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“After the War” 
 

by Phil Carson 
 
 
He doesn’t come home at night 
To return, or to stay and weep, 
He doesn’t talk about the war. 
 
Tributes to forgotten friends, 
Remembered as they stood. 
He doesn’t come home at night. 
 
Old No. 7 to quiet the tongue. 
Names spoken and lost spirits found, 
He won’t talk about the war. 
 
Cheers to all and cheers to none. 
To remember is to forget every single one,  
He salutes those who never came back. 
 
Fruit of the summer on the ground—splayed … 
Betrayed again and again by the season’s end, 
He doesn’t come home at night. 
 
A dime or quarter and no one to talk to. 
Silence—pay phones are a thing of the past. 
He keeps secrets about the war. 
 
Formalities on a frigid December mourn, 
Twenty-one guns and a flag to keep, 
Tonight Daddy won’t come home. 
Daddy kept a secret about his war. 
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