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MCMXIV 

Those long uneven lines  

Standing as patiently  

As if they were stretched outside  

The Oval or Villa Park,  

The crowns of hats, the sun  

On moustached archaic faces  

Grinning as if it were all  

An August Bank Holiday lark;  

And the shut shops, the bleached  

Established names on the sunblinds,  

The farthings and sovereigns,  

And dark-clothed children at play  

Called after kings and queens,  

The tin advertisements  

For cocoa and twist, and the pubs  

Wide open all day;  

And the countryside not caring:  

The place-names all hazed over  

With flowering grasses, and fields  

Shadowing Domesday lines  

Under wheat's restless silence;  

The differently-dressed servants  

With tiny rooms in huge houses,  

The dust behind limousines;  

Never before such innocence,  

Never before or since,  

As changed itself to past  

Without a word – the men  

Leaving the gardens tidy,  

The thousands of marriages  

Lasting a little while longer:  

Never such innocence again.  

Philip Larkin, 1960  
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For the Fallen 
 

With proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children, 

England mourns for her dead across the sea. 

Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit, 

Fallen in the cause of the free. 

Solemn the drums thrill: Death august and royal 

Sings sorrow up into immortal spheres. 

There is music in the midst of desolation 

And a glory that shines upon our tears. 

They went with songs to the battle, they were young, 

Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow. 

They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted, 

They fell with their faces to the foe. 

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old: 

Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 

At the going down of the sun and in the morning 

We will remember them. 

They mingle not with their laughing comrades again; 

They sit no more at familiar tables of home; 

They have no lot in our labour of the day-time; 

They sleep beyond England's foam. 

But where our desires are and our hopes profound, 

Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight, 

To the innermost heart of their own land they are known 

As the stars are known to the Night; 

As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust, 

Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain, 

As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness, 

To the end, to the end, they remain. 

Robert Laurence Binyon, 1914 
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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 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.  

Rupert Brooke, 1914  
 

 

 

 

 

 

I have a rendezvous with Death    

At some disputed barricade,    

When Spring comes back with rustling shade    

And apple-blossoms fill the air—    

I have a rendezvous with Death 

When Spring brings back blue days and fair.    

It may be he shall take my hand    

And lead me into his dark land    

And close my eyes and quench my breath—    

It may be I shall pass him still. 

I have a rendezvous with Death    
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On some scarred slope of battered hill,    

When Spring comes round again this year    

And the first meadow-flowers appear.    

God knows ‘twere better to be deep  

Pillowed in silk and scented down,    

Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,    

Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath,    

Where hushed awakenings are dear...    

But I’ve a rendezvous with Death 

At midnight in some flaming town,    

When Spring trips north again this year,    

And I to my pledged word am true,    

I shall not fail that rendezvous. 

 

    Alan Seeger, 1916 

 

 

 

 

Perhaps 
To Roland Aubrey Leighton (1895-1915) 

 
Perhaps some day the sun will shine again, 

And I shall see that still the skies are blue, 

And feel once more I do not live in vain, 

Although bereft of You. 

 

Perhaps the golden meadows at my feet 

Will make the sunny hours of spring seem gay, 

And I shall find the white May-blossoms sweet, 

Though You have passed away. 

 

Perhaps the summer woods will shimmer bright, 

And crimson roses once again be fair, 

And autumn harvest fields a rich delight, 

Although You are not there. 

 

Perhaps some day I shall not shrink in pain 
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To see the passing of the dying year, 

And listen to Christmas songs again, 

Although You cannot hear.'   

 

But though kind Time may many joys renew, 

There is one greatest joy I shall not know 

Again, because my heart for loss of You 

Was broken, long ago. 

 

     Vera Brittain, 1916 

 

 

 

 

Break of Day in the Trenches  

The darkness crumbles away.  

It is the same old druid Time as ever,  

Only a live thing leaps my hand,  

A queer sardonic rat,  

As I 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  

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,  

Less chanced than you for life,  

Bonds to the whims of murder,  

Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,  

The torn fields of France.  

What do you see in our eyes  

At the shrieking iron and flame  

Hurled through still heavens?  

What quaver – what heart aghast?  

Poppies whose roots are in man's veins  
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Drop, and are ever dropping;  

But mine in my ear is safe -  

Just a little white with the dust. 

Isaac Rosenberg, 1916 
 

 

 

The General 

 

“Good-morning, good-morning!” the General said 

When we met him last week on our way to the line. 

Now the soldiers he smiled at are most of 'em dead, 

And we're cursing his staff for incompetent swine. 

“He's a 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. 
 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1918  
 

 

 

 

 

The Dug-Out 
 

Why do you lie with your legs ungainly huddled,  

And one arm bent across your sullen, cold,  

Exhausted face? It hurts my heart to watch you,  

Deep-shadowed from the candle's guttering gold;  

And you wonder why I shake you by the shoulder;  

Drowsy, you mumble and sigh and turn your head... 

You are too young to fall asleep for ever;  

And when you sleep you remind me of the dead.  
 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1918  
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Died of Wounds 

 
His wet white face and miserable eyes  

Brought nurses to him more than groans and sighs:  

But hoarse and low and rapid rose and fell  

His troubled voice: he did the business well.  

 

The ward grew dark; but he was still complaining  

And calling out for ‘Dickie’. ‘Curse the Wood!  

‘It’s time to go. O Christ, and what’s the good?  

‘We’ll never take it, and it’s always raining.’  

 

I wondered where he’d been; then heard him shout,  

‘They snipe like hell! O Dickie, don’t go out...  

I fell asleep ... Next morning he was dead;  

And some Slight Wound lay smiling on the bed. 

 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1918  
 

 

 

Preface 

This book is not about heroes. English poetry is not yet fit to speak 

of them. 

Nor is it about deeds, or lands, nor anything about glory, honour, 

might, majesty, dominion, or power, except War. 

Above all I am not concerned with Poetry. 

My subject is War, and the pity of War. 

The Poetry is in the pity. 

Yet these elegies are to this generation in no sense consolatory. 

They may be to the next. All a poet can do today is warn. That is 

why the true Poets must be truthful. 

Wilfred Owen, 1918 
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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. 

   Wilfred Owen, 1917-18 
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Strange Meeting 

It seemed that out of battle I escaped  

Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped  

Through granites which titanic wars had groined.  

Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,  

Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred. 

Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared  

With piteous recognition in fixed eyes, 

Lifting distressful hands, as if to bless.  

And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall, – 

By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell.  

With a thousand pains that vision's face was grained; 

Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,  

And no guns thumped, or down the flues made moan.  

'Strange friend,' I said, 'here is no cause to mourn.' 

'None,' said that other, 'save the undone years,  

The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours,  

Was my life also; I went hunting wild  

After the wildest beauty in the world,  

Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,  

But mocks the steady running of the hour,  

And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here. 

For by my glee might many men have laughed, 

And of my weeping something had been left,  

Which must die now. I mean the truth untold,  

The pity of war, the pity war distilled.  

Now men will go content with what we spoiled,  

Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.  

They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress.  

None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.  

Courage was mine, and I had mystery,  

Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery:  

To miss the march of this retreating world  

Into vain citadels that are not walled. 

Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels, 
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I would go up and wash them from sweet wells 

Even 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 were. 

'I am the enemy you killed, my friend.  

I knew you in this dark: for so you frowned 

Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed. 

I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.  

Let us sleep now . . .'  

 

Wilfred Owen, 1918 

 

 

 

Futility 

Move him into the sun- 

Gently its touch awoke him once, 

At home, whispering of fields unsown. 

Always it woke him, even in France, 

Until this morning and this snow. 

If anything might rouse him now 

The kind old sun will know. 

Think how it wakes the seeds- 

Woke once the clays of a cold star. 

Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides 

Full-nerved, still warm, too hard to stir? 

Was it for this the clay grew tall? 

– O what made fatuous sunbeams toil 

To break earth's sleep at all? 

  Wilfred Owen, 1918 
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The Parable of the Old Man and the Young 

So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went, 

And took the fire with him, and a knife. 

And as they sojourned both of them together, 

Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father, 

Behold the preparations, fire and iron, 

But where the lamb for this burnt offering? 

Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps, 

And builded parapets and trenches there, 

And stretched forth the knife to slay his son. 

When lo! an angel called him out of heaven, 

Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad, 

Neither do anything to him. Behold, 

A ram, caught in the thicket by its horns; 

Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him. 

But the old man would not so, but slew his son, 

And half the seed of Europe, one by one. 

Wilfred Owen, 1918 

 

 

 

 

 

from Hugh Selwyn Mauberly 

 

These fought, in any case, 

and some believing,  

pro domo, in any case ... 

  

Some quick to arm, 

some for adventure, 

some from fear of weakness, 

some from fear of censure, 

some for love of slaughter, in imagination, 

learning later ... 

  



Picton 2017 Never Such Innocence Again Voices 2A:12 
  

 

  
 

 

 

some in fear, learning love of slaughter; 

Died some pro patria,  

non “dulce” non “et decor” ...  

  

walked eye-deep in hell 

believing in old men’s lies, then unbelieving 

came home, home to a lie, 

home to many deceits, 

home to old lies and new infamy; 

  

usury age-old and age-thick 

and liars in public places. 

  

Daring as never before, wastage as never before. 

Young blood and high blood, 

Fair cheeks, and fine bodies; 

  

fortitude as never before 

  

frankness as never before, 

disillusions as never told in the old days, 

hysterias, trench confessions, 

laughter out of dead bellies. 

 

 

There died a myriad,  

And of the best, among them,  

For an old bitch gone in the teeth,  

For a botched civilization,  

Charm, smiling at the good mouth,  

Quick eyes gone under earth’s lid,  

For two gross of broken statues,  

For a few thousand battered books. 

    Ezra Pound, 1920 
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The Silent Slain  
(for Kenneth MacLeish) 

 

We too, we too, descending once again 

The hills of our own land, we too have heard 

Far off — Ah, que ce cor a longue haleine — 

The horn of Roland in the passages of Spain, 

the first, the second blast, the failing third, 

And with the third turned back and climbed once more 

The steep road southward, and heard faint the sound 

Of swords, of horses, the disastrous war, 

And crossed the dark defile at last, and found 

At Roncevaux upon the darkening plain 

The dead against the dead and on the silent ground 

The silent slain —  

Archibald MacLeish, 1926 

 

 

Memorial Rain 
 

Ambassador Puser the ambassador 

Reminds himself in French, felicitous tongue, 

What these (young men no longer) lie here for 

In rows that once, and somewhere else, were young . . . 

All night in Brussels the wind had tugged at my door: 

I had heard the wind at my door and the trees strung 

Taut, and to me who had never been before 

In that country it was a strange wind, blowing 

Steadily, stiffening the walls, the floor, 

The roof of my room. I had not slept for knowing 

He too, dead, was a stranger in that land 

And felt beneath the earth in the wind’s flowing 

A tightening of roots and would not understand, 

Remembering lake winds in Illinois, 

That strange wind. I had felt his bones in the sand 

Listening. 

. . . Reflects that these enjoy 

Their country’s gratitude, that deep repose, 
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That peace no pain can break, no hurt destroy, 

That rest, that sleep . . . 

At Ghent the wind rose. 

There was a smell of rain and a heavy drag 

Of wind in the hedges but not as the wind blows 

Over fresh water when the waves lag 

Foaming and the willows huddle and it will rain: 

I felt him waiting. 

. . . Indicates the flag 

Which (may he say) enisles in Flanders plain 

This little field these happy, happy dead 

Have made America . . . 

In the ripe grain 

The wind coiled glistening, darted, fled, 

Dragging its heavy body: at Waereghem 

The wind coiled in the grass above his head: 

Waiting—listening . . . 

. . . Dedicates to them 

This earth their bones have hallowed, this last gift 

A grateful country . . . 

Under the dry grass stem 

The words are blurred, are thickened, the words sift 

Confused by the rasp of the wind, by the thin grating 

Of ants under the grass, the minute shift 

And tumble of dusty sand separating 

From dusty sand. The roots of the grass strain, 

Tighten, the earth is rigid, waits—he is waiting— 

And suddenly, and all at once, the rain! 

The living scatter, they run into houses, the wind 

Is trampled under the rain, shakes free, is again 

Trampled. The rain gathers, running in thinned 

Spurts of water that ravel in the dry sand  

Seeping in the sand under the grass roots, seeping 

Between cracked boards to the bones of a clenched hand: 

The earth relaxes, loosens; he is sleeping, 

He rests, he is quiet, he sleeps in a strange land.  

Archibald MacLeish, 1926 
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To One Who Was With Me in the War 

It was too long ago—that Company which we served with . . . 

We call it back in visual fragments, you and I, 

Who seem, ourselves, like relics casually preserved, with 

Our mindfulness of old bombardments when the sky 

With blundering din blinked cavernous. 

Yet a sense of power 

Invades us when, recapturing an ungodly hour 

Of ante-zero crisis, in one thought we’ve met 

To stand in some redoubt of Time,—to share again 

All but the actual wetness of the flare-lit rain, 

All but the living presences who haunt us yet 

With gloom-patrolling eyes. 

Remembering, we forget 

Much that was monstrous, much that clogged our souls with clay 

When hours were guides who led us by the longest way— 

And when the worst had been endured could still disclose 

Another worst to thwart us . . . 

We forget our fear . . . 

And, while the uncouth Event begins to lour less near, 

Discern the mad magnificence whose storm-light throws 

Wild shadows on these after-thoughts that send your brain 

Back beyond Peace, exploring sunken ruinous roads. 

Your brain, with files of flitting forms, hump-backed with loads, 

On its own helmet hears the tinkling drops of rain,— 

Follows to an end some night-relief, and strangely sees 

The quiet no-man’s-land of day-break, jagg’d with trees 

That loom like giant Germans . . . 

I’ll go with you, then, 

Since you must play this game of ghosts. At listening-posts 

We’ll peer across dim craters; joke with jaded men 

Whose names we’ve long forgotten. (Stoop low here; it’s the place 

The sniper enfilades.) Round the next bay you’ll meet 

A drenched platoon-commander; chilled, he drums his feet 

On squelching duck-boards; winds his wrist-watch; turns his head, 
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And shows you how you looked,—your ten-years-vanished face 

Hoping the War will end next week . . . 

What’s that you said? 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1926 

 
 

On Passing the New Menin Gate 
 

Who will remember, passing through this Gate, 

The unheroic Dead who fed the guns? 

Who shall absolve the foulness of their fate, - 

Those doomed, conscripted, unvictorious ones? 

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 

'Their name liveth for evermore' the Gateway claims. 

Was ever an immolation so belied 

As these intolerably nameless names? 

Well might the Dead who struggled in the slime 

Rise and deride this sepulchre of crime. 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1928  
 

 

 

 

The Death of Harry Patch 
 

When the next morning eventually breaks, 

a young Captain climbs onto the fire step, 

knocks ash from his pipe then drops it 

still warm into his pocket, checks his watch, 

and places the whistle back between his lips. 
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At 06.00 hours precisely he gives the signal, 

but today nothing that happens next happens 

according to plan. A very long and gentle note 

wanders away from him over the ruined ground 

and hundreds of thousands of dead who lie there 

immediately rise up, straightening their tunics 

before falling in as they used to do, shoulder 

shoulder, eyes front. They have left a space 

for the last recruit of all to join them: Harry Patch, 

one hundred and eleven years old, but this is him 

now, running quick-sharp along the duckboards. 

When he has taken his place, and the whole company 

are settled at last, their padre appears out of nowhere, 

pausing a moment in front of each and every one 

to slip a wafer of dry mud onto their tongues. 

Andrew Motion, 2010 

 


