A Special Prayer

Father, I am here defending

my country, scared at times.

I hear all sorts of noises coming

in the day, night, filth and grime.

I know many are thinking of me

too, praying as each day comes.

I feel their love and concerns,

I am sure they have some.

Bring them comfort, they

can only imagine what I see.

Let them know their prayers

calms the turmoil inside of me.

And every letter sent, You know how

many times they have been read?
Tell them not to stop; I count on

each one and every prayer said.

What keeps me going is the

thoughts of family and friends.

And with those thoughts, I wake up

thinking, perhaps today this war will end.
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