Echo	
By Zachary Space

	We were in our last days of high school.  The world was waiting for us just outside the grand doors of school.  Everyone was wide-eyed, trying to see tomorrow.  A few days before graduation an Army recruiter came to talk to the guys.  He told us of how much the military service could help us all get educated and find good jobs.  Well, of course he left out some details.  Things like how bad war was or how we could maybe die or end up broken for life.  Knowing things like that, we may have made different choices.
	We all made our plans, the waited for the day we would leave.  We all talked and laughed until goodbye.  Like an echo that you can’t hear anymore.  Their voiced are silent, I’ll hear them no more.  Their memories will live in me until I don’t live anymore.
	Not long ago I went to the Wall of names faced on the mall.  On the rows of names for the fallen I found many of my brothers.  Then I felt the truth of it.  we lived and loved, we worked and played.  Our lives, long or short, were the lifetime we had.  Their loved ones place pictures of them on a shelf to be seen when passing by.  To flash a quick memory of their once upon a time.  Now years past, time has let us heal, but not forget.
	I’ll hear their echo in my dreams.

