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  About the book and the author


   The Book


  


  Actually there is not much to say about the subject that has not already been said or done or planned to be done. The repeated action of killing in the fields of war has rendered it so. The words really lose their meaning as the title of this book itself cannot serve a logical purpose. There are many titles that could well apply:


  


  War that Never Ends or The Banner Makes No Difference, Death Versus Life, War of Modern Times Kills in Modern Fashion , and The Past and Present of Warfare are all for intent of the desired message good titles. All have probably been already used in one form or another.


  


  



  It was very difficult to determine an appropriate title for this work of fiction. Even the content of the reality never really changes, only the faces.


  

  



  There have been so many words written about war that it is almost senseless to try to apply a title, but every book must have a title. “Just One More Bump on the Road; you saw the butterflies too” is a psychological monologue intended to determine the real reason people go to war. People are the key word here. Governments do not go to war. Ideas do not go to war. Causes do not go to war. Machines do not go to war. People go to war. People fight the wars.


  The theme revolves around a fictions war that has some elements of actual truths from both past and present. There was no real necessity in giving the war a location, any modern theater would do. It is told, primarily in the monologue format, through the eyes of one soldier's experiences in combat. Soldier member Dewey Krysinsky is the protagonist in the story that unfolds much to the random condition of his fate as it is forced upon him. In an attempt to find a reason for his situation, Krysinsky or K, tries to justify his actions. He has very little to "reason" with as it soon becomes a cause and effect matter of course.


  Mostly it is a story of a war veteran, a hero.


  Books of this nature refer to the "human condition" that we now associate with modern society. There have been numerous studies made on the status of what we now apply the term "modern warfare." The one most impressive and conclusive maintains that the average combat soldier has an estimated life expectancy of approximately five seconds when confronted with a combat situation. That is not at a very humanistic chance of survival as the former negates the latter.


  The purpose of this work is to present this problem in realistic terms to determine how to break the vise of habitual killing. Like quitting a bad cigarette habit, it will not be easy. War is a bad "habit" that is adopted and has been entrenched in our human nature. Of course before we can find the "how" we must be sure of "why" war has become so a popular habit.


  The Author


  



  Rosey Frost is an author of vision. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not his first book, and Frost is not a stranger to the subject. He served in the military and after his tenure as professional soldier was over, put pen to paper in an effort to try and make sense of the world that now faces many real threats.


  



  In 2007, he self-published Farwell Forever Starlight Wish, a futuristic novel intended to offer a possible scenario of what would happen in the event the world's vital resources were endangered by mass shortage and how man only through logic, reason and his spirituality must newly learn how to survive.


  



  Before the time he spent in the service to his country as now a veteran of a real foreign war, Frost was a journalist in Western America. It is a combination of these life experiences that the author uses as his method to achieve a reality in each work that he writes. The need to know and the desire to find a solution, give his work a message of hope. It is this element of literature that attracted him to try to face modern problems by relying on his journalistic teachings to add a living stage in the form of a novel. He now resides in Europe.


  



  Forward


  



  



  Like some ode to predator man the ocean meets the desert basin and forms a primeval wasteland. It is not unlike any other battlefield, especially when you add the before and after effects.


  



  With Pharaoh, the beast was always at the door. Then it was important to make inhumane human sacrifices, not unlike the ones made in modern war.


  



  Only man has a thumb and forefinger that kills in this manner. Only man can realize the ability to stop the killing. This book addresses this problem.


  



  It was a combination of everything all at once, the hard ground being met by the transportation aircraft landing gear that brought him miles away from his home. The day of his arrival he remembered his first impression of a single light in the night. The spotlight would show the way. There was no way back only forward. It was a blinding light that displayed only a barren earth with no shelter or refuge.


  



  He remembered the hard winter at home as he was on the way to his duty destination. He remembered the potholes that dominated the street on the way to the flight that brought him to where he now was. That was then but now the potholes were in the form of trenches dug to protect him from deadly fire.


  



  He felt alone and afraid, but was secure only in the knowledge that others around him felt the same. It gave him a false sense of safety in numbers.


  



  The fear was only replaced by an unquenchable thirst that he had developed. It was always in the back of his mind, a purely natural reaction.


  



  The thirst became sacred to him as it somehow helped to dull the fear. It was replaced, one with the other, until he'd drink. With each drink of water he would overcome, step by step, the fear that had gripped his heart but could not be either displayed or repressed.


  



  The beauty of the desert was in its quiet, peaceful still. It was a still that moved with the ages.


  



  "This is an ironic place to fight a war," he thought.


  



  Sometimes the sun would strike the sand in such a way to reflect a subdued red. Added to his constant thirst, he would wander over the dunes in his mind. They were always reminiscent of red but not aggressive.


  



  The thirst for blood or the flow of blood over dune after dune was not what was defined, and in no way did he develop a thirst for it. He only went deep inside himself and developed an inner strength that he was unaccustomed to. It pleased him, but the terrain would soon change.


  



  "What war ever ends?" he thought to himself, "Will this one?" He sat staring at the night sky and its million stars. It was clear up there... star clear. Down on the planet where he was that was not so.


  



  Today it was his unit chosen for the job, but Dewey felt strange. He felt as though he had fallen into a hole that many before him had also fallen into. This was to some extent a realistic view on his present situation as he was in an observation trench designed to conceal and protect him and his fellow soldiers.


  



  Before his eyes raged a battle in which no one could gain a hold on. The smoke haze that had surrounded his position for hours allowed no view of what lay ahead. He had heard repeated gunfire and the incoming sounds of artillery barrage after barrage.


  



  



  No longer could he determine from where the enemy fired on him or much less if it were the enemy that he should fear. His only consolation amidst the occasional screams of those in pain and smell of burning human flesh was that he was alone in a trench with a radio that squelched repeatedly and flashed scattered voices with hurried urgent messages to one or the other that was still able to respond. Up to this point, nothing was intended for him.


  



  His name was soldier member Dewey Krysinsky, Private First Class, and he was proud to be a part of the glory of the moment or so he was conditioned to feel. That was probably the only feeling he was allowed to maintain. They had a word for it or two words..."Military Bearing."


  



  Always on attention to the matter at hand in accordance with the guidelines and never turn back. One must always pay attention to detail, as it could save your life.


  


  All of the sudden the clouds that engulfed him began to lift as the fire pause was abrupt to notice. It was silent. The relentless firefight had subsided and for the first time in hours he could manage a glimpse at where he left his comrades.


  


  "Should I chance sticking my head over the trench," he thought to himself. The interest of the moment took control of him, but doubt for his further existence haunted him. "I must look. I have to know," he decided.


  


  



  Krysinsky was alone in the trench which had become his temporary home of sorts for well over six hours and the burning and shouting was constant up until now. He could only remember his friends Mark and Downs as they left the trench to join the Company at the front.


  



  "You got the radio watch. Don't think too much. Just stay here and watch it. If it starts getting rough or we have a positive spot report on the enemy call for fire support. Do you copy?" said Sergeant Downs to Krysinsky. That was the last thing he remembered and at no time after that did he have any reason to go against what he had be told.


  



  "Yes, I must look," he concluded and with one final moment of decision, he picked his head up out of the trench and viewed for the first time the results of the fighting.


  



  He could see numerous bodies strewn about, some in motion and others as still and non-active as...as what? Death itself lay before him and the result of the entire Bravo Company was now a matter of KIA numbers.


  


  



  He used a pair of binoculars to try and locate the living. Instead he found Mark and Downs laying slumped over each other at one side of the battlefield. The others were now trying to move forward in what appeared to be a useless attempt to gain some ground. One accurate hit with a mortar would have ended at once the Company's final chance.


  



  They were held away by a machine gun position on the top of one of the hills directly to Krysinsky's front.


  



  K then noticed an armored vehicle joining the conflict from the right flank. It was a friendly.


  



  As soon as the tank could get a bearing on the enemy machine gun that was now still, it was stuck immediately by an incoming shell. Almost simultaneously, but in a nick of time just before it exploded , the rear ramp of the tank lowered and was able to release one single soldier. He dismounted and jumped or was thrown free out of harm’s way from the imminent inferno.


  



  Gathering himself to his feet, the dismounted foot soldier sited the machine gun. With eyes and weapon fixed on his target and much to his surprise, he was struck by a shot in the top of his head that sheared off a portion of his skull. His helmet was thrown away from him to one side. With blood rushing over the contour of his face, he looked down to pick up the helmet. He did not even realize that a portion of his brain was missing as well. Not able to reach the helmet, he fell over backwards to die. K witnessed the event through the binoculars.


  



  All at once a loud voice came over the radio that K had in the trench, "Bravo X-ray...Bravo X-ray attack the position." This alert was intended for him. Krysinsky immediately recognized his unit's call sign. (It may well have been Adler 1, or Black Night 7, but it was his own.) "We copy, Bravo X-ray out," he responded, although he was not sure what position was asked and much less how they came to know about the "location" of the position.


  



  "Can you clarify as to what position? Break," asked K of the caller, "and with what means should we attack?"


  



  The response was quick, "Bravo X-ray, the machine gun position must be eliminated and at all costs. Use any means necessary."


  



  He really never did get a chance to find out who the caller was. It was now just him. He was "Bravo X-ray." There was nothing else. It took a few seconds for K to respond, but he did.


  



  He used strange words, "We copy, Bravo X-ray out." Strange was that he himself was the only brave Bravo combatant left alive. He was the lone solider in the trench with the radio, but still a threat to the enemy and the last hope for victory. All the others by this time died trying.


  



  To K it became a matter of honor to storm the battlefield position at the top of the hill and deter the enemy at all costs. The sun was too his back now and he could see clearly.


  



  It would be his legacy. He would be remembered, maybe not in history but in the minds of his comrades that would surely follow his example of sacrifice and undeniable will.


  



  By now the two soldiers that manned the machine gun nest at the top of the hill had deployed illumination flares to secure visual proof of the results and if there were living aggressive forces still posing an active threat.


  



  One after another flare lit the valley only to display a massive graveyard of unburied dead. The relief was not felt by anyone except for the two on the hill, who had now began to exchange jokes with one another as they shared a well deserved smoke together. Speaking in some foreign language, they both laughed at each other’s temporary jovial comments. They laughed bravely.


  



  K was certain after the last fired flare extinguished that he had somehow remained undetected.


  



  He was not certain what would happen if he overran the machine gun position. The number of enemy forces that could be behind the hill was uncertain. They were faceless and could be miles away from him like the bombs that fell throughout the night.


  


  



  It was now just a matter of "do."


  



  He remembered his training and the voices of those that were responsible for his instruction, "Move, move, move!! Take that position!!"


  



  In one final moment, he summoned his thoughts together and tried to gather enough strength for the run up the hill. His chances were good he thought. He had the element of surprise on his side and the odds were now only two to one.


  



  "Should I scream a battle yell?" he asked himself. "No," he concluded, "Surprise was important." Although in this situation his training called for confusion of the enemy, he opted against the battle cry.


  



  With one thrust of faith, he lunged over the dug trench and began his assault on the hill.


  



  Running faster and faster in what seemed a movement forever forward, he noticed his own sweat for the first time in his eyes. Through this point the two soldiers had not noticed K's progress and he began to hear their words that rang on his ears like some squallier or jibber jabber.


  



  It had reduced as if in a dream, the time and the distance between his target and him.


  



  He approached closer and closer and could almost see the sweat in the faces of the two on the top of the hill. They were not unlike him.


  


  



  While he was running and in hurried fashion, he had managed to fix his bayonet on his weapon. It was something that he should have done before he left the trench.


  



  In a second of time that seemed to fade into a slow motion replay of his life, he heard a burst of fire coming from the hilltop that was now only a short distance out of his reach. Then everything faded to black. He had a complete blackout. The only thing K could sense was…


  

  



  …the feeling of the day coming to an end and his face hitting the ground.


  



  He did not notice the order that came too late over the radio that he left behind in the trench to "pull back and wait for reinforcement."
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  Chapter 1 Waking Up or Resurrection


  



  That was it! The real reason people fight wars was for the glory of it. They surely do not fight wars because they are starving. As he woke, he remembered now where he was on the planet, somewhere on the planet. He remembered standing silently at the base of that hill waiting to achieve his moment in glory.


  



  “Wow!" he thought as the adrenaline rushed through every vein in his body. He had not accomplished what he had set out to do, but the rush was tremendous. His mission remained incomplete in bed with him as a white sheet, with what he had thought to be a red cross, draped the place over from where he lay.


  



  One thing he noticed was that the radio was now playing music and not giving orders…something about nine million bicycles in some remote corner of the world.


  



  Now was time to get better, but from what. He did not know how he got where he was or even exactly where he was. K could only remember the hill. He was sure that all his senses were intact. He had all his arms and legs, and he could feel them. It seemed to be in order.


  



  As he looked at his great feet that poked out from under another white sheet that covered him, he heard the sound of running water.


  "Hey wait a minute," he thought, "What if I was in a coma and this was all a dream." That would explain where the running water was coming from. It was not the sound of a faucet running into a sink. It was the sound of rightfully fresh mountain stream water that was pure and clear as a virgin baby.


  



  He decided to test his theory and wiggled his ten toes. That worked! All ten responded in a planned wave, just like they do when the crowd at a sport event senses the cameras are on them. It worked, but it did not explain the sound that grew stronger and stronger with every second he lay in bed.


  



  The water appeared to be running throughout the middle of a tent that K now realized was the location of his bed. "Pretty makeshift," he noted as he heard the rain outside. He was for the first time certain that he was being medically attended to.


  



  He then searched frantically for a corresponding red cross that should be on the side of the roof of the tent that stretched over the bed, but found none. Then he began to search for tubes or some evidence of needles that should have been stuck in the veins of his arms, but found none. "Maybe I am healthy," he decided.


  



  PFC K arrived at the military field hospital no worse off or better off than he was in the tent. He was not accustomed to the white antiseptic walls of the building. It was foreign to him and being in a foreign land only compounded the problem further. Nurse Karen Rafferty was assigned immediately to his case. She was Private First Class as well and newly arrived.


  



  This was the easy part.


  



  She need only ask him a few personal, personnel questions and find out what was bothering him. Her good bedside manner was needed a here.


  

  



  The hospital was waiting on mail call as Dewey was checked in, primarily first for observation and then relative rest and relaxation.


  Nurse Rafferty did not think to be a part of the relay of relaxation, but that was doctor's orders. "Doctor's orders are orders too," she thought with a slight doubt. She liked him and that alleviated the small doubt that she may have had about her job ahead.


  



  "I have more work to do," responded the nurse. "So I have to go now, but I'll be back," she said through a blush of feminism as she led him to his room that was at the end of a hallway. "From what I heard, you are lucky to be alive. When I come back, I must ask you a few questions," she added. She left.


  



  "Weird," he thought without saying a word. As he looked around, the first thing he noticed was that the room was empty and there was a choice from three different beds. Krysinsky had his pick. It was a strange feeling to be alone in hospital quarters. Apparently, there was a lack of victims...patients. He felt alone, but it was a different alone feeling from the one he had over the past days when he was running for his life. That was all still very foggy in K's memory.


  



  Outside his window, he could hear two kids singing. K looked out and saw them. They were dressed in foreign clothes. "Oui eee ou ahh ahh bing bang bolly bolly bing bang," and they in between the chorus would stop and say, "Do we not want to share? It is nice to share. Do you think we should share? So let us share today."


  That was getting a bit loud and it started to bother Dewey, he decided to close the window. He thought, however, that the idea might be a food for thought.


  

  



   Chapter 2 It was Time to Eat Real Meat


  He found himself faced with a real dilemma, a real problem. It was now a choice that was again being forced upon him. This time it made him laugh. The field rations that he ate were now substituted with portions of greater size as provided carefully by the hospital.


  



  "Hospital food versus field rations," he said to the patient seated next to him as he looked into his plate holding back a feeling of false pleasure, "How can I hope to survive?" He was smiling when his thoughts shifted from thinking about it as he was soon overcome by his appetite.


  He was neither confined to his too secluded room nor feed like some pig through a series of tubes. Dewey had cafeteria rats.


  



  The sound of silverware on porcelain plates was a new sensation that he relived like it was his first experience with them.


  



  He was not in isolation and was free to move about in a hoped treatment that would lighten his suffering through contact with fellow soldier members.


  



  It was a treatment for shock that relied on therapy through the revival of his senses. It was better than getting shock therapy itself. This was a planned exchange much in line with the fore planned tasking of treatment that comes when they have no idea what is wrong with you. It was veteran administration for a true veteran.
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  Nurse Rafferty came to him while he was eating his dinner with his chart in her hand and wanted to verify a few details. She kindly excused herself as she approached him and explained the problem. "I need to know if the information is correct. I am sorry to bother you at dinner but I have other patients," she said handing him the board. Trick just looked blankly into the paper and said "Yeah, it's all right." "Keep it and just let me out of here," he added a bit disgruntled.


  



  It was these physical needs that Dewey was having problems with. The lack of a real war and a real purpose was denied and he must now change his approach 360 degrees around and concentrate on living.


  



  



  Chapter 3 Cost Factor Nothing to Do with Life or Death


  



  War is a nasty business. Not since Alexander the Great did anyone do anything really "great." At least not great enough to be called great or anything like that. The money was real and paid would he be if he arrived home in a box or if he spent the rest of the service time he had on the front or in the hospital.


  



  There was never a doubt in K's mind that the military was a great way to find a secure future career. There was just one catch. He had to stay alive.


  



  It really was never a question to those that started the problem that many like K would rally around the banner. "It was always like that," thought Dewey, as he drank a glass of water and noticed for the first time that the water was moving over the brim of the glass that he was now clutching and shaking.


  



  It was an independent reaction, rather spur of the moment.


  



  The government had spent or invested a lot of time and money in him and was expecting a return.


  



  Dewey was tired, and he thought he should get some sleep.


  



  The expansion of the database is important. Learn more to gain knowledge about the enemy. Then learn more to gain knowledge and do not hesitate to impress your ideas on the others you are fighting. "I can't be dreaming," he thought, but he was.


  

  



  He was standing in a very old building with what he found to be very leaky plumbing. In war, it is important to be aware of where you piss. The enemy could find you that way. It was almost funny when you think about it, with the heat, but the smell lingered long after any trace of the liquid. War was like that but this was just a dream.


  



  Not conscious of the many that had been present around him in his dream, he moved into a large chamber. For the first time, he saw some dressed, some undressed. Those that were dressed were all wearing white, some adorned in gold fleece, others with bold red-bordered stitching. Optically pleasing were the robes that they wore and Dewey's subconscious correspond it all with the attendants at the hospital.


  



  He was now aware he was in some type of bathhouse. A burst of steam hit him in the face and he was able to detect a sauna directly before him. The sweet smell of lavender and blossoms that were not familiar to him filled the air.


  



  The large public or "publicum" of scanty-clothed men standing about were exchanging small talk with one another.


  



  Dewey was very confused by the ways and manners of the crowd. He could not understand a single word of what he was hearing as it was in a dead and gone language, or so he thought. "Why dead and gone," he wondered. There were great opportunities here for advancement. Primarily cultural advancement was to be considered. If he could only understand!! It had something to do with the military alphabet. If he could only understand, what "V" for victor was? He heard that in his military training, but this was just a dream. As he slept, he rolled over in his bed.


  



  He did not know which lie he should believe in. It was all a matter of myth and not fact, like the fact the mission must matter above all else. On one of the tables that were in the alcove, he noticed what appeared to be armor. "Body armor!!!" he thought. He walked over to the table and looked down to see a sword that lay next to the body armor. The sweet essence of lavender grew stronger. He picked up the sword and saw an inscription on the blade's handle..."IR".


  



  No sooner did he read the lettering engraved proud for all to see, did he hear the chants of the men assembled around him. They had all just simultaneously decided and after much delegation of heated conversation. They used two words...no three words..."In Internum Roma!"


  



  By now Dewey was trying to wake from his sleep, but could not. In his dream he was standing naked at the table and had the sword in his hands. It was a brutal feeling. He felt like some gladiator waiting for his opportunity to be tested in the arena. His motto was: "In Mortuae Salutorum".


  



  He could hear the conversation that followed, but he did not make sense any sense of it. As they talked the robed men did no longer notice Dewey. After all the many legions that had come before, the cohorts arrived to find only one thing in common. In the end, all men must die.
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