More Than a Nurse


Her resume’ says “nurse”, but she’s so much more
as she reminisces when she was twenty-four.
She had been in-country, one month, or was it two,
doing things she thought that she’d never do.

She learned the sound of choppers meant all hands-on deck
That a tear-stained smile outweighed her monthly check.
The spit-shine on her boots no longer carried weight.
That there was no thing as, “Let’s stop, it’s getting late.”

She stripped the boys of clothes, scissors in her hand.
Saw the parts of them that were never tanned.
She reassured each one he would be alright.
Silently prayed somehow, he’d make it through the night.

Sometimes she’d wheel a gurney behind a makeshift screen,
hold the soldier’s hand who wouldn’t see nineteen.
Next week she’s writing to a girlfriend or a wife
on behalf of Tony, who nearly lost his life.

Weekly she would journal, it was therapy
to help cope with the memories that would always be.
More times than she could count, she heard a soldier cry
as he whimpered, “God, I don’t want to die.”

So, here’s to the combat nurse, both on and off the Wall
for giving to the soldier, answering the call.
She may not have the medals to show what she’s been through,
but may it touch her heart when someone says, “Thank you.”





