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#2: “War is Kind” – Stephen Crane





Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind. 


Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky 


And the affrighted steed ran on alone, 


Do not weep. 


War is kind. 





Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment, 


Little souls who thirst for fight, 


These men were born to drill and die. 


The unexplained glory flies above them, 


Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom 


A field where a thousand corpses lie. 


Do not weep, babe, for war is kind. 





Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches, 


Raged at his breast, gulped and died, 


Do not weep. 


War is kind. 





Swift blazing flag of the regiment, 


Eagle with crest of red and gold, 


These men were born to drill and die. 


Point for them the virtue of slaughter, 


Make plain to them the excellence of killing 


And a field where a thousand corpses lie. 


Mother whose heart hung humble as a button 


On the bright splendid shroud of your son, 


Do not weep. 


War is kind. 


------------------------------------------------------


Steed = horse


Regiment = soldier group (formation)


Shroud = burial cloth











#1: “Aftermath” by Siegfried Sassoon





Have you forgotten yet?...�For the world’s events have rumbled on since those gagged days,�Like traffic checked while at the crossing of city-ways:�And the haunted gap in your mind has filled with thoughts that flow�Like clouds in the lit heaven of life; and you’re a man reprieved to go,�Taking your peaceful share of Time, with joy to spare.��But the past is just the same-and War’s a bloody game...�Have you forgotten yet?...�Look down, and swear by the slain of the War that you’ll never forget.��Do you remember the dark months you held the sector at Mametz-�The nights you watched and wired and dug and piled sandbags on parapets?�Do you remember the rats; and the stench�Of corpses rotting in front of the front-line trench-�And dawn coming, dirty-white, and chill with a hopeless rain?�Do you ever stop and ask, ‘Is it all going to happen again?’��Do you remember that hour of din before the attack-�And the anger, the blind compassion that seized and shook you then�As you peered at the doomed and haggard faces of your men?�Do you remember the stretcher-cases lurching back�With dying eyes and lolling heads-those ashen-grey�Masks of the lads who once were keen and kind and gay?��Have you forgotten yet?...�Look up, and swear by the green of the spring that you’ll never forget.


---------------------------------------------------------------------


Mametz = WWI battle site in France


Parapet = wall-like barrier





#3: “DULCE ET DECORUM EST”�by Wilfred Owen


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 . . .�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.


---------------------------------------------------------------- Dulce et decorum est Pro patria mori. = It is sweet and dignified to die for one’s country


Five-Nines = 5.9 caliber explosive shells








#4: “Speaking: The Hero” 


by Felix Pollak





I did not want to go.�They inducted me.





I did not want to die.�They called me yellow. 





I tried to run away.�They courtmartialed me.





I did not shoot.�They said I had no guts.





I cried in pain.�They carried me to safety.





In safety I died.�They blew taps over me.





They crossed out my name�And buried me under a cross.





They made a speech in my home town.�I was unable to call them liars.





They said I gave my life.�I had struggled to keep it.





They said I set an example�I had tried to run.





They said they were proud of me.�I had been ashamed of them.





They said my mother should be proud.�My mother cried.





I wanted to live.�They called me a coward.





I died a coward.�They called me a hero.





#5: “Harry Williams”


by Edgar Lee Masters





I was just turned twenty-one,�And Henry Phipps, the Sunday-school superintendent, �Made a speech in Bindle's Opera House.�"The honor of the flag must by upheld," he said,�"Whether it be assailed by a barbarous tribe of Tagalogs�Or the greatest power in Europe."�And we cheered and cheered the speech and the flag he waved�As he spoke.�And I went to the war in spite of my father,�And followed the flag till I saw it raised�By our camp in a rice field near Manila,�And all of us cheered and cheered it.�But there were flies and poisonous things;�And there was deadly water,�And the cruel heat,�And the sickening, putrid food;�And the smell of the trench just back of the tents�Where the soldiers went to empty themselves;�And there were the whores who followed us, full of syphilis;�And beastly acts between ourselves or alone, �With bullying, hatred, degredation among us,�And days of loathing and nights of fear�To the hour of the charge through the steaming swamp, �Following the flag,�Till I fell with a scream, shot through the guts.�Now there's a flag over me in Spoon River!�A flag! A flag! 





-----------------------------------------------------





Tagalogs = a foreign people


Manila = city in Philippines


Spoon River = river in Illinois, USA





#6: “The Box” by Lascelles Abercrombie





Once upon a time, in the land of Hush-A-Bye, �Around about the wondrous days of yore, �They came across a kind of box �Bound up with chains and locked with locks �And labeled "Kindly do not touch; it's war." �A decree was issued round about, and all with a flourish and a shout �And a gaily colored mascot tripping lightly on before. �Don't fiddle with this deadly box, Or break the chains, or pick the locks. �And please don't ever play about with war. �The children understood. Children happen to be good �And they were just as good around the time of yore. �They didn't try to pick the locks Or break into that deadly box. �They never tried to play about with war. �Mommies didn't either; sisters, aunts, grannies neither �'Cause they were quiet, and sweet, and pretty �In those wondrous days of yore. �Well, very much the same as now, �And not the ones to blame somehow �For opening up that deadly box of war. �But someone did. Someone battered in the lid �And spilled the insides out across the floor. �A kind of bouncy, bumpy ball made up of guns and flags �And all the tears, and horror, and death that comes with war. �It bounced right out and went bashing all about, �Bumping into everything in store. And what was sad and most unfair �Was that it didn't really seem to care �Much who it bumped, or why, or what, or for. �It bumped the children mainly. And I'll tell you this quite plainly, �It bumps them every day and more, and more, �And leaves them dead, and burned, and dying �Thousands of them sick and crying. �'Cause when it bumps, it's really very sore. �Now there's a way to stop the ball. It isn't difficult at all. �All it takes is wisdom, and I'm absolutely sure �That we can get it back into the box, And bind the chains, and lock the locks. �But no one seems to want to save the children anymore. �Well, that's the way it all appears, 'cause it's been bouncing round �for years and years �In spite of all the wisdom wizzed since those wondrous days of yore �And the time they came across the box, �Bound up with chains and locked with locks, �And labeled "Kindly do not touch; it's war." 











