








Dear Reader,

Thank you for reading this book. As I said in the begin-
ning, I wrote it so that you can live a more healthy, happy life
by understanding what influences create warriors and war.

The most important thing I can say is: Don’t accept without
question what another tells you to believe. We all need to ques-
tion. Questioning creatively exercises that muscle between
your ears. Without questioning, our brain becomes old very
fast; like an unexercised muscle, it becomes soft and flabby.
Remember that we have created our problems. They are not
beyond us. We can, therefore, understand them! It takes work!
But we can do it if we are truly serious and try hard. I hope
you do, for your life and the life of all human beings.

If you want to write me about what you think of this book
or your concerns about warriors and war, please feel free to do
so at the following address. I would enjoy hearing from you:

Dr. Terrence Webster-Doyle
c/o The Atrium

PO Box 816
Middlebury, Vermont 05753 USA

With care,

" entewe Webstor— e

Dr. Terrence Webster-Doyle
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13.

Some Final Questions
Are the seeds of war within us?
Who is the enemy?
How do we create the enemy?
Can peace come about through war?
Do you believe that war is inevitable?
Who is responsible for war?
Can we fight violence with violence?

Do you think that solving conflict with violence is
honorable?

Do you think playing with war toys can lead to using
real war weapons as adults? Why?

How can somebody love and kill?
Are only men violent?
Who raises young boys to be warriors?

Does patriotism help bring about peace—or does it
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only create more conflict?

14. Do you really know what it means to kill a person?

15. What would you kill for? Honor? Pride? Valor?
Beliefs? A flag? 'To defend a country? Bravery?
Glory? A job?

16. What does the saying, “Death before dishonor”
mean?

17. What prevents peace?
18. What can you do to bring about peace?

19. Do you think it would help to have peace education
classes at your school?

20. Should we outlaw war?
P.S. Let me leave you with the following story of peace.

Make Believe

Guns firing, people screaming, bombs falling—the enemy
is on the run and “we” are the heroes. The screen shows the
names of the actors and then goes blank as the lights come on
and you slowly come back to being aware of yourself sitting in
the theater with other young people.

Out in the street you still feel as if you were in the war,
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that you were the hero—Sergeant Armstrong—the handsome,
tough, cool, military man who fought to save his country, race
and beliefs from the enemy. You feel a strange, powerful energy
in your body as if you could now fight and conquer. You feel
protective of your country, patriotic and loyal. You feel you
belong, which makes you feel secure, safe.

As you walk down the city street teeming with people, you
notice the difference between them. Different features, color of
skin, size, ethnic backgrounds. You see some that remind you
of the “enemy” you just saw in the movie. You feel yourself go
tense at the sight of these “foreign” looking people. You feel
distrust and fear. Remembering how Sergeant Armstrong
mowed down the foreign enemies with his mighty M60 machine
gun, you feel tall, strong and cool—a fighting man.

Stopping by the video arcade you go right to the Phantom
Fighter’s game and relive the “glory” of the battles of the fa-
mous wars. Your collection of military toys has been given up
for real camouflage clothes you wear around on occasion. You
dream of serving your country as a hero and a patriot. Your
plan is to join the military after high school—perhaps even to
make it a career. You have already read the recruiting materi-
als promising glory and honor serving and defending your great
nation. You feel a sudden feeling of pride as you consider this.

Taking the train out of the city, you travel home to the
countryside. Walking from the station to your house, you take
a short cut through some lovely woods. The tall trees reach up
to the sun, as leaves reflect the light of the late afternoon.

Some crickets are chirping; a squirrel scampers past you. The
green grass underfoot softly cushions your walk. There are no
sounds of traffic here, no movie theaters or video arcades, no
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military films or thoughts of glory. The wind suddenly moves
the treetops above you; the rustling of leaves brushing against
each other creates a magical calm.

Suddenly, you become aware of a delicate, sweet odor of
honeysuckle. Looking to your left, you see a bush of lovely
white flowers. Leaning over to smell one, you are enveloped by
its enchanting scent. For a brief yet everlasting moment, “you”
are gone! There is only that fragrance—nothing else. In the
distance a train hoots its horn, the haunting sound echoing
through the woods. For a brief yet everlasting moment all is
well. There is peace. It has been there all the time.

Birds sing, crickets chirp, the wind moves through trees,
and everything is right with the world.

® *® B
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The Dream is Over.

S0 Who Is The Enemy?






