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Peace

The war ended just over a day ago, twenty-six hours to be precise. THe
smell of gunpowder is still dominating the air, my ears still ring from the
artillery. I am in a state of shock, my body not yet releasing my victory,
our victory. I feel numb. I cannot celebrate with my comrades like we
had dreamed of, I am the last of us. A dying man laid in the middle of a
massacre.

Blood is on my tongue, the air is still, quiet and empty without the yells
and heavy footsteps of now dead men. My sharp intakes of breath, the
only noise to be heard for miles. The cold has long set in, my fingers
refuse to bend, and my toes no longer curl in my boots. I once charged
through this land, now I crawl and stumble, looking for sanctity.

My right leg has been open and exposed for the last three hours or so, my
calf had been caught on barbed wire as I attempted escape. I can feel
the blood, it stopped running down my leg and into my caked boot onto
the mud below me, yet I can still feel the sticky, iron smelling substance
covering my leg. Feeling my body for what it is creates a horrendous
emotion within me. Bones sludge within me, vital organs are the
equivalent to the mud beneath my dying body.

I am lost, in location and in the sick mind i behold, sights of terrors are to
reside in my mind for the hours in not minutes i have left. I gave up on
humanity by the first day post-conscription, looking at my naive
comrades, filled with patriotism and pride, shot dead by men they once
swore to eradicate from the world.

I am dying, I feel my body shutting down, I do not struggle it would be a
futile battle, much like the ones we have been fighting. I hope that I
come back as a carefree animal in the next life, perhaps a bird, free to fly
and without human issues. The world has been controlled by selfish
people without a scene of right and wrong for two long. I wish no longer
to be a pawn in a stupid man's game. I wish to leave now, to see the
ones i have loved in this world, perhaps they also wished to be birds.




