Korea, 1968
By Andrew Glenn

The morning of the G.I. is here
Tall and straight, cold and clear.
A Korean winter, reading Stars and Stripes
It is my brother’s death I fear.

“Killed-in-Action” last column, last page
Each day I escape from naming,
From body counts and maiming,
For my days are owned by others…

And the rules of those who die in a hush
In a single conspiratorial rush, the blind
Ants afloat a tide possessed, so small
Wash ashore, asleep, in a sullen mouthing crest.

With one last wish far-flung
Mothers blow a kiss of lotus blossoms,
That fall on the ocean’s carnelian hem
That flutters and unfurls in ribbons of stars.

But the best young men can only faintly mutter
Prone in the petal and the dung.
