Behold This American Cemetery!

By Lewis F. McLain, Jr.

Most of us knew what was in store for us.

Normandy Beaches softly wooed us there.

Voices grew reverent on the tour bus

As hallowed ground centered our eerie stare.

First, the sight of Omaha Beach soaked in.

High from the cliffs, rushing waves touched our ears.

We visualized the wide sand strewn with men.

We sensed their sheer courage masking sure fears.

A deep breath was tried but made impossible

As we realized our visit to this soil

Was only because they were UNSTOPPABLE;

Our freedom -- a dear gift from their selfless toil.

But then the undammed tears quietly gushed forth

As we strolled the marble white symmetry;

Ten thousand crosses registered their worth.

Behold this American cemetery!

A song was sung, a brief prayer was shared:

Small gestures of our heartfelt gratitude.

We are living the dream they once all had.

Forever forged is our proud attitude.

