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Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Ifuock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares(z) we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest(S) began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limfd on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf e!'en to the hoots(+)
Of tired, outstripped(S) Five-Nines(6) that dropped hhind.
Gas!(Z) Gas! Quick, boys! - An ecstary of fumbling,
Fitting the clumry hehnets(S) just in time;
But someone still rryas yelling out and stumbling,
And flound'ring like a rnan in fire or lime(g) . . .

Dim, through the misty panes(ro) and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
In all my dreams, beforc my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering,(u) 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 hangng face, like a devil's sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come S:irglins from the froth-comrptd lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud(rz)
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest($)
To children andent(t+) for some desperate glory,
The old Lie; Dulce et Drcorum est
Pro patria mori.(r5)

V{ilfred Owen



WASTE BY \lroodbine Willie

Wase ofmuscle. waste ofbrain,
V/aste ofPafience, waste ofpain,

Waste ofmaohoo4 waste ofhealth,
Waste ofBeauty, waste ofwealtll

Waste of Bloo4 waste oftears,
Waete ofyou&r's most precious years,

Waste ofways the Saina have so4
Waste of Go4 wasteofGod,- WAR!

Geofrey Antekel Studdert Kennedy, knoum as 'Wodbine Willie' - the soldiers friend

He was an Anglican priest and poet who won aMilibryCross for bravery as a Padle Inlhehenches -
under fire in one of the bloodiest b*tles he run in to no-mans land to help tho wounded- The nmo
'Woodbine Willie' grew from his work m troop trains when he'd had out Bibles and cigareses. He
was achain smokerhimself. Hetained as an ordinandatRipm ClerglCollege, ffiieft amalgameted

with Ripon College, Cuddesdon in 1973

BINION, I.*r r r r.rrr lijs

Fw tfte lrattcn*Tr.rfud rhnnrrsgidng, * r'other for *er *rr*".rysfn: flrrrft,,,,Fallen is the €usc of tlrJli*.
$olemn the dnrms th$II: Deatrr august and roy*lSirg* qgrrow 

"p 
i"t, #J_in r-i;h-#_:rn&" ir- il;i;.i" fi" ## of desolationfud a groqy ta"i rri"-i6t our rear*.

They went with songs to t&r batrre, they werc
**ffi?h} true of eve, steady and agrow.They \rcrc tt"hd to-'dt-ili*#ffi; odds ur-
rh-fiStfrfu their faccs ro the foe.*TrP grcw not old, as ne that sre Ieft g,orv
Ag shall not wee
At th,fe ,#'_fff,HHlm.

Theyqingle nff with their l*qghios mmradesa$llll
Thev sit no mor= at famitiar tabrsit home;$lxf-U t$:i,hu,

F$[*ffi:g" desires are and our h?fo prcfouad__**mmiffiffi#mffi*
At the shr$ are &nows to &e Night;
&s the stars thst rhall b

x#
r- #Sid, b the md, r&ey eatr

RUPERT BROOKE

Tt e goldiar r_.;*

IT,i::r3t-;f:&Hffi;nerdThat is for 
Ter E el*j. There s&ail bera that rich earth-a ii*a*, a*t ilt**rra,A dust w[oq 

Togr.od borq $;J;**eu awarqGare, axce, aer gorryffs 
!q louu, {.i *r;* to rua,A body of England'c, brew.*'J rr.". ;,;; ;*fri::l-$X;_

And think, *ful il;r;&*ilrnoi*_*r,
A pulse ia tte eternal;;;;;*r,

Hry -[ffX*X k" 
oi*.*oo;tts.bF Eusraad sr.oi

*ry a"*n,* r*arni 
"ffi#ffi ;#:#Ia &srt ar peace, ooa_i * *rrnO hcayes.
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b
I ct*r= r"rir \ve alu,. si( J-{ c-,tidt'5 ,'(<-rtg, And a '6avdnly watring can.

'E were a gard'ner in civil lifu,

'E loved 'is allotment land,
'E were allus potterin' round 'is bit,

My Gawd - [gt it did $mell grand.
'-E 'ad rhubarb, cabhage and radishes
Fit for a prize at the $hows,

Pansies and daisies and mignonette
And that great big summer rose.

Many a Sunday I've sat wiv 'im,

And'ad a good pull at my pip+-
My Gawd, hern days! lfs a bloody war-
ltlffrere'ave I put my wipe?
Aye, there we'd sit and we'd chew fre rag
And 'ark to the Church bells ring,
'Twere Sunday there - wiv the Spring in the air,

And Peace over, everything.
Blyme, I wants no 'eaven but that
ln the land o'the Kingdom come,

A pal and a pipe and a garden there
Ugh! damn it, I've'it my thumb.
There I've finished 'is blt of a cross,

Ifs a rough-looking ararkuyard thing,'

Fut ifs all I can do wifr this wsod, old lad -
Just'ark 'oyr them Church bells ring.
I can 'ear'em soundin' across the sea
From fte land wlrere'is garden gro$.s,

I can see the green ov Srem cabbages
And smell the smell ov that rose.

Gawd knows as I ain't no prayin' man,
But ljust puts up tris prayen

lf ye're stuck fur a job whafll suit otrd Jim,
Lord, give'im a garden to gg

And then when it come$ my tum to go,

Just put me along of im.

I know as I ain't fit for'eaven
But gimme a job wiv Jim
ln a garden just outside the gates,

tMrere the 'eavenly roses smells

And blokes wfralain't quite ftt tui;eaven,
Can 'arl( to the 'eevenly bells

WIISAID OWEN

ca$h,

^ Or} t[e settering dE€t',ipna i"f*
$a FtEr out tf,eirtstr orar&* 

'

$o mm&eri.s for tlcm ril;*-* or bells,

*ITany roie ofnoumd;; rL. cLoirq_-r'[e su"ilL demennd choin or*.r:l"g *L-rb;
And bogl* cnrrhg for tlu d-oa *ires.

TFiat 
-Eaf be teH ro spd &ca rIIi

Not iB ee haadr d boyr, Uot l" &eir cf€
SIaII Sinc thc toly-glinner$ ofgood-lycu
,rl-3-"** of gfur bffiPt shall-be tlilr purraer flowus the tradernes ofdreat mi**f 

--'
And c*ch shw du* s drawinFdr;of bliadT
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Into BattXe'

The naked eaffih is warm with spring,

And with green grass and bursting trees

Leans to the sun's gaze gloryitrg,
And quivers in the loving breeze:

And life is Colour and Warmth and Light,
And a striving evermore for these;

And he is dead who will not fight;
And who dies fighting has increase"

'fhe fighting man shall from the sun

Take warmth. and life fiom the glowing earth;

Speed with the light-fbot wincls to run,

And with the trees a newer hirth;
And find, when fighting shall be done,

Great rest, and fullness after dearth.

And when the burning moment breaks, '

And all things else are out of mind,
And Joy of Baffle only takes

Him b.v the throat. and makes him blind-

Through joy and blindness he shall !';n']w^
jr{ot caring much to know, that still
Nor lead nor steel shail reach hitn, so

That it be not the Destined Will.

The thundering line of battle stands,

AnC in the air death rrroans and sings.

But lla)' shall e lasp him r,vith strong hands,

And Night shall fold hirn ir: soft w'ings.

,&fte rs$nth

Have you forgotten Y*t? ..

For the urorld's events hav* rumbled *n since those gagg*d days,

Like traffic checked whils at the crossing of ctty-ways.

And the haunted gap in your mind has {illed with thor-rglris that flow

Like clouds in the lit heaven of lif*: and ysu're a man repri*ved to 5o,
Taking your peaceful share of Time, with joy to $pare.

But the past is ji-rst the san:*--and War's a bloody gam*..
Have you forgotten yet?...
Lo*k ciown, and swear by the slain of the War that you'll n*v*r forget

Do yor: remember the dark nronths yorj held the sector at Marr':etr--

The nights you watched and wired and duE and piled sandb*gs on parapets?



il* yr;u r*n"]*fi:b*r th* r*ts, fir:eJ th* st*nr:h
*f *cri)$*s rr:ttinS ir"i frr:nt r:f tit* fr*nt-lin* ir*n*h--
Anei dmv;n csfirinS, Ciriy-lvhit*, ftriC nhill with n h*p*i*ss retit"r?

D* y*u *v*r $t#p #nei ask,'ls it xli S*ing t* hr:pp*r: fiS*in?'

tn y*u r*ffi*n"]h*r thmt i:nur *f *ir: b*fur* th* attn*k--
AnrJ ti:e ffinS*r, th* hlinS c*ryrpes$i*n ti'r*t s*ix*ri *nii *i'"1**n y*Lr th*t:
As y*r"; p*sr"** nt th* cl**n'i*d mr':C hnggmrd tn**s *f y*tJr itl*t:?
il* y*u rsilt*uxh*r th* str*tch*r*sfrs*s lr:r*hing hm*k

With dying *y*$ anel !*llifi$ hemds--th*s* ash*n-Sr*y
fu4msks *f thm tr*Ss wh* *n*s wsis k**n anrj kind and Sffy?

Hav* y*u f*rg*tt*r"r y*t?,..
Lo*k up, find sw*sr by th* $rssn *f th* sg:r"ing thnt yut.i'il n{}vt}r fi:rgrtt.

$lsgfriwui Ssss*.\st'"t

Before Action"

By all the glories of the duy

And the cool evening's benison

By that last sunset {ouch that lay

tJpon the hills when day was done,

By beauty lavishly outpoured

And blessings carelessly received,

By altr the days that I l"rave lived

Make me a soldier, O Lord.

By all of all man's hopes and f,ears

And all the wonders poets sing,

The laughter of Llnclor"rded years,

And every sad and lovely thing;

By the rornantic ages stored

With high endeavollr that was his,

By all his rnad catastrophes

Make lre a man, O Lord.
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I, that on my familiar hill

Saw with uncomprehending eyes

A hundred of thy sunsets spill

Their fiesh and sanguine sacrifice,

Ere the sun swings his noonday sword

Must say good-bye to all of this; -

By all delights that I shall miss,

Help me to die, O Lord

W" Iti. Hodgson

A.P. Herbert poem:

The General inspecting the trenches

Exclaimed with a horrified shout

'l refuse to command a division
Which leaves its excreta about.'

But nobod) took an,v notice
No one vvas prepared to refutE,

That the presence of shit was congenial
Compared to the presence cf Shute"

And certain re spollsible critics
Made hastc to reply to his worcls

Obssrving that his staff advisors

Consisted entirely of turds"

For shit may be shot at odci corners

And paper supplied there to st-tit.,

Br"rt a shit would be shot without moLlrners

If somebodv shot that shit Shute.



'u'VB'C fcuinri an *l* H**h* Cug-i:t"il, *t:cl i:* i<iJ$'#,

Ancl Sfivs us h*il, f*r si"t*ii *n ti";:nti* sh*il
l-'tnr"rlr::*r*d *n i*p. hr-;t rr*Vsr" e!ilit* hurst thr*rrgh
,Qnin. Siitt*rin# d*wfl in wmte rfaaiis *f siinr*
Kept sliish v,rfirtt hi{}h, t*-tt l-isiri* h*i"ti" hy h*ur,
th*kecJ up th* st*ps t** tnick ,,vitir *lny t* i:iii"r:i:
Vdhml r"rrurk *f mir"rcru:*:ir"r** stank cliJ, finC s*i.rr

With fum*s *f uvi"iixx-h;ings, ':nij ti:* sllsl; ci rTisil

Wh*'d iir,*ci ther-* ys&rs, *neJ !*fl tn*ii"*itr-s* in ti:* ri*r:,
lf nct thmir *orps*s
Tn*r* w* h*r*mcJ fr*rr: th* hinsi
*f urhiex-hmnSi;;, bL.tt cne f*unqi sLlr rJ**r -tt iilsi
Suff*trnS syss nn# L:re*tt"r , sillrff iniJ tir$ Ctlrr{i!tts
And thr'lcl! fiirffip! thuei! d*rnr: tl"r* st*ep st*ps csftls titttrTrtiils
And splnshing in the f!**ei, deluging illLick --
The sentry's i:*dy; th*n his rifi*. hmndles

Cf olti Sc*r:* h*rv:bs, ar.rd rv:ud in ruck cri rlri:K
We elr*dil*d hin: up" f*r killerl, until i:e ltrhin*tl
"* sir, ry:y *y*s -* I'tv: blind ** I'm hltr.trl, I'n"r biir:dl"
**mxing, t hel* a flam* frS&inst his lids
,r\nd said if h* ssulC s** th* lemst blurr*d ligi:t
l-{* w*s n*t htind; itt.tit"Y}* h*'d gi*t elI right
"l f;$r'l't," h* s*hL:*ij Hyebaiis. hi:S*-hr.rlg*r* like sfit-titls

Wntcit I'r]',, iJr*eirris stiii, L:rit I f*l"t}*t hirn ii:*r*
ln p$Xttt'lo: t't*xi i*r i:iji'i' Si-:i-i -i;rir,:-jit'til lt S*,:i"ii

T* i:*g m strel*her $*ll rswl:*r*, filld fi*ullii*iii:g ;t*sLii
T* otrt*r i)*sls ttireJ*r th# si"lri*krrrg *ir

'T hr:s* *th*r wr*i*h*s, illt\,v ii:*1r *l*ii n*ri six)'-\'ui;j,

Anfi ilrl* lvl:* wuul,* l:*:u* tirriu,,i:*ci i'lir::S*if l',^t' t*;-tJ, --
{ try r:*t t* r*nrcir:l,i*i. tir*s* titini.is r:$\,\i

l-*t dr*m* herx i:m*i< f*i" *r1* wtlr"ii *niy' t':*w
rt*lf-irst*ilifi!i t* thmt s*ntry's ix*f;il$ itnij ii;txl.:s
An* th* lviiil r:hi*tt*r'ir:i; rrf his *il{}lr"*n i**ih,
ilt * r: *ruu'*ti r:t *s I h * rri s I y w i": t' n sv$i] r ilrll rTj f)s
ilul'l'trr*il*r1 tii* r-**f mr:rJ slr;*S$s* ih* *ir *sr:*a:ii: --
j"hr"cugh th* iJ*r:s* dit'i, I smy, w* l"t*,"sriJ hirr sil*itt
"l sss y*tir" Iightslu' *tit rll;rS hmri i*ng *i*cj *Lii
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Th* efisursn * th* *firtlr ni:s*i\r*s *ilf- *y*s
Till b**uty shin*s in &ii thnt w* csn $s*
Wnr is *r-ir" sil*Lxril*; y*t i,ryi*f" hn* r:":r:$* Li$ wis'*.

Anrj, iishtir:S fcrr fi*r fr*e,Jf,ili w* ffirs fr**

H*rr*r ,:f woLir:ds &n{J finS*r fri ins fo*',

AneJ i*ss *t thtnss d*sir*#; mll th*s* nrust pss$.

W* ars th* hnppy lngi*ri, f*r we kn*w
Tinie's hut it E*ld*n u'trln* thnt shnl';*s th* Sras$.

Th*rs was mn h*ur wh*il ws \n/*r* t*lh t* p*rt
Fr*ryr lif* w* l*ng** tm shar* n* l*ss tn-tn *ther$

N*w, h*ving *lnirned this h*rrtegs *f h*art,

Whet n*erj uJs m#r*, niy Csmr*des mnd my hr*th*r"s?

$ i r$ g fr I s lS $ *t $..$ {--\{*.o $l

Siegfried Sassoonl
Trench

i knew a simple'"soldier boy
\l/ho grinned at life in empty loY,
Siept soundly through the lonesome dark,
And whistled early with the lark"

In winter trenches, cowed and glum,
With crumps and iice and lack af rurn,
He put a br.:llet through his brain"
Na one spoke of him again.

You smug-faced crowds with kincl!ing eye
lVho cheer when soldier lads mareh by,
Sneak horne and Bray you'll nevcr knoui
The hell where ycuth and laughter Eo,

Suicide
es

in the



Alan Seeger. 1888-1 916

I r{,qvE a rendezvous r,vith Death

At some disputecl barricade,
When Spring comes back with rustling shade

And apple-blossoms fil1 the air-
I have a rendezvolrs with Death

When Spring brings back blue days and fair.

It may be he shall take nly hand

And lead me into his dark land

And close my eyes and qllench m,r' breath-
It may be I shall pass him still.
I trave a rendezvous with Death

On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When Spring comes round again this year

And the first meador,v-flowers appear"

God knows 'tw-ere better to be deep

Pillorver{ in silk and scented dor,vn,

Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,

Pulse nigh to pulse, and bi"eath to breath,

Where hushed alvaliening*s are de ar"..

But I've a rendezvous r,vith Death
At midnight in some flaming tou,n,
When Sipring trips ll$rth again this year.

And I to m)' plec{ged rl'ord ant trtle -

I shall nr:t lail tirat rendezvous,

!{}

l5

20

ffi
ffi

ffi

r'.r li::. . ;,

1 ),ri;; -:,t:l

,:'j:ii.i:r:., -

fr:.jr:.r:::i: :

:,:"'.r:.'

:_; a::;:;..),,:.

,irii'!.,ii

r; r , l ,:. 'ii-' .a.,. i

.: iii;:..,: 
:. 

r:. . r':

.1.,,.:_....

ffi



Foets' Corner - Poems of ltobert Hrnest Vernede

$lr,:il\lilNiiii\
,iiiiis'.''.'$l!i r,f-r .{-1 -q ;{ ,ri ,r
t\:. $i i {i,{, o }*tg. :"*
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:SlrillliSS\\i$r-

WgAT shall I bring to you, wife of mine?

When I colne bach fi'om the warl)

A ribbon your"dear brorvn hair to tr'vine?

A shawl froin a Berliri store'?

Sa),. should I choose you solne Prussian hack

When the Lihlans we overr'vheim?

Shall I Lrring ,vou a Potsdam goblet back

And the crest from a Prince's helm?

L,ittle 'iou'd care what I laid at your feet.

ftibbon or crest or shaw i*-

What if I hring ,r-oLl nothing. s\\ eet,

Nor maybe come home at all?

Ah. but you'll k10\!-, Brave Heart, yott'll know
'l-wo things {'ll have kePt to seno:

Mine honour for which yotr bade me go

And mY love--my love to the end'

Robert Ernest Yerndde
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