
WORLD     WAR  I    POETS 



Rupert Brooke 

Between 1915-25, his Collected Poems sold 300,000 copies. (!)  Winston Churchill  

called him one of “England’s noblest sons.” He is aligned with those poets who “use 

the patriotic slogans and write in old-fashioned romantic terms about the glorious 

cavalry charges and the noble pursuit of heroic ideals” (NA 2017).  



Rupert Brooke’s “The Soldier” (1914, pub. 1915) 

 If I should die, think only this of me:  

That there's some corner of a foreign field  

That is forever 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.      

--What is an English heaven? 



Brooke’s memorial grave in Greece—he died on a naval ship off the coast. 









Forever England 



Under an English heaven 













 

Siegfried Sassoon 

 

For an account of his war injuries, 

protest, hospitalization, and 

friendship with Wilfred Owen, see 

NA 2023. 

 

Unlike Brooke, Sassoon’s poems 

“satirically play on contrasts 

between the romanticization of 

war and the grim realities” (NA 

2023). 



 
'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!”  
 
 



         The Rear-Guard (1917, 1918) 

      Groping along the tunnel, step by step,  
He winked his prying torch with patching glare  
From side to side, and sniffed the unwholesome air. 
Tins, boxes, bottles, shapes too vague to know,  
A mirror smashed, the mattress from a bed;  
And he, exploring fifty feet below  
The rosy gloom of battle overhead.   
  

 
Tripping, he grabbed the wall; saw someone lie  
Humped at his feet, half-hidden by a rug,  
And stooped to give the sleeper's arm a tug.  
"I'm looking for headquarters." No reply.  
"God blast your neck!" (For days he'd had no sleep.)  
"Get up and guide me through this stinking place."  
Savage, he kicked a soft, unanswering heap,  
And flashed his beam across the livid face  
Terribly glaring up, whose eyes yet wore  
Agony dying hard ten days before;  
And fists of fingers clutched a blackening wound.  

 
Alone he staggered on until he found  
Dawn's ghost that filtered down a shafted stair  
To the dazed, muttering creatures underground  
Who hear the boom of shells in muffled sound.  
At last, with sweat of horror in his hair,  
He climbed through darkness to the twilight air,  
Unloading hell behind him step by step.  
 

Not rosy as we’d expect it. 

 

 

In the tunnel, there’s 

another unexpected 

finding--a dead gruesome 

figure whose eyes still 

wear the look of agony 

and whose fingers that 

still clutch a bloody 

wound.  

 

(perhaps all this occurs 

under an English heaven) 

 

But Sassoon is keen to 

show that “war is hell.” 



Storm Troopers Advancing under Gas by Otto Dix 



World War 1 Painting by Felix Schwormstaedt 



Over the Top by John Nash 



Wilfred Owen 

•NA 2034 highlights his military service, his 

hospitalization for shell shock, and his death in 

battle at the age of 25. 

 

• “Dulce Et Decorum Est” (NA 2037) 

This work is horrific in the way the poetry is put 

together to make readers feel the panic of an 

attack, the terror of putting on a gas mask, and 

the nauseating sights and sounds of dying young 

men, which Owen writes occurs in the name of 

the old lie: “Sweet and meet it is to die for one’s 

country. Sweet! and decorous!” (Dulce et 

decorum est pro patria mori). 

 

• “Strange Meeting” (NA 2038) 

 

• “Disabled” (NA 2039-2040) 

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/4/43/Wilfred-Owen.jpg

