Poppies 
Poppies do what I cannot, 

They grow deep through the soot and the men that were sought. 

Poppies do what I cannot,

They live on as the years go by, and withstand a human’s cry. 

Poppies do what I cannot, 

They remind us of soldiers that are lost; the lives that were given were a great cost. 

Poppies do what I cannot, 

They symbolize the freedom for which we fought. 

Poppies do what I cannot, 

They thrive in the places of pure rot, the place where we battled, butchered and were found distraught. 

I can do what poppies cannot, 
I am the memory in which they are not. 
I can do what poppies cannot,

I fought for the freedom, because they did not have the wisdom. 
I can do what poppies cannot, 

Give up my life so others will not have to pay the price.  
I may be gone, but as the poppies live on, remember us both for we are the hope. 
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