“The War has Left its Mark”
By Jason Kirk Bartley
The war has left its mark,
on the recesses of an innocent mind,
a father, grandfather, friend who has been there,
is getting harder to find,
the reels play so vividly,
as he tries to unwind,
The visions rage out of control.
He runs for his life.
Who has to suffer here?
His beautiful faithful wife,
of many years who has stood by his side.
The battle rages with gunshots ringing loud.
He tries to find a place to hide.
He fears and isolates away from the crowd.
When so many were taken,
He doesn’t know what  
He’s living for,
It’s the price many brave soldiers pay,
for defending our country during war.
This war has left its mark,
as it does on many more,
the ones who are forgotten,
missing legs and arms,
Brave men and women still fight long after
the war has ceased,
Memories bottled up inside that they need to be released.
The war still is raging, and for most it’ll never cease.
Heroes fighting battles. 
They wish to slay the beast.
 
