
      Broken Shield, Shattered Sword


      

      
      
         Proud Hiryū, sundered from her sisters,

Left them astern, dive-bomber-doomed, 

Burning and turning in useless circles.

Still Hiryū pressed on, grim in ganbatte,

To do or die. Risking all

On her final throw, her death darts

Piloted by war weary, exhausted aces,

The last keen edge on the finest battle-blade

Ever forged, Hiryū called the best and last 

From her crew, casting desperate dice.



Until the diving death from above

that slew her sisters, came for her

Bombs blossoming in metal rain

Fearsome fire, falling planes,

Falling ship through reddened skywater, setting sun.







Brave Yorktown, defier of death,

Oft claimed sunken, always averting

The sundering shot, slipping aside.

Bearing battle scars deep down,

Devastated, undaunted, yet lashed by forge's fire

Hastily hammered to seaworthy shape,

She sailed to her sisters at Midway,

Island iota, ocean outpost.

Yorktown launched fervent fliers

Seeking to deal death, oft finding their own.



Dauntless, devastating, but battered by blows,

Yorktown sailed on, listing, leaning,

Reported dead again, turning bloody tide,

Listed longer, sub-struck, smashed by Hiryū's last strike,

Yorktown yielded, the cold seas rolled, 

Drowning her decks, flooding her fury.

 



Deep in darkness,

Both ships lie low in the haze.

Clouds of rust water, white bones,

Plane frames grounded on sea bed,



As far overhead, ships sail serenely, 

Cargo in containers, toys and tablets

Pass between ports in Osaka and Los Angeles,

The trade of free nations at peace.
      

      
   
      Drunk Woman and Crippled Man


      

      
      
         Drunk woman stumbles around,  

enters the dirty bar.  

 

Outside the sun is hidden by the clouds,  

warm rain falls from the sky.  



She shakes her umbrella,  

splashing water on the faded floor.  



It's late in the afternoon,  

the bar is near empty.  



Her head hurts with a pain,  

but she doesn't sigh.  



Months to live,  

the drunk woman belly ups to the bar.  



The bartender stares,  

but says no word.  



He knows better to,  

for her wrath is deadly.  



Cripple man gimps slowly,  

enters the dirty bar.  



He is wet from the rain,  

because he has no hands free for an umbrella.  



Though to be honest he doesn't mind,  

rain never bother him anyway.   



His heart is light,

for he is to meet the woman.



He loves her so,

ignorant of her time left.  



Shuffling to the bar,  

he sits next to her.  



They chit chat and laugh,  

then piss and moan about world.  



Time passes in the bar,  

the woman seems to be not there.  



He asks what is wrong,  

and she says “it's nothing!”  



More time passes and night falls,  

the rain becomes cooler.  



They leave together,  

ready to go their separate ways.  



He asks her in the rain again “what is wrong?”  

and doesn't incur her wrath.  



While the woman is angry,  

she cools her fire within.  



Her time is short she tells him,  

his reaction is predictable sorry.  



She turns away from him,  

he lurches to give her a hug.  



The woman is in surprise,  

yet doesn't complain.  



The man tells her they'll meet tomorrow,  

to do something more fun.  



They talk in the rain,  

and agree to meet somewhere.  



Finally they go their separate ways,  

in the cool night rain.  



And the next months are better,

up to her end.  



The man left behind sheds no tears,  

except in his heart.  
      

      
   
      A Bucket to the Face


      

      
      
         "Deluded fool!" I fling the words around

My sodden brain where innocence has drowned,

Its body bloated, stripped, a beaten seal,

Deluded fool!



Expecting human nature won't confound,

Stupidity an act that pranced and clowned,

I lived a life that overlooked the real,

Deluded fool!



My privilege is dashed upon the ground.

Believing folks are decent? Smash it! Pound!

Ignoring truth for fanciful appeal?

Deluded fool!



The lapping icy waves the only sound,

Embrace despair so failure won't astound!

Except I can't. It's not the way I feel,

Deluded fool.



Betrayed, abandoned, still I haven't frowned.

Resolved, I'll proudly rule, remaining crowned.

My hope's been shattered: watch it recongeal.

Deluded fool...
      

      
   