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In a soft voice, without flourishes, he would have told

the exact truth.
“Late in the night,” he would’ve said, "“we took some

mortar fire.”

He would've explained how it was stil] raining, and
how the clouds were pasted to the field, and how the mor-
tar rounds seemed to come right out of the clouds. Every-
thing was black and wet. The field just exploded. Rain and
slop and shrapnel, nowhere to run, and all they could do
was worm down into slime and cover up and wait. He
would’ve described the crazy things he saw. Weird things.
Like how at one point he noticed a guy lying next to him in
the sludge, completely buried except for his face, and how
after a moment the guy rolled his eyes and winked at him.
The noise was fierce. Heavy thunder, and mortar rounds,
and people yelling. Some of the men began shooting up
flares. Red and green and silver flares, all colors, and the
rain came down in Technicolor.

The field was boiling. The shells made deep slushy cra-
ters, opening up all those years of waste, centuries worth,
and the smell came bubbling out of the earth. Two rounds
hit close by. Then a third, even closer, and immediately, off
to his left, he heard somebody screaming. It was Kiowa—
he knew that. The sound was ragged and clotted up, but
even so he knew the voice. A strange gargling noise. Rolling
sideways, he crawled toward the screaming in the dark.
The rain was hard and steady. Along the perimeter there
were quick bursts of gunfire. Another round hit nearby,
spraying up shit and water, and for a few moments he
ducked down beneath the mud. He heard the valves in his
heart. He heard the quick, feathering action of the hinges.
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Briefly, all he could do was watch. He heard himself moan ..

shine as it slipped beneath the thick waters

ms\.m%. Slowly, working his way up, he hoisted himself out

o.m Qm deep mud, and then he lay stijl and tasted the shit i

his mouth and closed his eyes and listened to the rain and

explosions and bubbling sounds
He was alone.

He had lost hijs weapon but it did not matter. All he

" wanted was a bath,




