Roadside Blast
By Kimberly Green

You’re not from here are you asked the girl in the grubby sweats.
No, I’m not is all he said
Well where are you from
How’d you get here-how far did you come

Wearily he pulled back the hair that hung over his face. He didn’t know himself how he got to this place.  He just shrugged his shoulders that’s all he did.  Here take this-a candy bar she did give.

His hands shook from the lack of drink,
He felt as tho he’d been pushed to the brink.  He peeled back the wrapper putting the choc in his mouth.  I wonder if this is how all old soldiers felt.

Thanks, I guess I was hungry he did say
She pulled up a chair she asked him to stay.  Do you believe in love at first sight.  I used to he said-what a question-it might make him cry.

I think I love you so don’t laugh
When I saw you-you took my breathe
I dreamed of you so many times
I dreamed that you came here and that you were mine

Why don’t we marry?  Start a family you and I.  he looked at her dead straight in the eyes.  I’ve killed people don’t you know.  You don’t want the likes of me-I better go.

So he left her sitting on that old park bench.  He walked in the rain until he was drenched.  Every now and then he thinks about the past, if her love would have saved him-
	From the horrors of that roadside blast….
