War

He looked ahead nervously


Then dropped his musket though not purposely


How long would he have to wait


As the enemy made their way to the city gate?


When would the fighting start?


He wondered this with pounding heart


He had not long to wait


Soon the enemy marched through the gate


The city had been overrun


Many had learned that war was not fun


He wiped the sweat from his brow


They had to win this battle, but how?


His fellow soldiers were weary and sore


Each and every one was tired of war


They had left their homes with velour in mind


But to no one had this war been kind


A musket shot rang out


It was quickly followed with a shout


The fighting had begun 


It was now too late to run.

