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    A heartfelt poetry collection honouring military families and the unseen sacrifices of service. Drawing on personal experiences of loss, PTSD and depression, Mark Moulton explores grief, courage, remembrance and enduring love.
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"Poems of the Forgotten presents a collection of heartfelt poetry by Author Mark Moulton, who grew up in a military family. Throughout his life, he has dedicated himself to
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supporting military charities, driven by the first hand experience of witnessing his father's struggles with PTSD and depression during and after his service in the British Army. This
book portrays the forgotten families, shedding light on their plight as they are often left

behind."

This is the story of my upbringing in a Military Family, alongside my adventurous Younger Twin Brother and Sister This book is an heartfelt homage to my dear younger brother,

Edward, whose presence left us all too soon in the vibrant city of Berlin on May 18th, 1973.

Merely 3 and a half months old, his joy and innocence continue to inspire us. Life is a fleeting moment, brimming with infinite possibilities, where regrets have no place.

Life is a fleeting moment, brimming with infinite possibilities, where regrets have no place.
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The Last Embrace
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In the stillness before dawn, shadows play,

A mother stands by the door, her heart in dismay. The world outside, wrapped in a shroud of gray, A soldier’s uniform hangs, memories at bay.

“Promise me, love,” he whispered last night,

Underneath a blanket of stars, soft and bright. She clutched at his hands, held on with all might, But duty called loudly, and soon took flight.

She recalls their laughter, a home filled with cheer, Each moment a treasure, now tinged with fear. “Be brave,” he had said, wiping away a tear, But bravery is heavy, it weighs on the near.

Days turned to weeks, the silence a scream, Each tick of the clock shatters her dream.

She writes him a letter, the words start to teem, Of sunsets and wishes, and hopes that redeem.

“Do you remember our garden? The roses in bloom?

I watered them daily, I chased away gloom.

They flourish, but without you, the house feels like a tomb,

Each petal a whisper of love that’s consumed.”

In the quiet of night, she hears distant sounds, A rumble of thunder, a clash that confounds.

Her heart races fast, where peace can be found?


In dreams filled with dread, where hope unwinds.

Then one fateful evening, the doorbell rings clear,


A soldier stands solemn, her heart gripped with fear. “Your husband... he fought,” his words like a spear, And she crumbles, the weight of her sorrow severe.

“Was he brave?” she manages, her voice a mere thread, The soldier nods slowly, and her world is unfed. A flag draped in silence, her heart filled with dread, And all that remains are the words left unsaid.

The days turn to months, each one draped in gray, Her children now ask why their father won’t play.

“Where is he?” they question, “Will he come back someday?” And she gathers her courage, finds words to convey.

“He’s a hero, my loves, fighting far from our shore, For freedom and justice, he gives evermore.

He’s in the stars shining, he’s the waves on the floor, He’ll always be with us, forever and more.”

But nights are the hardest, when shadows creep in, When laughter is distant, and joy feels like sin.

She reads them his letters, their hearts made of tin, Each line a reminder of the battles within.

So she plants in the garden the seeds of his name, With every new bloom, she honors his claim. A legacy woven, a love never tame, In the heart of their home, he’ll forever remain.
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The Children Left Behind

[image: ]


In a quiet town, where whispers reside,

Children gather to play, but their laughter has died. The swings creak softly, the slide holds its pride, Yet something is missing, a father’s warm guide.


“Where’s Dad?” asks Lily, her eyes wide and bright,


“Will he come back soon? Will he be home tonight?” Her brother sits silent, a frown in his sight,


In the silence that follows, the shadows take flight.


The news on the screen brings a chill to the room, Footage of battles, of chaos and gloom.

They sit, hand in hand, as the world spins in doom, Their childhood suspended, lost in the loom.

“Let’s write him a letter,” suggests little Ben,

“Tell him we miss him, we’ll love him again.”

With crayons and paper, they spill out their pen, A world full of wonder, of joy that won’t end.

“Dear Dad,” it begins, in a scrawl full of care,

“We played in the garden; we wish you were there. We saw a big truck, it was shiny and rare,


But nothing is better than your hugs that we share.”


Day after day, they send off their dreams,

Each letter a lifeline, each word bursting seams.


But the news keeps arriving, a tide of harsh themes,


And their mother stands strong, though her heart silently screams.

“Your father is brave, fighting battles for peace,

He’s making the world safe, his love won’t cease.


He’ll return when the fighting, at last, finds release,


And we’ll be together, our joy won’t decrease.”


Yet with every sunset, her heart bears the weight,


As the children grow restless, as days slowly grate. The nights turn to battles, her worries inflate, For war has a grip that tightens like fate.

And then one dark evening, a knock on the door,

A figure stands solemn, and her heart hits the floor.

With news of his sacrifice, a voice she abhors,


And the children behind her, their innocence torn.

“Where’s our dad?” they ask, and her voice, it is hoarse,


“Didn’t he promise to come back? Wasn’t it his course?” She gathers them close, feeling loss like a force,


“Your father’s a hero, he fought without remorse.”


And they weep for their father, the man they adored, For the stories he’d tell, the games they’d explored.


In the silence that follows, their laughter is stored,


In the heart of their mother, his memory’s restored.

As they gather each night, by the flickering flame, She tells them of bravery, of love without shame.

And though he’s not with them, their hearts still proclaim, In the echo of loss, they’ll honour his name.
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The Weight of War

In the stillness of morning, a father departs, Kissing his children, their innocent hearts.

“Be brave,” he whispers, “I’ll return as the sun starts,

To bring back the laughter, to mend broken parts.”

His boots tread on gravel, a sound that feels wrong, The weight of the world on a heart once so strong.

With each step he takes, he knows he belongs,

To a cause greater than self, where the brave men throng.

Meanwhile, back home, the air’s thick with dread,


As children play quietly, their hearts filled with lead.


They glance at their mother, her eyes filled with thread, Of worry and longing, of things left unsaid.

Days turn to weeks, and the calendar’s cruel, With each passing mark, they feel like a fool.

“Why doesn’t he write? Why’s the world such a duel?” And in their soft silence, they search for a rule.

“Let’s count the stars,” their mother softly suggests, Each one a reminder that love never rests.

“For every bright twinkle, he’s safe in his quest,

Each light is a promise, a prayer manifest.”

Yet the nights are the hardest, when shadows creep in,

When dreams turn to nightmares, and hope wears so thin. The children clutch pillows, where once was a grin, Now haunted by visions of battles and sin.

Then one fateful morning, the doorbell’s a chime,


But the figure that stands there is not the right sign.


A soldier in uniform, solemn, sublime, And her heart stops in time, as the clock starts to climb. “Your husband, he fought, he was brave to the end, But the cost of his valor, we cannot defend.” And the news crashes down like a storm on the bend,

Leaving echoes of sorrow, where laughter should blend.

They gather together, the mother and kin,

With tears on their faces, their grief from within.

“We’ll honor his spirit, the love and the kin,

For he fought for a future, where hope can begin.”

In the garden, they plant, with hands small and tender, Each seed a reminder of love they’ll remember.

Through the sorrow they carry, through the ache of surrender, They’ll cherish his spirit, as the seasons render.

As time moves along, they learn how to heal, To cherish the moments, to savor the real.

Though war may have taken, and fate tried to steal, In the heart of their family, love’s the strongest seal.
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The Unseen Battlefield

In a world far away, where the bullets do fly,

A soldier fights bravely, beneath the dark sky. But the battlefield stretches beyond what they spy, To the families at home, where the heartaches lie.

At dawn, she wakes slowly, the sun spilling light, But the shadows of worry still cling to her night.

“Will he come back safe?” is the question in sight,

As she folds up the laundry, with hands trembling tight.

“Mommy, I miss him,” a voice breaks the calm, And she gathers her child, envelops in balm.

“He’s a hero, my darling, he’s fighting for calm,

He’ll return when it’s safe, and life will be warm.”

But as days turn to weeks, and the silence grows wide, Each knock on the door feels



















A Mother’s Vigil
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