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THE SECOND WORLD WAR
The voice said "We are at War"
And I was afraid , for I did not know what this meant.
My sister and I ran to our friends next door
As if they could he!p. History was lessons learnt
With ancient dates . but here
Was something utterly new.
The Radio, called the Wireless then, had said
That the country would have to be brave.
There was much to do
And I remember that night, as I lay in bed
I thought of Soldiers who
Had stood on our nursery floor
Holding guns , on guard and stiff. But war meant blood
Shed over Battle fields, Calvary galloping. War
On that September Sunday made us fee! frightened
Of what our world waited for.
Elizabeth Jennings
STAY WITH ME GOD

Stay with me, God.  The night is dark.
The night is cold.  My little spark

Of courage dies.  The night is long.

Be with me, God, and make me strong.

THE KOHIMA EPITAPH

When you go home,

Tell them of us and say,

For your tomorrow,

We gave our today.

FOR THE FALLEN


They went with songs to battle, 

they were young.
Straight of limb. true of eye; 

Steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end 

Against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall grow not old, 

As we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, 

Nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning.
We will remember them.
Laurence Bunyon


IN FLANDERS FIELD

In Flanders Fields the poppies blow

Between the crosses row on row,

That mark our place; and in the sky

The larks, still bravely singing, fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the dead, short days ago

We lived; fell down, saw sunset glow,

Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders Fields 

Take up our quarrel with the foe;

To you from failing hands we throw

The torch, be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow

In Flanders Fields.

John Macrae

SOLDIERS

Brother,

I saw you on a muddy road 

In France

Pass by with your Battalion,

Rifle at the slope, full marching order,

Arm swinging;

And I stood at ease,

Folding my hands over my rifle,

With my Battalion.

You passed me by, and our eyes met.

We had not seen each other since the days

We climbed the Devon hills together,

Our eyes met, startled,

And, because the order was silence,

We dared not speak. 

O face of my friend,

Alone distinct of all that company,

You went on, you went on,

Into the darkness;

And I sit here at my table,

Holding back my tears,

With my jaw set and my teeth clenched,

Knowing I shall not be

Ever so near you as I saw you 

In my dream

F.S.Flint


