Crtrcstmas Paem

te lived all alone,
i a one-bedrnoom liowse made of
plaster and stone.

9 tiad come down the chimuey
with presents ta give,
and to see just who

9 looked all about,
a strange sight 7 did see,
wot even a ree.

No stocking by mantle,

Weth medals and badges,
a soben thouglt

For thes lowse was different,
&t was dark and dreary,
9 found the lome of a soldier,
ouce ] coald see clearly.

carled wpp on the floor

Ttie face was so geatle,
the noam cn such disornder,
wot toaw 7 pictured

a Uncited States soldier.

Was this the tieno

of whom ¢'d juot nead?
carled wp on a poucto,
the Yloor for a bed?

7 ﬂ. !%eﬂ .ﬂ.

that 7 saw this wight,

owed ther lives to these soldiens
who were willing to fight.

Soon roand the world,
the children waodld play,
and grownaps would celebrate
a bright Chlnistmas day.

eact month of the year,
becawse of the soldiens,

] cowldn’t telp wonder
taw many lay aloxe,

on a cold Clnistmas eve
in a land far from lome.

e veny thought
brouglit a tear to my eye,
] dropped to my bnees
and started to cny.

Tte soldien awalkened
and 9 tieard a nough weice,
“Santa don't ey,

this life co my chocce;

9 feglit for freedome,
9 don't ask for more,
my counntry, my corpa.”

The soldien nolled over
and drifted to oleep,
7 couldn't contral ct,
9D continued to weep.

9 bept watel for lioars,
a0 sclent and otill

and we both ohivened
from the cold wight's chill.

7 didn't want to leave
on that cold, dark, wight,

Then the coldier nolled over,

with a vocice soft and pare,
whispered, “Cary onw Sauta,

t's Clnistmas day, all e secare.”

One look at my wateh,
and 7 buew lie was night.
and to all a good wight.”

This poem was written by a Marine.



