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We live in a world of icons, 

 
 
 
 they identify paths we need.

 
 
 
 Some are simply tools to use,

 
 
 
 while others are warnings to head.


 
 
 
 A three cornered flag, an icon, 

 
 
 
 earned while fighting a war.

 
 
 
 Brings back to me a memory,

 
 
 
 of the ones who are here no more.


 
 
 
 Flag draped bodies, a twisted deck,

 
 
 
 and knowing what must be,

 
 
 
 Then one by one the bodies,

 
 
 
 are committed to the sea.



                                                                                  




 
 
 
 These icons of battles past, 

 
 
 
 linger through time without end.

 
 
 
 Reminders of lessens learned,

 
 
 
 remembering the loss of a friend.


 
 
 
 Now with our liberty threatened,

 
 
 
 and the prospect of war close at hand.

 
 
 
 The icon reminds us that some may die,

 
 
 
 defending our great land.

	

 	



	



        

                                                                                  



                                                                                  



          

	

 	



                                                                                  



                                                                                  


