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 Trisha Keninger Day

The Greatest Generation
 
It is, I believe, the greatest generation any society has ever   
produced.  —Tom Brokaw

Their walkers are lined up 
like Harleys outside a biker bar
and Margaret is taking twice as long as everyone else
to get to her place in the dining room. 
But she used to have boundless energy
back when she worked the graveyard shift making fl ight jackets.
Thirty-eight dollars a week was damn good money
except for the catcalls and leering grins of the men 
who called her a fl oozy and pinched her butt 
whenever they had a chance.

The old man sitting all alone
is talking to himself again.
He still has nightmares about a warm day on Saipan
and a young girl in a lemon yellow kimono 
who kept running around and around in circles
with a burning baby clutched to her breast. 
Sometimes he tells whoever will listen 
about mosquitoes that were big as hummingbirds 
and how you could wake up in the morning 
with fungus growing in places you hadn’t washed for a long time.

Pete has wheeled himself over to his usual place
next to a bevy of blue-haired ladies, fresh from the beauty parlor. 
They simper and giggle like teenagers 
at everything he says
although he has never told them about what happened
the night his outfi t was captured at the Kassareen Pass 
and marched all the way to Germany 
or how he and a few buddies cut through the barbed wire
after the Germans abandoned the camp 
because they didn’t want to wait one minute longer to be free.

The aides move around the room 
with plates of tuna loaf, mashed potatoes, cooked carrots and      
     lemon Jell-O.
There are little fl ags on each table for Memorial Day
but the greatest generation doesn’t appear to have noticed.
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