
	   	   Word	  Count:	  	  278	  

Shadow of Days  
 
And has the remainder of my days 

Been held over in this way? 

Am I to wander without sound 

Among the living, earthbound? 

 

Not fit for heaven or hell? 

A life ended by shrapnel. 

Pray it is not so— 

Take up this broken body, this soul. 

 

With restless heart I wander 

Into, around, through—I saunter. 

My cautious eyes observe the living 

Their daily patterns with some misgiving. 

 

I sit beneath the dogwood tree 

Bursting forth more flowers than leaves. 

The Stellar’s Jays, on their leafless branch 

Argue—though loyal, strong, and staunch. 
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I linger to gaze upon the trillium 

A sylvan lost in transition. 

A wonder of threes— 

Three petals, three leaves. 

 

This place. This place not my home. 

This hospital compound I roam. 

Companions of war were we 

To live and die in comradery. 

 

Yet never in those taxing days, 

When we were young and life was gay, 

Was a lack of earthly hope 

A promise of home in letters I wrote. 

 

Not one, but many were lost. 

Piercing screams across the frost 

Came on the winter air— 

That night with no compare. 
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Beside my bed, an offering brought 

Lavish, opulent, bountiful—was sought, 

The best flowers of the year 

From friends and family dear. 

 

Then sadness comes as bleeding hearts die 

Unbidden on the wings of butterflies. 

But now, small joy is patient in my hidden life 

Seeking blossoms where they thrive. 

 

Sitting on a desk— 

A magnificent creamy peach amaryllis 

It bore me to fearlessness 

And I lovingly adjust one of its leaves. 

 

A foreignness unfelt before, 

Unobserved, plain—postwar. 

Yet, a prisoner with pasty cool skin 

I trod the compound again, and again. 


