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The Unknown Soldier Speaks

By Clare Hazelwood

Listen, youngster, you who thrill so
To the sound of marching feet,

To the call of bugles blending

With the drum's rhythmatic beat;
Listen to those bands a-playing,
"Neath your country's flag a-flying,
But listen, youngster, I am praying;
There is no glory in your dying.

Listen, youngster, you who love so
All the glamour of parade;

Buttons do not shine so brightly

When you're standing, sick, afraid,

In the thick of war's inferno,

When your glag is drenched with blood,
Blood of comrades, swaying, praying,
Knee deep in a trench of mud.

Listen, youngster, bands cease playing
In the hell-fire of the fight;
Screaming shells will be your music,
Singing hymns of death and fright;
Shells that kill or make you beggars,
Legless on some city street;

Men with tin cups in a doorway--

Ask them, son, if war is sweet.

Here I lie, The Unknown Soldier,
Wreaths of nations line my bed,
Honors have been heaped upon me,
But listen, youngster, I AM DEAD!
Somewhere in this land you love so,
Someone's waiting for me still,
Wonders could I be their loved one,
Forever wonders, ever will.



Listen, youngster, you who thrill so
When plumes and bayonets sparkle bright,
There is no beauty in death's plumage--
Only bones bleached bare and white.
Listen, youngster, you want glory--
I've had glory, honors spread

Above my tomb in countless numbers,

But listen, youngster, I AM DEAD.



