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England To Her Sons 
 

Sons of mine, I hear you thrilling 

To the trumpet call of war; 

Gird ye then, I give you freely 

As I gave your sires before, 

All the noblest of the children I in love and anguish bore. 

 

Free in service, wise in justice, 

Fearing but dishonour's breath; 

Steeled to suffer uncomplaining 

Loss and failure, pain and death; 

Strong in faith that sees the issue and in hope that triumpheth. 

 

Go, and may the God of battles 

You in His good guidance keep: 

And if He in wisdom giveth 

Unto His beloved sleep, 

I accept it nothing asking, save a little space to weep. 

 

      William Noel Hodgson 1914 

 
Peace 
 

Now, God be thanked Who has matched us with His hour, 

And caught our youth, and wakened us from sleeping, 

With hand made sure, clear eye, and sharpened power, 

To turn, as swimmers into cleanness leaping, 

 

Glad from a world grown old and cold and weary, 

Leave the sick hearts that honour could not move, 

And half-men, and their dirty songs and dreary, 

And all the little emptiness of love! 

 

Oh! we, who have known shame, we have found release there, 

Where there's no ill, no grief, but sleep has mending, 

Naught broken save this body, lost but breath; 

Nothing to shake the laughing heart's long peace there 

But only agony, and that has ending; 

And the worst friend and enemy is but Death. 

 

The Soldier 
 

If I should die, think only this of me: 

That there's some corner of a foreign field 

That is for ever England. There shall be 

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
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The Volunteer 
 

Sez I: My Country Calls? Well, let it call. 

I grins perlitely and declines with thanks. 

Go, let 'em plaster every blighted wass, 

'Ere's one they don't stampede into the ranks. 

Them politicians with their greasy ways; 

Them empire-grabbers - fight for 'em? No fear! 

I've seen this mess a-comin' from the days 

Of Algyserious and Aggydear.* 

 

Sez I: If they would do the decent thing, 

And shield the missis and the little 'uns, 

Why, even I might shout God save the King, 

And face the chances of them 'ungry guns. 

But we've got three, another on the way; 

It's that wot makes me snarl and set me jor: 

The wife and nippers wot of 'em, I say, 

If I gets knocked out in this blasted war? 

Gets proper busted bya shoee, 

But ... wot the 'ell Bill? Wot the 'ell? 

 

Ay, wot the 'ell's the use of all this talk? 

To-day some boys in blue**  was passin' me, 

And some of 'em 'asd no legs to walk, 

And some of 'em they 'ad no eyes to see. 

And - well, I couldn't look 'em in the face, 

And so I'm goin', goin' to declare 

I'm under forty-one and take me place 

To face the music with the bunch out there. 

A fool, you say! Maybe you're right. 

I'll 'ave no peace unless I fight. 

I've ceased to think; I only know 

I've gotta go, Bill, gotta go. 

 

     


