This Is Valhalla


After falling asleep
I am quickly dreaming.
I’m walking down a long hallway
that leads to a massive door.
I see no visible way to open it.
So I knock sharply
hoping for admission.
A voice speaks out from the darkness.
“This is Valhalla, the place where
the souls of warriors 
slain in battle rest.
Knowing this is a sacred place.
I kneel reverently
honoring the fallen.
Then I whisper,
“I am also warrior, who was wounded in battle.
Many of my brothers dwell inside.
I still grieve for them”.
The voice answers,
“I feel the grief you carry.
You are granted a brief visitation.”


I am escorted to a room.
When I walk inside, my brothers 
Kenny, Shep, and Al,
are there waiting for me.
We embrace and share. 
our love for each other.
I weep openly.
Finally able to say goodbye.
The moment was over
just as quickly as it started.
I am once again
standing outside the door.
Feeling immense gratitude for
the privilege I was given. 
I wake from my dream.
My pillow wet from my tears.
A weight carried for many years
has finally been lifted.
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