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THE SANDS OF NORMANDY

ROBERT K. HALLAM

White waves that fall in the rays of the sua,
And children playing as thoy run

Almtunlmhmanpumn‘unnd

They soramble over the single wall,

Play with their bouncing, crimson ball,

View acres of bricks and rubble,

Where men had hurried st the double
To guns and planes that came domanding
The bitter hours of the carly landing.

The sun shines bright on children’s pails
Reflecting the straining of white sails,

Crumbling churches and lashing seas,
Red tongues of flames amid tangled trees.
They see no death in that quiet place,
There is no griof to mar a face,
They search for all the things that move:
And Christ once prayed in sn olive grove —
““The cup that was ahead. . ..” The maimed and small,
Recall the distant war for all.




