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When I started
writing poems I did it with three thoughts in mind:


	
First was to get the
crap out of my head so I could better understand it and help myself
process and heal.



	
Second, I wanted other
people to understand how combat and peacekeeping affects us and our
families. I will never understand what it’s like to have a parent
or spouse come home a different person because I was the one who
was changed. I can only verbalize that I myself went though
emotional hell trying to understand. I endured physical injuries as
well as emotional. Would I do it again to serve my country? Hell,
yeah.



	
My third thought: If I
could give strength to another as some have done for me. If the
burden of pain is shared then it becomes less painful.





 


I would like to dedicate this book
to my parents and my children who gave me strength when I needed it
most. To my family and friends who have supported me and were there
when I needed to chat. To my beautiful gal who loves me as I am. I
love you all.

I would like to thank the
counsellors and doctors who help patch us up. I am a better man
today because of help from my health professionals and the Military
Family Resource Centre staff.

A final dedication to those who
serve and the families that support them.
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Poet’s Note and
Dedication






Part 1: War of the
Mind

A soldier’s
fortune

Demons
hide

I saw a lady dressed in
red

I had a
dream

House upon a
hill

Convoy

Rude
awakening

Anger

Sickly
scream

A little
boy

Poison

A blinding
rage

PTSD

River of
red

Violence in my
mind

A girl
alone

Veteran
plates

My mind

Terror and
fear

A jeep on a
road

Fireworks in the
sky

Thank the
angel

Death

Free

As I lie

Moonlit
glow

Nightmares
undone

Wheels in my
head

So much
red

Inner
darkness

Brown hair and
curl

A soldier’s
fortune, part 2






Part 2: Love and
Loss

The dance

Beautiful
blue

I dream of a
girl

Never
again

My heart is
locked

Piece by
piece

I trusted
you

As I sit

Falling

As I lie and
think of you

I lost

I want you

You’re in my
heart

A pill

Rent

Love

Firefly
dancing

Dewdrops on a
rose

If you only
knew

I fell in love
with you

I’ve loved

Not another
tear

Slowly

Lips of an
angel

I miss you

Twisted

She loves
me, she loves me not

A beautiful
rose

Hummingbird

Brick wall

I think of
you






Part 3: Shit That Makes Me
Smile

Shitty
poetry

Beautiful
rose

If fish could
drive a boat

Christmas
cheer

A solitary
rose

A field of
grain

Raindrops on
tin

Why does the dog
bark?

Bears
dance

Zombies
attack

Scratching at
the door

Friend

New ink

Biker poem

A little
swift

A winding
country road






Part 4: A New
Day

Mother

The cycle will
break

I met a
girl with a heart of gold

A father’s
gift

Life

The first
time

A new day

A beautiful
flower






Part 5: Photo Gallery,
Then and Now






About the
Poet
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 A
SOLDIER’S FORTUNE

A soldier’s
fortune of coming home

To a wife that
does not recognize you

Your mind not your own.

A soldier’s
fortune as death draws so near

Bullets flying
right past your ear.

A soldier’s
fortune of serving a cause

So much death I ponder and
pause.

A soldier’s
fortune of a spirit broke.

A soldier’s fortune of atrocities
spoke.

A job that he
loves is taken away

Unable to trust you with a rifle
they say.

Family
broken.

No one can say. Just why Daddy
came back that way.

A soldier’s
fortune so proud to serve

Then they take
it away

No longer can
he fight

The fucking nerve.






I came back from my last tour and
had some problems dealing with things. My doctor told me that I
would not see another tour again. This was extremely hard to hear.
Not only was I very angry toward my family and life in general but
being told that you can no longer serve your country is hard for a
soldier to hear. I loved to serve and was very proud. I felt that
had been ripped away from me. This caused me to become even more
bitter and angry. It was an extremely hard transition for me to
make.

We as soldiers
are so proud to serve. I was a career soldier. I would have stayed
in the military until I was ready to retire. But all things happen
for a reason. We just don’t always recognize it at the time.

 


 



 DEMONS HIDE

Demons hide

In my mind

Twist my
soul

I’m not
whole

My spirit
wrought

My body
broke

Kill me now

My life a
joke

In my mind

You will
see

Demons fire

Burning me

Hiding
behind

Eyes so
cold

Demons hide

So fucking
bold

Save me now

Set me free

From demons
hiding

And haunting
me

As I close my
eyes

And try to
sleep

God I beg

From demons keep.






Some vets return from overseas
having vivid and violent thoughts running through their head. For a
mild mannered person this can be quite troublesome. There were
times I felt I was haunted by a demon, corrupting my dreams and
twisting my thoughts. I had bouts of hatred and anger that I did
not understand. If it were not for being able to speak openly to my
psychologist and psychiatrist from the Base I feel I would have
gone nuts. I felt so much shame for these feelings I did not
understand. I experienced even more shame for feeling that I had
let my family down and was causing them so much grief and pain.

I am so glad that I had great
people in my corner to help me. To my counsellors and doctors on
the Base, I can never say thank you enough.












 I SAW A LADY DRESSED IN
RED

I saw a lady
dressed in red

I knew at once
that she was dead.

Her eyes were
sunken, skin was grey

I never before saw someone that
way.

Bullet casings
on the floor

Beside the
shoes she’d wear no more

If you ever
wonder why I’m blue

Now you see in my mind too.

Images that I
can’t erase

Cause my heart
to beat a rapid pace

For I saw a
lady dressed in red

Flies dancing upon her head.






Ethnic cleansing is the work of
sick minds. I never understood the concept of wiping out a certain
race, religion or creed until Yugoslavia. For a Canadian who lives
in a sheltered country with little violence and all of the sudden
being immersed in situations where you have to go into places and
clean up other people’s messes it can be hard to deal with.

I had many friends over my career
who have dealt with these situations. No wonder we are fucked up
when we get home. For some it’s easier to detach and deal with it.
Some of us feel helpless at the situation and unable to do anything
about it.

 


 



 I HAD A DREAM

I had a dream
of fighting a war

I saw pure
hell.

Never the same
no more

Death awaiting
at every turn

My only
thoughts to my kids I return

But when I get
home

Sadness and
fear.

For I have so much hatred. To all
I hold dear.

My soldier’s
dream is a nightmare so vast

Trapped in pain
and anger

Hatred so
vast

One can only
imagine the terror and fear

When you’re so afraid to lose all
that is dear.

I finally come
home. My mind and heart broke.

My family in
shambles.

Nightmares awoke.

I had a dream
but did not awake

For I lived
this dream

The dream I now shake.






Experiencing first hand the
atrocities that some people do to others is a hard thing for some
to handle. I had brutal nightmares for a while after my last tour.
I remember waking up just drenched in sweat just like I had hopped
out of the shower and not dried off.

My dreams were very vivid and
always violent. I remember when I was younger having different
dreams – now it was all combat, death and destruction. My mind was
broken and I could no longer take it any more.

My anger and frustration began to
take its toll on not only myself but my family too.
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