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CEHANGIIN
“CROSINT

Where It al! bepan, Chosin,
Even thourh more fhan {ifly vears have passed,
you windd think
The visions of lksoss frozen shetl torn hills
wotiid be gone 3t fagt,

When theo bugles blew, the vast, vast, advancing endizss lirses,
Their leader criss echoing troughout the mownssia passey,
acrosg the valiey floor,

“Mariges tosighl you die”

Why ine?
Why was [ one of the Chosen Few
o oome out alive?
To remember forever nore?

Some nighis when it is cleat and w3,
1 i} end remeraber,
The ¢hili of the Gght aad the endiess kilt
On that wind blown, patd, sold hill,

The screams of pain,
and {he azony of ehe dying.
Semeone hollering, Gung He, "Hold that Line!™

Buiicts whirzing and whining through the nighe.
All zround streaks of ved 51 the sky,
arsd Dyrn 1 oyt of sight

And even now there's ne end 1o the night’s endiess fighi,
thal sall fHly oy heart and nnd with frighe,

And i the grey dawn,
when their bugles blow,
sod thelr forees withdrew,
2% the smoke of the battle rose from the jand,
shere was noshing to de,
bt sit or sland in awe,
white fooking at the abssure shapes of frozen bodies of ten,
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faying wiiness Ta the noeror of the bastie vou and your cornades Just went through.

Of speing romrades falling nlong the way,
helping vou o BEve anather day,
But keroes come and go so fast
that deeds of bravery never Jast,
Excospt within the hearts and mind of the men that walked
e hell of that hostile straape frozen land,
where 1t 2l began.
Sa far north cast of the surn,
known a8 the Chosdn,
The chosan faw.
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