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SOLDIERS
TODAY
A BETTER

TOMORROW

y” Come on, you're :
holding everybody up! A

T'm making sure :
I look respectable. /S

All right, lads —

MOVE!

e ! 1 Y

We were young, we were soldiers, and whatever waited ahead,
we faced it together.
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By Paul Baét’fy

Whose idea was it
to join the Army?

Rain, mud, cold and canvas became
our home. It wasn't luxury, but it was
ours — and we made the best of it.

Remind me to have
a word with myself.

We complained about everything —
and somehow never complained about anything that really mattered.

NP e

PG T T T T
) e a0 .-t"" - " R




Different lands, different languages,
same job — keep going, keep your
mates safe and get back.  _ase.

Fair enough.

g *G{\ Same answer here.

we're back. W /’ SRR A
N '\\[ = \‘ ’_‘-; Cﬁh
i~ . k | B o ST

_ - g ® o ; ;
B ”“‘3* You all right? Y Ask me when T

-

2T ¢
oA

'.3.“ .
WA

We carried our kit. We carried our fear.
And sometimes we carried one another.
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Standing Together [~ . L
In the chaos, there was no time \ == I'm slowin'g
for pride — only for each other. v AR
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Give him here.
We'll carry him
together.

Bravery didn’t always look heroic.
Sometimes it was simply refusing to leave a mate behind.
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The Empty Place {8
After the mission, the shooting had
stopped, but the silence said enough.

~ We sat together, but one of us
B was missing.
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He’d have hated us
sitting here looking
miserable.

Some came home with us only
in photographs, stories and memories.
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Different places, different times,
but always the same reason —
for Queen and Country.

EXERCISES | ...\
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MATES FOR LIFE |8

Different uniforms.
Different countries.
Same brotherhood.

For Queen and Country we went,
but it was our mates who made it all worthwhile.
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Years later, the time came : : '
to hand in the kit that had
been part of my life for so long. FEETRARE e /
— 3 u NOW = - ~ SOLDIERS
Y i F ot a1 | MOVE ON
' ! BUT THE SPIRIT

THE UNIFORM
COMES OFF
BUT THE SOLDIER
NEVER REALLY
LEAVES

No enemy. No battle. No dramatic last stand.
One day I was a soldier, the next. it wasn't.
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Back in the real world, everyone
seemed to know where they were
gomg — everyone except me.

' . Yes... but
What sort of civilian Iveledmen. \ZESS . civilian experience?
experience do you have? J Worked under pressure. | Y S,

_ Been responsible
for lives.

EXPERIENCE

, SKILLS

TEAMWORK
LEADERSHIP | 2
DISCIPLINE | 4
RESULTS 4

3
4
SOMETIMES
|  THE HARDEST
BATTLE IS
FINDING A PLACE
IN PEACE

I knew how to belong to a section,
troop and company.
Nobody that taught me how to belong out here.
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L\_._ ~ The money

ran out faster A rented room...
@ than I expected. just a temporary
S fix, I thought.

At first I thought I'd be fine.
I had a plan. But life doesn't always
goto plan. .

You can stay here
a few nights.

I sort myself
_out.

| Until one day...
my key
no longer
! opened the door. |§

A few nights became weeks.
Weeks became months.

And somehow every safety net

had another hole beneath it.

........
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A rented room...
just a temporary
fix, I thought.

ran out faster
than I expected.

At first I thought I'd be fine.
[ had a plan. But life doesn't always
go to plan.

[ Just until
B\ I sort myself

X

| Until one day... §
| my key

| no longer

| opened the door.

| SEARCHING
FOR A PLACE
T0 BELONG

e

A few nights became weeks.
Weeks became months.

And somehow every safety net

had another hole beneath it.
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l Don’t make
eye contact.

Present day. Same streets,
different uniform. Some eople
see me, but they don't really see me.

They saw the coat. The sleeping bag. The cardboard.
They didn't see the soldier.
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The Box

Some things are never
reaUy ]eﬁ hehlnd.

o But nobody I"
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Some memories still keep me warm,
even when the world feels cold.




A bitterly cold night.
The temperature s
but the memories never do -
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The flag I once wore proudly upon my sleeve
now helped keep the winter from my bones.
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ing. _
ﬁ?;zlreﬂs of feet have passed him.

Then one pair stops.

served? |
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Sometimes it only takes one person to stop walking
and see the human being behind the headlines.
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Two cups of tea.
A conversation
matters.

Best mates you'll
N ever have. Worst days
3, you'll ever have.
EN  And everything

A in between.

Tre W
‘__' Do you miss it?

ASOLDIER
ALWAYS
A SOLDIER ¢4

The uniform may be gone,
but the soldier within never leaves.

T
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Different battlefields.
The same ﬁghtmg spmt __

SAME VETERANS

DETERMINATION: SUPPORT CENTRE

SAME A " REAL PEOPLE
g‘ COURAGE. £ REAL SUPPORT

SAME

SOLDIER- NEW BEGINNINGS

Perhaps courage had never left him.
Perhaps the battlefield had simply changed.
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He walks through the city.

r the first time,
;Flgople c{;tuaﬂy notice him.
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Look Dad...
he’s a veteran.

thanks for
3l your service.

Here you go.
A hot cuppa.
You've done

' so much for us.
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‘ le still see you. f metimes, a little kindness \F=
“and s RN — goes a long way. ;

Different roads.

The same courage.
The same heart.

When you see someone sleeping on the street,

don’t only see where their journey ended. Wonder where it began. There may be a storry beneath

those worn clothes that nobody
W, ; A A - . _ ' s ever stopped long enough to hr.fr '




YESTERDAY | “TODAY | uT STILL ME."

A soldier standing tall. ' A shadow beside a wall.
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— When you see someone sleeping on the street,
_ don’t only see where their journey ended.
Wonder where it began.
There may be a story beneath those worn clothes
that nobody ever stopped long enough to hear.

Perhaps the uniform may be gone,
but the soldier within remains.

The battlefield may have changed,

but the courage is still the same.

Different roads, the same heart.
A veteran yesterday, a human being today.

Still me. g, 7 Belly
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