Engagement Adoption


In a frenzy I ran trying hard not to trip. Jumped up on the wall, emptied my first clip. “Did I hit ‘em? Where are they? All I see is black.” “You wait for the flashes Sarge, then you attack.”

From behind me a tug on my pant leg. I stop. My Colonel is crouching behind on the rocks. “They’re coming on stretchers, on foot, at a crawl. What the hell are you doing with a rifle on the wall?”

“The expectant are there. Reassess and report, But don’t waste much time. We have little support.” Halfway down the line I come to a girl, But six years old with a head full of curls.

She looked up in fear with huge brown eyes, Her fate sinking in; She’s about to die. Peppered with holes, arms no longer a pair. Not just henna, all that red in her hair.

Scooped her up in my arms. No longer at war. Blindly walk to the TOC, open the door. I sit down in a corner, hold her close, sing a song. Dereliction of duty but I shouldn’t be long.

Her soft Dari murmuring, prayers for peace Come to a halt as she ceases to breathe. I embrace her another two minutes, or three.  Before giving her up. There’re patients to see.

Her body was gone with the sun’s morning rays, But I’ll see her face ‘til the end of my days. A daughter in five short minutes of strife And a death I will mourn for the rest of my life.


