Remembrance 

 

Remembrance is love

Like a flying dove 

Over the night

You wake from a fright

You remember the eyes 

Of the soldiers who fought 

The sad faces that you loved and lost

You walk aimlessly into the mist 

Remembering the white crosses

Like the snow on your cheeks

You remember the men you killed; your heart fills with sorrow

You'll have to wait for tomorrow

To say you're sorry to the heavens

While the dove bravely flies    
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