
Silent Hearts 

Listen closely to the 

Thundering beats of silent hearts, 

Who once across the barren lands charged, 

Past barbed wire, past gunfire, 

Past bullets whose consequences could be dire, 

Towards grey skies where angels weep.  

Past the crumpled comrades in eternal sleep, 

Across the land that no men own, 

Towards the heavens,  

Brave spirits make their home. 


