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INTRODUCTION

more | be an empty phrase, that the words of Blake
might blossom to a new meaning—e

Thou art a man, God is no more,
Thine own humanity learn to adore.

New York City, 'RoBert NicHOLS.
Nov. 2oth-23rd.
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COUNTER-ATTACK

And/started blazing wildly . . . then a bang
Crumpled and spun him sideways, knocked him out
To grunt and wriggle: none heeded him; he choked
And fought the flapping veils of smothering gloom,
Lost in a blurred confusion of yells and groans . . .
Down, and down, and down, he sank and drowned,
Bleeding to death. The counter-attack had failed.
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THE REAR-GUARD

And/flashed this| beam @cross 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.
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WIRERS

Young 'Hughes''was ‘badly 'hit; I heard him carried
~ -7 away,

Moaning at every lurch; no doubt he’ll die to-day.

But awe can say the front-line wire’s been safely
mended.
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THE EFFECT

After the blazing crump had knocked him flat . . .
“How many dead? As many as ever you wish.
Don’t count ’em; they're too many.

"~ Who'll buy my nice fresh corpses, two 6 penny?”
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BASE DETAILS

Ir 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,
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.
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LAMENTATIONS

I rounp him in the guard-room at the Base.

From the blind darkness I had heard his crying

And blundered in. With puzzled, patient face

A sergeant watched him; it was no good trying

To stop it; for he howled and beat his chest.

And, all because his brother had gone West,

Raved at the bleeding war; his rampant grief

Moaned, shouted, sobbed, and choked, while he was
kneeling

Half-naked on the floor. In my belief

Such men have lost all patriotic feeling.
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SUICIDE IN THE TRENCHES

I xNEW a sfmple soldier boy

Who grinned at life in empty joy,

Slept soundly through the lonesome dark,
And whistled early with the lark.

In winter trenches, cowed and glum,
With crumps and lice and lack of rum,
He put a bullet through his brain.

No one spoke of him again.

* * * * *
You snug-faced crowds with kindling eye
Who cheer when soldier lads march by,
Sneak home and pray you’ll never know
The hell where youth and laughter go.

3t
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THEIR FRAILTY

HE’s got a Blighty wound. He’s safe; and then
War’s fine and bold and bright.

She can forget the doomed and prisoned men
Who agonize and fight.

He’s back in France. She loathes the listless strain
And peril of his plight.

Beseeching Heaven to send him home again,
She prays for peace each night.

Husbands and sons and lovers; everywhere
They die; War bleeds us white.
Mothers and wives and sweethearts,—they don’t
care
So long as He’s all right.
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TO ANY DEAD OFFICER

Good-bye, old 1ad}.  Remember me to God,
And tell Him that our Politicians swear
They won’t give in till Prussian Rule’s been trod
Under the Heel of England. . . . Are youthere? ...
Yes . . . and the War won’t end for at least two
years;
But we've got stacks of men. ... I'm blind with
. tears,
Staring into the dark. Cheero!
I wish they’d killed you in a decent show.
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SONG-BOOKS OF THE WAR

Out/of the_shambles that men built

And smashed, to cleanse the world of guilt.
But the boys, with grin and sidelong glance, '
Will think, “Poor grandad’s day is done.”
And dream of those who fought in France
And lived in time to share the fun.
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REPRESSION OF WAR EXPERIENCE

Hark! Thud,(thud, thud,—quite soft . . . they
never cease—

Those whispering guns—O Christ, I want to go out

And screech at them to stop—I'm going crazy;

I’'m going stark, staring mad because of the guns.

53
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DEAD MUSICIANS

IIx

For when my brain is on their track,
In slangy speech I call them back.
With fox-trot tunes their ghosts I charm.
“Another little drink won’t do us any harm.”
I think of rag-time; a bit of rag-time;
And see their faces crowding round
To the sound of the syncopated beat.
They've got such jolly things to tell,
Home from hell with a Blighty wound so

neat. . . .
* * % * *

And so the song breaks off; and I’'m alone.
They're dead. ... For God’s sake stop that
gramophone.

59



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



THE DREAM

And soon)they’ll sleep like logs. Ten miles away
The battle winks and thuds in blundering strife.
And I must lead them nearer, day by day,

To the foul beast of war that bludgeons life,
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