If the Fallen Could Speak
By Andrew Glenn

If the fallen could speak
They would have much to tell,
Of death’s daunting dominion
Like the tolling of a bell.

If soldiers could speak on the day the fell
They would be simple and direct with nothing to hide,
They would murmur regret for a life never lived
Of duty to their country and loves never tried.

Maybe they remembered the touch of a hand
Of the tenderness of children who were so kind,
Of caresses from a sweetheart-by candlelight they dined-
Of ambition and dreams washed away in the sand.

But their blood is consecrated, so fruitless it seems
For valor and glory seem beyond our dreams,
Bright poppies now cover a foreign strand
Where the enemy kneeled in their quest to expand.

Yes, they rallied to the fife and the song of war
For them there were things worth fighting for,
But grant them one wish before the last flare
Before the angel of mercy knocks at their door.

If the fallen could speak on that last fateful day
With lips trembling blue they would probably say,
“Give me a pint and a smoke and just another day,
Fortune grant me this and we’ll be on our way.

Lay me down in some greeny glen
It would be an honor and a comfort ‘til then,
For we were a band of brothers and the salt of the earth,
Neither the greatest or the least, that was our worth

