We Are

by Albert Stimson

I am a Soldier

At a time of crisis

I stood outside myself, looking in,

Saw that I was not unusually wise,

Nor a leader.

I smoked, drank,

And was lonely.  High school friends

No longer called,

Nor did I wish them to.

Wanting simply a place

Where my name was heard

Among those that belonged,

I enlisted, wanting to do some good.

The TV heads spoke ultimatums;

Impending war; the base abuzz.

Afraid this isn’t a game any more.

Someone might die; are you ready to?

The call to move out.

Suddenly not afraid, feeling

Perhaps I am a hero this day.

Then came the mob.

Signs, anger splashed on cardboard,

Cabbages and condoms thrown,

Make love, not war,
Faces of hate call me a killer.

Few join us for love of killing,

And we don’t choose our fights.

Unity first, or we’re all face-down,

And you and your causes are next.

No one asks me what I think is right,

Nor am I sure myself.

I am neither a politician nor a saint.

I am a soldier.


I am a Peacemaker

At a time of crisis

I stood outside myself, looking in,

Saw that I was not unusually wise,

Nor a leader.

I smoked, drank,

And was lonely.  High school friends

No longer called,

Nor did I wish them to.

Wanting simply a place

Where my voice was heard

Among those that mattered,

I joined, wanting to do some good.

The TV heads spoke ultimatums;

Impending war; our group abuzz.

Angry this isn’t a game any more.

Someone might die; would you want to?

The call to move out.

Suddenly not afraid, feeling

Perhaps I am a hero this day.

Then came the troops.

Uniforms, symbols of oppression,

Cops with hoses and rubber bullets,

Go home, hippies,
Faces of contempt call me a fool.

Few join us out of boredom,

Or to feel self-righteous.

Peace first, or they’re all face-down,

And you and your duties are next.

No one asks me what I think is wise,

Nor am I sure myself.

I am neither a diplomat nor a seer.

I am a peacemaker.

