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TO THE UNKNOWNS
A flag at half mast,

A bugle sounds,

Their voice throughout

The hills rebound

An unmarked tomb,

The click of heels,

A soldier’s post,

The glint of Steel.

First there was one,

Then came three,

But many more died

To make us free.

Through the years

Their voices still cry,

Freedom! Freedom!

They echo through the valley & sky.

The arrows of war,

The dove of peace.

Pray our nations pulse

Will never cease

