
poem: Veterans' Day, 2010



[ background music: one small quiet trumpet playing some soft orchestral jazz.]



I drove all night,

to visit a friend,

he was no longer living,

putting flowers on his grave,

was the best I could do.



He went into the Army,

I joined the Navy.



A hurricane almost took the ship,

I was stationed on,

he died,

from a satchel charge,

tossed into the bunker they

were in.



He fell on it,

he died,

the rest lived.



he was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor,

posthumously.



I never knew of his death,

until many years later.



He had graduated a year before me.

So many gone, from that high school class.



One third of the men,

gone in Viet Nam.



Doesn't matter the politics,

or the reasons we were there,

he ceased to exist,

upon the explosion,

of the satchel charge.



Doesn't seem to compare,

to the ship I was on,

getting tossed around,

we almost turned upside down,

sinking into the depths,

with no chance of escape.



It would have been a slow death,

his was over in less than a second.



But I am still alive,

while he is gone.



[ a distant trumpet plays Taps. ]



[ exit ]

