
   They Never Came Home 

Poem from page 97 

 

Through the years they have no gain, 

They strive to win in battles game, 

But bound within the walls of pain, 

They will but strive and strive again. 

 

The ground now clears of former scene, 

The air still holds what here hath been, 

Man’s glorious hour now dying lay, 

Like summers end ‘tis their last day. 

 

No more to fight their battle’s done, 

Who is to count who lost, who won, 

They strove to win that battle’s fame, 

They fight no more, none now remain. 

 

The earth provides the heroes’ bed, 

There sleep our glorious sons now dead, 

They do not share our painful grief, 

For them no pain, just death’s relief. 

 
        In memory of my Grandfather Arthur Straw.  
        He did come home. He died soon after from 
        a mortal wound and the effects of mustard gas. 
        We never had the chance to know each other. 

 

 


