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War memorial

No names are etched here.
The bomb-scarred wall 
runs scared over the rise 

then dives for cover.
Village ruins lie tangled
in vines—charred thatch, 

broken bowls, human bones.
Stench no longer drifts in 
from napalm spread on jungle

like bad jam. High in kapok trees, 
pintail snipes sing of a child 
who ran naked from flames 

toward her white saviors.
They still hover over her
like fans on a hot night.
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