
GARCIA 
 
You were just 17. 
A kid, really. 
Was it too much TV? 
The absence of a father which made you like that? 
 
That July you were so eager. 

Airborne Ranger,  
Jump into the jungle 
Kill every bad guy in sight. 

 
Yet, come September, off to medic training … 
It hurt – I could see it in your face, 

Ill-at-ease amongst all us “pacifists”  
Still wanting to jump, 

 Be a hero, 
 But with a now-dulled blade  
   
That November ... remember?   
 In 5 short months  
 A killer turned healer 

Yea, still jumping out of airplanes. 
But to save a life, if you could. 

 Not take one, if you could. 
  
Still just 17 

No more the big talker 
Now a reader, a thinker,  
Just as much laughter  
But with a lot less sass 
Yeah, seemed you found some peace. 

 
I’ll never forget you, Garcia – rough and tumble boy from the Bronx. 
Did you make it?  Are you still alive?   
Please …? 


