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What’s new?
How is it, he wonders, that eight letters, 
One apostrophe, and a question mark
(a mere two words) have such power
To ignite frozen fear?

As always, his light chatter verbally deflects
The invitation to conversation
And immediately he feels sad.
Reprimanded by his guilt, he reminds himself,
They were only trying to be friendly.

Then one day, looking just a little beyond guilt, 
He notices a heavy manhole cover and asks,
What’s in there?
But, with little courage to face the fear, he walks away.

Time passes, he keeps coming back,
And each time, he runs away.
Yet, something keeps pulling him

Then one day, he picks up a crowbar and holds it lightly.
Days later, he runs the tip of the crowbar
Around the edge of the concealing cover.

Weeks pass until the necessity to know outweighs the fear
And he lifts the cover a few inches and then walks away.
On another day he returns, still afraid, but determined to know.
The crowbar pries; fear tries to repel,
but he persists and pulls 
and the cover slides aside to reveal danger’s den
And once again he runs away.

Next time he returns with a strategy of compassion
And his laughter defuses the first bomb.
Acts of kindness take care of several others.
More laughter, music, good sex – 
All give him power to remove and defuse
And each time, the world becomes a safer place

Finally, with bombs defused, he looks inside
And when he sees what he sees
He immediately, intuitively knows
The heavy metal cover had simply and only been
A guise and disguise for something soft –
Soft and afraid of dying – 
With heavy metal placed there to protect
A deep, gaping, mostly-white wound,
Packed with gauze – some layers dry, 
Some wet or soaked with blood
Sometimes clotted and caked. 
Layer on layer the story emerged:
Each year a new dressing applied 
with old ones never removed.

What’s new?  Eight letters, one apostrophe.
And now he knows what’s new as each piece of gauze,
Each once-sterile dressing tells its story.
Just as he had defused mortar shells, he would now re-tell the story.
And on that day he begins releasing stories ready to move on.

With nothing left behind, the wound begins to heal.
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