 Friends,
 

As a writer of poetry since the age of 10, sometimes the words just come. One evening after several phone calls and e-mails from soldier friends in Iraq, these words just came. Feel free to share this verse if it touches and blesses you.
 

Gregg L Drew
Hanau Germany
 

 

An American Soldier
 

The Sun danced on the Moons shadow
while the day wound down in the sand,
memories of my childhood painted
stories on this land.
 

Scents of my love linger always,
Shading fears into distant hues,
Yet the sound of war and misery
Bring forth the sand box blues.
 

Hope in tomorrow is the mission,
For all mankind stands to gain,
Yet the smoke and the swirl, and the innocent young girl
are causing my spirit such pain.
 

Why is not my question
Yet somehow I must pay
For the right of another's freedom,
So they can have a say.
 

I'm a soldier, an American soldier
Strong and able, standing tall,
For the rights of those I do not know,
Oh, God I give my all.
 

Gregg L Drew  April 2004
 

