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About the Author 
A poet hiding in an 
engineers mind, I have 
been writing poetry since 
grade school, almost 70 
years.. 

I edited and published the 
quarterly poetry journal 
“BEGINNINGS”. I self 
published one book of 
poems, “Back Roads” in 
1994. My poem “Take Me 
Home” won a first in the 
Texas State Senior Games 
in 1997. 

An on again, off again 
member of the Austin Poetry Society, I am currently on again. 

While I was trained as an Engineer and have some talent with 
numbers and technology, my real love is teaching. I’ve spent the last 
of my many careers working to provide education to many different 
markets and communities that combine to make bicycling more 
accessible and safer. I became an advocate, an educator and an expert 
witness. Working with individuals, local governments, and non-
profits, I ended up making a mark in that world. 
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Cartonera:  
a hand-made literary phenomenon 

Libros cartoneros are books made from salvaged cardboard with a 
hand-painted or collage cover. Produced in limited editions and 
sold for a fraction of the cost of a professionally produced book, 
cartonera have become popular across Latin America since the 
founding of Eloísa Cartonera in Buenos Aires in 2003. Cartonera 
have been seen as a move towards the democratisation of 
literature on the continent not only because they are inexpensive 
to produce and distribute, but also because they place 
distinguished authors alongside the writings of community 
groups, children, and the odd forgotten poet. Often used in 
education as a publishing device for children of all ages. 
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Dedication 

Lt. Edward Christian Glass Tyree 
1915 - 1945 

The author’s father was killed in combat during the Battle of the 
Bulge in Belgium. He was a 1st Lieutenant in the 101st Airborne 
Division having volunteered after the attack on Pearl Harbor. 
He died January 3, 1945 near Longchamps Belgium and was 
awarded the Bronze Star for Valor. 

This book of poetry has been written and compiled over the 
years as new conflicts spread across the world. 
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This original chap book was created especially for our 
new friends Meg and Maria. May our friendship grow 

and lead us on many new journeys. 
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Last Soldier But One 
Would I kill 
so I could claim that it was 
I who ended all war? 
Would I die 
were I the last soldier but one 
so he would have no one left to kill? 

This is just a random thought about the end of all war… 
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Invasion of America 
The People came in the time before, 
spreading across the land 
living with the land,  
sharing the land with the herds. 
And the land was fertile and provided 
for the People.  
What was not needed was left for another. 
Then the Europeans invaded 
Spanish, English, Portuguese and French. 
From cultures that was taught to “own” the land 
that harvested and stored the bounty of the land 
that drew boundaries and built fences and walls 
and what was not needed was kept. 
And the invaders brought germs  
and pushed the People off  
Ancestral lands that provided plenty 
into “Reservations” that provided little. 
Killed the herds of bison for fashion 
and let the food rot. And then 
took the land of the reservation away. 
And now the People live in squalor 
uncounted and unappreciated 
as they fight to exist, fight to honor 
the past and all of our ancestors who  
lived well with the land. 
And the “civilized” invaders called the People “heathens.” 

Some academics estimate that 95% of the indigenous 
population of the Americas died within two 
generations, that could be as many as 20 million men, 
women and children. That includes, in just the United 
States, American Indians, Alaska Natives and Native 
Hawaiians, some of who lived in sophisticated cultures.. 
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Nothing Civil About War 
Some called it the “Civil War” 
others “The War Between the States”. 
By any name it was insurrection 
with obscure cause and death as an end. 
The first real test of a country’s will 
to survive and grow. 
The first “war” photographed 
recording pain and carnage. 
Vicksburg, the Wilderness, Shiloh,  
Chickamauga, Gettysburg 
and bloody Antietam’s single day 
cost both sides 23,000 men. 
Fighting on land and sea 
Battles of brother against brother. 
Weapons of war out paced 
the means of saving lives 
Doctors were overwhelmed 
Men died from disease and battle 
until the toll became obscene. 
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Mountain Empire 
This land has known war. 
Tribe against tribe 
Since time began 
and this land 
became a pawn 
in the “Great Game”  
when expansion became  
a national imperative. 
The British Empire 
failed here thrice 
beaten by people  
fighting for their own land. 
The Soviet homogeny 
stumbled and bled 
and failed here twice 
as the Taliban  
grew strong and  
Then America and NATO tried 
and failed in the  
“Longest War”.  
And the land remains 
and the people remain 
and tribe fighting tribe persists, 
And the dying continues… 

Afghanistan has been a crossroads between Europe and 
Asia and has been a swamp that defeated the British 
Empire, the Soviet Union and the United States and the 
NATO alliance.  
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Same God, Di!erent Churches 
This is a story of divided Ireland. 
Catholics and Protestants. Christians both 
both told to “Love your neighbor as yourself.” 
It began in 1641 with Irish Catholics 
fighting British Protestants.  
Us versus Them, but we are all the same 
the boundaries that separate us are  
simple lines on a map. 
or different ways of reading the same words. 
And thousands die in undeclared war. 
Later, they called the  undeclared war 
“The Troubles” and pitted loyalist Protestant 
against nationalist Catholics.  
Each side stated high ideals 
but slaughtered civilians without shame. 
The Catholics want to govern themselves, 
The Protestants want them to be part of a greater whole 
and over this esoteric choice they fight and die. 
For thirty years, neighbors killed neighbors until 
3,500 died and 50,000 suffered injury. 
And no one wins in the end… 

It can be argued that the Irish conflicts that have been 
killing non-combatants for over 400 years are about 
nationalism or self governing but it looks a lot like inter-
sectarian war on the surface, with Catholics fighting to 
be independent from the Protestant government.  
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Should have ended at Appomattox courthouse 
where men who stood as brothers 
and learned the art of war 
in the same classroom 
met to end the slaughter. 
It struggled on for 
for two more months  
with men dying  
until Juneteenth finished the war 
and began the reconstruction. 
And it’s not over 
it still stains the souls 
of the side that surrendered 
that day. It still resonates 
with those that feel  
threatened… 

More men were lost in the Civil War than in any war 
before or since. Casualties may have totaled 1.5 Million 
lives. 
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The War to End All War 
The introduction of modern warfare 
finding more efficient ways of killing and wounding 
combatants and civilians. 
Tanks, planes and poison gas  
finding new ways to kill and maim. 
Create death spanning continents 
and injuries spawning crippled bodies 
fueling pandemic 
Militarism, Alliances, Imperialism and Nationalism. 
Humiliation and anger spiraled into hate and shame 
building resentment and preparing for a new war. 
Imperial dynasties crumbling. 
Women in the workforce, social upheaval. 
African Americans in uniform, winning medals 
still unable to ride the front of the bus 
The War to End All Wars changed the world 
But it didn’t end all wars, simply set the stage. 

World War I counted 27 Million soldiers dead and 
wounded with 13 Million civilians as collateral damage… 
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Rwandan Mother 
I’ve grown too weary to clear my nostrils, 
clogged with death and sun dried dust, 
stirred into swirling devils, 
by furnace winds, by scuffling feet, 
seeking safety, seeking solace. 
The weight of the mid-day sun, hanging just above 
pushes down on a dented pot with a rusted hole, 
that perilously crowns a pile of ragged bedding 
dragging endlessly along this foreign road, 
heaped upon another soul spent traveler. 
Aching limbs, grotesque joints, 
parchment skin stretched thin, 
hang among tattered bits of cloth. 
Round dark eyes float, disembodied, 
beneath a single dirty fold, 
arranged to shade a dying face. 
One more child, dead among the many, 
laid rank upon unending rank 
beside this endless tramp 
of broken families. 
I’ve laid my daughter in a pile, 
picked up another’s son. 
In a separate pile laid that one. 
I sit and watch with another child 
feebly tugging at my withered breast 
because brother must kill brother 
until only the dead are left. 

The Rwandan genocide occurred between 7 April and 
15 July 1994 during the Rwandan Civil War. Most 
estimates assume between 500,000 to 800,000 Tutsi 
deaths. 
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Jungle War 
It wasn’t a welcome war 
this war in the jungle. 
We had to choose between 
standing up for our country  
or standing up for our conscience. 
Our friends and classmates were torn 
between volunteering and fleeing to Canada. 
Between risking life and family  
and staying safe and smug in the states. 
Protests became common and sometimes bloody 
and endless news reels documented the struggle. 
and the atrocities  
when they occurred so common in war.  

There were also moments of valor and compassion 
when warrior became savior and nurse 
and wounded children were saved 
and succored and returned to their families. 

Almost 60,000 us troops lost their lives in Vietnam and 
many came back with lifetime trauma. 
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Two Lives 
She stood, dark eyes peering through fences 
at the desert sands. 
Gila River without any water, 
Internment camp in the land of the free, 
homes, cars, bank accounts torn away. 
Bewildered civilians, herded like cattle, 
trapped behind barbed wire, 
far from the only home she knew, 
the land of her birth, California. 
When the god of light fell from an empty sky 
and smote the land of the rising sun, 
earth and flesh and molten glass swirled up 
pulsing mushroom cloud over Hiroshima. 
He stood knee deep in a rice paddy, bent over 
plunging new green plants in the fertile black soil. 
Light, sound, wind swept a city away 
left the paddy unchanged changed the world forever. 
Together, quietly living the way 
accepting what is and will be 
raising a family to know the good 
in all people, to know that only people care. 

A friend’s mother was in an internment camp in 
California when the atomic bomb fell on Hiroshima. Her 
father was planting rice in Japan and saw the flash of 
light. They met in the US are now together as US 
Citizens. 
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Two Men Talking in a Crowded 
Station 
I’ve a lovely wife and two fine sons. 
I wrote her only yesterday 
complaining of my coming birthday. 
I would have been an old man of thirty, 
now I’ll grow no older nor complain again. 
I envy you your wife and thirty years. 
I’m just nineteen, planned to marry Elsa. 
She died in a city bombed to rubble, 
I died in a burning tank. 
A tank it was that killed me also. 
Sitting on a distant ridge, firing eighty-eights, 
screaming and crashing among my men, 
shredding them on the frozen ground. 
No tank it was the killed you, 
rather a man who aimed that gun, 
pulled the lanyard that released the shell, 
‘twas my hand that burst your heart out. 
Night now, they won’t find my battered body 
until morning, warmth all gone, flesh frozen, 
unrecognizable. Those shells make a mess. 
I hope they send my letters home. 
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Turn Away? 
We woke to the sounds of death today, 
we woke with the cries of dying children, 
we woke from the pain of starvation again.  
How can you turn away? 
“It’s just a local conflict”, you say 
in a far off place with silly names 
like Dubrovnic, Split and Serajevo, 
so it’s easy to turn away.” 
And I guess we goaded this carnage on 
by fostering hate instead of love 
by choosing sides instead of friends 
so, go ahead, maybe it’s OK to urn away. 
But the toll that this battle has asked us to pay 
climbs by the hundreds, until to our shame 
the dead must wait in unburied piles. 
Now, can you still turn away? 
It’s killing children, and raping mothers, 
slaughtering babies, and everyone’s sons. 
It’s killing bakers and bankers and carpenters 
and people like you, who turn away. 
The great war, to end all wars 
started here before you were born. 
Now we watch the blood run again. 
Again we watch you turn away. 
When you watch your child collapse 
with entrails trailing in the street, 
when you lie broken, breathing out blood, 
remember who turned away. 

The Yugoslav War raged from 1991 to 2001 as ethnic 
groups fought each other. 
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Coming Home 
It was hard, 
standing on the platform 
waiting with Grand daddy Jake 
to meet his son. 
It’s raining in Virginia, 
the rails glisten, 
polished in the falling mist. 
Duncan’s coming home 
Home from the war in Korea 
a hero, a dead hero. 
Shoulders hunched under  
raincoats we wait in silence  
watching the rain on the rails. 
He’d led his men through mud 
and enemy fire 
to take a nameless hill, 
then he led them back down again 
leaving it to the enemy. 
We hear the train 
whistling for the river crossing 
where the tall trestle stands. 
He stayed behind 
to make sure his men were safe 
and now he’s coming home. 

My uncle Duncan Alexander Macleod died in Korea, May 
18, 1951 
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Two Men Talking in a Crowded 
Station 
Don’t you care that I sent that shell 
that took you from your family, killed your men? 
Don’t you care that the carnage isn’t over, 
there’re more useless battles to be fought? 
You expect me to cry vengeance, to hate your soul? 
Hate’s what brought us here. 
Now we’re here together, all of us, 
our broken bodies strewn like windfall 
across the snowy fields among the woods… 
We’ll none of us win in the end, 
even though we fight to the death. 
Look, they’re burying us in separate cemeteries, 
as if we really care. 

The American’s who fell at Bastogne were buried in the 
American Cemetery in Luxembourg. It is in an open 
area with beautiful green lawns and white crosses. The 
German dead were buried in a separate cemetery down 
the road. That cemetery is in shadowed woods with 
black crosses at the graves. Even in death we create 
distinctions instead of inclusion. 
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Winter War 
If I lie down this night 
I”ll not get up tomorrow. 
This foreign ground will draw my warmth 
leave me stiff and dead, 
surely as bullet or bayonet.. 
So I crouch, on stolen straw, 
listen for the sounds of battle 
that rip the stillness of the night 
Metallic clanking of savage tanks 
foraging like prehistoric beasts 
for frozen fodder in clinging fog. 
Sibilant whispers of artillery rounds 
arch like rainbows through the night 
bring gore instead of gold for those who find the end. 
Harsh breaths from my enemy in white 
stalking closer, tree by tree, 
My death their only hope for life. 
This simple crossroads town welcomed us, 
unprepared for winter or for war. 
Ammunition running low, freezing feet in worn out boots, 
our battle dress provides no camouflage against the snow. 
Surrounded, our command is clear,  
“No surrender. Hold the ground. Help is on the way” 
Clear skies will bring the planes  
carrying food, medicine, ammunition. 
Clearing skies will bring the planes 
sudden death for other lonesome boys 
who crouch, on stolen straw, listen for the sounds of battle 
that stir the stillness of the night. 

The WWII Battle of the Bulge was fought during one of 
the coldest winters in history. 
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Military Cemetery 
The fallen have decayed long since  
to enrich this foreign soil, 
their marble monuments  
now stand passively aloof 
to speak of sacrifice and courage,  
death, fear, and carnage. 
Here, white on white,  
the crosses flood the snowy slopes, 
bearing three short lines  
to chronicle each life, record each soul. 
Only these few words are left  
to the relentless enemy. 
Thousands of lives end here,  
wasted by a war fought long ago, 
For reasons we who’ve come to question  
refuse to understand. 
“This is where you grandfather lies, son 
I never knew him either.” 

My father died January 3, 1945 at Bastogne, Belgium 
and is buried in the American Cemetery in Luxembourg. 
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