
it was bloody terrible
The music I heard
From the horns whispering 
As we waited anxiously for the bird

The bird wasn t coming  
Not on this day
As I and the other allied prisoners 
silently prayed 

Lt Hoover to the left of me
His right eye gone
Played the flute
While others played along 

Private olan tried to play
But without his teeth
Couldn’t get the notes out anyways 

We were a horrible lot
By the sheer looks of us
Some more ill than others
Most of with weeping pus 

We all managed to live
For  120 days
Each day we prayed
The bird would come our way 

But here we are
12 months gone
In this POW camp
Singing our song

We didn’t care 
That our music was bad
Because in our hearts our music was perfection
Made us smile as we tried to overcome the sad 
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  **** never forget the sacrifices of our American combat veterans AS WELL as our ALLIED troops. ( they too languished in POW camps just as our American soldiers did ) 





