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WHEN THE WAR CAME 

A SONG CYCLE FOR CHILDREN 

JOOLS SCOTT AND SUE CURTIS 

Blue words = Boys only 

Red words = Girls only 

Black words = boys and girls (full) 

Green words = soloist  

SONG ONE: LONG AGO: CHILDHOOD 

I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

How days were fun and long and busy                                                                                     
How the bath at home was grimy                                                                                             
How I always was so hungry                                                                                                    
Long ago. 

I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

We six were all there together                                                                                              
Walking happy on a Sunday                                                                                                 
Kicking feet on the church railing                                                                                           
Long ago 

I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

We were cheeky, young and easy;                                                                                             
Mad, impatient to be living..                                                                                                     
And the girls all pink and giggly..                                                                                              
Long ago. 

I can remember how it was.                                                                                                         
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

The boys were all so naughty                                                                                                 
Calling names and pulling pigtails,                                                                                     
Throwing stones and chasing, teasing..                                                                                     
Long ago.                                                                                                                                 
Long ago  
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I can remember how it was.                                                                                                  
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

We thought it would last forever                                                                                         
Thought that change would never shake us                                                                              
Never come and take and break us                                                                                           
Long ago. 

I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago, I can remember how it was.                                                                                                        
So long ago. 

All those days out in the sunshine                                                                                         
Turned to work and dirt and growing                                                                                   
Turned us into men and women..                                                                                            
Long ago..                                                                                                                                
Long ago                                                                                                                                  
Long ago                                                                                                                                  
Long ago                                                                                                                                   

SONG TWO: LONG AGO: WORK  

The sky is dark.                                                                                                                          
The dawn is sharpening the wind                                                                                                
My feet are clumsy; stiff with sleep.                                                                                               
I am so tired. 

Inside the mill                                                                                                                             
We shiver out of coats and scarves                                                                                             
We start our work; our fingers yawn.                                                                                         
We are so tired. 

Will I be here                                                                                                                        
Pushing this handle in the gloom                                                                                               
Will I be here                                                                                                                      
Through all the summer days to come? 

The sky is dark.                                                                                                                         
The dawn is sharpening the wind                                                                                               
My feet are clumsy; stiff with sleep.                                                                                               
I am so tired. 

The sun is up.                                                                                                                              
My back is bending in the heat                                                                                                    
My fingers pull the stubborn husks.                                                                                                
I am so tired. 

I stretch my arms.                                                                                                             
Across the field my sister bobs                                                                                               
The pasty warm inside her hand.                                                                                       
We are so tired. 
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We work until we cannot see the corn                                                                                  
We work until our hands are torn 

The sun is up.                                                                                                                        
My back is bending in the heat                                                                                           
My fingers pull the stubborn husks.                                                                                      
I am so tired. 

The day’s work never seems to end                                                                                    
We are so tired. 

SONG ONE: (reprise) LONG AGO 

I can remember how it was                                                                                                
The day we heard.                                                                                                            
When we heard that change was coming                                                                        
Coming right here to the village                                                                                        
Come to take us and to break us                                                                                       
Long ago. 

SONG THREE: WE MIGHT GO TO WAR! 

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                                
Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                                       
Billy's brother says that we might go to war!                                                                          
And our Mum is looking worried                                                                                         
And our Dad is working, working                                                                                                
Day and night to get the hay in..                                                                                                              
Have you heard what they are saying? 

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                            
Heard what everybody's saying?                                                                                        
We might go to war. 

They'll be u-boats in the harbour                                                                                                                      
And they'll come ashore in moonlight                                                                                  
And they'll kidnap us and kill us                                                                                        
'Cause it's war 

Doreen says her hubby’s going -                                                                                          
Says he wants to save the country..                                                                                     
Milly says the country's                                                                                                  
Saving him from her!   

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                            
Heard what everybody's saying?                                                                                        
We might go to war. 

We'll all starve because the army                                                                                    
Needs the harvest for the soldiers...                                                                                      
No more cream or bread or butter..                                                                                 
'Cause it's war  
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The Germans just aren't like us                                                                                     
They've got horns and spikes and helmets                                                                       
And they growl instead of speaking                                                                                    
And they roar! 

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                            
Heard what everybody's saying?                                                                                        
We might go to war. 

Joe's Dad has lost his horses                                                                                             
They said they had to have them..                                                                                          
To pull the guns in Flanders...                                                                                            
Poor Bess and Daisy May..  

Joe's Dad has lost his horses                                                                                             
They said they had to have them..                                                                                          
To pull the guns in Flanders...                                                                                            
Poor Bess and Daisy May..  

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                                
Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                                       
Billy's brother says that we might go to war! 

Have you heard what they are saying?                                                                            
Heard what everybody's saying?                                                                                        
We might go to war. 

SONG FOUR: WE’RE GOING TO WAR!         

We’re going to war! We’re going to war!                                                                               
The army’s here and their drums are loud!                                                                        
They march and march and shake the ground!                                                               
Pound! Pound! Pound! Pound!                                                                                    
Everyone running to hear the sound!                                                                                 
We really are going to war! 

We’re going to war! We’re going to war!                                                                               
The army’s here and their drums are loud!                                                                        
They march and march and shake the ground!                                                               
Pound! Pound! Pound! Pound!                                                                                    
Everyone running to hear the sound!                                                                                 
We really are going to war! 

No more living with Dad and Mum!                                                                                   
No more slaving to earn a crumb!                                                                                
Shoulder to shoulder and chum by chum!                                                                        
We’re all marching behind the drum!                                                                                  
We really are going to war!  

Oh, oh, oh, it's a lovely war,                                                                                               
Who wouldn't be a soldier, eh ?                                                                                          
Oh, it's a shame to take the pay;                                                                                         
As soon as reveille is gone,                                                                                                
We feel just as heavy as lead,                                                                                             
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But we never get up till the sergeant                                                                               
Brings us breakfast up to bed. 

Oh, oh, oh, it's a lovely war,                                                                                              
What do we want with eggs and ham,                                                                             
When we've got plum and apple jam?                                                                              
Form fours, right turn,                                                                                                     
How shall we spend the money we earn?                                                                        
Oh, oh, oh, it's a lovely war, 

Like the heroes of Greece and Rome!                                                                                     
Like the cowboys we play at home!                                                                                        
Me and my pals against the foe!                                                                                          
All together and none alone!                                                                                               
We really are going to war! 

We sail tomorrow across the sea!                                                                                    
Billy, Tommy and Fred and me!                                                                                     
We’re going to fight every last Jerry!                                                                                    
We’ll kill them all and be home for tea!                                                                                   
We really are going to war! 

PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES (FELIX POWELL) 

Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, and smile, smile, smile,                                     
While you've a lucifer to light your fag, Smile, boys, that's the style.                                 
What's the use of worrying? It never was worth while, so                                                   
Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, And smile, smile, smile. 

We’ll stick together and none will fall                                                                          
When we march back we’ll be strong and tall                                                                   
Our mums will cry and the girls will call                                                                         
We’ll be the heroes who saved us all!                                                                                  
We really are going to war! 

We’ll wait to catch them in case they fall!                                                                          
We’ll wrap them warmly in sheet and shawl!                                                                   
We’ll hold their hands when they cry and call!                                                                 
We’ll be the heroes who nursed them all!                                                                            
We really are going to war! 

GOODBYE-EE (R.P.WESTON AND BERT LEE) 

Goodbye-ee, goodbye-ee,                                                                                                  
Wipe the tear, baby dear, from your eye-ee,                                                                     
Tho' it's hard to part I know,                                                                                                
I'll be tickled to death to go.                                                                                           
Don't cry-ee, don’t sigh-ee,                                                                                                
There's a silver lining in the sky-ee,                                                                            
Bonsoir, old thing, cheer-i-o, chin, chin,                                                                             
Nah-poo, toodle-oo, goodbye-ee. 

 



 6 

SONG FIVE: DISPATCHES 

I’m thinking of you every day.                                                                                                   
It seems so odd that you should be                                                                                          
So far away.  

I hope we’ll all come home one day                                                                                       
It seems so odd that we should be                                                                                   
So far away..                                                                                                                            
Far away 

All very well here.                                                                                                            
Bright and hot and sunny.                                                                                                        
I can stick a bayonet                                                                                                                 
In a scarecrow dummy                                                                                                           
I can strip a rifle down                                                                                                      
Quick as shoot a bunny!                                                                                                      
What a lark! What a lark! What a lark!                                                                                  
Thank you for the honey! 

We are doing very well.                                                                                                        
All the lads are happy                                                                                                     
Drilling in the lovely sun                                                                                                       
Getting really savvy                                                                                                                    
I am getting very strong                                                                                                 
Learned to dig a lavvy!                                                                                                         
What a lark! What a lark! What a lark!                                                                                    
Give my love to granny! 

I’m thinking of you every day.                                                                                                   
It seems so odd that you should be                                                                                          
So far away.  

I hope we’ll all come home one day                                                                                       
It seems so odd that we should be                                                                                   
So far away..                                                                                                                            
Far away 

Training here is very hard                                                                                                  
Very scared of matron                                                                                                            
If your cap is crooked or                                                                                                   
You haven’t ironed your apron                                                                                            
She will fry you with her eye                                                                                              
Until you’ve got it straightened                                                                                            
What a lark! What a lark! What a lark!                                                                               
Thank you for the bacon!  

I’m thinking of you every day.                                                                                                   
It seems so odd that you should be                                                                                          
So far away.  

I hope we’ll all come home one day                                                                                       
It seems so odd that we should be                                                                                   
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So far away..                                                                                                                            
Far away 

SONG SIX: DISPATCHES 

I’m sorry that my writing                                                                                                      
Is so shaky 

The paper’s always wet here                                                                                               
In the trenches 

I’m sorry that my writing                                                                                                      
Is so shaky 

The paper’s always wet here                                                                                               
In the trenches 

My pencil goes                                                                                                                      
Right through it  

My pencil goes                                                                                                               
Right through it  

The noise is                                                                                                                        
Fairly loud here  

The noise is                                                                                                                    
Fairly loud here  

But I am very well                                                                                                                
And keeping cheerful 

But I am very well                                                                                                                
And keeping cheerful 

I’m sorry that my writing                                                                                                      
Is so shaky                                                                                                                            
In the trenches..                                                                                                                     
In the trenches..                                                                                                                    
In the trenches.. 

SONG SEVEN: THE SILENCE 

We stood there in the silence                                                                                           
Beside the smooth white beds                                                                                         
While the guns roared in the distance                                                                                     
And the shells screamed overhead 

We stood there in the silence                                                                                           
Beside the smooth white beds                                                                                         
While the guns roared in the distance                                                                                     
And the shells screamed overhead 

We stood there in the silence                                                                                           
Beside the smooth white beds                                                                                         
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While the guns roared in the distance                                                                                     
And the shells screamed overhead 

We stood there in the silence                                                                                           
Beside the smooth white beds                                                                                         
While the guns roared in the distance                                                                                     
And the shells screamed overhead 

And then they started coming                                                                                               
All the blood and pain and dying                                                                                        
All the muddy sheets and crying                                                                                      
And we couldn’t really help them                                                                                      
Very much.. 

Just comfort them with                                                                                                   
Words and eyes and touch .. 

Just comfort them with                                                                                                   
Words and eyes and touch .. 

It wasn’t what we thought that it would be, mum.                                                                         
It wasn’t what we thought that it would be. 

It wasn’t what we thought that it would be, mum.                                                                         
It wasn’t what we thought that it would be. 

SONG EIGHT: BILLY’S GONE 

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum. 

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum. 

And I can’t find Fred...  

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum. 

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum.                                                                                        
And I can’t find Fred...  

And Dot and Phoebe, How do we know                                                                       
Where they are, Mum?                                                                                                 
Where any of us are, mum.. 

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum. 

Mum.. Mum... Mum...                                                                                                      
Billy’s gone, Billy’s gone, mum.                                                                                        
And I can’t find Fred...  
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And Dot and Phoebe, How do we know                                                                       
Where they are, Mum?                                                                                                 
Where they are, Mum?   

I can’t see anyone..                                                                                                                 
I can’t see anything..  

Mum.. Mum..Mum.. 

SONG NINE : THERE’S A LONG, LONG TRAIL A’WINDING 

There's a long, long trail a-winding into the land of my dreams,                                                  
where the nightingales are singing and a white moon beams: 

There's a long, long night of waiting until my dreams all come true;                                               
till the day when I’ll be going down that long , long trail with you. 

There's a long, long trail a-winding into the land of my dreams,                                       
where the nightingales are singing and a white moon beams: 

There's a long, long night of waiting until my dreams all come true;                                               
till the day when I’ll be going down that long , long trail with you. 

SONG TEN: HOME 

Please bring him back to me                                                                                         
Please bring him home.  

Please bring him back to me                                                                                             
Please bring him home.  

The train is on its way                                                                                                   
Bringing back the men                                                                                                           
So few of them.. 

Please bring him back to me                                                                                         
Please bring him home.  

Please bring him back to me                                                                                             
Please bring him home.  

The train is on its way                                                                                                   
Bringing back the men                                                                                                           
So few of them..  

I see him climbing up the hill 

I see her standing on the hill 

I see him break into a run 

I see her break into a run 

My Joe. 

My Mary.  
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You’re home/I’m home 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


