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  A More Gentler Time 										
The salt water splashes over the ramp of the landing craft, its motors growling against the waves, as it struggles to maintain its progress to the beach ahead.  Some men, their heads lowered, pray silently, others bail water from the boat with their helmets, yet others stare at the wet deck beneath their boots shaking softly. Then through the cacophony of war I hear the cry “lock-n-load!”
The landing craft slides across the wet sand and comes to a jarring stop. The ramp drops, and we rush forward. I feel the cold water rush into my boots then the softness of sand beneath. I hear bullets buzz around like angry bees. 
Then I fall gently to the warm sand, the sounds of the bees quietly meld into the roar of landing craft all searching for refuge, then the feeling of warmth closing around me. I’m looking at the blue sky, soft white clouds floating softly above. My eyes slowly blur, and the sound of gentle waves embrace me.
 I’m carried to a gentler time, a time of indian summers and golden leaves, of caressing breezes, and soft touches. A time when memories were made of train whistles rolling through wheat fields, and nights of cicada’s chirping amongst a million trees.
The brown cab rolls to a stop, “I don’t go down dirt roads, sorry” I smile, he could have stopped a hundred miles away. I was home, safe and that was all I cared about. 
I step from the car, its radiator softly whistling as steam rises from below the bumper. Then a soft groan as it moves slowly down the hill, dust chasing from behind, disappearing into a checkerboard of green and gold. 
I peer slowly upwards, in time my eyes close, and I smell the corn fields, tall sunflowers, the lilies, and the dust, as it churns quietly beside the gravel road. I hear the sound of tractors moving across the fields, while rabbits scurry before their large black wheels. 
Chipmunks, and squirrels chatter high above, in the green folds of willows and oak trees. I watch as the tops of the corn stocks bend in acquiesce to the gentle breeze brushing gently across my face, while cotton white clouds slowly dance across a bluebird sky. I don’t think a more gentle time ever existed. 
I feel as if I am floating in a different time, a different place. Gone now the school proms, picnics at the park, or weekend movies.  All the nieve things young people do, before the world tears itself apart. Then summons the young to repair, and put right. 
Behind me now, the shattered remains of a once beautiful land, broken and cast aside like trash in a farmers field. White crosses littering the landscape, intermingled with statues prompting memories, and names of those lost unto time. Around us, the machines of war, sitting silently on pedestals. As trophies to those left to wonder if it all mattered.
I pushed these thoughts from me as I shoulder my seabag and start walking down the long brown ribbon, bordered by tall green trees, and long white picket fences broken only by small gates, some set askew or lying on the ground broken and smothered deep in green grass. White houses standing obediently all in a row, their porches inviting and sunny, yet chipped of paint, and graying wooden planks.  
The crunching of red, green and golden leaves beneath my feet brings memories of a time when as a young boy I would race down the sidewalk, stick firmly in hand and pressed softly against the white picket fence. Click clack, click clack. Or the rhythmic squeak of a bicycle, its pedals pumping laboriously to deliver the morning paper. Again bringing forth a gentler time. 
A car rolls by, slowly dissolving into the brown dust chasing behind. From a distance, softly, a church bell tolls, and the far away sound of a train pushing its way across the valley. 
I turn to the stoic white home, its porch laced with gingerbread molding, and soft gray curtains waving through open windows. A silk blue star flag proudly displayed in the front window. I climb the porch steps. To my left, the blue rocker sits empty, gently swaying to an invisible breeze.  
Our Oak tree, waiting patiently in the small yard, its bark scarred and chewed by time. The branches stretch up to the heavens gently swaying, and only feet away from an old brick well, its little red roof now tired, and worn. I pause to watch as the golden leaves quiver then softly begin to roll back and forth as they descend ever so slowly to earth.  
I hear the moan of worn wood, I turn to watch a young man climb the porch steps, a baseball cap perched precariously on his red hair, he’s carrying a yellow “Western Union” envelope. He stops to stare at the door, his shoulders droop, his eyes drop to the worn decking, he inhales deeply, slowly, then he knocks ever so softly, on the screen door. 
Then, from afar, the sound of the surf slowly  beckoning me, from a more gentler time.





