

COMIC POEMS 
FROM 
WORLD WAR ONE



Richard Major

[bookmark: _GoBack][image: http://www.americaslibrary.gov/assets/aa/addams/aa_addams_peace_1_e.jpg]


Introduction
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Usually we think of World War One poetry as poems of misery – poems to make people realise how horrible war is.

But there was a lighter side to verse during the Great War, and in this anthology I have gathered a dozen comic verses of that time.

They prove how resilient the human spirit is, and how resilient comedy and poetry are, even in the face of extreme horror.
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THE SOLDIER'S LETTER 

I've lost my rifle and bayonet, 
I've lost my pull-through too, 
I've lost the socks that you sent me
 	That lasted the whole winter through, 
I've lost the razor that shaved me, 
I've lost my four-by-two, 
I've lost my hold-all and now I've got damn all 
Since I've lost you.
 



SING ME TO SLEEP 

Sing me to sleep where bullets fall, 
Let me forget the war and all; 
Damp is my dug-out, cold my feet, 
Nothing but bully and biscuits to eat. 
Over the sandbags helmets you'll find 
Corpses in front and corpses behind. 

Chorus. 

Far, far from Ypres I long to be, 
Where German snipers can't get at me, 
Think of me crouching where the worms creep, 
Waiting for the sergeant to sing me to sleep. 

Sing me to sleep in some old shed, 
The rats all running around my head,
 Stretched out upon my waterproof, 
Dodging the raindrops through the roof, 
Dreaming of home and nights in the West, 
Somebody's overseas boots on my chest. 
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D.R. *Where's "eadquarters, mate 2"
“Well, they were in that there shatoo before dinner.”
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your face 50 white, Mother?
. Why doyou choke for breath?
O have greamt in the night, my sart?
That | doomed a man To death”

“W%gnybu hide your hand, Mother? (§
crouch above it i dread ?*

I hear his widow cry in the night, 3
Thear his children weep,
And a)&l%:dy\t}m my sight,
8 Gond mans Liood CONSCRIPTION

doth ]EBP BALLOT-BOX
[“Thev put the dagger into my
‘arasp, -
It seemed but a pencil then
1 did not know itgf‘udu
For the priceless blood of men
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1 put it inside the Box of Blood
Nor thought of the man d slain, 4 2
L “ﬂo"“}g‘“ﬂ‘ came ke & whelming “Olittle son! O my little son!

7 i i Fray God for your Mother’s soul,
Gods word-ond the Brand of Cain. 1 4, 25 0F Y0t Yo white again

In Gods great Judgment. Roll.”
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