Poppy day

Eleventh hour eleventh day eleventh month
The living have stopped dying for today not for long
As the crows start singing in the two minutes of silence
Thinking where are we going to get our food from they thought
We believed the humans were humanitarians a thought again in their heads
We fed off the dead for your war and now they forget the deal
Without us the stench of the dead would have been worse and a curse 
They might have stopped the war sooner our greed but their sins
We pecked their eyes out so the dead could stop seeing the horrors of war
Just war the young men like whores thought that everyone was having a good time
They forgot us crows had the biggest party of all we could smell your dead
It’s your Remembrance Day but just remember that we fed from your dead
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