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	The Sambre canal just south of the village of Ors where Wilfred own was killed at the age of twenty-five on 4th November 1918. The Germans held the right bank. In those days there was a line of poplars on this side too, though badly damaged by shell fire.


	MODULE B: Close Study of Text
This module requires students to engage in detailed analysis of a text. It develops students’

understanding of how the ideas, forms and language of a text interact within the text and may affect

those responding to it. 


	Owen, Wilfred, War Poems and Others, Random House, 1994, ISBN: 9780900882463 
‘The Parable of the Old Man and the Young’, ‘Anthem for Doomed Youth’, 

‘Dulce Et Decorum’, ‘Futility’, ‘Disabled’, ‘Mental Cases’




2009 Question

	Wilfred Owen, War Poems and Others 
Wilfred Owen’s poetry is shaped by an intense focus on extraordinary human experiences. 

Select TWO poems set for study and explore Owen’s portrayal of suffering and pity. 

The prescribed poems are: 

– Wilfred Owen, War Poems and Others 
The Parable of the Old Man and the Young 
Anthem for Doomed Youth 
Dulce Et Decorum Est Pro Patria Mori 
Futility 
Disabled 
Mental Cases 
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Wilfred Owen

Wilfred Owen

1893-1918

Wilfred Owen has become best known for his angry poetry on the supposed nobility and glory of war. But while he was compassionate to those around him, he was not self-pitying and earned the Military Cross for his bravery.

Church bells rang out across Europe when news spread of the Armistice that ended the World War I on 11 November 1918. In Shrewsbury they rang too, but while all around celebrated, one family learned of the death of their beloved son.

Wilfred Owen had been killed leading his men across the Sambre-Oise canal in northern France just seven days before the peace was signed.

His parents, Tom and Susan, received the news at their home on Monkmoor Road, but everyone had lost someone in this war, and the death of yet another young officer passed largely unnoticed.

At the time of his death, hardly anyone had heard of this remarkable young man and just five of his poems had been published.

But within a few years, propelled by the energies of Siegfried Sassoon, his mentor, he had become a household name and his compassionate poetry was highly acclaimed.

A myth sprang up around Owen's life and was jealously-guarded by his family, in particular his younger brother Harold, that has only been exposed in recent years.

Wilfred Edward Salter Owen was born on 18 March 1893, at Plas Wilmot, a large-ish house on the edge of Oswestry that belonged to his mother's family.

While his family were outwardly wealthy, things were far from ideal. In 1897 Owen's maternal grandfather, Edward Shaw, died on the verge of bankruptcy. Plas Wilmot was sold and the family had to sell up to pay debts.
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Wilfred Owen's house in Shrewsbury

They moved first to Tom's family in Shrewsbury and then to the Wirral when Tom was appointed station master at Woodside, Birkenhead.

Owen first attended school in Birkenhead, where he studied well, and in 1910 the family moved back to Shrewsbury - to Mahim, a three storey house on Monkmoor Road.

On finishing school he was briefly a pupil-teacher at Wyle Cop, but he failed the scholarship exam for the University of London.

The next part of his life was geared to preparing to retake his university entrance exams. Owen had been brought up according to his mother's strong religious beliefs and had been considering becoming a priest. He became lay assistant to the vicar of the Oxfordshire parish of Dunsden.

The experts tend to disagree when Wilfred Owen began to write poems - some say he was 10 or 11, and others claim he was 17. He had loved poetry from an early age, with Keats as his favourite (and major) influence.

He wrote many poems while in Shrewsbury, experimenting with style, and took inspiration from his surroundings.

The archaeological dig at the Roman city of Viriconium (now Wroxeter), near Shrewsbury, fascinated him, and in 1913 he wrote a 112-line ode to the city and the artefacts found there.

This is said by some to be his first war poem, as it described ancient combat and the violent end the city met.

Later, while in a French casualty clearing station in 1917, he turned his attention to the statue of Hercules in The Quarry, Shrewsbury.
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Wilfred Owen memorial

Owen was certainly writing poems while in Dunsden, but the experience seemed to turn him away from the church. He questioned the contradiction between religion and science. In February 1913 he returned to Shrewsbury - and soon had something of a breakdown.

He stayed in Shrewsbury for several months, failing his university scholarship again, and finally leaving England to teach English at the Berlitz School in Bordeaux.

He stayed there for two years, and even though WWI began in September 1914, it was another year before he volunteered for the army.

Officer training followed basic training, and postings to various camps, including Oswestry's Park Hall, followed that.

Eventually, in January 1917, it was Owen's turn to go to the front, as a second lieutenant and platoon leader in the Manchester Regiment.

Almost immediately he found himself in the thick of the action. He was ordered to occupy two captured German dugouts with his men.

They held their position - a muddy hole deep in stinking water - for 50 hours while the enemy constantly shelled them.
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Soldier at Somme

One of his men was blinded in an explosion, and this incident became the basis for his poem, The Sentry.

In March 2004 the BBC screened a documentary in which researchers excavated the site of this dugout. Under the French field, they found the German front line positions, including the floor of the German trench.

Emerging intact from this incident, he continued to fight with the Manchesters. In March Owen received a concussion when he fell into a cellar, which saw him receive hospital treatment, and a few weeks later he took part in fierce fighting at St Quentin.

In April, as he slept during an artillery barrage, a shell exploded a few yards from him, leaving him unhurt but killing some of his closest friends.

Owen had survived many brushes with shells and bullets, but this was too much. In the next few days it was noticed that he had begun behaving strangely and seemed confused.

He was diagnosed as suffering from 'shell shock', and sent back to England for treatment.

He found himself at the now-famous Craiglockhart War Hospital, near Edinburgh. It was this event that was to be the making of him as a poet.

His doctor encouraged him to write his poems, while he met Siegfried Sassoon, an already-established war poet, whose work he admired.

Encouraged by Sassoon and his doctor, he produced his best work at the hospital, fired on by the writing and attitudes of the jingoistic people who had never been to war, yet chose to glorify it.
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Body of a WW1 British soldier

Owen's work was marked with an extraordinary compassion for the young victims of war - on both sides - and a brutal telling of the reality of war.

This was misunderstood, both on publication of his poems after the war and still today, and he is often accused of being a pacifist.

But to accuse him of this is to miss the point. Neither were his poems self-pitying. Instead he pitied others caught up in this seemingly unstoppable machine: Modern warfare.

Some of those who commented on his work after his death seized on Owen's shell shock episode and accused him of cowardice. But this, as was later illustrated, couldn't be wider of the mark.

Owen was discharged from hospital in November and posted to the Manchesters' reserve battalion at Scarborough.

Thanks to Sassoon, he met several other authors, including Robert Graves and H.G. Wells, and his own poetry began to attract attention, despite the fact that very little of his work had been published.

Supporters began to request non-combat positions on his behalf, but it's unlikely he would have accepted them. To do so would have added ammunition to those who wanted to accuse him of cowardice.

Besides, in his letters home, Owen revealed a sense of obligation. He wanted to stay in the war, to bear witness.

Pronounced fit for duty, Owen returned to France and the trenches in September 1918, two months before the end of the war. The fighting was as tough as ever.

The following month, during an action at Joncourt, his company commander was wounded, and as senior 2nd Lieutenant, Owen took command.

During a German counter attack he raced to a captured machine gun in full view of both sides, and used it to drive away the enemy.

For this he was recommended for the Military Cross, although the medal was not awarded until after his death. The citation for the medal read that Owen had 'inflicted considerable losses on the enemy'.

After the war

After the war, Owen's brother Harold, who took it upon himself to become the guardian of his brother's memory, didn't approve of this.
As Owen biographer Dominic Hibberd put it, the great poet of pity could not be thought to have won a medal for killing Germans. Harold changed the wording to: 'took a number of prisoners'.

Harold had much to do with constructing the myth of Owen, and this is one of the strangest instances. After all, Owen led men into battle and had been a soldier for three years. He had to kill people, because it was his duty.

Wilfred Owen died on the 4 November 1918, one day before his promotion to full Lieutenant came through... and just seven days before the end of the most horrific war the world had seen.

Parable of the Old Man and the Young 

 http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gz1sXwp3V2I
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 stretchèd 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
March 25 2010


Class 2

1. Would you please rise?
	Australians all let us rejoice
For we are young and free
We've golden soil and wealth for toil,
Our home is girt by sea:
Our land abounds in nature's gifts
Of beauty rich and rare,
In history's page let every stage
Advance Australia fair,
In joyful strains then let us sing
Advance Australia fair.

Beneath our radiant Southern Cross,
 We'll toil with hearts and hands,
To make this Commonwealth of ours
Renowned of all the lands,
For those who've come across the seas
We've boundless plains to share,
With courage let us all combine
To advance Australia fair.
In joyful strains then let us sing,
Advance Australia fair.


1. What is the origin of this great song?
	Origins

Advance Australia Fair was composed by Glasgow-born Peter Dodds McCormick (1834?-1916), who used the pen-name "Amicus", a Latin word meaning "friend". 

The first public performance is thought to have been given in Sydney on November 30th (St Andrew's Day), 1878 at the St Andrew's Day concert of the Highland Society. The singer was a Mr Andrew Fairfax.

The song was later published by W.J. Paling and Company.

It was also sung by a choir of 10,000 at the inauguration of the Commonwealth of Australia (1 January 1901), with a few amendments by McCormick including the addition of the words "our youthful Commonwealth".

In 1907, the Australian Government - the Commonwealth Government of Australia - awarded McCormick £100 for his composition.

McCormick died in 1916. His obituary in The Sydney Morning Herald stated prophetically:

Mr. McCormick established a reputation with the patriotic song, "Advance Australia Fair", which [...] has come to be recognised as something in the nature of an Australian National Anthem. 

The copyright on Advance Australia Fair ended in 1966, fifty years after McCormick's death.

The Australian Labor Party policy for the 1972 elections included finding an alternative to God Save the Queen. The ALP won office in that election, and the Whitlam government (1972-75) announced in the Prime Minister's 1973 Australia Day address that a competition would be held under the auspices of the Australia Council for the Arts to find a new Australian national anthem.

Although a large number of submissions were received (2,500 lyric and 1,400 music entries), none were considered acceptable.

The judges recommended that one of three existing Australian songs - Advance Australia Fair, Banjo Patterson's Waltzing Matilda or Carl Linger's Song of Australia - be selected.

On April 8th, 1974, opinion polls were held by the Australian Bureau of Statistics, and the government announced that henceforth Advance Australia Fair was to be Australia's anthem, but with God Save The Queen to be played when (British) royalty was present.

The Whitlam government was dismissed by the Governor-General (Sir John Kerr) on November 11, 1975, and was replaced by the Fraser (Liberal) government (1975-1983).

In January 1976, the Fraser government modified the rules governing the national anthem. Advance Australia Fair was to be used, without words, on non-regal occasions, and God save the Queen was to be used on all royal, vice-regal, defence, and loyal toast occasions.

The Fraser Government held a plebiscite, the National Song Poll, on 21 May 1977.

The results were: (from http://www.ausflag.com.au/debate/amr/amr23.html):

1. What does the song mean to you?
Patriotic about my country (said with a tinge of irony)

I sing it because I’m told to.  I follow orders.  I’m a “docile body” in the words of Michel Foucault (1974),
2. Why are you so cynical about nationalism?
Irony – terra nullius – 1996



	3. What is a national anthem?

National anthem is the official patriotic song of a nation. National anthems are intended to stir a sense of patriotism and loyalty among citizens of a country. They are performed at official and ceremonial public occasions, international gatherings, and athletic events. They are also played to honor a head of state.

Most national anthems are composed as marches, hymns, and anthems. The words of some commemorate the ideals of the nation. Others celebrate a country's natural beauty or honor a national hero. Some recall a national crisis or important event in a country's history.

Some music and words have been composed specifically for use as a national anthem. However, many countries have adapted existing music and words for their anthems. For example, John Stafford Smith, an English composer, wrote "To Anacreon in Heaven" (late 1700's?). The song became the music for "The Star-Spangled Banner," the national anthem of the United States. The words of the anthem are a poem written by Francis Scott Key in 1814.

The idea of an official national anthem dates from about 1825. At that time, the United Kingdom's patriotic song "God Save the King" (or "Queen") was called "the national anthem." However, the song had been performed as early as 1745 and ranks as the oldest official national anthem in the world. The Dutch national anthem "Wilhelmus van Nassouwe" ("William of Nassau") was written between 1568 and 1572, but it did not become the country's official national anthem until 1932.

______________
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	Hymn:

Hymn is a song of praise. Most hymns glorify God, but some honor a country or a hero. This article discusses only religious hymns. The ancient Greeks sang hymns to their gods. Since Biblical times, Jews have used the Psalms of the Old Testament as hymns. Today, both Jews and Christians sing hymns during their religious services. There are more than 400,000 hymns. The largest number were originally written in German.

Words and music. Most hymns were originally written as poems and were later set to music. The music of a hymn is called the hymn tune. Some hymns have become closely associated with a certain tune, though the words and music may have been written by different persons. For example, "O God, Our Help in Ages Past" was written by Isaac Watts, an English clergyman. But this hymn is almost always sung to a tune created by William Croft, an English composer. In other cases, a hymn is sung to several tunes, or one tune is used for several hymns.

Until the 1900's, many hymnals had only the words to songs and were commonly considered books of poetry. In many churches, the people memorized certain hymn tunes, and the minister announced the tune for each hymn. Today, hymnals have both the words and the music. Many hymnals include tunes by great composers. For example, "Hark, the Herald Angels Sing," written by English hymnist Charles Wesley, is sung to music by Felix Mendelssohn, a famous German composer.

Print "Words and music" subsection
History. Until the 1500's, most Christians sang hymns in Latin. During the Protestant Reformation, which began in Europe in 1517, many churches began to conduct religious services in their national language. Martin Luther, a German leader of the Reformation, wrote numerous hymns in German and translated a number of Latin hymns. In England, Switzerland, and other countries where many churches followed the teachings of John Calvin, a French religious reformer, most Christians sang only Biblical Psalms during religious services. As a result, verse translations of the Psalms became the chief hymns in those countries.

During the 1700's, Isaac Watts, known as the Father of English Hymnody, broke the tradition of basing hymns on the Psalms and wrote many original hymns. Charles Wesley wrote approximately 9,500 sacred poems, most of which were sung as hymns. More than 500 of Wesley's hymns are still sung.

In the 1800's, Fanny Crosby, an American hymnist, wrote more than 8,000 hymns. During the late 1800's, Dwight Lyman Moody, an American evangelist, and Ira D. Sankey, an American gospel singer, used many of Crosby's hymns in revival meetings throughout the United States. The tunes they sang became popular and are used in many churches today.

Print "History" subsection
______________
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	1. .יִגְדַּל אֱלֹהִים חַי וְיִשְׁתַּבַּח
:נִמְצָא וְאֵין עֵת אֶל מְצִיאוּתוֹ 

2. .אֶחָד וְאֵין יָחִיד כְּיִחוּדוֹ
:נֶעְלָם וְגַם אֵין סוֹף לְאַחְדּוּתוֹ 

3. .אֵין לוֹ דְּמוּת הַגּוּף וְאֵינוֹ גוּף
:לֹא נַעֲרוֹךְ אֵלָיו קְדֻשָּתוֹ 

4. .קַדְמוֹן לְכָל דָּבָר אֲשֶׁר נִבְרָא
רִאשׁוֹן :וְאֵין רֵאשִׁית לְרֵאשִׁיתוֹ 

5. .הִנּוֹ אֲדוֹן עוֹלָם לְכָל(וְכָל) נוֹצָר
:יוֹרֶה גְּדֻלָּתוֹ וּמַלְכוּתוֹ 

6. .שֶׁפַע נְבוּאָתוֹ נְתָנוֹ
:אֶל אַנְשֵׁי סְגֻלָּתוֹ וְתִפְאַרְתּוֹ 

7. .לֹא קָם בְּיִשְׂרָאֵל כְּמשֶׁה עוֹד
:נָבִיא וּמַבִּיט אֶת תְּמוּנָתוֹ 

8. .תּוֹרַת אֱמֶת נָתַן לְעַמּוֹ אֵל
:עַל יַד נְבִיאוֹ נֶאֱמַן בֵּיתוֹ 

9. .לֹא יַחֲלִיף הָאֵל וְלֹא יָמִיר דָּתוֹ
:לְעוֹלָמִים לְזוּלָתוֹ 

10. .צוֹפֶה וְיוֹדֵעַ סְתָרֵינוּ
:מַבִּיט לְסוֹף דָּבָר בְּקַדְמָתוֹ 

11. .גּוֹמֵל לְאִישׁ חֶסֶד כְּמִפְעָלוֹ
:יִתֵּן לְרָשָׁע רָע כְּרִשְׁעָתוֹ 

12. .יִשְׁלַח לְקֵץ יָמִין מְשִׁיחֵנוּ
:לִפְדּוֹת מְחַכֵּי קֵץ יְשׁוּעָתוֹ 

13. .מֵתִים יְחַיֶּה אֵל בְּרֹב חַסְדּוֹ
:בָּרוּךְ עֲדֵי עַד שֵׁם תְּהִלָּתוֹ 




Essay Question
Wilfred Owen’s poetry is shaped by an intense focus on extraordinary human experiences. 

Select TWO poems set for study and explore Owen’s portrayal of suffering and pity. 

	Write paragraph on “Anthem” here:





ANTHEM1 
FOR DOOMED YOUTH 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DQSFWXzcx14&feature=related
	A


What passing-bells2 for these who die as cattle?  

Only the monstrous anger 
of the guns.  

Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle  

Can patter out3 their hasty orisons
.4 

No mockeries5 now for them; no prayers nor bells;  

Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, – 

The shrill, demented6 choirs of wailing shells
;  

And bugles7 calling for them from sad shires.
8 

What candles9 may be held to speed them all?  

Not in the hands of boys but in their eyes  

Shall shine the holy glimmers 
of goodbyes.  

The pallor10 of girls' brows shall be their pall;  

Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,  

And each slow dusk11 a drawing-down of blinds.12 

Curtain call on life – metaphor
Each day is the drawing of the blinds

Part of the cycle of life

Could be continuing the religious allusion

	A


September - October, 1917 
	

Notes for students 

1 Anthem  -  perhaps best known in the expression "The National Anthem;" also, an important religious song (often expressing joy); here, perhaps, a solemn song of celebration  

2 passing-bells - a bell tolled after someone's death to announce the death to the world  

3 patter out - rapidly speak  

4 orisons  -   prayers, here funeral prayers  

5 mockeries  -  ceremonies which are insults. Here Owen seems to be suggesting that the Christian religion, with its loving God, can have nothing to do with the deaths of so many thousands of men  

6 demented -   raving mad  

7 bugles  -  a bugle is played at military funerals (sounding the last post)  

8 shires  -   English counties and countryside from which so many of the soldiers came  

9 candles  -   church candles, or the candles lit in the room where a body lies in a coffin  

10 pallor -   paleness  

11 dusk has a symbolic significance here  

12 drawing-down of blinds - normally a preparation for night, but also, here, the tradition of drawing the blinds in a room where a dead person lies, as a sign to the world and as a mark of respect. The coming of night is like the drawing down of blinds.  




	Read This Passage by Dylan Thomas and find quotes to prove his arguments: Richard James Daniel Morton
Dylan Thomas said:

There is no contradiction here. The studious, healthy young man with a love of poetry, as we see him set against the safe background of school, university, and tutordom, is precisely the same as the sombre but radiant, selfless, decrying and exalting, infinitely tender, humble, harrowed seer and stater of the "Anthem for Doomed Youth" and for himself. There is no difference. Only, the world has happened to him. And everything, as Yeats once said, happens in a blaze of light.

Implication: at this point he hasn’t completely become cynical – only the world around him has changed

Quote from the critic:

Quote from the poem: 

Technique: 

Effect: 

Read This Passage by Paul Norgate and find quotes to prove his arguments: Ben M 
Paul Norgate wrote:

"The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells" inscribes the madness of no man's land where the "monstrous anger of the guns" and the "wailing shells" are metonymie of a war that is become its own cause for continuing. Owen's sonnet bitterly contradicts the central premiss of "A Soldier's Cemetery," which (for all its reiteration of "lonely" and "unknown") comprises a series of essentially positive statements: "there is a shrine &war shall cease &," the cemetery will be found, "fame [will] descend," and so on. All such consolatory possibilities are dismissed as mere 'mockeries' by the relentless sequence of questions, negatives, and quasi-negatives in "Anthem." Owen's comprehension of the war discovers no "plot" (of any kind), however "broken," to offer the reassurance of ultimate meaning or significance--"What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?" Streets's final couplet elevates "each simple cross" into a heroic memorial to many losses, and thus effectively obscures the true implications of the disparity between the (small) number of marked graves and the (unspecified, unimaginable) number of dead. But in "Anthem" the enormity of the slaughter precludes any of the traditional rituals of consolation or mourning; all that remains is the suffering of unfocused grief down an endless recession of time, and "each slow dusk a drawing down of blinds."

An attempt to emulate Siegfried Sassoon is characteristic of many of Owen's early war poems, but "Anthem for Doomed Youth" (although Sassoon's presence is evident in manuscript corrections) is more usually cited as an example of Owen's debt to the Romantic tradition. However, comparison with Soldier Poetry, as exemplified in "A Soldier's Cemetery," reveals how "Sassoonish" "Anthem" may in fact be, refusing not only the memorializing rituals of organized religion itself but also the rhetorical tradition which offers poetic memorials as either complementary to, or a substitute for, religion. Reaching beyond mere polemic or specific parody, Owen's poem begins to envisage the chaos of war as an unending condition of modern existence, every individual bearing somewhere ("in their eyes &brows &minds") its scars.

Read This Passage by Ramazani and find quotes to prove his arguments: Michael and Nicola
Daniel Kagan and Jess
Ramazani:

In poems such as "Anthem for Doomed Youth," "Futility," "Mental Cases," and "Miners," Owen exemplifies the paradox of many modern elegies: that the best are frequently the most anti-elegiac. In his draft Preface, Owen states, "these elegies are to this generation in no sense consolatory." Owen's melancholic elegies, like Hardy's, make it harder to interpret the elegy solely under the aegis of the pleasure principle, harder to maintain normative explanations of the genre as psychic remedy. Resisting the traditional drive toward solace, his elegies magnify the masochism latent in the genre. Critics have noted the "sadomasochism" of Owen's prewar poems; this quality may suggest that we should think of Owen's poetic sensibility not only as a by-product of the painful facts of war but as a sensibility in search of such facts. If even Owen's apparently realistic work is symbolically implicated in the production of the horrible pain and death it laments, then another key assumption about the elegy as a genre and the war elegy as a subgenre becomes problematic: that they are irreducibly "occasional" forms of poetry. Owen's work helps us to rethink the elegiac triad of mourning poet, mourning reader, and mourned victim, eerily suggesting that, even in war elegies, both poet and reader may partly create the victimization they mourn.

Although Owen claims to write nonconsolatory elegies, his best-known poem has been attacked precisely for being consolatory. Following Geoffrey Hill and Peter Dale, Jon Silkin accuses Owen of "consolatory mourning" in "Anthem for Doomed Youth." According to this critique, Owen participates in the religious and nationalist ideology of compensatory exchange, urging us to accept memory as a substitute for human lives. Certainly the elegy is more consolatory than such selfexcoriating war elegies as Hill's "Two Formal Elegies" written "For the Jews in Europe"--later poems that scrutinize their complicity in the repellent exchange of "song" for lost life&.

Against the severe standard of a later generation, Owen's poetry does fall short, particularly the sestet of "Anthem for Doomed Youth." But "consolatory" and "nonconsolatory," like "mourning" and "melancholia," should be regarded as matters of degree and not of kind: Owen's poetry is less melancholic, less anti-consolatory than Hill's, but much more so than the poetry of most predecessors and contemporaries. Whereas Hill, Silkin, and other postwar writers must mourn in the shadow of the Holocaust and must disentangle their elegiac work from the vast commercial industries of the visual media, Owen's poetry precedes this historical cataclysm and the subsequent mass-marketing of atrocity for profit--films, shows, documentaries that, from Hill's perspective, ultimately make "their long death / Documented and safe" and leave us "witness-proof." Writing long before the ascendancy of such commercial genres, Owen responds to a different set of cultural intertexts. Notoriously, Rupert Brooke in "The Soldier" finds compensation for the loss of his life in the consequent expansion of England, lit- eralizing imperialist ideology:

Brooke wagers his death for England's continued life. Unlike the victims in this patriotic war elegy and many others, Owen's dead never achieve apotheosis in the ideal of the state. Casting aside such consolations, Owen's elegies reject the broad current of patriotic verse and join the countercurrent not only of war poems by Siegfried Sassoon, Ivor Gurney, and Isaac Rosenberg, but also the international melancholic mode of Hardy's War Poems, Stevens's "Death of a Soldier," and Yeats's "Reprisals." Together with the authors of such poems, Owen helped to make the elegy a more disconsolate and discordant genre--a genre less contaminated by its likeness to the compensatory discourse of patriotic propaganda.

To the experience of modern warfare, Owen brought a profound but skeptical understanding of the resources available to the mourning poet. In the sonnets "Anthem for Doomed Youth" and "Futility," he powerfully resists and revises the traditional tropes, conventions, and economics of elegy. "Anthem" is a collective elegy for the nameless many, "Futility" an elegy for a single man. "Anthem" is consolatory in its ending, "Futility" resolutely anti-consolatory. Silkin objects that "Anthem" ends in the mode of pastoral elegy, falsifying the deaths of the soldiers; but we can appreciate the poem's overall transformation of pastoral elegy only if we take into account its initial bleak joke on the genre. Whereas the death of an individual shepherd traditionally moves animals to mourn, many die here, and their deaths cannot be sorrowful to the animals since the dying soldiers are themselves the herd:

The Mourner’s Kaddish:

English
Compare and Contrast “The Mourner’s Kaddish” and the Poem – B and E
Magnified and sanctified be G-d's great name in the world which He created according to His will. May he establish His kingdom during our lifetime and during the lifetime of Israel. Let us say, Amen. 

May G-d's great name be blessed forever and ever. 

Blessed, glorified, honored and extolled, adored and acclaimed be the name of the Holy One, though G-d is beyond all praises and songs of adoration which can be uttered. Let us say, Amen. 

May there be peace and life for all of us and for all Israel. Let us say, Amen. 

Let He who makes peace in the heavens, grant peace to all of us and to all Israel. Let us say, Amen. 

http://history1900s.about.com/library/holocaust/blkaddish.htm



1. Write a paragraph that answers this question:
Class 3

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v71W_FFW_J0
1. Is this true?

2. Provide an example of jingoism?

3. How might this conflict with Wilfrid Owen’s poetry?
	Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori:
mors et fugacem persequitur virum
nec parcit inbellis iuventae
poplitibus timidove tergo.
"How sweet and fitting it is to die for one's country:
Death pursues the man who flees,
spares not the hamstrings or cowardly backs
Of battle-shy youths."




Ironically dedicated to Jessie Pope: 
http://oldpoetry.com/opoem/52141-Jessie-Pope-Who-s-for-the-Game-
DULCE ET DECORUM EST1

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,  

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,  
Till on the haunting flares2 
we turned our backs  
And towards our distant rest3 
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 hoots4
  
Of tired, outstripped5 
Five-Nines6 
that dropped behind.

Gas!7 
Gas! Quick, boys! –  An ecstasy of fumbling,  
Fitting the clumsy helmets8 
just in time;  
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,  
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime9 
. . 
.  
Dim, through the misty panes10
 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,11 
choking, drowning. 

Synecdoche

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 cud12
  
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,  
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest13 
 
To children ardent14
 for some desperate glory,  
The old Lie; Dulce et Decorum est  
Pro patria mori.15 

There is an enormous gap between the rhetoric and reality of war.

8 October 1917 - March, 1918

1. What do you think Wilfrid Owen thinks about the Latin phrase?
2. What gives this poem its emotional power?

	Caryn McTighe Musil
. "Dulce et Decorum Est" most effectively undermines the heroic code of yet another male text whose origins go back as far as Horace, claiming, "It is sweet and honorable to die for one's country." By forcing the reader to witness in minute, concrete detail just one soldier's gruesome death, the soldier persona in the poem shatters easy nationalistic slogans that lure innocent boys to war.

Hilda D. Spear
He described as "the old Lie" the words "Dulce et decorum est / Pro patria mori"; his irony lit upon the hackneyed poeticisms, "our undying dead," or "Death sooner than dishonour." His own poetry spoke not of heroes, but of suffering men, You shall not come to think them well content 

By any jest of mine. These men are worth 

Your tears. You are not worth their merriment. 

Mark Graves
Regardless of when Owen actually composed it, the poem springs from essentially the same impulse which produced his more well-known works such as "Dulce Et Decorum Est," namely a need to proffer realistically the futility of war. In a tone of irony and understatement. Owen presents a middle- to lower-class Englishman writing a brief, superficial letter expressing a nostalgic longing for reminders of home, probably all the censors and his British pride will allow, we assume. Ironically, just after the soldier pacifies his wife with lies about his well-being, an incoming round mortally wounds him.

As Owen's representation of an infantryman's wartime existence, the poem serves two functions: as a social satire on British stoicism and propaganda and as a statement in colloquial dialect on the common infantryman's predicament in the trenches which he alone cannot articulate. In the combat zone, British propaganda and censorship policies, which Owen parodies here, sought to provide the homefront with information about the steady progress of the war and of a loved one's well-being while simultaneously saying nothing, speaking of the war as if it were entirely "normal and matter-of-fact." Owen himself wrote to his mother, "[E]verything is toned down&. Nothing is 'horrible.' The word is never used in public. Things are 'darned unpleasant,' 'Rather nasty,' or, if very bad, simply 'damnable'." &

Paul Norgate
In the drafting of one of his earliest war poems, "Dulce et Decorum Est" (completed in October 1917), Owen had at one stage identified a specific contemporary target, subtitling the poem "To a Certain Poetess." This was Miss Jessie Pope, whose jingoistic doggerel appeared frequently in newspapers and magazines; "Dulce et Decorum Est" is in fact generally read as an attack upon the ignorant belligerence of civilian non-combatants. In the process of rapid revision and redrafting, however, this "dedication" was abandoned: in its bitter excoriation of "the old lie," the energy of Owen's poem encompasses more than a single "liar," just as its barbed reference to the Horatian motto signals the rejection of something more immediate than a merely traditional philosophy of battle.

For, prior to Owen, more than one piece of Soldier Poetry retailed this same Latin tag entirely unironically, as a text of current relevance and value. (It had been inscribed above the chapel door at Sandhurst in 1913.) Cpl. H. J. Jarvis's "Dulce et Decorum Est pro Patria Mori," for instance, appeared first in the Poetry Review and then in More Songs by the Fighting Men; a piece under the same title by Major Sydney Oswald was also published in the Review, and reprinted in Songs of the Fighting Men. Oswald celebrates deeds of combat in the line, and the impulse to invest such action with significance is clearly evident in his concluding lines:

Owen's "narrative," by comparison, is of people who suffer and die, not "the People" who applaud and sanctify. With persistent emphasis on its degrading, nightmarish setting, Owen's "Dulce et Decorum Est" images a random and futile death, far removed from any meaningful "action" and whose memory offers no comfort or heroic reassurance.

Read thus in the context of Soldier Poetry, the emphasis in the second half of Owen's "Dulce et Decorum Est" may be seen to fall not merely on "you," with the implication of ignorant non-participation, but also on those verbs which stress participation: "if you could pace &and watch &if you could hear &" It is a reading which unleashes a sharper, more unexpected irony, Owen's poem now speaking also to those who have participated, who must have watched and heard, but who apparently still do not really see; those--such as the Soldier Poets--who, having experienced warfare in the trenches, can still (for whatever reason) "lie" about it.

The rhetoric of Soldier Poetry, clearly, articulates a tradition in which battle can only be idealized, and the collision of Owen's first-hand experience with this heroic rhetoric--the "execrable" as against the "glorious"--may be traced in further juxtaposition:

Jahan Ramazani
Similarly, at the end of "Dulce et Decorum Est," he confronts civilians not only with their responsibility but also with their inability to "watch" or "hear" the physical details of inglorious death. If they could experience such death, they would not tell the old Horatian lie, and yet they would tell a different lie if they thought they could know suffering beyond the range of their experience. In these poems Owen recasts the elegy's typical configuration of mourning audience, mourned dead person, and mourning poet. For Owen, the audience is often guilty, the dead person innocent, and the poet split between the two poles. Elegists had usually attributed guilt to someone or something beyond the poetic triangle--a "fatal and perfidious bark" sinking Lycidas, a "nameless worm" killing Adonais. The primary target of Owen's anger is the civilian audience.

But, as has already been indicated, Owen also blames himself for the deaths he laments. Earlier elegists had punished themselves. Having called down the curse of Cain on the murderer of Adonais, Shelley reveals a brand on his brow that may also be Cain's (stanza 34). But Owen's blame-taking, even more than such self-accusations, is sometimes disarmingly direct. In "Strange Meeting" the poet accuses himself of murdering his double, who says, "I am the enemy you killed, my friend." This "conscientious objector with a very seared conscience" writes poems of melancholic or so-called "pathological" mourning, exemplifying what Freud calls the splitting of the ego, the narcissistic identification with a double, and "self-reproaches to the effect that the mourner himself is to blame for the loss of the loved object, i.e. that he has willed it." We have already seen that Owen tends to divide himself between the positions of guilty audience and innocent victim. Much as in "Mental Cases" the poet is halfway between deranged soldier and guilty onlooker, so too in "Dulce et Decorum Est," he is one with both the victims and the voyeurs. Although he affirms at the end of the poem the authenticity of his inaccessible war experience, he earlier plays the role of the guilt-ridden, passive spectator. Helmeting himself at the cry of "Gas! Gas!" he watches as someone yells and flounders: 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. 

Owen uses the underwater imagery in part to emphasize the ontological divide that inevitably separates this observer, like any survivor, from the dying. Such a survivor may extend his pity across the spectatorial gap, but the pity would be a defensive reaction to the more fundamental guilt.


Class 4
Futility

· Review of:
· Parable of the Old Man and the Young : 
· Anthem for Doomed Youth 
· Dulce et decorum est 
· Definition of Futility 
· Example of Futility 
· The Futility of Making Salad 
· Parable of the Old Man and the Young 
· Anthem for Doomed Youth 
· Dulce et decorum est 
	Ecclesiastes 1

Everything Is Meaningless 

 1 The words of the Teacher, [a] son of David, king in Jerusalem: 

 2 "Meaningless! Meaningless!" 
       says the Teacher. 
       "Utterly meaningless! 
       Everything is meaningless." 

 3 What does man gain from all his labor 
       at which he toils under the sun? 

 4 Generations come and generations go, 
       but the earth remains forever. 

 5 The sun rises and the sun sets, 
       and hurries back to where it rises. 

 6 The wind blows to the south 
       and turns to the north; 
       round and round it goes, 
       ever returning on its course. 

 7 All streams flow into the sea, 
       yet the sea is never full. 
       To the place the streams come from, 
       there they return again. 

 8 All things are wearisome, 
       more than one can say. 
       The eye never has enough of seeing, 
       nor the ear its fill of hearing. 

 9 What has been will be again, 
       what has been done will be done again; 
       there is nothing new under the sun. 

 10 Is there anything of which one can say, 
       "Look! This is something new"? 
       It was here already, long ago; 
       it was here before our time. 

 11 There is no remembrance of men of old, 
       and even those who are yet to come 
       will not be remembered 
       by those who follow.

Wisdom Is Meaningless 

 12 I, the Teacher, was king over Israel in Jerusalem. 13 I devoted myself to study and to explore by wisdom all that is done under heaven. What a heavy burden God has laid on men! 14 I have seen all the things that are done under the sun; all of them are meaningless, a chasing after the wind. 

 15 What is twisted cannot be straightened; 
       what is lacking cannot be counted. 

 16 I thought to myself, "Look, I have grown and increased in wisdom more than anyone who has ruled over Jerusalem before me; I have experienced much of wisdom and knowledge." 17 Then I applied myself to the understanding of wisdom, and also of madness and folly, but I learned that this, too, is a chasing after the wind. 

 18 For with much wisdom comes much sorrow; 
       the more knowledge, the more grief.



	


	The front line on a bright winter morning. A soldier has recently died though we don't know precisely how or when. Owen appears to have known him and something of his background and he ponders nature's power to create life, setting it against the futility of extinction.

Only five of his poems were published in Wilfred Owen's lifetime. FUTILITY was one of them. It appeared, together with HOSPITAL BARGE, in "The Nation" on 15th June 1918, shortly after being written - at Ripon probably - although Scarborough is a possibility. At about this time Owen categorised his poems, FUTILITY coming under the heading "Grief".

It takes the form of a short elegiac lyric the length of a sonnet though not structured as one, being divided into seven-line stanzas. Owen uses the sun as a metaphorical framework on which to hang his thoughts.




	Ecclesiastes
	Futility

	
	


World War One troops and fighting

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kZPiaSYmj_4&feature=related
	Futility


	http://www.youtube.com/watch?gl=GB&hl=en-GB&v=o5C2COCbxak
by Wilfred Owen
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	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?
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	Kenneth Simcox

So much has gone into the making of a man ("so dear achieved"), how can the sun that has done all this in the end do so little? Line 12's "Was it for this the clay grew tall?" has life, in man, reaching its peak merely to come to nothing, and the poem ends, fittingly, in ambiguity: 

- O what made fatuous sunbeams toil

To break earth's peace at all?

Why ever did the sun do anything so fatuous is one question, while another is - what was the cause of the sun behaving in this way? Depending whether the stress falls on "what" or "made" in line 13. A clever end to Owen's set of imponderables.

Notice the simplicity of the diction which together with the use of so many words of one syllable accords with the elegiac, deeply felt mood. Owen is careful, however, to avoid smoothness. The first and last lines of each stanza are shorter than the rest. Some lines begin with the stress on the first syllable (trochee), some on the second (iamb). He makes much use of his favourite pararhyme (half rhyme): sun-sown, once-France, seeds-sides, star-stir, tall-toil, snow-now; which also helps to disturb the natural rhythm.

The problem Owen faces in FUTILITY is how to reconcile the miracle of creation with the evil of that creation laid waste, which intimates futility in two senses, first the futility behind the paradox of life made death, and second the futility of trying to find an answer. Where Owen stood at that time in relation to his practice as a Christian is impossible for us to know. At least the bitterness of ANTHEM FOR DOOMED YOUTH and DULCE ET DECORUM EST, in FUTILITY gives place to the pity that characterises his finest work, and manages, I think, to transcend the pessimism and the bleakness.




	Dr.Ratan Bhattacharjee
In the poem 'Futility' Wilfred Owen appears to be an apostle of peace and creation. He argued in favour of creative process that prevails in the universe. But the warmongers try to dirsupt the process by organising massacre of youthful lives.The sun is vigorous in his creation. The sun is the very source of life . The futility is still more important a subject. The efforts of the sun are all futile, not because it has failed to restore life to the dead soldier.The futility becomes more apparent when the sun finds its creation destroyed- the decaying body of the soldier. War , the destructive power seems to be more powerful than the sun , the very source of life iteself. 


D. S. R. Welland
The war that Jahveh wishes for is death, the death of the spirit, whereas the compassion represented by Christ is life-giving and kind, like the sun in "Futility" and in "Spring Offensive" where the antithesis between the sun, "the friend with whom their love is done," and the "stark, blank sky" full of incipient menace and hostility may be a reflection of this antithesis between Christ and God.

A poem named "Futility," which opens with the lines: Move him into the sun-- 

Gently its touch awoke him once, 

furnishes a striking example of this in the second and concluding verse, which runs as follows: 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? 

Here the gradual retardation of cadence in the first four lines, leading up to the rhythmical climax of line five, enhances the reader's emotional reaction by delaying the stimulus for complete response until the latest possible moment, then flinging open the floodgates of the rhythm for the latter to rush with redoubled speed to its inevitable conclusion. Nowhere else does this effect occur in such entire formal perfection, though it is approached periodically in such lines as: One Spring! Is one too good to spare, too long? 

Spring wind would work its own way to my lung, 

And grow me legs as quick as lilac-shoots. 

And also appears in embryo in single lines such as "Lend him to stroke these blind, blunt, bullet-heads," which recur regularly throughout the poems, in conjunction with more normal rhythmical structures which it is not necessary to consider here.

Jahan Ramazani

Owen interrogates the trope in "Anthem," "Futility," and his other successful elegies, though he adopts it uncritically in a few poems, producing dismal failures like "Elegy in April and September." Earlier elegists had consoled in part by personifying a nature that sympathetically mourns; in "Anthem" Owen personifies machines instead, and these machines cannot assuage grief since they have helped to cause it. Although some consolation might seem to lie in his projecting "anger," "mourning," and "wailing" onto an external world, he checks this possible solace by suggesting the absurdity of this projection: the idea that the guns, rifles, and shells might be sympathetic is deliberately forced and artificial, since they are also slaughtering the soldiers like cattle. Whereas the pathetic fallacy had assuaged grief by converting, magnifying, and elevating it, the trope now short-circuits: the object-world onto which the elegist projects his feelings turns out to be the very engine of destruction rather than an alternative though mirroring reality.
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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 bloodsmear 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 maybe, 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; 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?
	Caryn McTighe Musil
Owen's response to such male socialization that makes sports, war, and life simply a contest of physical prowess and endurance is evident in one of his most moving poems, "Disabled." The veteran in this work, a boy not yet twenty, was a soccer player who internalized his culture's equation of sports and war: 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. 

Less than a year after joining, he is sitting "in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark" "in his ghastly suit of grey, / Legless, sewn short at elbow." The women around him no longer cheer him on but "touch him like some queer disease."

For Owen, traditional notions of manhood included two important rites: initiation into the warrior myth and sexual initiation. The two intertwine and Owen refuses both. Though a warrior himself, Owen redefines what that really means. The young amputee veteran in "Disabled" originally imagined what being a warrior would be like through the language of other men like Tennyson or Morris or Kipling: He thought of jewelled kilts 

For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes; 

And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears. 
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KCk1bG5PBhw
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' tongues wicked?
Stroke on stroke of pain, -- but what slow panic,
Gouged these chasms round their fretted sockets?
Ever from their hair and through their hand 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 lungs 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 bloodsmear; 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.
Wilfred Owen
Wilfred Owen Facts


Wilfred Owen was born in Oswestry and later in life moved to the county town, Shrewsbury.


He died on the 4 November 1918, aged 25... just seven days before the end of WWI.


One of the greatest poets of his generation, only five of his poems were published before his death.











�To split with or as if with a sharp instrument. See Synonyms at � HYPERLINK "http://www.thefreedictionary.com/tear" �tear�1.


�A temporary stay; a brief period of residence.


� fortification consisting of a low wall


�


�Anthem  -  perhaps best known in the expression "The National Anthem;" also, an important religious song (often expressing joy); here, perhaps, a solemn song of celebration 


�What technique?


Simile


Animal imagery


Animals led to slaughter





�What technique?


Personification


“anger”


�What technique?


personification


�What technique?


�Technique?


�personification


�religious imagery


�12 drawing-down of blinds - normally a preparation for night, but also, here, the tradition of drawing the blinds in a room where a dead person lies, as a sign to the world and as a mark of respect. The coming of night is like the drawing down of blinds.  





�DULCE ET DECORUM EST - 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 


�The use of the similes conveys that they are living a dirty existence with little shelter





�rockets which were sent up to burn with a brilliant glare to light up men and other targets in the area between the front lines (See illustration, page 118 of Out in the Dark.) 


�a camp away from the front line where exhausted soldiers might rest for a few days, or longer 


�the repetition of ‘all’ universalises the experience of war


�outpaced, the soldiers have struggled beyond the reach of these shells which are now falling behind them as they struggle away from the scene of battle 





�outpaced, the soldiers have struggled beyond the reach of these shells which are now falling behind them as they struggle away from the scene of battle 





�Five-Nines - 5.9 calibre explosive shells 


�poison gas. From the symptoms it would appear to be chlorine or phosgene gas. The filling of the lungs with fluid had the same effects as when a person drowned 





�the early name for gas masks 


�a white chalky substance which can burn live tissue  





�simile


�the glass in the eyepieces of the gas masks 


�Owen probably meant flickering out like a candle or gurgling like water draining down a gutter, referring to the sounds in the throat of the choking man, or it might be a sound partly like stuttering and partly like gurgling  





�normally the regurgitated grass that cows chew; here a similar looking material was issuing from the soldier's mouth  





�high zest - idealistic enthusiasm, keenly believing in the rightness of the idea  





�14 keen  





�15 see note 1 


1 DULCE ET DECORUM EST - 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  








�1. lack of effectiveness or success


2. lack of purpose or meaning


3. something futile





�Imperative mood


Lieutenant


�Gently – adverb changes tone


Allegorical?


The sun was gentle and woke him in England


Or is this an allegory for man – remember – “Disabled” – represents all England – story of creation


�Sow: To scatter (seed) over the ground for growing.


unsown


(of a piece of ground) not have a crop sown on it; "farmland still unsown"


�Technique:





�The sun gives life to seeds – nurtures it





�The sun (G-d) gave life to the earth (the clays)


�Bewildered looking at a man who is freshly dead.  Why can’t he stir?


�� HYPERLINK "http://www.thefreedictionary.com/foolish" �foolish� - devoid of good sense or judgment; "foolish remarks"; "a foolish decision"





Why were we even created?









