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If we love War how can we make Peace? 

Sermon by the Reverend Lone Jensen on January 14, 2007. 

        My first morning in Baghdad was so bright it hurt my eyes, it 

was dusty and sunny, very warm in the afternoon and cold at night, 

a typical winter desert weather, much as we experience it around 

here.  I had arrived there the night before, a very young bride of 18 

and had been thrust into the midst of my Iraqi in laws, my extended 

Shiite family.  Over the years I lived there, we would grow to love 

each other.  The trip from my native Copenhagen to Baghdad was 

more like time travel, I had passed through centuries of divisions 

and crossed enormous cultural divides and on that first morning I 

felt, honestly as if I had just landed on another planet.  Nothing was 

as I was used to, not even breakfast.  No coffee but strong black tea 

in tiny glasses half filled with sugar, fresh flat bread from a clay 

oven and thick creamy yogurt with fresh dates.  All served on a 

huge beautiful embossed copper tray.  As I looked out at the street 

later that morning the dusty open field in front of my house was 

filled with children.  Young girls were walking to school, freshly 

washed, in their black and white uniforms, black shiny hair in 

pigtails with white ribbons and the boys were playing a quick game 

of soccer before the bell rang.  We lived in Khadumea back then, 

where likely today the Sadr Mahdi militias have no trouble 
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recruiting angry young men, but back then, a constant din, of all the 

happy noises of life rose daily over the yellow dusty streets.  

Children were shouting, playing, street vendors were hawking their 

wares, the occasional rooster would crow out of turn and 

housewives were busy loudly bargaining in the market over the 

price of tonight’s dinner.   There was laughter then, there was music 

and most of all there was some hope for a better future.   It was 

before Saddam, before the wars and before everything changed.    

            I am telling you this to let you know that in my heart I cry 

for the Iraqi people and for what this ancient beautiful country has 

become.  I am telling you this because I know that the Iraqi deserve 

a better future and yes, they do deserve a civil and safe society and 

also a voice and a vote in who would govern them.  But I have 

come to the conclusion that we Americans are not the ones to give 

it to them.  So, on this our MLK Sunday, I am saying let us say no 

to our president’s call for more troops and come up with a plan to 

bring them home.  I am doing this with a heavy heart because I can 

imagine that what will happen in Iraq after we leave may well be 

immense destruction and killings, far worse even than what we 

have seen so far.  But I have to ask what about our own country?  

What has this war done to our society?  What could we have done 

with the resources, the money we spent over there to make this a 

better place?  What has this war done to our American soul?  Have 



 3

we lost sight of what Abraham Lincoln called “the better angels of 

our nature?”  I certainly do not believe it has made us safer.  I am 

calling for the troops to come home also because of what it is doing 

to these honorable, courageous men and women.   Some of us are 

old enough to remember the wounds and deep divisions that the 

Vietnam War left in our society.  It took many years to build the 

monument and many years for the soldiers to really come home and 

even today I do not believe we have healed as a nation from that 

war that ended officially in 1975.  

        In 1967 Martin Luther king gave a speech at a meeting of 

Clergy and Laity Concerned at Riverside Church in New York 

City.  For those of you who do not remember that was a moderate 

anti war organization.  The title was Beyond Vietnam: A Time to 

Break Silence.   I recommend you read it again.    

These are a few of the words he said:  

        Somehow this madness must cease. We must stop now. I speak 

as a child of God and brother to the suffering poor of Vietnam. I 

speak for those whose land is being laid waste, whose homes are 

being destroyed, whose culture is being subverted. I speak for the 

poor of America who are paying the double price of smashed hopes 

at home and death and corruption in Vietnam. I speak as a citizen 

of the world, for the world as it stands aghast at the path we have 
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taken. I speak as an American to the leaders of my own nation. The 

great initiative in this war is ours. The initiative to stop it must be 

ours.   This is the message of the great Buddhist leaders of Vietnam. 

Recently one of them wrote these words:  

       "Each day the war goes on the hatred increases in the heart of 

the Vietnamese and in the hearts of those of humanitarian instinct. 

The Americans are forcing even their friends into becoming their 

enemies. It is curious that the Americans, who calculate so 

carefully on the possibilities of military victory, do not realize that 

in the process they are incurring deep psychological and political 

defeat. The image of America will never again be the image of 

revolution, freedom and democracy, but the image of violence and 

militarism."  

       His speech is eerily contemporary.  Substitute Iraq for Vietnam 

and moderate Islamic Imams for Buddhist priests and it could be 

given today. King also called for “a world-wide fellowship that lifts 

neighborly concern beyond one's tribe, race, class and nation.  He 

saw such love as that force which all of the great religions have 

seen as the supreme unifying principle of life. Love is somehow the 

key that unlocks the door which leads to ultimate reality. He speaks 

of this Hindu-Moslem-Christian-Jewish-Buddhist belief about 

ultimate reality. 
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          If we followed King we would not be at war.  Or if we 

practiced the non violent way of Mahatma Gandhi or took seriously 

Jesus’ words that “blessed are the peacemakers”.  But there is 

another truth about war.  There is something in us that loves it.      

In his book A Terrible Love of War  James Hillman’s first chapter 

is titled: War is normal.  He writes: One sentence from one film 

Patton sums up what this book is about.  The general walks the field 

after a battle. The earth is churned up, tanks burned and dead men 

are everywhere. Patton takes up a dying officer, kisses him, surveys 

the havoc and says: I love it.  God help me I love it so. I love it 

more than my own life.   And then he makes this important point.  

         We can never prevent war or speak sensible of peace and 

disarmament unless we enter this love of war.  We cannot 

comprehend its pull.   We must understand the madness of this love. 

        This madness often gets mixed in with religion.  And just in 

case you think we as Unitarian Universalists are immune to such 

madness and leanings read closely the words to the Battle hymn of 

the Republic by Julia Ward Howe, an abolitionist and a Unitarian.  

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord: He is 

trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; He 

hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword:  
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His truth is marching on. I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a 

hundred circling camps, They have builded Him an altar in the 

evening dews and damps; I can read His righteous sentence by the 

dim and flaring lamps: His day is marching on. I have read a fiery 

gospel writ in burnished rows of steel…  

        Clearly Howe saw God on her side in the Civil war. She spoke 

of God’s terrible swift sword which she saw waged in the cause of 

justice and against slavery. There was a great and noble truth in this 

and yet.  What kind of God is she writing about?   

         If the biblical God is a war God then war represents the 

ultimate truth of the cosmos.  (Hillman) God I hope not!  The three 

Abrahamic religions all base their faiths or at least trace their roots 

to this ancient tribal deity.  And if this image of God does not 

evolve, if the war God is the image they worship there will never be 

peace among the religions or among the nations.  

         God’s image did change over the centuries and with the age of 

prophets God becomes a universal deity rather than tribal chieftan. 

In Elijah's encounter with God he appears as a gentle breeze but 

Elijah also took up the sword.   How can God be on all sides in 

war?   



 7

          There is no doubt that the soldiers who fight together 

experience deep trust and develop a strong bond.  It is similar to 

what firefighters or police experience when you have to depend on 

your comrades for your life.   But the price many pay is very high.    

It is often hard for them to return to ordinary life.   

         Here are the voices of two of them.  First an Iraq War veteran:         

I talk to a lot of the guys, and it's hard for us to adapt. The noises 

scare us. The nightmares we have problems with. We have anger 

issues. For me, it's hard to hold a job. It's hard on your family. My 

dad says he can look into a GI's eyes, and he can tell who's been 

over there."    The second voice is from a prose poem by a Vietnam 

War Veteran Michael E. Duncan:  The Rain. 

         As I sit here listening to the rain my mind wanders back to the 

jungle and Southeast Asia, Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam and the 

rains that came to that place.  I was younger then and stronger. 

      I was Airborne, Ranger, Special Forces, and a member of the 

Special Operation Group Command. I became a killer of my fellow 

man. I am older now and regret this at times and then I think of the 

wall and my dead friends that were so young and I grow cold again 

... evil ... just for a moment, and then it all goes as it has now.   
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 I remember the rain that refreshes the earth and sounds so 

peaceful. I remember how the blood would run from the blade in 

the rain forming little rivers, as I would clean it. 

      I remember the rain and the blood that left its stain on my soul 

and mind.  I remember withdrawing into the night as silent as the 

mist in the jungle returning to meet with the members of the team,       

the quite sure hands as we loaded our gear to leave this place, the      

looks that passed between us the member of the un-people, the grim 

faces that looked out from under the bush hats or berets, the silence 

as we walked, the plants that would brush us as we passed, the way 

the rain splattered on our hats and shoulders, the coldness of it, the 

shivers that would come as your heartbeat slowed and your breath 

came  easy, we had killed again and had lived again. With each 

step we took back towards the border, maybe we walked away from  

some special part of our selves, some part that died there with all 

this, some part that awaits for our return. 

      I sometimes feel that part calling me back, back to the rain and 

the blood, sometimes that part of me returns in the rain, in the dark 

to shake my  memory. 

        In the ongoing wars these are the numbers.  Let us begin with 

the one we do not speak about much: Afghanistan.   510 coalition 

deaths -- 353 Americans, one Australian, 44 Britons, 44 Canadians, 

three Danes, three Dutch, nine French, 18 Germans, nine Italians, 
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one Norwegian, one Portuguese, four Romanians, 18 Spaniards, 

two Swedes -- in the war on terror as of January 12, 2007, 

according to a CNN count. 

       In Iraq there are 3,268 coalition deaths -- 3,017 Americans, two 

Australians, 128 Britons, 13 Bulgarians, six Danes, two Dutch, two 

Estonians, one Fijian, one Hungarian, 32 Italians, one Kazakh, three 

Latvian, 18 Poles, two Romanians, five Salvadoran, four Slovaks, 

11 Spaniards, two Thai and 18 Ukrainians -- in the war in Iraq as of 

January 12, 2007, according to a CNN count. 

       Neither count mentions the Iraqis whose casualties must by 

now be in the several hundred thousands.   So I believe it is high 

time to end the silence.  And say NO!   Peace cannot be achieved 

by force. It can only be achieved by understanding.  So wrote 

Albert Einstein.   It is time to march and shout and write and pray 

for Peace and no more knocks on the door by soldiers in dress 

uniform to the parents or the wives or husbands of our soldiers in 

Iraq.  Like some of you I have avoided fully dealing with this issue 

because it is so very painful.  Scan the website listing all the dead 

soldiers with their photos and their ages and home town.  Notice 

how long it takes you.  Watch a CNN special on the Field Hospitals 

in Iraq or the daily bombing news from Baghdad.   Tears perhaps 

should come, anger also and a good anger is one you use for energy 
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to change the situation.   There are no good solutions here and 

maybe all we can do is chose the one that will best save this 

nation’s soul.  It reminds me of the choices I saw families have to 

make in the children’s ward of the large city hospital where I was 

serving as a chaplain.  They were often terrible medical choices 

with no good outcome.  Should we take out the feeding tube, should 

we put this child through one more operation when it looked 

hopeless?  All we could do was try to discern which choice would 

leave less suffering behind and make it possible for the families to 

heal.   Iraq has been run over, conquered, occupied by nation after 

nation for the last five centuries and longer.  What makes us believe 

that we will succeed where Empires failed and that the Iraqis will 

now trust us?   

            I will end this sermon with an excerpt of a letter from the 

President of our Association the Reverend William G. Sinkford to 

President Bush.  There will be copies of the full text of this letter on 

our Social Action table after this service and also information as to 

what you can do for peace.  For Peace does indeed begin with each 

of us.    

          Dear Mr. President, 

         Your decision to increase the US military forces in Iraq by 

21,500  additional troops stunningly disregards the wishes of the 
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American people, the advice of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and the 

recommendations of the Iraq Study Group…   

              Your policies have betrayed the trust of thousands of 

patriotic Americans who volunteered in good faith to serve our 

country.  Four years of a failed war has robbed us of beloved 

brothers, wives, sons, and daughters.  And yet you ask us to order 

our troops to endure more bloodshed and to inflict more harm on a 

broken country.  My son served honorably as a soldier in 

Afghanistan during the early stages of that war, and so I know how 

much courage and dedication our troops embody. 

If we ask them to risk death daily, we had better have a just and 

sound reason for that request.  Their willingness to lay down their 

lives is a sacred trust.   I implore you not to betray that trust any 

further.   

        Yes, Mr. President, we do need a change of policy in Iraq.  But 

do we need to escalate our troop levels?  The Iraq Study Group 

says No.   Do we need to put more troops in harm's way?  Three out 

of four of Americans say No.   Do we need to spend more, fight 

harder, sacrifice more American lives, and kill more Iraqi citizens 

in order to secure peace in their country and in our own?  People 

of conscience the world over say No! 

        I cannot lend my support as more brave and loyal Americans 

are sent down a failed path with failed tactics.   
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      As you risk the lives of our men and women in uniform on a 

mission that is completely contrary to the will of the American 

people, it is our democratic duty to make our voices heard.  It is 

time to say NO! 

                Sincerely, 

                     Rev. William G. Sinkford mi 

                  nd  

 

and then I think of the wall ... 

and my dead friends that were so young ... 

and I grow cold again ... 

evil ... 

just for a moment, and then it all goes ... 

as it has now ... 

I remember the rain that refreshes the earth and sounds so 

peaceful ... 

I remember how the blood would run from the blade in the rain 

... 

forming little rivers as I would clean it ... 

I remember the rain and the blood that left its stain on my soul 

and mind ... 

I remember with drawing into the night as silent as the mist in 
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the jungle... 

returning to meet with the members of the team ... 

the quite sure hands as we loaded our gear to leave this place ... 

the looks that passed between us the member of  

the grim faces that looked out from under the bush hats or 

berets ... 

the silence as we walked in that crouch that was ours ... 

the plants that would brush us as we passed ... 

the way the rain splattered on our hats and shoulders ... 

the coldness of it ... 

the shivers that would come as your heartbeat slowed and your 

breath came easy ... 

we had killed again and had lived again ... 

with each step we took back towards the border, maybe we 

walked away from some special part of ourselves ... 

some part that died there with all this ... 

some part that awaits for our return ... 

I sometimes feel that part calling me back, back to the rain and 

the blood ... 

sometimes that part of me returns in the rain, in the dark to 

shake my memory.... 

 

- Andre Gide (1869-1951) If we are peaceful, if we are happy, we 
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can smile and blossom like a flower, 

and everyone in our family, our entire society, will benefit from our 

peace." 

- Thich Nhat Hanh by: Michael E. Duncan  

As I sit here listening to the rain ... 

my mind wanders back to the jungle and southeast Asia ... 

Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam and the rains that came to that 

place ... 

the rains were heavy and almost thick ... 

the drops that would hurt your head if you stayed out in it very 

long with your head uncovered ... 

you could stand two feet apart and hardly be able to see one 

another or hear the other guy talking ... 

the enemy used these rains to move supplies down the 

"TRAIL" ... 

I was younger then and stronger ... 

I was Airborne, Ranger, Special Forces, and a member of the 

Special Operation Group Command and Control Central 

(CCC), out of Kontum just east of the Cambodian border ... 

a place called the Hook, an area where the borders of 

Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam come together and are only miles 

apart ... 

this place was famous among those that had a need to know of 



 15

it ... 

I was an E-6 Staff Sergeant and a Team Leader (One-Zero), in 

the years of 1968 and '69 ... 

I had been a member of the Mike Forces and trained to 

infiltrate behind enemy lines to look and listen for enemy 

movements along the "TRAIL" which runs from north 

Vietnam down through Laos and crosses into Cambodia then 

works it's way southeast into Vietnam along the mighty 

Mekong River in the delta area and then runs into the South 

China Sea ... 

in early '68 after wounded in the "TET" offensive and 

recovering in Japan I came back to Vietnam, changed some 

how on the inside ... 

I was different after being only one of the thirty five that had 

lived through the "TET" on our compound ... 

we held off 5,000 north Vietnam regulars for five days and six 

nights ... 

I had lost my entire team in that hell hole and the hell of that 

fight ... 

I had found them where they fell, one by one, and had placed 

them in the long line of bodies that had formed by the shower 

house that had been blown down on the first night of the attack 

... 
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the fighting had grown so fierce in the first hours of the fight 

and until it was over that the choppers could not land to 

medivac our people ... 

so we just laid them out, watching the line grow to over five 

hundred on the last day ... 

there are a hundred stories in those five days, left to another 

time ... 

upon returning I joined the Hunter-Killer Teams that were 

being formed to cross into Cambodia and hit back a little, strike 

a little fear of our own into this enemy that thought he was safe 

back over the border ... I wanted to be a part of these groups 

that would cross the borders to hunt this enemy, find him, kill 

him, this time to kill ... 

I remember the feeling that came over me when I had been 

approved to go ... 

I had been an instructor in Nha Trang at the Recondo School 

there, when I was off ops. 

Resting ... 

I had taught hand to hand and the use of the blade in the dark 

... 

the silent killer ... 

I would go on to have thirty-two kills this way myself ... 

I became a killer of my fellow man ... 
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the dark and rain was friend ... 

I remember watching a man a long time sometimes before I 

would strike him ... 

trying to see into him, trying to know him ... 

watching the way he moved, the way he would turn his head 

looking into the night ... 

never knowing that I was there ... 

coming in from the rear below his line of vision ... 

soft footed, holding my breath and then all in one movement ... 

my left arm up under his chin, my elbow around his throat to 

cut of any sound ... 

my left palm on his shoulder grabbing his shirt to hold on to or 

his bare skin ... 

holding him tight, feeling him fight ... 

enjoying the power that I had over him ... 

feeling his body stiffen and shift to throw me off ... 

sometimes before I would strike him with the blade I would 

whisper the name of a dead friend in his ear and tell him in 

Vietnamese that he was about to die ... 

"Chet De Do Mamy" ... 

die, you mother _uc_er ... 

I would strike with the blade just below the left shoulder blade 

... 
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just two inches from the spine ... 

he would stiffen more for just a second ... 

then as the blade struck his heart and cut through his spine at 

the same time, feel his heart stop beating on the hilt of the knife 

... 

he would become limp ... 

I would release my hold around his throat slowly letting the last 

breath escape without a sound ... 

wipe the blade clean on him ... 

leave my death card, the ace of spade to show who had done 

this deed to his friends ... 

know who I am ... 

one of the unpeople has come to call upon you ... 

and kill you ... 

I will return ... 

they grew to hate the rain just as we had ... 

they called us the killers from the mist or shadows ... 

we liked that ... 

they put a price on our heads ... 

they feared us ... 

good ... 

I am older now and regret this at times ... 

and then I think of the wall ... 
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and my dead friends that were so young ... 

and I grow cold again ... 

evil ... 

just for a moment, and then it all goes ... 

as it has now ... 

I remember the rain that refreshes the earth and sounds so 

peaceful ... 

I remember how the blood would run from the blade in the rain 

... 

forming little rivers as I would clean it ... 

I remember the rain and the blood that left its stain on my soul 

and mind ... 

I remember with drawing into the night as silent as the mist in 

the jungle... 

returning to meet with the members of the team ... 

the quite sure hands as we loaded our gear to leave this place ... 

the looks that passed between us the member of the unpeople... 

the grim faces that looked out from under the bush hats or 

berets ... 

the silence as we walked in that crouch that was ours ... 

the plants that would brush us as we passed ... 

the way the rain splattered on our hats and shoulders ... 

the coldness of it ... 
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the shivers that would come as your heartbeat slowed and your 

breath came easy ... 

we had killed again and had lived again ... 

with each step we took back towards the border, maybe we 

walked away from some special part of ourselves ... 

some part that died there with all this ... 

some part that awaits for our return ... 

I sometimes feel that part calling me back, back to the rain and 

the blood ... 

sometimes that part of me returns in the rain, in the dark to 

shake my memory.... 

by: Michael E. Duncan  

As I sit here listening to the rain ... 

my mind wanders back to the jungle and southeast Asia ... 

Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam and the rains that came to that 

place ... 

the rains were heavy and almost thick ... 

the drops that would hurt your head if you stayed out in it very 

long with your head uncovered ... 

you could stand two feet apart and hardly be able to see one 

another or hear the other guy talking ... 

the enemy used these rains to move supplies down the 



 21

"TRAIL" ... 

I was younger then and stronger ... 

I was Airborne, Ranger, Special Forces, and a member of the 

Special Operation Group Command and Control Central 

(CCC), out of Kontum just east of the Cambodian border ... 

a place called the Hook, an area where the borders of 

Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam come together and are only miles 

apart ... 

this place was famous among those that had a need to know of 

it ... 

I was an E-6 Staff Sergeant and a Team Leader (One-Zero), in 

the years of 1968 and '69 ... 

I had been a member of the Mike Forces and trained to 

infiltrate behind enemy lines to look and listen for enemy 

movements along the "TRAIL" which runs from north 

Vietnam down through Laos and crosses into Cambodia then 

works it's way southeast into Vietnam along the mighty 

Mekong River in the delta area and then runs into the South 

China Sea ... 

in early '68 after wounded in the "TET" offensive and 

recovering in Japan I came back to Vietnam, changed some 

how on the inside ... 

I was different after being only one of the thirty five that had 
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lived through the "TET" on our compound ... 

we held off 5,000 north Vietnam regulars for five days and six 

nights ... 

I had lost my entire team in that hell hole and the hell of that 

fight ... 

I had found them where they fell, one by one, and had placed 

them in the long line of bodies that had formed by the shower 

house that had been blown down on the first night of the attack 

... 

the fighting had grown so fierce in the first hours of the fight 

and until it was over that the choppers could not land to 

medivac our people ... 

so we just laid them out, watching the line grow to over five 

hundred on the last day ... 

there are a hundred stories in those five days, left to another 

time ... 

upon returning I joined the Hunter-Killer Teams that were 

being formed to cross into Cambodia and hit back a little, strike 

a little fear of our own into this enemy that thought he was safe 

back over the border ... I wanted to be a part of these groups 

that would cross the borders to hunt this enemy, find him, kill 

him, this time to kill ... 

I remember the feeling that came over me when I had been 
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approved to go ... 

I had been an instructor in Nha Trang at the Recondo School 

there, when I was off ops. 

Resting ... 

I had taught hand to hand and the use of the blade in the dark 

... 

the silent killer ... 

I would go on to have thirty-two kills this way myself ... 

I became a killer of my fellow man ... 

the dark and rain was friend ... 

I remember watching a man a long time sometimes before I 

would strike him ... 

trying to see into him, trying to know him ... 

watching the way he moved, the way he would turn his head 

looking into the night ... 

never knowing that I was there ... 

coming in from the rear below his line of vision ... 

soft footed, holding my breath and then all in one movement ... 

my left arm up under his chin, my elbow around his throat to 

cut of any sound ... 

my left palm on his shoulder grabbing his shirt to hold on to or 

his bare skin ... 

holding him tight, feeling him fight ... 



 24

enjoying the power that I had over him ... 

feeling his body stiffen and shift to throw me off ... 

sometimes before I would strike him with the blade I would 

whisper the name of a dead friend in his ear and tell him in 

Vietnamese that he was about to die ... 

"Chet De Do Mamy" ... 

die, you mother _uc_er ... 

I would strike with the blade just below the left shoulder blade 

... 

just two inches from the spine ... 

he would stiffen more for just a second ... 

then as the blade struck his heart and cut through his spine at 

the same time, feel his heart stop beating on the hilt of the knife 

... 

he would become limp ... 

I would release my hold around his throat slowly letting the last 

breath escape without a sound ... 

wipe the blade clean on him ... 

leave my death card, the ace of spade to show who had done 

this deed to his friends ... 

know who I am ... 

one of the unpeople has come to call upon you ... 

and kill you ... 
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I will return ... 

they grew to hate the rain just as we had ... 

they called us the killers from the mist or shadows ... 

we liked that ... 

they put a price on our heads ... 

they feared us ... 

good ... 

I am older now and regret this at times ... 

and then I think of the wall ... 

and my dead friends that were so young ... 

and I grow cold again ... 

evil ... 

just for a moment, and then it all goes ... 

as it has now ... 

I remember the rain that refreshes the earth and sounds so 

peaceful ... 

I remember how the blood would run from the blade in the rain 

... 

forming little rivers as I would clean it ... 

I remember the rain and the blood that left its stain on my soul 

and mind ... 

I remember with drawing into the night as silent as the mist in 

the jungle... 
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returning to meet with the members of the team ... 

the quite sure hands as we loaded our gear to leave this place ... 

the looks that passed between us the member of the unpeople... 

the grim faces that looked out from under the bush hats or 

berets ... 

the silence as we walked in that crouch that was ours ... 

the plants that would brush us as we passed ... 

the way the rain splattered on our hats and shoulders ... 

the coldness of it ... 

the shivers that would come as your heartbeat slowed and your 

breath came easy ... 

we had killed again and had lived again ... 

with each step we took back towards the border, maybe we 

walked away from some special part of ourselves ... 

some part that died there with all this ... 

some part that awaits for our return ... 

I sometimes feel that part calling me back, back to the rain and 

the blood ... 

sometimes that part of me returns in the rain, in the dark to 

shake my memory.... 


