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Brothers

For days and days and nights

(until Mother scolded us inside

to dinner),

we built our forts of war with rotting,

grass-grown crates and

bits of tin and brick from

an abandoned house over 

our back fence.

For the first--victory-bound--

prison pens of cooping cable

meandered behind the slant-walled fort.

A defender,

a brother, 

rose with ready rubber band

through eagerly equipped

trap door.

Inside, a basement: built with

broken-handled shovels and

Dad’s red and grey specked tools

like ancient braille that rasped when touched.

We nibbled bravely at the packed 

granite ground

until a sudden summer shower

flash-flooded our design.

Laughing, we dug again, thankful--once--

for the rain.

For the second, less ambitious,

an ankle-moat encircled the compound,

supplied with imaginary

sharks and alligators

and the hose meant for Mom’s tomatoes,

which withered--hollow stalks

and brown, seed-filled prunes--

in the quick August sun.

A two-story tower

leaned protectively above our barricades,

with a supply of 

flour-filled baggies and 

carefully constructed 

clods of dirt

to aid our 

counter-assault.

Once, when others relented to

procrastinated chores and lunch,

I alone remained, surveying the defenses.

Quietly giggling at 

my plan,

rope snares and falling cardboard traps

adorned my chosen side of the fated field--

awaiting four zealous boys 

outfitted in Dad’s torn and muddied

Army gear.

Genesis

As I reminisced in preparation for the nostalgia poem, I thought of my mission, a frightening dream-like experience that actually helped increase my faith, and other things that I could tie in with my life right now.  I think my main concern was for a “Message” that would save the world because it was important to me.  Yet, for some reason, I couldn’t get anything or any idea to work for me in a poem.  So, I asked my wife--half-jokingly--what memory I should write about.  She suggested the “war.”  I liked it right away.  It just seemed right.  Images and ideas and thoughts kept coming back to me, pulled out most recently at this last Christmas when we spent the better part of a day watching old family videos.  The “war” was on there (we had bribed our mom to tape us that day).  Here’s how I remember it: I grew up the oldest of four boys--the girl came after the “war”--who were no more than eight years apart.  We fought a lot, but there were times when we actually got along.  One such summer was the time we built forts out of old crates and plywood and tin siding in our backyard.  We lived on an acre lot.  Then, when we had finished construction, we each invited a friend over and had this mock war.  I remember “shooting” someone and then yelling at them to stay down because they were dead.  I also had great fun jumping into the moat to avoid enemy fire.  In the end, nobody won.  When I first wrote this poem, my aim was still partially self-aggrandizement and a desire to make a “deep” point.  But, the more I revised, the more the structure seemed to take shape from the flow, and the more I enjoyed the poem.

