The Band

By Aaron Wiles

We are the veterans leading the recruits,

The victorious teaching the future victors.

The family that never ends…

We are the Band.

The music is our common tie,

A soul of fire, and eyes of tears.

We are united in our pursuit of the magic

That only music can bring.

We are those who made that choice

So many years ago.

We followed that glint on the metal,

Dared to create sound

On that cold metal.

We have learned to create, destroy, to love, to hate.
We fight without fists, and kiss without lips.

We are the music that we play.

The notes remain the same, but for each,

The meaning changes.

We have seen our comrades leave early, and mourned

Their passing, and seen the newcomers help us remember

What must never be forgotten.

The music plays on in our hearts.

Our souls fly with the sounds up

Past the old rafters, onward

To each our own heavens.

We are different, and yet

On the field we are all the same.

With each crescendo we speak from the depths,

And cut past the superficiality to show

Unafraid what lies within us.

We have laughed together, cried together,

Even gritted our teeth in anger together.

We are the Band.

Never are we alone, we will

Always have the memories

Of the music we have made together…

Always.

The Band will never cease to be.

Win or lose we are all in this together.

The proud, the humble, the happy, the sad.

We are family.

We are the Band.

