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THE LAST TRIP

The comrades lying side by side
As they once stood in life
So proud to fight for freedom
For which they gave their life
Double rows of headstones
Fifty to a row
Snowy white amid grass so green
Where gentle breezes blow
Most of them were bomber crew's
Around the age of twenty
Who left their homeland hours before
Of courage they had plenty
Nestled in a clearing
The trees cut out the sound
Making it a haven
For this is hallowed ground
Folk have planted flowers
To show the love they feel
As they beside their loved ones
Upon the grass they kneel
Tears roll down the cheeks of some
For those who paid the cost
They talk to sons and loved ones
With news of what they've lost
The grass is mown just like a lawn
No litter can you see
Tended here by caring folk
That's just how it should be
Why are they here so far away
From those who loved them most
The ones who long to tend the graves
Who heard that old Last Post
Comrades lying side by side
As they once stood in life
So proud to fight for freedom
For which they gave their life.
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