Dishonorable
By Arlin Buyert

Before touring Vietnam,
one week of POW training
in the mountains of Maine.

Almost Heaven:
Majestic peaks, deep-breath air,
slithering streams, September leaves,
quiet trees.

Almost Hell:
“Pretend prison” for thirty officers,
no food for the week, all dressed down to
bare naked, then every man in turn
crammed into a wood box,
lid closed to the dark, forever it seemed,
to be greeted by a snake’s forked tongue in the nostril.

Cmd. Ramsey screamed and quivered to the ground.
The guards made a deal-
“Kill the naked, wrap it around your neck.
On your hands and knees, like a dog,
for the rest of the week.”
So it was.

Dishonorable Discharge
