I had a dream and it never ends. It is actually a nightmare. It wakes me from my peaceful sleep when all I want to do is rest. There is no resting in my mind since the war began. It was a war of men but has now become a war of emotions. A war of thoughts that keep me up late into the hours of the night. I have not slept since the day I left, no matter how many nights it has been since I last returned. I am stuck there on the battlefield with a gun in my hand and a knife in my back.
