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War’s Past


It was a hot summer day and good day for children to play outside.  One childhood friend lived across the street, and her father was a World War II veteran.  I remember so clearly his words, “Flee-bug, you and Lisa come here.”  I could hear the smiles in his voice and feel the proudness about “something” that represented his life, but, at the moment, no clue of what was about to impact me.  He showed me his gun that was used during his war experience.  I remember as I looked at the gun it appeared to overshadow me with power from the past.  The antique gun reflected a bold statement, as if it was a person behaving with confidence sharing stories of true facts.


My eyes zoomed on a picture of him dressed in his World War II attire.  He appeared to be standing tall and confident like the reflection of the World War II gun.  The gun and the picture stood out almost as bright as the sun shining through the window.  I felt a sense of pride, and knew someday that, I too, could represent myself confidently and boldly before others.  He talked about the war days, but did not elaborate much.  My guess is that the war’s past was a bitter pill to swallow, left a sour taste in his mouth, but clothed him with experiences to last a life time.  The World War II veteran passed away a couple of years ago, but his legacy lives on, because I am imprinted with a portion of history that came from one who lived it, survived it, and could share it.


In my neighborhood as a child the older children (high school age) experienced their playmates leaving to serve in the Vietnam War.  I remember a discussion about one not returning home because of being killed during the vicious, brutal, and gruesome war, but   another one returned home.  He was dressed in his military uniform and depicted being over joyed to be home, American soil at last.  I never heard him talk about any war stories, but the day seeing him in uniform spoke unspoken words with clarity.  He did not have to share his stories, because the silent words were heard.  The Vietnam War veteran served his country, and when he returned home he served the community.  God rest his soul for war did not take his life some years back, but the silent killer did (heart attack).


War’s past makes me feel like I was there although I was not.  I think about the attack that occurred in Hawaii – Pearl Harbor.  I had the opportunity to visit the memorial site, and watch a moving historical clip of the Pearl Harbor era.  I remember feeling surreal and experiencing inward hurt and concern about a past that I was never a part of, and by all means could not erase.  I was feeling emotions that were real, and many thoughts entered my mind that would be great discussions and debates.  I wanted to release my thoughts like a dam breaking.  I could not because instructions were to turn cell phones off, and not to talk while watching the film and riding the boat to and from the memorial site.  Reality started sinking in, and I knew those emotions and thoughts had to be left at the site because it was a walk through history – occurred and gone.  
