




Why is the country going to war? 

What are the goals of the United 
States? 

What is the tone of the address? 









German General Erich Ludendorff 
“What can she [America] do?  She cannot come over 

here! . . . I do not give a damn about America.” 















“Special interests must, for the 
moment, be subordinated to the one 
great objective of winning the war. . .  
These people are traitors to our 
democracy.” 

Ephraim D. Abrams 

























































































































Half a league, half a league, 
  Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 
  Rode the six hundred. 
"Forward, the Light Brigade! 
"Charge for the guns!" he said: 
Into the valley of Death 
  Rode the six hundred.  

"Forward, the Light Brigade!" 
Was there a man dismay'd? 
Not tho' the soldier knew 
  Someone had blunder'd: 
Their's not to make reply, 
Their's not to reason why, 
Their's but to do and die: 
Into the valley of Death 
  Rode the six hundred.  

Flash'd all their sabres bare, 
Flash'd as they turn'd in air, 
Sabring the gunners there, 
Charging an army, while 
  All the world wonder'd: 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right thro' the line they broke; 
Cossack and Russian 
Reel'd from the sabre stroke 
  Shatter'd and sunder'd. 
Then they rode back, but not 
  Not the six hundred.  

Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon behind them 
  Volley'd and thunder'd; 
Storm'd at with shot and shell, 
While horse and hero fell, 
They that had fought so well 
Came thro' the jaws of Death 
Back from the mouth of Hell, 
All that was left of them, 
  Left of six hundred.  

When can their glory fade? 
O the wild charge they made! 
  All the world wondered. 
Honor the charge they made, 
Honor the Light Brigade, 
  Noble six hundred.  

Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon in front of them 
  Volley'd and thunder'd; 
Storm'd at with shot and shell, 
Boldly they rode and well, 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of Hell 
  Rode the six hundred.  



Death of the Ball-Turret Gunner 
From my mother's sleep I fell into the State, 
And I hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze. 
Six miles from earth, loosed from the dream of life, 
I woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters. 
When I died they washed me out of the turret with a hose.  



Yes, we'll rally round the flag, boys,  
We'll rally once again,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom,  
We will rally from the hillside,  
We'll gather from the plain,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.  

The Union forever,  
Hurrah! boys, hurrah!  
Down with the traitors, Up with the stars;  
While we rally round the flag, boys,  
Rally once again,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.  

We are springing to the call  
Of our brothers gone before,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;  
And we'll fill our vacant ranks with  
A million free men more,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.  

We will welcome to our numbers  
The loyal, true and brave,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;  
And although they may be poor,  
Not a man shall be a slave,  
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.  



The real war will never get in the books. 

   --Walt Whitman 



‘GOOD-MORNING; good-morning!’ the General said  
When we met him last week on our way to the line.  
Now the soldiers he smiled at are most of ’em dead, 
And we’re cursing his staff for incompetent swine.  

‘He’s a cheery old card,’ grunted Harry to Jack          
As they slogged up to Arras with rifle and pack. 
    .    .    .    . 
 But he did for them both by his plan of attack. 





 "I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military 
authority, because I believe that the War is being deliberately 
prolonged by those who have the power to end it. I am a soldier, 
convinced that I am acting on behalf of soldiers. I believe that this 
War, on which I entered as a war of defence and liberation, has now 
become a war of aggression and conquest. I believe that the 
purpose for which I and my fellow soldiers entered upon this war 
should have been so clearly stated as to have made it impossible to 
change them, and that, had this been done, the objects which 
actuated us would now be attainable by negotiation. I have seen 
and endured the sufferings of the troops, and I can no longer be a 
party to prolong these sufferings for ends which I believe to be evil 
and unjust. I am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but 
against the political errors and insincerities for which the fighting 
men are being sacrificed. On behalf of those who are suffering now I 
make this protest against the deception which is being practised on 
them; also I believe that I may help to destroy the callous 
complacency with which the majority of those at home regard the 
contrivance of agonies which they do not, and which they have not 
sufficient imagination to realize". 



Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,   
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,   
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs   
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.   
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots   
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;   
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots   
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.  

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys! –  An ecstasy of fumbling,   
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;   
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,   
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime . . .   
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,   
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.   
In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,   
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.   

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace   
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,   
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,   
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;   
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood   
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,   
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud   
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,   
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest   
To children ardent for some desperate glory,   
The old Lie; Dulce et Decorum est   
Pro patria mori.  





I was the first fruits of the battle of Missionary Ridge.  
When I felt the bullet enter my heart  
I wished I had staid at home and gone to jail  
For stealing the hogs of Curl Trenary,  
Instead of running away and joining the army.  
Rather a thousand times the county jail  
Than to lie under this marble figure with wings,  
And this granite pedestal bearing the words, "Pro Patria."  
What do they mean, anyway?  

   --Edgar Lee Master, Spoon River Anthology 







If any asks why we died 
Say because our fathers lied 

Rudyard Kipling 



The Man In The Dead Machine 
Donald Hall  (1969) 

High on a slope in New Guinea 
The Grumman Hellcat 
lodges among bright vines 
as thick as arms. In 1943, 
the clenched hand of a pilot 
glided it here 
where no one has ever been.  

In the cockpit, the helmeted 
skeleton sits 
upright, held 
by dry sinews at neck 
and shoulder, and webbing 
that straps the pelvic cross 
to the cracked 
leather of the seat, and the breastbone 
to the canvas cover 
of the parachute.  

Or say the shrapnel 
missed him, he flew 
back to the carrier, and every 
morning takes the train, his pale 
hands on the black case, and sits 
upright, held 
by the firm webbing.  




