
had wooden teeth.
i suspect that it's not good for a little boy 
to grow up hearing that his country's always wrong, 
even if it usually has been.
this time i'm able to tell him,
"yes, the normandy invasion
was one of the greatest military operations 
in history, and not only did we bring it off, 
but it's good for the world that we did."
i grew up on "the sands of iwo jima;" 
my son is growing up on "coming home." 
what adjustments he is having to make! 
what adjustments i've made!

ALSO, MY SHOES STILL COME UNTIED 

the four of us were walking
along the street, when my girl broke out laughing, 
"look!" she said, "chuck's steak house!" 
i made the connection and smiled sheepishly.
but the other couple wanted to know 
what the joke was,
so my girl told him how we'd been in this same town 
a couple of years before
and this nice couple had pulled over 
to ask directions to chuck's steak house 
and i didn't have any idea where it was, 
but i was in such a good mood
from the drinks we'd had together 
that i gave them detailed directions anyway 
which, as we later learned, must have taken them 
several miles out of their way.
"well," the other guy remarked,
"i suppose you've matured since then?"
all my life i've been called immature 
by parents, nuns, priests, coaches, 
peers, wives, other women, not to mention 
literally thousands of students,
and most recently by my kids, 
as they reach the age of evaluation, 
now i have to hear it 
from a little-mag poet.
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