In Memory of John Glenn, U.S. Marine Corps
By Andrew Glenn

My brother’s heart no longer soars like the hawk,
Nor his talons skim the dark earth,
For he has flown for the last time
from that flock of man that circles without end.

We fly no more, John and I
When the feather of our youth divided heaven and earth.
We flew wing-to-wing
And we rode ponies of the sky
Down the sky’s proud current.

My brother’s heart no longer soars like a hawk,
And my heart is a stone with grief.
A little man stood guard on the roof with his 22…
“Come down, come down, Johnnie Boy.  There’s nothing 
To be afraid of…”  Mrs. Lee would say.

My heart is a stone with grief
And somewhere below in the crop of the world
Johnnie’s heart grinds with wrath,
Grinds the truth into fine powder.

His gun collection goes with him,
Power scattered to the wind,
To the four corners of sadness
On cairns of sorrow.
The windows of his temple are broken,
Its door flung wide,
Pages scattered form the book
Of our race.

He turned his talons on himself
On Hollow’s Eve, when Lacuna lay pregnant
In her dark berth of the sky,
And young eyes are filled with themselves.






I do not know his dark companion whom I blame.
I saw him in an old photo perched on John’s shoulder, a crow
Preening himself in the shadow of the temple.
Crow roped the mad moon toward home,
Roped this pale cousin down beneath the ruins,
And set him aflame in the lake of himself
Where he burned in the mirror of his mind.

Bird took his revenge on this soldier in his Celtic joy.
Through river rock the river gladly flows and
His blood was the river of this soul spilling.
Show me the way down, Lacuna,
To the dark chamber that holds the secret of his strength
Where I might find him clutching the flower of forgiveness
That I might unfold his tortured fist.

I shall go to the stream below the house and prepare for his return
I will return to the stream where we searched for agates
With Bruised feet, and let the cold water take me.

I will lie until my eyes turn to rose quartz form the cold,
Until I see the slender willow leaves shimmer with his presence,
Of the winter will branch speak,
Swaying heavily with winter ice.


