White Feathers

G C

White feathers

D Em

Are lying at my door

G C

White feathers

D Em

Because | wouldn’t go to war

G D Em
The drums of war came calling
D Em
From far across the sea
G D Em

The drums of war came calling
D G Em
A calling out to me

G D

It's a call that | can’t answer
C Em

A war that | can’t fight

G D
They say now I'm a coward
G D Em

But I’'m doing what is right

My friends have gone away
To join the king’s army

My friends have gone away
To join the Royal Marines
But | cannot go with them
To fight another’s war

To kill a man in cold blood
A man | never saw

They'll fight for a cause

They’ll fight to win this war
They'll fight for their king

Not knowing what it’s for
They’ll die in their hundreds
And be buried overseas
Because they couldn’t stand up
And say war is disease
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