Will I see you tomorrow?
I waved my flag frantically in the sky

As I saw him march off

But with no return goodbye

They were loaded into a wagon and squashed together

Will my lad come home, proud of his endeavour?

Catching sight of me, tear in one eye,

He gave a quick sigh

The wagon stuttered as it pulled away from the road

His bag on his lap carrying his army load

Other wives ran after the cart

Quite content not to be torn apart

I cried to him ‘Will I see you tomorrow?’

But all I got back was his sorrow.
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