Lest We Forget

There’s a soldier on the platform,
His body torn by war,

While politicians talk bullshit,
‘bout levelling the score.

The suits count their profits,
Designing bombs that roar,
bigger, better, deadlier -

to drop upon the poor.

As children climb from rubble,
with dust blinding their eyes,
leaders line their pockets

and feed us endless lies.

We light memorial candles,

The war is never done,

it turns our grief to anger,

and we forget what we’ve become.

So, tell me, where’s the wisdom?

Where’s the courage? Where’s the shame?
A thousand wars have been fought before,
does it always have to be the same?



