
Dear God, 

 

I look around and see hatred in people's eyes  

I cannot begin to imagine how my friend’s parents felt when  

they learned that their babies died.  

I remember a time of peace and glory.  

Since the war has begun,  

these memories of happiness seem like a fairy tale story.  

I go to bed terrified at night wondering why  

So many people could be so full of hate;  

No one seems to want to call to you God  

they never want to breathe your name until it is too late.  

Just the other day I watched one of my best friends die.  

I held him in my arms and watched him slowly slip away,  

I hate that we had to go to war; I hated watching my friends’ lives 

slip away. 

I do not know how much longer I can take this God,  

I do not know if I can handle the pain,  

I need you to protect me, I need your love to make me feel sane.  

I pray every night that this war will be over, I pray that  

I will one day be able to go home,  

I wish that I never had to come over here,  

At least I know that I have your love so that I will never be alone.  

Please God, I beg you, watch over us always,  

I know that this battle is in your hands  

and that it will be over when you chose it to be that way.  

I know that you have shed your share of tears, just as I have too,  

I hope that this war will be over soon  

because I am to the point that I do not know what to do.  

I will only ask you one more thing before I say good night,  

Please let my family know that I am ok and that I am strong be-

cause I am fighting to make everything for them right.  

 

In your precious name I pray,  

Your loving faithful servant  

 

 

AUTHOR’S NOTE: This poem is dedicated to the men and 

women who are fighting for all of us. Please keep them in your 

prayers. Pray that they will return soon. God bless our soldiers 

and our country.  

A Soldier’s Prayer by Courtney Galloway 

IMP ACT T IME S 

NOTHING COULD BE MORE OVERWHELMING than the 

crushing weights of regret from not living up to one’s potential. 

Living on the wheel of fortune; existing by chance, achieving 

nothing. Time slowly passes away, taking with it dreams and 

ambitions, leaving despair at a time we so desperately need a 

sense of closure and reflection, the twilight years when every-

thing physical begins to fail. The agonizing realization that 

time is running out, no more spring times to plow and plant, a 

distant glare, full of anger.  

Goals are vital to overcoming the weight of regret. Early 

on, we must teach our children and those in our care to choose 

carefully their respective goals and ambitions, both in business 

and in spiritual matters. A solid foundation, upon which all else 

is supported, is vital to success. Early on, when school is the 

most pressing time constraint, ample time is available for a 

rock solid foundation to be built in whatever area is deemed 

vital. Whether spiritual matters or laying down the beginnings 

of a business plan, time and energy is already in place, along 

with a belief that anything is possible, nothing is too outland-

ish.  As time moves forward, time constraints become more 

obstructive to fresh starts. His first job after school, her the first 

date, marriage, children, a thirty year mortgage. Each progres-

sion makes time more valuable, and so elusive. Goals are re-

placed with priorities and getaways, designed to help escape 

this cycle of fear, and ultimately regret. Disguised as a reward, 

it’s more of a quick fix, like eating to relieve stress, only to 

cause more stress from weight gain and poor health.  

Foundations can be built a piece at a time, an hour a day, 

step by step. The old saying “An apple a day” holds true, but 

eating all seven on the last day doesn’t have the same result. 

You may get a sour belly, and you’ll lose your taste for the 

very apple that will make you well, solidify your future, and 

build good habits that will last a lifetime. A year out is not a 

long time to wait for a slow, meticulous base to rise up, but 

time looks much different to a teenager than someone in their 

twilight.  

Nothing requires more care and attention to detail than the 

foundation. On a waterfront home at the beach, pylons are 

driven deep into the sand, a solid footing that will cost $25K or 

more. Once placed, the foundation must sit for two weeks, en-

suring it will stand firm against the next storm to blow through. 

More attention is given to this critical step than any other. 

Nothing will survive above if the foundation is weak below. 

Standing tall and beautiful during good times, the first storm 

will topple what others thought could not be breached. “Who 

built this house? Why did it fail when others around it sur-

vived? What was the difference? Why did he collapse during 

his personal storm?”  

Once in place a solid foundation can be built upon, and 

rebuilt on after storms, sometimes bigger and better than the 

original. The key is a solid benchmark, unshakable, and un-

movable, no matter what may blow through.  
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