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The Journey Home
It was a war oh so brutal. Death and
destruction off the scale
And nearly a hundred years after its end. Its
still a sad tale
A generation of men. They walked into hell
into violence and mayhem. Many died where 
they fell
Lost souls buried deep. They were young, and
they were brave
Sadly, for many. No reference on their grave
Yet one of the unknown. A soldier with no
name
Would journey back home. From where he 
came
The bells would toll in Boulogne. They’d play
the last post
HMS Verdun would be waiting. For a voyage
coast to coast
from France back to England. There was much
to reflect
for a man with no name. Much love and
respect 
To a final resting place. In an Abbey so grand
He would represent the many. Who died for 
our homeland
With a tombstone made of marble. The finest
Belgium stone
Engraved with melted brass. the finest words
set the tone
Another reason to remember. We should never
forget 
All these unknown warriors. We owe them
a debt.    
  


