last bit of freedom  
already missing Jennifer under the oak tree 
missing grandma‘s pies  
missing the way Rover wags his tail and barks when the family pulls up 
missing buddies who didn’t hear the call  
still unclear why they didn’t hear it  
so loud did The Liberty Bell ring calling all newcomers  
—Service train, All aboard! — 
missing Danielle in the backseat, moonlight like lasers through the Palm 
canopy 
remembering hunting trips, camping trips 
pictures of Bin Laden, Bruce Lee on the TV just in case we forgot what we 
were fighting for  
or those scary Russians, with their nuclear weapons, uranium-packed 
titanium cock extensions 
marching them to the sea cliffs like the phallus parades of Rome  
going to basic 
going to train and shoot guns full auto and blow shit up  
that’s Arnold, Sylvester, Chuck, everything from the video game 
fascinations of the rectangle God box made manifest at the bases that have 
become folklore 
—My uncle went to Benning — 



—My granddaddy went to Paris Island — 
—my dad did his AIT at Sill, Lee, Gordon — 
—wonder if the shark will attack — 
—Wonder if we get to sleep the first day — 
—wonder if I’ll get cut, shoot straight, if they got MP5s and customizable 
ARs — 
—wonder if I can do enough push-ups — 
—wonder if I can do the most — 
buddies meeting, talking about the future  
—what job did you pick? — 
—For God and country, sir! — 
—your job — 
water, fuel, combat, helicopter 
Big promises of jumping out of planes, seeing the world, going to college 
—why did you join? — 
—my dad was in the army, my uncle, my brother — 
warlike generations 
hereditary responsibility to defend the land 
American Ksatriya 
—my grandfather was in the Navy — he fought the Nazis at Waterloo — he 
served with Patton near Saigon — 
—he ever kill anyone? — 
—Oh, he didn’t talk about it — 
—I know what you mean — 
and focus drifts to the hum of the rubber on the road and eyes drift to 
the forest lining the highway 
out there, America, land of the free  
time ticking  
secondhands to the minute they reach the gates 
each young man and woman to meet his fate  
at Boot Camp, which they call basic  
still missing Michelle after school, smoking weed, cold Budweiser  
old man somewhere in the background 
— I used to be a teacher — 
all perk up  
first time they were ever this close to one 
What’s it look, like what’s it eat? 
used to own a boat  
general of the swell  
missing bikini bodies in the sunlight and a pack of camels a day 
the freedom one must give up to defend freedom  
toss my sandwich in the garbage so I can sew a crop of tomatoes. 

—Get the fuck off the fucking bus!!! — 
How they run for Garth Brooks in a smoky the bear hat 
Women, all of them supermodels in Smoky the Bear hats,  
never been such nasty bitches one minute and such wonderful G.I. Jane 
wonder women the next  
psychotic?  
No. basic. 
—Push the floor! — 
Black, white, Asian  
—do you think she’ll marry me after I finish basic? — 
—Front leaning rest position! — 



—What do you think she does in her spare time? — 
—Shut your mouth and stand at attention! — 
Smoky the bear with curves, looking good enough to eat with a spoon 
topped with peanut butter  
time time time, always tickin’ 
—600 hours until I can eat a pizza again — 
Men laughing, banging on bare metal 
arguing over basketball for the 10th time  
can’t remember who the president is as soldiers  
can remember what college that one guy who made that one jumpshot in 
that one game that no one watched attended 
Working out prison style 
leather gloves, killers in training  
pushing and pulling up, crunching  
— get those abs! — 
and still somewhere in the background. 
—Fuck that bitch! fuck that bitch! — 
turnover, more push-ups, diamonds  
—reform!  reform!  reform! — 
—You be that individual! — 
Inspires team group 
Group of cattle 
Group of sheep, sheared daily 
Zimbardo nightmare 
Social pressure of conforming to the role of zombies 
Boot Camp, running endlessly from MRE to MRE 
throw in cafeteria food every now and again  
the draw of food  
ask him if they’ll kill for a DFAC peanut butter packet and fresh wheat 
bread. 
—No, man.  That’s not the good talk here — 
And honey packets. 
—Sold — 
Ein, Svi, FreI, boom!, fier  

God made men  
men made guns 
guns cannot make you God. 

Drop your rucksack, admit to worthlessness, or for the man, drop your 
rucksack and forever be counted as a fag!  

—I’m gonna fuck you up I swear to God — 
Trades made and payments taken for shit tickets, shit paper 
—I need shit paper, you asshole! — 
—Use the baby wipes, peasant — 
After some thought  
—Good idea — 
—Smells like shit in here, smells like ass, rotten pussy, a bag of dicks — 
Does a bag of dicks smell worse than a bag of heads or are they both just 
piles of rotting flesh? 
I am not ashamed I have a penis, nor should any man be 

A man walks in carrying his rifle 



—I can smell his shit! — 
—You don’t have to use that word — a man of God reminds him 
Meat freezer cold, rows of stacked bunks, packed full of seedy men, 
just like the jails, the only difference inmates get tobacco products and 
phone calls 
—When I get out of here, I’m ordering a pizza and getting a can of Grizzly 
and a bottle of lotion and having sex with myself — 
shitting, dipping, eating and showering, cyclic, and not necessarily in that 
order 
—Don’t throw that away!  Motherfucker, I needed that shit! — 
MRE is coming, still being produced, we guess, though no one can get 
ahold of enough toilet paper to service 200 young assholes packed full of 
American casual cuisine three times a day 
personal reflection, reflecting on inadequate personal mirror having 
been supplied or available for the widespread use, and thus lack of 
quality personal reflection 
The melting pot simmers as foreigners share their languages  
languages of the orient, sing tunes  
two men threaten to fight over one slapping another   
sidebar occurs 
—I’m not racist. When was the last time I called you a Nigger or any of 
that? — 
Malcolm X in the short bed wakes up 
—We will not be treated this way! — 
In the cold now  
the snitches have burned him for his jacket  
—shit shit shit, take a shit, smell that shit, flush that shit — 
Some days the only job in the army is eating in bulk 
God bless America 

Concerned about the assholes of assholes at the doorstep of Armageddon 
basic proctology 

COVID-19…  
Reminds me of when I was 19 I made a vid with a coed.  She was 19 too.  
Called our bed the cloud and would name our children late at night while 
typing on our matching laptops 
the bed, the laptops, the girl…all gone  
made obsolete by the updating of technologies 
—Echo company out there getting smoked again from the window — 
—Should we watch? — 
—Maybe not. what if we’re next?  — 
Chinese girl appears on crutches now and with evidence she tore her feet 
up during the Forge  
read about Chinese breaking the feet of farm girls and binding them to 
keep them small  
wonder if there’s any relation to these practices 
Women’s militia fantasies  
the revolutionary is not guilty  
—would you trade anything from your MRE to see her again? — 
—I’d just give away the teriyaki beef strip — 
—And the rest? — 
Kill kill kill! 
Bleed bleed bleed! 



Give me more of MRE! 
Kill kill kill! 
I’ve got skittles! 
M&Ms! 
Twizzlers! 
Yay!!! 
The child soldiers sing And dance as they buzz like turkey vultures over 
who gets which meal from the MRE box dropped by the bull 
Uncle Sam’s South Carolina frum cult 
Vegans get vegan meals  
whiners always get taken care of first 
Even old mammy back home on the farm used to say it, but like this:  
the squeaky wheel gets the grease 
—I need you to wipe my ass — 
overheard in the background  
—fuck that bitch! fuck that bitch! — 
—Drop your ruck and be recycled — 
quiet fear  
sparks and heat, smolder, metal, pounding, hammer, sweat, steel,  
all things valuable  
anything this time but sex 
—If you make my position, I’ll service you in the bathroom — 
Halls cough drops like currency  
small, empty wrapping paper acquires on windowsills, on stairwells next 
to 10 pounds of dust 
not sawdust  
dirt  
actual human skin flakes hanging thick in the air 
like bailene whales who drift in the mighty ocean deep, sucking water to 
strain it and collect what becomes like the crud of not brushing 
suck hard enough in the May barracks and you can scrape human skin off 
your teeth 

Fear of the Lord… And Jodi  
two men arguing about which day is best to jerk off in in the communal 
shower 
One can’t pick.  Chooses all instead. 
Fear on the news we can’t watch 
Disease is shutting down the world 
The Ayatollah in Iran 
ready to open discussions of World War III up again 
no shalom, no Salam  
America’s tired of getting buzzed at by scud 
Young Mexican yelling  
—you calling me a monkey?!  I’ll fucking kill you man! — 
white brigade comes to break it up  
moral order, cohesion  
—we don’t call people monkeys around here, young man — 
Letter writing, letter reading 
illiterates from Kentucky with pens like Shakespeare  
Dear Jane, Dear Sarah… 
Young man, practicing his aim with issued M4A1  
private Oswald  
beware the next president of the sin of cutting the defense budget 



Ein, svi, freí, fear 
Turns to the bunks  
letters too many to mommy and grandma, to Mary 
men getting 40 winks in 40 minutes sprawled near one another  
black, white, Mexican 
No one cares about color when you’re this miserable  
gums flapping about nothing which is everything after time spent on the 
line 
Young man stands in a group of men, fresh shaven shampoo testing space 
chimps  
—stop calling me a skinhead! — 
Men on Sunday contemplate the merit of the KJV versus the Gideon version  
Miniature Old Testament offered at processing,  
with different camouflage cover for each service 
— I like the thou and thine better — 
— in cadence! — 
Men argue at night over who’s talking, talking loud  
nine weeks semi-focused on semi-auto and the how to of fighting with it on 
the future front lines  
—front lean rest position! — 
No room for hope 
No chants for peace 
—Front lean rest position! — 
30 sweaty men and women, muscles swollen, shaking from staring at the 
concrete floor in the winter 
one asshole cackles with an evil, crooked grin 
Addresses All the men that left sweet Jenny and Mary at home 
—Jody is fucking all your women right now — 
The angst, the whore! 
trapped with no cell phone on Friday night dreading 10 miles in the rain 
tomorrow. 
—Jody got your girl begging for dick — 
Out in the cold, blowing dragon’s breath 
the smoker of cigarettes sleeping in a foot of water 
—just one drag man — 
—Jody is in your girlfriend’s bed right now and they are warmmmm.  
They’ve been drinking and smoking cigarettes next to a fire all night — 
No shower for days  
—Jody got her in a hot tub filled with bubbles — 
Fourth day of cold hamburger patties 
—She’s with Jody at the outback – just had prime rib – headed home for 
dessert — 
Some can’t stand the voice of reason, contemplate how to kill him in the 
night. 
—Get off the phone with her — from the gallery: 
—She’s on her way to Jody‘s right now then straight to her knees — 
—Front leaning rest position! — 
Running out of toilet paper 
Diseases bring the world down 
Two men make a mission to another floor  
thieves in the night  
toilet paper for all 
the bulls get wind  
—form up on the line! — 



—Are you are eyeballing me, private?! — 
Front line sweaty men and women  
America’s finest squirming on the ground like seizure victims in the a.m.  
see another drop 
—get the fuck up! — 
New Favorite words  
—how are you? — 
—Get the fuck up! — 
Still giggling 
—Shut the fuck up! — 
Somewhere between taskmasters and Hitler until the bulls come to 
scatter leadership like light scatters cockroaches 
—You don’t run shit here motherfuckers! — 

the great song plays 
feet blistered, bones worn, dirt in places you can’t find in a textbook 
drill sergeant shows up late in running mascara 
was out celebrating for the troops late into the morning  
Bradley Bushwoman, Army strong 
Bradley urinals in the Escatawpa boats 
my drill sergeant is close to cock in over 200 countries every day 
Where the army is still winning 
the hearts and minds of godless goat-herders 
One day little aziz and Malik will take their dates half drunk on Zima to 
baskin-Robbins and score in the dunes just beyond town 
Levantine lovers lane 
—She went all the way, brother — 
Thank a soldier somewhere 
thank you for your service  
Thank you for your support 
And where’d he learn it 
Force generation units generating forces since the days of the baron von 
Steuben — Erin go bragh — 
At IET, which most people call boot camp 
Which others simply call  
Basic


