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IMAGES OF WAR
SOME PROTEST WAR SONGS  

	Masters of War - Dylan 

I Ain't Marching Anymore - Ochs 

When the Ship Comes In - Dylan 

Political Science - Newman 

Born In the USA - Springsteen 

Bullet the Blue Sky - U2 

Youngstown - Springsteen 

Heaven is Falling - Bad Religion 

Waltzing Matilda - Bogle 

A Hard Rain's A Gonna Fall - Dylan 

With God on Our Side - Dylan 

Times They Are A Changin' -  Dylan 

Us and Them - Waters 

Army Dreamers - Bush 

Short Memory - Midnight Oil 

U.S. Forces - Midnight Oil 

Mothers, Daughters, Wives - Small 

Covert Battalions - Bragg 

Southampton

 HYPERLINK "http://www.zmag.org/songs/songarchive.htm" \l "SOUTHAMPTON DOCK"  Dock - Waters 

The Tide is Turning - Waters 

Call It Democracy - Cockburn 

Lives in the Balance - Brown 

Strangest Dream - Mcmurdy 
	Vigilante Man - Woody Guthrie 

War - Barrett Strong 

Get Up, Stand Up - Bob Marley 

Fortunate Son - Fogarty 
Send in the Marines - Lehrer 

Cops of the World - Phil Ochs 

Work for Peace - Gil Scott Heron 

Attack of the Peacekeepers - Biafra 

How Long - Brown 

Flowers of Guatemala - REM 

Son Came Home Today - Bogle 

Between the Wars - Bragg 

Rumours of War - Bragg 

Imagine - Lennon 

Don't Let the Bastards - Kristoferson 

Fixin To Die Rag - McDonald 

Sam Stone - Prine 

One Tin Soldier - Coven 

Universal Soldier - Marie 

Don't Wanna Be a Soldier -  Lennon 

The Call Up - Clash 

Bullet In Your Head - Rage 
The Great Mandala - Yarrow 
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The Protest song was one of the 
main symbols of the sixties youth culture
and was aimed at awakening public awareness 
of social issues, particularly the Vietnam conflict. 
The songs provided the soundtrack to our demonstrations
against that War and All war. 

WAR
War has shattered
Many young men's dreams
We've got no place for it today
They say we must fight to keep our freedom
But Lord, there's just got to be a better way
It ain't nothing but a heartbreaker
War !
What is it good for?
("War", by Edwin Starr was the United States number 1 song in 1970.)  OF
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Barrett Strong
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What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
War is something that I despise
For it means destruction of innocent lives
For it means tears in thousands of mothers' eyes
When their sons go out to fight to give their lives
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
War
It's nothing but a heartbreaker
War
Friend only to the undertaker
War is the enemy of all mankind
The thought of war blows my mind
Handed down from generation to generation
Induction destruction
Who wants to die
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing

War has shattered many young men's dreams
Made them disabled bitter and mean Life is too precious to be fighting wars
each day
War can't give life it can only take it away
War
It's nothing but a heartbreaker
War
Friend only to the undertaker
Peace love and understanding
There must be some place for these things today
They say we must fight to keep our freedom
But Lord there's gotta be a better way
That's better than
War
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
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Absolutely nothing
Masters of War

Bob Dylan
Come you masters of war
You that build all the guns
You that build the death planes
You that build the big bombs
You that hide behind walls
You that hide behind desks
I just want you to know
I can see through your masks

You that never done nothin'
But build to destroy
You play with my world
Like it's your little toy
You put a gun in my hand
And you hide from my eyes
And you turn and run farther
When the fast bullets fly

Like Judas of old
You lie and deceive
A world war can be won
You want me to believe
But I see through your eyes
And I see through your brain
Like I see through the water
That runs down my drain

You fasten the triggers
For the others to fire
Then you set back and watch
When the death count gets higher
You hide in your mansion
As young people's blood
Flows out of their bodies
And is buried in the mud

You've thrown the worst fear
That can ever be hurled
Fear to bring children
Into the world
For threatening my baby
Unborn and unnamed
You ain't worth the blood
That runs in your veins

How much do I know
To talk out of turn
You might say that I'm young
You might say I'm unlearned
But there's one thing I know
Though I'm younger than you
Even Jesus would never
Forgive what you do
Let me ask you one question
Is your money that good
Will it buy you forgiveness
Do you think that it could
I think you will find
When your death takes its toll
All the money you made
Will never buy back your soul

And I hope that you die
And your death'll come soon
I will follow your casket
In the pale afternoon
And I'll watch while you're lowered
Down to your deathbed
And I'll stand o'er your grave
'Til I'm sure that you're dead
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THE BAND PLAYED WALTZING MATILDA
By Eric Bogle
Now when I was a young man I carried me pack
And I lived the free life of the rover.
From the Murray's green basin to the dusty outback,
Well, I waltzed my Matilda all over.
Then in 1915, my country said, "Son,
It's time you stop ramblin', there's work to be done."
So they gave me a tin hat, and they gave me a gun,
And they marched me away to the war.
And the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
As the ship pulled away from the quay,
And amidst all the cheers, the flag waving, and tears,
We sailed off for Gallipoli.
And how well I remember that terrible day,
How our blood stained the sand and the water;
And of how in that hell that they call Suvla Bay
We were butchered like lambs at the slaughter.
Johnny Turk, he was waitin', he primed himself well;
He showered us with bullets, and he rained us with shell --
And in five minutes flat, he'd blown us all to hell,
Nearly blew us right back to Australia.
But the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
When we stopped to bury our slain,
Well, we buried ours, and the Turks buried theirs,
Then we started all over again.
And those that were left, well, we tried to survive
In that mad world of blood, death and fire.
And for ten weary weeks I kept myself alive
Though around me the corpses piled higher.
Then a big Turkish shell knocked me arse over head,
And when I woke up in me hospital bed
And saw what it had done, well, I wished I was dead --
Never knew there was worse things than dying.
For I'll go no more "Waltzing Matilda,"
All around the green bush far and free --
To hump tents and pegs, a man needs both legs,
No more "Waltzing Matilda" for me.
So they gathered the crippled, the wounded, the maimed,
And they shipped us back home to Australia.
The armless, the legless, the blind, the insane,
Those proud wounded heroes of Suvla.
And as our ship sailed into Circular Quay,
I looked at the place where me legs used to be,
And thanked Christ there was nobody waiting for me,
To grieve, to mourn and to pity.
But the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
As they carried us down the gangway,
But nobody cheered, they just stood and stared,
Then they turned all their faces away.
And so now every April, I sit on my porch
And I watch the parade pass before me.
And I see my old comrades, how proudly they march,
Reviving old dreams of past glory,
And the old men march slowly, all bones stiff and sore,
They're tired old heroes from a forgotten war
And the young people ask "What are they marching for?"
And I ask meself the same question.
But the band plays "Waltzing Matilda,"
And the old men still answer the call,
But as year follows year, more old men disappear
Someday, no one will march there at all.
Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda.
Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?
And their ghosts may be heard as they march by the billabong,
Who'll come a-Waltzing Matilda with me?
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After listening to the music and listening to the lyrics of THE BAND PLAYED WALTZING MATILDA, have students analyse the song by considering and reflecting on the following questions:
1. Who has written the words? What is the background of the author(s)?
2. What point of view do you think is being presented?
3. Where does the text come from?
4. Where have you seen this kind of text/lyric before?
5. Who do you think is the intended audience? How can you tell? Why was it written?
6. What is the song about? What is it that the songwriter is inviting us to understand?
7. What makes you think that? How is this done (words, phrases, sounds, expressive elements)?
8. What meanings and contexts for meanings are possible in this song? Which people are in the song? Who is not mentioned/left out?
9. What are the gaps and silences in the song? Who benefits from this?
10. How does the song make you feel, think and act?
11. Who stands to benefit from the way in which this topic is being presented? Who is disadvantaged?
12. What knowledge and experiences do you draw on to make meaning from the song?
13. What other ‘knowledge’ or experiences would lead to other ‘meanings’ being made?
14. What social function do you think this song serves?
15. What kind of listener does this text assume or appeal to? What position is afforded to him/her?
16. What images of gender, ethnicity, ability/disability, advantage/disadvantage are presented? What assumptions or beliefs underpin these images?
Other songs that may be considered for inclusion
· Bob Dylan, Blowin’ in the wind

· Cat Stevens, Where do the children play?

· Midnight Oil, Beds are burning

· Simon and Garfunkel, Sounds of silence

· The Beatles, She’s leaving home

· The Cranberries, The icicle melts

· U2, Bloody Sunday

· [image: image26.wmf]Yothu Yindi, Treaty
	I Was Only Nineteen (A Walk In the Light Green) JOHN SCHUMAN

	 

	[image: image27.emf][image: image28.emf]Mum and Dad and Danny saw the passing out parade at Puckapunyal
It was a long march from cadets
The sixth battalion was the next to tour and it was me who drew the card
We did Canungra and Shoalwater before we left

And Townsville lined the footpaths as we marched down to the quay
This clipping from the paper shows us young and strong and clean
And there's me in me slouch hat with me SLR and greens
God help me - I was only nineteen

From Vung Tau riding Chinooks to the dust at Nui Dat
I'd been in and out of choppers now for months
And we made our tents a home, V.B. and pinups on the lockers
And an Asian orange sunset through the scrub

And can you tell me, doctor, why I still can't get to sleep?
And night time's just a jungle dark and a barking M.16?
And what's this rash that comes and goes, can you tell me what it means?
God help me - I was only nineteen

A four week operation, when each step can mean your last one on two legs
It was a war within yourself
But you wouldn't let your mates down 'til they had you dusted off
So you closed your eyes and thought about somethin' else

And then someone yelled out "Contact", and the bloke behind me swore
We hooked in there for hours, then a God almighty roar
And Frankie kicked a mine the day that mankind kicked the moon
God help me - he was goin' home in June

And I can still see Frankie, drinkin' tinnies in the Grand Hotel
On a thirty-six hour rec. leave in Vung Tau
And I can still hear Frankie, lying screaming in the jungle
'Til the morphine came and killed the bloody row

And the Anzac legends didn't mention mud and blood and tears
And the stories that my father told me never seemed quite real- 


Glossary

· Puckapunyal, Canungra, Shoalwater: Australian Army training bases 

· Townsville: City in Queensland and major Army Barracks 

· SLR: 7.62mm Self Loading Rifle - standard Army weapon of the era 

· greens: Jungle green uniform 

· VB: Victoria Bitter – an Australian brand of beer 

· tinnies: Cans of beer 

· rec leave: recreation leave 

· Anzac: Australian and New Zealand Army Corps 

· Channel Seven: An Australian Television Network 
	This is about the Vietnam War. The "Light Green" refers to the area on a map of Vietnam. Dark green was an area where there had been no defoliants ("Agent Orange," for instance) and where there was plenty of cover. Light green meant it had been cleared, but there were likely minefields and probably Vietnamese around (because it had been cleared).

	The areas named in the first part of the song: Puckapunyal, Townsville, Shoal Water, Nui Dat and Vung Tau are all real places. Puckapunyal is a training centre for army recruits in Victoria. Townsville is a town in Queensland; Shoal Water was used for military training exercises, and Nui Dat and Vung Tau were Australian bases in Vietnam. 

The "SLR" is the Self Loading Rifle, the standard armament of Australian Infantry in Vietnam. 

"Greens" in the lyrics are simply camo uniforms. 

"Chinooks" are helicopters, or "Choppers," and 

VB is a type of Australian beer - it stands for Victorian Bitters.

	There's some dispute over whether the lyrics say "Asian Orange" or "Agent Orange." Either could make sense.

	The "Rash that comes and goes" was a common side effect of working with Agent Orange. It could persist until you died, basically.

	Being "Dusted Off" means an evacuation of a soldier due to medical reasons. 

"Contact" means, in this case, either that the soldiers had sighted an enemy or spotted a mine. "Hooked in there for hours" refers to grenades.

	"The Grand Hotel" was a hotel in Vung Tau that had been converted for Army use. ANZAC stands for "Australian and New Zealand Army Corps." "Pieces" are shrapnel.

	All the proceeds from this song were donated to the Australian Vietnam Veterans Association.

	


1. Why did this song become such a hit in Australia?
2. Where or to whom  did all the royalties and profits from the sale of this record go to?
3. Where and Why did John Schuman perform this song, as well as several others sings, in front of a large and wildly enthusiastic, though very wet and cold, on October 1992 

Imagine
By John Lennon
Imagine there's no heaven,
It's easy if you try,
No hell below us,
Above us only sky,
Imagine all the people
living for today...
Imagine there's no countries,
It isnt hard to do,
Nothing to kill or die for,
No religion too,
Imagine all the people
living life in peace...
Imagine no possesions,
I wonder if you can,
No need for greed or hunger,
A brotherhood of man,
imane all the people
Sharing all the world...
You may say Im a dreamer,
but Im not the only one,
I hope some day you'll join us,
And the world will live as one.
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1. What are  the main theme of these songs?

2. What do they tell us about emotions of the singers? Give examples of words, phrases, or images to explain your responses?

3. What images do they convey to you?

4. What poetic devices do the songs use to convey their feelings about the theme?  You are to give at least 6 examples.  Refer to your Poetry Features worksheet.

5. To what extent to you agree with them?

WAR POETRY
Rupert Brooke – ‘The Soldier’

If I should die, think only this of me:

That there's some corner of a foreign field

That is forever England. There shall be

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,

Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,

A body of England's, breathing English air,

Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;

And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.
1. Describe the way Brooke feels about England. You may wish to start your answer - The way that Brooke feels about England is.....................................
2. What does Brooke mean by, 'A richer dust'? Who or what is Brooke referring to in the phrase, 'The eternal mind'? Describe the way Brooke feels about death. 
3. Do you think that this was written before Brooke went to war, or after he had started fighting? Explain your answer.
4. [image: image29.wmf]Choose a picture from this resource pack or from the internet which you think best reflects the atmosphere or mood of the poem. Stick a copy of the picture in your book and write at least five sentences explaining why you chose that particular picture.
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Dulce et Decorum Est by Wilfred Owen
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned out 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 gas-shells dropping softly 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 floundering 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,

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 desparate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est





Pro Patria Mori





WILFRED OWEN


1. What is the meaning of the phrase, "Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori"? 
2. What was Owen’s purpose to describe the gas attack and the horrible death of one of his men in such a way?
3. Which words or phrase are a bitter challenge to a corrupted civilisation?
4. Describe the feelings of the men before they are attacked with the gas shell. [Before they are attacked by the gas shell the soldiers feel …………
5. Discuss the following uses of imagery:
a. Bent double, like old beggars
b. Men marched asleep
c. Drunk with fatigue
d. An ecstasy of fumbling
e. As under a green sea, I saw him drowning
f. Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 

g.     Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues.
Start each answer: The image, "..............," means  ...................
It makes me think .............
6.   The description of a man suffering a hideous death. Why do you think the poet describe the full, gory details of the deaths?
7. Choose a picture from the resource pack to illustrate the poem. Stick it into your book and write five sentences to say why you have chosen it.
8. Work in a group of four or five. Produce three still images to reflect the three stages of the poem. Perform your images to the group, with somebody reading the poem as you do so.
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             Attack

At dawn the ridge emerges massed and dun

In the wild purple of the glowering sun,

Smouldering through spouts of drifting smoke that shroud

The menacing scarred slope; and, one by one,

Tanks creep and topple forward to the wire.

The barrage roars and lifts. Then, clumsily bowed

With bombs and guns and shovels and battle-gear,

Men jostle and climb to meet the bristling fire.

Lines of grey, muttering faces, masked with fear,

They leave their trenches, going over the top,

While time ticks blank and busy on their wrists,

And hope, with furtive eyes and grappling fists,

Flounders in mud. O Jesu, make it stop!
Siegfried Sassoon
         Futility     
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.

If 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-achieved, are sides,

Full-nerved—still warm—too hard to stir?

Was it for this the clay grew tall?

—O what made fatuous sunbeams toil  

To break earth’s sleep at all?








Wilfred Owen        
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Your turn:  Read the poems Attack and Futility and respond to the following questions:

1. What is the theme of these poems?

2. What do they tell us about this experience (theme)? Give examples of words, phrases, or images to explain your responses?

3. What images do they convey to you?

4. What poetic devices do the poets use to convey their feelings about the theme?  You are to give at least 6 examples.  Refer to your Poetry Features worksheet.

5. To what extent to you agree with them?

6. In Wilfred Owen's poem, ‘Futility’, how are the sunbeams described? 
7. How might ‘Futility’ be described as a religious poem?

8. Discussion:  Discuss the changing mood from enthusiastic patriotism to disillusionment, as reflected in texts of the First World War.



The reason why poems and war protest songs are often complex in style and concentrated in meaning is that they embody intensities of thought and emotion – as well as being a work of art; each poem is a biological and historical document.

Read Wilfred Owen’s Anthem for Doomed Youth 
Hint: The term sonnet is derived from the Provençal word sonet and the Italian word sonetto, both meaning little song. By the thirteenth century, it had come to signify a poem of fourteen lines following a strict rhyme scheme and logical structure.
Anthem for Doomed Youth

[image: image32.jpg]



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 heir hasty orisons.

Prayers

No mockeries now for them; no prayers or bells,


Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—

The shrill demented choirs of wailing shells;

And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?


Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes.

Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes.

The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall;

Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,

And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.


WILFRED OWEN

1. Describe Owen’s view of the war?  Give an example

2. Who are the 'Doomed Youth'? Why will they not have a proper funeral?
3. Why are ‘youth’ doomed?

4. How will people show mourning for the dead, if there is no funeral?
5. How has Owen shown that war dehumanises men?

6. Describe the tone of the poem (Owen's mood). 

7. How is the negativity of the poem stressed?

8. Why is the sonnet form appropriate in this poem?

Unknown Soldier
Was he old?

No, not old.
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Twenty or so,

no more.

An officer?

A private,

no stripes,

front line.

Decorations?

Stone over

his body,

medal for 

his mother.

Was he famous?

No,

but he went at
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the bidding

of the famous.

What say 

the records?

Only 

that his records

were lost

in the world’s next war.
STEVE TURNER

	Tomb of the Unknown Soldiers Facts


Tomb of the Unknowns at Arlington National Cemetery 
1. How many steps does the guard take during his walk across the tomb of the Unknowns and why?
  

2. How long does he hesitate after his about face to begin his return walk and why?
3. Why are his gloves wet?
4. Does he carry his rifle on the same shoulder all the time and if not, why not?
5. How often are the guards changed?
6. What are the physical traits of the guard limited to?
http://www.keneva.com/TombOfTheUnknownSoldierFacts.htm
Beach Burial

Softly and humbly to the Gulf of Arabs

The convoys of dead sailors come;

At night they sway and wander in the waters far under,

But morning rolls them in the foam.

Between the sob and clubbing of the gunfire

Someone, it seems, has time for this,

To pluck them from the shallows and bury them in the 


burrows

And tread the sand upon their nakedness.

And each cross, the driven stake of tide-wood,

Bears the last signature of man,

Written with such perplexity, with such bewildered


Pity,

The words choke as they begin.

‘Unknown seaman’—the ghostly pencil

Wavers and fades, the purple drips,

[image: image35.jpg]


The breath of the wet season has washed their 

inscription

As blue as drowned men’s lips.

Dead seaman, gone in search of the same landfall,

Whether as enemies they fought,

Or fought with us, or neither; the sand joins them


together,

Enlisted on the other front.

KENNETH SLESSOR
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Homework:  Research Kenneth Slessor and the purpose for writing this poem?  Where was it set?  Which war? Give examples
The Orphans at Xuyen Phu

Killed Aug. 1970
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It was a while way of death

that caught them up, mortars

crowning their few years of war.

Though somebody else played out

This murder, we all know something about

Making war in the orphan’s garden.

We killed their fathers, or

Their mothers, or the other side

Did, or somebody did by mistake,

By mistake tripping them sky-

High on hidden wires, or lighting

Then alive at casual flames.

They did it, we did it. We

Make orphans, they unmake
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Orphans; we they they we…

Somewhere along the line, some

Mixed-up night we’ll wake

Into their black pyjama-suits,

They’ll infiltrate our jungle-

Greens and somewhere in

A burnt-out clearing kill

Each other in each other’s uniform.

Though at Xuyen Phu

The orphans will lie unmoved,

So caught up already by our way of death.

B.A. BREEN
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Weapons Training

And when I say eyes right 1 want to hear 

those eyeballs click and the gentle pitter‑patter

of falling dandruff you there what's the matter 

why are you looking at me   are you a queer? 

look to your front   if you had one more brain 

it'd be lonely   what are you laughing at 

you in the back row with the unsightly fat

between your elephant ears   open that drain 

you call a mind and listen   remember first 

the cockpit drill when you go down   be sure 

the old crown‑jewels are safely tucked away   what could be more 
distressing than to hold off with a burst 

from your trusty weapon a mob of the little yellows 

only to find back home because your position

your chances of turning the key in the ignition 

considerably reduced?  allright now suppose 

for the sake of argument you've got 

a number‑one blockage and a brand‑new pack 

of Charlies are coming at you   you can smell their rotten fish   sauce breath hot on the back 

of your stupid neck   allright now what 

are you going to do about it?  that's right grab and check the magazine man it's not a woman's tit 

worse luck or you'd be set   too late you nit  they're on you and your tripes are round your neck  

you've copped the bloody lot just like I said  

and you know what you are?   you're dead dead dead
Bruce Dawe

[image: image41.jpg]



Home-Coming

All day, day after day, they’re bringing them home,

They’re picking them up, those they can find, and brining


Them home,

They’re bringing them in, piled on the hulls of Grants, in


Trucks, in convoys,

they’re zipping them up in green plastic bags,

they’re tagging them now in Saigon, in the mortuary coolness
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they’re giving them names, rolling them out of

the deep-freeze lockers—on the tarmac at Tan Son Nhut

the noble jets are whining like hounds,

they are bringing them home

—curly-heads, kinky-hairs, crew-cuts, balding non-coms

—they’re high, now high and higher, over the land, the 

streaming chow mein,

their shadows are tracing the blue curve of the Pacific

with sorrowful fingers, heading south, heading east,

home, home, home—and the coasts swing-upward, the old


ridiculous curvatures

of earth, the knuckled hills, the mangrove


swamps, the desert emptiness…

in their sterile housing they tilt towards these like skiers

—taxiing in, on the long runways, the howl of their


home-coming rises

surrounding them like their last moments (the mash, the


splendour)

then fading at length as they move

on to small towns where dogs in the frozen sunset

raise the muzzles in mute salute,

and on to cities in whose wide web of suburbs

telegrams tremble like leaves from a wintering tree

and the spider grief swings in his bitter geometry

—they’re bringing them home, now, too late, too early.

BRUCE DAWE
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1. What is the theme of these poems?

2. What do they tell us about this experience (theme)? Give examples of words, phrases, or images to explain your responses?

3. What images do they convey to you?

4. What poetic devices do the poets use to convey their feelings about the theme?  You are to give at least 6 examples.  Refer to your Poetry Features worksheet.

5. To what extent to you agree with them?

6. In Weapons Training how do we know the speaker demands absolute obedience from his men?

7. Why is the purpose of Weapons Training written as a monologue?

8. Which war is the speaker preparing his men for? Give at least three (3) examples and explain what they mean?

9. Give examples of how Dawe exposes bulling prejudices and the preservation of men’s genitalia in Weapons Training?

10. Comment on the way Weapons Training reveals dominant characteristics of masculinity in Australian culture in a certain place and time – with particular reference to homophobia, racism and sexuality.
11. In Homecoming how does Dawe reproduce the sentiments of the First World War poets?
12. Which words best describe these historic moments?

13. In Homecoming how does Dawe arouse sympathy and carefully manipulating the audience to reflect upon his own views towards war?
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Additional Extension Tasks

1. Write about your favourite poem or song featured in this booklet.  
2. Use one of the poems as a trigger for a piece of Drama work. Talk to your teacher about your ideas.
3. Do a painting or collage or other piece of art to illustrate one or more of the poems or songs.  Perhaps you could use PowerPoint, Flash or Graphics Arts to illustrate your work.
4. Write your own poem or your own song lyrics about War. It could be in the style of one of the poets or songs in the booklet. It could be about the First World War or about another war.
5. Describe how the mood of the war poetry and songs changed as the wars progressed through the Twentieth Century. Your teacher can give you clues on this.
War Poets
Poetry Features
Different Types of Poems
First World War Poetry Quiz
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