Leftovers 

In the broiling desert afternoon 
when the market buzz of the morning had ceased
to hum between my ears,
we came upon a finger
half-covered in the sand.
A sun-dried finger,
it seemed to point towards its hand
upturned
and half-covered in the desert sands.

And I remembered Corporal Steven
of karaoke fame;
who commanded loyalty
who ended up lame,
who shook the hand of royalty
whose time never came;
whose mother grew quietly insane.
So quietly,
we never even missed her
at our memorial services.


