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I AM A SOLDIER
By Bayne Grubb
As I head off into battle, in a far off land,

there are things I have to say that I hope you’ll understand.

I don’t go there with malice or hatred in my heart.

I go there to do my duty, I go to do my part.
I don’t hate the enemy.  I don’t even know his name.

But what we are about to do, is war, it’s not a game.

As we face off, with weapons drawn, decisions must be made.

I’ll do what I must to stay alive, and yes, I am afraid.
Afraid I might do something to endanger my buddies’ lives.

Afraid so many of them won’t go home to their kids and wives.

I’m afraid for myself too. Maybe I won’t make it home.
This might be my last goodbye.  I might die here all alone.
I knew the dangers of war, when I put on my uniform.
I knew I’d have to weather every battle, every storm.
But I also knew I had to do what my country asked of me.

I’ll fight to the death, till my last breath, to keep our country free.

Don’t think of me as a hero. That’s not why I’m doing this.

Just welcome me back when I come home with a warm hug and a kiss.

I’m not a hero, I’m your husband, your daughter or your son.

I’m your wife, brother, sister or friend, doing what must be done.
