
WRITING A POEM ABOUT REMEMBRANCE DAY POEMS

Remembrance Day Assignment. Grade 9 Language Arts. Your task over the next two days is to write an essay, create a
poster, or write a poem. The Choice is.

Do we know what it cost? It has become one of the defining war poems, capturing the thrill of battle as well as
the futility of conflict and the brutal reality of fighting. Have we made peace on earth? There will be thousands
of memorial services throughout the country. The war has ended, joy with reign, And now here comes the
wave of shame. Could he survive through the night? At the going down of the sun and in the morning, We will
remember them. Honor, also, to the citizen who cares for his brother in the field and serves, as he best can, the
same cause. So now, dear God, we pray anew; "Your sky today is calm and blue, And may Your earth beneath
accent The saneness of Your firmament. Should we still hope? War â€” so destructive, so hopeless;
surrounded by death and despair, Anxiety, turmoil and hatred; the trenches - a place without prayer. Lest we
forget the reason, lest we forget the tears, Lest we forget the message passed on throughout the years, We
gather to remember, to honour those who've died, And thank God for the vet'rans who still stand at our side.
Lest we forget? Where is compassion and justice? The poppies, the crosses, the graves still unmarked, The
sound of the bugle's refrain. Hot Again Do you recall that tranquil night We walked a while in lunar light, The
long, lone country road ahead, The talk of brave men helmeted? This is a day we remember the toil, Of the
blood and the battle on far distant soil. Lives have been crushed and forgotten, left in the trenches to die. And
to the dead here in this cemetery we say: They are the race - they are the race immortal, Whose beams make
broad the common light of day! Indelible memories to parents and friends, To loved ones who grieve to this
day. How many more lay in trenches, in mud? It's about respecting our past and looking hopefully forward,
and more than anything, thanking those who have served. Remembrance poppy, your centre is black,
Remembrance poppy, we want our family back. He felt great excitement, was eager to go, No fear crossed his
vision, and how could he know? In Flanders fields the poppies blow Between the crosses, row on row, That
mark our place; and in the sky The larks, still bravely singing, fly Scarce heard amid the guns below. Are we
the cause of this war? God alone can restore man, God alone sets man free; He can't be blamed for man's
failures, He constantly utters this plea: "Come unto Me, ye who labour, are heavy hearted and lost, Come and
take what I offer, My Son has paid the full cost. He died of pneumonia on the battlefield in January  Also
known as the Ode of Remembrance, it was first published in the Times on September 21, - just two months
after the First World War began on July 


