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Unknown Soldier

Eyes open, senses unaware, an insupportable weight bears him down, face in the muck.

Snort like a bull in heat, rank summer sun, imbues him with defeat.

Cough, gag, blow forth foul mire from his ruined body onto his ruined attire.

The tall reed grass wavers and sits still, he will not view the mast of that hill.

Gunshots and helicopter whirr deeply, but quietly, against his dull brain.

He bleeds; he does not yell; won’t he die in vain.

Flashes of the past, memories that would last, evanescent now.

Absorbed in violent echoes, his wife, her quiet eyes, the light smell of her skin,

Her smile, her laugh echoed as haunting songs in haunted horror house memories,

Cold steel intrudes, as if to say “ Sorry, am I intruding on your fond last memories?”

“Yes, you are,” He returns, realizing it is his last inane thought.

