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I went over to put flowers on mother's grave today.

It being Mother's Day and all.



I wanted one of my sisters to go with me,

but they were kinda busy.



So I went by myself. Not many people when I arrived,

but more showed up as I was leaving.



The flowers one of my sisters had placed there,

yesterday,

had fallen over,

must have been from a breeze.



My other sister went,

in the afternoon.



The lawn looked well kept,

there in the graveyard.



There were birds chirping in the trees,

with a soft gulf breeze tossing the trees a bit.



Years ago mother told us,

of working at the USO,

during high school,

during World War 2.



And how she had been asked by some of the soldiers,

who stopped by for a burger and fries,

and a 5 cent soda pop,

if she would please write to them,

they had no one you see.



So she did.



There were times, she said,

it broke her heart,

to get some of the letters back,

marked 'deceased return to sender'.



Some, well, some letters she never got a reply to,

after a while,

she hoped they had lived,

and gotten home okay.



Sometimes a man from his unit,

would come by,

and tell her he was missing,

or got killed, or had a new girl friend,

and she thanked them,

the guy having a new girl friend was okay,

she didn't figure these letters formed,

a permanent bond or anything.



She just wanted to send them,

some reminders of back home.



So they wouldn't feel lonely,

in those foxholes,

with enemy artillery and bullets,

whizzing by over head.



There were times,

when she ran short of money,

to send those letters,

so skipping lunch at work,

or bringing something from home,

so she could afford those 3 cent first class stamps,

is what she did.



Not drinking a 5 cent soda,

would get a 3 cent stamp,

and a 2 cent post card.



She did what she could,

to bring a bit of 'back home'

to those who had passed through,

that small dusty Texas town,

during those war years.



She doesn't write any letters anymore,

she has gone to the Sweet By and By.



Once in a long while,

she would turn to me and say,

"I wonder what happened to those boys,

who suddenly stopped writing.",

it bothered her over the years.



I told her not to worry,

she had done the best she could.
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