POPPIES IN A FIELD.

Poppies in a field, for the boy no longer here;
he sailed for the Western Front without any fear.
Peaceful was the image in his head that day;
just turned twelve, as he lay in the newly cut hay.

And now turned fourteen, he's gone, having lied about his age;
Recruiting Sergeants didn't care, as the boy signed the page.
So many of these boys, joined up, forsaking favourite toys;
Like Pied Pipers, the call of the guns led them to the noise.

A hundred years ago this morning;
he left his trench, the July day was dawning.
They trample the Poppies all around;
as allied shells and mortar pound the German ground.

And now our boy has fallen in the same old way;
The French field reminds him of that newly cut hay.
He'll never get a chance to write;
to explain to grieving parents, "it's alright".

His blood now feeds the Poppies here;
Poppies in that field, for the boy no longer here.
By JACK D. HARRISON.

(In memory of Granddad, who spent time on the Somme].
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