
Last night I saw upon our street
A drunken soldier being led to jail 

by two policemen -
A Texas boy, a guard, a volunteer.
And had his mother seen him then.’
The baby cradled once upon her breast,
His father’s pride - the hope of their 

declining years,
Given to his country’s service,
And by his country’s will
Turned to a sodden thing.’
0,’ God, forgive us for we know
Not what we do.’
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