The Green Fields of France

How do you do young Willie Mcbride

Do you mind if | sit here down by your
graveside ? And rest for a while in the warm
summer sun, I've been walking all day and I'm
nearly done, | see by your gravestone you
were only 19 when you joined the great fallen
in 1916. | hope you died well and | hope you
died clean, or young Willie Mcbride was it
slow and obscene.

The sun now it shines on the green fields of
France, there’s a warm summer breeze; it
makes the red poppies dance, and look how
the sun shines from under the cloud, there’s
no gas, no barbed wire, there’s no gun firing
now. But here in this grave yard it’s still no
mans land and the countless white crosses in
mute witness stand to man’s blind




indifference to his fellow man and a whole
generation that were butchered and damned.

| can’t help but wonder young Willie McBride,
do those that lie here know why they have
died, did they really know when they
answered the call did they really believe this
war would end wars. Well the sorrow the
suffering the glory the shame, the killing and
dying was all done in vain for young Willie
Mcbride it all happened again and again and
again and again.

Did they beat the drum slowly, did they play
the fife lowly, did the rifles fire o’er you as
they lowered you down, did the band play the
last post and chorus, did the pipes play the
flowers of the forest.

Eric Bogle.




Les Morts Dansant

Cannons roared, in the valley they thundered

While the guns lit up the night, then it rained
and both sides wondered; who is wrong and
who is right.

On the wire like a ragged old scarecrow,
bloody hands and broken back, when they
fire see him pirouette solo, jump in time to
the rat-a-tat.

By the wall in a silhouette standing, through a
flash of sudden light, cigarette from his
mouth just hanging, paper square to his heart
pinned tight.

Gather round reluctant marksmen, one of
them to take his life, with a smile he gives
them pardon “it’s alright”, leaves the dark
and takes the light.




They dispatch their precious cargo, and knock
him back right off his feet, and they pray may
no one follow, better still to face the beast.

When the field has become a garden and the
wall has stood the test, children play and dogs
run barking, who would think or who would
guess ?

What a night, though it’s one of seven

What a night for the dancing dead, les morts
dansant,

What a night to be called to heaven,

What a picture to fill your head.

Magnhum.




In Flanders Fields

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow
Loved and were loved, and now we lie,

In Flanders fields.

Take up our guarrel with the foe;
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die




We shall not sleep, though poppies grow

In Flanders fields.

John McRae




A Remembrance Prayer

In pomp and parade we parted

Battle honours flying, tunes of glory playing,
We smiled in the certainty of victory.

But conflict roared it’s ugly refrain

The monster un|eashed to kill and maim.
Helpless prey,

Devoured in blood, in savagery, in slaughter.

All the suffering, all the horror all the
inhumanity, spun into the fatal web of war.

In disarray, bedraggled some returned,

Battle fatigue showing, in silent lament, grim
faces in the relief of survival.

The brave, the lost; for valour, for you, faced
down the beast.

Saw it’s terror, unspeakable, hideous,
sacrificed lives, limbs and sanity.




Captured and held the nightmare and for now
quelled war’s storm that you may sleep in
peace.

So wherever a fallen comrade lies, Be it
Flanders fields or under Afghan skies,

For those who have, who do and who will
answer the call, just this short prayer;

“Remember them, remember them all”.




A family memorial to Lance Corporal Robert Gellatley
6th Battalion, The Black Watch, killed in action 27
July 1916 at High Wood.

Sleep thy last sleep
Free from care and sorrow
Rest where none weep

Till the eternal tomorrow

Relentless death among us comes
And bitter grief imparts
It takes the loved ones from our home

But never from our hearts

He left his home and wandered there
A foreign grave to fill
But Christ is there to watch and care

And call him home at will

Our loved one sleeps in foreign soil




His grave we may never see
As long as life and memory last

He will remembered be.

Thy Will Be Done.




Drummer Hodge

Thomas Hardy - 1840 -1928

They throw in Drummer Hodge, to rest
Uncoffined—just as found:
His landmark is a kopje-crest
That breaks the veldt around;
And foreign constellations west
Each night above his mound.

Young Hodge the Drummer never knew—
Fresh from his Wessex home—
The meaning of the broad Karoo,
The Bush, the dusty loam,
And why uprose to nightly view
Strange stars amid the gloam.

Yet portion of that unknown plain
Will Hodge for ever be;
His homely Northern breast and brain
Grow up a Southern tree,
And strange-eyed constellations reign
His stars eternally.




PSALM 85

Lord you were favourable to your land; you restored
the fortunes Jacob, you forgave the iniquity of your
people, you pardoned all their sin, you withdrew all
your wrath, you turned from your hot anger.

Restore us again, O God of our salvation, and put away
your indignation towards us. Will you be angry with us
forever ? Will you prolong your anger to all
generations ? Will you not revive us again, so that your
people may rejoice in You ? Show us your steadfast
love O Lord, and grant us your salvation.

Let me hear what God the Lord will speak, for he will
speak peace to his people, to his faithful, to those who
turn to him in their hearts. Surely his salvation is at
hand for those who fear him, that his glory may dwell
in our land.

Steadfast love and faithfulness will meet;
righteousness and peace will kiss each other.
Faithfulness will spring up from the ground, and
righteousness will look down from the sky. The Lord
will give what is good, and our land will yield its
increase. Righteousness will go before him and will
make a path for his steps.



