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  Foreword



Memories are fragile. They fade, shift, and sometimes disappear altogether, leaving behind only echoes of what once was. But stories—when spoken and written—can endure. This collection of poems is more than a tribute; it is a preservation of a well-lived life that I witnessed and recorded.

For the last three years of my father’s life, he lived with my husband and me as dementia slowly unravelled his past. And yet, even as time tried to take his memories, he found them again in the telling. He shared moments from his childhood in wartime Britain, from days spent cycling to Bognor, diving from the pier, and working on the seafront. He spoke of love, loss, and resilience. Through it all, I listened. I wrote. And in doing so, I captured a lifetime in words.

This collection is not just about my father’s journey—it is about the way we hold on to those we love, even when they begin to slip away. It is about the bond between parent and child, the power of storytelling, and how even the most minor details—a farthing in the pocket, a cup of coffee on the seafront—can carry the weight of a lifetime.

Through these poems, I invite you into his world, experiences, and the stories that shaped him. Though he is gone, his voice remains in ink and memory, refusing to be forgotten.

With love and remembrance,

God Bless

Sheenah x






I

The War-Touched Boy

The innocence of childhood shadowed by war, as seen through the eyes of a young boy growing up in 1940 England.







  
  
  The Sky Above

  
  




Engines thunder, cutting the sky,

Steel birds soaring, swift and high.

Bound for France, they fade from sight,

Swallowed whole by the veil of night.




A young boy stands on cobbled ground,

Gazing up without a sound.

The distant hum, the flashing light,

Awakens dreams of boundless flight.




He sees himself beyond the sea,

A pilot bold, alive and free.

Adventure calls, a whispered tune,

Beneath the watchful, silver moon.








  
  
  Paper Soldiers

  
  




I cut them from paper, march them in line,

Pretending they’re fighting, pretending they’re mine.

With pencil-drawn rifles and helmets askew,

I shape their battles, decide what they do.




They charge through the fields of my bedroom floor,

Victorious today, yet doomed once more.

For paper men fall, but rise again,

Unlike the real ones,fathers and friends.




Beyond my window, the world moves fast,

Real men march, their fates are cast.

Some fly to fight in the skies unknown,

While others guard the fires at home.




Their boots strike pavement, strong and sure,

Hearts of courage, wills so pure.

They leave with hope, with duty bright,

Not knowing if they’ll last the night.




I watch them go, my hands so small,

Clutching soldiers that won’t fall.

Yet deep inside, I start to see,

That war is more than make-believe.








  
  
  A Shelter in the Room

  
  




Dirt in my fingernails, mud on my knees,

Crouched in the shelter, holding tight to the breeze.

Not in the garden, where we once played,

But here in our bedroom, where fears are laid.

Sheets pulled tight over bunks left bare,

A steel cocoon in the stagnant air.




Metal above and metal below,

A fortress against the fire’s glow.

The walls hum low with a distant roar,

Not thunder rolling, but the sound of war.

The ground quakes, the windows rattle,

A city bracing for its battle.




Candles flicker, shadows dance,

Whispers hush with every chance.

Muffled booms, the siren’s wail,

A bedtime story told in hail.

We press together, shoulder to side,

Hearts beating fast, nowhere to hide.




The ceiling creaks, dust drifts down,

As fire rains upon the town.

And when at last the silence stays,

We crawl back up to brighter days.

But in our hands, and in our eyes,

The shelter’s shadow never dies.








  
  
  Ration Lines

  
  




Bread is thin, butter is rare,

I count the coupons, careful and fair.

Sweet dreams of chocolate, once easy to find,

Now just a whisper in a hungry mind.








  
  
  The Mask and the Monster

  
  




A rubbery snout, a hollow-eyed face,

We play like monsters in a tight embrace.

Stomping loud, our voices roar,

Pretending beasts upon the floor.




The gas mask grins, grotesque and wide,

A phantom breathless, dark inside.

We chase and stumble, shriek and cheer,

Until the game dissolves in fear.




The laughter dies when sirens wail,

And dread replaces childhood tales.

The mask once fun, a toy in jest,

Now tightens firm against my chest.




No longer beast, no longer play,

A lifeline now in war’s decay.

The rubber clings, the air feels thin,

A prison sealing breath within.




The world outside begins to groan,

Walls shake, the roof moans low.

We scramble fast, the light turns red,

As terror lurks where joy once led.




Hand in hand, we duck and crawl,

Into shadows, behind the wall.

No monsters now, no silly games,

Only echoes, only names.




The night is long, the air is tight,

Trapped in masks, we wait for light.

And when the morning dares to break,

We peel them off, but still they take.




For in my mind, though day returns,

That rubber snout still twists and burns.

Not just a toy, not just a jest,

But war itself upon my chest.








  
  
  The Darkened Night

  
  




No golden glow from the window pane,

Just ink-black shadows, thick like rain.

Curtains drawn, the lamps stay low,

A silent world where whispers grow.




We whisper in the hush of night,

Hidden away from enemy sight.

No flames may flicker, no light may show,

For danger lurks where moonbeams glow.




Footsteps echo beyond the street,

Heavy boots in measured beat.

A mother’s shush, a father’s frown,

As sirens wail across the town.




The hum of engines splits the air,

A sky of ghosts that isn’t there.

Somewhere distant, fires rise,

Reflected deep in fearful eyes.




The radio hums in static sighs,

Messages wrapped in coded lies.

A whispered prayer, a breath held tight,

As war drifts closer in the night.




We sit in silence, still as stone,

Yet in our hearts, we are not alone.

For hope still lingers, dim but bright,

A flicker deep within the night.




And when the dawn dares creep once more,

Through broken streets and shattered doors,

We step out slow, with careful tread,

Counting stars for those now dead.




No golden glow from window’s frame,

Only smoke and soot remain.

Yet still, we stand, yet still, we fight,

Waiting for peace to bring back light.















