No Man’s Land

One hundred sixty by two miles,
separating south from north,
almost nothing as the crow flies,
daily uneasiness issues forth,
challenging opponents’ wiles.

Two nations, ideologies two,
starker difference seldom found,
in south a democracy true,
to north a republic dictator-bound,
dynastic power in hands of few.

Demonstrations of military might,
displays of cult-like affection,
cannot hide the peoples plight
or economic deflection
from food-growing failure and blight.

Year after year of each five-year plan
ambitious goals are seldom met,
rice and cabbage from the Kim clan
the common man seldom gets,
serving the nation as best he can.

Weapons of war are always in style,
failures and flaws taken in stride,
frequent testing and trial,
successes bolstering the pride
of a regime maintained by guile.

I stand on observation post,
winter wind whips and shrieks,
Kijong-dong is merely a ghost,
like most of the north grim and bleak,
reality falls short of boast.

