
In memory of my grandfather
PTE WILLIAM HELSBY 21441

He seemed so far away and yet now so near
The stones like marble glistening in the sun

They fought together and died together
Comrades in arms

Now standing rank upon rank
Shoulder to shoulder

Proud and true
Forever on parade

Always remembered, yet never known.

By Julie Barker
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FOREWORD BY THE MAYOR
‘As Mayor of Middlewich, it falls to me to introduce this new reprint 

of the Roll of Honour in November 2018, 100 years after  
the end of the First World War. No words can match those of 

Charles Fredrick Lawrence, Clerk to Middlewich Urban District 
Council when he introduced the original Roll of Honour.  

Suffice to say, the fallen will never be forgotten. They gave their 
today for our tomorrow’.

Cllr William Walmsley

Middlewich Town Mayor



Tell them of us
No more will they hear the marching bands 

As they lie as brothers holding hands 
Facing the sun and stars, row on row 
The braziers once lit, no longer glow

Crying and laughter among the sea of stone 
To ensure the fallen are never alone 

The standards flutter and the trumpets sound 
And the tears flow gently onto the sacred ground

It’s hard to imagine the sweat and the toil 
On their trek and their trudge through the crimson soil 

The screaming, the guts, the gore and the stench 
Like rats in a warren, scurrying from trench to trench

The shrill whistle sounds and it’s over the top 
Explosions ring out, shrapnel flies and you drop 

Down in the sludge, boots trample your back 
It isn’t the night that turns everything black

We stand and reflect, feel proud of our own 
Lying in their beds, below the seeds that are sown 

Of the poppies that show them they are never alone 
We promise to tell them, as soon as we’re home.

By Andy McCormack











































A
war

to end
all wars,
that was

what they
said, alas
the wars
remain.

remembrance day
we stand at the cenotaph in silence

the eleventh hour, eleventh day, eleventh month
the bugler sounds the ‘last post’ to signal the start of the

two minutes silence in memory of the fallen in many wars.
comrades recalled, family and friends are remembered in
the silence that abounds on a cold November morning.

the young and the old stand as one with the liveried
in a show of thanks and respect for fallen heroes.

with the sound of the ‘reveille’ the silence is broken
and standards raised in preparation of the wreath laying.
slowly and with reverence the wreaths of poppies are laid
at the base of the cenotaph by the dignified and humble.

the parade is called to order for the march away
and to the sound of drums and bugles they

marched away, as so many have,
never to return.
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Remembrance Day

By John Currie









Remembrance Day 
We stood as one at the cenotaph 
(Beneath the weeping willow tree) 
We bowed our heads in reverence 
Recalling those who kept us free

Crisp uniforms, the standards high 
Prayers, praises, red poppies too 

Gathered as one, we are the many  
Owing so much to the valiant few

From the tower a church bell tolls 
The 11th hour, the 11th of November 
A crisp autumn morning falls silent 
As we bow our heads to remember

Yet, in the silence a sound is heard 
A babe in arms had begun to cry 

This a future, they sought to secure 
The reason, they’d fight for and die

By John Currie


