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THE CREW FROM 102 by Bill Prime

We flew together you and I

Long ago in an enemy sky

Doing our best to keep our land free

Seven young men in a Halifax Three

Fighters and fog, freezing weather and flak
We struggled on to keep up the attack
Never knew if we would have a tomorrow
Live for today, sometimes in sorrow.

The chill that you felt when friends didn't come back

But after a time you conquered the knack

To put on a smile though inside you felt sick

Go on the booze with Dusty and Nick

Shut out the past to conquer the fear

Lie sleepless at night, wait for dawn to appear

Out of bed then you quickly would dive

Happy to think today you're alive

Do crazy things, just for a dare

Break with convention, you just didn't care
Drink too much ale, make too much noise

Because you were one of those young Brylcreem boys

Boyish high spirits, the days went too fast
You never knew if this one was your last
Don't give a thought to the terrors to come
Write a short note to your Dad and your Mum

Couldn't tell them the love that you felt
Some things a chap kept under his belt
Your crew on the Ops List soon cut out the mirth
We put on the tough act for all we were worth

Wait for the briefing our target to see
Felt cold inside and it just wasn't me.
The Op was a long one, of that we could tell
It meant for us all a trip into hell.

A meal in the Mess, then put on our kit
Praying to God that we wouldn't be hit
Clutch lucky charms, then out to our kite
Once more we're off to continue the fight

When this war is over, with all those lives lost
Will anyone count the really true cost
Of course folk will buy poppies one day in November
But we who lived through it, we will remember.
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