THIS POEM IS DEDICATED.
TO THE MEN OF THE PARACHUTE REGIMENT AND AIRBORNE FORCES THAT DROPPED AT ARNHEM.

CALLED...
TO THE MEN OF ARNHEM

WHITE GRAVESTONES - HUNDREDS - ROW BY ROW, SILENTLY ON PARADE, REMINDER OF DEATHLY SHOW OF WAR AND HATE, OF DUTY DONE, A SOLDIER RESTING BENEATH EACH STONE.
********************************************************
OUR HEARTS GROW HEAVY WITH UNTOLD SORROW FOR THOSE YOUNG MEN - WITHOUT TOMORROW OUR MINDS AND SOULS ARE EQUALLY SORE FOR THESE YOUNG MEN - THAT ARE NO MORE.
************************************************
WE WALK ALONG ON A LAWN SO GREEN WITH VETERAN - TELLING WHAT THEY HAVE SEEN OF WAR AND BATTLE AND FEARFUL STRIFE THAT COST THESE MEN THEIR YOUTHFUL LIFE.
********************************************************
A STONE WITH A BADGE, A NAME, A DATE BURIED HERE, BROTHERS, FRIEND AND MATE, THEY FOUGHT THEIR BATTLES TO FREE US ALL TILL THE BUGLE SOUNDED THEIR LAST CALL.
********************************************************
WE STAND AND LISTEN TO THAT SILENT SOUND THAT SEEMS TO COME FROM ALL AROUND WITH BOWED HEADS WE HEAR THAT CALL WITH GRIEVING HEARTS WE THANK THEM ALL.
********************************************************
THIS POEM HAS NO NAME TO WHOM WROTE IT, SO WE SAY ANON...
REPRODUCED BY EDDIE HOLDEN, EX PARACHUTE REGIMENT.
