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In Flanders Fields 

In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie 
      In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
      In Flanders fields. 

Siegfried Sassoon 
 

11. Base Details  
 
 

IF I were fierce, and bald, and short of breath, 
  I’d live with scarlet Majors at the Base, 
And speed glum heroes up the line to death. 
  You’d see me with my puffy petulant face, 
Guzzling and gulping in the best hotel,      

  Reading the Roll of Honour. ‘Poor young chap,’
I’d say—‘I used to know his father well; 
  Yes, we’ve lost heavily in this last scrap.’ 
And when the war is done and youth stone dead,
I’d toddle safely home and die—in bed. 
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6. Dreamers  
 
 

SOLDIERS are citizens of death’s grey land,   
  Drawing no dividend from time’s to-morrows.   
In the great hour of destiny they stand,   
  Each with his feuds, and jealousies, and sorrows.   
Soldiers are sworn to action; they must win          5 
  Some flaming, fatal climax with their lives.   
Soldiers are dreamers; when the guns begin   
  They think of firelit homes, clean beds and wives.   
    
I see them in foul dug-outs, gnawed by rats,   
  And in the ruined trenches, lashed with rain,   10 
Dreaming of things they did with balls and bats,   
  And mocked by hopeless longing to regain   
Bank-holidays, and picture shows, and spats,   
  And going to the office in the train. 
 

Suicide in the Trenches 
 
I knew a simple soldier boy 
Who grinned at life in empty joy, 
Slept soundly through the lonesome dark, 
And whistled early with the lark. 
 
In winter trenches, cowed and glum, 
With crumps and lice and lack of rum, 
He put a bullet through his brain. 
No one spoke of him again. 

*    *    * 

You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye 
Who cheer when soldier lads march by, 
Sneak home and pray you'll never know 
The hell where youth and laughter go. 

 

 

 
 
 
 



 
2. Counter-Attack  

 
 

WE’D gained our first objective hours before   
While dawn broke like a face with blinking eyes,   
Pallid, unshaved and thirsty, blind with smoke.   
Things seemed all right at first. We held their line,   
With bombers posted, Lewis guns well placed,          5 
And clink of shovels deepening the shallow trench.   
  The place was rotten with dead; green clumsy legs   
  High-booted, sprawled and grovelled along the saps   
  And trunks, face downward, in the sucking mud,   
  Wallowed like trodden sand-bags loosely filled;   10 
  And naked sodden buttocks, mats of hair,   
  Bulged, clotted heads slept in the plastering slime.   
  And then the rain began,—the jolly old rain!   
    
A yawning soldier knelt against the bank,   
Staring across the morning blear with fog;   15 
He wondered when the Allemands would get busy;   
And then, of course, they started with five-nines   
Traversing, sure as fate, and never a dud.   
Mute in the clamour of shells he watched them burst   
Spouting dark earth and wire with gusts from hell,   20 
While posturing giants dissolved in drifts of smoke.   
He crouched and flinched, dizzy with galloping fear,   
Sick for escape,—loathing the strangled horror   
And butchered, frantic gestures of the dead.   
    
An officer came blundering down the trench:   25 
‘Stand-to and man the fire-step!’ On he went...   
Gasping and bawling, ‘Fire-step ... counter-attack!’   
  Then the haze lifted. Bombing on the right   
  Down the old sap: machine-guns on the left;   
  And stumbling figures looming out in front.   30 
  ‘O Christ, they’re coming at us!’ Bullets spat,   
And he remembered his rifle ... rapid fire...   
And started blazing wildly ... then a bang   
Crumpled and spun him sideways, knocked him out   
To grunt and wriggle: none heeded him; he choked   35 



And fought the flapping veils of smothering gloom,   
Lost in a blurred confusion of yells and groans...   
Down, and down, and down, he sank and drowned,   
Bleeding to death. The counter-attack had failed.  

 
13. Lamentations  

 
 

I FOUND him in the guard-room at the Base.   
From the blind darkness I had heard his crying   
And blundered in. With puzzled, patient face   
A sergeant watched him; it was no good trying   
To stop it; for he howled and beat his chest.          5 
And, all because his brother had gone west,   
Raved at the bleeding war; his rampant grief   
Moaned, shouted, sobbed, and choked, while he was kneeling   
Half-naked on the floor. In my belief   
Such men have lost all patriotic feeling.  

 
 
 
Wilfred Owen 

Dulce Et Decorum Est 
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs 
And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 
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 
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind. 

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!-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... 
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light, 
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight, 
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 



If in some smothering dreams you too could pace 
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin; 
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 
Obscene 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, 
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 
Pro patria mori. 

Soldier's Dream 
I dreamed kind Jesus fouled the big-gun gears; 
And caused a permanent stoppage in all bolts; 
And buckled with a smile Mausers and Colts; 
And rusted every bayonet with His tears. 

And there were no more bombs, of ours or Theirs, 
Not even an old flint-lock, not even a pikel. 
But God was vexed, and gave all power to Michael; 
And when I woke he'd seen to our repairs. 

Anthem for Doomed Youth 
What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
-Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,- 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 

What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 



On Seeing A Piece of Our Heavy Artillery 
Brought into Action 
Be slowly lifted up, thou long black arm, 
Great Gun towering towards Heaven, about to curse; 
Sway steep against them, and for years rehearse 
Huge imprecations like a blasting charm! 
Reach at that Arrogance which needs thy harm, 
And beat it down before its sins grow worse. 
Spend our resentment, cannon,-yea, disburse 
Our gold in shapes of flame, our breaths in storm. 

Yet, for men's sakes whom thy vast malison 
Must wither innocent of enmity, 
Be not withdrawn, dark arm, the spoilure done, 
Safe to the bosom of our prosperity. 
But when thy spell be cast complete and whole, 
May God curse thee, and cut thee from our soul! 

 

Rupert Brooke 

The Soldier 
 
If I should die, think only this of me: 
   That there's some corner of a foreign field 
That is for ever England. There shall be 
   In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
   Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam. 
A body of England's, breathing English air, 
   Washed by the rivers, blest by the suns of home. 
 
And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 
   A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 
      Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; 
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 
   And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 
      In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 

The Dead 
 
These hearts were woven of human joys and cares, 
   Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth. 
The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs, 
   And sunset, and the colours of the earth. 
These had seen movement, and heard music; known 



   Slumber and waking; loved; gone proudly friended; 
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone; 
   Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this is ended. 
 
There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter 
And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after, 
   Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dance 
And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white 
   Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance, 
A width, a shining peace, under the night. 

Isaac Rosenberg 

The Immortals  
 
I killed them, but they would not die. 
Yea! all the day and all the night 
For them I could not rest nor sleep, 
Nor guard from them nor hide in flight. 
 
Then in my agony I turned 
And made my hands red in their gore. 
In vain--for faster than I slew 
They rose more cruel than before. 
 
I killed and killed with slaughter mad; 
I killed till all my strength was gone. 
And still they rose to torture me, 
For Devils only die for fun. 
 
I used to think the Devil hid 
In women's smiles and wine's carouse. 
I called him Satan, Balzebub. 
But now I call him dirty louse. 
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