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It was a nice night,

just before dawn.



Not much going on,

the occasional rattle of some animal,

in the brush outside of camp,

soon quieted.



the insects had been buzzing,

no slaps at them,

just a hand or two,

crushing the insects,

as quietly as can be.



Not much going on,

ashore.



It was just before dawn.



On a tropical island.



Out in the Pacific somewhere,

all alone.



Something gray on the ocean deep,

then more grayhounds of the sea,

way off shore.



Then a sound,

growing louder,

of landing craft,

making their way in,

cruisers, destroyers, and the battleships,

lash the land with steel.



A surprise attack,

against a land force,

on an island,

just before Dawn.



Then there was that time,

some tin cans and some jeep carriers,

sitting there off Layte,

supporting invasion troops,

and then those pagoda masts coming over the horizon,

shell splashes from battlewagons.



And then the orders,

"Small Boys ! Small Boys put yourselves between us and the enemy

fleet !"



A small group of destroyers and destroyer escorts,

made battle speed against battleships,

heavy and light cruisers.



To defend the small CVEs,

whose guns were mostly 20mm and 40mm,

to take on attacking aircraft,

and one just one,

5 inch popgun aft on each.



Many died, ships sank,

then the shock,

The IJN turning away,

because they thought,

they had run into the main American Fleet !



that event,

took place in broad daylight.



Again, another one,

near a forest,

called the Ardennes.



A massive artillery barrage,

just before dawn.



Small units, companies, regiments,

disappearing in the explosions,

as bodies are slashed by hot steel,

from all that artillery.



Falling back,

some running,

some defending,

heroism with no witnesses,

in the hours before dawn.



Platoons and squads of infantry,

taking on Panzer divisions,

blocking the crossroads to keep them out,

of a little town,

called Bastogne.



"Nuts !" the CO said when asked to surrender.



Cooks, clerks, and truck drivers,

taking up arms,

to keep the Panzers out of there.



C-47s keeping straight and steady,

under murderous anti-aircraft fire,

to get food, water, and arms,

to those in Bastogne.



Somewhere else,

it was just before dawn,

near a quiet sector,

of a battlefront,

and a small click is heard,

like that of a hand grenade,

just before its tossed into a foxhole.



Fighting hand to hand,

bayonet to bayonet,

the Sun came later,

'cause this took place,

in the dim light,

before Dawn.



Many battles do take place,

in the bright sunlight,

or during a storm,

or at night,

but from what I've read,

I could be misremembering,

the worst is the surprise attack,

in the darkness,

just before Dawn.





