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I'm tired, I'm old, and I'm worn like the edges of the plaid I've been wearing for years. I can't sleep at night the way I used to, the bed seems hard, and the springs feel like rocks in the woods outside. The forests' shadowed branches darken my small two-bedroom cabin like the case that surrounds my heart. The cobwebbed corners of my home call to me in the night; inviting me in to hide away from the memories. The chilling eyes I see on the back of my eyelids scare me when I blink and I fail every day to escape the nightmare that is my past. The end is near and the only thing I do anymore is what I've always done; and I only do it because it's what I've always done.

I'm tired, I'm old, and I'm worn.

            This is where my story ends, at the beginning of a journal that has found no other use than making me look like an intelligent person who journals. It has no respect from its owner. It hasn't felt my pen. That will change now.

            I begin writing because I have to. If I die without telling my simple story any hell that exists will hold me in its arms forever. The torment that has been my life these sixty years since that fateful day is hell enough on earth; I don't need more hell after this is over. I must, I can't not, I will write to save my soul.

            Blistering. That is the only way I can describe the heat those afternoons. Boiling water does not give enough of an image to make the steam of that jungle apparent. The canopy gave us gracious cover from the sun, but it held in the hot. No food, little water, and rats the size of housecats, that's what I remember from Guadalcanal. Not my comrades, not our supposed destiny, but the stifling heat. I was incapacitated by that heat. My brain didn't function, the right nerves didn't fire, but I moved on. I moved because I had to. I shot because I had to. I lived only because I did those things.

            I estimate I saw five Japs my whole 9 weeks on that little rock in that huge ocean. We killed what moved and made sound. That is how we were trained, that was how it was done. I can reconcile with my actions on that island; I did what I had to in order to survive. What I can't reconcile is what happened off of the island.


After that terrible rock of none of our lives were the same. We had exchanged steel and blood with the enemy. We had seen death. In many cases we had held death in our arms, and in just as many cases, we had caused someone else to hold death in theirs. But both sides felt justified. I can't justify my actions or my feelings. I can't justify why I did it or my thoughts during it. I don't know why I gave up on my god, on my fellow Marines, on my family and on myself, but I did. And I regret.

I am tired, I am old, and I am worn.

I did not want the war. I want less this war in me. I didn't want to kill, but I am slowly being killed from the inside. I didn't have to do it, I didn't want to, I can't think of a reason anyone would. But I did. I killed men in the forest that I couldn't see because they wanted to kill me. I took that life because I wanted it. I killed because I no longer had need of that life. The heat in my head, the steam behind my eyes, the deadness in my heart didn't make me do it. I didn't have to, but I did. I took a life. A life that could have been beautiful, lush, and ripe with living. But I took it. I stole it.

Why did I write this? For myself? What a shit reason. How could I come back to the country I fought to save and pretend to be normal. It has been sixty years and I still hold back tears when I close my eyes. Every time I close my eyes I see the pain in hers. I see the speckled brown that could have comforted children, could have looked lovingly to heaven; that could have lived. I took the light out of those eyes; and I liked it.

I am tired, I am old, I am worn, and I will pay for my pleasure.
