Why My Grandfather Always had to Win

In the photo, my grandfather is nothing like the man I knew.  
Not the portly, blue-blazered salesman who talked Tigers 

and Lions between sips of blonde beer and wedges of brie.
No— here he is rail-thin, dressed in the sage of his G.I. HBT. 
He has a head of thick dark hair and ears that stick out like mine. 
As if in a parade, he perches high in the back of an army jeep,
a single hand waving to an as-if crowd.  With the bright sun 
on his smiling face, you might think that he had just felled Troy.

He captioned it himself:  Just after winning a game of checkers.  
Before he enlisted, he drew pictures of bombers in art school.

Hay fever and flat feet kept him home.  No storming French beaches.
No parachuting behind German lines. No advancing through Ardennes. 

So he hummed Sinatra, drove Buicks, sold office supplies, raised a family

and sought small victories to smile over for the rest of his life.







-S.J. Kay
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