There are No Cowards


I look over the field of battle from afar; I’m not there yet and may not make it.  The young cannot approach the field, though they may care for the casualties and bury the dead.  Homes, from mansions to hovels, condos to tenements, are strewn across the field connected by well paved roads and logging tracks.


I believe I’ve found the rule with no exceptions.  There are no cowards on this field of battle.  Scared, lonely, confused, hungry, sick, battered, broken – yes – but there are no cowards.  Joy, love, faith, hope, perseverance, courage – yes – but not a single coward.  Not a single noncombatant.  Where is this field I see in the misty distance?


It is in your own city, town, or village, by the sea and in the mountains and the fertile plains between.  It is behind the beautiful grounds of estates and down rutted roads.  Years will pass if I am fortunate enough to reach this field of battle, another twenty-five years for me, and you may be closer or further away.  Since my father’s great grandfather’s time the field has receded and yet grown to encompass many, many more people.

In my father’s great grandfather’s era they tramped upon the field when their years reached the forties, fifties, and sixties, and now in these first years of the twenty-first century, most men and women approach the field in their seventies and eighties.  Perhaps you have guessed by now this field of battle is time as measured by men and women’s birth and death, and the name of this ignoble field of battle is Old Age.
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