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ONE MOVE AT A TIME, WE CAN CONQUER PEACE AND 
HAVE MORE ‘HELLOS’ & FEWER ‘GOODBYES’

The toughest question my son asks me is ‘Why is there war, Dad?’  No matter how exacting my pontification, it

is never the right answer.  Why is there war?  Why not only peace?  From a child’s view, war makes little

sense.  Why isn’t there more face-to-face discussion, a push for only peaceful solutions or even a winner-

take-all dodge ball tournament.  Is there a global solution predicated on peace? We ALL need to work on one.



Triumph, the trees that pierce the sky,
like a thousand swords of the Crusade.
Orange masts clashing with a royal blue,
only a king’s seamstress could have made.

And, galloping by so gallantly, 
the white horses of Nimbus of North,
Onward to fight in another land,
by rules the storm of war set forth.

I hear the footsteps of the men in the treetops, 
stepping with gamely precision.
Little lives thrust onto the battlefield,
given some distant general’s decision.

Why do we sprout and grow bursts of color,
then fall humbly to the ground?
Grieving over a precious pile of souls lost
and never to be found.

I feel the king of this army,
of aspen and fir and pine.
Peaceful as they, I would not call lives to fight,
a decision solely mine.

I bathe in the color of this favorite place,
the fragrance perfume of queens.
No hardship, pain or senseless waste here,
God’s intention of what life means.

All too eager are we to engage, 
with vigor and passion and blood.
Versus standing calmly, like the trees,
whose enemies are fire and flood.

Why should there be a predilection,
for destruction we must see with our eyes?
A hunger for the cycle
of no ‘hellos’ and only ‘goodbyes’.

I miss you my friends, lost in the forests,
who never made it home,
I wish you had this view, what a beauty,
and such a wonderful place to roam.

My head uses grass as a pillow,
this rolling hill my somber bed.
As I stare into the sky I think of those lives,
and all the words unsaid.

I promise you my comrades, 
your passing has not gone in vain.
This soldier remembers, and though forest comforts,
I live with your feelings of pain.

I promise you I will carry those visions,
of your lives prior to being still.
I will plant saplings in this forest for each of you,
as a last testament and will.

I promise they will grow to the sky -- mighty,
as your requests may have been for your young.
And they will be respected, nurtured and protected,
by the loving trees they are among.

I promise, though you died as saplings,
that I will try to bear children for you all.
And, make the names of each, one of yours,
for it is my brotherly call.

I promise to stay proud of you brothers,
each standing taller than the tallest tree.
I will bid farewell to you today,
in this forest of lasting memory.

And, lastly, my friends, I promise you,
I will take the beating of nature’s peaceful attack.
My task now, to live life for five other souls,
who will never be coming back.

Deciduous*
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