Untitled
Driving to the place where my relatives once lived

I felt sad and tearful I really did

Looking at the tombstone in the pouring rain

Thinking now he died, my heart fills with pain

Walking through the trenches, they’re cold, they smell

I bet they have some stories to tell

I would love to sit and watch them all day

And think my brave thoughts to they

It is getting late, the church clock chimes

Sitting there reading Wipers Times

The War began all to think of was blood

There in the fields all covered in mud

But wait a minute on the 11th of November

The poppies will rise so we can remember.
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