














































































Page 40 GRAM April, 1987 

Do Your Share To Pass It On 
· Not one man I know would wish a

war on those he calls a friend. 
Not one man I know who ever fought 

a war, wasn't glad to see it end. 
He who fights and who survives, 

dreads the thought of death. 
Yet, not one man I know who survived 

a war, would not again give breath, 
To the words "I'd go again if need 

arise, this country to defend." 

Heroes not, but patriots are, 
those who would be free. 

Foreign born or native raised, 
is not the rule you see. 

Once a man is settled here, 
freedom is his dream. 

He'll fight for what is dear to him 
and forget any past regime. 

All who've fought before agree, 
I'd repeat my oath forevermore, 

this country to defend. 

Any man who listens not, 
to those who've gone before. 

Will miss much in the voice of those 
who've gone to Heaven's shore. 

Take yourself and the ones you love, 
before your time runs down. 

Stand, head bowed, in silent prayer, 
at any shrine or tomb. 

You'll hear them whisper loud and 
clear, your freedom to defend. 

Stand before the Unknown Tomb, 
the Vietnam Wall or grave. 

Know these men who gave their lives, 
so we needn't live as slaves. 

Their gift is a mighty precious one 
granted to all, you see. 

Given by those who gave the most, 
so America could be free. 
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Listen to their whispers still 
and you will hear I'm sure, 

"Be proud, be brave, be resolute, 
be loyal and sincere." 

Give your life if need be, 
this country to defend. 

Peace is precious to a fighting man, 
of this you can be right. 

Most everyone of those I knew, 
would rather be home than fight. 

But in a world of much unrest, 
where factions rise and fall. 

A country such as our would fail, 
if not to have on call, 

The Army, the Navy, the Marines and 
more, this country to defend. 

Listen, then, to all who've gone, 
who rest at last in peace. 

Their whispers float back to you, 
from some far and holy place. 

"We had a simple job to do, 
resisting those who'd harm. 

Those of us who live for peace, 
and prefer to live the norm. 

So do your job as I did mine, 
until the enemy has gone." 

Stand up tall, stand up straight 
and hear our veterans' song, 

"You, you and everyone of you, 
this country you must defend." 

This warning comes from all of us, 
who gave our time to fight. 

So you and you and all of you, 
can rejoice this nation's light. 

Think of all who gave their time 
and a portion of their life, 

Granting you the pleasure pure, 
of immunity from foreign strife. 

Listen, listen to the whispers still; 
Pass it on, pass it on, pass it on. 

When the flags unfurl and the banners 
fly, and bands play loud and clear. 

The soldiers march and the tanks do 
roll; the message is there to hear. 

Our nation was formed in years gone 
by, by those who searched for peace. 

We arm ourselves and prepare to die, 
but we shall never cease, 

To champion the cause of freedom, 
for justice and the truth. 

For this cause has yet to come, 
to far too many youth. 

Freedom is an illusive thing, 
difficult for most to grasp. 

It cannot be had without oblation, 
by those who would see it last. 

So we here now and those to come, 
native born or by immigration. 

Must gird our loins and do our share, 
just as those before have done. 

Listen, then, to the whispers, 
of the men who've long been gone. 

Their misty shadows stand in ranks, 
among the gallant throng. 

Asking you and you; everyone of you, 
to carry on, carry on, carry on. 

If you fail to do your part, 
or refuse to stand up tall. 

You might be the victim, yet, 
and cause this nation's fall. 

To our enemies that plan for war, 
who would like to see us fail. 

Take your stand and do your share, 
and make sure to hail, 

The warnings of those who've gone 
beyond, for they are done and gone. 

They want us all to do our share, 
Pass it on, pass it on, pass it on. 
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