More

         By: Jerry Bowman

When I was a child, cleaning my room, it was never quite enough.

Make your bed, pick up your things, this can not be that rough!

When I asked, to explain, how much should I do? 

Is it OK, just to clean the floor?

All I ever heard them say, is More, More, More.

When I was a boy, going to school, it was never quite enough.

Do your homework, go to practice, this can not be that rough!

When I asked, to explain, how much should I do?

Look at my grades, they‘re starting to soar.

All I ever heard them say, is More, More, More.

When I was a soldier, young, strong, and proud,  it was never quite enough.

Right face, left face, this can not be that rough!

When I asked, to explain, how much should I do?

I have trained and trained, to go to war.

All I ever heard them say, is More, More, More.

When I was a husband, taking care of house and home, it was never quite enough.

Go to work, make time for us, this can not be that rough!

When I asked, to explain, how much should I do?

It’s late when I get home, walking through the door. 

All I ever heard them say, is More, More, More.

When I was a parent,  I thought I knew the score.

But all I ever told my kids, is More, More, More.
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