THE NEWBEE
My duffle bag drag ends at Pleiku.

Polished boots and shiny jungle fatigues—
a testament to my newness.

I feel their stares instantly,
the collective glares of a LRRP team
fresh out of the bush.
 Cigarettes dangle,
their smoke a screen for this expressionless clique.

They weigh me, a curious new stranger to The ‘Nam.

Behind mud-caked faces, I see disdain
for those who are not them, yet a shared
uneasiness with what they have become.

I’m anxious under the agitated gazes
of these boy-men, their tender psyches
seared by battle.

I sense their long passage has brought them
both an eternal bond and un-exorcised demons.


For a moment, I long to be one of them.
To share their unspoken secrets.

To thin the shame of my rawness.
To ease their burden by letting the images
they harbor bleed into me.

But I blanch at the cost of membership
in this scarred warrior fraternity and
the horrific initiation required.

As I collect my gear to depart,
one smirks and mumbles,

"Good luck, Newbee—you’ll need it."

