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Back at Home
By

Bayne Grubb
Well, here we are again, Son, God, you, your Mom and me.

I’m glad we buried you on this hill, beneath these old oak trees.

You could have chosen Arlington, where thousands of heroes lie,
But you wanted to be beneath this southwest Virginia sky.

You had barely finished high school, when you went off across the sea,
To fight in a war for people who were dying to be free.

A lot of folks still don’t understand why that war was ever fought,
But you stood tall when you got the call, without a second thought.

The day you left you hugged me, and with a smile, said “Pop, don’t worry.
Me and the guys will win this war and I’ll be back home in a hurry.”

I forced a smile as you walked away and tried to hide my tears.

But nothing could hide the sorrow inside, or block out all my fears.

We wrote you letters every day and hoped that you would get them.

Your friends all asked about you, hoping you’d not forget them.

Your mom marked the calendar every day, one less day you’d be gone.
Her prayers would always end with, “Lord, bring my baby home.”

The day the Army chaplain came to give us the dreadful news,
We both hit our knees and screamed, “Dear God, don’t let this be true!

Why would you take our only child? He had so much life to live.

So much happiness to spread, so much love to give.”
Well, here we are again, Son, God, you, your Mom and me.

We know that someday soon, your smiling face we’ll see.

We’ll all walk hand-in-hand, down that heavenly path above.
We’ll all share the grace of God and the glory of His love.

