Bag of Bones


The emcee called his name, he shuffled down the aisle.
Though he’s eighty-three, he shared a youthful smile.
He didn’t look the part, his body old and flawed.
They thank him for his service, stand as they applaud.
He slowly makes his way to the microphone,
tells a story that he wishes he had never known.
The crowd was quiet as he talked about his constant pain.
That today he always knows when it is going to rain.

He said he was the leader of an eight-man squad.
That he had a punji stick imbedded in his quad.
A tripwire had been missed, there were screams and cries.
When he woke up bandages covered both his eyes.

“Why I lived I’ll never know, in my mind I should be dead.”
Then he took a deep breath and this is what he said.
“I know I’m just a bag of bones, that is all you see.
My body is bent and bowed, but my spirit’s flying free.
What’s inside this weathered shell is standing straight and tall.
For my love of country, I would give it all. 
I may no longer ‘double-time’, drop and give you ten,
but if America needs me, I’ll be there again. “














