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“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.

“Lamentations”

I found him in the guard-room at the Base. 
From the blind darkness I had heard his crying 
And blundered in. With puzzled, patient face 
A sergeant watched him; it was no good trying 
To stop it; for he howled and beat his chest.
And, all because his brother had gone west, 
Raved at the bleeding war; his rampant grief 
Moaned, shouted, sobbed, and choked, while he was kneeling 
Half-naked on the floor. In my belief 
Such men have lost all patriotic feeling.
“Base Details”

IF I were fierce, and bald, and short of breath,
 

  I’d live with scarlet Majors at the Base,
 

And speed glum heroes up the line to death.
 

  You’d see me with my puffy petulant face,
 

Guzzling and gulping in the best hotel,

  Reading the Roll of Honour. ‘Poor young chap,’
 

I’d say—‘I used to know his father well;
 

  Yes, we’ve lost heavily in this last scrap.’
 

And when the war is done and youth stone dead,
 

I’d toddle safely home and die—in bed.

“Glory of Women”

YOU love us when we’re heroes, home on leave,
 

Or wounded in a mentionable place.
 

You worship decorations; you believe
 

That chivalry redeems the war’s disgrace.
 

You make us shells. You listen with delight,
 

By tales of dirt and danger fondly thrilled.
 

You crown our distant ardours while we fight,
 

And mourn our laurelled memories when we’re killed.
 

You can’t believe that British troops ‘retire’
 

When hell’s last horror breaks them, and they run,

Trampling the terrible corpses—blind with blood.
 

  O German mother dreaming by the fire,
 

  While you are knitting socks to send your son
 

  His face is trodden deeper in the mud.
 

The Common Form:
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Rudyard Kipling:

“Common Form”

If any question why we died,
Tell them, because our fathers lied. 

“A Dead Statesman”

I could not dig: I dared not rob:
Therefore I lied to please the mob.
Now all my lies are proved untrue
And I must face the men I slew.
What tale shall serve me here among
Mine angry and defrauded young? 

