
Dearest Mother and Father, 
 

Night Falls and the gunshots are high. 
Illuminating the scene and the sky. 

Hundreds have fallen. 
Yet hundreds keep fighting. 

For their dying country. 
The stakes are high. 

We follow many orders. 
Although there are many mourners. 

We have to stay brave. 
 

With all my heart and love, your loving son, 
---Freddy. 


