Liberty and Love
By John T. Wurzer

She watched him board the airplane on her way to Baltimore.

She asked if he was coming back or going off to war

His uniform was freshly pressed; he kissed her on her teenaged hand
He said, “I’ll bring this world democracy; perhaps die in a foreign land.”

And she said, “We are grateful to you soldiers, but we could do without the war.

It’s been going on so long; we can’t remember what it was for.

It seems more about the fighting and the killing and the blood
than it does about democracy, liberty, and love.

They spoke at length of younger days, and the way things were back then
Wrote each other’s email address on their napkins with a pen
They discussed their former lovers, common friends, and childhood rhymes

Her mother died last August, his wife at Christmas time.

He vowed to send her emails, whenever he could from overseas.

She vowed that she would answer them, and describe the autumn leaves

They parted with a warm embrace, and throughout the next two years

Treasured every email and kept silent about their fears.

It was thirty months and eighteen days since they’d met on that short flight
Six months since she’d heard from him, though she continued still to write.

She sat there at her laptop on new mail, a double click.

The message on the screen said, “Undeliverable, the address does not exist.”

She never knew his name, just 4joe at hotmail com

She was on another airplane when a soldier brushed her arm.
She was sixty-eight years old and cursing fighting in Baghdad
When the soldier did a double take and said, “I think you knew my Dad.”

He sat down there beside her, and said, “My name is Martin Sears.

I’ve been trying to track you down it seems for almost 50 years.

My father’s diary spoke of someone he said he’d not forget

But he said he only knew her as RU there at Comcast net.

She told him that for years she stayed away from cyberspace

And for years she fell asleep with fading memories of his daddy’s face

Martin took her hand in his, and said, “There’s one thing that I believe.”

“4joe he loved you RU there, and it broke his heart to leave.”

He handed her the diary of his father Joseph Sears

A brave but gentle man always admired by his peers

A bag of tarnished medals and a yellowed boarding pass

Stained with bloody teardrops and words he’d scribble to his lass

 “I am grateful to the soldiers, but I could do without the war.

It’s been going on so long, I can’t remember what it was for.

It seems more about the fighting and the killing and the blood

Than it does about democracy, liberty, and love.
