A Tree Waits for Me
By William Snead

I see the end of the Red Balling Sun as it now has almost completely receded into a frozen North Korean West.  It was in the year of ’53 when I, John Baines was sergeant and leader of our retreating patrol when it was ambushed just two miles north of the Imjin River and relatively safety.

Amid constant small-arms fire, one could hear the deadly whine of an AK-47.  This small knoll is where we would make our last stand.

Six doing Custer’s Last Stand was not a proper time to thin of a Christmas tree, but I did.  And I know that tree would be waiting for me.

We were being overwhelmed.  Five troopers of our patrol were killed in front of me.  I kept firing my M-1 rifle and then remembered no more.  You see, I sleep out here in the cold North Korean winters

I’m one of the ones they never found.  An there are others out here yet to be found.  

And when they finally find me, I’m sure there will be a Christmas tree that’s waiting for me.
