U.S. Under Attack

By David DeRue


It's three in the morning, normally I’m asleep at that time, but an ear-piercing siren off in the distance has disrupted my humble dreams. Maybe it's a hurricane, couldn't be, I’m in Michigan. Then, what could   it possibly be?  "We're under attack," my neighbor yells out from his window. Turn on the TV, radio, anything, I need to know what’s up or, should my girlfriend and I find a safe dwelling, a basement or shelter. Heh.  How should I know, how would or could I know.


I have never been in a war. Every aspect of what I would expect wouldn't be the same as what would go down. I know war, the kind that Hollywood displays.  This is a box office smash with an all-star line up and a good ending. But, this.... this isn't acting, no written script, and in no way am I expecting a good ending.


Scared, this is how I’d feel sitting there and waiting for a resolution or ending to the chaos. Lost, so many ways it can turn out and yet I can only think of the worst, death. Defenseless and hopeless, what good am I, a little number that will tally in on the dead body count? They have weapons that could virtually destroy the whole earth.


Am I afraid of death? Yes.  There’s too much I have to look forward to, in fact, if I lived to be a hundred, I’d still have more things to conquer. That is just the way I am. Again, am I afraid to die? As long as I die along the side of my other, I will die with a tear, but the love inside my heart would give me a resolution.


It’s the morning after; I’ve come to find terrorists have destroyed most of the nations gas stations, stopping most traffic and movement within my area for now, and probably into the far future. The U.S. has now declared war on our attackers. As quick as this decision was made, the draft had also begun. 


If my freedom were at risk, would I take arms? Heh.  I would on my own terms, yes, but on anyone else’s, no. I am not a pawn. No one controls my destiny, and if that came into conflict, then was I ever free in the first place. What right do they have to tell me, I have to go to the killing fields over their fights?  I shall not kill another innocent soldier, but if you try to strip me of what I have, invade and destroy my freedom and anything I hold dear, well I’m going to have fun trying to kill you.


I am against terrorism, but there aren’t many human beings who would devote their effort into Hollywood type terrorism. You cannot gain an army or mass of people on the simple plot of being the bad guy. To them, it's their struggle, Darwinism, and if you’re lower on the food chain, you’re not going to roll over and die. A cornered animal will almost always attack. 


One might blame religion, but what religion calls you to kill your brother. Your own welfare, you’re the cornered one now, kill or be killed. Your freedom, what is the point of life if your not truly living it? The list goes on and on and on.  This is Darwinism, the survival of the fittest, your means to your continuation.


I hope and I try not to think about what’s taking place, I’m not going to be ignorant or oblivious to it, but I’m not going to waste precious living time stressing. If a bomb was going to hit, I could not stop it, if a virus was let loose, I cannot find the cure. If I have time, here, living, I’m going to take it, and live. 


These times are interesting, from the way I see it, I’m living in a war zone. All my life I’ve read about all the wars on other lands, but never, not in my time, has it hit on such a level as it has now. My security is broken. The skies are often filled with patrolling units, the TV is packed with news, heh, and there are even a few songs on the radio going out to this sudden state. Personally I still hate many aspects of this nation. I'm probably spoiled by it's riches, but money, material things are just a diversion.


In this nation, I feel as if we are the bad guys (U.S.). We throw our weight around; we even built our nation by savagely and brutally taking it away from the natives. I've talked to military personal that have let me in on top-secret info; we go and start shit with other countries. We do help out other countries, we are ahead economically.  We are a melting pot of nationalities, and we are a melting pot of mechanical, soulless people.  We are fattening up, just asking for it.


Truthfully, if I could have my way, I’d be off in Australia or Sweden. F*ck democracy or whatever form of governing we're under.

I'd rather be living off the land, doing my part and fair share in a small commune.  I will one day, far, far away from Michigan, and sirens, TV, and radio. All those are disturbances, or so-called luxuries of life far away from adding any more stress to my life.

-DSD-

“Off to my coma dreamland”

