Afterthoughts

The day has passed, and it’s a miracle

That my body did not break down and fail

After this whole gargantuan, chaotic battle

I still am standing, but my hopes are shattered

I saw the deaths of thousands of soldiers

And I am afraid that nothing can hinder

The fury of war; the beauty it shows

Crimson rivulets that are one-day old

And tonight, as I write this poem

I am mourning for the loss of peace once known

That had influenced the entire country

Once, but now nobody knows what it means

Today I may be alive, but soon I will die

Because of someone’s dream to live -not die

In a world full of sorrow and woe

What is the difference between death and life?

(As I say) Today I live, tomorrow I leave,

For the world above, my soul to be reaped.

Therefore, let me mourn for the demise of peace

In this epitaph for the living please.
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