Winter War – a moment

Cold, so cold, blue shadows on the snow
Blood is warm, red, vibrant it wants to warm 
whilst bullets Like angry wasps, horizontal rain of stones
With relentless speed they keep on coming, coming

They keep on coming, coming, the bullets and there is 
a constant sound, a whistle and distant screams, 
loud explosions shaking the ground and the snow is read 
in places and men, many men are just boys and it is cold, 
so cold The bullet is coming, coming directly towards his head

But he does not know under the snow-covered Tree like 
a silent statue he does not know One focus, all the men in white holding 
riffles like long black boneless fingers and it is coming, coming He turns 
his head explosion of pain as the bullet Passes his ear and the boy behind him

No longer is and it is so cold, so cold
But his blood is warm, it wants to warm him


