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From an Injured Warrior, Home at Last


After Edna St. Vincent Millay

Don’t pity me—my future swept away.

At night the silent screen will be my sky.

Don’t pity me for pains that have their way—

imprisoned in recliner —time goes by.

Don’t pity me I cannot see the moon

nor hear the crashing waves come from the sea,

but that your visits cannot come too soon,

and you no longer spend your time with me.

When did I know? I know you are no more

than some elusive shadow that assails

the dreams which fringe around my fading shore,

the wreckage of my life strewn by the gales.

Just pity that my mind has had to learn

these truths it once denied at every turn.

