Victims of War (Cut down in their prime))
1. As I was walking down by the Royal Arsenal,

Early in the morning though warm was the day,

When who should I see but a gallant young soldier,

Wrapped up in a shroud, and cold as the clay.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry him along;

On top of his grave place a bunch of white lilies,

Just a young man cut down in his prime.

2. Along the edge of a field a young boy is walking

Tending the goats that his family own

Under the soil, death lies waiting

Another young boy who is not coming home.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry him along;

On top of his grave place a bunch of white lilies,

Just a young boy cut down in his prime.

3. In the middle of the market a young man is standing

He's fighting for freedom, or so he's been told

He mutters a short prayer and touches a button

Another young man who will never grow old

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry him along;

On top of his grave place a bunch of white lilies,

Just a young man cut down in his prime.

4. On a far away mountain a woman is weeping

Waiting for her daughter, who has not come home

Death came from the sky on the day of her wedding

Just a young woman who will never come home.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry her along;

On top of her grave place a bunch of white lilies,

Just a young woman cut down in her prime.



5. In the ruins of a building, a blind man is sitting

His wife and his children are lying there, dead.

He puts out a hand and he touches their faces,

They were sheltering terrorists, that’s what they said.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry them along;

On top of their graves place a bunch of white lilies,

Innocent people cut down in their prime.

6.  On the beach, by the poolside, tourists have gathered

Their only thought is to lie in the sun.

Children and mothers, old men and lovers,

So far from home and they died by the gun.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry them along;

On top of their graves place a bunch of white lilies,

Innocent people cut down in their prime.

7. So let's shed a tear for these victims of war

Let's shed a tear for [Or: Let’s not forget] those left behind

Let's shed a tear for all of these people

All of these people cut down in their prime.

Then beat the drum slowly and play the pipes softly,

And play the dead march as you carry them along;

On top of their graves place a bunch of white lilies,

All these people cut down in their prime.
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