Who Will Hear Their Pleas?


Deployment was a word she had grown to hate.
It’s meaning plain and simple, months without her mate.
He told her she was able, assured her she was strong,
but this recent tour had her thinking he was wrong.

She had no Basic Training, nor any AIT.
She had no Battle Buddy, he was overseas.
She wore no BDUs, no dog tags ‘round her neck.
That lady in the mirror was looking like a wreck.

The children, no longer toddlers, challenged what she’d say.
Added to the stress at work, her nerves began to fray.
What would she do, where would she turn?  She felt all alone.
Tension raced throughout her body, cutting to the bone.

She couldn’t call her parents for fear they’d say she’s weak.
To her closest friend, her doubts she couldn’t speak.
She looked around for some support, how could she endure?
To make it through another day, this time she wasn’t sure. 

Whenever they would skype, she’d hang on every word,
but when the call was over, it’s as if she never heard.
How could this have happened, he’s the one in danger?
Yet everyone she meets; she keeps them as a stranger.

Her world is getting smaller, it’s not supposed to be.
His absence has created serious anxiety.
Though combat zones can damage any soldier’s brain,
their loved ones back at home also suffer pain.

PTS has been reserved for the soldier overseas,
but the loved ones still at home, who will hear their pleas?

