“She Clings to His Picture.”
By Jason Kirk Bartley
She clings to his picture in his uniform so fair,
She receives his folded triangular flag,
It’s as if she is there.
She could hear his basic training instructor imparting his ways.
And a tech school teacher teaching him wisdom,
he’d use all of his days.
She could hear him in training at his mobility school and most of his prayers,
She had received many letters and most of his cares.
He’d dress in green camouflaged bdus,
but today he’s dressed up all in his dress blues,
Medals line his chest,
and he’s paid his dues,
so valiant and so true.
She can see, hear, and feel the guns blasting,
the bombs bursting in air.
It’s as if she fights his battle,
as if she is there.
She clings to his picture,
tears stream down her face.
Another hero has made it home,
now the world she must face.
She clings to his picture,
this loneliness she has to bear,
in her mind she can see his final moments as he lies wounded, gasping for air,
memories of their children,
memories of his smile,
the good times they had,
that lasted for a while, now he’s gone,
not coming back.
She clings to his picture and lays it by the gun rack,
Along with the others that accompany it there, 
his service so honorable,
She cries in pain and despair.
She misses him so dear.
Facing life alone is what she fears.
She tucks his memory away deep in her heart.
His brave service to our country 
has taken them apart.



