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STRANGE MEETINGS:
WAR POEMS OF HARDY TO OWEN

PART 2.  SASSOON AND OWEN
Norio YOSHIGA

Sassoon' s meeting with the First World War brought him anger; anger for po-
liticians, bishops, military caste and other social establishments. His poems
are satirical as well as ironical. "' They' " is an excellent example of the kind.
A bishop's deceptive remark at the last line of the poem will bring us to a big
and fundamental question that for whom and for what soldiers must fight. His
apocalyptic poem "Enemies’ reminds us Owen's "Strange Meeting.” It is a poem of
reconciliation among soldiers who killed each other.

Owen became a poet by the war. He was like neither Brooke nor Sassoon. The
war was a bitter but heroic trial for Brooke to identify himself with England.
Sassoon tried to reject the war with anger. Owen, however, accepted it with hope-
lessness. His rage was too furious to criticize the long standing establishments
which Sassoon got angry with. He blamed the sun, the mother of life, for the
pity of war in his "Futility.” He cursed the Creation and the human existence
itself because of war. ’Strange Meeting’ is one of the best examples of all his
poems that expressed "the pity of war.’
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Something must be put on paper, however, and I re-scrutinized
the rough notes I'd been making: Fighting men are victims of
conspiracy among (a) politicians; (b) military caste; (c)

people who are making money out of the War. (m1)
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The Bishop tells us: ‘When the boys come back
‘They will not be the same; for they' 11 have fought
‘In a just cause: they lead the last attack
‘On Anti-Christ.
(“ ‘They’ ,” 11.1-4.)
(HRBR Y 200 27 THINORIE O 8038
BOBRE<SVL 0P S0ONT 8% 808018
HBEONQUENOPLS Ky XKLFHEIDVERS
| PR WLZO « =+ )
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I -0 8 0 v 5500
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o OVEFHFONRIMUDPY TR<] VPO LN —IN Uy
N L —QHEHEIRE O HREQIIMUK - RIERSEHIRV DOV’
TEEUIEO PN PR LOP LRSIV I EOMHD R “ you' ll
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not find / A chap who's served that :mm:.w found some change.’
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“strange” VHEPLQNYT DI —WPBD 0P °

NOMECHKE I &<l ( "They' ) 1 N BHHOER VKo
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He stood alone in some queer sunless place
Where Armageddon ends. Perhaps he longed

For days he might have lived; but his young face
Gazed. forth untroubled: and suddenly there thronged
Round him the hulking Germans that I shot

When for his death my brooding rage was hot.
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He stared at them, half-wondering; and then
They told him how I'd killed them for his sake—
Those patient, stupid, sullen ghosts of men;
And still there seemed no answer he could make.
At last he turned and smiled. One took his hand

Because his face could make them understand. (s)
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
Only the monstrous anger of the guns
Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells,
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, —

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

( “Anthem for Doomed Youth,” 11. 1-8.)
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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.

It 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-archieved, are sides,
Full-nerved -- still warm — too hard to stir?

Was it for this the clay grew tall?
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-- 0 what made fatuous sunbeams toil

To break earth's sleep at all? ()
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PAND2 kv 2% X (C. Day Lewis) 3 M) QIENIREI VE Bl U IT
WIRE VB¢ %0 &°  “It is difficult to call this anything but
Ty ] VMO WRT ) SHE KIS mESR
EP<EHHVO PO OMEKVEI LD IR YOIKEWE LS
USROS KVBoWHEUUKEOV LI BOMWoEQE IR’
BYHERKSEERLVBEY HECERNQRKEUEDOLQN0
Y O EHORMOUPRIEMRBINBLPINING UNNBNIMNEG
RURPQDFDNINY AN H D b 4p B 35 30 7 o o iy [ -2 13 {8

a perfect poem.’
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I dreamed kind Jesus fouled the big-gun gears;
And caused a permanent stoppage in all bolts;
And buckled with a smile Mausers and Colts;

And rusted every bayonet with His tears.

And there were no more bombs, of ours or Theirs,
Not even an old flint-lock, nor even a pikel.
But God was vexed, and gave all power to Michael;

And when I woke he'd seen to our repairs. (#R)
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SH-280e° “My subject is War, and the pity of War. The Poetry
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It seemed that out of battle I escaped

Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
Through granites which titanic wars had groined.
Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,

Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.

( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 1-5.)
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one sprang up, and stared
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,
Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.

( “Strange Meeting,” 11.6-8.)
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‘None,’ said the other ‘save the undone years,
The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours,
Was my life also;

( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 15-17)
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I mean the truth untold,
The pity. of war, the pity war distilled.
Now men will go content with what we spoiled.
Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.
( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 24-7.)
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Courage was mine, and I had mystery,
Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery;

To miss the march of this retreating world
Into vain citadels that are not walled.

( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 30-33.)
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Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells,

Even with truths that lie too deep for taint.

I would have poured my spirit without stint

But not through wounds; not on the cess of war.
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.

( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 34-40.)
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I am the enemy you killed, my friend.
I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.

Let us sleep now. .

( “Strange Meeting,” 11. 41-44.)
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When I awoke, I lay mid friends and foes,
And earnest countenances on me shed
The light of questioning looks, whilst one did close

My wound with balmiest herbs, and soothed me to repose;

And one whose spear had pierced me, leaned beside,
With quivering lips and humid eyes;—and all
Seemed like some brothers on a journey wide
Gone forth, whom now strange meeting did befall
In a strange land,

( “Revolt of Islam,”

canto V, xii-xiii)
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