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Foreword

Brian L. Porter is perhaps better known as the author of the award-winning novel `A Study in Red – The Secret Journal of Jack the Ripper, and other thrillers of a similar ilk. Also a screenwriter and co-producer for ThunderBall Films of Los Angeles, what is little known, however, is that the author is also a successful and accomplished poet, having won the Preditors & Editors `Best Poet of 2008 Award' under one of his pseudonyms, Juan Pablo Jalisco.

Here, under his own name is a superb collection of poetry of war and remembrance, pieced together over the author's many years of working with and writing about the various ex-servicemen's associations, with which he has been connected over a long period of time, following his service in the Royal Air Force.
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Introduction

I have been privileged, in recent years, to have met and talked with many surviving soldiers and airmen who took part in some of the most momentous periods of our recent history. As the memories of the 20th century's world wars recede in the public mind, I have attempted to record, in verse, some of the experiences of those brave men who made our present, comfortable world possible. Each of the poems you are about to read is based on the personal experience of an individual soldier or airman, or relates to a documented event in history. I have not attempted to glorify war. This is a work of remembrance, a small way of trying to convey to the reader the debt we owe to the men and women who, in many cases, paid the ultimate sacrifice in defence of their homeland.

I owe a debt of gratitude to the many people who have provided me with the inspiration for much of this work, but, in particular, I wish to record my thanks to Jacqui Whitehead, Jim Bulmer, the gentlemen of the Doncaster branch of the Air Gunners Association, (especially the late Steve Green and Jimmy Goldie D.F.C., D.F.M.), for their wonderful reminiscences, and the members of the Doncaster Central branch of the Royal British Legion, without whose help this collection would not have been possible, and finally, a special thank you to my Mother, Enid Porter, my greatest supporter, to whom this work is dedicated!





Kiss of Death

Welcome to the carnival, the carnival of carnage!

Welcome to the Reaper's realm, where death's stormtroopers forage.

Welcome to destruction, to blood, and guts, and tears.

Welcome to the final resting place of all your fears.

 

To mighty confrontation, to awesome total war,

Where bodies hang on branches like the blood on Satan's claw.

Where blood flows like a tide of tears, where oblivion is bliss,

Welcome to the carnival, come, feel the bullet's kiss!





From the Trenches

Death, you walk among us every day, I fear you not.

You bring with you a sweet relief to those too tired too escape you.

No more mud, no more stench, no more whistles.

“Up and at `em boys”, over the top, kill the Hun, what fun!

 

Shattered bodies, bullets flying, “Look out boys, it's gas”.

Torment, beyond our realms of belief,

For this we left our Mothers' breast,

For England, God, and King.

 

Earth stained red with rotting corpses,

We couldn't stop and bring them back.

I'm sorry Mother, I really am,

We wanted to, we really did.

 

“Over by Christmas”, someone said,

Not this year boys, and maybe never.

We'll go on dancing the dance of death,

Why not, it's a lovely war!





Casualties of War

Marching proudly off to war, wearing uniforms with pride,

Within a few weeks most were gone, innocence had died.

Cannon fodder for the guns, casualties of battle,

Victims of the politics that made the sabres rattle!

 

The generals told them “Worry not, the war will not last long”,

They left their homes and families, and sang the soldiers song.

But the long-laid plans of generals were just a bitter seed,

That reaped a bitter harvest, as they watched their manhood bleed!

 

They were men like any other, they were fathers, brothers, sons,

Sacrificed by those who never heard the fire of guns!

Loyal and patriotic, for their generals they died well,

As they coughed their life-blood out within that man-created Hell!

 

Rain and mud, and heat and dust, the seasons passed on by,

As months rolled into years beneath that smoke enveloped sky!

In that place they called the battlefield, they lived, and fought, and died,

In homes throughout the nation, many mothers wept and cried.

 

For the soldiers of the Kaiser, who had fought the generals' war,

They had faced the British “Tommy”, they had heard the Lions roar.

At last the guns fell silent, and the Sun rose once again,

They shuffled home, but now they seemed, an army of old men.

 

No victory parades, and no sabres left to rattle,

Just the memories of the men they'd known, lost in futile battle!

Of horrors now they must forget, never to repeat,

Let not the generals plan again, the sound of marching feet!





Young Georgie, Soldier of the King

He was sixteen years old, but now Georgie is dead,

He told lies `bout his age, he was shot through the head.

He wore the Kings uniform, bursting with pride,

`Til, his blood stained the ground on the day that he died.

 

Thick acrid smoke clung low to the ground,

As the company waited for the whistle to sound.

The sounds of the battle around them were loud,

As they waited to walk through that cannon-made shroud.

 

Young Georgie was nervous, excited as well,

They all knew that soon they'd be pitched into Hell.

Where kill or be killed was the only way out,

Still they waited for the whistle, the officer's shout.

 

Some said a prayer, and some shook with fear,

The sergeant just stood there, scratching his ear.

Then the sound of the whistle, and “over the top”,

Georgie knew this was it, he'd gone too far to stop.

 

So brave and so gallant, they charged at the Hun,

They wouldn't relent `til the battle was won.

The earth all around them was stained with the blood,

Of the dead and the dying, the brave, and the good.

 

Young Georgie was hit only yards from the trench,

He fell to the ground, in the blood and the stench.

As his life ebbed away in that terrible place,

His last thoughts were of home, of his dear Mother's face.

 

He was hailed as a hero, by the people at home,

But his Mother just cried for the fruit of her womb.
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