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War in the Big Apple
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Remembrance Vi’ f

Everyday you die for me 
And everyday I try.
But i do not understand.
I shall not understand. 
Why do you die?

Not for God.
Not for your country.
Not for me 
Or my security;
We are just benefactors.
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And everyday I try. 
l o remember your name.
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There is more to life, 
i here is more to death,
We all live for more
And you died for something

JKs2a
more.Drok 

tot is 
and 

die."
bear 
d at

me
it .I

I'

Simon Pope

4W-
MS


