


Remembrance Day

Blood-red poppies, stained by death.
Stone-cold gravestones tainted by a chilling presence,
whistling wind carrying their screams.
Memories all around you
[bookmark: _GoBack]For what is green now was once dark and grim.
We never forget those who fought.
We can picture the crackling tombs
exploding back to back,
gunshots and eerie screams echoing.
They gave their today
For our tomorrow.
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