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She pictures heavy boots, plodding through sand,
and wonders if the socks she knitted fit him.
In sundown-smoky Baghdad, her Marine digs trenches,
longing for double beds and salt-rimmed tequilas,
tallying his buddies in the Black Hawk crash toll,
sung homeward by old doughboys on bus benches.
His wife, on their Sanpete porch, stirs Shirley Temples with tiny umbrellas,
watches the sunrise beyond Temple Hill, her speculations turning brittle

as sculpted ice. She blots up ginger ale/grenadine stains with an unsteady hand,
her carmine-tinted mouth pressing lip smudges on the goblet's rim.
While her Lance Corporal dreams of his stateside bride, blonde Marybeth,
trailing the scent of roses down the slope of the Manti Temple's lawn,
owls haunt the wounded, helicopters circling incessantly till dawn's
mirage: pale spring frost rendering those boys alive, proving their breath.
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