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Days Like This  

 

November 11, 1965: 

4:12 PM: 

I have a thing for days like this. The windsurfing through the 

atmosphere at the perfect speed, the moderate sun at its pinnacle, and the 

lime-green grass littered around the surrounding area. It all makes me feel at 

home.  

 The muddy ground seeps over the edge of my camo trousers, as I 

settle down behind a dirt mound. I let out a demoralizing grunt of 

satisfaction as the dirt bleeds into me. You know, if you listen close enough, 

a bird’s song sounds a lot like a gathering of human people; something I 

have sorely missed.  

4:37 PM: 

I move my forearm up to my shirt pocket, shrugging off the stinging 

pain, and pull out my favorite image: a picture of my wife and kids. I still 

remember the day we took this picture, it was a stormy day, quite the 

opposite of today, and the clouds hung like fruit on tree. My daughter 

tripped and fell on her way into the studio, but she did not let that deter her 



from giving the cameraman “the biggest smile ever!” She had marked that 

day for months.  

5:11 PM:  

My hand slithers down to my shiniest trinket of all. It is what kept my life 

going for so long, but will also, ultimately, end it. I ran my fingers down the 

item as I let out another sigh of defeat.  

 The pace of the wind is quickening, and the sun is beginning to loosen 

its grasp on the pasty sky. I stare at some squirrels, who seem to scurry away 

in harmony.  

 It sounds like the drum roll at my daughter’s concert, but it isn’t. I 

know what it is.  

5:19 PM:  

For a rather disorganized army, the Viet Cong sure had a forte for 

marching in unison. I let out another grunt. Everything stopped.  

 
I unclip a box from my trinket, and stuff it with the last 17 silver 

capsules I got off my friend after he was hit by one. I clip the box back into 

my trinket. 

5:31 PM: 

 I rub my finger over my now dusty photograph, and clutch my trinket 

by the handle, as I begin to rise above the dirt amount  



 “This is for you”, I whisper.  

 They think I’m dead. I tossed my trinket out after I let my final silver 

caps loose. My story ends with that anyway.  

 They are going to walk over here to see if I’m dead any second now.  

 I do not understand what he’s saying. Probably something about, why 

I’m furiously writing in a dusty notebook, with a picture in my other hand.  

The click is loud, and I can feel his sight bearing down the gun barrel.  

Life around seemed to resume again, and it was truly magical. I felt 

the wind in my face for one last time, as I rubbed the picture.  

I have a thing for days like thi--.  

 
 


