We’ll remember
Bombs are falling through the air

Vicious killing without a care

People falling in the trenches’ mud

People dying, losing blood

Poppies symbolise war and crime,

People remembered and forgotten throughout time.

People moving towards graves’ end

Driving their families’ minds right round the bend.

Soldiers going to No-Man’s Land,

Injured ones’ friends saying ‘Take my hand’

Soldiers shot for cowardice

If anyone knew, it’s heavenly bliss

Some people said they’d rather have died,

If they said they weren’t scared, they definitely lied.

Solemnly moving from grave to grave

Wandering whether these people were born to save.

People remember whence the trumpet will sound,

Grief stricken people all around.
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