The Privote Waw of Charlie Savage

“What was U Like, fighting un e war, Grandad?’
| asked, but enlightenment | never had.

He was skilful at being exvasive

And | way never sufficiently persnasive.

The most information that | could optain
(And. from furtiver defouil he would refrain)
Was; “I avoided the worst bity of Hhe action.”
But | guessed Hhe trutiv from iy reaction

I+ 5 soid men heard “folking a good war’,

Had seen less action and not more

Thawn soldiery wiho saw-the ghastly things

Which cansed the silence that real hovror brings

He was Hhe lucky one, not being blown to- bits,
Or condemned, to- a- Life of awfud futs,

Or robbed of limbs ke mew he kinewr,

Or twrned into- o human barbecne.

“What way b Uke, fighting i the war, Grandad?’’
| asked agoin, his eyes looked sad.

“Did yow kinow e Rangers won four-none?”’

The subject changed, Hre chhance had gone.

He hoorded war memories just Like a miser:
When | asked he left me none the wiser.
He locked them up and swallowed the key,
Trying to- profect himself as well as me.



I have tracked Wiy steps from cords he sent

| kinow-tihe towny to- wiriche e went

But | cant imagine montry un woterlogged trencires
Amongst deatin, destruction and amful stencies.

These fighting men were hervoes, all.

Most wouldr survive yet many fall,

These men were playing against marked. coros
Stoking a thowsand Livey for a hundred yourds.

“What way it..” “Brian! Come here and sit by me —
Grandad hay seen Hringy no- man should ever see.’
My mum could see her fativer o wpset

He was trying his havdestto- forget

| later grew old enouglh +o- realise

To mention war to- him wourld not be wise.
Hiy company and tales | always enjoyed
But the ‘W word took peinyg to- avoid.

Yet his life way long, also- happy, and

From those marked cards he drrew a lncky hand.
Thoughty showld tuwrn to- hose wiho- paid the cost
And whose young lives, on our behalf, were Lost

Grandad took Wiy secrets to-Hie graae,
Move information he never gove.
So- | kinow-dates and places, but notiing more
About Pte. Ciharlie Saxage’s private wor.
Briaw Smitiv 2014



Pte. 46026 Savage, Charles of the Worcestershire Regiment
Wit son Fred, taken circa: 1915. He enlisted in 1916, aged 38.
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Dear Mother :
f am sending you 10/-

but net this week!
Envoyez un mandat, suis entiérement a sec.

Trench hwmour: trying to- make Ught of Uk



i s

T"WMLU one sent singly, WW&WWWWS/ Nofbcmr’yw

WITH ALL GOOD
WISHES FOR

CHRIATMAa

AND

THE NEW YEAR

FROM

XMAS 1917

We are after yow Fritz!



Haxing a lovely time? Iy this by Mike Barnard — surely not?!

THE TANK BANK.
Not the complete answer.
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