The retiring collection will be shared between the
Royal British Legion, Combat Stress, and
Soldiers, Sailors, Airmen & Families Association
*
All are invited to the Burstow Gallery after the service
for tea and coffee.

British Recruiting Office, 1914
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Brighton College Chapel

Before the Leaves fall from the Trees
Postlude

A century on, and nations, their governments and people around are
remembering a watershed moment in world history, namely the
outbreak of the First World War. Our service today joins in with this
commemoration, concentrating on the first five months of what was
known at the time as The Great War.
The liturgy is a steady progression of dates: after the Act of
Remembrance, during which a current pupil will stand for every name
that is read from the Roll of Honour, we begin with July 1914 and the
formal - achingly polite - declarations of war. These are followed the
words of confidence and assurance from leaders of nations as they
send their troops into battle. Hubert Parry’s setting of Henry
Vaughan’s poem "My Soul, There is a Country" then jolts us into
reality – a foreboding of the needless suffering to come.
It was widely felt that it was all going to be over by Christmas,
and members of the British Expeditionary Force – who dubbed
themselves the “Old Contemptibles” – left for France eager for the
fray. The battles of Mons and Le Cateau in August 2014 soon changed
opinion, however, and by September, as Robert Laurence Binyon’s
poem of that month, “For the Fallen”, makes poignantly clear, it was
soon recognised that this was no brief military foray, but (hopefully) a
war to end all wars. Laurence has stated that the four lines of the
fourth stanza - words that are now familiar to us, having been adopted
by the Royal British Legion to commemorate fallen servicemen and
women - came to him first.
October, and Lady Maxwell’s exhortation to the indolent and
lazy shopkeepers of Britain in a newspaper article is set alongside the
first of two pieces from Germany. Alfred Lichtenstein was a private in
the army, with his uncouth words, surely echoed by thousands, given a
tragic twist as we note the year of his death.

2

Crown Imperial – William Walton (1902-1983)

During Christmas 1914, German and British soldiers made a
truce to exchange gifts and food on the Western Front.
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Please stand
John Ireland’s anthem “Greater love has no man” was
composed in 1912, and like our emotions as we consider the actions
of 1914 and the years of horror and misery that they heralded, is a
complex arrangement with many moods. The theme is sacrifice, as is
Rupert Brooke’s “The Soldier”, which veritably bursts with patriotism;
in “some corner of a foreign field” lies the corpse of true Englishman,
fashioned by English virtues. The accompanying poem, written by a
German soldier whose first name is unrecorded, concerns another
corpse, in “some dark thicket”. But there is no patriotism here; rather
the brutal recognition of war’s folly.
Our emotions are pulled once more as we sing “My Song is
Love Unknown” and then hear two letters from the trenches, one
from a young Yorkshireman to his mother, the other from a German
private to his parents. Censors were less strict in 1914 than they were
later, and both letters, despite their cheery tones, suggest the truly
miserable conditions of trench warfare. Philip Larkin’s “MCMXIV” is
a single sentence; comparing the lines of entraining soldiers with the
ticket queues at the Kensington or at an Aston Villa match, it is loaded
with caustic irony, and is balanced by the painfully honest funeral
anthem of Henry Purcell, “Thou Knowest Lord the Secrets of our
Hearts.” We are now in the depth of winter.
But we end with hope. A recent newspaper article states how
next year might – just might - be the first year of peace (for Britons)
for a century, and is accompanied by the vision of hope of a new
heaven found in St John’s Revelation. After the Prayer of
Commitment our final hymn sends us on our way, sure in the
knowledge that even in the darkness - and the second half of 1914 was
surely one of the darkest of recorded history - there is always a
glimmer of light.
Please feel free to take this Order of Service away with you.
The music before the service is:

Congregational Hymn
All my hope on God is founded;
He doth still my trust renew.
Me through change and chance he guideth,
Only good and only true.
God unknown,
He alone
Calls my heart to be his own.
Pride of man and earthly glory,
Sword and crown betray his trust;
What with care and toil he buildeth,
Tower and temple, fall to dust.
But God’s power,
Hour by hour,
Is my temple and my tower.
God’s great goodness aye endureth,
Deep his wisdom, passing thought;
Splendour, light and life attend him,
Beauty springeth out of naught.
Evermore
From his store
New-born worlds rise and adore.
Joachim Neander (1650 – 1680)

Pomp and Circumstance No. 4 in G – Edward Elgar (1857-1934)
O Mensch, bewein dein Sünde gross – J.S. Bach (1685-1750)
Nimrod– Edward Elgar (1857-1934)
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Chaplain

Let us pledge ourselves anew to the service of God
and each other: that we may help, encourage and
comfort others, and support those working for the
relief of the needy, and for the peace and welfare of
all peoples in the world.

All

Lord God our Father,
We pledge ourselves,
To serve you and all humanity
In the cause of peace,
For the relief of want and suffering,
And for the praise of your name.

All stand
During the music,
, and CCF colours are laid on the altar by representatives of
the three services.

Choir

Guide us by your spirit;
Give us wisdom;
Give us courage;
Give us hope;
And keep us faithful
Now and always. Amen.

Russian Kontakion
Give rest, O Christ, to thy servant with thy saints:
where sorrow and pain are no more;
neither sighing but life everlasting.
Thou only art immortal, the creator and maker of man:
and we are mortal formed from the dust of the earth,
and unto earth shall we return:
for so thou didst ordain,
when thou created me saying:
“Dust thou art und unto dust shalt thou return.”
All we go down to the dust;
and weeping o’er the grave we make our song:
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia.

Our Father, which art in heaven,
hallowed be thy name:
thy kingdom come:
thy will be done,
in earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive them that trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation;
but deliver us from evil.
Amen.

Music: traditional Kiev melody

Blessing
4
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REVELATION 21: 1-7

The Act of Remembrance
Head
Master

And I saw a new heaven and a new earth: for the first heaven and the
first earth were passed away; and there was no more sea. And I John
saw the holy city, the new Jerusalem, coming down from God out of
heaven, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a
great voice out of heaven saying, “Behold, the tabernacle of God is
with men, and he will dwell with them, and they shall be his people,
and God himself shall be with them, and be their God. And God shall
wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more death,
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for the
former things are passed away.” And he that sat upon the throne said,
“Behold, I make all things new.” And he said unto me, “Write: for
these words are true and faithful.” And he said unto me, “It is done. I
am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end. I will give unto him
that is athirst of the fountain of the water of life freely. He that
overcometh shall inherit all things; and I will be his God, and he shall
be my son.”

The congregation sits
The Head Master reads the names of Old Brightonians killed in World War I

All stand
The Last Post
The Silence
The Reveille

All stand

Prayer of Commitment
On this Remembrance Day we come, O Lord God, in gratitude for all
who have died that we might live. For all who endured pain that we
might know joy.
determination, and
determination into deed, that as men and women died for peace, we
may live for peace, for the sake of the Prince of Peace, Jesus Christ our
Lord.
All
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We are gathered here today to give thanks to Almighty
God for His deliverance in times of war and danger; to
remember with gratitude the courage and devotion of
those who laid down their lives; to commend to God’s
care those who suffer as a result of war; to pray for peace
and justice in the world; and to renew our dedication to
Him whose service is perfect freedom. Let us remember
before God, and commend to His sure keeping, those
who have died in war; those who attended this College
and those whose memory we treasure; and all who have
lived and died in the service of humanity.

Head
Master

With proud thanksgiving let us remember our elder
brothers and sisters. They shall grow not old as we that
are left grow old. Age shall not weary them, nor the years
condemn. At the going down of the sun and in the
morning, we will remember them.

All

We will remember them.

Head
Master

Almighty and eternal God, from whose love in Christ we
cannot be parted, either by death or life; hear our prayers
and thanksgivings for all whom we remember this day;
fulfil in them the purpose of your love; and bring us all,
with them, to your eternal joy; through Jesus Christ our
Lord.

All

Amen.

Amen.

5

Choir

Congregational Hymn

Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets of our hearts
[H. Purcell, 1659-1695]

O GOD, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home.

Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets of our hearts;
shut not thy merciful ears unto our pray'rs;
but spare us, Lord most holy, O God most mighty.

Under the shadow of thy throne
Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient is thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure.

O holy and most merciful Saviour,
thou most worthy Judge eternal,
suffer us not, at our last hour,
for any pains of death, to fall from thee. Amen
Book of Common Prayer, 1662

A NATION AT PEACE

Before the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting thou art God,
To endless years the same.
A thousand ages in thy sight
Are like an evening gone,
Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.
Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away;
They fly forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.
O God our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Be thou our guard while troubles last,
And our eternal home.
6

I. Watts (1674-1748)
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Next year may be the first since at least 1914 that British soldiers,
sailors and air crews will not be engaged in fighting somewhere – the
first time Britain is totally at peace with the rest of the world. Since
Britain's declaration of war against Germany in August 1914, not a year
has passed without its forces being involved in conflict.
The past 100 years have seen two world wars, large-scale
conflicts in Korea and Iraq, and small-scale actions in Africa, the
Middle East and Asia. There have been punitive operations in defence
of empire, cold war operations, post-9/11 support for the US, and the
Troubles in Ireland.
No other country, even those with similarly militaristic
traditions, has been engaged continuously over such a long span. Even
during 1968, a year often hailed by members of the British armed
forces and some military historians as a year of peace, there was
fighting.
The timeline of constant combat may stretch even further back,
given Britain's imperial engagements, all the way to the creation of the
British army in 1707. Britain's generals and politicians anticipate that
2015 may be a year finally without conflict and are planning
accordingly. Senior military staff describe this as a "strategic pause."
The Guardian, 2014

MCMXIV

Please sit

Philip Larkin, 1922-1985
Those long uneven lines
Standing as patiently
As if they were stretched outside
The Oval or Villa Park,
The crowns of hats, the sun
On moustached archaic faces
Grinning as if it were all
An August Bank Holiday lark;

July 28th 1914
From: The Austro-Hungarian Foreign Minister
To: The Serbian Prime Minister
The Royal Serbian Government not having answered in a satisfactory
manner the note of July 23, 1914, presented by the Austro-Hungarian
Minister at Belgrade, the Imperial and Royal Government are
themselves compelled to see to the safeguarding of their rights and
interests, and, with this object, to have recourse to force of arms.
Austria-Hungary consequently considers herself henceforward in a
state of war with Serbia.

And the shut shops, the bleached
Established names on the sunblinds,
The farthings and sovereigns,
And dark-clothed children at play
Called after kings and queens,
The tin advertisements
For cocoa and twist, and the pubs
Wide open all day;

August 1st 1914
From: The German Ambassador to St Petersburg
To: The Emperor of Russia
Without waiting for any result, [Russia has] proceeded to a general
mobilization of her forces both on land and sea. The German
Government were, therefore, obliged to make representations to the
Government of His Majesty the Emperor of All the Russias and to
insist upon a cessation of the aforesaid military acts. Russia having
refused to comply with this demand, and having shown by this refusal
that her action was directed against Germany, I have the honour, on
the instructions of my Government, to inform your Excellency as
follows:
His Majesty the Emperor, my august Sovereign, in the name of
the German Empire, accepts the challenge, and considers himself at
war with Russia.

And the countryside not caring:
The place-names all hazed over
With flowering grasses, and fields
Shadowing Domesday lines
Under wheat's restless silence;
The differently-dressed servants
With tiny rooms in huge houses,
The dust behind limousines;
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Never such innocence,
Never before or since,
As changed itself to past
Without a word - the men
Leaving the gardens tidy,
The thousands of marriages
Lasting a little while longer:
Never such innocence again.

7

August 3rd 1914

November 1914

August 3rd 1914
From: The German Ambassador to Paris
To: President of France
The German administrative and military authorities have established a
certain number of flagrantly hostile acts committed on German
territory by French military aviators. I am instructed, and I have the
honour to inform your Excellency, that in the presence of these acts of
aggression the German Empire considers itself in a state of war with
France. Be good enough, Monsieur le President, to receive the
assurances of my deepest respect.

FROM THE GERMAN TRENCHES
Dear Parents!
Sunday, a day of peace. A magnificent morning. The sky is wholly blue
and the November sun is spreading its warm rays upon our cold hands
and clothes. The calm is disturbed only by the bullets hissing above us,
aimed at us from the enemy trenches only 250 yards away, and the
cannons that are roaring further away from us today.

August 4th 1914

It seems that the enemy knows that we receive a hot dinner at 7
p.m. when night falls. In the last few days they have regularly opened
such murderous fire around that time that our cooking team could not
come near to us, and as a consequence we had cold pea or bean soup
at half past eight – so you can imagine how delicious your presents are.
The chocolate tastes wonderful! And now the joyous Christmas season
is approaching, so there will be soon marzipan and other delicious
wonders.

Herbert Asquith in the House of Commons
Owing to the summary rejection by the German Government of the
request made by his Majesty's Government for assurances that the
neutrality of Belgium will be respected, his Majesty's Ambassador to
Berlin has received his passports, and his Majesty's Government
declared to the German Government that a state of war exists between
Great Britain and Germany as from 11 p.m. on August 4, 1914.

August

12th

Our battle is hard. How many lives it has cost us! Last night,
our third company commander succumbed to his wounds and …there
is a spot in our trench where 20 soldiers were killed or wounded. God
has really been mercifully protecting me until now and truly I have a
premonition that I will see my native country again. The most
important thing is to be brave and that is what I have been doing so
far. Victory is imperative and thank God that the chances are
favourable.

1914

From: His Majesty King George V
To: The troops of the British Expeditionary Force
You are leaving home to fight for the safety and honour of my
Empire. Belgium, whose country we are pledged to defend, has been
attacked and France is about to be invaded by the same powerful foe. I
have implicit confidence in you my soldiers. Duty is your watchword,
and I know your duty will be nobly done. I shall follow your every
movement with deepest interest and mark with eager satisfaction your
daily progress, indeed your welfare will never be absent from my
thoughts. I pray God to bless you and guard you and bring you back
victorious.
8

Sincerely, your Hermann.
Private Hermann Koopmann was killed days later
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Please sit

August 1914

November 1914

From: Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany
To: The troops
You will be home before the leaves fall from the trees.

A WOUNDED HUSSAR’S STORY

Choir

Private Gillingham, of the 10th Hussars to his mother in Leeds

My soul, there is a country
[C.H.H. Parry, 1848- 1918]

I was wounded on the 20th and lay in a ditch. How I longed to be
somewhere where I could get ease; but I stuck it and on the same night
I got hit again in the left leg. I was in luck’s way. I was lifted into a
hospital van but had to get out of it on account of the Germans firing
at it and I got picked up by a machine gun car, and carried to hospital
at Ypres in Belgium.
I can’t tell you all now, as it would take too long. I’m getting on
all right now. My leg is almost better but my hand is still bad. They are
thinking of sending me home for a month as I have been so long away.
I’m writing this letter with my wounded hand and it pains me so that I
will get a mate to write the next one. You can send me a parcel if you
like and some tooth powder and a toothbrush. Also send some fags
please.

My soul, there is a country
Far beyond the stars,
Where stands a winged sentry
All skilful in the wars:
There, above noise and danger
Sweet Peace sits crowned with smiles
And One, born in a manger
Commands the beauteous files.
He is thy gracious friend
And, O my soul, awake!
Did in pure love descend
To die here for thy sake.
If thou canst get but thither,
There grows the flow'r of Peace,
The Rose that cannot wither,
Thy fortress and thy ease.
Leave then thy foolish ranges,
For none can thee secure
But One who never changes,
Thy God, thy life, thy cure.

Henry Vaughan, 1622-1695
20

9

August 1914
MEMORIES OF AN OLD CONTEMPTIBLE
On August 5th, 1914, I reported to my regimental depot, being an
Army Reservist. What a meeting of old friends! All were eager to take
part in the great scrap which every pre-war soldier had expected.
About 300 men were then selected and warned to hold
themselves in readiness to proceed to the South Coast to make up the
war strength of the battalion stationed there. There was great
competition to go with this draft, the writer being one of the lucky
ones to be selected.
We embarked for France and landed at Boulogne on the
morning of August 23rd. What a contrast between us and the slip-shod
undersized French territorials who were guarding the docks! In their
baggy red trousers and long blue coats, they looked like comic-opera
soldiers. We looked smart in our new khaki, and training had made us
broad-chested and clean-looking. We disembarked and marched
through the narrow streets of Boulogne singing popular songs.
The enthusiasm of the French people was unbounded. They
broke our ranks to shower gifts upon us, and many a blushing Tommy
was kissed by men and women. A few hours in camp, where we had to
be guarded by gendarmes to save us from excited female admirers, and
we entrained, leaving buttons and badges behind as souvenirs.
A tedious journey in horse trucks followed. The line was littered
with empty bully tins and Woodbine packets, showing that British
troops had passed that way before.
Just outside Le Cateau station … we marched off in column of
fours. At noon we halted, piled arms, and rations were issued-the last
for many days. Men were told off to dig trenches on rising ground to
our left.

10

Why, what hath my Lord done?
What makes this rage and spite?
He made the lame to run,
He gave the blind their sight.
Sweet injuries!
Yet they at these
Themselves displease,
And ’gainst Him rise.
Here might I stay and sing,
No story so divine;
Never was love, dear King,
Never was grief like Thine!
This is my Friend,
In whose sweet praise
I all my days
Could gladly spend.
Samuel Crossman (1623-1683)
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Whilst so engaged, an aeroplane hovered over us. It had no
distinguishing mark, and we thought it was French. Too late, we
opened fire. Soon large black shells were bursting in the beet field just
in front of our improvised position. Rain then started, the shelling
ceased, and a regiment of our cavalry came galloping up and jumped
over us in our hastily constructed trench. We stayed there till nightfall,
incidentally wiping out a small patrol that blundered upon us.

Please stand

Congregational Hymn
My song is love unknown,
My Saviour’s love to me,
Love to the loveless shown,
That they might lovely be.
O, who am I,
That for my sake
My Lord should take
Frail flesh, and die?

Private R G Hill

September 21st 1914
FOR THE FALLEN

Robert Laurenec Binyon, 1869-1943

He came from his blest throne,
Salvation to bestow
But men made strange, and none
The longed-for Christ would know.
But O, my Friend,
My Friend indeed,
Who at my need
His life did spend!

With proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children,
England mourns for her dead across the sea.
Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit,
Fallen in the cause of the free.
Solemn the drums thrill: Death august and royal
Sings sorrow up into immortal spheres.
There is music in the midst of desolation
And a glory that shines upon our tears.

Sometimes they strew His way,
And His sweet praises sing;
Resounding all the day
Hosannas to their King.
Then ‘Crucify!’
Is all their breath,
And for His death
They thirst and cry.

18

They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.

11

They mingle not with their laughing comrades again;
They sit no more at familiar tables of home;
They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;
They sleep beyond England's foam.

A body of England's, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.
And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

But where our desires are and our hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land they are known
As the stars are known to the Night;
As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain,
As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.

Autumn 1914
TO A MISSING FRIEND

? Goldfield, ?-1914
[Neither Christian name nor year or birth are recorded]
You have no grave, no cross … but you did die.
Maybe in some dark thicket your bones lie
Or you were sunk in swamp in deep of night,
Or Cossacks cruelly robbed you of the light.
And when it was and where and how …and why
I know not: death in forest does not cry.
You are a skull now white-bleached by the rain
Round which the weasel lightly leaves its train.
You are the ploughed earth on which horses stand
You are the grain that once did crown the land
You are the bread the farmer once did eat
You are the strength when peace returns to greet.

Translated from the German by Peter Appelbaum
12
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Choir

Please stand

Greater love hath no man than this

Congregational Hymn

[J. Ireland, 1879-1962]

W. H. Monk, 1823-1889

Many waters cannot quench love.
Neither can the floods drown it.
Love is strong as death.
Greater love hath no man than this,
That a man lay down his life for his friends.
Who his own self bare our sins in his own body on the tree,
That we, being dead to sins, should live unto righteousness.
Ye are washed, ye are sanctified,
Ye are justified in the name of the Lord Jesus.
Ye are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, a holy nation;
That ye should show forth the praises of him
Who hath call’d you out of darkness into his marvellous light.
I beseech you brethren, by the mercies of God,
That you present your bodies, a living sacrifice, holy,
Acceptable unto to God, which is your reasonable service.

Abide with me: fast falls the eventide:
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide:
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, O abide with me.
Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
Change and decay in all around I see:
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.
I need thy presence every passing hour;
What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s power?
Who like thyself my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.
I fear no foe with thee at hand to bless;
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness.
Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me.

Song of Solomon 8, St John 15, I Peter 2, I Corinthians 6; Romans 12

Autumn 1914

Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies:
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee:
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.

THE SOLDIER

Rupert Brooke, 1887-1915
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,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
16

H. F. Lyte (1793-1847)
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Please sit

Autumn 1914

October 10th 1914

PRAYER BEFORE BATTLE

MEN OF ENGLAND AWAKE!

Alfred Lichtenstein, 1889-1914

Men of England, you have heard the cry - England needs you - yet you
loiter still. You send off others to fight or die, but you cannot make up
your mind. Shirking discomfort, funking pain, dreading death!
Every man in Germany, every man in France, all save the old
and the halt and the ill, have risen at their country's call and gone forth
to prove their manhood or to die. Will Englishmen alone sit by the fire
and spin? Must we feel ashamed to be Englishmen when we see you
skulking at home, watching football or cricket matches, lying on the
grass in the sun safe and secure. … while the men of Europe are
shedding its blood on the battlefield. Awake!
If you will not answer to the bugle call, at least let the women's
voices call you out to fight for us and for our children. I am a woman,
alas, and I cannot go. But my man has gone, and had I sons I would
send every one forth to fight for England's sake!
England needs you to save her liberty and to protect her shores.
Oh, men, need one say more? Wives, give up your husbands. Mothers
send forth your sons. It is time the women rose and bid you go, or
they must hang their heads for very shame before the brave women of
other countries, who have given their all for their country's sake.
Awake! awake! England needs her sons.
Will you let the Germans brand you as a nation of cowards?
They have called you a nation of shopkeepers. Will you be scorned by
a nation of waiters? Yet the waiters have dropped their napkins and
gone to fight. Won't the sturdy shopkeepers put up their shutters and
likewise prove themselves men? Must we women ask where are the
men of England?
Nearly 100,000 men have answered the call; but what of the
million who remain behind? Awake! awake!

The soldiers pray fervently, every man for himself:
God, protect me from bad luck.
Father, son and holy ghost,
Please don’t let any shells hit me,
Or those scoundrels, our enemies
Imprison or shoot me,
Don’t let me kick the bucket like a dog
For the dear Fatherland.
See, I would like to still live
Milk cows, bang girls,
And beat up that rascal, Sepp.
And get boozed up many times
Before I meet my holy end.
See, I’ll pray well and willingly
Say seven rosaries daily,
If, God, in your mercy
You kill my friends Huber or Meier
But spare me.

But if I’ve got to take it
Let me not be wounded too heavily.
Send me a light leg-wound,
A small arm injury,
So that I return home as a hero
Who can tell many a story.
Translated from the German by Peter Appelbaum
Lichtenstein was killed in the Battle of the Somme

Lady Louise Selina Maxwell
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