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" The originél spark that set off what proved. to be the blgodiest and most widespread
: war that had yet been fought was the murder of the Archduke Ferdinand of Austria
' ir{?the'Balkan state of Serbia on June 28,1914, Austria, supported by Germany, used

the murder as a reason for declaring war én Serbia, which in turn was supported by
its fellow-Slav country Russia, Because Russia was bound by a treaty obligation to

: both France and Britain, Russia and France were saon at war with Germany and
. Ajsstria. The most effective way for Germany to attack France was to go through

Belgium, though all the powers had guaranteed Belgian neutrality, The attack on
Belgium impetled Britain to declare war on Germany on August 4, but rival imperi-
alisms, an jnternational armaments race, France's desire to regain Alsace-Lorraine,
which it had lost to Germany in 1870, and German and Austrian ambitions in the
Balkans were some of the meany other factors that brought about the four-year strug-
gle, a struggle that shook the world, Turkey sided with Germany and Austria in Qcto-
ber 1914, and Bulgaria allied itself with them the following year. Britain and France

E were joined by Japan late In August 1914, by Italy {although Italy had in 1882 joined

the “Triple Alliance" with Germany and Austria directed against France and Russia)
ii May 1915, and by the United States in April 1917, .

1 Before the collapse of Germany followed by the armistice of November 11, 1918,
some 8,700,000 lives had been lost {(including 780,000 British—virtually a whole
génera;jun‘ of young men) and the prolonged horfors of trench warfare hiad seared
themselves into the mindj of the survivors, For three years the battle line, “the West-
ern Front,” was stabilized between northwest France and Switzerland, with both sides
dug in and making repeated, costly, and generally useless attempts to advance, The

erman use of poison gas at the Second Battle of Ypres in 1915, the massive German
ﬁtack at Verdun in 1916, and the British introduction of tanks on the Somme in the
same year failed to produce the breakthrough each side desired, Desolate, war-scarred
landscapes with blasted trees and mud everywhere, trenches half-filled with water
ahd infesied with rats, miles of protective barbed wire requiring individual “volun-
t¢ers” to erawl through machine-gun fire and cut it so an advance could begin, long-
continued massive bombardments by heavy artillery, and a sense of stalemate that
suggested..to the soldiers involved that this living hell could go on forever—all this
was long kept From the knowledge of the civilians at home, who continued to use the
old patriotic slogans and write in old-fashioned romantic terms about glorious cavalry
charges and the noble pursuit of heroic ideals. But those poets who were involved on
the front, however romantically they may have felt about the cause.when they first
joined up,soon realized the full horror of war, and this realization affected both their
imaginations and their poetic techniques. They had to find a way of expressing the
terrible tuths they had experienced, and even when they did not express them
directly, tfne underlying knowledge affected the way they wrote, ’

- The poetry that was in vogue when war broke out, and that some poets continued

to write for some years afterward, was named “Georgian” in henor of King George V,
yho had succeeded Edward VII in 1910, The term was first used of ‘poets when
Edwatd Marsh brought out in 1912 the first of & seties of five anthologies called
(ieorgian Poetry. The work therein represented an 4ttempt to wall in the garden of
English pjbetry ‘against: the:disriiptive forces of modern civilization, € ltured ‘medi-
tations dlithe Ehglish countryside (“I love the mossy quietness / Thit gr. ws npen the
great storj

e flags™) alternated with self-conscious exergises in the exotic {“When.I was
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but thirteen or s0 / I weit into a golden land, / Chimporaza, ‘Cotopaxi /. Took me b

the hand"). Sometimes the magical note was autheritie; as fn. many of Walter de la
Maze’s poems, and sometimes the meditative strain wag origi
in Edward Thomas's poetry. But as World War ¥ went on;

of trench warfare, and'the even more blatantly patrioti

glan poems (as in John Freeman's. “Happy Is England Now," whfch-.clg-imed that

there’s not a noblenessrof heart, hangd, rain / But shines the p‘iirér; Happiest is
England’ now / In those that fight"} scemed obscene. The savage ironies of Siegfried
Sassoon’s war poems and the combination of pity and itony in Wilfred Owen's work
portrayed a world undreamed of in the golden years from 1910 to 1914,

¢ . out. We see this sense reflected
in the years immediately after the war in different ways In, for example, T, S. Eliot's
Waste Lam? and Aldous Huxley's early fiction. But the poets who wrote during the
war most directly reflected the impact of the war experience,

For more documents, images, and contesits related td this subject, see

. “Represent-
ing the Great War” at Norton Literature Online, ¥ )

" RUPERT BROOKE-
Ceaee 188721915

Rupert Brooke was educated at Rugby School and. at Kin :'ls‘”Golle e:‘ G mbride .
When World War I began hewas ‘commissioned as.an :ofﬁu':ger into .t}gle,’ Roir?l?gjgzl.
Dl.‘_usmr_r and took part in-its brief and abiortive:expedition to Antwerp; 'Ondeave in
December-1914 ke wrote' the “war sonnets” that were. to make-kim famous; five
golrl:t;]s] ;Iater he died of dysentery and. blood poisoning on.g troopship. destined for
allipoli, . L i T R Bl »';‘,u}‘a‘

; Brcok_ia was the most popular of the Georpgians, pasior'a-l'poets whe infused
with nationalise feeling, His early death symbolized the. death of a-whele géeneraton
?F patriotic Englishmen. Shertly before:then the dean.of St: Poul’s read “The Soldier”

: AT

d nature

years: YJoyous, fearless, versatile, deép!y:instructed,-with classic s
and bady, he was all that-one would wish-England
no sacrifice it the most precious.is ‘acceptable,
is most freely proffered.” Brooke's 1914.and Othe

and during the next decade this and his Collected
copies.

ymmetry of mind
s noblest $ons to be in dayi.when
and the mostiprecious is, that-whick
+ Poems was publishedin June'1915;
Poems sold three hundred thousand

Th¢ 'Soldier - - e

IF 1 should die, think only'this of te: ' ‘
That there’s some cornér of 4 foreign fleld” " -+
That is forever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; - -
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5 .P;idust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
: l: Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
Albody of England's, breathing English air,
# Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

i i
| Ahd think, this heart, all evil shed away,
w0 ;A pulse in the Eternal mind, no less
i ' Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given,
|
|

Her sights and sourids; dreams happy as her day; ) '

il And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
i In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

I3

; . 1915

. EDWARD THOMAS
1878-1917

Edwatd Thomas was born of Welsh parents in London and was educated there and
at Lil{coléi College): Oxford, which he left with a wife, a baby, and high iterary ambi-
tions. Diedpite his ¢hronic depression, which became more marked over the difficult
years that followed, he reviewed up to fifteen books a week, published thirty books
between 1897 and 1917, and during those twenty years edited sixteen anthologies
and editiéns. His jgreat gifts as a literary critic appeared to best advantage in his
reviewing/of poet.rfr and he was the first to salute new stars in the literaty firmament
such as Bobert Frast and Ezra Pound. A :
Although he had long been conscientiously reviewing poetry, which he regarded as
the highedt form of literature, he apparently made no serious attempt to write poems
until the dutumn of 1914. Then, under the stress of deciding whether or not to enlist,
poemis bégan to pour out of him; five between December 3 and 7, and ten more
before the end of the month. His friend Frost offered to find him work in the United
States, b;u:t feelings of patriotism, and the attraction of a salary that would support
his growing family; led him to enlistin July 1915, His awareness of the natural world,
its ri¢hnéss and bgauty, was then intensified by a sense of impending loss and the
certaintyof death-+-his own and others'. In the long sentences that make up his verse,
he:ruminates with great delicacy on beauty and nature, but he also demonstrates an
unsentimental toughness. In “Rain,” for example, he compares the dead to "Myriads
of :br'okehi reeds all still and stiff.” As violénce to-the natural order of things, war
indirectly but persistently shadows Thomas’s poems. In January 1917 he was sent to
the-Western Front and, on Easter Monday, was killed by a shell blast. . '

Adlestrop?

e

Yes, 1 remember Adlestrop—

b The name, because one afternoon

Loy dF heat the express-train drew up there
P Lijnwontedly. It was late June.

1. A ?iilagie in Gloucé"stershlre.

H i !r
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. Tuomas: THe Owr / 1957

5. The steam hissed. Someone cleared his throat.
Na one left and no one came .. . -~ . :
On the bare platform, What T saw . - .
Was Adlestrop-—only the name -

And willows, willow-herb, and grass,

to And meadowsweet, and haycocks dry,
No whit less still and lonely fair E
Than the high cloudlets in thesky.

And for that minute a blackbird sang
Close by, and-round him, mistier, e

15 Farther and farther, all the birds . .1 ..
Of Oxfordshire and Gloucestershire,

Jan. 1915

Tears

It seems I have no tears left, They should have fallen-—
Their ghosts, if tears have ghests, did fall—that day.

When twenty hounds streamed by me, not yet combed out
But still all equals in their rage of gladness . ,.

Upon the scent, made one, like a great, dragon

In Blooming Meadow that bends towards the sun  :

And once hore hops: and on that other day ... -
When I stepped out from the double-shadowed Towe

Into an April morning, stirring and sweet - . ..

And warm. Strange. solitude was there and silence.. -
A mightier charm than any.in the Tower. . ...
Possessed the courtyard. They were changing gii'ard;

Soldiers in line, young English countrymen L
Fair-haired and mdd}% in gvh}_n_‘té t&ﬁiqg%r-h;ns o
And fifes were playing “The British Grenadiers.”! .
The men, the music piercing that solitude ;

And silence, told me fruths I had not dreamed, .. .
And have forgotten since thejr beauty passed.

Jan, 1915

The Owl

Downhill T came, hungry, and yet not starved;

-~ Cold, yet had heat within me that was proof .
* Against the North wind; tired, yet so that.rest
Had seeimed the sweetest thing under a roof;

1. Famous British marching song about the Brigide of Guards, an elite mEantry inge,

1917

1917
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e :
' ¢ Thenat the inn I had food, fire, and rest,
S ¥ Knowing liow hungry, cold, and tired was L. .
i All of the night was quite hatred out except- *
i F An owl's cry, 2 most melarichely cry - ’
- * Shaken out long and clear updn.the'hill,
’ 10 No merry note; nor cause: of merriment, © -
CO ! But one telling me plain what 1 escaped. -
f | " And others could not, that night, as in L'went,
i :
i L!E i And salted®was my food,.and my repose; . flavored (as with sali)
i ! Salted and sobéred, too; by the bird’s voice -.-
15 Speaking for all who layunder the stars,
: I" ¢ Soldiers and poor, unable to rejoice. -

| Feb. 1915

101917
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4 g Rain'

il :  Rain, midnight rain, nothing but the wild rain

ql i On-this bleak Lut, and solitude, and me "~ -+ -
i © Remembering again that I shall die T

* ‘And néither hear thé fain nor give it thanks " :

‘t{s For washing 'ide cleaner’than ['have been -+
. Since I'iwas Born into this solitude.

i © Blessed are ‘the dead that the rain rains upon:

i i But here I pray that none whom ance I'loved -

B ¢ Isdying tonight or'lying still awake™ - '+ ¥ -

p 10 Solitary, listening to' the 'rain, E

. Either in pain of thus in sympathy

i ; Helpless among the livinig and the dead,;

i *  Like & cold water among broken'reeds, -+ - :

i Myriads of brokeri‘teeds all'stilt and stiff, = - -
” s15 Like m¢ Who have no Tsve which-this wild rain_

£ i Has not disgolved except the love of death, ¢ - -
" Iflove it be'towirds what is perfectdnd -

[

i

Cannot, the tenmpést tells me, disappoint..

L1916 . 1917
: J The Cherry Trees
' ﬂ “The cherry trees be;nc'f over and are shedding
' {  Onthe old road where all that passed are dead,

l‘ CE. Thorfies's account-of an "English walking ** - so will the ralr falf darkl '{:pon the prass over the

tour, The lekjriald Way (19.13): "In the heavy, black

foin falling straight from Invisible, dark sky toimvis- | |
.i_ge, dark eafth the heat of Summeris ﬁﬂkzihilhtﬁ, o

he splendour is dead, the summer is gone. The

wividnight rain buries it away where it has buried all -

sound biit it$ own, ] am alone in the dackstillnight,

and my éar ,istens to'the raif piping in the gutters

and roaring softly in the trees of the world, Even

gave when my ears cgn heat it no mere, . . . Black
and monotonausly sounding is the midnight and
" ‘solitude of the zairl, In #'little while of in an age—
for it is all one—1 shall know the full truth of the
words I used to love, 1 knew not why, in my days
. of.nature, in the days before f,l,\_e‘ tain:, Blessed are

'the dead thiat the rein'raing or.’

May 1916

. As the team's head brass.flashed out onthe tum o

# -1 sat among the boughs of the, fallen eIm T

H

19

" “Havé youi been out” N
.. "I I could only ¢arne back again, I shotld;’

May 1

L. Also known as horse brass: a decorafive byass 2. Grouitd plowed 4
medallion or emblem attached to s horse’s harness. round plowed i

" Oné miniite and bn 'y

THoMAS: As THE TEAM'S HEaD Brass / 1989

Thgir Petals, strewing the: grass as-for a wedding
This early May n_l_omrwhexrx there is none to wed,

" As the Team’s Head Brasst

The lovers disappeared.into. the wood.,

- That strewed.an angle of the. falfow,and -
*-Watched-the plough harrowing a yellow square :
+ Of charlock:® Every time. the horses turned : 1. )
* Instead of treading me down, the ploughman leaned = .+ ...
Upon the handles-to say orash aword; - .- - ..
- About'the weather, next-about the wat,.©~ i+ s
" 'Seraping the share he'faced towards the wood; Pn e
" And screwed alonj the furrow till the bréss. flashed '+ - v
Once more: o L T
.. The blizzard felledl the elm whose crest
; Isagin,:lﬁ_y:aW@iodpeqkefs‘i‘dﬁﬁd"hi)‘le, EAE T
"The ploughman said; *When will they take'5 Bway
.. When the war's over.” So the talk begdnia T -
of i, -
fe interval, U
?-And don't wanf to,

A'mi

ité more and the’

.- I'could spare an arm, T shouldnt wanttolose =~ -
Aleg. I£ T should Tose my head, why, so, 7
I should want nothing more, . . - Have many.gone .
From here?” “Yes.” “Many lost?” “Yes, good few.

. Only two teams work on the farm this year. . , . ... .

One of my mates is dead: The second, day .,

In France they killed him, It was bagkin March, ... . .
The very night of the blizzard, too. Now if Y
He had stayed here we should have moved the tree,”
“And I should not have sat here. Everything

Would have been different. For it would have been
Another world.” “Ay, and a better, though

If we could see all all might seem good.” Then

The lovers came, ont, of the wood again; . .
The horses started and for the last fime:. . -
1 watched the clods erymble and topple over . . .
After the;ploughsha;gﬂgndr‘thélétumbli_r‘},g.teafr‘i.“ B

916 i

ye

A a7

nd himrowid but left ancrop-
ped for a year or more. *®

;
i
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SIEGFRIED SASSOON
i 1886-1967

Sieéfned Sassoon was educated at Marlborough College and Clare College, Cam-
bridge (which he left without taking a degree). His father came from a prosperous
fam;ly of Sephardic Jews, his mother from Anglican English gentry, As a young man
he d.mded his time between literary London and the life of a country gentleman,
Thege worlds and the brutally different one of the trenches, in which he found himself
in 1914, are memorably described in his classic Memoirs of a Fox-Hunting Man
(1928) and 1§s sequel, Memoirs of an Infantry Officer (1930).

¢ He foughtiat Mametz Wood end in the Somme Offensive of July 1916 with such
;complcuous courage that he acquired the Military Cross and the nickname Mad Jack.
After a sniper's bullet went through his chest, however, he was sent back to England
at the beginning of April 1917, and he began to take a different view of the war.
Evéntually, with courage equal to any he had shown in action, he made public a letter
he sent to his commanding officer: “I am making this statement as an act of wilful
defiance of iilizary authority, because 1 beheve that the war is ‘being deliberately
prolonged by those whe-have the power to end it.” Sasscon continued: “I am a soldier,
convinced that I am acting on behalf of soldiers. I believe that this war, upon which
I entered as a war of defence and liberation, has now become a war of aggression and
coriguest.” (For the full text, see “Representing the Great War” at Norton Literature
Onhne } The military authorities, rather than make a martyr of him, announced that
he was suffering from shell shock and sent him to a hospital near Edinburgh, where
‘he met and befriended Wilfred Owen.

Sassoon s public protest may have been smothered, but his poems, with their shock
tacncs, bitter irony, and masterly use of direct speech (learned from Thomas Hardy),
«cotitinued to attack the old men’ of the army, Church, and government, whom he
lhelﬁl respons:ble for the miseties and murder of the young, His poems satirically play
ion tontrasts'hetween the romanticization of war and the grim realities. They angrily
ﬂaunt the grisly effects of violence: in “The Rear-Guard” a corpse is “a soft unan-
‘swering heap” whose “fsts of fingers clutched a blackening wound.”
| Sassoon returned to the Western Front in 1918, was woundéd again, and was again
‘sent home. An increasingly reclusive country gentleman, he contirined to write poetty,
‘but. his style hever regained the satirle pungency of the war poems that made him
Eamcus Hisi1933 marriage failed because of his homosexuality; and after he became
m Roman Cnthohc in 1957, he wrote mamly devoncnal poerms.

e rEmseae—L

‘They

The Bishep tells us: “W'hen the boys come back

They will not be the same; for they'll have fought

In a just cause: they lead the last attack

Cn Anti-Christ; their comrades’ blood has bought

New right to breed an hononrable race,

They have challenged Death and dared him face to face.’

We re none of us the same!’ the boys reply.

‘For George lost both his legs; and Bill's stone blind;
Poor Jim'’s shot through the lungs and like to die;
o1 And Bert's gone syphilitic: you'll not find

Qct. 31,

20

25

Apr, 22,

1. In 1916 Field Marshal Paul von Hindenburg
(t847—1934) became commender in chief 'of the
German armies and, for a time, blocked the Allied

© SassoonN: THE GEMERAL [ 1961

A chap who's served that hasn'’t found-some change.’
And the Bishop said: ‘The ways of God are strange!’

1916

The Rear-Guard
(Hindenburg Line, April 1917

Groping along the tunnel, step by step, -

He winked his prying torch with patching glare
From side to side, and sniffed the unwholesome air.
Tins, boxes, bottles, shapes too vague to know;

A mirror smashed the mattress from a bed

And he, exploring ﬁfty feet below :

‘The rosy gloom of. battle overhead

Tripping, he grabbed the wall; saw some one he :
Humped at his feet, half-hidden by a rug,
And stooped to give the sleeper s arm a tug.-

. Pm looking for headquarters," No-reply.
‘God blast yourneck!"(For days he'd had no sleep)
‘Get'up and guide mé: through this stinking place o
Savage, he kicked a soft unanswering heap;: .- .+ -
And flashed-his. beam across the livid face - 4
Tembiy glanng up, whose eyes yet wore . ol
Agony dying hard ten days before;

And fists of fingers clutched a blackening wound

Alone he staggered on until he found

Dawn’s ghost that filtered down a shafted stair
To the dazed, muttering creatures underground
Who hear the boomi of shells in muffled sound.
At last, with sweat of horror in his heir,

He climbed through' darkness to-the twﬂlghb al.r,
Unloading hell behind hlm step I:y step ’

1917

The Generalj

‘Good-morning; good-moming!’ the General said ... .

. When'we met him last week on pur way to the lme
Now the soldiers he smiled at are most of 'em dead,’
And we're cursing his staff for incompetent swine,

ran from Lens to Rh

advance in westerns France with the massive defen-

1917

sive "line" named nEberhm Its bashed-wire entan-
glements, deep- trenches, and gun emplace.ments
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5 {'Hesa cheery old card,’ grunted Harry to Jack .. -
: As they slogged up to Arras! with rifle and pack.:. . .-

! But he did for them both by his plan of attack.

Y. 1917 - 1918

Glory of Women- ., .../
i’ou love us when we're heroes,-home on leave,
Or wounded in a mentionable place. _ S
You worship decorations; you believe ey
That chivalry redeems,the war's disgrace. - b

|

; You crown our distant ardours while-we fight, . :

f d mourn our laurelled* memories: when we're killed.
ou can't believe that British-troeps ‘retire’

E' 5. %m&-maka.u;ghﬂl;,‘ You listen with delight,
i By tales of dirt and danger fondly thrilled. -
!
E

! 10 When hell’s last horror -breaks them, and they runJ,r
l [rampling the:terrible eorpses-—blind with blaod. - :
O German mother dreaming by the fire,

H

pr

i
|
io |

i |
{Everyonte suddenly.burst out singing;-
iAnd I was filled with such delight
JAs ;prx's-j med birds must find in freedom,

H Wingin

:Orchards and dark-green fields; on—on-—and out of sight,

While you ate kpitting socks. to send-your son. LR
fi His face is trodden eeper mat;lﬁ mudi: s - e

1917 | P T

o E'.vé:fﬁrbﬁé S‘e;ng\

; wildly across the white

‘f ﬂvaeryo h‘e's voice was suddenly lifted;
sAnd bell

uty came like the setting'sun: .
:My heart was shaken with tears; and horror

i Driftediaway' ... O, but Everyome: -~ v o - ‘
'Was a ;ir&;‘énd"the song was wordle‘ss; the singing will'never be done.

Aﬁr. 1919 B . RN 3 1919
[

[ .

! i

L |

ULk city.in northern France, in the front line 1. Mary-women were recruited: into -munitions
" theough muchh of the war. The British assauit on factories during the war. -0 . -
i the!Western fmnt that began on April 9, 1917, 2. In ancient-Greece and Rome, victorious-gen-
| was known asithe Battle of Arzas. erals were crowned.with laursl wreaths,

H " 1

rm—

SassooN: MEMCIRS OF AN INFANTRY OFFICER / 1963

On Passing the New Menin Gate!

Who will remember, passing through this Gate,
The unheroic Dead who fed the gunsy

. Who shall gbsolve the foulness of their fate,—
Those doomed, conseripted, unvictorious ones?

5 Crudely renewed, the Salient? holds its own,

Paid are its dim defenders by this-pomp; )

Paid, with a pile of peace-complacent stone,

The armies who endured that sullen swamp,

Here was the world's worst wound. And here with pride
10 ‘Their name liveth for ever,”the Gateway claims,
Was ever an immolatisn so belied
As'these intolerably nameless names?
Well might the Dead who struggled in the slime
Rise and deride this sepulchre® of crime. tomb

1927-28 S - 1928

From Memoiks of an ‘Infantryb Officer

- [FHE OPENING OF THE BATTLE OF THE $OMME]

~On July [1916] the first the weather, after an early moring mist, was of
the kind cominonly called heavenly, Down in our frowsty cellar we breakfasted
at six; unwashed and apprehensive, Oir table, appropriately ¢nsugh, was'an
empty ammunition box.’ At six-forty-five the final bombardment began, and
there was nothing for us to do except sit round our catidle until the torsiado
ended. For mare than forty minutes the air vibrated ‘andl the earth rocked and
shuddéred. Through the sustained uproar the tap and rattle of machine-guns
could be identified; but except for the whistle of builéts no retaliation cane
our way until a few 5.9 shell$ sheok the roof of ouf dug-out. Barton and I sat
speechless, deafened and'stupefied by the seismic state of affairs, and when
he lit a cigarette the match flame staggered crazily, Afterwards T asked him
what he had been thinking ahout,-His reply was ‘Carpet slippers and Kettle-
holders’, My own mind had been working in mich the same style, for durihg
that cannonading cataclysm the following refrain was rutihing in my head: ™

They come as a bopn and a blessing L0 men, ‘
The Something, the Owl, and the Waverley Pen,

For the life of me I couldn’t remember what the first one was called. Was
it the Shakespeare? Was it the Dickens? Anyhow it was an advertisement
which I'd often seen in smoky railway stations. Then the bombardmeht lifted
and lessened, our vertigo abated, and we looked at one another in dazed relief,
Twao Brigades of our Division were now going over the top on our right, Our

1. The names of 54,889 men are engraf}ed on this nen;b]e, baihg exposed to enemy fire from the front
war memorigl outside Brussels,. and both sides, ;

1. Le,, 5.9-caliber.

2. Protriiding part of fortifications or, as here, line
of defensive trenches, Salients are particulagy vul-
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Bngade was o attack ‘when the main assault had reached its final objective’.

LLI‘ fortunhte rble of privileged spectators Barton and I went up the stairs
to sek what we could from Kingston Road Trench. We left Jenkins crouching
in a Gorner, where he remained most of the day. His haggard blinking face
haunts my memory. He was an example of the paralysing effect which such
an ejpenence could produce on a nervous system sensitive to noise, for he
was & good officer both before and afterwsrds, 1 felt no sympathy for him at
the time, but I do now. From the support-trench, which Barton called ‘our
opertl box’, I lobserved as much of the battle as the formation of the country
allowied, the bising giotind on the right making it impossible to see anything
of the attack towards Mametz. A small shiny black note-book contains my
pencilled particulars, and nothing will be gained by embroidering them with
afteﬂlhouuhﬂ 1 carinot turn my ﬁeld-glasses on to the past.?

7. f-l‘S Thé barrage is now working to the right of Fricourt and beyond. I
can see the 215t Division advancmg about three-quarters of a mile away on
the ll:ft and ql few Germans coming to meet them, apparently surrendering,
Qur|men in $mall parties {not exterided in line) go steadily on to the German
front-line. Brilliant sunshine and a haze of smoke drifting along the landscape.
Slome Yorkshxres3 a little way below on the left, watching the show and cheer-
ingasifata Football match, The noise almost as bad as ever.

. 9. 30 Carne back to dug-out and had a shave. 21st Division still going
across the open, apparently without casualties, The sunlight flashes on bay-
onets as theﬁmy figures move quietly forward and disappear beyond mounds
of trench debris. A few runners come back and ammunition parties go across.
Trench—mortars are knocking hell-out of Siinken Road trench and the ground
where the Manchesters* will. attack soon. Neise not so bad now and very little
retallatlon h

. 9.50. Fricourt half- hxdden by clouds of dnftmg smoke, blue, pinkish and
grey Shrapn?:l buwsting in small bluish-white puffs with tiny flashes. The bitds
seem bewﬂdbred alark begms to go up.and then flies feebly along, thmkmg
better of it. Others flutter.ahove the trench with querulous. cries, weak on the
wing. | can see seven of our balloons,? on the right. On the'left our men still
filing across lin twenties: and thirties. Another huge explosion in Fricourt and
a cloud of biown-pink smoke.;Same bursts ave yellowish.

105, 1 can see the. Manchesters down in New Trench, gettmg ready to go
qver igured filing down the trench, Two of them have gone| out to look at
Ourlwlre gapisls Have just paten my ldst. orange. . . . | am staring at a sunlit
picture of Hell, and, still the breeze shakes the ye]low ‘weeds, and the poppies
glow; under rawley Ridge where some shells fell a few minutes ago, Man-
chesters arejsending forward some scouts. A bayonet glitters. A runner comes
back across lhe open to theit Battallon Heddquarters, close here on the right.
21 st Dmsxop still trotting along the sky line toward La Boisselle. Barrage going
Strofng to the nght of Contalmaison Ridge. Heavy shelling toward Malpetz.

1916 ‘ ?._, S . igso

!

ES '.l‘he &idrhdts hat follow are edited versions of 4, Men of the Manchester regiment

the actual entries in Sassoon's daary {See Siegfried 5. Longcables, tethenng such balloons prevenled
Sassoon: Diarles 19151918, ed: Ritpért Hart- attacks%»y low-flying aircraft

Davis, 1983, pp.-82-83.) 6" Holes, made by shell ﬁre, in the Tong coils of
3. Men of a Yorkshire regiment. barbed wire protecting the trenches.

1965

IVOR- GURNEY
. 1890-1937 |

Ivor Bertie Gurney. was borm:in G]o,ucgster and sh_owec'['an early aptitude for musie,
After five years at the King's School, Gloucester, he won a scholarship to the Royal
Colldge of Music. He first acqnired a modest reputation as a composer. After war
broke out in August 1914, he enlisted; his battalion was sent to France the following
year, and Gurney experienced the horrors of the Western Front, He was wounded in
April 1917, and when in the hospital in Rouen, he sent some of his poems to friends
in London. ‘The resultant volume, Severn and: Somnie, was published that year., (The
Severn is the English river at the head of whose estuary Gloucester is siruared; it
appears often in his poetry. The Somme is the northern Frenchi river that was the
scene of some of the most murderous, flghtmg in the war.) Gurney was retumed to
the front in time to take part in the grim Paschendale offensive of the summer of
1917, He suffered the effects of a poison-gas attack on Augyst 22 and was sent home,
where he moved from hospital t6 hespital. He returned to the Royal College of Music
to study under the composer Ralph Vau%han Williams (1872-]95' 8) énd continued
also to write poetry, His secénd book of poems, Wars Embers, _appeared 1

Gurney, now believed to have heen schlzophremc, spent the Iast ﬁft
life in mental asylums.

Gurney was a mere private in the viar, unhke officers’guch as Wilffed Owen and
Siegfried Sassoon, and his poems recapture ‘with immecliacy pirticular scénes bnd
moments in the trenches, He'was inffaenced by the poetry’of Edwird Thomas, with
whom he shares a limpid directness, and Gerard Manley Hopkins, whosé “terrible”
sonmets are racked by despatr: Though Tliiminating on traditional sibjects buch as
landscape, naturé; and roality, ‘Guthey dislocates these Georgian con#entlons
through the compression, disharmony; and unfedemptive language of his poetry. His
“modern” techniques include .syntactic: contortions, colloquial diction, . shifting
thytlims and rhymes, and enfambments that accentuate the jarring expeiiénce of war
{a body described as “that red wet / Thing” in “To His Love”).

To His Ldve

He’s gone, and all our plans
- Are-uselessindeed.
We "Il walk no more on Cotswold!
'Where thesheepfeed- -
5 Quietly and take no heed

His body that was so qu1ck )
‘Isnotasybn | o AR

“Knéw! it} oni Severn nver T ‘a British rivér

o Underthg . R

TR Urwmg ou,r mall boat through’.

PR

: 'You would not oW ; hir now
] But still'he dled
Nobly, so caver hn'n over,
. With violets of pnde ‘
15 Purple from Severn side.

L Rnnge of hills in Gluucesterslure in westein England
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i A Cover him, cover him soon]
i And with thick-set
. Masses of memoried flowers—
Hide that red wet
20 Thing I must somehow forget.

1919

The Silent One

jo died on the wires,' and hung there; one of two—
Who for his hours of life had chattered through
i Infinite lovely chatter of Bucks? accent:
s Yet faced unbroken wires; stepped over, and went
%5 A noble fool, faithful to his stripes—and ended.
i1 ButI'weak, hungry, and willing only for the chance
i F Offline—to fight in the line, lay down under unbroken .
‘) Wires, and saw the flashes and kept unshaken,
- % Till the politest voice—a finicking accent, said:
ffiro “Dip you think yon might crawl through there: there's a hole.”
i, Datkness, shot at: 1 smiled, as politely replied—
Bl “I'm afraid not, Sir.” There was no hole no way to be seen
Nothing but chance of death, after tearing of clothes.
i KefPt flat, and watched the darkness, hearing bullets whizzing—
t15  And thought of music—and swore deep heart's deep oaths
i (Polite to God) and retreated and came on again, . -
i Again retreated—and a second time faced the screen.
i ] :
|

; - ' 1954
0 :
1 The bacbed wire protecting the front from

b 2. Buckinghamshire, in southern England.
fpifantry amﬁck.
i b

| ISAAC ROSENBERG
R 1890-1918

in 1897, There, at Stepney, he attended elementary schools until the age of fuurteen,
ivhen he became apprenticed as an engraver in a firm-of art publishers and attendad
evening classes at the Art 8chool of Birkbeck College. His first ambition was to be a
i painter, and in 1911, when his apprenticeship was over, a group of three Jewish
i women provided the means for his studying at the Slade School of Art. His interest
in writing poetry steadily developed, and with his sister’s encouragement he circulated
- iopies of his poems among members of London’s Yiterary set and gained a certain
{ reputation, though neither his poetry nor his painting woi him any material success,
i [In 1912 he published Night and Day, the first of three pamphlets of poetry at his own
‘expense. The ather two were Youth (1915) and Moses; A Play (1916).

i In 1915 Resenberg enlisted in the army, and he was killed in action.on April 1,

|

!
i
:

'I:isaac Rnéenhcrg was born in Bristol to a poor Jewish family that moved to London:

RoseNBERG: Louse Hunting / 1967

1918. After his-death his reputation steadily grew as an unusisally interesting and
original poet, who, though he did not live to maturity, nevertheles_s broke new ground
in imagery, thythms, and the handling of dramatic effects. His poetry strangely ama,l,— :
gamates acerbic irony (the sardonic grin of a rat in “Break of Day in the Trenches™)
with lush, resonant, even biblical diction and imagery (“shrieking iron and flame /
Hurled through still heavens”), The fierce apprehension of the physical reality of. war,
the exclamatory directness of the Janguage, and the vivid sense of involvement élhstm—
guish his poems. Perhaps Rosenberg's working-class background had something to
do with this vividness: like Ivor Gurney and David Jones, he served in the ranks,

Break of Day in _thé Trenche_s :

The darkness crumbies away.

It is the same old druid’ Time as ever,
Only a live thing lesps my hand,
A queer sardonic rat,

s As [ pull the parapet's? poppy
To stick behind my ear. .
Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew
Your cosmopolitan sympathies. -
Now you have touched this English hand

10 You will do the same to a German
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure
To cross the sleeping green between.

It seems you inwardly grin as you pass
Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes,

15 Less chanced than you for life, -

Bonds to the whims of murder, .
Sprawled in the howels of the earth,
Thé torn ficlds of France: |
What do you see in our eyes

20 At the shricking iron and flame . .-
Hurled through still héavens?

What quaver—what heart aghast?
Poppies whose roats are in man's.veins
Drop, and are.ever drapping;

zs  Butmine in my ear is safe—
Just 2 little white with the dust,

June 1916 ' K 1922

Louse Hunting

Nudes—stark and glistening,
Yelling in lurid glee. Grinning faces
And raging limbs
Whirl over the floor one fire.

5 For a shirt verminously busy

2. Wall protecting a renclh, .

1, Ancient Celtic priest,




/ Voices FrRom WonrLo War 1.

Yon soldier tore from his throat, with oaths
¢, Godhead might shrink at, but not the lice,
. .And soon:the:shirt was aflare

Over the candle he’'d lit-while we lay.

: d0 - Then we all sprang up and stript
.y 2+ "To hunt the verminous brood.
y 't Soon like a demons’ pantomime’
The place was raging.
- See the silhouettes agape,
35 See the gibbering shadows
Mixed with the battled arms on the wall.
See gargantuan hooked fingers
‘ Pluck in supreme flesh
i To smutch® supreme littleness.
I 0 See the merry, limbs i in hot nghland fling!
' Because some wizard vermin :
Charmed from the quiet this revel
When our ears were half lulled
5 By the dark music
25 Blown from Sleep s trumpet. -

Returmng, We Hear the Larks

i e 5t

; mbre the mght is. :
j* | ind though we have our lives, we know
Pon What sinister thredt lurks there

Vo lbraggmg these anguished lambs, we only know
I s This poison-blasted track opens on our camp—"
' On a little safe sleep :

P But hark! joy-ijoy—s trange joy.
‘ Lol heights of night ringing thh unséen larks.
Music showering on. our upturned listning’ faces.

lbeath could drop from the dark

As easily as song—

But song only dropped

lee a blind man's dreams on the sand

By dangerous tides, .. .

Like a girl’s dark hair for she dreams no ruin fies there,
Or her kisses where a serpent hides,

Y

e

‘ L In wild Scoutish dance. -

blacken, besmirch

1922

1522

20

25

30

a5

RoseNBERG: DEAD-Man's Dump / 1969

Dead Man’s Dump

The plunging limbers!. ever, the shattered track
Racketed with their rusty fréight;.

Stuck out like many. crowns.of thorns,

And the rusty stakes like sceptres old,

To stay the Hood of brutish men ..

Upon our brothers dear; .

The wheels lurched over sprawled dead . -

But pained them not, though their bones crunched
‘Their shut mouths magé nomoan, - :
They lie there huddled, friend and foeman, ::

Man born of man,.and:born of woman,

And shells go crying ever them

From night till night and now.

Earth has waited for them,
All the time of their growth

Fretting for theirdecay; , .-~ -, .. ;. .
Now she has them at last! DR
In the strength of theit strength PRI PP
Suspended—stopped ahd held Lo

What fierce imaginings theu- dark souIs ht?
Earth! have they gone into you?
Somewhere they must have gone, sl e D spaw
And flung on your hatd back.. e

Is their soul's sack, . e
Emptied of God-ancesu'alled essences P
Who burled them out? Who hurled?- -

None saw then' spirlts’ shadow shake the grass, ‘
Or stood aside for the half-used life.to pass. :
Out of those doomed hostrils and the doomed mouth
When the swift iron hurning bee

Drained the wild honey of their youth.

What of us who, ﬂung on the shnelung py:ce, S
Walk, our usual thoughts untouched RO
Our lucky imbs as onichor® fed, . v
Immortal seeming ever? . .
Perhaps when the flames beat: Joud on us,
A-fear may choke in our veins-. =

Arnd the startled blood may stop_

1. Two-wheeled carts, here carrying barhed wire.
2. 1o Greek mythology the ethereal fluid that flowed in the veins of the guds
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i iThe air is loud with death,

4 i The dark air spurts with fire,
i The explosions ceaseless are.
§Timeless1y now, some minutes past,
‘These dead strode time with vigorous life,
*Till the shrapnel called “An end!”
45 | But not to all. In bleeding pangs
- Some borne on stretchers dreamed of home,
; Dear things, war-blotted from their hearts,

' A man's brains splattered on

; : A stretcher-bearer’s face; . .
i .1 s 1 His shook shoulders slipped their load,
P ¢ But when they bent to look again

~ The drowning soul was sunk too deep

¢ For human tenderness.

4

They left this dead with the older dead,
ss + Stretched at the crossroads.
P
£ Burnt black by strange decay
- Their sinister faces lie;
‘ The lid over each eye,
¢ The grass and coloured clay
s0 © More motion have than they,
i Joined to the great sunk silences.

Here is one not long dead;

. His dark hearing caught otir far wheels,

| And the choked soul stretched weak hands

43 5 To reach the living word the far wheels said,.

; ¢ The blood-dazed intelligence beating for light,

oo . Crying through the suspense of the far torturing wheels
vl Swift for the end to break,

1 Or the wheels to break, .

" 70 Cried as the tide of the world broke over his sight.

Lok Will they come? Will they ever come?
: : Even as the mixed hoofs of the mules,
¢ The quivering-bellied mules,

; i And the rushing wheels all mixed
rol 75t With his tortured upturned sight,
. So we erashed round the bend,

We heard his weak scream,

{ We heard his very last sound,

And ouf whesls grazed his dead face.

1971

WILFRED OWEN
1893-1918.

Wilfred Owen was brought up in the backstreets of Birkénhead ond Shrewshury, and
on leaving school he took up a post as lay assistant to a country vicar, Removed from
the influence of & devout mother, he became increasingly eritical of the Church's role
in society. His letters and poems of this period show an emerging awareness of the
poor’s sufferings and the first stirrings of the compassion that was to characterize his
later poems about the Western Front. In 1913 he broke with the vicar and wernit to
teach English in France, '

Far more than a year after the outbreak of war, Owen could not decide whether
he ought to enlist. Finally he did, and from, January to May 1917 he fought as an
officer in the Battle of the Somme. Then, suffering from shell shock, he was sent to
a hospital near Edinburgh, where he had the good fortune to megt Siegfried Sassoon,

whose first fiercely realistic war poems had just appeéred. The influence of Sassoon's .

satiric realism was a useful tonic to Owen's lush, Kestsian Romanticism. Throughout
his months in the hospital, Owen suffered from the ‘horrendous nightmares symp-
tomatic of shell shock. The experience of battle, banished from his waking mind,
erupted into his dreams and then into poems haunted with obsessive images of
blinded eyes (“Dulce et Decorum Est”) and the mouth of hell ("Miners” and “Strange
Meeting”). The distinctive music of such later poems owes much of its power to
Owen's mastery of alliteration, onomatopoeia, agsonance, half-rhyme, and the para-
thyme that he pioneered, This lasktechnique, the rhyming of two words with identical
or similar consonants but differing, stressed vowels (such as groined / groaned, killed
{ cold, hall / hell}, of which the second is usually the lover in pitch, produces effects
of dissonance, failure, and unfulfliment that subtly reinforce his themes,

Echoing Dante, Shakespeare, Shelley, Keats, and the Bible, Owen puts literary and
religious language into jarring new Telationships with the sbsurdities of modern war
experience, He recuperates but distorts the ‘conventions of pastoral elegy, relocating
them to scenes of terror; extfeme pain, and irredeemible mass death, .

In the year of life left to him after leaving the hospital in November 1917, Owen
matured rapidly, Success as a soldier, marked by the-award of the Military Cross, and
as a poet, which had won him the recognition of his peers, gave hiim a new confidence.
He wrote eloquently of the teagedy. of young men killed in battle: In.his later elegies
a disciplined sensuality anil a passionate intellipence find their fullest, most moving,
and most memorable expression. : o

Owen was killed in action a week before the wat ended.

Anthem for Doomed f&uth

What passitig-bells for these who die as cattle?
—Only the moristroits anger of the guns,
- Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle
Can patter out their hasty orisons.®

s No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirg;~—
The shill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires® - sountles

" What i:aﬂd]es mﬁy be held to speed thelin':‘raﬂ-?‘ L
10 Not in the hands of boys but in their' eyes. '
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; - Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes, s Whose world is but the tremblmg of a flare -
: 3 EI The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall; : And heaven but as the h:ghway for 3 she][
; ;E; Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, : ..‘-ri o
i { g;‘ " And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. You shall not hear theu—n'urth’ :
. ; l o L : You shall not come to think-them well content
| Sgp Oct. 1917 . 1920 35 By-any jest of mine. These men.are worth
5 ‘r } I . s - Your tears. You are not worth their merriment,

Pk S B 4 ‘ TR

s . ' co ' N ~-D

:' Fi Apologia Pro Poemate Meo' E ov—Dee. 1917 1920

; i 1, tod, saw God through mud,—

3 i;[ . The mud that cracked on.cheeks when wretches smlled Miners! S

I % Whar brought more glory to their eyes than bleod, iners

. Ard gave: theu‘ iaug s miore. glee than shakes a child.

o _ .There was a whlspermg ini thy hearth

| Ig Merry it was to laugh there— . ‘ R 3 G A sxght?‘flthe c¥al

“ §'  Where death becomes absurd and life absurder. ST 3 rown wistful of a ormher earth

Far power was on'us ag we slashied bones bare It mighe recaIl T

1
P th to fee] sickness or rérnorse of murder.
]

4 s 1listened for a tale ¢f léaves™ * -

. And smotheréd feins,’ R

_ Frond-foreits; and the low sly hves T
¢ Before the fauns.

I, toe, have dropped ol'f Fear—
Shind the’barrage, dead as iy platoon,
A.id sailed my 'spirit surging light and clear
Pdst the entang]ement where hopes lay strewn;

My ﬁre might show tteam-phantoms* $imriier

F - ‘ EI Andhmtnessed exultatmn--- ' y N Bef Frof-nn {m:ie y 013 g
‘ : vl Faces that uged to curse me, scowl for scowl . ; . . | ‘ © 01(-)3 Fre Ema Ie nests in summer,
#  Shine and hft up with _passion of oblation,? - . : 3 T men ha Chl dren. : |
' oo Séraphic® for an hour; th the foul.. i 4 el o
{ | raph ic® for an hour; though ey were .ou- ~ eestatic E But the coals 5 were murmuring _of thelr mme, )

And moans down theré
15 Of boys that'slept wry sleep, and e
Wnt]:ung for ajr.

% 1have made fellowships—-.

i Uintold of happy lovers in.old song
-For love is not the binding.of fair lips_. .
fith the 5ot silk of eyes thaf:look and long,;. -

—'-,.

And | saw white bones in the cmder—shard,
Bones without number,, " .
Many the muscléd bodies charred
20 And few rememf:er.

Bt wound with war’s hard wire whose stakes are strong,
Bound with the bandage of the axm that drips;
Kinit in-the webbmg of the rifle-thong.

H tBy]’I y, whose ribbon shps, . S

I thought of all that worked dérk plts
Of war,? and died - ‘ S

Digging the rock where’ Death re t”es
Peace lies mdee& e

% [ have percexved much beauty

i In the hoarse oaths.that kept cur courage straight;
Heard music in the silentness of duty;

F und peace where shell-storms spouted reddest spate.

35 Comforted years will sit soft-chau-ed
In rooms of amber; N
The years will stretch their hands, well:cheered” - ©° 1 7%

By our hfe s ember;

Nevertheless, except you share
4o V}flth them in hell the sorrowful dark of hel]

l This Latin title, meaniny "A ology’ for My micror whicki makss beautlfu] that which is dis-
i b

[
;
:i Poeray” may havé been prompted y thit of Car- torted, .. . It exalts the beanty of that which is -
H dinal: Newman S xﬁpolagm Pro Vita Sua, Apul most beauuful and it adds beauty to that which is 1. Wrule a poem-oh the Coliiery Disnster [Gf]an nboui lSDminers. e :
. [ for His Life.” Hére an apology: fs. & written vin - most deformed; it marries exultation and horror.” 12; 1918, 2t Halmerend): but I get mixed up-with 2. Miners who dug. tunm:la under hoimeh! hnil
i catiot rather thah a remorseful account. | 3. Sacrifice o[-fered to God. the War at the end, It is shott, but ohl sour [Owen’s in which to detonate mines- benenth‘tlie enemy

2. Cf; Shelley, A Defence of Poetry: “Poetry is a Jan, 14 letter to hiis mnt.her] The explosion killed trenches, % :

S ST I

i
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B “The centuries will burn rich loads

TR With which we groaned, .
& ‘Whose warmth shall lill their dreaming lids,

While songs are crooned;

S&aﬁg& Meeting!

It seemed that out of .battl:a I escaped

| iBut they will not dream of us poor lads, : Down: some profound dull tunnel,? long since scooped
" Left in the ground. i Through granites.which titanic wars had groined.® grooved
. : ' 1931 Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,
i i a

: s Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.
: Thien, as I.probed them, one sprang up, and stared
! _ : e Withi piteous recognition in fixed eyes,
i ' Lifting distressful hands, as,if to bless,
Dulce Et Decorum Est! And by his smile, T knew that sullen hall,— -

10 By his dead smile I knew wé stood in Hell. "~

i i Bent double, like 61d beggars under sacks, o
* 1 Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, wé cursed through studge,
.. Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
- And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
s Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod, All went lame; all blind,
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
4 OFtired, outstripped Five-Nines? that dropped behind,

3 With a thousand pains that vision's face was grained;
. Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,

And no guns thuriped, or-down the flues made wioai;

“Strange friend,” I said, “here is no cause to ntouin,”
15 “None,” said that other, “save the undone years,

The hopelessness, Whatever. hope is yours,

Was my life alsg; I wen¢ hunting wild

After the wildest beauty iin the world,

Which lies not calm'in eyes, or braided hair, .
20 But mocks the steady running of the hour,

And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here,

For by imy glee might many men have laughed,

#nd of niy wéeping something had been left,

Which must die now. I méan the truth untold,
25 The pity of war, the pity war distilled.2

Now men will go.content with what we spoiled,

Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled. |

Thigy will be swift with swiftness of the tigress,

None will break ranks, through nations trek from progress,
30 Courage was mine, and I had mystery, R -

Wisdomi was mine; and | ‘had mastery: -

To miss the march f this Teireating world

Ifita vain citadels that are not walled, - L

Then, when much blood had clogged their charidt-wheels,
35 Iwould go Up and wash them from sweet wells,

Evein with truths that lie too deep for taint.

I would have poured my spirit without stint

But not through wounds; not on the cess® of war. |

Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds werg,

& Gas! Gas! Quick, boysl—An ecstasy of fumbling,

! Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime . .,

i3+ Dim, through the misty panes® and thick green light,
Pl As un'Fder a green sea, I saw him drowning,

In all'my dreams, before my helpjéss sight,
4 He pl;unges at me, guttering, choking, drowning,
H .

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, -

it And watch the white eyes writhirig in his face,

"' His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;

I you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

i Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,

I QObscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,——
My friend,* you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,

i The dld Lie: Dulce et decortim est

: Pro patria mori, ’

P 17-Mar. 1918 ' 1920 1. CE Shelley, The Revolt of eam, lines 1828-32: . 3, slf. Snssoon’s.‘;l'vl:ne Rest-Girard” (p. 1960,

' H —Ivlar, o . . : 3. My subject is Way, and the pliy of War. THe

“, i ! ) ) S And g:sei_d\:l'mse spear had plerced me, leaned: L .;b:':z]u n the-pIty}[C, 2 "rdt:ft preface th his

i : With quivering lips snd fumid eyesi—andofl - Doemsl. - ‘ i .

H i . X Seemed?ika somie biothers-on a Journey wide - - 4 Cf;‘, "II'houghts that do often lie toa def}’ for

. tin tag [from Horace, QOde: 4. Jessie Pope, to whom the poem was originally . tears,” line 203 of Willigm Wordswortl's “Ode:
; ﬁ:ourse, It is sweeer and meet 1o to have been dedicated, published jingoistic war Gene forth, whom ow sirange meeting did 4

bekall fntiii'lﬂcii‘(')ns of lhmmortnlitm 807). |
5. Luck, as in the phrase cess to you (may evi
In & strange land. .. befall you), snd muck or excrement, as in the werd
The speaker of Owen's posm imagines his viethm a cesspool, ST L
poet like hiimself, . L .

£y, Sweet! And decorous! [Owan's poems urging young men to enfist. See her poems
¢r to his mother). in "Representing the Great War" at Nortan Liter..

tahells. ature Online, :

e gas mask's celluloid window,
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}, =Jao “ "}n the enemy you killed, my friend.

I krfew you in this dark: fot so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I parried; but my hands were ioath and cold.-
Letjus sleep now. ., , .

[?] 1918

R, R

g

Futility

.- Move him into the sun—.

i ; Gently its touch awoke him once,

|=_§ At home, whispering of fields half-sown.
. Always it woke him, even.in France,

+ 5 Uniil this morning and this snow,..

.. If aniything might rouse him now

I Thekind old sun will know,

. Think how it wakes the seeds—-—
. Woke once the clays of a,cold star..,

‘10 Arelimbs, so dear achleved are 51des

’ Full-nerved, still warm, too hard ta stir?
: Was it for this the clay grew tall?

: I\ j —0O what made fatuous sunbeams toil
Lo I» To break earth’s sleep atall?

CE srwl

, L : ' T will to the King,
5 L A.nd offer hlm consolation in his trouble, .

And bemg ane that hates obedience,

Discigling, and ordérliness of life,

l cannot mourn hlm
S W. B YEATS?

1. The Prologue

oo Pa#tmg goodbye, dotibtless théy told the lad
“ He'd always show the Hun? a brave man's face;
Father would sooner him dead than in disgrace,—
! Was proud-to see him going, aye, and glad,
s Pethaps his mother whimpered how she'd fret -
" Until he got a nice safe wound:to nurse.
; k stters wouid msh girls too could shoot, charge, curse
1 } 3
1| i ’

1, M:lnury abbre\daﬁon for self inflictad wound descnbes the poet Seanchan's hieroic resolve todie.
- German soldier; in the foifth ‘century a

2, Irish poet and playwright (1865-1939).:The

For that man thege bas set his teeth to die, . . .... -

1920

1920

pﬂssage from thE play The King's Threshold (1906) nomadic people feared for their militaty prowess.

20

25

30

as

Sept. 1917, May 1918

4, "Hostel of the Young Men ] Chl‘lstlan ASSO,'ClntEIDn. - - . :u_,‘::. [P

© OweN: DisaBLED ¥ 1977

Brothers—wou[d send his favourite cigarette, .

Each week, month aftér month;: they‘wrote r.l-ie same,’ <

Thinking him sheltered in some ¥.M, Hut# 0 0

Because he said so, writing on his bust® rifle’s stock
Where once an hour a bullet missed its aim.
And misses teased the hunger of -his braini.: :. -
His eyes grew old thh wincing, and: his han& e
Reckless with ‘ague.* Courage leaked, ag sand PR fover
From the best sandbags after years: of raimi© 3

But never leave, wound, fever, trench:foot; shook, <
Untrapped the wretch, Ahd death: seemed stll] mthheld

For torture-of lying machinally shelled, : s

At the pleasure of this world’s Powers. who’d run amok.

He'd seen men shoot their hands, on night patrol:
Their people never knew: Yet they were vile.. . -
‘Death sooner than, clzsl;u:anot.u”,r that's the sl.'y]e" : -f
So Father sald o

. i The Action
One dawn, our wire patrol
Cartied him. This time,Death had not missed,
We could do nothing but.-wipe his' bleedmg cough
Could it be accident?—Rifles go off ..
Not sniped? No (Latef they found the Enghsh bal] )

) AZHI'.. The P_aem

It was the reasoned crisis:of his soul
Against more days of inescapable thrall, o

Against infrangibly® wired and blind tretich wall' " unbreakabiy
Curtained with fire, roofed in with créeping fire, - -

Slow grazing firé, that would not Butis- him whole

But kept him for death’s promises ‘and scoff; -

And life’s half-prormsmg, and both thelr r:]ing

.

IV The Epdogue

¢ 'With him they buried the muzzle his teeth had !nssed

And truthfully wrote the mother, Tu'n d.lEd smﬂmg

1920

Disabled
Hesatin a wheeled eﬂaxr, waltmg for dark,
And shivered in his ghﬂstly suit-of grey, . e

Legless, sewrt short at elbow Through the park
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\foic‘es of boys rang saddening like a hymn,
Voices of play and pleasure after day,

Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him,
q;;[;l?ut this time Town used to swing s0.gay

en glow-lamps budded in the light blue trees,
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim,——

: IPE the old tinigs, before he threw away his knees.

Now he will never feel again how slim
Girls’ waists are, or how warm their subtle hands.
All of them touch him like scme queer disease.

g , e

i
There was an artist silly for his face,
For it was younger than his youth, last year.
Yow, he is old; his back will never.brace;
He's lost his colour very far from here,

Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry,
ind half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race

* And leap of purple spurted from his thigh,

i ¢ = @

dne time he liked a blood-smear down his jieg,

- After the matches, carried shoulder-high.!

It was after foatball, when he'd drunk a peg,?
He thought he'd better join.—He wonders why,
Someone had said he'd lock a god in kilts,
That's why; and maybe, too, to please his Meg,
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts?
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;
Smiling they wrate his lie: aged nineteen years.*
Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt,
ind Austria's, did not move him, And no fears
)f Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts
For daggers in plaid socks;$ of smart salutes;
And care of arms; and leave; and pay afrears;
sprit de corps;® and hints for young recruits,
ind soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers,

Qnly a solemn man who brought him fruits
Thanked him; and then enquired about his soul.
! ‘

! [ 'Y
i .
Jume cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal,

1
n LI ) [

Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes,
ﬁnd do what things the rules consider wise,

1 Ez}f Housmén's “To an Athlete Dying Young" service.

{4p. 1949, lines 14,

5. Kilted Scoutish Highlanders used to carry &

i2. Slang for e drink, usually brandy and soda. sell arnamental dagger in the top of 8 stocking,
- 3. Capricious women 6. Regard for the honér and interests of an orga-
*4. The recruitiiyg officers entered on his enlist-

riization or, as here, 2 military unit. “Pay arrears”

. menit form his lie that he was nineteen years old back pay,
‘and, therafore, above the minimum age for military

Owewn: LETYERS To.Has:MoTHER / {1979

© And take whatever.pity theymay dole, : -
Tonight he nioticed how the women's-eyes . o e 1 s
-.. Passed fromhim to the strong.men. that were.whale, .4 .. ., P
5 »prcoldand.-‘]ate-.it_.i_s!-Why_d.Q.I,ﬁt they.come. . ... SLER
And put him inte.bed? Why don't they come?: .. 205,

Oct, 1917-July 1918 1920

e g . Ly
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From Owen's Letters to, His Mother " " °

a7,

LI
i :

.16 January 1

I can see no excuse for deceiving you about these last 4 days. [ have.suffered
sevemth helli- - i o o W0 T L R
«:I'haye-not been.at'the front, -

I have been in-frotit of it., S S

Pheld an advancedpest; that is, a'dug-out’ in the middle of NeiMan’s Land,

We had a marchof 3:miles.over shelied road then.nearly 3, along & flovded
trench: After that we came towhete the trencheshad been blown flat'out:and
had to go over the top. It was'of course.dark;itoo’ dark;-and the ground was
not mud, not skoppy muad, but an octopus of sucking clay, 3; 4, and 5 feet
deep, relieved only by ératers full of water. Men have been known to drown

*

in them. Many stuck in the mud & only got on by leaving their waders, equip-

ment, and in some cases their clothes.
. High explosives were dropping all areund out, and m:

every few minites, But it was 6 dark that even“the’

Yeveal us, o LT
Three quarters dead, I mean each of us ¥ dead; we reached the
and relieved the wretches therein. | then had to go forth
out for a still more advanced post where T [&ft 18 bo’r'nbe
for other posts on the left but there was & junior officer’in
.My dug-out held 25 men' ight packed, Water filled it ¢
feet, Iaving vay 4 feet'dF air " v b
One-entrance had been blown in & bch_ke.gl__.1 o

1. So fak, the other remained, 7 " e
~ The Gerimans knew wé were staying there and décidéd'we shoul n't, "

Those fifty hotfrs Were the agony of rny happy life,
- Every ten minutes on Sunday afternoon seemed an hour. i
" Tnearly broke down and let myself drown in the water that was now slowly
rising over my knees.
+ Towards 6 o'clock, when,.] suppose, you would be going .to.church,; the
shelling grew less intense and Igss accurate: so that I was mercifully helped
to. do’'my .duty-and crawt; wade, climb and Hounder over: 5. Man's Land to
visit my other post. It tookme-half an hour to mave aboi yards -
¥ was chiéfly arinsyéd, by oitr own machine guns from beh
seeng:seeny of the buﬂf_ts-r:em?de& me of Mary’s canary: Oat

¢ seeng-
een  bulletsre ‘wholed can
support' the canaiy beftér, | " | o

1. Tolerate. Mary: Owen's sister,
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: In";ihe Plathon on my left the sentries over the dug-out were blown to noth-
ing. One of these poor fellows was my first servant whom [ rejected. If T had
kepthim he would have lived, for servants don't do Sentry Duty. | kept my
«awn sentries half way down the stairs during the more terrific boimbardment.

fin spite of this one lad was blown down and, I am afraid, blinded.2

1t i

MAY WEDDERBURN CANNAN
- 1893-1973
Born and educalbdd in Oxford,l May'Wedciel'bum Cannan was th;a d‘Exlighter of the
: secretary to the\elogates (or chief executive) of the Oxford Uniivetsity Press: At eigh-
i b :

L 31 December 1917 b teen, she joined th Cross Voluntary Aid Detachment, and when England entéed
: the war three\yea she was active in the Red Cross mobilization, setting ; 4
(L

- Lakt year, at this time, (it is just midnight, and now is the intolerable instant hospital in a Idgal s8kdpiN\During the early part of the war, she worked at; O

_ of thk Change) last year I lay awake in a windy tent in the middle of a vast, " University Press\conti} d her volunteer nursing, and spent .4 month as a viv/nyh)

f dreadful encampment. It seemed neither France nor England, but a kind of L worker in a soldiek \i\- q Rouen, France. In 1918 she jolned the War/(fffce
padqlbck where the beasts are kept a few days before the shambles, I heard E in Paris to. work in telhe. er flancé, Bevil Quiller-Couch, survivef ‘ny ev-
F the l_"ll@vellingﬁof the Scetch troops, who are now dead, and who knew they 4 astating Battle of the Sem; Nod e remainder of the war, only to die of fn¢ /W onia
! woulfl be dead. I thought of this present night, and whether I should indeed— k several months after thya Qe Kanaan later worked at King's Colldge 77 ndon,
L - whether we should indeed—whether you would indeed—but I thought neither 4 and at the Athenaeum Clip 25\ istaxt libracian. She wrote three bog Qpfyoems—

(1919), and The House of Hopk
4), Her uhﬁhisheg' autohioyfs
susly in 1976, !
gterfon’s incantatory “Tavé
\voides emotions close

longhor deeply, for 1 am a master of elision, - - : I";/V" Time (1917), The Splé D
Dol . . 3 and a novel, The Lonely GexenghRy

: Blj; chleﬂg I thought of the very strange look on all faces in that camp; an Ghaosts and Voices, was publishedy &ﬁ._
incomprehensible look, which a man will never see in England, though wars “Rouen " with its echoes of G ERY
should be in England; nor can it be seen in any battle. But only in Etaples.? 3 . M \

i E “Do you remember an Inn, / Mira !
: It:vas notjdespair, or terrar, it was more terrible than terrer, for it was a . . Brooke’s "The Soldier” -

S (beginning
ose of Rupert

; A 1 § than to any g keNNpreskion by the otheh solffier poets in this

blindfold look, and without expression, Iike a dead rabbit's. : section. In 1917, however, Cannan end Biydke shoké for whaywagfhen the majority,

¢« It iwill never be painted, and:no actor will ever seize it. And to deseribe i, 1 - As she wrote in her autobiography: “Siegh MW Nasedin wrote b thi Préss froitt France
saying that the war was now a war of ¢on -\s

Hication, and declared
iid, ‘Went to the Wor
" Her own poémspii\se_

. think I must jgo back and be with them. om \\

i c e . . 3 himself to be a conscientious’ objector; . . N \§ 3y

) T . E with: Rupert Brooke and canie homé with Siel Sakshor

] ‘ : i an alternative to protest and-despair: “I had JoNel dnfvellfome of Sassoan’s FEXSE

- but I was not coming home with him. Some lﬁ\‘um,'m';’/ iting for those who
»

were still convineed of the yight of the cause ‘h\\‘\‘r Vlé"f-u pad taken up arm

i ' "' Preface!

i : i i 3 - ) o .- .

: ; : This book is not ebout herées. English boetry is not yet fit to speak of them.
| | ; Nor is it about 'deeds, or lands, nor anything about glory, honour, mighe,
[ : majesty, dominion, or power, except War,

[ ; " Above all I am not concerned with Poety,
|

|

I

! My subject is War, and the pity of War.?
* THe Poetry is in the pity.

afwind across the\pg
# tired people ther \

: o ) . . e ‘-\
Yét these elegies are to this generation in no sense consolatory. They. may Early morning over Rouen, hopefil,. OurageoLy Riognik

I be 1§ the next. All a poet can do today is warn. That is why the true Poets And the laughtgr of advemfure and epness of thg “\

I ] j ' - And the dawn across the river, and/} ooy

! : musfibe truthful. ‘ . .

2 * (I T thought the letter of this book would last, I might have used proper
| namgs; but if the spirit of it survives—survives Prussia®—my ambition and
those names will have achieved fresher fields than Flanders.*. .. )"

And the empty littered station amy

s the h'ﬁrn} of avx;akenix;g
oo . And the long-forgotten won ot iy we. should miss the way,
1:91§ % S 1920 And the unfamiliar faces, ,' ffi¢ coming of provisions,
_ i ‘ - i . . : And t_he freshness and ¢ / of the labour of the day?

i Co ] . S L / T
g, This ilwident‘jprompted Owen's poem “The The Poems of Wilfred Owen (1985), ed. Jon Stall-

Seltry :

Hot noontide over 7// fanid Ehe, sun ulio.r‘r’ the city,. .- - .

P . R o the ont whe God ocs & Sun and dust unce #and the glare of cloudless skies, ‘
H 3 Until 1914, a fishing port of 5,800 in abitants, 2. CE Jude 1.25: “To the only wise God our Sav- Py £ v 1: ) - . b
i . Etaples und it sirrounding hills housed (00,000 < Jour, be glory nd'mejessy, dominion and vowsr And the voices of, 2 Z djaps end the endles.s.stream of soldiers,

H ; sqldiers on their way to and from the frontin1917. both now and ‘ever.” - And the chck_m /iHe tatties,! and the buzzing of the flies.

' : L In: Moy 1918 Wilfred Owen was posted in 3. Dominant region of the German Empire until
i Ripon, North Yorkshive; Englimd, and was prepar- the end of World WarT. -
i ing a book of hif?var poems. Around this time he 4. In western Belgium, site of the front line, The

Hose noontides and the reek of steam and coffee,
drafted this unfifished prefuce, which was pub- Canadian poet John McCrae (1872-1218} memo- dhntides with the evening’s peace to win,

lished,) posthumdusly, along with most of his rialized one devastating 1915 batde in his famaus ' e . S
peems, in Poers|(1920), edited by his friend the poem “{n Flanders Fields.”

.poet Siegfried Sagsoon, The text is reprinted from

Heavy-ladgi;

1. Screens Ot wiats hung inra-doonva}l«‘ and kept‘wet to ool and freshen the sir, '!5

i
¢
[




