
Interrupted Monologues 
(by Suzanne Baldwin Leitner)

Part I:  Letter from a Battlefield

I write because it is the least I can do.

Last night, at the fire, we received our orders.

Dearest, I want you to hope as I hope

tell yourself as I do

we will be together again

though why you would want me

I do not know.

To say I have changed is unfair

to me, for I had no part in it.

To say I have been changed

feels more right and yet not quite true.

I suppose it is most correct to say

I have not looked at myself.

I have looked into the others’ eyes.

That is far enough.

These sacrifices get reduced

to their most basic.

When I have gripped

the arms of the enemy

after our weapons are spent

and yet there is no stopping

it is like lovemaking, yours and mine.

There is nothing else

nor thought of anything but to finish it

only it is not beautiful. It is not freeing.

It is a prison. I fear bringing this prison home, but how can I live another way?

There is the call. I just have time to sign this.  Love,

Part II:  Graveside

Here I stand, product of your sacrifice.

Yours and some other man’s.  

A stranger.

Not fair to you, not fair to you

your letter says.

I would laugh, but it would be wrong.

To sacrifice a life

requires a lifetime

not some ridiculous explosion of self

standing on a piece of sod

no one you love has ever seen.

Put your hands in the dirt at home

I said.

Go with me to see this man, that teacher

I said.

You made no sacrifice in your schedule.

I suppose it was not bold enough.

I can see nobility in your rotting corpse. 

I am sure God & country are impressed

especially God.

Along with the roses our children have

flung onto your casket, I toss

your letter, the only piece of you

I have left and have no need of ....

How can I live another way?

My love.

