FRIENDSHIP

War. Battles. Firefights.
The wounded wailing ...
The dead, passed and gone.

I need - like I need life itself — to know you are standing there ...
By me.
With me.
At my side.

I don’t need to like you — or you, me.

But I need, desperately, to be able to count on you — and you on me.
To be there,
When the chips are down
When the stuff hits the fan
When there’s a price to be paid ...

Yeah ...
When there’s a REAL price to be paid.
That’s Friendship.
Please, don’t use that word lightly.
Don’t cheapen it ...
It’s not a Facebook thing
It’s real ...
You or I may not make it home
But it won’t be for the lack

Of a friend at our backs.

That’s Friendship.



