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(ol ededodedodeodododedodeod doded dodd dodd dod ddddddd°ddd1q:]
The nature of war
Think of what we lost, all the young innocent lives,
Who Tay in filthy trenches,
T0 live their last life. They won't be lorgotten.
They thought it would be a journey to {reedom
But it was a journey to their doom,
Wie may have done our duty
But we still hear weeping in the distance.
Wie remember the memory of our loved ones
Who we lost in the war
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To mark their innocent lives. They won' be forgotten
0
(o efododedodeodododedodeod dodod doddodeoddodeod dodeddodd dddd1

adtttttttittttttttttttaitttaitttaitttaittttttttttttttut



