BAMBURGH WAR MEMORIAL
By R. Wake.

Beneath King Ida’s castle walls

A war memorial stands, 

To commemorate our fallen sons, 

Who died in foreign lands. 
I oft times think, when passing by 

How beautiful and fine, 

Standing on nature’s hardened rock

A structure of Our Divine. 
It represents Our Blessed Saviour

On the Cross, we all recall, 
The Great Redeemer of Mankind, 

Who died to save us all. 
No sacrifice could ever be, 
For love of man He gave, 
Like those who gave their lives for us, 

But their own they could not save. 
There’s the roll of honour

Which bears each soldier’s name, 
And that twenty of our valiant sons 

Had died for England’s fame. 
They left their homes and loving friends 

And fondling parents dear

To fight for king and Country 

As danger it was near. 
Our neighbours on the other side

Were hard pressed by the foe, 
And for the sake of us all some day

Our sons were forced to go. 
The conflict raged on land and sea, 
And sad news each day did tell. 
That some we loved so dear at home

In battle bravely fell. 
Our enemies were a cruel and treacherous lot, 
Their unwarlike deeds we scorn

The terrible losses that all nations had

Made countless thousands mourn. 
We welcomed our heroes back with pride, 
For freedom they took their stand, 

Amidst the fearful storms of shot and shell

That swept o’er no man’s land. 
They’ll never forget the scenes of woe
And the din of battles dread, 

The experience of the living

And the memories of the dead. 
The days roll on and years pass by

Like visions that have been and fled, 

But still our thoughts fly o’er the sea

To our brave and glorious dead, 
Their monument we’ll deck with flowers, 
For ever we’ll be true, 
And we think of those who saved our flag

Which bears Red, White and Blue. 
But time has healed our broken hearts, 
The wounds have left a scar, 
In remembrance of our gallant sons

Who died in the Great War.       

