U.S. Army 97th General Hospital

“Eyes Right!”  I can hear a familiar voice bellow, behind the door. 
I enter the room, my eyes directly focus on several small glass jars of formaldehyde sitting perfectly lined in a row, on my desk; every jar containing one eyeball. The eyeballs were all facing to the right, staring at my miniature cloth American Flag on its pedestal, now sitting next to the jars.  
Although I am active-duty personnel, my little office and photography darkroom is a business to me…and I run it that way…clean, tight, organized and always open for business. Unfortunately it is directly adjacent to the forensic pathologist’s lab where Mark works and where I know many jars of body parts sit on shelves, ready to be studied; haunting me through the thick concrete walls of the dark drab basement. I know that is where Mark got the eyeball.
I just come back from working on an assignment away from the US Army 97th General Hospital in Frankfort. Riding line S14 for over two weeks to the Rhein-Main Air Base Army morgue. It felt foreign riding the line, challenging trying to figure where to get off, and seeing unexpected young men wearing purple mohawk haircuts. I think to myself, just one more grim day tomorrow. Walking past the piled-up body bags once I reached the morgue was always the part I dreaded most.
“I know you are back behind the door Mark! This is not funny, Mark!” I am horrified. “This is not funny at all!” I lay my Army green backpack, and black camera case full of equipment on the chair next to the desk.
Mark reveals himself from behind the door. His army green fatigues are always un-ironed, pant legs puffing loosely around his un-shined boots, un-combed black hair too long for regulations, and face sickly pale white from lack of sun. “Aww…it is just a joke!” he says. “Besides I am going to return them all right now.” “Can’t you take a joke?” Mark is confident Colonel Pitchard, our forensic pathologist, will not miss the eyeballs before Mark can return them.
This is typical Mark humor I think to myself. I say to Mark, “We are too busy Mark to be joking around, nothing is funny.  You are lucky Colonel Pitchard is still at the morgue at Rhein-Main identifying the remains that flew in from Beirut. Get these jars out of here!” My voice is depressed and anxious. Mark knows I am not happy. 
He starts to pick up one jar. “Oh yeah…that’s right…that’s right,” Mark says “You had to go help with all that dejection.  Ok ok…but before I go…look at this one jar.”  He holds the jar close to my face, so close I must push his hand back.
The jar contains one vivid Irish green eyeball, as green as a four-leave clover. All I can do is sigh “Get that out of my face.” I tell him. The green eye, like a perfect marble edges its vision in my mind.
Mark gathers them up; places them in a little carboard box and sit them right on the couch, then flops himself next to the box. I can hear the glass jars clang against each other. Mark looks at me with an apologetic expression. “How is it going over there anyway, with all those dead bodies?”
“We are just about done. The days have been too long.” I tell him.  “Colonel Pitchard has been working long hours identifying maybe 100 bodies over the last two weeks, getting them ready to ship back home to America.” I think of home. “I have not been able to eat meat for the past 16 days, Mark, but I only have one more day of this crappy forensic photography.” I sigh in relief. “I did not join up for this type of photography. Thank God I only must take the photos…I don’t have to develop the film. 
“Give it time…” Mark says, “Give it time it will all go away from your mind, just give it time, think positive.  At least we don’t have a war going on.”

Give it time, yes time…as if it were a dream. Time does go on. The job I love- I leave, I leave by not re-enlisting. Back home in America, I am busy trying to build a life for myself. I get married to an Indiana boy. We start to have our first baby, still in the womb. I start selling my past at the local indoor flea market in Hammond, Indiana. It is my favorite season, Spring. No better way to do cleaning…making a green dollar while clearing unnecessary stuff.
My table holds an eclectic collection, from Beer Steins to Army fatigues. A man standing more than 6 feet tall slowly walks over to my table. I see he has rosy cheeks and a healthy built. He walks up to my booth table and starts flipping through my nicely pressed and neatly folded fatigues. 
“Hi Sir,” I say to him as I walk towards him. I am immediately pulled in by his vivid Irish Green eyes, staring right at me, as green as a four-leave clover. “How are you doing today, Sir?”
Underneath his denim overall he is wearing a western denim shirt. He walks closer up to me, takes a red farmer’s handkerchief from his back pocket and rubs his eyes with it. His sagging, sorrowful green eyes  become red as he moves up close to my face, to speak in a low whisper. “Ah, I guess I’m not doing too good. I lost my only son last year.” He gets a bit choked up.
From the logo on the baseball cap he is wearing, I think to myself this man is a farmer. “I am so sorry to hear that.  Sorry for your great loss.” I feel his need to have an ear to listen to his grief is about to burst.
He begins to talk in a bit more normal tone. “The Army green fatigues I see you have here, young lady, on your table, reminds me of him.” He picks up the green fatigue shirt and starts squeezing it with one hand. “He was killed, my Son was killed, in that Marine Barracks, there in Beirut, Lebanon. A suicide bombing you know.  He was my only boy…eyes as green as a four-leave clover I tell you, my only boy.” He is talking directly at me. I see a tear roll down his rosy cheek. “Do you know about that?” he asks me. “Had you heard about that?” He ask me again, looking straight at me.
I feel the interrogation happening. I stare at the man. I just stand there not saying anything, just standing silently staring into the old man’s green eyes, as green as a four-leave clover. Time stops; there is only space of horror between me and him. A vision flashes in my mind of young boys, playing with green marbles on the dirt ground.  A vision comes to my mind of an old commercial flatbed driving through a Guard’s checkpoint. Then I look down at the dirty concrete floor I am standing on, then at the chair sitting by my table, where my lunch I bought from the swap-meet vendor, a slice of pizza full of sausage and pepperoni sits on a paper plate wet from the oily cheese.  I can barely breathe as I force words out of my mouth…” Excuse meee…Si…Sir.”  I run out the front door of the flea market building, around to the corner of the building where I think no one is watching me…and violently vomit, until I feel my face turn green. In my mind I am handing Doctor Pitchard, our forensic pathologist, a clean paper towel as his sweat drops on a face, on young face lying stiff on the gurney. “We need to put a little make-up on him, make him look beautiful before he goes home.” Colonel Pitchard looks at me with a subtle smile, but I can see the sadness in his eyes.
“Yes,” I tell the Doctor, “Yes. Just a little make-up.”
2

