Goodbye, Colonel

by Shay Wills

That afternoon I took the call

The sun was napalm danger-close.
My skin shrank from the news,

And my shoes skimmed the asphalt scalding lot.
Get to cover! Only when I'm in

The shade of the vehicle,

Engine churning heat snakes

From the hood, did I break

The rank, my workday face,

And burned with awe that such

A strong full-bird colonel

Was brought down

Piloting a mower in

Straight runs under summer’s cover.
If only he had flown at dawn.
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