
Tragedy of War 

 

Some die, some survive, 

Feeling brave, but glad to be alive  

Red as blood, the poppies bloom  

In the fields of death.  

 

Fighting for lives  

The soldiers survive,  

The time has come  

To say goodbye to their loved ones. 

 

Floods of tears flow in our hearts  

While wearing the blood red poppy  

We remember your bravery. 

 

Hanna Dixon 

 

 


