Shaky Needle Hands

I have shaky needle hands, 
As I root around inside gauze bands,
to find myself a spot to land,
And pray I hit a vein. 

See, I have shaky needle hands.
And what just occurred was not the plan, 
Cuz, here I am, an infantryman,
- giving our medic aid.  

Because I have shaky needle hands,
and it wasn’t a matter of if I can.
It came right down to where I stand, 
That I’m the one to do it.  

So, I have shaky needle hands,
But a flash of blood there in the pan,
Now I know I got it, man! 
And I connect the IV tubes. 

Then I saw things were out of hand, 
and when the platoon is in a jam, 
this man is more important than I am.
I’ve got to make him live.

I grabbed myself another man,
And we dragged him through the dry, burnt sand,
To the place where the helicopters land,
And we pushed him safely aboard.

Now, I have shaky needle hands.
Because I couldn’t help my brother Stan,
And when I heard the coffin lid slam,
I just stared at the ground.





 










 Wrong House

A woven rug still burned in the corner, 
Hot tea sat on the stove.
I toe a rocket’s tailfin with my boot, 
Stamped “Orlando, Florida”.
The mother shudders, clutching her daughter.
The son stares at me.
I nod and toss them a water bottle.

















In Pencil for Court

The sand stings my eyes; I walk it blind.
Step outside the bunker for a smoke,
past the generator and piss bottles.

The diagram is always in pencil for court.
The boy crawled down the stairs after his father struck him.
He died under the table. 

Now I’m a rusted gate.  
I write in the barn seated on a feed bucket.
The pig and the goats watch, chewing hay.













Six-Volt Bright

The headlights come on, 
Six-volt bright. 

The boy looks up,
Sees himself in the candy red tank. 

Starts with a cough, 
something silver from the exhaust stack. 

Slams it into gear – drops the clutch
She bucks, she rolls, she wants to go.

He pulls his son up with one arm, 
sets him on his lap.

Off toward the road, 
clumps of clay flipping from the tires. 

The steering pulls right. 
One wheel hops its flat spot.

He looks back, 
Barn slipping over the hill. 

Push the clutch.
Third gear.  

She bucks, she rolls, she wants to go.



