Home Service

"At least it wasn't your fault" I hear them console
When they come back, the few that will come back.
I feel those handshakes now. "Well, on the whole
You didn't miss much. I wish I had your knack

Of stopping out. You still can call your soul

Your own, at any rate. What a priceless slack
You've had, old chap. It must have been top-hole.

How's poetry? I bet you've written a stack."

What shall I say? That it's been damnable?

That all the time my soul was never my own?
That we've slaved hard at endless make-believe?
It isn't only actual war that's hell,

I'll say. It's spending youth and hope alone

Among pretences that have ceased to deceive.

Geoffrey Faber
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To the United States of America

Brothers in blood! They who this wrong began
To wreck our commonwealth, will rue the day
When first they challenged freemen to the fray,
And with the Briton dared the American.

Now are we pledged to win the Rights of man;
Labor and Justice now shall have their way,
And in a League of Peace--God grant we may--

Transform the earth, not patch up the old plan.

Sure is our hope since he who led your nation
Spake for mankind, and ye arose in awe

Of that high call to work the world's salvation;
Clearing your minds of all estranging blindness

In the vision of Beauty and the Spirit's law,
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Freedom and Honor and sweet Loving kindness.

Robert Bridges
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To England--A Note

I watched the boys of England where they went
Through mud and water to do appointed things.
See one a stake, and one wire-netting brings,
And one comes slowly under a burden bent

Of ammunition. Though the strength be spent
They "carry on" under the shadowing wings

Of Death the ever-present. And hark, one sings
Although no joy from the grey skies be lent.

Are these the heroes--these? have kept from you
The power of primal savagery so long?

Shall break the devil's legions? These they are
Who do in silence what they might boast to do;
In the height of battle tell the world in song
How they do hate and fear the face of War.

Ivor Gurney
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The Conscript

Indifferent, flippant, earnest, but all bored,

The doctors sit in the glare of electric light
Watching the endless stream of naked white
Bodies of men for whom their hasty award

Means life or death maybe, or the living death

Of mangled limbs, blind eyes, or a darkened brain;
And the chairman, as his monocle falls again,

Pronounces each doom with easy indifferent breath.
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Then suddenly I shudder as I see

A young man stand before them wearily,

Cadaverous as one already dead;

But still they stare untroubled as he stands

With arms outstretched and drooping thorn-crowned head,

The nail-marks glowing in his feet and hands.

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson
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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 disappointed shells 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 floundering 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,
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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
"Dulce Et Decorum Est Pro patria mori" is Latin for "How sweet it is to die for one's country."
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The New Colossus

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.
"Keep ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she
With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,

I1ift my lamp beside the golden door!"

Emma Lazarus
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