She Longs

She longs for the day 
When a uniform was worn with pride
And dignity for all to witness
That a warrior stood before them.

She longs for friendship
Born of teamwork and esprit de corps
In training and on the battlefield
Knowing someone always had her six.

She longs for the nights
Pulling duty and guarding others
In the peaceful slumber of darkness
Watching for danger and threats of harm.

She longs for a time
When her confidence and vast knowledge
Led the way for others to follow
In her footsteps leading to safety.

She longs for a purpose
Not just a life’s career cut short by
Physical and emotional wounds
That severed her usefulness and worth.

She longs for respite
From the aching pain and loneliness
That inhabits each day’s existence
Lost in nightmares and thoughts of the war.

She longs for the day
To wear the uniform once again
With brightly shined medals and gold stripes
With the flag she served upon her grave.

