WHAT WE DID

Remember those who fought for us

Amidst the old burning fields,

Remember those who fought for us 

So we could grow our cornfields.

Remember those who fought for us

Within a dirty trench,

Remember those who fought for us

For to their souls our fists do clench.

Remember those who died for us

To get their friends home safely,

Remember those who died for us

With many hurting gravely.

Remember those who died for us

To help their country strive,

Remember those who died for us

To keep us all alive.

Remember those of whom we fought

When they destroyed our homes,

Remember those of whom we fought

Then they destroy massive zones.

Remember those of whom we fought

Many of us pay the toll,

Remember those of whom we fought

So they can’t steal our soul.

FOR THE FALLEN

Pinned to my shirt, the poppy lies,

I think of the solider, to soon who dies.

The colour of it, so deep and red,

Just like blood from the dead.

It makes me think, it makes me sad, 

About another kid who lost their dad.

War is bad, it all seems wrong,

But in the end we came out strong.

So I wear this flower every year, 

To remember those that fought in fear.

I’m proud to wear it on my chest,

The war is over, now they rest. 

HOW WE SURVIVED

Left in a field to die, 

This soldier asks why,

Seeing faces all around,

Life is lost with no bounds.

We will remember this night,

When we didn’t fight,

It makes me wonder,

The enemy is under plunder.

The guns sounding so near, 

The fighting from the rear,

Nothing happening now,

All I can think is how.

Bodies lay all about,

They shout,

I close my eyes and dream,

 of home.

THE FINAL LETTER

Daddy told me he’d be back soon,

That he was woeful, he’d been gone since June.

He told me all was fine,

That he and his comrades felt simply divine.

Even though I was only eight, 

I could imagine why he’d be a little late.

Thoughts of booming and banging from the guns of men, 

Kept me up till half past ten.

Why, oh why, had he gone away,

Now the world felt so dull and grey.

In the back of my mind I understood,

That he was doing only good.

My dearest father was giving all he possessed, 

So me, and you, could live without being depressed.

So when I got the final letter, 

I felt a tiny bit better.

My loving dad had shone with bravery and pride, 

He’d faded away with a bounce in his stride.

He’s not the only one,

Who wasn’t able to outrun a rattling gun.

Let us never forget,

We are in the soldier’s debt.

THE SOLDIERS

The soldiers stood tall and proud,

The gunshots were very loud. 

Many died in their wake,

Much more despair they shall make.

Death came to greet them as they fell;

Their bodies will lie on the ground to dwell.

War still goes on no matter who falls,

For they keep coming from the enemy walls.

The skies turn grey as war goes on,

Never stopping at dusk or dawn.

Wishing for the day to return to homes,

Not wanting to be join our comrades’ bones.

Commemorating the past

Remembering all the fallen

This cold November day

For all they sacrificed for us

So we can live work and play

Never will they be forgotten

We keep them in our hearts

We thank them for our freedom

And hope that peace can start

Allow all war soon be over

Let us learn from the past

Let’s treat each other with kindness

So no flag fly half-mast.

Remembering

The Life of a Soldier

My closest friends dying right before my eyes.

I look above only to find stormy and smoke-filled skies.

Beneath my boots may lay a mine to quickly end my life.

If I should die, how distraught would they be, my children and my wife.

Everyday we’re taking lives, but we must proceed.

I killed a soldier yesterday and cried as I watched him bleed.

I sat awake late last night and could not drift away.

I wrote a letter to my family, and then closed my eyes to pray.

Jolted awake the next morning to the sound of Waffen firing,

I jumped up to run away but tripped over barbed wiring.

A Soldat from the other side approached and grabbed his gun,

I tried to escape but my feet were caught- couldn’t get up to run.

My future will be lying under a cross next to many others, row by row.

My life as a soldier is over. I died serving my country; I died a hero.

We fought for peace

The bombs went off before my eyes

All I could hear were the distant cries

I could hear the loud echoing gun

Now those soldiers lay under the sun.

Although some of my friends died that war 

I made it out safe but sore 

Merci they say for being brave

So many lost now in a grave.

We are heroes we made the land free 

We love Canada we fought for thee

We will always remember

On that day in November.

Peace is what we did for you 

We ask you to stand tall and true

We will remember forever 

The soldiers who lie together.

The Day the Earth Stood Still

We marched up the hill as quiet as mice

The enemy hurdling quickly

Soldiers around me prepared their guns

For open fire.

The guns went off and soldiers went down

But all with a reason

Just to leave the world with pride

And the ones they love to remember them.

I felt a hurting in my heart

Making me fall down with them

Staying still forever

Along with the world.

I knew I wasn't coming home

Not today

But I will know

That today was

The day the Earth stood still.

Honouring the Soldiers                                                                     
We will always remember the soldiers,

and what they have faced during that time

When they are standing still watching the fire,

Their eyes are in fear from the shootings all over the field.

When the blasting sounds of the tanks,

We all get ready to face the bombs

While they lay trying to hide,

They stay silent to say goodbye.

They miss their wives husbands and children,

Praying with all their heart,

To stay alive.

They still have a chance.

They send letters to their family,

To say they are all right

While lasting through this,

They try to think about them.

When their asleep,

Hoping nothing will happen,

But the time has come,

To start the war.

In the sign of the poppy,

 Honour to wear the poppy,

To symbolize the soldiers,

And what sacrifices they went through.

The citizens will meet at the Ottawa Memorial,

On Nov, 11th, the 11th hour, and the 11th month

Remember.

November Eleventh

Remembrance Day I’ve had only a few.

At twelve years old I’m still fairly new

to ceremonies for veterans and those who have fought.

The basics I know like respect them I ought.

My thoughts this year are both old and new.

In light of recent events, it would be hard not to

think of the attacks on soldiers here at home

in places where we’ve been free to roam.

On guard one moment, gone the next,

leaving all our country perplexed.

I saw Canada mourn as one

and stop to honour two of its sons.

Respect, pride and gratitude I’d like to show

to all of our military so that they know

how much I appreciate everything they do

so we can live in peace, me and you.

The Day We Remember
There’s no other day like the day of heroes
Not much people don’t show respect; In fact the number’s zero.
Not one man didn’t present sacrifice
For a human like that, there is no price.
27,000 up, 500 down
Every man had a massive frown. 
The more you think about it the harder it is to let go
You’ll see “soldiers” under brave, you know.
Some of them served twice
That is the epitome of nice.
It sucks that they didn’t get congratulated in their town,
If it happened now, they’d get a large crown.
As they returned to Veterans Row,
They got the respect from long ago.
Although they are back, they still had that bad spice
From the war so long, they know some paid the price.
Now that everything is a familiar sound,
There is nothing that can bring them down.
Always Remember
Always remember them
Lest we forget
We will always have gratitude for those who fought in the war
Attention is given to the people that have been in battle
Years have gone by since the World Wars have happened
Stand with pride while listening to the national anthem.
Red poppies are worn to remind people
Earth would be a better place for everyone if there was no conflict
Men and women lost their lives while fighting in war
Explore a new war monument
Many soldiers never came home from war
Battles have come and gone and there is still battles going on today
Everyone should never forget those who have given their lives for peace.

Remember them.
Thank You For Freedom

For the men and women who fought in the war

To study this past is no bore

They worked so hard for our freedom

A person so heroic I want to become

They risked their lives for people they didn’t know

They ran through heat, rain and snow

I hope they know that we really are grateful

I wish they did not have to go through an event so fateful

People fought and died just for us

Wars and fighting, oh what a fuss

So we could have liberty and tranquility

And even now some think they’re in a position of humility

So now, coming to an end

I just want to say, thanks again.

A drop of blood
a
drop
of blood
is the worst
kind of healing
hurting on the inside
hoping that you will return
wanting to see you mom’s face
missing your family and missing you
guns shooting all the time, your friends dead 
bombs being dropped people getting killed 24/7
hurting on the inside and wanting release all day
by the trenches, hold my breath, waiting for death.
With all the light, I can not see because of smoke.
know I lie in the grass waiting for war to pass 
I will march with my head held high, proud
with the nauseating scent of blood,
images and memories flash
I feel a sharp pain 
drop of blood 
The Final Mission
I am a pigeon trained for battle
They brought me in, I do not rattle
When the war broke out I was put in action
I saw all of the troops sorted into a faction.
My life is all about not being tracked
The people freaked out as they were attacked
I was sent away to send a letter
It started to rain and I became wetter.
I heard a gun fire, then another
My life seemed to fade of all colour
There was screaming, shouting everywhere
I strained myself to keep in the air.
The storm raged on and some lightning struck
But this is my job and so I am stuck
The bullets were firing and I became scared
I knew that most of all I would not be spared.
The site was near just a tiny bit more
Wow, I said that was such a huge chore
Then just as I made it, my mission complete
It happened just then, my heart lost its beat. 
Men rushed towards me with bags of medical care
But it was too late I, had been shot out of the air
I knew that I could not be saved from death
And so I said with my dying breath.

I am a pigeon trained for battle.
The war that they fought in
On the day in November

We will always remember

All the things the soldiers have done

Have already been done with their gun.

By day and night the guns were blazing

By day and night death was raising 

The sights that the soldiers had to see

Would be horrible to you and me.

Artillery fire are seen everywhere with the sounds of guns being shot

The fire from the munitions were way too hot

They fought in any weather wet and muddy cold or hot

At any time in their war they could’ve been shot.

They all wanted to come back to their home

But for some of them home will never come

Proud to be a Canadian that fought in the war

Even the pilots who fought and soar.

They've never been forgotten

In the war that they fought in.
Day of Deception 

Operation Overlord, a 50 mile long shore, 
On that stretch of land, three months they bled,
How many weren’t found, how many heart sore,
With all the ships and ammunition, thousands lay dead,
Lots of preparation, deception, yet somehow known before, 
The brave souls pushed through, the sky red overhead, 
Rosemary, hibiscus, laurel, daisy, tulips, forget-me-nots and poppies forevermore. 
General Dwight Eisenhower, planned June 5th, but a day delay, 
Gold, Juno, Sword, and Utah, stormed and conquered by a courageous nation,
5,000 ships set off carrying 11,000 crafts, the destination, a bay,
Passageways destroyed and hills leveled, on they went into the liberation, 
Hesitations from the Axis, the Allies fought boldly during the disarray,
Confusion lay heavily; the march progressed past occupation,
Fleeing the gore the Germans left, only the wounded or stray. 
A final straw, no longer any order for the opposition,
The journey coming to an end, through all the bereavement,
The cheers in the streets, happiness floating like a magician,
An end for everyone, or a new beginning, but sorrow isn’t an achievement,
Moving on isn’t easy, no one will forget, though we are thankful of your expedition,
Brave men fought and died, they are missed but are somewhere decent,
Smile and think hard, what you did was right, you are heroic, the exact definition.
From the poppies point of view
Listen, hear the wind rustle the trees,
and listen to the crinkle of the leaves.  
listen, and we will tell you our story.
We have been present for many years,
we’ve seen happiness, and thousands of tears.
There were moments of merry in our path,
but instead there came a horrible bloodbath.
We are the poppies.
    We have watched it all,
we have watched the soldiers rise and fall.
We have seen the wreck, the chaos, the destruction,
and we have also observed the reproduction.
We have felt the dripping blood,
and the yucky, sludgy mud.
We have felt the bleak rain,
and have been stroked by the blood of the soldiers slain. 
We are the poppies.
We have heard the lies and the sighs,
and the awful, hateful battle cries. 
We have heard the Bangs! Crashes! And Booms!
And seen the very few soldiers emerge from the fumes. 
We have smelt the putrid diesel from the tanks,
and the odour from the soldiers in the ranks.  
We are the poppies.
Now you see that there was a time,
When we were the only bright colour you could see through the grime.
We were the ones that couldn’t look away.
Rooted to the ground, by a stem of betray.
Now we have finished telling you our tale of woe,
as we sit Between the crosses row, on row.
We are the poppies.
We are the poppies that symbolize remembrance, respect, and appreciation for the soldiers that fought and still fight for our rights and freedom.
Military Service
                                                                       
I am one of the few, who survived,

I survived the war and here is my story and how I thrived.
These are the stories of how I have lived.
The morning were cold and the nights even colder
I still remember how my friend got shot in the shoulder,
The gunshots were like suns illuminating the lightless night.
Sometimes the young ones remind me of my own, 

Sometimes I can’t focus on the attackers coming into our zone.
Sometimes I just can’t bear the loud BANGS!
 The enlisting was the worst
 Some days I thought I’d be the first,
 First to die of course. 
                               

There had been times when I fought,
That my friends beside me got shot
I couldn't believe their family’s pain.
I was a colonel’s inferior,
The tanks were coming and were much more superior
We were all tired and I thought I was anaemic
But we had to. If we didn’t then our base was in danger,
Then we saw a jeep which was much stranger
While we were losing hope a bomb dropped.
Our planes were here! 
We were out of tears,
We won back our base.
We returned home and were much more wiser
I could see clear because I had a foggy visor
That was war service.
Poppy, Poppy
Poppy, poppy, to whom do you blatantly call?
I call to everyone, so I call to all.
Poppy, poppy, who do you ultimately represent? 
I represent all the soldiers, and their battle time spent.
Poppy, poppy, what should come to our mind when we think of the people who fought?
We remember and appreciate them. All actions count. Even every last thought.
Poppy, poppy, what do you pre-eminently show?
We want world peace, so amity on earth should grow and grow.
Poppy, poppy, when should we wear you augustly, and pray?
Wear me whenever, but please, wear me proud on Remembrance Day.
We should always be grateful for what we get,
Therefore, we wear a poppy, lest we forget.
Undying love
A strange man came to our door,
Said, “Congratulations you joined the war”. 
“This is great.” said my dad,
He was excited, but I wasn’t glad.
The man gave a paper that my dad then read,
All night long I had dreams he was dead.
My dad packed his bags and ran out the door,
My mom was in a ball sobbing on the floor.
Guns going “BANG” in my dream,
Every time I think of it I scream.
It's been three years so far without my dad,
Without him, my mom's life is too sad.
I hate seeing my mom like this,
She misses my dad's warm hugs and his sweet kiss.
My dad still hasn't returned and it's been three years,
My mom is still crying out all of her tears.
The doorbell rang and we got kind of scared,
I looked at my mom and we just stared. 
My mom opened the door but I didn't see a thing,
But for a second my mom’s heart did sing.
It was my dad, I was crying,
Our love is undying.
We won't forget who fought for us,
It's something we always discuss,
Especially since my dad is one,
I am extremely proud to be his son.
Come Back My Son
As he leaves proudly, a tear of my own finds its way down
My sadness and sorrow find its way to my heart
It will be over by Christmas they say
But I feel it will last, just a few more days
It has been two months with a blur
As the lynx in the cold white snow, purr
Days go by as I strive
As I hope that some of them are alive
It has been many months since Christmas Day
Every hour I do my best to pray
Some days go slow and some days go fast
Some days I even have a blast
One year with no return
As I am in more concern
As November 11th is soon to be here
I am in more and more fear
As the soldiers walk down, I see one familiar face
And they all seem to walk at the same pace
Hugging with no fear
All happiness comes with tears
Broken Without You
Help me, I’ve been broken without you
And I’ve seen something that I never knew.
Promises broken,
With every word spoken.
There is someone out there,
With their heart open.
Death waiting for me every night
These memories are putting up a fight.
Cruel, violent, horrible deaths.
Watching the soldiers till their very last breaths.
Flashes of fear, fighting the fright.
All of this happening night after night.
Heaps of horror, tanks of terror.
All of this happening acre after acre.
The fire of guns, 
The pounding of tonnes,
The booms, and pows, from the handguns.
Suddenly, I look up, and terror spreads,
Was that a bomb? I hope we’re not dead.
A quiet bing, then a loud BOOM!

A white flash instantly blinded my eyes,
And next thing I know; I’m staring at the skies
Let’s not forget for what they did, 
For now I live as a happy kid.
The eleventh hour 
Of the eleventh day 
Of the eleventh month
of 1918. 
This is the time I will remember, 
For Remembrance day is every November.
These events are worse than the flu, 
And I will forever be broken without you.
My gift to you
 Let’s not forget all the loss                                                                                 
 All the misery and double-cross.
 Every shred of pain and guilt
 From all the blood so needlessly spilt.
 All my friends just used as tools
 So much blood it could fill pools.                     
 The sight of red, drenched in the sand
 All for the fight of our homeland.
 From the shores of Lake Erie
 Away from the family, I feel weary.
 To the long shores of Normandy
 On the path to being free.                     
When I was on the battlefield
To me, the horrors were finally revealed.
One to two big wars; it's never been worse
Never have my feelings become more perverse.
After the war when it was done and gone
But then again, impossible to move on.
Our men looked at the remains, they stood mortified
The boys slumped down and carried the dead’s pride.
They will go home but I stay with the fallen
From the grave, my voice warns all.

Remembering the Times 
We remember the soldiers who lost their lives
We honour the soldiers who luckily survived
We need to understand their sacrifice 
We must never forget the human price
Before the war they were just girls and boys
Probably playing with friends or toys
But then they were asked to fight for their country
To destroy the evil so we could stay free   
The battlefields have been plenty since World War I 
Thanks to our soldiers good has always won
We must honour the soldiers of time past and present
because they still keep stepping up and have to prevent-war
It's definitely not so hard to honour the fallen
 Donate toonie and put on a poppy
 Listen to the stories and think of their pain 
Then hope and pray that we don't go to war again

It’s the Day we Remember 
 The 11th of November
Is the best way to remember
And when we remember
 It will be in our brains forever 
It's the Day we Remember
Tanks and guns go bang 
Bayonets go clang
Planes soar through the sky
While people on the ground die
It's the Day we Remember
Let's remember the war  
And remember what it is for
Remember the people who fought
And remember what they have taught 
It's the Day we Remember
When we remember we always cry
This is when we look into the sky 
Remember the lives who have fought for this place
Then remember how they kept the world safe
It's the Day we Remember 
Lest we forget
It's the Day we Remember

THE WAR
In the war,
I saw over the barbed wire,
Men lay without breath afar.
Then I thought: “The sergeants a liar!”
In the war,
We fought hard.
But I did not prepare for,
The sights of men, scarred.
In the war,
I dreamt of my family,
And I had to fight more.
I could not be a casualty.
In the war,
We were unbeatable.
Through the men, we tore.
I felt we were capable.
In the war,
We almost won!
Then I felt a pain, I never felt before,
I knew I was gone.

Freedom
I joined the army three months from today
I’m not sure how much longer I can stay
All I hear is the screaming and their gun 
War is anything but fun. 
I wish I was home 
But instead I’m here alone
Letters are very rare
I don’t even remember the colour of her hair.


Most of my friends have died 
But some of them survived
Every day is a risk
Not knowing if the next one will exist.
I have to watch my back don’t know who’s looking
Or it will be me their cooking
I try my best not to get injured
But that’s impossible now I’m missing two fingers.
People go MIA all the time
We look everywhere but have to leave them behind
It hurts to leave them out there
But as we all know war is never fair.


All we do is hide and brawl
Then when it’s over we morn the soldiers we lost that night
It’s an awful cycle of war 
Every day is worse than the night before.
In war you never feel safe
You admire the little things like the wind hitting your face
When your life flashes before your eyes
You just hope you’ll stay alive.
To get me through the agony of war
I just remember what I’m fighting for
For peace and hope
For my life that’s balancing on a tightrope.

Forever Lost We Remember
My daddy was keen about going to war,
I wasn’t so sure, hearing about those before.
He left in the morning scared, but honoured
While my little brother and I felt quite bothered.
The war had begun, the clouds had darkened
I looked out my window scared and frightened. 
My dad was there to keep me safe 
But he was out, terrified and unsafe.
The guns screamed, people ran
We had escaped without a plan.
We trudged for miles, sapped and famished
We reached a camp, and my stomach vanished.
The suffering of the war had us smarted
We returned home, although my daddy departed.
Every year, on the 11th of November,
We wear a poppy and remember.
The ones who sacrificed and died,
Lest we forget those who survived.
Thank you for all you’ve done,
Because of you we’ve always won.
Young or old we will never forget.
The‌ ‌Aftermath‌
Thank you to all those who risked your lives for this tragedy 
From all of us and humanity.
Though that is not what I want to talk about
You are still valid without a doubt.
What I want to talk about isn't this mess 
But the mental health for those who experienced eternal rest.
Some shell shocked others depressed
They had to experience their friend's final rest.
They lay awake at night with the sound of gunshots in there head
With the bangs and the booms they will never get to bed.
Barely sleeping then going to get plastered 
To leave all your problems unanswered 
Just remember that this is never your fate 
Please go get help so you can ameliorate.
Remember in your head that what you did was bright
Because for every person lost another had life.
Poppies on their Grave
Remember the years of the war
It had been peaceful but not anymore
Widows wailing, waifs weeping
The bullets passing by and the firebombing.
Soldiers went to fight, their uniforms got dirty
They left their neighbours, friends and family
Most of them died, though it’s a wonder how
Their bodies were never found somehow.
The sun has set, then risen again
“The war is over!” cried women and men
There were cheers of victory worldwide
For the soldiers who fought for peace and died.
And today when we stand on this land
Living in peace under our own command
Remember the soldiers who gave
As we lay poppies on their grave.
On the Battlefield
On the battlefield,
We realize our meetings with death arrive without delay
As people turn to corpses, and light turns into darkness
Our enemies will pull the trigger without dismay
On the battlefield,
As we fight those we despise,
The thud of my fellow soldiers,
Signals that they've met their demise
On the battlefield
From the chests of dead men, poppies grow
Blooming from their brave sacrifices
To ensure that their stories shall be retold
On the battlefield,
Thin is the line between death and life
And men utter their final breaths
As death cuts with its sharp, unforgiving knife,
On the battlefield
Men must ignore the fallen’s cries
Blood is shed, and tears are wept
Knowing that dead men never rise
  Those who never came home
Today we remember the veterans who served
The suffering and trauma they never deserved.
Some people will be destined to be alone, 
Because their family members were those who never came home.
They went to war at such a young age, 
But what awaited them made me gauge.
The discolouring sky fills souls with despair. 
Watching colleagues drop one by one they could not bear.
The soldiers fighting, bleeding and dying still strives,
They are hoping that the fight would be worth their lives,
Bangs of gunshots and booms of bombs are deafening.
Years later some still hear ringing and roaring. 
It ended on the eleventh of November,
Though they are gone we still remember.
We wear the poppies that grow covering the soldiers’ gravestones;
Above our hearts, we pin them to remember those who never came home. 
Off To War
Posters were read
“I’ll go off to war.” They said
New and uncertain
Scared and confused
Quite a few tears were shed
More than 1 million loved ones went off to war
More than forty-five thousand loved ones died to that war
So many hurt and in pain
Others perished 
Fifty-five thousand loved ones gave blood for that war
Poppies grown in rows and rows
They are there to show
The people that fell
To enemy's weapons
Oh, how have we sunk so low
Why do we fight
Can we just rest for the night
For we are all weary
And done with these quarrels 
Can we just rest for the night
We are done with the dispute
Nothing else to shoot
Time to go back to our homes
With family eagerly waiting
But for our fallen comrades, one last salute 
All those brave Canadians, gone, never seen again
All heroes, those alive and those slain
Always remembered 
Never forgot
We owe our lives to that domain 

Courage
We will always remember

And never forget

The soldiers of war

We are in their debt

Fear spreading  

Across the valley

Troops rushing in

Ready to rally

Angry sky

glared down at the field

All men asking

for a bield

Hiding in trenches

from all the dangers

With all different troops

Horseback and rangers

Faces covered

in sweat and dirt

People sadly

unbearably hurt

Soldiers fall

onto the ground

Undercoats of snow

Hearing terrible sounds

If only we could know

What was going through their minds

Things that happened long ago

In our hearts at this time

Our Heroes
Our heroes are the ones who fought in the war
They sacrificed their lives to save us all
They took risks until they could no more
They stood strong and would not fall
During the war there were many casualties
Soldiers witnessed their friends get wounded and suffer
Loss of loved-ones devastated a lot of families
But our soldiers continued to strike harder and with greater power
They fought the enemy even when they were defenseless
Our soldiers attacked the enemy with their weapons
They battled to prove that the fight was not pointless
But during the fights they also learned some lessons
We should remember the ones that lost
They decided to fight even though it was deadly
They are the ones who went out and fought
They continued to go and attack the enemy
Now we can go see the graves
Of the people who fought on the battlefield
They belonged to the ones who fought in past days
And now they are placed in Flanders Field

A Soldier’s Night
I can still see the battlefield appearing in my mind.
I can still see our soldiers hurt, straggling behind.
They are all hungry and thirsty, waiting for food to arrive.
But they are still fighting to stay alive.
To see their beloved wives.
I can still hear the battlefield in my eardrums.
I can still hear the airplane’s hum.
The sound of bullets floods my ringing ears.
With all the sounds of the bombardiers.
Remembering it brings back tears.
I can still smell the battlefield lingering in my nose.
As all the smell of gunpowder and blood rose,
The smell of mud and sweat started to disappear.
All of our soldiers were in fear.
As the possibility of death was near.
I can still feel the battlefield with my bare hands.
With only craters across the lands.
The feeling of dry mud on my hands makes cracks in my skin.
I still feel the grip of the gun holding me like a pin.
I feel all the pain within.
But now, as there was no more strife,
 I only see the faces of my children and wife,
Hear the cheers of my children,
Smell the flowers in my wife’s garden,
And feel the smiles of my family.
The war is over.
For those who’ve lost
For the people who lost their parents.
For some people, all that's left of their parents are pieces, and pictures and poppies.
They can only remember what they did together, before they became lifeless bodies.
They have movies to watch and songs they can sing.
They have memories and stories but not the real thing.
For the mothers who lost their children.
For some mothers, all that’s left of their children are memorials and music and memories.
They can only remember their youth spent together, but their legacy lives on for centuries.
They have movies to watch and songs they can sing.
They have memories and stories but not the real thing.
For the folks who lost their friends.
For some folks, all that's left of their friends are flowers and ‘lest we forgets’.
Only time can repay the price that they paid to help us fortify our land against threats.
They have movies to watch and songs they can sing.
They have memories and stories but not the real thing.
For the society who lost their siblings.
For some societies, all that's left of their siblings are songs and how they were separated.
They can only remember what they did together, before they became commemorated.
They have movies to watch and songs they can sing.
They have memories and stories but not the real thing.
For those who’ve lost.
Do you know?
Do you know the tales                                                                                                 
Of men who fought for us day and night
Fighting far past 11:00 pm 
Their eyes full of sorrow and fright 
Nevertheless they fight for what is right.
Do you know the tales
Of those with a ghostly pallor.
Losing their families, homes, and lives.
The soldiers who fought with bravery and valour
Who fell despite their power.
Do you know the tales 
Of those whose beds lie six feet under
Their stories echo in our heads
They fought through lightning, rain and thunder
Brave soldiers fill my mind with wonder
Do you know the tales
Of those who couldn’t hide.
We must keep these stories alive, 
To remember those who fought for privilege and pride 
Lest we forget those who died.
What was left behind, for a better place
The ones we lost for the great fight. 
The ones who fought for a safe place.
We remember those who have healed, and those who have not. 
The ones who didn't make it but pushed until the end. 
Scared, hurt and killed for us and world freedom. 
We remember the many sacrifices made for what this world has become today. 
Come together. Learn, thank those who gave and risked all for us and their children's safety.
The loved ones, spouses and friends they had to leave and risk never seeing again.  
We remember what had to be taken from them for the safety of our country.  
Crash, Pow, Boom are noises that make soldiers quiver when heard. 
The terror in minds and hearts when they knew what was coming.
We remember that sounds could shake a soldier's world off and on the field. 
The soldiers who made the world what it is today.
Who left behind a family and a life. 
Remember, thank.
The soldiers are rocks standing strong.
They went to war with one good thought at mind.
The world will be a better place. 
The Wallet
Who’s wallet is this? I think I know.

Its owner is quite silent, though.

Photograph memory of a girl with a bow.

I watched him die. I feel sorrow.

I give his wallet a shake,

Out comes a Reichsmark which I did take.

A sonorous yell he did make,

The distant waves on the shore do break.

The wallet is brown, leather and plain,

I pray to our Lord he suffered no pain.

He lies there now in his final sleep,

A soldier’s end is his to keep.

His life was the first I took,

A secret I’ll tell only in this book.

Never again will I speak of this time,

To no one, not ever, nor family of mine.

Terrors

The terrors of war will never fade. 
Even when it is far away, the grief and loss will always stay, haunting me ‘till the day I break.
Remember those who now lay under a muddy bed.
Remember the tears that would run down a mother’s face as her child lays on their deathbed.
Oh, the bombs will go ‘BOOM’, and chaos will strife.
Remember them, they fought for your life.
So on November 11th at 11 o’clock, we have a moment of silence to remember the war.
Oh, why should we remember the war, you ask?
Finally, the question is asked.
There were soldiers who fought day and night for the world to be right.
Happiness came at last with a price, some loved ones didn't come home that night.
Even years later, the damage took its toll, the world was never the same after the war.
When the clock strikes eleven, think of the courage they must have shown.
All the challenges they faced and overthrown.
Remember them, they fought for your life.
Lest We Forget
On Remembrance Day we think of our freedom and how it came to come,
How some came back while some lie under a bed of snow and dirt,
On Remembrance Day we thank our soldiers with compassion and love,
Though they may feel proud they still share sorrow that shall not be seen,
They think of the times they fought and fought, and shot and shot.

 
Smash, boom, pow, bang,

Every day they concede their actions as they battled for years,
When we only do so November 11th for just a few hours,
Consoling that they gave freedom is not enough when their friend will remain gone for centuries to come,
For a day we live in their shoes but once we dig down deeper there's more than tears and fear,
                                                         
They wandered for weeks with starvation knowing what they signed up for.

The end would be their salvation,
With lots of dedication and more than a little trepidation,
On Remembrance Day we still remember even though there’s nothing left,
 
Poppies still grow in Flanders Fields.
Lest we forget

Poppies Bloom

When war breaks out, and people fight
People live and people die
But even through all the gloom
Poppies still bravely bloom
The sky is dark and full of haze
As bombs are lit and set ablaze
But even through all the fumes
Poppies always stay abloom
As the number of casualties strike past a million
Fields are left with a coat of vermilion
But even through the nights of loud booms
Poppies always stay in bloom
The soldiers that die are marked with a cross
Next to the many beds of moss
And even no matter the gloom
Poppies Bloom
A Poppy is to remember those who have fought
Lest We Forget
The 11th Hour
On the 11th hour of the 11th day,

I see images of fallen soldiers and remember,

To do my best to honour their sacrifice and surrender.

On the 11th hour of the 11th day,

I wear my red poppy with pride,

And see the soldiers stride.

On the 11th hour of the 11th day,

I hear the ‘Last Post’ echo all around,

Filled with melancholy; a very sad sound.

On the 11th hour of the 11th day,

I am thankful for the freedom that they won,

I am beholden to what they have done.

On the 11th hour of the 11th day,

Years from now,

I hope the world still remembers their vow.

                                                                             
Trauma
Deep inside I try to let go
but I can't
The trauma I faced 
will haunt me till the day I die
I can’t cry
I can’t breathe
I can’t feel 
It will never be normal
I will never be normal
I get up too fast
   BANG
Another gunshot has been fired
   BANG
I know it’s in my head
It has to be, right?
I'm no longer me
Will I ever be?
No 
I will never be the same
Is this the end?
I can see the bombs coming down
Hitting the next door town
I can see soldiers running around holding guns
Carrying bags that weigh tons
I can hear bullets getting shot over and over again
BANG! BANG! BANG!
I can hear the others cough
While cannons go off
I can smell the sickening smoke
It’s making me choke
I can smell the burning flesh from my leg
While I beg, and beg, and beg
I can taste the revolting mud in my mouth
Hiding from the enemy coming from the south
I can taste the saltiness on my lips
While I fall and trip
I can feel the chunky blood dripping down my face
Falling onto the ground leaving a trace
I can feel the dead bodies of my friends
Is this where everything ends?
peaceful war
I was shot by a bullet
Two days ago
I fell to the ground
Engulfed in the snow
My friend found me
But it was too late
I felt some tears
As he carried my weight
He dug and dug
Just for me
In the battlefield 
By a tall tree
I could feel all
Of the heavy feet
Thump, thump, thump
Juddering the street
I am so calm
Yet I am so sad
My family doesn’t know
They’ve lost their dad
Day and night
I hear gunshots
I yearn to emerge
But know I cannot
I fought for peace
And now I rest in peace
It is a peaceful war
At least for me
Never alone
In World War I, the trenches were used
Helping to protect the soldiers confused
Sleeping in the cruel, cold wind
At night they were blind
Some lives were lost
They paid a cost
To defend our country
We kneel on one knee 
Anywhere you go you see the loss of despair
Bombs going off everywhere  
Bam, Boom, Bash
Explosions causing a crash
Some soldiers stayed
While some disobeyed
Of what I’ve experienced
I feel delirious
Ever since then, my desire is to go back home
Where you know you’re never alone...
   Never Forgotten
On Remembrance Day
We all pray
About the brave
And the heroes in their grave
We honour them by the poppies we wear
To show them that we care
In addition we must say
Thank you for protecting us every single day
They fought for peace in our country
So we could all live freely
They wanted the world to be peaceful
For this we are thankful
I wish the heroes could be saved
What they did has me amazed
All the soldiers who chose to fight
Will be in our thoughts day and night
 
Fantasize seeing the bodies of millions 
Knowing that most were just innocent civilians
I would drop then instantaneously cry
 Many didn’t get a final goodbye
As I sit in my room
I picture all the bangs and booms
They risked their lives so we can be free
To save the innocents like you and me 
That Horrible Summer
My dad told me he’d be back soon
He said the latest would be June
I almost wish I didn’t believe him
So if he never comes home I wouldn’t be grim.
Time slowed down as the war raged on
And most days I’d be up ‘til dawn
As my mother and brother cried
I tried to hide what was burning inside.
As I sit here in my room 
I can picture the bangs and the booms
The horrors they see through the smoke
And the final words they spoke.
We’d been picking up the clues
But the day we got the news
It was very hard to bear
But at least we were aware.
Our family was broken
It was like our hearts were stolen
And we could never recover
From this horrible summer.
They fought for the innocent
To make the future more transcendent
They battled for many years
In hopes that we wouldn’t shed any tears.
So think deeply for those two minutes 
Wear your poppy and commit
For every soldier that didn’t forfeit.  
 Heroes of War
We think of the time when the world wasn’t sane,
We remember the time when we all were in pain.
 Sons and Fathers leaving mothers and wives,
Children all wondering why they had died. 
                                            
Gone into war with guns blazing,
Lost soldiers lying there, eyes gazing. 
Spending the coldest winter on war strengthening defenses,
Deadly raids on enemy trenches.
 They fought in the sky, bullets were the only sound.
They cheered and applauded as enemy planes came down.
They gathered Intel, stealing maps and documents,
We reward them by building historical monuments.
 These men set off in fear and trepidation,
They could have run away but they fought the temptation.
The horrors that they saw, they will never forget,
Leaving that battlefield, minds filled with regret. 
Years of fighting on battlefields of affliction,
Families receive that letter, wishing it was fiction.
We can only imagine their suffering and pain,
But as their lives were lost, they did not die in vain.
                                           
I couldn’t thank you then, but I can thank you now.
Thank you for your bravery,
Thank you for your vow,
For fighting for me and others, 
You are truly and forever will be a  
 Hero of War.
The trauma of war
In retrospect, I still remember that day     
 Dad said he had to go away     
He told me he would be back soon   
But I knew he would still face doom.  
A few years later we opened the door  
To find him there saying there was no more war   
We wept with happiness, we wept with hope  
But only later did we find that he suffered to cope.  
Even at night we could hear him weep 
He wouldn’t talk, he was losing sleep
Later we learned that it was PTSD
He even struggled to say a word to me.
Sometimes our family would cry and shake
Worrying this was all he could take 
We were missing big on family camaraderie
Without the dad we knew, we had no key.
Then a miracle happened one day 
When dad got up to say 
He had gone through hell, pain and more
All thanks to the trauma of war. 
Never Forget November
 November 11, we take a moment of silence for soldiers 
 Each soldier that fights may die
 Volunteering to protect our country
 Every family waiting for us to come home in one piece
 Rest in peace to the soldiers who risked their lives
 For every soldier comes a story
 Once enjoying life at home
 Rise for a moment of silence
 Getting injured while our blood leaks like water
 Every soldier who’s gone, lest we forget
 Trenches that we lived in during wars
 Never doubting the ones that fight for our country
 On our way home thinking life will be better but deep inside were scarred
 Vows to never quit even if it means losing
 Each landmine that unlucky soldiers step upon
 Mourning because my friend passed
 Bayonets shoot and slash
 Each soldier getting trench feet
 Rest in peace
A poppy’s point of view
As a poppy, I’ve seen many things.
Some were good, and many were not.
I remember when the war started,
All the soldiers approached the battlefield, their stomach in a knot.
I heard the cries of the soldiers, either seeing someone fall,
Or as they fall to the ground.
Hiding in the trenches,
Quiet as a mouse.
Thinking how hard this is,
But always fighting for their country.
When the final battle ended,
Cheers erupted from everywhere.
Every soldier that attended,
Was thanked from the bottom of our hearts.
Those that were lost,
Will forever be remembered.
They wanted to save the country, but it came with a cost.
I think back, and remember.
The things soldiers did for us.
Which is why it’s important to wear me,
While we discuss,
Remembrance Day.
History before our Eyes
A day full of pain 
For all those who remain
Valiant soldiers left to fight
They will be remembered every night
But on this specific day
Where we all come out and say
Lest we forget
To the Veterans that will be met
So many soldiers sacrificing 
So many sleepless nights and loads of fighting
So many who fought and never backed down
And their valor earns them a crown
Those who fought for our country
Are now encompassed in our study
We must stand for a moment of silence 
For those who suffered in violence
We respect 
And in our eyes we reflect
To be defended
And to never take our lives for granted
The Fragments of War
Today we remember the lives that were taken,
 They all waved goodbye, their homes to be forsaken.
We commemorate their bravery, poppy in our fist, 
 The sacrifices being made, only to enlist. 
Fighting in their trenches, knee deep in sorrow, 
 Not knowing if there’d be any tomorrow. 
Some soldiers would never return back to home, 
 Forcing their future generation alone. 
Many leave, many go, but not all of them return.
 We all give them the gratitude that all of them earned
With crimson gashes, and bones shotten
They are the dead, but none go forgotten.
We came out victorious, but so many lives lost. 
 Many questions unanswered. Was it too high a cost?
The soldiers won battles and evaded attacks
 Making sure every last enemy had collapsed
And while we all hope that combat is no more, 
 We all still pick up the fragments of war. 
Dear adamant opposition,
I am one, separated into two.
It all comes down to your point of view.
Either side, either team,
both in rage, but I’m from in between.
Guilt of the creation of violence, pride for my land
which to choose, I do not understand.
The cloud forming a mushroom will never leave my mind.
Was I really serving on behalf of their side?
I will never let go nor misunderstand
the ones who’ve died in no man’s land.
I served my country with my heart and soul, 
never imagining what the events would hold.
Can we end this futile war of freedom?
The precious community is like a soulless slum.
These cold muddy trenches, I cannot withstand.
The picture of my family, still kept tight in my trembling hand.
No time to shed a tear, midnight will strike.
Although reluctant, I will state we are very alike.
Why does peacekeeping require such violence within it
When they are the complete opposite.
No time to sleep, the evil will attack,
But to them, we are the rivals, I realize as I look back.
The battle of trauma, cannot be described by the word sad
Who will be victorious, the good or bad?
Who is the last man standing, we will never know.
Simply doing their duty, where the blood-red flowers grow.
So dear opposition, I have a question.
When will you finally stop the aggression?
Forever in My Heart
You will always lay forever in my heart. 
I was devastated when your depart, 
Came so sudden, it came so soon 
You lit up my world, like the moon. 
  Millions wounded, millions in graves.
All of us, being held as slaves.
Of the war, of this sorrowful time,
 No one can escape this awful crime. 
 
The veterans, brim with tears, 
Remember the pain and horror of all those years.   
Many of us, not revived. 
The soldiers who never arrived. 
On this day, the poppies sway.
We remember all who fell away.
From their homes, from their wives,
Those who were the wonder of their lives.
Your coat was returned with plenty of grime. 
I think of this melancholy time. 
The people of our country, united as one.
This day is almost done.
We remember all what you have done,
For our country, for our son. 
I was devastated by your depart. 
You will always lay, forever in my heart.
A Moment of Memories
The sound of bullets being fired rings in my ears.
My fellow soldiers falling in front of me brings me to tears.
A moment that reminds me of my traumatizing fears.
The innocent lives that had been taken away made me want to fight for my country, 
For then I could bring peace back and end this malevolent journey.
It is a day that will always bring distress upon me.
I tried to stay valorous for my family and friends,
However, I couldn’t stop wondering what will happen when the war ends?
Every year, I try not to think about it so my memory mends.
So many people, even those who were not on my side
Had been injured, hurt and millions have died.
The second it comes back to me, I wish I could hide.
Looking back from now, we had gone through so much pain,
So we could live our peaceful lives away from the dark rain.
Then, I remember that more stories remain.
We were the good side, the right side, the others were wrong,
For evil had lured them into thinking they were strong.
A time that will never end for me, so I try not to ponder on my thoughts for long.
Every year, we wear our poppies and have a moment of silence
To remember those who died from a war of violence.
We cry in front of the graves and leave a message of condolence.
A moment of thoughts that ring in my ears.
A moment of memories that brings me to tears.
A moment that reminds me of my traumatizing fears.
The Cost of Victory, the Price of Defeat
I flutter and flap in the wind, watching my soldiers charge Vimy Ridge
I see them struck down and strike down the enemy
When they die, my heart’s cries are piercing
Machine guns cut down men, mortar rounds fall in numbers so great
They outnumber falling rain, sleet, and snow.
Tides of blood washed away the exhilaration
And replaced it with sorrow
The brave run away; the horrors of war, too atrocious
Canadian men finally break the lines,
Causing unexpected chaos amongst the enemy.
I feel triumphant when the enemy finally fall
But the sight of all those dead and wounded
Crush the joy I feel
My great Canadian men
Are lying dead in the ground,
Never to see family, friends, or anything again.
I am raised to show Allied victory here, but I don’t feel it
I cry for the families who will mourn for the soldiers
I commit to never omit.
I lead another crusade,
The defenses crush the Dieppe Raid.
I am captured by the enemy as my soldiers are slaughtered
I am a trophy of war
I was treasured as a sign of independence, 
And now?
I am a mark of ascendance.
I am raised by the enemy
The thought of my situation has no remedy
I am treated as though I am worthless.
I am Canada
I am strong
I will overcome.
Silent Heroes
As I circuit through the cemetery, 
Observing all the crosses. 
Inspecting all of the names. 
Shaving the stone of its mosses. 
Each name recites a story. 
A tale tinted by time. 
An outlandish tale so gruesome, 
It’s one filled with blood and grime. 
Though some soldiers aren’t remembered, 
We must grant them their deserving salute. 
We must make them feel greatly cherished,
As if it is truly absolute. 
The stories were never documented, 
Lost to the ever-moving clock. 
But still ones that lead to our Canada, 
One built on peace, block, by block, by block. 
As the doves soar through the blue sky,
And the poppies get caught in the breeze, 
For the soldiers that could not subsist, 
I wish for them to rest at ease. 
As Remembrance Day is put into session, 
We acknowledge their everlasting duty to protect, 
And as we check our calendars for the 11th, 
We acknowledge that it is our duty to reflect. 
They Kept Their Hats On 
Even when times were hard, they kept their hats on.
They fought everyday, no matter if it was dusk or dawn.
Soldiers walking fearlessly, pushing silent cries,
Never knowing who was the next one that dies.
The dreaded day had arrived, July twenty-eighth,
Some of them wanted to leave and give up, while others kept their faith.
 Ever since the first day, sadness and fear filled the air.
Everyone was secretly hurting, but all they could do was care.
They kept on fighting, even if their friends were dying.
They kept on fighting to prevent themselves from crying.
The fight was costing everyone their sanity.
Couldn’t they just be at peace?
Blood dripped from head to toe as soldiers fought.
Fight, fight, fight was what they were taught.
The many soldiers in agony made ear splitting screams,
Soldiers sobbing, wishing that wars were just bad dreams.
During the war, families faced the term “refugee”.
They hoped that the war would end so they could be free.
From each corner there were cries, issues, and fights.
Why couldn’t they stop?
The fateful day had arrived, November eleven.
While some made it out alive, others went to heaven.
We should be thankful that the fighting countries put their problems in the past.
It’s nice to live and know that there is peace at last.
God help us all
Soldiers are dreaming in hope.
Who will help us cope?
Blood, sweat and tears fall down 
Drip, drop
“Back home by Christmas,” they said
My toes were numb and covered in blisters
Will I ever see my beloved spouse?
Soldiers are dreaming in hope.
Who will help us cope?
Blast, bullets and shards fly through the sky
whistle, thump.
“This is a war to end all wars” they said.
My heart was cold like a stone.
Why does my heart feel so cold?
Soldiers are dreaming in hope.
Who will help us cope?
Who will hear my cry for help?
Help me find my soul 
In this battle of death
God hear my cry and help us all.


We won't forget
Lest we forget,
To those who faced the threat,
And vowed their families that they'd reunite,
Instead they fought no matter what even if it was day or night.
Before was normal but yet it struck with war,
As they unknowingly wanted some more,
Screams of horror spread through the rubble,
Murder would just cause way more trouble.
Sadness would lurk through many livings,
But all you get is way more wishing,
Wishing that soldiers could be alive,
But all you need is just to thrive.
Yes war is natural but it isn't fair,
Yet we should bare for others care,
Lifetime is important for so many,
Even if it means having a single penny.
Peace is gentle hard to grip,
Just as easily as it can rip,
Fighting more will ruin a place,
Not only that but it will be hard to replace.
But as you get woeful,
You may also get hopeful,
Even though those who sacrificed never got remarked,
They will still always be treated and cared for, in our hearts.
I am Scared 

I wasn’t scared at first when I marched to my death 
Even as we dug the trenches I didn’t think of dying
But as I watched my comrades take their final breath 
I stood strong and fought on but on the inside I was crying 
I told myself I wasn’t scared as gunfire rained around me 
All around me men who were once filled with bravado were shaking 
As I heard the wounded’s cries I let myself wonder what it would cost to be free  
I fired my rifle back and prayed I wouldn’t join the hurt and aching  
I kept telling myself I wasn’t scared as bombs and grenades exploded 
Their explosions painted the skies a beautiful mix of red and yellow 
No matter how many hours we fought and died, it felt like it was barely noted 
I tried to ignore the yells of my dying friends no matter how loud the echo  
I gave up on telling myself I wasn’t scared as a bullet hit my chest  
Even as I hit the blood-soaked soil I still repeated it like a mantra 
I laid in agony feeling my heart beating fast at the thought of external rest  
I saw my vision going dark and wanted to cry or throw a tantrum  
I was scared when I died in the trenches that had become my grave 
Scared and alone despite being surrounded by my fellow soldiers 
As life slipped away I could do nothing by lie there pretending I was brave 
But as I died it felt like I had been relieved of ten thousand boulders  
Inside the Poppy

What do you see inside a poppy?

Do you see red pins?

Or old soldiers and statues?

Well I see people losing their kin.

I see soldiers trying to keep enemies subdued.

I see broken families and homes

Children crying when mommy or daddy can’t come home.

You can heal a broken arm or leg.

But you cannot heal a broken heart.

Father to war, sister to factory.

Brother to farm, mother to industry.

The times and the roles are changing.

But the memories shall never start fading.

The poppies show tales of war.

The petals are as deep in colour.

As how deep the dagger dives into our hearts.

That is what I see inside a poppy.

Let us never forget what is inside a poppy.

What its true meaning is.

How powerful it is.

A Tale of War…
Late summer, 1939 the first bullet of a war is shot
Entire armies march to defend their countries
Sharp barbed wire surrounded our village for protection                                
The draft is underway, Britain calls to Canada for aid.
World War I breaks out, no one is safe
Entire armies march to defend their countries. 
Front lines of defense hold strong keeping the enemy back
Officers shout out orders keeping people on track
Row by row soldiers line the fields ready to attack
Great heroes rise and fall protecting their country
Enemies enter our territories, we hold the line  
Trees are burnt to ashes, all that remains is rubble and dust.
Years of war take a toll on the land 
On offense than on defense you must be ready at all times
Unassuming villages are destroyed, ran over and blown up
Running is not an option, nowhere is safe, we must stay and fight.
Soldiers falling left and right, I am filled with fright
A test of endurance is underway, this is war
CRASH! A plane has struck the land, no pilot found 
Raids become more frequent, and more deadly  
Icy cries rise, soldiers are engulfed in poison gas and die instantly 
Formally green forests gone, all that remains are the poppies in Flanders Fields 
Inevitable destruction is on its way and headed straight for me
Cannons are fired. BOOM here BOOM there, leaving craters the size of a house 
Early fall 1945, the last bullet of a war is shot
Soldiers stand tall and proud, and honour those who died.
We won't forget
Lest we forget,
To those who faced the threat,
And vowed their families that they'd reunite,
Instead they fought no matter what even if it was day or night.
Before was normal but yet it struck with war,
As they unknowingly wanted some more,
Screams of horror spread through the rubble,
Murder would just cause way more trouble.
Sadness would lurk through many livings,
But all you get is way more wishing,
Wishing that soldiers could be alive,
But all you need is just to thrive.
Yes war is natural but it isn't fair,
Yet we should bare for others care,
Lifetime is important for so many,
Even if it means having a single penny.
Peace is gentle hard to grip,
Just as easily as it can rip,
Fighting more will ruin a place,
Not only that but it will be hard to replace.
But as you get woeful,
You may also get hopeful,
Even though those who sacrificed never got remarked,
They will still always be treated and cared for, in our hearts.

In Our Hearts
In our hearts we remember those who fought bravely for our land,
All kinds of soldiers united to fight hand in hand.
Heroes tirelessly battle and keep the peace every day,
Hands aching, legs weary, they continue anyway.
They fight for peace, everybody to be free,
Doing it for children's lives, like you and me.
They're starving in trenches, forced to be working,
Traveling through vast valleys with nothing but enemies lurking.
In our hearts we remember those who fought bravely for our land,
Forced to trudge through the heavy sea of sand.
Crawling in clinging dense mud towards the enemy lair,
Horrific sights of war almost sent many soldiers into despair.
Soldiers layered with scars sent to hospitals care,
Pursuing the enemy they duck, meeting a sniper’s glare.
Stumbling back they shiver, hearing shouts concerning scarcity,
And memories come flooding back with shocking familiarity.
In our hearts we remember those who fought bravely for our land,
On this day, we all come together to make a stand.
Our allies and enemies were captured during the grody sights of war.
During the battle bullets flew through the air making a violent uproar.
Many were lost in the darkness of war, sacrificing their lives,
Young men left behind weeping children and wives.
The heroic and fearless will never be forgotten,
And their memories will stay forever, whether good or rotten.
For Whom I Protect
Once a little boy, freely staring at the clouds,
Now I am a man, a soldier tall and proud.
Fleeting innocence, a feeling now long gone,
For my country, I must fight until dawn.
No more can I just lounge and play,
Lest the guilt might just wash me away.
Leaving behind the child of my past,
An honourable fighter I’ve become at last.
My honour and dignity I must defend,
Fellow soldiers’ virtues protected ‘till the end,
For the souls resting beyond the grave,
The blood-soaked battlefield I must brave.
A silent dove flits through the sombre sky,
Long-gone hopes of peace gliding by.
Poppy fields shiver beyond the horizon,
Tranquillity contrasted by the glare of a gun.
For my friends, this oath I swear.
My children, for whom I dearly care.
To make you proud, father, I will fight.
Mother, I promise you'll soon see the light.
Like the assertive omnipresence of the great maple tree
For our True North, strong and free.
For my dear siblings, to live a good life,
My home, O Canada, we’ll end this strife.
Not Just a Day
On the 11th hour, of the 11th day, of November,
We take a time to remember,
The valiant, and never-surrendering,
Their courage, everlasting,
So let’s take step back in time and walk upon the land,
A vision of the past that strikes at hand.
In the flickering flames of candlelight,
The faces, of the soldiers, brave and bright,
Their laughter, their tears, their dreams, and fears,
Are all part of their story that spans through the years
They fought with courage; they fought with grace, 
They never gave up, they never lost face,
Though fame excluded many, their deeds were grand,
Their spirit unbroken, steadfast and bland,
Through trials fierce, they stood as one,
Among the bravest, under the sun.
For they gave all for what they believed,
And that is worth more than any prize received.
This is a day to remember and remark on the sacrifices 
that were made for the freedom of our country.
Lest we forget.
November Eleventh
November 11th, a momentous day
On this day we remember those who gave 
Valuable people who fought and now lay
Every soldier stood proud and brave
Many were injured while defending us then
Because of them, there is freedom and peace
Each took a risk to fight against other men
Remembering them is an important piece
Even when they knew the mission was perilous
Lots still defending their countries today
Even when they knew serving was dangerous
Veterans are still watching over to this day
Everyone remembers the soldiers’ great start
No BOOMs, no battles, no fields bloody and wet
To all who served for us, you are part of our hearts
Hoping for a better world, lest we forget
In The Horizon
In the world of red, the sky had shattered
Cold rain fell, a calming matter
For he searched and searched, for a corpse that laid scattered
A soul torn to pieces - a heart left in shatters
The cold song of war, loud yet frail
Not a single lark dare to interrupt its wails
In gale carries misery, too brittle to inhale
For the cries of a war can't be dimmed by any yale
Yet scars don't heal, they merely fade
In the echoes of war - a boy left to evade
The horizon glowed dim in the edge of his eyes
As he took a step forward to the everlasting line
The boy leaped over the bodies and over the cracks
Only a shadow to trail his tracks
He followed aimlessly - the long twisted path
For anywhere but here would be his destination at last
He walked and walked and walked some more
Following the trail, wishing he could soar
Soar through the clouds, so high in the sky
Not needing to see all the blood that laid dry
The sun rose once more, his legs with a sore
No matter how far he ran, the line seemed stuck by the core
With each step it stayed, with glowing deplore
A yearn for freedom, a constant closed door
The peace he wanted, an image he thought
A shallow dream, just a world that he sought
For everyone was gone, only his footprints that walked along
Along the rode to a life, he knew was long gone
The song became a scream, the scream became a cry
The cry of a child, tears flooding the sky
This cruel world was not made for this boy
For even adults, can't stand this wretched noise

Sorrowful Soldiers
Soldiers that fought, veterans that served.
All the soldiers need the respect they’ve deserved.
These battles were filled with too much gore.
This deadly battle, it’s called a war.
On the 11th of November, show gratitude, wear a poppy, a mighty one that’s red.
Attend the assembly, to honour the dead.
Because of this, they faced terror and agony.
Most of them have not even finished their academy.
They marched to the field, with courage in their blood.
Ducking in the trenches, all covered in mud.
Haunted by nightmares, and scarred by shrapnel.
Some are captured, and stuck in shackles.
Let’s take a day to honour the fallen.
Try getting a poppy it’s not uncommon.
The poppies are the symbol for remembrance.
Just wear one and go to the assemblance.
Wives and husbands all at home.
Children at home have all grown.
Mothers and fathers consumed by grief.
Pets at the door all in disbelief.
We all honour them, with our grateful hearts.
They played their part, from their start.
So let’s wear a poppy, a symbol of grace.
A tribute to soldiers and veterans, in every place.

The People

The soldiers left their homes
To fight, among the moans
The servicemen, we respect
We must thank them, with effect.
The soldiers, so brave
Through the wind, and the wave
They fought and fought
And peace they sought.
The sawbones, dealing with the wounds
Even with their clothing maroon
Screams in the air
Pain everywhere.
The families, waiting in suspense
Hoping and praying, it’s extremely tense
Supposed to live lives
Waiting to see if their relative survives.
The leaders ordering death
It tears at their souls, to force a last breath
Declaring war to save the people
Trying hard to make it all equal.

Reconciliation and Remembrance
On the 11th of November
Communities across the globe, will gather to remember
Fear turning to appreciation and appreciation turning to sorrow
Knowing that on the battlefront there may not be a tomorrow,
For those who fought. 
Fighting for our country on the battlefield
Machine guns and grenades are the weapons they wield
The blood from their bodies so vibrant and red
Let’s take a day to honour the dead
For those who fought.
Sacrificing their life
In the midst of a strife
On this day we take such pride 
To remember those who have died
For those who fought.
This sentiment is for the few
Who fight for people like me and you
Your sacrifice, we’ll never forget
As you have paid the ultimate debt
For those who fought.
We demonstrate respect by wearing poppies
It’s just one moment to remember the dead bodies
Being shipped oversea
Forced to flee from their country
For those who fought.
The Face of Sacrifice
With tears in his eyes,
Away from home he strides.
His life, he puts on the line,
To keep his country pure and divine.
Choking in the fog of war,
Bullets flashing in the gore.
His maple-shaped heart thumps, once, twice, thrice,
Ready to make the ultimate sacrifice.
His comrades fall, one by one,
Still, he storms onward, his task undone.
His mind grows heavy, his thoughts grow unclear,
Yet he limps forward, completely without fear.
Amidst a battle, with steady speed,
He presses on, his troops he leads.
For this was needed, for us Canadians,
A loyalty so strong, that’s why we always win.
Shot after shot, pierces his skin,
But he continues, for his Canuck kin.
Finally, to cease his retribution, 
An enemy shot carries out his execution.
But it was not just him who fell,
There were thousands of others as well.
They stood rooted like a maple tree,
Thanks to them, we are true north strong and free.

Whispers of the Fallen
In the fields of green where poppies grow,
The whispers of the past still flow.
Valiant hearts that stood with grace,
For liberty’s right, they set the pace.
 
From Vimy’s heights to Normandy’s shore, 
Canadian soldiers, remembered forevermore.
With heavy hearts, we gather here,
To honor those we hold so dear.
Each name engraved, a story told,
Of courage and bravery, their spirits bold.
Through mud and fear, through fire and pain,
Their sacrifice shall not be in vain.
We lay our wreaths, silent stands,
For every soldier, hand to hand.
Every tear, every prayer,
We pledge to keep their memory here.
With gratitude, we raise our voice,
In remembrance, we make our choice.
To cherish peace, to seek the light,
To honour their dreams, to stand and fight.
In every heart, their legacy lives,
In every act, we give.
A promise made, we shall uphold,
For freedom’s flame, we will stay strong.
So let us walk with heads held high,
For those who soared, for those who fly,
In unity we stand today. For peace, we will find our way.
As long as our hearts remember well,
Their stories of courage, we will tell.
In every poppy, for every tear,
We hold them close, forever near.

The Sacrifice for our Freedom
Many Canadian soldiers were off to war
Knowing that this could be the last time they walk through their door
Leaving everything behind to serve their country.
Facing the unknown, but standing strong and free.
Going overseas to fight
In the darkness of night
Day after day, after day
Never stopping until the war gives way.
                         
They are not at war for money or popularity
But to fight for our freedom, safety and prosperity
Sacrificing themselves for our well-being
Braving hardships, never fleeing.
Soldiers fighting for their comrades
To look for the well-being of each other, through all the cascades
They stand strong together, through the darkest shades
And hold the front line to see brighter days.
They keep on standing together through rough nights
Guided by the hope and the promise of brighter lights
Home country awaits with open embrace
Welcoming them back to a peaceful place.
My Evermore
Dearest daughter, 
The dawn is pale with ashen breath,
The battle roars, the drums call death.
I march through land, through thorn and flame,
For love of kin, for country’s name.
The wind speaks whispers, soft and low,
Of home beyond the veil of snow.
I clutch her ribbon, crimson-bound,
The scent of maple; faint, profound.
Oh, gentle earth, keep memory near,
For silence is the soldier’s fear.
The sun descends, its final gleam,
As I fade softly into a dream.
For my fallen father,
The hearth is cold, his chair is bare,
Yet still his voice hangs in the air.
I wander groves of maple, yore,
And call his name with tears once more.
They whisper back through poppies red, 
Of valour that the foe had dread.
I see his face in candle’s glow,
And feel his warmth I used to know.
Don’t look back, just load the breech,
Don’t lose your life on Juno Beach
Oh, father, though time had to part, 
Your oath still beats within my heart.
For peace was bought with grief and pain,
And hope reborn through crimson rain.
I’ll keep your name forevermore,
My brave soldier, my evermore.
War is Endless
The government said they needed us.
There was little left to discuss.
Our country called us to serve,
To decline the invitation we had no nerve.
We train day and night hot and cold,
In the wind and rain we were bold.
When we were ready they sent us away,
The last thing I heard was the farewells of a blue jay.
They dropped us down on the coastline.
Our plan was risky by design.
Almost everyone here will not survive,
Those who do will have their happiness deprived.
A hopeless mess of trenches and dead ends,
Our countries will never make amends.
We fight in this gruesome war,
But what do we fight for?
Back home very very far,
This will leave a deep scar.
Families cry and cry and cry.
It seems as if their tears will never dry.
Now I’m finally home!
Free to live and free to roam.
But my brain is filled with treasuries,
Still drowning in these awful memories.
Canadian Sacrifice
In Flanders Fields, the poppies grow,
Here we stand to mourn each blow.
For those who rose and faced the fight,
Their sacrifice kept our hope in sight.
A child’s hand trembles on stone,
Where his dear papa’s courage is etched, alone.
Through trenches and gas, smoke and rain,
In World War I, he bore the pain.
A father kneels on Juno’s shore,
Where Canada’s courage rang to roar.
His child, his sweet child, slumbers near,
As his seasoned eyes betray a tear.
A husband hopes beneath the twilight sky,
Across the Pacific, for her spirit to defy.
Our soldier, our warrior, who had stepped up to serve,
Democracy and freedom, for those who deserved.
A wife sits still, her gaze astray,
To the Middle East’s dust and golden clay.
An empty seat beside her starts to go cold,
As she whispers for strength, for them to be bold.
A baby rests, too young to know,
The weight of loss that time will show. 
Peace’s lullaby softly plays,
One last present from the brave berets.
So as the crimson petals fall,
We stand in silence, one and all.
We remember their stories, sacrifice, and sweat,
Our Canadian soldiers, lest we forget.
We Remember

The loud bangs of guns in my ears
Horrifying ordeals following my peers
On November 11th, we remember
Soldiers who gave their lives for country members
Everyone pays their respects.
When will it stop?
Hopeless corpses will drop
Over 1.8 million soldiers have fought.
Fighting for peace and freedom in our lives
Oversees, airborne, and on land they will try
Unable to forget
Giving their lives, we are forever in debt
Helping countries
Thanking them for their peacekeeping.
Armoured heroes tried their best
Nothing could have put them more to the test
Defending their country, pinning army medals to their chest.
Dedication to their country
Inspiring so many
Enemies affrighted by the soldiers of Canada
Decades of inevitable everlasting trauma.
The Ones Who Lost Everything 
We trained everyday as soon as we got the call,
Our nation needed us to stand tall.
We put on the uniform, proud to protect our nation,
Knowing it would require great dedication.
As we crossed the Atlantic thinking it would be nice,
Only to come back remembering the sacrifice.
We stayed far away from our homes for years,
We lost our people and tried to fight our fears.
Fear was never an option, surrendering was never a choice,
We did it so that our country would have a voice.
Silent screams of pain in our minds.
Will we make it out alive?
 
Flanders Fields is where we fought against the foes at fault for Canada.
We tried our hardest to keep many countries along.
We did for the liberty of our nation’s daughters and sons,
We even did it after all the knives and guns.
Flanders Fields is now our last home,
We lay until we’re all flesh and bones.
We’ll never make it back to see,
The life we fought so hard to keep.
It would have been nice to hug them once more,
It all ended because of the war.
We never got to say goodbye,
Now we're all the way in the sky.
Whispers in the Fields of Red
In fields where poppies gently sway,
 The whispers of the past still play.
 A quiet hum of distant drums,
 Of soldiers steps that never come.
The morning mist, a silver veil,
 Floats soft above the silent trail.
 Where once their laughter filled the air,
 Now only memory lingers there.
From Flanders fields to Vimy’s crest,
 They journeyed far, then laid to rest.
 Young hearts from prairies, farms, and towns,
 In woolen coats and maple crowns.
Boots marched through thunder, smoke, and flame,
 Yet none sought glory, none sought fame.
 They carried hopes, they carried fears,
 They carried love through endless years.
The northern wind still speaks their name,
 The rivers murmur all the same.
 The boreal pines in silence stand,
 Like sentries of this gentle land.
The sky remembers every soul,
 The wind recalls the bugle’s toll.
 The earth beneath our feet is kept
 By those who dreamed, then softly slept.
So when the scarlet petals spread,
 And flags of red and white are spread,
 Remember those who fought, and bled.
 For peace they stood, for us they fell.
 Their stories live, we must tell.
The Leaf of Conflictive Sacrifices
Ever since I got in trenches,
Dodging attacks from all sides.
Every second is life-or-death,
And many are yet to survive.
Nobody should support conflict.
Even though we know its wrong,
We still push through the wall.
We don't stop for months, sometimes years,
Don't stop until the moose herd of an army falls.
Nobody should support conflict.
We hear the cries from our side and theirs,
Helplessly dissolving from life.
But the gunshots and grime continue,
As the battle carries on day and night.
Nobody should support conflict.
Even with support, it just turns more of a brawl.
Troops passing left and right.
As the leaf looks down at us,
Cheering us on the whole fight.
Nobody should support conflict.
Thank you, veterans and soldiers,
For the great sacrifice of freedom free of threats.
We look at you as miracles.
We are proud of the maple heros we never forget.
Nobody should support conflict.
Lest we forget.

Hearts Of Bravery
On D-Day, the day of operation,
Charging forward with no hesitation,
Every person, every second counted,
Our Juno Beach was being surrounded.
Every soldier knew the situation.
The sacrifices for our Juno Beach,
Was reminded every year with a speech.
Every soldier shall not be forgotten,
When the war was badly misbegotten.
So we shall forever remember each.
They acknowledged what they were fighting for,
Even if some were collapsed on the floor,
Each soldier, filled with the act of valour,
Leurs cœurs brûlaient d’un feu plein de grandeur.
For freedom’s cause, they’d fight forevermore.
They couldn’t look back as their fellows fell,
Couldn’t even bid a single farewell.
Their discipline strict, their hearts courageous,
Yet powerless, they faced the fight audacious.
Forever wishing they could bid farewell.
They sacrifice all that they ever gained,
The bravery that forever sustained.
Every step they took was another threat,
But never, ever, a step of regret.
Each soldier kept their dear promises reigned.
The Ones Who Stood
Upon the slope, the soldier scope,
Through the trenches deep and wrenching hope,
Wounded, surrounded, yet veterans still seek,
Triumphs and friendships for strong so weak,
They left their homes, for land so vast,
To fight for their nation, to the last,
The army called them to the allied line,
Facing the battlefield, giving all to time.
Some were veterans, paid just a pittance,
But we still remember their endurance,
They made a sacrifice in battles fought,
Casualties counted, their value is taught,
They dreamed of peace, to rest and forget,
But they never gave up, their vow firmly set,
Through storms and fear, through pain and strife,
They gave their lives to protect our life,
They marched together, hope in their hands,
To keep freedom safe in every land,
Through hard times and trials, they passed the test,
Giving their best, refusing to rest,
We talk about their courage and bravery,
Honouring the fallen for all to see,
From battles won to struggles gone,
Their sacrifices shine radiant as the dawn,
For peace to grow and hate to end,
They gave their lives for family and friends,
So now we stand, our heads held high,
Honouring Canadian heroes who said goodbye.

Poppies of the Fallen
When it’s night, the poppies are glowing in unison,      
These desolate poppies show a darkened blood crimson      
All of these soldiers’ graves are cold,      
Some of their perspectives untold      
Some people just throw the story away,      
Those heedless people are quite gray.      
Most Canadian soldiers received a gun,      
The enemy soldiers, one by one, were all done      
Sacrifices had to be made,      
Most weaker cities had a raid       
An advanced plan for liberatin’ a captured city,           
The citizens and soldiers are in solidarity.           
To master the illusion of trickery and deceit,           
The enemies will eventually accept defeat           
Even if the Canadian soldiers fail,      
Citizens will commemorate our great trail      
Our blood on the battlefield,      
Weapons; the last thing we’ll wield.      
We will achieve peace,
This long war shall cease
Most families had a big loss,
Memories; families won’t toss
Everyone honouring soldiers’ return,
The citizens will acknowledge and learn.
Behind the Veil
Cuts, burns, rivers of blood.
Wars cloud all hopes to bud.
Soldiers’ cries shatter my ears,
Litres of morphine, wounds to clear. 
This job is me, yet often I keen.
In the shadows of wails, we are never seen.
Who knows the Bluebirds, veil over head,
Who knows the Bluebirds, saviours of dead?
The wounded weep, choking in dismay,
Sleeves tainted with vermillion stains.
Soot shrouded on every face,
When will the bloodshed yield to peace?
Then I was a Bluebird, and now I’m a nurse,
For every win, comes with a curse.
He who named me is gone to dust,
Forever gone, no hope I trust. 
 Le jour arrive enfin, si lentement.
Le soleil se lève, la victoire est proclamée,
Des rugissements résonnent, sur la terre libérée.
Nous sculptons des feuilles d'érable, 
Nous les gravons dans la pierre,
Pour célébrer la victoire de la crête de Vimy que nous connaissons.
Even so, tears threaten to carve my face.
Lest we forget whose valiance show grace.
Me as a nurse, who has saved many but lost too, 
I will live on. 
Not for me, but for those slain.
People I want to bring back, to reverse all my pain.
