Talking About War
by Eric Wasileski
I want to tell you, but it's hard 
You want to listen, but it's hard
“it” stands between us
bringing us together 
And driving us apart

I start by playing it safe
And telling only a small part
You listen but after a while
I see your eyes glaze over
It is too much, you have disconnected
you care but can’t come to where I am
“it” stands between us

“I wish I could disconnect” I think to myself
I can’t, I have to live with “it” 
Others try to live with “it” as well
22 suicides a day, nearly one per hour
Homeless, addicted, incarcerated, divorced

Why did they send us over there?
It is really not fair
I tried to do what was right
But in the middle of the fight
I knew
In the fiber of my being
I knew "it" was wrong
That humans should not kill humans
But there I was doing "it" 
Society says “it” was honorable and duteous
my conscience informed me “it” was vile and evil
This inner conflict breaks veterans
You want to know and I want to tell you
But neither one of us can
