Additional War Poems

In Flanders Field 

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place: and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie,
In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch: be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields. 

by John MacRae (1872-1918)

Does it Matter?

Does it matter?—losing your legs?...
For people will always be kind,
And you need not show that you mind
When the others come in after hunting
To gobble their muffins and eggs.

Does it matter?—losing your sight?...
There's such splendid work for the blind;
And people will always be kind,
As you sit on the terrace remembering
And turning your face to the light.

Do they matter?—those dreams from the                                                                      pit?... 
You can drink and forget and be glad,
And people won't say that you're mad;
For they'll know you've fought for your country
And no one will worry a bit.


           by Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967)

1. 
What is the dominant meter of each poem?

2. 
What is the rhyme scheme? How would you describe each stanza?
3. 
Point out any alliteration, assonance, onomatopoeia, metaphor, simile, or personification.

4. 
What images are particularly strong in each poem? Are any particularly shocking? Particularly effective?
5. 
How would you characterize the tone? What emotions does the poet draw on in his audience?
6. 
How does this writer view war? What, specifically, tells you that? What evidence does the writer muster to express his beliefs?
7.
Is one poem more patriotic than another? More convincing? Which one gets read on Veterans’ Day, and why?
