
War Horse – the play 

- the greatest anthem to peace ever performed 

 

The play is about our universal longing for peace and reconciliation.  In 2014 it will be 

playing simultaneously in England and Germany…  

MICHAEL MORPURGO (author): 

How to tell the story of war without taking sides?  I conceived the notion that I might I write 

the story of WW1 through a horse’s eyes.  My childhood was lived amongst the ruins of 

bombed-out London.   As I grew up, I heard stories of pride, heroism and cruelty, of grief and 

loss.  I played war games in the ruins, shot Germans by the hundred, until I began to realise 

that in war there is suffering and loss on both sides, that anger lives on through grief and 

that it is anger that so often leads to the next war.  I learned that buildings you can put up 

again, but lives are wrecked forever; I learned that it’s rare for war to solve anything, and 

that we go to war because words and common sense and human kindness and mutual 

respect have failed us. In Europe we have at long last, I hope, learned this, and at a terrible 

cost.  Now we argue about currency, sausages, agriculture, fishing and football.  The 

frontiers have gone.  Our children and our grandchildren are hardly aware they are there.  

The bitterness and the anger has passed and we try to find common cause whenever we can, 

we agree to disagree. 

The last of the old soldiers of the First World War are now all gone.  There are fewer every 

year who knew and loved them.  The hurt and anger, the grieving and the guilt is passing.  In 

their place is a growing respect between nations, and a determination to forge reconciliation 

and understanding. 

 

SEIGFRIED SASSOON (poet, November 1918): 

Reconciliation 

When you are standing at your hero’s grave 
Or near some homeless village where he died 
Remember, through your heart’s rekindling pride 
The German soldiers who were loyal and brave. 
Men fought like brutes, and hideous things were done 
And you have nourished hatred, harsh and blind. 
But in that Golgotha* perhaps you’ll find 
The mothers of the men who killed your son. 

 

*the hill where Jesus was crucified 

 



 

Only remembered 
 
adapted from "On Joyful Wing, A Book of Praise and Song" published by John J. Hood in 1886 
 
 
Fading away like the stars in the morning 
Losing their light in the glorious sun 
Thus shall we pass from this earth and its toiling 
Only remembered for what we have done. 
 
Only the truth that in life we have spoken 
Only in deeds when our journey is run 
These shall pass onward when we are forgotten 
Only remembered for what we have done. 
 
Who’ll sing the anthems and who’ll tell the story? 
Will the line hold, will it scatter and run? 
Shall we at last be united in glory? 
Only remembered for what we have done. 
 
Shall we be missed when the others succeed us, 
Keeping the fields we in springtime have sown? 
No, for the sowers shall pass from their labours, 
Only remembered for what we have done. 
 
 

 

 


