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SOLDIERS

Brother,

I saw you on a muddy road 

In France

Pass by with your Battalion,

Rifle at the slope, full marching order,

Arm swinging;

And I stood at ease,

Folding my hands over my rifle,

With my Battalion.

You passed me by, and our eyes met.

We had not seen each other since the days

We climbed the Devon hills together,

Our met, startled,

And, because the order was silence,

We dared not speak. 

O face of my friend,

Alone distinct of all that company,

You went on, you went on,

Into the darkness;

And I sit here at my table,

Holding back my tears,

With my jaw set and my teeth clenched,

Knowing I shall not be

Ever so near you as I saw you 

In my dream

F.S.Flint


