A True American
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On the road toward no return

A journey no cowardly man will ever make

A true Americans leap

He doesn't know what lies ahead

Only praying to lie again his weary head

Upon a pillow in his own bed

Next to his children, and a wife smiling softly.

Will he return safely, will he return at all?

He never does make it home

A family in mourning. A family without hope.

A true American he was

A true American he is

This man, a hero--fought for us and now is gone

His family in mourning with no turning back

They cry at his casket

They fall at his feet

Remembering the True American he was born to be.

Honoring the American who died for me.
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Dear President Obama,

I am so grateful to the soldiers who fight and sacrifice their lives in the name of freedom around the world. I also mourn for and with the families whose loved ones are lost. What plans do you have to lessen the suffering of our soldiers and fellow Americans?

Please stop the war. . . . . . . . .

Katelyn S.

12 years old
Barnett J.H.

Arlington, TX
