Ode To A Lost War Poet

'Tis when the pain at last subsides,
And heavenly dreams pervade the mind,
Where Gods deft gentleness resides
That death doth come so tranquil kind.
Oh! Soldier, soldier, go to sleep,
And slumber through the growing light,
To that fair place where none do weep,
Where Angels share their sweet delight.
Your work is done though our despair,
Will linger yet for a little time,
Until we know you're safe up there,
In that hero's heaven so divine,
That always in our hearts you'll grow,
When from our lips your verse doth flow.

Colin F. Jones
04 June 2002
http://www.iwvpa.net
Before Action

By all the glories of the day
  And the cool evening's benison,
By that last sunset touch that lay
  Upon the hills where day was done,
By beauty lavisghly outpoured
  And blessings carelessly received,
By all the days that I have lived
  Make me a solider, Lord.
By all of man's hopes and fears,
  And all the wonders poets sing,
The laughter of unclouded years,
  And every sad and lovely thing;
By the romantic ages stored
  With high endeavor that was his,
By all his mad catastrophes
  Make me a man, O Lord.
I, that on my familiar hill
A hundred of Thy sunsets spill
  Their fresh and sanguine sacrifice,
Ere the sun swings his noonday sword
  Must say goodbye to all of this;--
By all delights that I shall miss,
  Help me to die, O Lord.

W. N. Hodgson.

http://www.historyguide.org/europe/war_poets.html

Rendezvous

I have a rendezvous with Death
At some disputed barricade,
I have a rendezvous with Death
At some disputed barricade,
When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple-blossoms fill the air--
I have a rendezvous with Death
When Spring brings back blue days and fair.

It may be he shall take my hand
And lead me into his dark land
And close my eyes and quench my breath--
It may be I shall pass him still.
I have a rendezvous with Death
On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When Spring comes round again this year
And the first meadow-flowers appear.

God knows 'twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down,
Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,
Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath,
Where hushed awakenings are dear . . .
But I've a rendezvous with Death
At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year,
And I to my pledged word am true,
I shall not fail that rendezvous.

Alan Seeger 1915
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In Flanders Fields

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.

John McCrae 1914
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"War Ballad"

A carnation invasion 
Is stirring the nation
Rousting the knights
Of Quadratic Equation.

The war has come home
On orange frothy foam
Why won't these mean flowers 
Just leave us alone?

Mathematicians appear
Unshackled by fear
To fight the carnations
With slope forms and beer

Who will succeed?
This flowery weed?
Or Calculator Cowboy
And his Parabolic steed?

Smash! An X-axis
Splash! The orange foam
Flash! Flying petals
Crash! A lawn gnome

The field is garnished
In carnation carnage.
Sweet pure pink ruffles
Lay tattered and tarnished.

Standing still in the dust
Alive and robust
Men behold the victims
The just calculussed.

And so has their story
Though somber and gory
Reached down through the ages
To garner them glory.

And because of them
Now roses fear men
And never shall we
Fight the flowers again.

Kristen Schwarz
https://was.usc.edu

 haiku of the civil war
Only a horse died
Before the white flag fluttered
Over Fort Sumter

Eighteen sixty-one
April came in stormy then
Four-thirty, the twelfth

Pre-dawn it shattered
The uneasy peace they knew
When long darkness came

The blue and the gray
Made a hundred shades of red
The colors of war

There is no hatred
Deeper than between brothers
So close the distance

Wicked is the edge
That divides the human heart 
From that which it loves

Loud days upon them
When war whispers turned to howls
And all were made deaf

War is failure's price
When words cannot sway the will
Currency of blood

Enfilade sweeps far
Merciless arcs through the line
Cleaving open souls

A nation born free
Yet to embrace enslavement
Had to be reborn

Vessels can be weak
Their ship was unseaworthy
They were seamen still

Defeat's patina
Of melancholic brooding
Is theirs to cherish

Melissa M. Whelan

http://www.civilwarhaiku.com/

War 


War 
Sad, destructive 
Killing, injuring, destroying 
A thing that kills life. 
Terminator
Saud

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/~leslieob/cinquain.html
a pirates playground
the ocean is a pirate's playground

they live their lives upon the sea

battles are fought to the death

the loot is divided

they drink to those lost

set sail again

a pirate's

life for

me

Mark Williams
http://www.shadowpoetry.com/resources/wip/nonet.html
Louse Hunting
Nudes--stark and glistening,
Yelling in lurid glee. Grinning faces
And raging limbs
Whirl over the floor one fire.
For a shirt verminously busy
Yon soldier tore from his throat, with oaths
Godhead might shrink at, but not the lice.
And soon the shirt was aflare
Over the candle he'd lit while we lay.

Then we all sprang up and stript
To hunt the verminous brood.
Soon like a demons' pantomime
The place was raging.
See the silhouettes agape,
See the gibbering shadows
Mixed with the battled arms on the wall.
See gargantuan hooked fingers
Pluck in supreme flesh
To smutch supreme littleness.
See the merry limbs in hot Highland fling
Because some wizard vermin
Charmed from the quiet this revel
When our ears were half lulled
By the dark music
Blown from Sleep's trumpet.

Isaac Rosenberg
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In the heat

Running through the fields the men around me plunder

As the shells hit the ground reminding me of thunder,

Like I entered hell it seems

Were is the romance in the wounded screams

Covered in the blood of my own

Now even I have joined the wounded moan

Seeing my life flash before my eyes

I shout, my life’s ending to soon, but nor me nor god can hear my cries,

All my life I never knew,

War was never an adventure, just a way to see me through

Raadad elsleiman.

one of  thousands
We all will die one day,

What makes death different is how and in what way

And who, and for what reason.

But for me it was an act of treason

Just one of a thousand who lay. 

Being ambushed all in the same way.

Our allies were our enemy, and our lives they claim
To those generals who gave the orders, it is them to blame
They say in war there a sacrifices,

But with me it isn’t the same,

Just one of thousands, in there stupid game

Raadad elsleiman.

The patriotic youth

Fight for you country as you country fights for you

Join the army and tell your friend to come to

The words of propaganda will only see you through

The government says it’s the right thing to do

Dying on some forign country, does that seem right to you

For what reason will your blood spill

This is something that you will never know

But hey pack your bags and get ready to go

They say an adventure lies ahed

But the only thing that lies are the dead

Go to become a man it’s the only way

What is a man if he only lives for a day

See a different culture and meet a different race

Hello nice to meet you, oh that’s right its hard to talk when you have a bullet in your face

Life in the army is so great and fun

Until you get shot by the enemies machine gun

Raadad elsleiman.

