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Where once there was carnage,
Now silence hides a truth,
History books remaind us
Giving us the proof.

A countryside green,
Yet once a murderous hell,
Brave men in their thousands,
No story to tell.

From the trenches they’d emerge,
No defying the call,
Into mayhem and chaos,
They’d valiant fall.

Fighting for a cause,
In a war long ago,
Where bullets were fired,
Grenades they would throw.

Into a maelstrom of noise,
The grim reaper was met,
Remember we must,
We will never forget.












From the earth where lay our fallen,
Came forth flowers of deep red,
Delicately swaying,
Paying homage to our dead,
Man, and boy who fought and died,
Each one someone’s son,
And woman too, in many roles, 
Their price the greatest one,
On foreign soil and here at home,
Their lives alas were lost,
Tomorrow’s cruelly stolen,
Too heavy was their cost,
It was for us they fought and died,
So, we may have today,
The winds of time blow gently still,
To make the flowers sway.


The passing years must never fade,
The memory of those men,
And all that came here after them,
And paid that price again,
Their bravery and courage,
Side by side and row by row,
The families they left behind,
So very long ago,
A solitary bugle,
A salience of respect,
A quiet contemplation,
A grief in retrospect,
To those who don’t yet understand,
Their sacrifices we must tell,
So that they always know the reason,
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