dear Nine Mike Mike,


was it seven point six twos 
that took his friends
forcing their hearts silent be
or were they dead already 
from battles within
those bullets setting them free?

this question he begs
in hopes that the pain
in his soul he finally may quell
sadly the truth
no answer exists
in this reality
he cannot leave hell

living dead
the silhouette soldier
salutes as he sings his last song
broken hearted beats the drum 
for the others marking time 
the soldiers who’ve all marched on

out of love for country 
he swore an oath
exchanging his youth for a rifle
only to find 
silent screams replace peace 
from children used to bombs stifle

the only luxury afforded
were sisters and brothers
beside him at his six three and nine
but as curse would have it
they too he would bury in time

all alone with his demons
surrounded by stones
bearing witness 
to the silent below

on the ground
poured whiskey
says hello to them all
laughing as tears finally flow

hating himself for being the one
forced to witness them go
nothing left but memories
which soon the wind will blow
save the color red
splayed naked
on Iraqi sand 
and Afghan snow

there are faces of those
who have seen war
faces of those who have not
those who have not 
may not always see
that the ones who taste 
the taint of war
taint the taste of feeling free
for the sounds of battle 
never cease 
at war they forever will be 

from tattered bag he pulls
the grantor of his release
a ferryman who asks no questions
offering an exit 
which perhaps offers peace

was it the nine mike mike 
what took his life
making his voice silent be
or was he dead already from battles within
that bullet letting him free?

lines for reviving
you now I give
addressing all veterans
those who yet live

far too many of us 
on a daily basis
share the same fate 
as the man in this play
he's as real or as fake
as we allow him to be
but he doesn't have to be you
he doesn't have to be me

if the pain is too hard 
from terror and shards
bloody nightmares awaken
pulse racing hands shaking 
heavy heart needing

I urge you my friend
Please!! use paper and pen
to sop your soul’s heavy bleeding

if you decide you're worth 
more dead than alive
weighed all the options
found no will to survive
the pain held too tight
left you lonely and blind
just know pulling that trigger 
leaves a more empty you 
a broken family behind

for we are true family
us veterans who live
but what strength is our bond 
if support we don't give
to those who've stopped fighting
because it hurts just to live?

legions of demons
we know volumes of pain
but wallowing in hurt
only makes us insane

if your finger’s on the trigger
no
I don’t think you weak
in any way
but leaving like this
leaves the demons to stay
to burden and plague us all
giving them roam in our darkest hour
causing another to fall

no my friend
I cannot stop you
and shall salute
should you bid us farewell

but 
please know
when you stay
we can fight them together this day
and return those demons to hell.

Every ninety minutes a veteran commits suicide 
Please reach out
Please write

tonight I lit a light for you 
and I know it’s really dark 
and you’re too far away to see it 
but I want you to know that
I lit it for you.

       ~ yours truly, 
                                  a brother from the other side of hell 


post scriptum,
___________

I got out
You will too
Take my hand.         

                                      signed,    Doc.
