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This booklet is not meant to be anything 

more than a guide and a possible source of 

material for material on which to base your 

Critical Anthology Coursework. 

 

You may need to find web links and articles 

relating to the poetry of the 1912-19 period.  

The focus on Georgian pastoral and its jour-

ney to the  Trench Poets of the Post-Somme 

period can be easily traced. 

 

Your teacher will work on some of these po-

ems together with any that take their fancy.  

In addition, if you come across something in 

your reading that stimulates you, share it 

with the class. And feel free to use it —

ideally there should be as wide a range of 

poems as possible being used. 

 

 



WOMEN’S POETRY 

 

Perhaps 
 
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. 
 
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 



Jessie Pope 

The Call 

Who's for the trench-- 

Are you, my laddie? 

Who'll follow French-- 

Will you, my laddie? 

Who's fretting to begin, 

Who's going out to win? 

And who wants to save his skin-- 

Do you, my laddie? 

Who's for the khaki suit-- 

Are you, my laddie? 

Who longs to charge and shoot-- 

Do you, my laddie? 

Who's keen on getting fit, 

Who means to show his grit, 

And who'd rather wait a bit-- 

Would you, my laddie? 

Who'll earn the Empire's thanks-- 

Will you, my laddie? 

Who'll swell the victor's ranks-- 

Will you, my laddie? 



WAR GIRLS: Jessie POPE 

 

There's the girl who clips your ticket for the train, 
  And the girl who speeds the lift from floor to floor, 
There's the girl who does a milk-round in the rain, 
  And the girl who calls for orders at your door. 

        Strong, sensible, and fit, 
        They're out to show their grit, 
  And tackle jobs with energy and knack. 
         No longer caged and penned up, 
         They're going to keep their end up 
  Till the khaki boys come marching back. 

 

There's the motor girl who drives a heavy van, 
  There's the butcher girl who brings your joint of 
meat, 

There's the girl who cries 'All fares, please!' like a 
man, 
  And the girl who whistles taxis up the street. 

         Beneath each uniform 
         Beats a heart that's soft and warm, 

  Though of canny mother-wit they show no lack; 
         But a solemn statement this is, 

         They've no time for love and kisses 

Till the khaki soldier boys come marching home. 



We planned to shake the world together, you and I 
 
Being young, and very wise; 
 
Now in the light of the green shaded lamp 
 
Almost I see your eyes 
 
Light with the old gay laughter; you and I 
 
Dreamed greatly of an Empire in those days, 
 
Setting our feet upon laborious ways, 
 
And all you asked of fame 
 
Was crossed swords in the Army List, 
 
My Dear, against your name. 
 
We planned a great Empire together, you and I, 
 
Bound only by the sea; 
 
Now in the quiet of a chill Winter's night 
 
Your voice comes hushed to me 
 
Full of forgotten memories: you and I 
 
Dreamed great dreams of our future in those days, 
 
Setting our feet on undiscovered ways, 
 
And all I asked of fame 
 
A scarlet cross on my breast, my Dear, 
 
For the swords by your name. 
 
 
 
We shall never shake the world together, you and I, 
 
For you gave your life away; 
 
And I think my heart was broken by the war, 
 
Since on a summer day 
 
You took the road we never spoke of: you and I 
 
Dreamed greatly of an Empire in those days; 
 
You set your feet upon the Western ways 
 
And have no need of fame- 
 
There's a scarlet cross on my breast, my Dear, 
 

And a torn cross with your name.  

MAY WEDDERBURN CANNAN: 
 

LAMPLIGHT 



SASSOON: GLORY OF WOMEN 

 

You love us when we're heroes, home on 
leave, 
Or wounded in a mentionable place. 
You worship decorations; you believe 
That chivalry redeems the war's disgrace. 
You make us shells.  You listen with delight, 
By tales of dirt and danger fondly thrilled. 
You crown our distant ardours while we fight, 
And mourn our laurelled memories when we're 
killed. 
You can't believe that British troops 'retire' 
When hell's last horror breaks them, and they 
run, 
Trampling the terrible corpses - blind with 
blood. 

  O German mother dreaming by the fire, 
  While you are knitting socks to send your son 
  His face is trodden deeper in the mud. 
 



LOSS OF FAITH 

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 a 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: Parable of the old man and the young. 



One ever hangs where shelled roads part. 

       In this war He too lost a limb, 

But His disciples hide apart; 

       And now the Soldiers bear with Him. 

Near Golgotha strolls many a priest, 

       And in their faces there is pride 

That they were flesh-marked by the Beast 

       By whom the gentle Christ's denied. 

The scribes on all the people shove 

       And brawl allegiance to the state, 

But they who love the greater love 

       Lay down their lives; they do not hate. 

 

OWEN: At a Calvary near the Ancre 



'They' 

The Bishop tells us: 'When the boys come back 

'They will not be the same; for they'll have 

fought 

'In a just cause: they lead the last attack 

'On Anti-Christ; their comrades' blood has 

bought 

'New right to breed an honourable race, 

'They have challenged Death and dared him 

face to face.' 

'We're none of us the same!' the boys reply. 

'For George lost both his legs; and Bill's stone 

blind; 

'Poor Jim's shot through the lungs and like to 

die; 

'And Bert's gone syphilitic: you'll not find 

'A chap who's served that hasn't found some 

change. 

' And the Bishop said: 'The ways of God are 

strange!' 

 

SASSOON. 



Vicarious Christ 

The Bishop of Byegumb was an old friend of our General; 

In fact he knew him out in the Soudan. 

He preached to our Brigade; and the impression that he 

made 

Was astounding; he was such a Christian man. 

He compared us to the martyrs who were burnt alive and 

strangled; 

O, it made us love the war - to hear him speak! 

“The Americans,” he said, “are coming over in large num-

bers;” 

“And the Huns are getting weaker every week.” 

The Bishop of Byegumb has preached on Victory, I am cer-

tain, 

(Though I haven’t seen it mentioned in the Press). 

But when I was his victim, how I wished I could have 

kicked him, 

For he made me love Religion less and less. 

 

SASSOON 



At the Cenotaph 

I saw the Prince of Darkness, with his Staff, 

Standing bare-headed by the Cenotaph: 

Unostentatious and respectful, there 

He stood, and offered up the following prayer. 

“Make them forget, O Lord, what this Memorial 

Means; their discredited ideas revive; 

Breed new belief that War is purgatorial 

Proof of the pride and power of being alive; 

Men’s biologic urge to readjust 

The Map of Europe, Lord of Hosts, increase; 

Lift up their hearts in large destructive lust; 

And crown their heads with blind vindictive Peace.” 

The Prince of Darkness to the Cenotaph 

Bowed. As he walked away I heard him laugh. 

 

SASSOON 

 



REALITY: post Somme 

Who are these? Why sit they here in twilight? 

Wherefore rock they, purgatorial shadows, 

Drooping tongues from jaws that slob their relish, 

Baring teeth that leer like skulls' teeth wicked? 

Stroke on stroke of pain, - but what slow panic, 

Gouged these chasms round their fretted sockets? 

Ever from their hair and through their hands' palms 

Misery swelters. Surely we have perished 

Sleeping, and walk hell; but who these hellish? 

- These are men whose minds the Dead have ravished. 

Memory fingers in their hair of murders, 

Multitudinous murders they once witnessed. 

Wading sloughs of flesh these helpless wander, 

Treading blood from lings that had loved laughter. 

Always they must see these things and hear them, 

Batter of guns and shatter of flying muscles, 

Carnage incomparable, and human squander 

Rucked too thick for these men's extrication. 

Therefore still their eyeballs shrink tormented 

Back into their brains, because on their sense 

Sunlight seems a blood-smear; night comes blood-black; 

Dawn breaks open like a wound that bleeds afresh. 

- Thus their heads wear this hilarious, hideous, 

Awful falseness of set-smiling corpses. 

- Thus their hands are plucking at each other; 

Picking at the rope-knouts of their scourging; 

Snatching after us who smote them, brother, 

Pawing us who dealt them war and madness. 

 

OWEN: MENTAL CASES 



He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark, 
And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey, 
Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park 
Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn, 
Voices of play and pleasure after day, 
Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him. 

                       *            *            * 

About this time Town used to swing so gay 
When glow-lamps budded in the light blue trees, 
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim, - 
In the old times, before he threw away his knees. 
Now he will never feel again how slim 
Girls' waists are, or how warm their subtle hands; 
All of them touch him like some queer disease. 

                       *            *            * 

There was an artist silly for his face, 
For it was younger than his youth, last year. 
Now, he is old; his back will never brace; 
He's lost his colour very far from here, 
Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry, 
And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race 
And leap of purple spurted from his thigh. 

                       *            *            * 

One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg, 
After the matches, carried shoulder-high. 
It was after football, when he'd drunk a peg, 
He thought he'd better join. - He wonders why. 
Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts, 
That's why; and may be, too, to please his Meg; 
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts 
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg; 
Smiling they wrote his lie; aged nineteen years. 
Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt, 
And Austria's, did not move him. And no fears 
Of Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts 
For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes; 
And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears; 
Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits. 
And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers. 

                       *            *            * 

Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal. 
Only a solemn man who brought him fruits 
Thanked him; and then inquired about his soul. 

                       *            *            * 

Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes, 
And do what things the rules consider wise, 
And take whatever pity they may dole. 
To-night he noticed how the women's eyes 
Passed from him to the strong men that were whole. 
How cold and late it is! Why don't they come 
And put him into bed? Why don't they come? 

DISABLED 

 

WILFRED OWEN 



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? 

 

OWEN: FUTILITY 



It seemed that out of the 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 the 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 

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..."  

STRANGE MEETING:   

WILFRED OWEN 



The Man He Killed 
 
"Had he and I but met 
 By some old ancient inn, 
 We should have sat us down to wet 
 Right many a nipperkin! 
 
"But ranged as infantry, 
 And staring face to face,  
I shot at him and he at me,  
And killed him in his place. 
 
"I shot him dead because - 
 Because he was my foe,  
Just so - my foe of course he was;  
That's clear enough; although 
 
"He thought he'd 'list perhaps,  
Off-hand like - just as I -  
Was out of work - had sold his traps - 
 No other reason why. 
 
"Yes; quaint and curious war is!  
You shoot a fellow down  
You'd treat if met where any bar is,  
Or help to half-a-crown." 
 

Thomas Hardy  



The Hero 

'Jack fell as he'd have wished,' the mother said, 

And folded up the letter that she'd read. 

'The Colonel writes so nicely.' Something broke 

In the tired voice that quivered to a choke. 

She half looked up. 'We mothers are so proud 

Of our dead soldiers.' Then her face was bowed. 

Quietly the Brother Officer went out. 

He'd 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 he'd been so brave, her glorious boy. 

He thought how 'Jack', cold-footed, useless swine, 

Had panicked down the trench that night the mine 

Went up at Wicked Corner; how he'd 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. 

Siegfried Sassoon, 1917 



PRE SOMME 

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: THE SOLDIER 



The Cricketers of Flanders 
 

The first to climb the parapet  

With the "cricket balls" in either hand;  

The first to vanish in the smoke 

 Of God-forsaken No Man's Land;  

First at the wire and soonest through,  

First at those red-mouthed hounds of hell, 

 The Maxims, and the first to fall, 

 -- They do their bit and do it well. 

With all that nicety of aim  

They learned on British cricket-fields. 

 Ah, bombing is a Briton's game!  

Shell-hole to shell-hole, trench to trench,  

"Lobbing them over" with an eye  

As true as though it were a game  

And friends were having tea close by. 

Pull down some art-offending thing  

Of carven stone, and in its stead  

Let splendid bronze commemorate  

These men, the living and the dead.  

No figure of heroic size,  

Towering skyward like a god;  

From any British bombing squad. 

His shrapnel helmet set atilt, 

 His bombing waistcoat sagging low, 

 His rifle slung across his back: 

Poised in the very act to throw.  

And let some graven legend tell  

Of those weird battles in the West  

Wherein he put old skill to use, 

 And played old games with sterner zest. 

Thus should he stand, reminding those  

In less-believing days, perchance,  

How Britain's fighting cricketers  

Helped bomb the Germans out of France.  

And other eyes than ours would see;  

And other hearts than ours would thrill;  

And others say, as we have said: 

 "A sportsman and a soldier still!" 

 

James Norman Hall  



FOR ALL WE HAVE AND ARE 
 

 

For all we have and are,  
For all our children's fate,  
Stand up and meet the war.  
The Hun is at the gate!  
Our world has passed away  
In wantonness o'erthrown.  
There is nothing left to-day  
But steel and fire and stone.  
 
Though all we knew depart,  
The old commandments stand:  
"In courage keep your heart,  
In strength lift up your hand."  
 
Once more we hear the word  
That sickened earth of old:  
"No law except the sword  
Unsheathed and uncontrolled,"  
Once more it knits mankind,  
Once more the nations go  
To meet and break and bind  
A crazed and driven foe.  
 
Comfort, content, delight --  
The ages' slow-bought gain --  
They shrivelled in a night,  
Only ourselves remain  
To face the naked days  
In silent fortitude,  
Through perils and dismays  
Renewd and re-renewed.  
 
Though all we made depart,  
The old commandments stand:  
"In patience keep your heart,  
In strength lift up your hand."  
 
No easy hopes or lies  
Shall bring us to our goal,  
But iron sacrifice  
Of body, will, and soul.  
There is but one task for all --  
For each one life to give.  
Who stands if freedom fall?  
Who dies if England live? 
 

Rudyard Kipling 



 

 

Goliath and David 

(For D.C.T., killed at Fricourt, March 1916) 

Robert Graves 
 

Once an earlier David took  

Smooth pebbles from a brook:  

Out between the lines he went  

To that one-sided tournament,  

A shepherd boy who stood out fine  

And young to fight a Philistine  

Clad all in brazen mail. He swears  

That he's killed lions, he's killed bears,  

And those that scorn the God of Zion  

Shall perish so like bear or lion.  

But . . . the historian of that fight  

Had not the heart to tell it right.  

 

Striding within javelin range  

Goliath marvels at this strange  

Goodly-faced boy so proud of strength.  

David's clear eye measures the length;  

With hand thrust back, he cramps one knee,  

Poises a moment thoughtfully,  

And hurls with a long vengeful swing.  

The pebble, humming from the sling  

Like a wild bee, flies a sure line  

For the forehead of the Philistine;  

Then . . . but there comes a brazen clink.  

And quicker than a man can think  

Goliath's shield parries each cast.  

Clang! clang! and clang! was David's last.  

Scorn blazes in the Giant's eye,  

Towering unhurt six cubit's high.  

Says foolish David, 'Damn your shield!  

And damn my sling! but I'll not yield.'  

 

He takes his staff of Mamre oak,  

A knotted shepherd-staff that's broke  

The skull of many a wolf and fox  

Come filching lambs from Jesse's flocks.  

Loud laughs Goliath, and that laugh  

Can scatter chariots like blown chaff  

To rout: but David, calm and brave,  

Holds his ground, for God will save.  

Steel crosses wood, a flash, and oh!  

Shame for Beauty's overthrow!  

(God's eyes are dim, His ears are shut.)  

One cruel backhand sabre cut --  

'I'm hit! I'm killed!' young David cries,  

Throws blindly foward, chokes . . . and dies.  

And look, spike-helmeted, grey, grim,  

Goliath straddles over him 



When you see millions of the mouthless dead 
Across your dreams in pale battalions go, 
Say not soft things as other men have said, 
That you'll remember.  For you need not so. 
Give them not praise.  For, deaf, how should 
they know 
It is not curses heaped on each gashed head? 
Nor tears.  Their blind eyes see not your tears 
flow. 
Nor honour.  It is easy to be dead. 
Say only this, 'They are dead.'  The add thereto, 
'Yet many a better one has died before.' 
Then, scanning all the o'ercrowded mass, 
should you 
Perceive one face that you loved heretofore, 
It is a spook.  None wears the face you knew. 
Great death has made all his for evermore.  

 

 

Charles Hamilton Sorley: 

When you see millions of the mouthless dead. 



AUTHORITY/

RESPONSIBILITY 

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. 

 

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, 

         5 

  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. 

 

SASSOON 

  10 



  

The long war had ended. 
Its miseries had grown faded. 
Deaf men became difficult to talk to, 
Heroes became bores. 
Those alchemists 
Who had converted blood into gold 
Had grown elderly. 
But they held a meeting, 
Saying, 
"We think perhaps we ought 
To put up tombs 
Or erect altars 
To those brave lads 
Who were so willingly burnt, 
Or blinded, 
Or maimed. 
Who lost all likeness to a living thing, 
Or were blown to bleeding patches of flesh 
For our sakes. 
It would look well. 
Or we might even educate the children.'' 
But the richest of these wizards 
Coughed gently; 

And he said: 
"I have always been to the front 
- In private enterprise-, 
I yield in public spirit 
To no man. 
I think yours is a very good idea 
-A capital idea- 
And not too costly . . . 
But it seems to me 
That the cause for which we fought 
Is again endangered. 
What more fitting memorial for the fallen 
Than that their children 
Should fall for the same cause?'' 
Rushing eagerly into the street, 
The kindly old gentlemen cried 
To the young: 
"Will you sacrifice 
Through your lethargy 
What your fathers died to gain? 
The world must be made safe for the young!" 
And the children 
Went . . . 

OSBERT SITWELL 

 

THE NEXT WAR 


