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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. 

Coming up soon:
Lit Unit 1 Section B exam: Unseen poem.
Lang Unit 4 Exam: Using Spoken Language
A visual presentation oral presentation of an 
interpretation of poetry (at least two poems)

Looking forward:
Lit Unit 3 CA: Shakespeare and poetry linked texts.

Did you know:
Despite the tremendous impact of his poetry, Brooke
never saw action in the war – he died on the way to 
Gallipoli of blood poisoning.



Wilfred Owen (1893 - 1918)
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.

A word about Latin

DULCE ET DECORUM EST - 
are the first words of a Latin saying
(taken from an ode by Horace). The
words were widely understood and
often quoted at the start of the First
World War. They mean "It is sweet
and right." The full saying ends the
poem: Dulce et decorum est pro 
patria mori - it is sweet and right to
die for your country. In other words,
it is a wonderful and great honour to
fight and die for your country  

Make a note of any words you
donʼt understand and their
meaning:



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 ʼem dead,
And weʼre cursing his staff for incompetent swine.
"Heʼs 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.

by Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967)

Siegfried Loraine Sassoon was an English poet, author and soldier. He became known as one of the leading
poets of the First World War. His poetry both described the horrors of the trenches and satirised the patriotic 
pretensions of those who, in Sassoon's view, were responsible for the pointless death of millions. In 1916 he was
awarded the Military Cross for bravery. In April 1917 he sent an anti-war statement to his Commanding Officer
which was read out on the House of Commons. To avoid unwanted publicity, Sassoon was declared shell-
shocked and sent to the Craiglockhart War Hospital in Edinburgh where he met Wilfred Owen to whom he gave
much encouragement. Sassoon eventually returned to the front line in July 1918 before finally retiring from the
army. He continued to be the voice of the anti-war faction.

The Hero 
ʻJack fell as heʼd have wished,ʼ the Mother said,
And folded up the letter that sheʼd read.
ʻThe Colonel writes so nicely.ʼ Something broke
In the tired voice that quavered to a choke.
She half looked up. ʻWe mothers are so proud
Of our dead soldiers.ʼ Then her face was bowed.

Quietly the Brother Officer went out.
Heʼd told the poor old dear some gallant lies
That she would nourish all her days, no doubt.
For while he coughed and mumbled, her weak eyes
Had shone with gentle triumph, brimmed with joy,
Because heʼd been so brave, her glorious boy.

He thought how ʻJackʼ, cold-footed, useless swine,
Had panicked down the trench that night the mine
Went up at Wicked Corner; how heʼd tried
To get sent home, and how, at last, he died,
Blown to small bits. And no one seemed to care
Except that lonely woman with white hair. 



Keith Douglas
(January 24, 1920 - June 9, 1944), 

Douglas described his poetic style as 
'extrospective'; that is, he focused on 
external impressions rather than inner
emotions. His best poetry is generally
considered to rank alongside the 
twentieth-century's finest soldier-poetry.

Captain Douglas took part in the D-Day
invasion of Normandy on 6 June 1944.
He was killed by enemy mortar fire on 9
June while the Regiment was advancing
from Bayeux. The chaplain buried him
by a hedge near where he died. His 
remains now lie in the Tilly-sur-Seulles
War Cemetery.

Vergissmeinnicht 
(forget me not)

Three weeks gone and the combatants gone
returning over the nightmare ground
we found the place again, and found
the soldier sprawling in the sun.

The frowning barrel of his gun
overshadowing. As we came on
that day, he hit my tank with one
like the entry of a demon.

Look. Here in the gunpit spoil
the dishonoured picture of his girl
who has put: Steffi. Vergissmeinnicht.
in a copybook gothic script.

We see him almost with content,
abased, and seeming to have paid
and mocked at by his own equipment
that's hard and good when he's decayed.

But she would weep to see today
how on his skin the swart flies move;
the dust upon the paper eye
and the burst stomach like a cave.

For here the lover and killer are mingled
who had one body and one heart.
And death who had the soldier singled
has done the lover mortal hurt. 

How does this poem make you feel?
Who is the soldier? 
What happened three weeks ago?
Identify some of the vivid imagery in
this poem. What effect does it have?



THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
Here lies a man, a hero to me now 
Yet in my eyes still no more than a boy; 
No wrinkle on his ever youthful brow 
His dreams still filled with life and hope and joy. 
Thrust into conflict by the men of hate 
Those nameless, faceless architects of war 
Whose orders led him to his final fate 
The flame of youth extinguished evermore. 
But hate can never motivate a man 
To sacrifice his own life for a friend; 
True heroes ever since mankind began 
Have upheld higher virtues to the end. 

So when the roll is called somewhere above 
Let it be said that this man died for love. 

Lachlan Irvine - Vietnam Veteran

Vietnam War
1961- 1975 
Total civilian dead: 2,750,000 – 3,050,000

SOLDIER'S ROLE
The sun burns down with scorching breath
As trudging men seek out their death
Which lies ahead.  In single file
They hump the jungle, mile on mile
In halting, cautious tread.
The fuzz-cheeked leader up ahead
Guides them on.

The heavy packs
Rub and chafe their aching backs
The wet boots suck from clinging mud
And rub great blisters full of blood
On swollen feet.  The thrill is gone!
THERE IS NO GLORY IN A PAWN!

Curt Bennett - American pilot and 
Vietnam Veteran

AMERICAN DREAMS
June 1967 - War Zone C – South
Vietnam

My mind bleeds
With emotions
That as I child,
I never thought
And only dreamt
In movies.
There are no more dreams
Of John Wayne
Leading the charge
Up some glory hill
For the movie cameras.
No flag raising
Photo opportunities
For those who
Have lost both arms
And legs
and
No medals
That could possibly restore
My faith,
Let alone my soul,
To that Star Spangled fever
Of my youth.
For me
There will never be
Another American Dream.
Not when I have lived
The American Nightmare!

Bill McDonald - Vietnam Veteran

Think about:
• Form
• Structure
• Rhyme
• Rhythm
• Punctuation
• Imagery
• Themes
• Language

Ask yourself.... why?



And finally...
Consider the tone of all of the poems in this booklet, what
changes do you notice? 
What themes do they share?
What differences are there between them in, for 
example language, imagery and effect?
What is each poet saying about war?
Have our attitudes to war changed?

Womenʼs war poetry
A Wartime Education 
by U A Fanthorpe
Lessons with Mam'zelle were difficult.
Le général would crop up in the middle of
The most innocent Daudet. Tears for la France,
La belle France embarrassed our recitation
Of nouns with tricky plurals: hibou, chou, hélas, bijou.

A father in uniform conferred status. Mine,
Camping it up with the Home Guard in Kent
On summer nights, too human for heroics.

Bananas and oranges, fruit of triumphant
Decimated convoys, were amazements
Of colour and light, too beautiful to eat.
(In any case, eating three bananas
Straight off, one after the other,
Was certain death. We all knew that.)

Struggling though adolescence, trying
To accommodate Macbeth, parents, God,
Teachers of mathematics, it was hard
To sustain plain hatred for the Hun,

Known only as nightly whines, searchlights, thuds, bomb-sites.
Might he not, like Aeneas, have reasons
(Insufficient, but understandable) for what he did?
I found it hard to remember which side

I was on, argued endlessly at home,
Once, rashly, in a bus, and had to be defended
By mother from a war-widow. Careless talk
Costs lives warned the posters. I had no secrets

To offer, but acquired a habit of
Permanent secrecy, never admitted
How I hated the wolf-whistling lorry-loaded
Soldiers, passing me en route to D-Day.

The Enemies
by Elizabeth Jennings

Last night they came across the river and
Entered the city. Women were awake
With lights and food. They entertained the band,
Not asking what the men had come to take
Or what strange tongue they spoke
Or why they came so suddenly through the land.

Now in the morning all the town is filled
With stories of the swift and dark invasion;
The women say that not one stranger told
A reason for his coming. The intrusion
Was not for devastation:
Peace is apparent still on hearth and field.

Yet all the city is a haunted place.
Man meeting man speaks cautiously. Old friends
Close up the candid looks upon their face.
There is no warmth in hands accepting hands;
Each ponders, 'Better hide myself in case
Those strangers have set up their homes in
minds
I used to walk in. Better draw the blinds
Even if the strangers haunt in my own house'.

This poem was written in the 1950s

'Wartime': this is the Second World War, 1939-1945. 
Ursula Fanthorpe was born in 1929.

Worth noting...

Elizabeth Jennings (20 July 1926 – 25 
October 2001) was an English poet, noted
for her clarity of style and simplicity of 
literary approach. 

Worth thinking about...
Who are the ʻinvadersʼ?
What is being said in both these poems
about the role of women in conflict?
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And it continues...
Goodbye Young Soldier

We said goodbye tonight
To a soldier whom I did not know
He did his duty well
But sadly he had to go

He did not travel this far
To leave behind family & friend
He came to do his duty.
He did not know it would be his end

His short life was just that
A soldierʼs ultimate commitment he gave
This earth deserved him longer
He went too early to his grave

He is one of many heroes
Another poor young soldier
For he is not alone
No years left in which to grow older

What comfort lies for those he left
Never again to be by their side
A gallery of happy memories
And deservedly this Nationʼs pride

So farewell young soldier
Whilst here you did just right
I hope your life was not a waste
Farewell young soldier, sleep tight.

Sgt John Norbury, Afghanistan, January 2010.


