A Subterranean City

I’m driving through the gate, see sod-covered hills.
My mouth is home to cotton, my spine a path for chills.
The truck is in first gear, but the engine isn’t whining.
Without being asked, the stones are all aligning.

A subterranean city, not a soul in sight.
Each house built from marble, a penetrating white.
Songbirds serenading from leaf-heavy trees.
As cottonwood fluff floats in the morning breeze.

Today differs from the others, each stone sports a flag,
shining brighter thanks to an old man and his rag.
Many will show up today, some with flowers in hand
to show respect for loved ones residing in the land.

No census ever taken though the number daily grows,
evidenced by yet three freshly planted rows.
Though I honor every name, one is meant for me.
Again, my tears wet the grass as I take a bended knee.

While we above the ground may not know each other,
those interred below consider each their brother.
For the umpteenth time we’ll hear guns, then Taps,
but for your mom, it’s like the first, expect her to collapse.





