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A sweet

D

Tux e- do- girl you see, Queen of swell so ci- e- ty,- Fond of fun as

fond

A7

can be, When it's on the strict

D

Q. T. I'm not too young, I'm not too old,

6

Not too tim id,-
not too bold, Just the kind you'd like

A7

to hold, Just the kind for sport,

D

I'm told.

11

D

Ta ra- ra- Boom de- ay,- Ta ra- ra- Boom de- ay,- Ta ra- ra-

17

Boom

A7

de- ay,- Ta ra ra- Boom

D

de- ay,-

A7

Ta ra- ra- Boom

D

de- ay,- Ta ra- ra-

22

Boom de- ay,- Ta ra- ra- Boom

A7

de- ay,- Ta ra- ra- Boom

D

de- ay.-

28

Who

D

were you with

D6

last

D+

night?

D

Who were you

D7

with

G

last

Gm

night?

D

It

1

was

A7

n't- your sis ter,- it was n't- your Ma, Ah!

D

ah! ah! ah!

Fº

ah!

E7

ah! ah! ah!

A7

9

Who

D

were you with

D6

last

D+

night?

D

Out

D

in the pale

G6

moon light?

F#7

- Are you

17

going

B7

to tell your Mis sus- when you

Em

get

B7

home?

Em

Who you were with

A7

last night

D F7

25
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Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay Henry J. Sayers (1891)

'Pre-War' Medley
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Segue
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#

Who were you with last night?
Fred Godrey & Mark Sheridan (1912)
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Let

B¨

me call you 'Sweet heart'- I'm

B¨º

in love

E¨

with

G7

you.

C7

1

Let

F7

me hear you whis per- that you love

B¨

me

Bº

too.

F7

9

Keep

B¨

the love light- glow ing- in

C©º

your eyes

E¨

so

G7

true.

C7

17

Let

E¨

me call

C©º

you 'Sweet

B¨7

heart'- I'm

G7

in love

C7

with

F7

you.

B¨25

Wait

Bb

till

F7

the sun

Eb

shines, Nel

Bb

lie,- When

F7

the clouds go drift

Eb

ing- by,

Bb7

1

We

Eb

will

Eº

be hap

Bb

py,- Nel lie,- Don't

C7

you sigh;

F7

9

Down

Bb

lov

F

er's- lane

Eb

we'll wan

Bb

der,- Sweet

E¨

hearts- you and

A7

I;

D

17

Wait

G7

till the sun

C

shines Nel

C7

lie,- Bye

Cm

and

F7

bye.

Bb E¨7
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b

Let me call you sweetheart Beth Slater Whitson & Leo Friedman (1910)
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b

b

Wait till the sun shines, Nellie

Andrew B. Stirling & Harry von Tilzer (1905)

&

b

b

&

b

b

&

b

b

b

b

--> Lily of Laguna [Ab]
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She's

Ab

ma la dy- love, she is ma dove, ma ba

Db6

by- love,

Bbm1

She's

Eb7

no gal

Bbm6

for sit

Eb7

tin'- down to dream,

Bbm6

She's

Bbm

de on ly- queen

Eb7

La gu- na- knows;

Ab5

I

Ab

know she likes

Eb7

me, I know she likes me Be cause- she says

Ab

so; She is de

9

Lil

Ebm

y- of

F7

La gu

Bb7

- na,- she is my Lil

E¨7

y- and my Rose.

Ab Db Ab13

Oh!

Ab

you beau ti- ful- doll,

F7

you great

Bb7

big beau ti- ful- doll!

1

Let

Eb7

me put my arms a bout- you, I

Ab

could ne ver- live with out

Bbm

- you,

Eb

5

Oh!

Ab

you beau ti- ful- doll,

F7

You great

Bb7

big beau ti- ful- doll! If you

9

ev

Ab

er- leave me how my heart will ache, I want

E7

to hug you, but I fear you'd break,

13

Oh,

Ab

oh,

C7/G

oh,

Ebm/Gb

oh,

F7

Oh,

Bb

you beau

Eb7

ti- ful- doll!

Ab C7
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b

Lily of Laguna

(Swing)

Leslie Stuart (1898)
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b

b

b

b

Oh! you beautiful doll

(No swing)

Nat. D. Ayer/A. Seymour Brown (1911)
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You

F

are my hon

D7

ey,- hon ey- suck- le,- I

G7

am the bee,

1

I'd

C7

like to sip the hon ey- sweet from those

F

red lips, you see;

C75

I

F

love you dear

D7

ly,- dear ly,- & I want

G7

you to love me,

9

You

Bbm

are my hon

F

ey,- hon ey- suck- le,- I

G7

am

C7

the bee.

F D713

Dai

G

sy,- Dai sy,- give

C

me your ans wer,- do!

G

1

I'm

D7

half cra

G

zy,

Em

- all

A7

for the love of you!

D

It

9

won't

D7

be a sty lish- mar

G

iage,- I can't

Em

af ford

C

- a car

G

riage,-

D7

But

17

you'll

G

look sweet,

D7

u pon

G

- the seat

D7

of a bi

G

cy- cle- built

D7

for two.

G
D7
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b

The Honeysuckle and the bee
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W. H. Penn (1901)
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Daisy Bell
Harry Dacre (1892)
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--> I wonder who's kissing her now? [G]
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I won

G

der- who's kiss

D7

ing- her now?

G

Won der- who's teach

B

ing her how.

C E7
1

Won

Am

der- who's look

E7

ing- in to

A7

- her eyes, Breath ing- sighs! Tell

D7

ing- lies! I

10

won

G

der- who's buy

D7

ing her wine,

G

for lips that I used

B

to call mine.

C E7

18

Wond

Am

er- if she

C

ev er- tells

G

him of me?

E7

I

won

Am

der- who's kiss

D7

ing- her now.

G C G

rall

26

3

4&

#

#

I wonder who's kissing her now

(Not too fast)

Hough, Adams & Jos E. Howard (1909)
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	   7	  

Dialogue	  between	  two	  men	  in	  a	  pub.	  Man	  1	  is	  excited	  about	  the	  idea	  of	  war,	  Man	  2	  begins	  
apathetically	  until	  he	  catches	  Man	  1’s	  enthusiasm.	  

Man	  1	  enters	  with	  two	  drinks	  and	  hands	  one	  to	  Man	  2	  

Man	  1:	  So	  it’s	  war	  then.	  

Man	  2:	  I	  still	  don’t	  get	  it.	  Why’d	  Britain	  have	  to	  go	  to	  war	  with	  Germany	  just	  
because	  some	  Serbian	  killed	  a	  Hungarian?	  

Man	  1:	  Doesn’t	  matter,	  does	  it?	  I	  ‘m	  still	  gonna	  go.	  I	  reckon	  it’s	  our	  duty	  to	  support	  
the	  Mother	  Country.	  

Man	  2:	  I	  s’pose	  those	  Brits	  couldn’t	  do	  it	  on	  their	  own.	  

Man	  1:	  Too	  right,	  and	  don’t	  forget	  there’s	  free	  grub	  and	  a	  uniform,	  and	  I	  heard	  
those	  French	  sheilas	  are	  a	  bit	  of	  alright.	  

Man	  2:	  I	  guess	  we’d	  get	  to	  see	  the	  world,	  have	  some	  adventures	  with	  our	  mates.	  

Man	  1:	  All	  for	  six	  bob	  a	  day.	  	  

Man2:	  And	  they	  do	  say	  it’ll	  be	  over	  by	  Christmas.	  

Man	  1:	  So	  what	  are	  we	  waiting	  for?	  Let’s	  go	  and	  give	  those	  Huns	  what	  for.	  You	  and	  
me	  mate,	  we’ll	  show	  the	  Kaiser	  what	  we	  Australians	  are	  made	  of.	  

	  

	  

	  

We soldiers of Australia – Anon. 
To	  be	  featured	  in	  the	  opening	  scene,	  once	  civilians	  signed	  up	  to	  go	  to	  war,	  to	  be	  recited	  by	  a	  single	  
or	  a	  few	  soldiers.	  

We	  soldiers	  of	  Australia	  	  
Rejoice	  in	  being	  free,	  	  
And	  not	  to	  fetter	  others,	  	  
Do	  we	  go	  o'er	  the	  sea.	  
Old	  England	  gave	  us	  freedom,	  
And	  when	  she	  makes	  a	  start	  	  
To	  see	  that	  others	  get	  it,	  	  
We're	  there	  to	  take	  our	  part.	  
Hail	  Fair	  Australia.	  

	  



It's a long

B¨

way to Riv

E¨

er- i

B¨

- na,- it's

B¨7

a long

E¨

way to go.

B¨ Bº C‹

It's

F7

a

long

B¨

way to Riv er- i- na,- to

G‹

the sweet

C7

est- girl I know.

C‹7 F741

Good

B¨

bye- Wag ga- Wag ga,-

B¨7

Fare

E¨

well- dear old Hay.

D7

It's a

49

long,

B¨

long way to Riv er- i

B¨º

- na

B¨

- but we'll

C7

get there

F7

some day.

B¨ D757

Pack

G

up your trou

D7/A

bles- in your old

G/B

kit bag

G7

and smile,

C

smile, smile.

G G©º A‹ D71

While

G

you've a lu

D7/A

ci- fer- to light

G/B

your fag,

E‹

smile,

A7

boys, that's the style.

E¨7 D79

What's

G

the use of wor

D7

ry- ing,- it nev

C

er- was

G

worth

E‹

while,

A‹

- so,

D717

Pack

G

up your trou

D7

bles- in your old

G

kit

G7

bag,

C

and

C‹

smile,

G/D

smile,

D7

smile.

G25
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2

4
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4

c

&
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b

It's a long way to Riverina

'Off to war' Medley

Put on uniforms as you sing
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Pack up your troubles

Start marching on the spot
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Good Bye

G

- Ee, Good Bye

A‹

- Ee, wipe the tear,

D7

ba by- dear,from your eye

G

ee.- tho' it's

1

hard

C

to

D7

part,

C

I

D7

know,

G

I'll

D

be

D©º

tick

A7

led- to death to go,

D7

Don't

6

cry

G

ee,- don't sigh

A‹

ee, there's

D7

a sil ver- lin ing- in the sky

G

ee.- Bon

D7

-

10

soir,

G

old

D7

thing,

G

cheer

E7

i- o,

A‹

- chin

E7

chin,

A‹

- nah

C6

poo,

D7

- too dle- oo,- Good Bye

G

- Ee.-

14

c

&

#

Good-Bye-Ee!
Start marching down the aisle and out into the dining room.
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Conc.

D

™
™

™
™

™
™

™
™

™
™

Tpt.

Conc.

Vln.

B. Cl.

D

Do

Shall

Did

we

you

you

hear

hear

hear

the

the

the

chil

chil

chil

dren

dren

dren

-

-

sing

sing

sing

in'

in'

in'

-

- Oh

Oh

Oh

my

my

my broth

broth

broth

E‹

ers?

ers?

ers?

-

-

-

4

Tpt.

Conc.

Vln.

B. Cl.

Do

Shall

Did

you

we

you

hear

hear

hear

D

the

the

the

- chil

chil

chil

dren

dren

dren

- sing

sing

sing

in'

in'

in'

for

in

as

the

the

our

first

sunshine

troops

G

man

went

and

or

march

the

the

ing

last?

rain?

past?

A78

&

#

#

>

Words: Henry Lawson

Music: Ian Hamilton

The Route March

Intro

Verse 1

Verse 2

Instrumental Verse

Verse 3
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‹
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#

&

#

#
∑ ∑ ∑

&

#

#

>

>
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#

#
∑
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∑
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∑ ∑
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∑
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Œ
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¢

°

¢

Conc.

Vln.

B. Cl.

As

There'

In

they

ll

the

be

sun

march

sobs

shine

away

- and

be

and

neath the

the

-

vanish

ringin'

rain

Em

to

as

a

the

they'll

tune

bells

ne

D

we

and

ver-

thought

'neath

sing

was

the

a

banished

singin'

gain

G

-

Do

There'll

Did

you

be

you

13

™
™

™
™

™
™

™
™

™
™

Tpt.

Conc.

Vln.

B. Cl.

hear

tears

hear the

D

of

the

orph

child

school_

an

ren'

girls

-

-

child

sing

sing_

ren'

in'

in'

G

-

G

When

for

as

the

our

our boys

future

boys

and

went

come back

swing_

the

a

in'

past

past.

D

gain

D

1-2

3.

18
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‹
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‹
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#

&

#
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∑ ∑

&
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>
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∑
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Ó
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˙
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w
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They

They

came

joined

F©‹

from

for

the

a

bush

taste

and

of

the

ad

sta

ven

E

-

tions.

ture.

-

-

They

They

came

joined

F©‹

from

for

the

their

ci

mates

ties

did

- and

the

towns.

same.

E

The

They

4

batt

joined

F©‹

lers,

when

-

they

the whin

thought

gers,

of

- the

their

jo

hon

E

kers.

our,

-

-

The

Not to

gam

join

F©‹

blers,

must

- the lo

lead

E

sers,-

to

the

shame.

clowns.

F©‹

They

8

Some

joined

E

of

full

them

of

born

pride,

near

full

the

of

de

cour

F©‹

serts,

age, They

Some

joined

E

of

up,

them

their

born

du

near

ty-

the

to

tide,

do,

F©‹

They

16

Most

joined

E

of

for

them

Aus

born

tra-

in

lia-

the

had

sad

called

F©‹

dle,

them,

-

They were

All

need

of

ed-

them

and

knew

that's

E

how

all

to

they

ride.

knew.

F©‹24

So mount

F©‹

up, mount up for bat

C©‹

tle, Mount

F©‹

up, for bet ter- or worse,

C©‹31

We're the best

F©‹

in the world in the sad

C©‹

dle,-

39

™
™

The men

F©‹

of the 10th

E

Light Horse.

F©‹43

3

4

2

4

&

#

#

#

The Men of the 10th Light Horse

Alan Ralph

&

#

#

#

&

#

#

#

&

#

#

#

&

#

#

#

&

#

#

#
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#

#

&
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#
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™
™

We

E¨

are the An zacs,- and we're

A¨

true blue,

E¨

We're from Aus -

1

tra

B¨

lia- and New Zea land- too, We're from Down

5

Un

E¨

der,- and we're tell ing

B¨

- you,

E¨

We're

9

lar

F

ri- kins- and ski ters,- but we're pret

B¨

ty- good fight ers- too. We might

13

curse

E¨

and swear, but we'll be

A¨

right there,

E¨

In the

17

fight

A¨

ing- we won't turn a hair,

B¨

When the

21

™
™

whips

E¨

are crack ing- ev'r y- where-

C‹

you'll find

A¨

the An

E¨

zacs.-

25

2

4&

b

b

b

We are the Anzacs
Ted Egan

&

b

b

b

&

b

b

b

&

b

b

b

&

b

b

b

&

b

b

b

&

b

b

b

Interrupted by SFX shelling!

We've got shearers, drovers too,

We've got city swells

And lots of blokes named 'Blue'

As soldiers, we're the world's best yet,

We are the Anzacs,

Don't you forget!

Would we go AWL?

Don't be absurd!

Discipline!

Now there's a dirty word,

We'll shout 'Ma'alesh'

And 'gibbit baqsheesh'

We're the Anzacs.
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The word's

C

on ev 'ry- sol dier's- lips: Gal li

G

- po- li,- The

land

G7

ing- barg es- leave the ships, Gal li

C

- po- li;-

3

Ri

C

fles- held in ner vous- grips, Ee

F

rie- gleam of bay o- net- tips, The

5

An

G7

zacs- hit the coast al- strips, Gal li

C

- po- li;- A -

7

top

C

the cliffs is John ny- Turk, Gal li

G

- po- li,-

9

Peer

G7

ing- through the mist and murk, Gal li

C

- po- li,-

11

Hu

C

man- na ture- goes ber serk,- Sol

F

diers- know they mus n't- shirk,

13

Kill

G7

ing's- just a job of work, Gal li

C

- po- li.-

15

12

8&

Gallipoli

Ted Egan
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Œ
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™

Œ
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Boys,

C

boys,

G7

war

C

lords'- toys,

G17

Pawns

C

in the war games of his

G

to- ry,- But they're

19

bold,

C

bold,

G7

They'll do

C

as they're told,

G21

Hist

C

ory's- in the mak ing- at

G7

Gal li

C

- po- li.-

23

&

&

&

&

Hit the beach, the rising sun - Gallipoli,

This is real, the talking's done - Gallipoli,

Every man a mother's son,

Give each one a bloody gun,

They'll kill each other, just for fun - Gallipoli.

Scale the cliffs, pounding hearts - Gallipoli,

The shelling and the slaughter starts - Gallipoli

Crazy feats of derring-do,

Out of all the madness grew,

The legend of the Anzacs at Gallipoli.

On the 24th of May - Gallipoli,

Postpone the killing for a day - Gallipoli,

Bury the dead: let us pray,

Bid young Johnny Turk: 'Gidday'

Tomorrow, he's the one you'll slay - Gallipoli.

They say old soldiers never die - Gallipoli,

But young ones do, and I ask why? - Gallipoli,

Not an inch of ground was won,

Bones lie bleaching in the sun - Gallipoli.

The Lords have played this game before - Monopoly,

Scan the maps, keep the score - Catastrophe,

Cognac and cigars galore,

If they were the ones to fight the war,

They'd very quickly call 'Withdraw' - Immediately.

And when the silence comes again - Gallipoli,

Pity those who are insane - Gallipoli,

Count the wounded, treat the pain,

A hundred and forty thousand slain,

Heroes all, but dead in vain - Gallipoli.

˙
™

˙ ™
œ

™
œ

™
˙ ™

œ
™

œ œ

j

œ
™ œ

œ

j

œ

œ

j

œ ™ œ ™

‰

œ
œ

˙
™

œ ™ œ œ

j

œ
™

œ
œ

j

œ ™

Œ
™

œ
œ

j

œ
œ

j

œ
œ

j

œ

œ

j

œ
œ œ ˙

™

Œ
™

15



A‹ F©7 G B E A‹ D7 G D7

q.=100

G

I've

Out

seen

of

some

the

beau

heav

ti

en

-

-

ful

ly

-

-

flow

splen

A

ers,

dor,

-

-

Grow

Down

D

in

to

life's

the

gar

trail

den

of

- fair,

woe,

G D7

5

G

I've

God

spent

in

some

his

won

mer

der

cy-

ful

has

- hours

sent

A

her

Lost

Cheer

E‹

in

ing-

thei

the

fra

world

A

grance

be

A©º

- rare,

low

D

-

9

But

We

A‹

I

call

have

her

found

Rose

an

of

oth

Heav

C‹

- er

en

D

-

-

Won

We've

E‹

drous

learned

- be

to

yond

love

A

com

her

pare.

so.

D

-

13

Theres a rose

G

that grows in No

D7

man's- Land, and it's

17

won

A‹

der- ful- to

D7

see;

G G©º A‹

Though

D

it's

2

sprayed

G

with tears, It will live

D

for years,

B

in my

4

gar

E‹7

den- of me

A7

mo- ry.

D

- It's

D7

the

6

12

8&

#

The Rose of No-man's Land
Jack Caddigan, James A. Brennan
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#

&

#

&

#

&

#

Chorus
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¢

one

G

red rose, the sol

D7

dier- knows; it's the

8

work

A‹

of the Mas ter's

B7

- hand,

E‹ E‹7

'Mid the

10

war's

A‹

great

E7

curse

A‹

stands

F©7

the Red

G

Cross

B

nurse,

E

she's the

12

war's great curse stands the Red Cross nurse, she's the

war's great curse stands the Red Cross nurse, she's the

Rose

A‹

of No

D7

man's- Land

G

14

Rose of No man's- Land

Rose of No man's- Land
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And when they ask

D7

us, how dan ger- ous- it was,

G

Oh, we'll ne ver-

tell

C6

them,

C‹6 D7

no we'll ne ver- tell

G

them:

E‹7

We spent our

5

pay

A‹7

in some ca fe,

D7

- and fought wild wo

B‹7

men- night and day,

E‹

'Twas the

9

cush

B‹

i- est- job

F©7

we e ver- had.

B‹ E7

And when they

13

ask

A‹7

us,

D7

andand they'rethey're cercer taintain-- lyly-- goinggoing toto askask

G

us,us, thethe rearea sonson--

17

whywhy

A‹

wewe diddid n'tn't-- winwin thethe CroixCroix dede Guerre,Guerre,

G E‹7

Oh, we'll ne ver-

21

tell

A‹

them,

D7

no, we'll ne ver- tell

G

them

B‹7 E7

there was a

25

front,front,

A‹7

butbut damneddamned ifif wewe

D7

knewknew where.where.

G29

C

&

‹

#

3

And when they ask us Music: Jerome Kern (from 'Oh what a lovely war') 
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Anti-Conscription Slogans

Say 'No' to the blood vote!

Conscription, No!

Fight as free men!

Vote 'No'!

Enough lives have been lost!

It's not our fight!

We need our men here!

Keep your jelly fish!

Pro-Conscription Slogans

We have to keep our promise!

Shirkers!

Our boys over there need help!

Shame!

Traitors!

Our honour's at stage!

Who will protect us?
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 24 

I wonder W: Henry Weston Pryce  M: Sonia Bennett 
1 Could Homer walk this hill and hear 

The song of canon high and clear 
The roar of caissons jolting past 
The hiss of bullets and the blast 
Of shrapnel over yonder trees 
I wonder would he sing of these 
I wonder would he sing of these. 

2 Could Homer see this field and spy 
The walking wounded reeling by 
With wet red wounds and faces grey 
Each helping each along the way 
If he could see these broken men 
I wonder would he sing again 
I wonder would he sing again. 

3 I would that my imaginings 
Might be as blind old Homer sings 
But if he touched this cold machine 
That slays beyond the hills unseen 
Heard the song of yonder lark 
I wonder would he bless the dark 
I wonder would he bless the dark. 

4 Could I lie here in dreams and find 
The violet and all her kind 
And down among the blossoms lie 
To hear the singing hours go by 
If then a gun should bid me wake 

 I wonder if my heart would break 
I wonder if my heart should break. 

5 I wonder why the sunlight falls 
So gay on yonder broken walls 
I wonder why that soldier lies 
With bloody lips and smiling eyes 
I wonder is that Death and yet 
I know my dream is to forget 
I know my dream is to forget. 

6 Could Homer see this field and spy . . . 
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Hel lo,
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Dittie: You're in the army now
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Dittie: The Brigadier he gets the turkey
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Oui Oui Ma rie,

B¨

- will you do zis
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for me Oui OuiMa rie,- then I'll do zat
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In the pris
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go

C

ing- down of the sun,
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and in the mor
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61
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re mem
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Poem: Recited by a Soldier, coming in at section 13B, just before the

song – “Oh What a Lovely War.”

  

Inscription for a War – By A.D. Hope 

Stranger, go tell the Leaders, we died here obedient to their commands.

Linger not, stranger; shed no tear,

Go back to those who sent us.

We are the young they drafted out,

To wars their folly brought about.

Go tell those old men, safe in bed,

We took their orders, and are dead!

The mailman brought cards from Colombo and then from Port Said,

Here's a photo of Jack, in Egypt, his first camel ride.

Look at young Bobby in London, crossing The Strand,

And Martin writes: 'Mum and Dad, life in the army is grand'.

The same mailman brought us the news about our darling Jack:

'Regret to inform you, your son Johnn will never come back

He died of his wounds at Gallipoli, so brave was he,

He's awarded the military medal, posthumously'.

The telegram came, my mother collapsed and I had

The terrible task of breaking the news to my Dad.

With our old draught-horse, Punch, our father was ploughing the land,

I ran to the paddock, the telegram clutched in my hand.

The Irishman read it, said: 'Thank you, now leave me alone,

Go on back to the house, help your mother, she's there on her own'.

He called: 'Stand up, Punch, we have to get on with this job',

But I saw his slumped shoulders and I heard his heart-rending sob.

Well, Robert was gassed and he always had pains in his head,

Martin was shell-shocked and he'd have been better off dead.

I, I'm just an old lady who watched them all go,

But I am the one you should ask about war, for I know.

That all of these years have gone by and I know the grief yet,

Yes, I will remember them . . . I can't forget.
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	  34	  

In Flanders Fields 
In	  Flanders	  fields	  the	  poppies	  grow	  
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	  quarrel	  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.
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Coquelicot
Words: Henry Weston Pryce  Music: Denis Kevans

&

&

&

&

&

&

Lazily the southwind rested, heard a linnet call,

Pools of shade and sunshine flecked the road between,

Where the soldier rested, hear a linnet call,

Saw the poppies dancing, blazing in the green;

Sullenly and sadly, over wood and wold,

Throbbed and sobbed from Artois the drums of sacrifice:

But the bird stayed singing till its love was told,

And the fields were kind with friendly eyes. 

On to battle pressing, through the little towns,

Did his fancy conjure sights and sounds of home?

Of the sheep far straying, strung across the Downs,

Of the bells at evening where the cattle roam? . . .

Did he see a loved face smile into his own

In a strange pre-vision, ere the close of day:

Ere the poppies withered and the sun went down

Red athwart the red field where he lay?

When the poppy blooms in France, Jean & Marie say,

Gather the poppy that is reddening in the wheat,

It is for the good Australian, L'Anzac bienne,

Whose memory we will guard and never forget.
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