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Today in the year of 2025 on the 29Th of November
Is a day I will remember
There were blokes from yesteryear
Who as I remember were working mates who had no fear
I met blokes from No.1, 48, No.2 and 42
And there were lots I never knew
However, this retired firefighting mob of 400 is my other family
Peter Marshall spoke and his words were profound
Eddie was on the microphone and so was the Ant
The Fireman’s Prayer was read by John Berry
Those words spoken ring true when you think about those heartfelt words
We all did shift work, the dirty jobs we responded to
The chemical factories, the chimney fires and burning tyres
The road accidents where people died
We kept these things to ourselves and may have had a silent cry
The job we did was like no other
A work mate was like a brother
You relied on him/her and the rest of the crew
To back you up, to wake you up and even make you a brew
At the end of a job & you with a nose full of snot
A clean-up, a cuppa back at the station for debrief after a tragic death
This job was like no other
And yet today, we came together and had real comradery
We weren’t bankers, wankers, lawyers or teachers or I.T. dicks
We were firefighters out there day & night, saving lives and property
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