The Last One Fallen In The War
The evening passes like the smile on a strangers face
Like the scent of a Belgian rose
The stench of battle seems to linger in this place
Like the blood on a broken nose
I see the swallows as they gather in the trees
The rank and file are lined and stacked
High overhead i hear the calling of the geese
As one more year lies on it’s back
No one ever comes around
No one ever comes around
I know there’s nothing here to keep me in this town
No one ever comes around
I still feel the thunder as hell fell out of the sky
And we huddled hidden in our holes
We waited petrified as grown men prayed and cried
One slug of rum and here we go
They called them cowards as they stood them at the wall
And filled them full of friendly lead
They lived and died in Flanders trenches after all
I wished our gallant generals dead
I was the last one over stumbling as best I could
I knew I’d never see the night
Till something punched me and threw me in the mud
I lost my breath and lost my life
It’s more than 80 years and still i ramble on
The last one fallen in the war
If you can feel the wind you can hear my song
Singing there’s nothing here worth dying for
There’s nothing here worth dying for
