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lot was drawn, whose name highlighted in the book of suffering? 
Someone’s sainted mother, faithful wife or infant child 
 
just fell beneath the wheel of ambivalent fate, body crushed like bones 
of an enemy. Someone’s tether to a happy life, a free world snapped. 
Though the chaplain speaks words of faith & hope, those words 
 
reek from a freshly dug grave, wet earth, pungent roots of grass & 
onions, dead smells the dead smell: by being there 
he breaks a man—being there, how easily it happens. 
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