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Silence is my friend, less to talk about, less to remember,
No stories to take me back to that place,
Thinking of all that I could’ve done different,
Smell the scent of gun powder on my clothes,
Nightmares of soldiers dying right in front of me and me losing it,
Hearing sounds of screaming and yelling,
Searching for a way out, but out where?
I’m stuck on the battleground, not leaving a man behind,
Doing everything to survive,
Thinking of home and the comfort it brings,
Tears rolling down my cheeks and suddenly feeling pure loneliness,
What can I do when I feel all alone, 
Trapped and misplaced in a world I never knew,
A war I never was prepared for,
Fighting for freedom that isn’t free,
But those in America are blessed for me,
For doing what they could never do,
Thanking me for all that I sacrificed,
Not realizing the end result for us,
It’s all the pain and suffering I have to go through every day of my life,
The constant feeling of always being on guard,
Fighting the looks of others that can not be turned off,
To always have these memories stuck in my head,
The dates of soldiers’ deaths on my skin,
Trying to live a normal life, but it becomes hard at times,
But then I remember I always have friends and family sticking by me,
Listening to all my stories and memories,
Crying with me, laughing with me,
Holding my hand when I’m fighting all the emotions inside me,
They’ll never judge me like the rest of the world does,
They’ll never say ‘how could you?’ and ‘why didn’t you?’,
It’ll be that calming voice to help me move forward,
To help me fight my PTSD, that I will always have…


