I Stand at the Wall
By Zachary Space

My eyes are full of tears, my mouth is dry.  I can’t hear the people
Around me.  I only hear the voices of the dead.
They call me, they pull at me.
They are mute to all who pass by.
Only I and the men like me can hear them cry out for justice.
On my heart are engraved these words:
My Shame, My Honor, My Evil, My Redemption, My Lost Way
My Journey Home.
I knew them, I touched them, I cried for them, I’m broken by them.
I honor them and those in our shared constant battle with PTSD, the
Unseen wounds of the heart and mind.
There are no Purple Hearts for us.  Our casualty in this is 
Being forgotten.
No one speaks of it, no one sees us.  We are left to care for each other.
We are in Group, we are our only support.  We served for you.
“Thank You For Your Service” is a small thing to say.
But it carries a big message.  You didn’t forget.
Vietnam Memorial Wall, Come see and remember.
We were the best America had, we served 1954-1975.
