I Died the Day I Signed on the Dotted Line
By Candise Baker

I died the day I signed on the dotted line 
My family, my friends moved on without me 
I was out to sea missing everything
Fighting to be free, but freedom isn't free

Seven long months out to sea
Protecting America for you and me
Wishing I was home, lying in my bed
Instead I'm on a ship working till I'm dead

When I returned, everything changed
The music, the shows
Nothing was the same

I had died in my family's eyes
There was no longer a place for me in their lives
I was a stranger to them
Broken, damaged, no longer the same

Everywhere I went felt so strange
I had to learn to live a life on my own
Make my own family and create my own home
I get flashbacks and nightmares from the time I was away
My life will never be okay
I sacrificed it all for you to have peace
Please honor the veterans, because we'll never be free


