Memorial Day

Three deliberate shots

Fire this quiet town,

Scatter sparrows from

The willow-oak, touch

The scar where over thirty

Years ago the mortar

Fragment hit: I know

Once more how good it is

To live.  Thinking of the

Boy struck down beside

Me by that shell, I see

Him sink into slow jungle

Green, shock burned forever

In his eyes.  Again I

Crawl to comfort his last

Breath.  Even now there’s 

Nothing I can do but,

As the bugle fades, remember.

