Ted Rash
Reflecting on “Reflections”
Written while looking at Lee Teter’s “Reflections,” 1988
Hanging in the VFW
Just above the bar,
I see a painting I have seen
Many times before.

The artist called it “Reflections,”
And the reason is plain to see,
As a tired city businessman stands,
Head bowed, and cries silently.

He is standing at The Wall,
And memories come to attack;
Of all the men he called his brothers
And the ones who didn’t come back.

I feel his pain and anguish,
As I look upon the scene,
And know that I have been there, too,
And felt that awful sting.

Why, dear God, his mind does scream,
Why them and why not me?
They were all the lucky ones.
The ones who cease to be.

He wipes his eyes and blows his nose,
Grabs his briefcase and his coat,
And places his hand against The Wall
And says goodbye to the ghosts.
