


Sir Henry Newbolt,
'Vitaï Lampada’

There's a breathless hush in the Close to-night—
Ten to make and the match to win—
A bumping pitch and a blinding light,
An hour to play and the last man in.
And it's not for the sake of a ribboned coat,
Or the selfish hope of a season's fame,
But his captain's hand on his shoulder smote
'Play up! play up! and play the game! '



The sand of the desert is sodden red,—
Red with the wreck of a square that broke; —
The Gatling's jammed and the Colonel dead,
And the regiment blind with dust and smoke.
The river of death has brimmed his banks,
And England's far, and Honour a name,
But the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks:
'Play up! play up! and play the game! '

This is the word that year by year,
While in her place the school is set,
Every one of her sons must hear,
And none that hears it dare forget.
This they all with a joyful mind
Bear through life like a torch in flame,
And falling fling to the host behind—
'Play up! play up! and play the game! 
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Such, such is Death: no triumph: no defeat:

Only an empty pail, a slate rubbed clean,

A merciful putting away of what has been.

And this we know: Death is not Life, effete,

Life crushed, the broken pail. We who have seen

So marvellous things know well the end not yet.

Victor and vanquished are a-one in death:

Coward and brave: friend, foe. Ghosts do not say,

“Come, what was your record when you drew breath?”

But a big blot has hid each yesterday

So poor, so manifestly incomplete.

And your bright Promise, withered long and sped,

Is touched, stirs, rises, opens and grows sweet

And blossoms and is you, when you are dead.













‘Christ and the Soldier’

The straggled soldier halted — stared at Him —
Then clumsily dumped down upon his knees, 
Gasping, 'O blessed crucifix, I'm beat !'
And Christ, still sentried by the seraphim,
Near the front-line, between two splintered trees, 
Spoke him: ‘My son, behold these hands and feet.'

The soldier eyed him upward, limb by limb, 
Paused at the Face, then muttered, 'Wounds like these 
Would shift a bloke to Blighty just a treat !'
Christ, gazing downward, grieving and ungrim, 
Whispered, 'I made for you the mysteries, 
Beyond all battles moves the Paraclete.’



The soldier chucked his rifle in the dust, 
And slipped his pack, and wiped his neck, and said —
'O Christ Almighty, stop this bleeding fight !'
Above that hill the sky was stained like rust 
With smoke. In sullen daybreak flaring red 
The guns were thundering bombardment's blight. 

The soldier cried, 'I was born full of lust, 
With hunger, thirst, and wishfulness to wed. 
Who cares today if I done wrong or right?'
Christ asked all pitying, 'Can you put no trust 
In my known word that shrives each faithful head ? 
Am I not resurrection, life and light ?'



Machine-guns rattled from below the hill; 
High bullets flicked and whistled through the leaves; 
And smoke came drifting from exploding shells.
Christ said, 'Believe; and I can cleanse your ill.
I have not died in vain between two thieves; 
Nor made a fruitless gift of miracles.'

The soldier answered, 'Heal me if you will, 
Maybe there's comfort when a soul believes 
In mercy, and we need it in these hells. 
But be you for both sides? I'm paid to kill 
And if I shoot a man his mother grieves. 
Does that come into what your teaching tells?’



A bird lit on the Christ and twittered gay; 
Then a breeze passed and shook the ripening corn. 
A Red Cross waggon bumped along the track. 
Forsaken Jesus dreamed in the desolate day —
Uplifted Jesus, Prince of Peace forsworn —
An observation post for the attack.

'Lord Jesus, ain't you got no more to say ?’
Bowed hung that head below the crown of thorns. 
The soldier shifted, and picked up his pack, 
And slung his gun, and stumbled on his way.
'O God,' he groaned, ‘why ever was I born?'
... The battle boomed, and no reply came back. 



















Isaac Rosenberg
‘Break of Day in the Trenches’

The darkness crumbles away—
It is the same old druid Time as ever,
Only a living thing leaps my hand—
A queer sardonic rat—
As I pull the parapet’s poppy
To stick behind my ear.
Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew
Your cosmopolitan sympathies—
Now you have touched this English hand
You will do the same to a German.
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure
To cross the sleeping green between.



It seems you inwardly grin as you pass
Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes
Less chanced than you for life.
Bonds to the whims of murder,
Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,
The torn fields of France.
What do you see in our eyes
At the shrieking iron and flame
Hurled through still heavens?
What quaver—what heart aghast?
Poppies whose roots are in man’s veins
Drop, and are ever dropping;
But mine in my ear is safe,
Just a little white with dust.












