The Loss
The battle had ended, as dawn saw light

To reveal the battlefield, life in bad plight

The victors were crowned, but the losers left

To fight another battle; to duel with Death.

Nobody mentioned and nobody spoke

But all of them knew with horrific note

That this was their last sunrise they would behold

Soon there would be nothing except bodies cold.

There was no victory bell; there was no cheer

The intended joy and laughter no longer near

There was nothing except for Death’s messenger

Waiting faithfully like a dog and its master.

The scarlet springs, their lives, were running dry

As they reflected on their terrible life

They had so much more to live and pursue

Why this happened, nobody knew.

Let the blood flow with never-ending force,

Allow the bodies to remain without rot

Make the stench of battle pollute the air

To mark the loss of victory against war- and death.
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