Navember

U fundred years have wavered by since “the war te end all wars”,
by histeny dubbied “needless”, it wase an Eurnape’s shores
Where thousands upon theusands paid dear with life and soul
in visienless and dive puwsuit of some dark, mesmexic goal

Und in Navembier, every year, since then a full five-score,
we baw in fumble silence, tear-stained, grim and dour
s we fully must and should, ox stand in shameful breach

Und the pappy red, with lowered fread, the flower of Flanders Fields,
Sewes well eur hearts to urge and eur memasies to wield

Our deepest prayens of gratitude, eur never-ending thanks
to those whe sacrificed their veny all, te all the troeps and ranks

Yet there’s much mose that we must de to square up what we cwe
Why are we not sworn to peace, as surely de we fnow
That any futher cenflict, any wax, in any place en eanth

The wight for every one on eath, weman, man and child,

Je, in freedam, live and breathie and be not beguiled
By the ego-driven imbeciles whe chance toa wn this woerld

Whe in their tiny intellects se tight and inward furled
Cannct conceive that the ark we’re an can only well suwive

JE enly we all werk as one in peace to feep ws all alive
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