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_ thvy imat the drum slowly
- Did they play the ﬁfe lowly -~
Did the

death march as they Inwe'red you down

"he band p!ay_th I_a'st post and chorus

1n some Ioval heart.is vo”ur memory enshnned
“And: though you died S
j To that loyal heart yOu rv forever 19

{ Orare you a stranger without even a name

: The sun S shmlng down. on tl:ese gref,n ﬁei_ 5 of France

- The warm wind blows gently and the red poppies dance
~ The trenches have vanished long under the plow

-~ No.gas no barbed wire no guns firing now - .
~Buthere in this graveyard that's still No Mans L dﬂd

- The countless white crosses in mute witness stand
“do.a man's blind indifference Lo his fellow man -

And a whole generation who were butchered and damned

CCHORS

And Tean't help but wonder o Willie McBride

Do all those who lie here know why they died

: I)id.you really believe thern when they told you “The Cause”
~Did you really believe that this war would end wars

“Well the suffering the sorrow the glory the shame

f- [he killing and dying it was all-done in vain

Wlflm Mcbndo | a!l hap )ened again
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