Watching War Movies

Always the same: watching

World War II movies on TV,

Landing barges bursting onto

Islands, my skin crawls—

Heat, dust—the scorpion

Bites again.  How I deceived

Myself.  Certain my role would

Not make me killer, my anarmed

Body called down fire from

Scarred hills.  As life took 

Life, blood coursed into

One stream.  I knew one day,

The madness stopped, I’d make

My pilgrimage to temples,

Gardens, serene master of

A Way which pain was boding.

Atoms fuse, a mushroom cloud,

The movie ends.  But I still

Stumble under camouflage, near

Books of tranquil Buddhas by the

Screen.  The war goes on and on.

