Hello to all my Friends,

I would like to share a wonderful story with all of you about my experience at the Malone House (Walter Reed Army Medical facility in Washington, DC) with our warriors in transition.  The Malone house is just that.
It is a housing facility where the warrior and his family can live together while he or she heals from their wounds, both visible and invisible.  Often times these wounded warriors are there for months to a year… or so.
I talked to the maintenance man, Bernie, who told me “I have seen some real miracles here.  Men and women warriors who I thought never walk again, let alone survive the severity of their wounds, beat the odds. These soldiers are amazing.”

Before I came to the Malone House, I was given a mission.  You see, back in September I performed in Kokomo, Indiana for the 28 year Vietnam Veterans’ reunion.  This was my second year so I was making the rounds singing at various campsites.  When I sang for the Steel Tigers (heavy tank armor division-Vietnam) I let the veterans know that I would be singing at the Walter Reed Medical Facility, October 23rd.  I let them know that they could purchase my album for a wounded warrior and personalize the attached note-card with their words of encouragement and prayers.  After I finished singing, one Vietnam vet took me aside.  He said “It is a wonderful thing you are doing Kelly.  You will touch their hearts, I have no doubts.”  Then he reached in his pocket and pulled out his Purple-Heart coin.  He told me “Kelly, I want you to give this to the soldier that touches your heart.”
As I held his Purple-Heart coin in my hand I felt the weight of it and could only wonder at the price he paid, willingly, valiantly, to receive it.  I thought about this veteran’s commitment to his country in fighting for the freedom of an oppressed people in a foreign land, and what it may have cost him.  But here he was with his brothers and sisters at the “healing grounds,” reaching out through me to another “brother” at Walter Reed.

I carried that Purple-Heart coin with reverence, in my pocket, from that day on.  When I went home, I showed it to my father and told him the story.  My Dad got pretty emotional.  He served in the army for 6 years and the reserves for 12 years.  He said “Once a soldier, always a soldier.”  My Dad said that he felt the bond that soldiers have for one another, in fighting for freedom, is primitive, ingrained, and almost inexplicably handed down through the ages.
I agreed with my father and told him I thought he was pretty wise.  He just laughed and shook his head.  He told me how proud he was of me, and to have a safe trip.

So 6 weeks later there I was at the Malone House, the coin still in my pocket.  As I was setting up my sound equipment, I looked around to see the wounded warriors and their families come in for the festivities.  It was Oktoberfest at the Malone House and everything was decorated nicely with pumpkins and cornstalks… Operation Homefront was busy setting up all the food.  There were toys for the kids… even a moonwalk.  There was a German oompa-loompa band.  There was even “Scooby the K9 rock-star” dressed up in German-band attire.  Scooby was a black Labradoodle… what a cool dog!  He made everybody laugh.  My friend, Calvin, a Vietnam vet was busy meeting and greeting the warriors.  Another Vietnam vet, Pat MacAloon, who I just met pitched right in handing out my albums to the soldiers.  I tried to meet as many as I could before I sang.  Dan and Connie were at the ready too, in handing out albums and talking with everyone.  Team “Vigilant” was awesome in their care and concern for these men and women who were so appreciative to receive our thanks for their service.
Calvin then introduced me to Cory and his mother, Debbie.  As I shook, Cory’s hand, I noticed the burn scars on his forearms.  I wondered how he had lost his leg.  Cory told me he was a marine with the CLB-2 Combat Logistics, 2nd Battalion, deployed to Afghanistan.  He is 21 years old and he has been at Walter Reed now for 3 months.  Cory said he was getting his new prosthetic leg and he was anxious to start working with it.  I was most impressed with Cory’s underlying strength and positive attitude.  He said he would most likely be at Walter Reed another year, recovering. His mother, Debbie, said she would be staying with her son for 5 weeks before going back to Cleveland, Ohio to keep her job.  I could see the lines of stress on her face.  No doubt, she was carrying the weight on her small shoulders.  Here they were together, a mother and her son.  I prayed that God would give them the strength to get through the tough year ahead.  I wondered where Cory’s Dad was.  There are some questions you just don’t ask.

It was time for me to sing, so Daniel (my guitar player) and I started our show.  Twenty minutes into our set, Calvin wheels Cory up to the patio-stage and says “Cory wants to chair dance with you.”  I said “well alright!”  Cory was smiling ear to ear.  He was having a great time.  He was a little shy when I put the microphone up to him to get him to sing along.  I could see Calvin and Debbie laughing.  Cory’s personality was larger than life.  His energy was contagious.  I made a decision that I would give Cory the purple-heart coin.
After Daniel and I finished our set, I looked for Cory and said, “Cory I have something I want to give you.  You see I was sent on a mission.”  His mother turned to hear my next words.  ”Six weeks ago, I sang at the 28th year Vietnam Veterans’ reunion in Kokomo, Indiana.  I sang my songs at one of the campsites for the Steel Tigers, Vietnam’s heavy tank armor division.  I told these vets that I would be singing for our wounded warriors at Walter Reed.  Well, one of those vets took me aside and gave me his Purple-Heart coin.  He told me to give it to the soldier that touches my heart.  Cory, that soldier is you.  I am just the messenger.  I have been carrying this coin with me for six weeks and now I give it to you, from one brother to another.” Cory was very quiet as he held the coin in his hand.  He turned it over, staring at it.  He then looked up at me and said “This means a lot to me.”  Cory then handed it over to his mother for her to see.  She started to cry.  Calvin came up and saw us all crying.  He said “I knew it.  I knew you would give the coin to Cory.  Hey I’ll be right back, tears welling up in his eyes.  I gotta get myself together here or the waterworks won’t stop.”  So off Calvin went.  I knew it wrenched Calvin’s heart to see Cory, who was so young, healing from his battle scars and from the torment of war that caused it.  Calvin saw himself in Cory.  These men and women warriors at Walter Reed… Cory, Calvin, Pat, and the Steel Tigers are all part of an elite corp.  They are the best of the best.
Not everyone can say they fought for their country.  Not everyone will put themselves in great peril to fight for each other on the battlefield.  Not everyone is a witness to the ultimate sacrifice a soldier makes when he or she gives up their life to save their fellow comrades.  I am reminded of the Bible verse John 15:13 “Greater love has no one than this, that he lay down his life for his friends.”   I remember that scripture every time I am with soldiers and veterans.  I see God’s powerful healing through the love and concern that one brother has for another and how that love transferred in the gift of a Purple-Heart coin, affects and changes the hearts of others who bear witness to it .
