
the twentieth maine regiment
at gettysburg

on the first second and third the trident
of the bloods poseidon sank deeper afresh
to the sea of its origin and when godsentgodsendgodsent

it became the standard in lincolnsLincolns flesh
it sank again more firmly for sallow troops
prayed as penitentspenitentepenitents wielding sleeve and mesh

of arms with bayonets frantically in loops
of mind arresting and recovering to hold
A yard of rock or ground where the will droops

only into mire and lesion
A blade will mold

in time if kept there wet in misting sun
the fragrant hill below where peaches fall
the lisp of leaves the broken lines that run

into ditches the weaving and irruptingirrupting pall
of smoke the riband near a rose the trickle
of dew the twinge of thomthorn and the dying call

of a hom there the dull gray robe and sickle
prevail as the finger feels a fragile spear
of bone who were they of the bronze and nickel

medals who received canister and shot at the angle
devoid of power that flamed the face they railed
into death fumbling the flags of war that dangle

now from stakes off white and dimly unassailed
the monuments stand where the dying once impaled
in weeds flourish into the air of another century

As yield of newer orders and in christ are nailed
into lengths of rhetoric that seem less than fury
less than insurgency and less than incidental worry
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