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Sweetness
I heard your voice before I saw you
and rushed out of my bed.
There you were, AWOL, 
straight from Viet Nam.

I got to you before my sister and brother,
the first to get to your outstretched arms.
We all piled on you, awaiting your absent smile.
But the sweetness of your life
had already sunk beneath
the rippling waters of the Tra Khuc.

There in the flesh you stood.
You, black-enough-to-be-navy-blue,
our favorite bastard cousin,
unshaven and handsome in your uniform
as if defying the lead story on the news:
fifty-five US soldiers killed that day.

Here, you said, and put your army jacket on me.
It hung all the way to my ankles. 
You didn’t take the time to tell me 
about all the pins on the lapel
like you would’ve done 
before we knew about a place called My Lai.

When you took Mama aside,
we were ordered back to bed,
lost in sleep,
placated by the miracle of your return
while you went home to kiss your toddling girl,
to reclaim your wayward wife,
but instead found your mother-in-law, 
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