THANK A VET

Veterans, young and old alike counted cadence as best they could,

Past the grateful cheers they marched, up front "Old Glory" stood.

Pride of country and of service rendered, speeches spoken in the mall,

Freedom to do or not to do, the veterans bought it all.

From across this country whenever needed, they gave and gave and gave,

So that our land could keep on being the home of the free and the brave.

On the special day we’ve set aside to remember the things they’ve done,

Gather your thanks to a father, a mother, a daughter, or a son.

I remember one mother from long ago who daily paid the price,

Let me tell you now about this one woman’s sacrifice.

"Have you seen my son?", The old lady asked as we passed on the crowded street.

"Have you seen my son?", she asked again as she forced our eyes to meet.

"He's been gone quite awhile now, I thought he'd be back, but he's nowhere to be found."

"Have you seen my son? Here's his picture, he's a sergeant in some other town."

She moved on with her question of others to ask the same as she had asked of me.

"Have you seen my son?", I heard from a distance, but I didn't turn around to see.

The lady lost her son to war, and he's never coming home.

And now she wanders, walks, and asks, "Have you seen my son?"

Now years have separated me from her, that lady who sought her son.

And many times I've wondered to myself, which of the two was the veteran.
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