The Soldiers Dream (Le Reve Passe)

Out on the plains the weary soldiers now are sleeping


After the heat of day the cooling breezes blow


Over the fields the smell of new mown hay is creeping


Only the sentinel is passing too and fro.


Then from afar there comes the distant sound of marching


Rhythmical beat of soldier’s feet upon the ground


And yet nearer they come, to the sound of the drum


Hear the trumpets resound-

(Chorus)


See them pass bye, there they go, what a show those guardsmen


Steady and strong they must leave all the girls behind


Give them a cheer for they write an immortal story


Hero’s are they. They will live in song and glory.

(repeat chorus)

