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I joined to be all I could be, though I didn’t know what was required.
I had no idea that most of my life, I would end up feeling tired.
In the Army it was because I was busy every day,
When I got out, my PTSD kept the sleep away.
You see I came in seeking to find escape from my past,
Instead, I found more reasons to build a stronger cast.
Before I joined the army, I faced adoption, abuse and rape,
Yet I never dealt with them, I was in rough shape.
I pushed my emotions down, not talking to anyone,
Then my Army time was more traumatic than was fun.
At first it was personal; cheating husband, divorce, harassment.
I also put myself in situations of embarrassment.
I ran to the alcohol, and people for distraction,
I quickly realized it was not the right attraction.
Then there was Iraq, where war can bring up drama.
I got involved in a situation, that caused another trauma.
Then there were the bodies and blood I was to face:
A little boy, shot for being in the wrong place.
The men who drove over a bridge, and didn’t make it home,
Erin, who died walking to chow, did she feel alone?
Others shot or blown up, we put into our truck,
We drove them to the helipad, lots of blood to clean up.
We were always in danger, the mortars came a lot,
I even know someone who, on base was almost shot.
Another section of trauma I had to face out there,
Was our unit corruption, it was found in every layer.
I didn’t feel safe, many in my unit were shady,
I even found out a “friend” had killed his own baby.
When my body gave out, and I was grounded to the FOB,
I felt pretty crappy, since I couldn’t do my job.
So, when they discharged me, due to my medical stuff,
I lost the will to live, and was feeling mentally rough.
The addictions then got worse, I was stuck for many years,
Most of my memories are covered in my tears.
I know that there were good times, yet they didn’t weigh as much,
At least not until, I received a spiritual touch.
It took me getting sober, to see both sides of things,
I can see my service now, from above as if with wings.
Sometimes when I think of the experiences I had,
I get lost in my emotions, I feel shame or mad or sad.
The truth is that I know God watched me all along,
I know what I experienced in the Army made me strong.
The physical muscles came and went within their time,
The lessons I learned while I was in, were new muscles that were mine. 
The military taught me, how I can endure,
Suffer through hard things, without walking out the door.
I experienced fun times, traveling a lot,
I learned to talk to others, and personalities to spot.
Reading between the lines, is an ability I learned,
Many scars and bruises, I also rightfully earned.
They remind me that I really pushed myself beyond,
Where I thought I could go, boy was I wrong.
My limits were only perceived by a close-minded me,
I got through my hardest days; I now can see,
That even though I wanted to give up pretty often,
God gave me strength, and my ego He did soften.
One of the best learned lessons was comradery,
We can't face this world alone, we need community.
I always thought I was Army strong, though my definition has changed,
I thought it meant fighting alone, yet my thoughts have rearranged.
I have learned to gain hope through humility, 
Asking for help from others is true resiliency. 
You see the thing about my Army time that I never liked. 
Is that that I had a battle buddy always by my side. 
I try to take this practice through my daily life, 
For when we lift each other we can get through much more strife. 
When I tried to fight my battles in my head alone, 
I got lost in darkness and couldn't see the light that shone. 
It took reaching out to others to find a different way, 
I learned how to keep those demons at bay.
I had to get help to process, not just push them down,
I learned how to smile and not just frown. 
As I continue healing I'll keep reaching out my hand, 
So when the next person falls I can lift them from the sand. 
One day soon this long war of life will be done, 
For now to be Army Strong we must be an Army of One. 




 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

