Faces of War
By William Snead

The flicker of light shone for only an instant.  The terror on Jim’s face was reflected back to John’s.  

These were the faces of war when the gray of dawn broke.  They drove their vehicle into what was left of a village.  Houses were flattened and bodies were strewn about.  Some faces slept with the look of peace.  Others were twisted with horror.

A small child stared in emptiness as her dead mother held her close.
An old man’s open eyes peered toward heaven.  They seemed to ask, “Why?”
As Jim and John stepped from their vehicle and the whine of an AK47 cut them down.
John died holding his cross near the ambulance.
Jim died instantly with the sleep of peace shining on his young and handsome face.
