With Reverence 
He walks with shoulders squared,
boots polished, head straight as a mast
but inside, the storm never settles,
claws at his sleep and the past.

His hands once held fire and fury,
now they tremble in morning light.
He’s done things he cannot name,
and silence is his only rite.

The mirror shows a weathered face,
creased by years and sleepless nights.
He wears the medals others envy,
but no one can see the inner fights.

He dreams of faces he cannot forget,
of voices swallowed by the sand.
Each night, the ghosts return in ranks,
saluting with their phantom hands.

He longs for grace, for absolution,
for someone to say, “You’re still a man.”
But he cannot forgive the boy he was,
nor the blood upon his hands.

He carries on like a good soldier should,
salutes the flag, obeys the call.
Yet every step is heavy with sorrow,
and every breath a silent fall.

He hopes one day the ache will lift,
that peace will come without parade.
But until then, he bears the burden
a soul in penance, never swayed

