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  ENGLAND TO HER SONS




  

    

      Sons of mine, I hear you thrilling




      To the trumpet call of war;




      Gird ye then, I give you freely




      As I gave your sires before,




      All the noblest of the children I in love and anguish bore.




       




      Free in service, wise in justice,




      Fearing but dishonour’s breath;




      Steeled to suffer uncomplaining




      Loss and failure, pain and death;




      Strong in faith that sees the issue and in hope that triumpheth.




       




      Go, and may the God of battles




      You in His good guidance keep:




      And if He in wisdom giveth




      Unto His beloved sleep,




      I accept it nothing asking, save a little space to weep.


    


  




  W. N. Hodgson




  Written in August 1914










  GLIMPSE




  

    

      I saw you fooling often in the tents




      With fair dishevelled hair and laughing lips,




      And frolic elf lights in your careless eyes,




      As who had never known the taste of tears




      Or the world’s sorrow. Then on the march one night,




      Halted beneath the stars I heard the sound




      Of talk and laughter, and glanced back to see




      If you were there. But you stood far apart




      And silent, bowed upon your rifle butt,




      And gazed into the night as one who sees.




      I marked the drooping lips and fathomless eyes




      And knew you brooded on immortal things.


    


  




  W. N. Hodgson




  Written in June 1914










  from MEN WHO MARCH AWAY




  

    

      In our heart of hearts believing




      Victory crowns the just,




      And that braggarts must




      Surely bite the dust,




      Press we to the field ungrieving,




      In our heart of hearts believing




      Victory crowns the just.




       




      Hence the faith and fire within us




      Men who march away




      Ere the barn-cocks say




      Night is growing gray,




      Leaving all that here can win us;




      Hence the faith and fire within us




      Men who march away.


    


  




  Thomas Hardy




  September 1914










  HAPPY IS ENGLAND NOW




  

    

      There is not anything more wonderful




      Than a great people moving towards the deep




      Of an unguessed and unfeared future; nor




      Is aught so dear of all held dear before




      As the new passion stirring in their veins




      When the destroying dragon wakes from sleep.




       




      Happy is England now, as never yet!




      And though the sorrows of the slow days fret




      Her faithfullest children, grief itself is proud.




      Ev’n the warm beauty of this spring and summer




      That turns to bitterness turns then to gladness




      Since for this England the beloved ones died.




       




      Happy is England in the brave that die




      For wrongs not hers and wrongs so sternly hers;




      Happy in those that give, give, and endure




      The pain that never the new years may cure;




      Happy in all her dark woods, green fields, towns,




      Her hills and rivers and her chafing sea.




       




      Whate’er was dear before is dearer now.




      There’s not a bird singing upon this bough




      But sings the sweeter in our English ears:




      There’s not a nobleness of heart, hand, brain,




      But shines the purer; happiest is England now




      In those that fight, and watch with pride and tears.


    


  




  John Freeman




  1914










  BEFORE ACTION




  

    

      By all the glories of the day




      And the cool evening’s benison,




      By that last sunset touch that lay




      Upon the hills when day was done,




      By beauty lavishly outpoured




      And blessings carelessly received,




      By all the days that I have lived




      Make me a soldier, Lord.




       




      By all of man’s hopes and fears,




      And all the wonders poets sing,




      The laughter of unclouded years,




      And every sad and lovely thing;




      By the romantic ages stored




      With high endeavour that was his,




      By all his mad catastrophes




      Make me a man, O Lord.




       




      I, that on my familiar hill




      Saw with uncomprehending eyes




      A hundred of Thy sunsets spill




      Their fresh and sanguine sacrifice,




      Ere the sun swings his noonday sword




      Must say goodbye to all of this; –




      By all delights that I shall miss,




      Help me to die, O Lord.


    


  




  W. N. Hodgson










  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?




      When that procession comes,




      Banners and rolling drums –




      Who’ll stand and bite his thumbs –




      Will you, my laddie?


    


  




  Jessie Pope










  DRILLING IN RUSSELL SQUARE




  

    

      The withered leaves that drift in Russell Square




      Will turn to mud and dust and moulder there




      And we shall moulder in the plains of France




      Before these leaves have ceased from their last dance.




      The hot sun triumphs through the fading trees,




      The fading houses keep away the breeze




      And the autumnal warmth strange dreams doth breed




      As right and left the faltering columns lead.




      Squad, ’shun! Form fours . . . And once the France we knew




      Was a warm distant place with sun shot through,




      A happy land of gracious palaces,




      And Paris! Paris! Where twice green the trees




      Do twice salute the all delightful year!




      (Though the sun lives, the trees are dying here.)




      And Germany we thought a singing place,




      Where in the hamlets dwelt a simple race,




      Where th’ untaught villager would still compose




      Delicious things upon a girl or rose.




      Well, I suppose all I shall see of France




      Will be most clouded by an Uhlan’s lance,




      Red fields from cover glimpsed be all I see




      Of innocent, singing, peasant Germany.




       




      Form-four-rs! Form two deep! We wheel and pair




      And still the brown leaves drift in Russell Square.


    


  




  Edward Shanks










  GOING IN TO DINNER




  

    

      Beat the knife on the plate and the fork on the can,




      For we’re going in to dinner, so make all the noise you can,




      Up and down the officer wanders, looking blue,




      Sing a song to cheer him up, he wants his dinner too.




      March into the village-school, make the tables rattle




      Like a dozen dam’ machine-guns in the bloody-battle,




      Use your forks for drumsticks, use your plates for drums,




      Make a most infernal clatter, here the dinner comes!


    


  




  Edward Shanks










  THE CALL




  

    

      Ah! we have dwelt in Arcady long time




      With sun and youth eternal round our ways




      And in the magic of that golden clime




      We loved the pageant of the passing days.




       




      The wonderful white dawns of frost and flame




      In winter, and the swift sun’s upward leap;




      Or summer’s stealthy wakening that came




      Soft as a whisper on the lips of sleep.




       




      And there were woodland hollows of green lawn,




      Where boys with windy hair and wine wet lips




      Danced on the sun-splashed grass; and hills of dawn




      That looked out seaward to the distant ships.




       




      In infinite still night the moon swam low




      And saffron in a silver dusted sky;




      Beauty and sorrow hand in hand with slow




      Soft wings and soundless passage wandered by.




       




      And white roads vanishing beneath the sky




      Called for our feet, and there were countless things




      That we must see and do, while blood was high




      And time still hovered on reluctant wings.




       




      And these were good; yet in our hearts we knew




      These were not all, – that still through toil and pains




      Deeds of a purer lustre given to few,




      Made for the perfect glory that remains.




       




      And when the summons in our ears was shrill




      Unshaken in our trust we rose, and then




      Flung but a backward glance, and care-free still




      Went strongly forth to do the work of men.


    


  




  W. N. Hodgson










  THE SEND-OFF




  

    

      Down the close, darkening lanes they sang their way




      To the siding-shed,




      And lined the train with faces grimly gay.




       




      Their breasts were stuck all white with wreath and spray




      As men’s are, dead.




       




      Dull porters watched them, and a casual tramp




      Stood staring hard,




      Sorry to miss them from the upland camp.




      Then, unmoved, signals nodded, and a lamp




      Winked to the guard.




       




      So secretly, like wrongs hushed-up, they went.




      They were not ours:




      We never heard to which front these were sent.




       




      Nor there if they yet mock what women meant




      Who gave them flowers.




       




      Shall they return to beatings of great bells




      In wild trainloads?




      A few, a few, too few for drums and yells,




      May creep back, silent, to still village wells




      Up half-known roads.


    


  




  Wilfred Owen










  THE SOLDIER




  

    

      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.
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