A Veteran’s Salute

Rebecca J. Huseby@1992
I had just cleared the intersection as the light was turning red,

When I saw him on the median, a couple of blocks ahead,

Heaven knows how long it must have taken him to get that far,

In this busy city traffic, in between the trucks and the cars.

He glanced my way and hurried off the curb in to the street,

He wasn’t moving fast, but then, he didn’t have two feet!

A care squealed out around me and swerved back across the line,

I saw him lunge back for the curb, he made it, but just in time!

His cheek was scraped and bleeding where he’d landed in disgrace,

And as he got back up, a look of shame was on him face!

It was then I saw the medals that were pinned there on his chest,

And the green barrette upon his head…..one of America’s BEST!

Well, I pulled my car to block BOTH lanes and I stopped there in the street,

The traffic started piling up and horns began to beeb,

But he stepped down off that curb, squared his shoulders and walked on!

Every line of him showed proud, a Native American SON!

When he reached the other side he turned his head and our eyes met,

And the thing that happened after that, I guess I never will forget.

He straightened to attention, with his eyes still holding mine, and he gave me a,

Perfect, Military Salute!.....Guess you could say that I’m……..

Not exactly the same as what I was before,

You can put up with almost anything when you KNOW you’ve won the war,

And whether or not folks understand or appreciate what you’ve done,

Just doing what you KNOW is right, guarantees the victory’s won!

Although I never saw that man before, and I haven’t seen him since,

I can’t forget the way it felt or just how much it meant,

When for that one piece of eternity, two Patriot’s hearts shown true,

And how I was changed forever by that Veteran’s Salute!

